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CORDELIA.
BY FRANK H. SWEET,

ORDELIA HACK-
LTT was out
mending her back
fence. This was
nothing unusual,
Tovr the fence had
a habit of needing
mending, and {or
many a long year
there had been no
one but Cordelia to
do it; and, in fact,
to do all the mend-
ing and tending
and baking and making for the hungry
Hackett family. She had smoothed
the way down into the valley for her
poor, paralytic father, and had paved
the way up the hill of life and into an
«wducation for her brothers and sisters,
and was now thinking of performing
the same oftice for the motherless chil-
dren of an older half-brother.

But Cordelia did not look old, in spite
of the 32 years. ler face was as fair
and vivacious as {he riotous, elambeving
roses that essayed to soften and hide
the dilapidated fence; and her eyes
were the same merry, bewildering eyes
that had proved the joy and torment of
more than one susceptible heart in the
days of her girlhood. Butduring these
Iz ter years she had been too busy for
sueh things; and her brusque, business-
lilke manner had effectually prevented
admiring glances from developing into
anything verbal.

In spite of its general air of decrepi-
tude, the Hackett place was very pretty
and  homelike. DBright flowers and
clambering vines had been influenced
by Cordelia to screen the unsightly
'spots; and it would have been a poor,
heurtless sort of a mortal who would
have looked behind them for broken
weather-boarding and tottering pickets.
Ilirds seemed to like the arrangement,
for the vicinity was sure to be melodi-
«wus of a bright spring morning; and
hutterflies and bees and fragrant odors
aiso appeared to be well suited, for they
could always be found Jingering-about
the place. :

Tap, tap, tap, rang Cordelia’s hammer
as she went along the fence, straighten-
ing a slanting picket here and driving a
fresh nail in place of a rusty one there;
and tap, tap, tap, sounded firm, ap-
proaching footsteps on the sidwalk.
Tut the artist of the hammer did not
notice. Her thoughts were busy in re-
viewing the past and in making plans
for the future. The week before, her
youngest brother had gone into the
world to make a place for himself, and
now she was alone—for the first time in
tier life, She had thought to remain in
her pretty, vine-covered cottage and
read and study and do just as she liked.
Put only this morning a letter had come
from her brother John, inviting her to
live with him and look after his chil-
«ren. Well, of course she would go;
but it was with a sharp pang she made
the decision.

Presently the nails gave out, and she
rose with the intention of going after
more. But as she did so, she saw the

figure of a man leaning on her gate;
and a pair of keen, quizzical eyes were
looking straight into her own.

An angry flush rose to her face, but
was quickly succeeded by a look of
pleased recognition.

“¥or the land sake, Tom Rogers!”
she eried, as she stepped forvard and
gave him her hand. “Who ever thought
to see you here! And with such whis-
kers! Why, I declare I scarcely knew
vou! TLet's see, it's ten years since you
went out west?”

“Twelve, Cordelia; 12,” he said, smil-
ingly. “You remember it was the year
after father sold his farm. That was
in '82. Lizzie White had a lawn party
the cvening before I left.”

“Yes, 1 remember,” giving him an
arch look. ‘“Youwent home with Sadie
Adams, and folks did say—""

“Oh, pshaw, Cordelia!” he remon-
strated, “you and Sadie were together,
and I started to go home with both of
you, but that little Ed Purcell came up,
and you went off with him.” Then,
with sudden consternation: “I—I beg
your pardon. You—ain't married to
him, are you?”

“Not. yet,” placidly. “He comes by

~2vzry fewr months and sort o' beats

*4 ‘round the bush. But, yousee, I've had

all [ could put my hands to withour
thinkin' of such things.” Then, witha
gay, ringing laugh: ‘“But, let’s talk
sensible, Tom. I give up marryin’ages
ago. Iow are you gettin’ on out west?
When did you come, and how long are
Jou goin’ to stay ?”

“Just got in, and you're the first per-
son I've talked to,” he answered, gayly.
“I happened to come this way, and
#hought I'd stop for old times’ sake.
You've got a mighty flowery place, Cor-
«lelia.”

