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i.

N'i w York Evening Post.
"Which trunk were my white lawn tics

packed in, Annie? .1 wish you would Hnd
one for me." The Rev. Arthur B Iden
stood in froi i "i the mirror finishing hta
t >ilet. His coat was bung carefully over
the back n| h chair; his hat, shining and
speekless, adorned the peak of the nead-
bi ard. li^ was brushing Ills hair devoted-
ly. He was v tall man. He crouched a
little in front of the low mirror to make
the parting straight. The position was
not altogether becoming. But he stared
at himself unseeing. Ha was absorbed
In the perfection of the part. "I like a
white tie best with" this suit," r.o went
on. absently whisking the clothes bru h

over his neck and sleeves. Perceiving
that liis words met no response, "Don't
you?" he said, lie lo deed inquiringly at
his wife! She was bending over the wash
aland, one hand grasping a curved-neck
buttle, the other fumbling in a small
traveling big.

• What's the matter?" he asked.
She lifted a perplexed face. "I san't

find the bag of shot to rinse the nursing -bottle. i was sure 1 put it in tins
satchel." Sin- put down the bottle and
gave both bauds to the search.

"Oh. never mind tying so pruti< ular,
for once Just rinse it out and let it go.
I can't find those ties anywhere."

She tibaml moil the traveling bag. and
going over to a low steamer trunk, took
out box after box,- examining: each in t"ie
dim li.^ht with close, near-sighted eye;. 1,
Shu came upon it at last. It was jic;<tly
labeled: "Artliur'a Ties." She handed it
vi hhn and returned to the traveling ling.

"Thank you. Annie. You always do
tiling's so nicely," ho said kindly. He se-
lected >> sti'T length of lawn, and gguarcd
himself i; front of the mirror for a silent
tussle.

She shook cite shot in the bottle. She
hud discovered it in the outside pocket;
put there to be handy. She rinsed the
bottle fcai fullywith water from the toilet
pitcher. la imagination she saw microbes
ami ?erras and bacteria slip from the
pitih r Into lire bottle. They rose. They
float -I ir>Hlisr,antly around the head of
Baby KiviMie, awal;e in his improvL'lfed
c<-ib. They crossed the ball to three-year-
old Tommy asleep -n ttoe little room be-
} "nd.

••That Mis- Colby will be a great add;-

tion Lv our table," he said. He was re-
garding himself absently in the mirror.
"Where did th§y say fche was from? TTp-
i"H, w.i.- ii ': '

"Upto'ij college, lowa "
\u25a0•oil. yes. She's well educated, certain-

ly, I>i.i .'v..i notice her allusion to Dant;.?
1 niu.-i i'j'k un my I'unt'j. L>id \ou put it
In.--

-"No; fcere wasn't room finally. You
know yon vunted that volume of 'Reli-
gious A.necd< tes' for your sermons, and it
is-so big l had *i- ]i_>;>ve out Ihe Danti*
and three or four small Shakespeares,"

'•Oh, yes. Well, never mind, I can bor-
row one, perhaps. It really is a pleasure
to meet an educated woman once more."
He smoothed his coat v-Jllar carefully and
craned his neck to examine the fit of the
back in the mirror. He crossed the room
on tiptoe and peered .cautiously into the
crib. A pair of round eyes, intelligent
an.! non-committal, stardd back. Tho
9*nall mouth was closed firmly over a fat
thumb. "lie isn't asleep, is he?" whis-
pered the father, drawing- back and
reaching tor his hat. "1 hop^d that you'
could go. Annie. But T shall not be gone
long—just down to the beach lor a little
while. I "told Miss Colby we would come,
you know." He paused, waiting f^r'a re-
ply.

"Yes, Arthur, you go. I v^lli come later
if I can perhaps."

"Do try to come." He kissed her and
close<i tru door softly. One round, oblique
eye followed his departure over the top

ef the crib. The fat thumb was removed.
The mouth remained open to <?mit a deter-
mined, protesting yell.

She crossed to the crib and patted the
sturdy legs gently. "There, there, Fred-
die, li still. Be a good boy and go
Bleepins," she murmured softly, in a half
cha ni.

The thumb was replaced. The mouth
closed over it. The round eyes rested
conVplaccntly on her face. She smoothed
the clothes, giving admonitory pats,
prooning softly nonsense. .The round eyes
drooped to ni^re slits. 'They (lew open.
They regarded her reproachfully. The
-mouth took a fresh grip. The lids droop-
f.tl once more, faltered, Muttered a|d
wen- lost. She drew* the knitted blanket
over the little figure.
;She removed the waist of her traveling

dress swiftly, and slipped into a muslin
dressing sacqiie. She gave a sigh of re-
lief as >•'.)<-> lifted her arms freely above
her head.. She transferred boxes and
clothes quickly from trunks to closets
and drawers. She arrange! the top draw-
er for Arthur, the second one for her-
self The books were placed on a high
shelf by tlie medicines. Before they were
married they had read Browning and
discussed -Meredith. She noticed that
both Browning and Meredith hadtsome-
how been left behind. But the alcohol
bottle was full'and the lime water handy.
The. Dante was there after all. Arthur
would be pleased. She gave the last
touches to the unpacking. She laid out
the nhrht clothes. She went twice to the
kitchen to ask Mrs. Goodscll about fresh
egg.s and milk. She found out where the
kindlings were kept and how to manage
the rickety bucket. When at last she
had laid her head on the small boarding
house pillow visions of croup and bacteria
find cholera infantum and nettle rash
floated about it. They crowded out a
little dim wonder that Arthur was so
late.