“Yes, I like it. But won’t you come in
-and sit down on the piazzy while 1
make some coo!l lemonade? It's pesky
kot cut here.”

“Pon’t mind if I do,” with alacrity.
“I ain't in no particular hurry, and your
piazzy looks right cool and inviting.
And besides, I'd like to ask a lot of ques-
tions about the boys and girls; what arc
they doing, and who's married and who
ain’t?”

He opened the gate and stepped into
“he yard, and as he did so his strong,
stalwart figure showed to its full ad-
vantage. He was more than six feet in
height, and his clear, ruddy complexion
was the picture of health and good na-
ture. Cordelia’s eyes rested on him ap-
provingly. As they went up the path

she noticed that he walked with a firm,
«confiden. tread, like a man who had met }/
the world and conguered it.

Two rocking-chairs were placed op-
posite each other on the piazza, and
while Cordelia was making the lemon-
ade Tom gazed around with boyish de-
light. The piazza was screened from
the road by honeysuckles and wistarias,
and he could count at least a dozen but-
terflies sailing contentedly about. Al-
most in reach of his hand was a robin's
nest, and as he raised himself sligatly
to look at the eggs the owner began to
scold him from one of the rafters over-
head.

Here Cordelia came out with the ‘em-
onade and a small stand which she
placed between the two chairs.

“There, help yourself,” she said, hos-
pitably. *“And now tell me how you've
been gettin’ on out west.”

“Oh, jes' toler'ble—aus they say out
there,” he replied, laughing. “Only in
my case, the ‘jes' toler'ble, means first
rate. I started as a cowboy, and then
bought a few head of cattle and then
some land, and after that pushed ahead
pretty steady. I was always hard-
working;and so got on faster than some
of my neighbors. After awhile a rail-
road came through,and avillage started
up less than three miles from my place.
That bovsted me right to the top. Now,
I'vegotaspretty a ranch as there iswest,
of the Missouri.”

“Why, that’s splendid!" she cried, her
facerglowing with pleasure. “I'm aw-
ful ,»llud you're doing so well. TFolks
round here have an idea that you've
been sort of —of runnin’ out.”

“How came they to get such a no-
tion?"” he demanded, his face flushing
wrathfully.

“Well, I—I believe 1id Purcell spoke
of it in the first place.”

“Ed Purcell!”™ Tom rose to his fee{
as though he would annihiliate the ab-
sent object of his wrath. Then he sat
down with a smothered laugh. “The
mean liar! He don’t know the first
thing of what I have been doing. You
didn’t believe him, Cordelia?”

She looked distressed.

“How could I help it, Tom?” she fal-
tered. “Ed said he had letters from
You off and on, and I didn't suppose he
would tell a story.” Then, with an ef-
fort to change the subject: “Did you
bring your family along?"”

“Family ?”

“Yes; your wife and childrea?”

He gazed sharply at her for a moment
to see if she was in earnest, then he
threw himself back in his chair with a
sudden burst of laughter.

“Did Ed tell you that?” he asked, as
soon as he could get his breath. “Well,
he's a dandy, he is. And did you believe
it?”

She did not answer, but he could see
from her changing countenance and
averted eyes that she had believed it.

Look here, Cordelia,” he said, ab-

‘““FOR THE LAND SAKE! TOM ROGERS."

ruptly, “what do you suppose I came
back for?”

“To look around—to sec¢ your rela-
tions, perhaps,” she answered, hesitat-
ingly.

“My relations are all out west,
I'ather and brother Jake went there
soon after I did. No, it was on account
of this,” taking a small slip of paper
from his pocket and handing it to her,
“Jake takes the home paper, and some-
times I look it over. Lastweek I hap-
pened to see thisitem. Read it.”

She did so, mechanically.

“We understand that our estcemed fel
low-townsman, Paul Hackett, has ob-
tained a lucrative position in the city, and
that he will soon depart for the scene of his
future labors. This will leave his sister,
Miss Cordelia, to keep house alone."”

“I don’t see much in that,” she said
as she handed back the paper.