11.

lie pa cod slowly up and down the
be«ch. Ms tall figure breasting the light
breeze. Beside him paced another figure,

0 small and straight, securely wrapped in
a large brown shawl. From under the
brim of a soft felt hat thin intellectual
features looked up at him. At each turn
of the pacing he changed gallantly to the
•windward side to protect his companion

from the wind. It also gave him a good
view of the harbor.

How long the light la?is." He waved
his hand toward the water, vhcre gican:s
of the afterglow still rested.

Sho peered around him to en ten the
gleams. The small gray eyes lighted In-
telligently. "It is wonderful," she said
softly, "The light that never was on sen
or land.' "

Hi.s chest expanded hi v happy glow of
recognition. "Ah, you read Wordsworth?*•

"One must," she said seriously.
They paced on in silence lor a few min-

utes. She thought first of appropriate
lines to follow:
"Our souls have sight of that immortal

sea that brought us hither,
Can in a moment travel thither.
And watch the children sr.ort upon the

shore—"
Th > rhyme help d him to finish the quo-

tation:
"Ana hear the mighty waters rolling

evermore." ,
The words lent themselves readily to

pulpit Inflection.
"He was.a wonderful man," she said.
"Wonderful!"
"We h;.ve no poets now," she sighed.

"Not one." His voice arraigned them
all.

"Nor prose writers either," she pursued.
"Well, no"—hi- hesitated a second—

"possibly not."
She looked up quickly. "Do you write?"
••oh, now :-,nd then—a little. Ha spoke

with something of the offhand modesty of
a Kipling or a Gladstone.

The little figure straightened eagerly.
"Where do you publish?"

IK- coughed. Ho looked dreamily at the
horizon. "1 have published very little—aa
yet."

••on."
"A few things in The Sunday S-liool

Watchman. 1 * '"I never see that,'! she said rogreti illy.

He straightened himself a little proudly.
"No. it is rather strictly a church paper.
We don't expect a. large nucMence. Dr.
T\!tr. of the IVniple church, was saying

to me (he other day that he knew that
anything- of his in The Watchman must
always have a small audience."

Ho glanced at her sirtewlse. She was
peering up to him respectfully. The ton©
grew in confidence. "Thoy are very ap-
preciative reader's! It was only last week
1 had a delightful letter from a woman in
Maine about a little thing of mine on the
'Beauty of Sacrifice.' vj[ think T have the
letter here." He explored his pockets.

"Yes. here it is." They stopped under the
red wharf light. It fell radiantly on his
full cheeks and blonde mustache as he
bent over thf. sheet. The rich voice read
modestly, "My Dear Sir: I come to you
with a full heart. 1 have just been read-
ing your litlie paper on the "Beauty of
Sacrifice.' It is a revelation to me, the
dawn of a new day. My apology for writ-
ing to you, a straitgei^ng that you have
brought light into the tlarfmess of my
life. Yours from th/ heart,' Martha
Wynne." He ljauaea and replaced --.the
letier. They paced" on; '"I .-hall hope to read it," she said" soft-
ly. He expanded. "It will give me plea-
sure. I have a copy here, r think. 1 will
hand It to you In the morning."

"It is a great thins to be able to write,"
she murmured appreciatively.

He looked down at her. "Perhaps you
too, write?"

"Only a few little things" she- sighed
tenderly.
_"Ppems?"
"Yes.. Poor onos." •. -
"You must let me see them." .
"Perhaps—if you care."
"Ah, but you must. I insist." he said,

generously. "You are to be here some
time?"

"All summer."
"So are we. It Is a great pleasure to

meet some one who cares for such
things," he said, gently . .:.- : .

"Yes; only soul* can know each other."
They raced on in silence. It "grew to

consciousness.
"I shall hope that you and Mrs.' Bei'len

. HE FEI,T HE WOILD HWE TO.

: will know each other better," he said,
safely.

"I want to know her," she murmured.
j She looked up at his 3trong figure loom-

| ing dimly in the fading light. "We must
! go In," she said. "It is getting late."

"Yes, we must go in, it is better so."
He was not sure himself exactly what he
meant. He had a vague sense of worldly
license.

HI.