“Well, I do. Anyhow, it brought me
here.” His voice had grown low and in-
ténse, and his gaze was so eager that
her own fell beneath it. “‘Listen, Cor-
delia. When I was returning that
night, after I had gone home with Su:
die Adams, I met EEd Purcell. T felt
more like pitching him into tLe bushes
than talking, but the fellow was so
friendly and sott-spoken that I was
obliged to stop through mere civility.
He spoke about the weather and the
party, and then told e that you and
he were engaged. I never liked the
scamp, but I dids’t suppose he would
tell a lie. Thenextday I started west.”

Cordelia was standing now, her face
flushed end her eyes blazing.

“Engaged—to Ed Iurcell!” ' she
gasped. “Oh, Tom! you didn’t believe
that?”

“How could I help it?” he answered,
grimly, repeating her words of a few
minutes before. “I didn’t suppose he
would tell astory.” Then all the anger
and grimness left his face, and as he
held out his arms the tenderness of
12 years' repression came tremulously
into his voice: “Cordelia, ¢ ¢ling, will
you go back with me?”

She made a shy step forward, then
hesitated.

“There’s John and the children,” she
said.
“Bother John and the children! He's
well-#9-do and can find somebody else
to ¢ | after them. Will youcome?”
;.)hzsh grew deeper on her face,
voice was clear and *-m zs she
red:

Tom!"—N. Y. Ledger,

A Great Man,
“Does your wife ever play any compli-
ments?” asked Frederick Jimson of his
friend Benderly.
“Never,” replied Benderly.
“Well, mine does. She flatters me."”
“Often?”
“Q, yes, frequently; particularly in
winter,” replied Frederick.
“Why does she taffy you so much in
winter?” :
“Whenever the coal fire needs replen-
ishing she points to the fireplace and
says: ‘Irederick, the grate.” ”—Texas
Siftings.

A Redeeming Feature.

“My dwelling is bounded on the
north by a gas works, on the south by
an india-rubber works, on the west by
a vinegar mannfactory, and on the east
by a glue boiling establishment.”

*“A nice neighborhood, I must say.”
“Quite so; but it has one advantage.
I can always tell which way the wind
blows without looking at the weather
cvocx.”—IHumoristische Blaetter.

IN PARIS.
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Waiter—Shall I bring monsicur a

‘\'\'\\ \‘\ \
AT
demi-tasse?

Wilkins (from Chicago)—Yes, and a
small cup of coflee.—Truth.

seen from Two Standpoints.

“Aha!” said Mrs. Strongmind, as she
and her husband sat in one of the Paris
cafes Dbstening to the band. “See there
—there is a woman playing in that
orchestra. She is gradually getting
her rights here in France, anyhow.”
“Thihnk so?” laughed Mr. Strong-
mind. “I don’t. That woman is play-
ing the second fiddle.”—Detroit I'ree
Press.

Over a Thousand.

The glorious charge of the Light Brigade,
By Tennysons famously sung,
Is nothing to that which my doctor made
Ifor taking a look at my tongue.
-N. X. Recorder.

Not a Mere Clerk.
Wealthy Parent-— What, engaged
yourself to young Tupester? Out-
rageous! The idea of a Van Junesberry

‘marrying a mere store clerk!

Daughter—But he isn’t a store clerk
now, papa. He is a gentleman of lei-
sure.

“Bhe”

“Yes; he has beendischarged.”—N.Y,
Weeily.

Where the Pugs Missed It.

“Corbett and Fitzsimmons can’t be
very smart. \Why it would be the easi-
est thing in the world for them to ar-
1ange to pull off their fight right in
New York.”

“*And not get arrested ?"

“*Certainly not. All they have to
dn is to become center rushes on rival
football clevens.”—DBrooklyn Life.

Thmr Komance.

Groom—Well, that umbrella is gone
and I'll have to get anotherone. \We'll
stop in Bigg, Store & Co’s.

Bride—Horrors! no. Go to some lit-
tle shop on aside street.

“Dear me! Why?”

“My darling, let's not spend our hon-
cymoon waiting for change.”—N. Y.
Weekly.

What Other Kind?

“What a nasty smell burnt powde:
L:as!"” said Johnny.

“Powder ?” exclaimed his elder sister,
Miss Maud, looking up. “Why it hasn’t
any sm—~0, you mean gunpowder!”

And she turned a lovely,creamy shade
of vermillion and became absorbed in
her fashion magizine again.—Chicagv
Tribune.

The Force of Habit.

On the day before the execution the
keeper informs a doomed man that a
visitor wishes to see him.

“Do you know who he is?” asks the
doomed man.

“No.”

“Well, just ask him if he wants to
collect a bill, and if he does tell him to
call day after to-morrow.”—Texas Sift-
ings.

Breaking a Record.

“Tommy,” whispered his mother, as
they sat down to dinner, ‘‘you mustn’t
say anything about that large mole on
Dr. Fourthly’s chin.”

And Tommy didn’t. He is probably
the first boy of the kind of whom his-
tory makes any mention.—Chicage
Tribune,
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ful mustache.

Blaetter.

HIE KNEW WHAT HE WAS ABOUT.
Charley—Ob, doctor, Laura just told mne that she thought you had a beauti-

Mother—Silly boy, you must not tell what your sister says to you or me,
Charley—That's all right, but Liura guve me a nickel to tell it.—Iliegende

Ilis Mistake.

Ned—You never know what to tell
a girl.

Ted—Now what is the matter?

Ned—I1 got turned down the other
night for telling a girl that 1 had never
loved another.

Ted—How was that?

Ned—She said there was one thing
she wouldn't do; she wouldn’t marry
a liar.—Town Topics.

Advanced Philosophy.

Vassar Student—Is marriage a prop-
er nouvn?

Be-bloomered Professor—OMb, yes, it is
proper, but certainly not expedient in
this enlightened new-woman age.—N.
Y. World.

One or the Other.

Mrs. Muchblest (indignantly)—Just
because the baby cries all night is no
reason why you should get drunk every
evening, so that you won’t hear her.

Mr. Muchblest—Well, get the baby
drunk and I'll keep sober.—N. Y. World.

Unanswerable.

lut the saying's repeated in vain
To the youth who remarks, with a shake of
his head,
“What of that? The stone doesn't com-
plain.”
—Truth.
As to Disagreements.
“Henderson and his partner seem to
have a good many serious disagree-
ments.”
“Yes; they couldn’t quarrel worse
if they were brothers.”—Puck.

Too Much Sameness.
Judge—You are sentenced to impris-
onment for life.
Prisoner—Oh, don’t say that, judge!
Give me something different. I'm a
married man already.—N. Y. Recorder.

Not Quite Suited,.
“Professor, how does the hair cut
suit you?”
“The hair is altogether too short—a
little longer, please.”"—¥liegende Blaet-
ter.

A Last Hope.
First Lawyer—DBoth the law and the
facts are clearly against us.
Second Lawyer—Ye-es. We'll have
to use great care in selecting the jury.—
Puck.

¥irst Real Confidences.
“Now that we are married, Penelope,
and have nothing to conceal from each
“other, how—"
j “Fm 29, George. How much did you
give the preacher?”—Chicago Tribune.

A rolling stone gathers no moss, it is sald, _ A

Danger.

First Tramp—It makes me nervous to
sleep in one of dese lodgin’houses. Sup-
posin’ a fire wuz to break out in de
night?

Second Tramp—Dat’s so. Dem fire-
nien would turp a hose on yer in a min-
ute!--Truth.

Where They Fall Down.
They're very, very masculine,
But llkely still to fail,
When they try to look sardonic
Upon a bargain sale.
—Detroit Tribune.

Cruel.

Mrs. Ray—Why are you so despon-
dent over your cook leaving you? Aren’t
there others?

Mrs. Buy—Yes; but when I asked
her to give me a good recommendation,
the wretch absolutely refused.—N. Y.
World.

A DELICATE TASTE.

Shorter Grubb—I wish yer would
help me, ma’am. Me ole pal died yester-
day an'—

Mrs. Easy Fruit—What killed him ?

Shorter Grubb—He tried ter eat tur

key widout cranberry sauce.—Chicago
Record.

He Didn’t Have to Like It,

Stern Fatlier of the Girl—I saw you
kiss my daughter as I passeq the parlor
awhile ago, and 1 want youf to know I
don't like it.

Young Man—You may not, but I do.
—Spare Moments. '

He Had.

“I understandyour employer has a
very uniform terpper?”

“He has—uniformly bad.”—Chicaga

Times-Herald.

BOYS ARE CRITICAL.

In Writing Storlos for Them: Authors
Must Be Sure of Faota,
In an interesting article on “How to
Write Stories for Boys,” in the Writer,
James Otis, the popular juvenile writer,
gives an amusing illustration of the
necessity of accuracy in stating. facts
in boy’s stories. .
“Carelessness in stating alleged
facts,” he says, “is a serious offense in
the eyes of the boy. He will forgive a
glaring improbability when it is boldly
labeled fiction; but you deliberately
insult him when you state that which
he .can ascertain from books of refer-
ence is absolutely incorrect. This is
best illustrated by an experience of
mine in connection with one of my
books.
“The incorrect statement made was
regarding the depth of water at a cer-
tain point on Tampa bay, and I gained
my information from an old chart of
the Florida coast, carelessly giving no
heed to the fact that there might be a
later publication bearing on the sub-
ject. In less than thirty days from the
issuance of the book four letters were
received from as many readers, inwhich
the mistake was pointed out, with more
or less sarcasm as to the wisdom of the
author.
“The latest coast survey had discov-
ered that this particular portion of the
bay was dry at low water, and at least
four boys had made themseclves ac-
guainted with thhat fact.
“It was an error such as an older
reader would have passed by unnoticed,
or with a smile of pity because of the
author's ignorance; but a boy does not
allow anything of the kind to go with-
out rebuke, and always remembers it to
the disparagement of the writer.”

Do Nor NEGLECT to send in your sub-
crisption to T%e Century this month.
The Century leads all the magazines,
and while the price is $4.00 a year, the
publishers make a special offer this sea-
son of a year’s back numbers for $1.00
extra. You have the chance to begin
to take this great periodical on the
most favorable terms. See advertise-
ment in another column,

“I Nzver could understand,” sighed
Adam, “why that oldest boy of minc turned
out so badly. He hadn’t any grandparents
to spoil him.”—Golden Days.

Confinement and Hard Work

Indoors, particularly in the sitting posture,
are far more prejudicial to health than ex-
cessive muscular exertion in the open air.
Hard sedentary workers are far too weary
after office hours to takemuch needful exer-
cise in the r?en air. le%v often need a
tonic. Wher¢ can they sefk invigoration
more certainly and thoroughly than from
dostetter's Stomach Bitters, a renovant par-
ticularly adapted to recruit the exhausted
force of nature. Use also for dyspepsia,
kidney, liver and rheumatic ailments.

TroLLEY Motorman (to Conductor)—
“Say, Bill, the old gent behind has just fell
off.” Conductor—*That's all right. He's
paid his fare.”’—Pathfinder.

An Enigmatical Bill of Fare,

For a dinner served on the Dining Cars of
the Chicago, Milwaukee & St. Paul Raii-
way, will be sent to any address on receipt
of a two cent postage stamp. Apply to
Geo. H. Heafford, General Passenger Agent,
0Old Colony Building, Chicago, Ill.

Hearp at a public school.—*“What word
or words are synonymous with falsehood '
Chorus of Scholars—‘‘Circus posters!’—
Golden Days.
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Brings comfort and improvement and
tends to personal enjoyment when
rightly used. The many, who live bet-
ter than others and enjoy life more, with
less expenditure, by more promptly
adapting the world’s best products to
the n of physical being, will attest
the value to health of the pure liquid
laxative principles embraced in the
remedy, Syrup of Figs.

Its excellence is due to its presenting
in the form most acceptable and pleas-
ant to the taste, the refreshing and truly
beneficial properties of a perfect lax-
ative; effectually cleansing the system,
dispelling coldsi headaches and fevers
and permamently curing constipation.
It has given satisfaction to millions and
met with the approval of the medical
profession, because it acts on the Kid-
neys, Liver and Bowels without weak-
ening them and it is perfectly free from
every objectionable substance.

Syrup of Figs is for sale by all drug-
gists in 50c and $1 bottles, but it is man-
ufactured by the California Fig Syrup
Co. only, whose name is printed on every
package, also the name, Syrup of Figs,
and being well informed, you will not
accept any substitute if offered.

An important
trifle — The
DeLONG Patent
Hook and Eye
and trifles make
perfection.

hump?

Pailadelphia. "

I Gave Up

Hoping I would ever be better, I had suf-
fered so much from sour stomach, kidney
troubles, and other ailments. But Hood's
Sarsaparilla was the means of saving my
life. After taking it I was stromg and
muscular, gained 14 lbs. I recommend

Hood’s Sarsaparilla

to all who long for health and strength.”
NICcHOLAS ScuiEnser, Summerdale, 11
arc tasteless, mild, effec-

Hood’s Pills tive. All druggists. e

FORECLOSED FARMS,

e FARMS

——

MINNESOTA

OBTAINED UPON ...
MORTGAGE FORECLOSURE

FOR SALE ON EASY TERMS

—BY —

THE MINNESOTA LOAN AND TRUST (0,

MINNEAPOLLS, MINN.

If your skirt edges

wear out, it's because you don't

SKIRT BINDINGS

It’s easy to prove it for yourself.
Don’t take any binding unless you
see S, H. & M.” on the label, no
matter what anybody tells you. i
If your dealer will not supply you,
we will.

Send for samples, showin
rials.tothe S. H. & M. Co.,
York City.

-

labels and mate-
.O. Box 699,New

“THE CENTUR Y':.'!ana’.r at the kead of

the world's perivatcals. .
~EBALTIMORE AMERICAN.

To

THE CENTURY
in 1806

Mrs. Humphry Ward

will furnish a great novel —one that par-
takes of the nature of both ‘‘Robert
Elsmere " and ‘* Marcella."”

Rudyard Kipling

will contribute stories.

Mark Twain
has promised various papers.

George Kennan
— papers on adventures among the
mountaineers of the Caucasus.

W. D. Howells

—a novel of Saratoga life.

Capt. Alfred T. Mahan
—who wrote the famous book on ** The
Influence of Sea Power upon History,"
—papers on Nelson's naval battles.

Amelia E. Barr

—a novelette of life in the Hebrides.
Marion Crawford

—a great series of articles on Rome,
magnificently illustrated.

Dr. Albert Shaw

—suggestive papers on municipal gov-
ernment in America.

Mary Hallock Foote

—a powerful novelette of Western life.

Prof. W. M. Sloane

—his Life of Napoleon, *‘the literary
event of the year,” superbly illustrated.

Henry M. Stanley

—an introduction to papers on Africa
and the slave-trade by pEp; Glave.

F. Hopkinson Smith

—*Tom Grogan," a novel of the Amer-
lcan laboring classes, illustrated by
Reinhart.

Great Artists

will contribute illustrations and impor-
tant papers on art subjects.

Great Musicians
will furnish articles on musical topics.

Great Story Writers,

Bret Harte, Frank R. Stockton, and
many others will contribute,

Are you going to
have it THE CENTURY costs

. .00 a year. Itis
not in any sense a chcap magazine. It
is high-class in cvery way, ‘' unquestiop-
ably the leading monthly magazine of
the world.” If you will try it for a year
you will find that your home is the bet-
ter for it. Begin your subscription with
November, the beautiful ** Anniversary
Number.” December, the Christmas
issue, contains the famous pictures by
Tissot, illustrating the Life of Christ.
Remit $4.00 to the publishers; or send

.00 and get for the extra doliar all the
numbers of the past containing the
first part of Prof. Sloane’s Life of Napo-
leon —two rears of THE CENTURY for
$5.00. All the back numbers will be
sent at once. Address

THE CENTURY CO.
UNION SQUARE, NEW YORK.

it

Clear mnz

PAY YOUR TAXES e propert

for feesin WIHALANDS subjectto bnck

WILL

taxes. Secnd descriptions. No, 230

First Aveaue 8.,

A . N. K-G. 1580.

WHEN WRITING TO ADVERTISERS PLEASE

MINNEAPOLIS, MINN.

@0 NANE THIS PAPER every time you vrite,

state that you saw the Advertisemesnt in this
Deper. ;