"I do wish that you would go, Annie,"

he said, looking across the piazza to her.
She was sewing on a tiny flannel garment.
He rocked gently back and forth In the
big piazza chair, his elbows resting on
the wide arms, his hands meeting, the
tips of the fingers pressed carefully to-
gether. "I shall not enjoy it without
you," he went on. "A man doesn't like
to get to bo known as always going about
without his wife:"

"I should like to go." She brought the
tiny hand closer to her near-signted eye 3
to take three or four infinitesimal
stitches. "I ho vent been Bailing for
years—not sine5 we were married. But
I have to finish letting out thesa petti-
coats. They shrank in the wash."

"Do something flse. Buy him some
new ones," he ventured, vaguely.
"I can't get any here. Besides, these

will do very well. I don't want to put
him into thick new ones before winter."

She Bewed on in silence. He watched
her idly.

"What's that you are doing now?" he
asked. *\u25a0

"Feather stitching."
"What's it for?"
"To finish tho hem."
"Couldn't you do it In some easier

way?"
"No—lt doesn't take much longer. You

wouldn't have him look like a tenement
house baby, would you?"

"I shouldn't think it would matter
much about his petticoats.". He sighed
and looked out across the bay.

"Everybody notices a baby's petticoats,
Arthur."

"Do they? Welt, then,,you ought to

have a woman to do it for you. Thefe's
no use In your Blavlng yourßelf to death
over such nonsense."

She bit the fragile thread between her
teeth and 9mothe*«d. the finished seam.
"It is the, only way I can earn Tnoney,"

she said, dryly. "Ifwe didn't owe every-

body in town at home, perhaps I
shouldn't feel obliged to."

He stirred uneasily in hia chair.
A small gray figure crossed the yard

and came towards them. He sprang up
eagerly. "Ah, good morning, Miss Col-
by;" he motioned his hand politely to-

wards the big chair. She sank into it,

and swayed back and forth, her slim,
straight feet barely touching the floor.

Annie looked up and smiled cordially.

"We are talking about the sail, Miss
Colby. Are you going?"

•Yes, I rather think so. Are you?" The
voice drawled a little. It was not an
affected drawl.

"Mrs. Belden ttolnks it may be too
rough for her," said Arthur, quickly.

"Oh. no, it isn't. Do go, Mrs. Belden.
You haven't been since you came a
month ago. have you?"

Annie looked up to reply. Her glance

fell across the lawn. "Oh, Arthur! Do
get Tommy. Ho Is stuffing himself with
those cherries." Arthur sauntered* to-
wards the boy and Annie gathered up her
sewing. "I must go. Isn't he a sight?"
she said, smiling. She disappeared with
the struggling mass of arms and legs.

Arthur seated himself in the little sew-
ing chair. He sat leaning forward, his
elbows on his knees, his fingertips to-
gether. Miss Colby swayed gently in the
big chair.

"Mrs. Belden will not go?" she asked
from the depths of the chair.

"No." He did not look at her.
"It is too bad," she said, softly.
"It makes It very unpleasant for me,"

herald.
"I am sorry, too."
"Yes, we should all enjoy it better if

diie went," he said, vaguely.
Silence fell between them. He felt

comfortable. The absence of the sew-
ing rested him.

"I've been reading your paper on
'Shams," " she 'said, after a few minutes.

He straightened himself In his chair.
"Ah."
"It is grand—simply grand."

He changed his position. He struggled
not to look pleased.

"Of course, there are faults," she said.
"Of course," he allowed magnanimous-

ly.
"I should like to go over it with you,"

i she said, thoughtfully.
"I can spare the time—any time"—the

tone full of gracious willingness.
"Tomorrow morning?"

"Yes. tomorrow morning."
"And this afternoon we sail?"
"The captain says it will be good."
"I wish Mrs. Belden would go."
"I wish she would," he sighed.
"But there will be others in the party?"
"I suppose so. Capt. Goodsell did not

say." he replied, vaguely.
"Oh, of course, there will be others."

TV.

"Itu't it growing very black, Mrs. Good-
sell?" Annie peered out through the nar-
row, small-paned window with near-
sighted, uncertain gaze.

Mrs. Gpodsell beamed comfortable over
her gold-bowed spectacles. "It's shutting
down a bit, maybe, but nothing to worry
over. They'll bo in pretty soon."

1 How many went?' asked Annie.
'Only your husband and that Miss Col-

by. The rest decided at the last minute
to go driving. You never can tell about
these summer folks; one year it will be
all sailing, and another year It's all driv-:
ing. You can't count on-'im." She look?
e4 aeftoss to Annie for sympathy.

Annie was gazing cut of the little win-
dow. *••

"Perhaps you would like to go down to
the beach," raid the old lady kindly,
"Joe went down halt! an hour ago. But
he didn't think to take the glass. You
might carry it to him."

Tommy Jumped up from the floor ard
ran tugging at his mothei's skirts. M*s.
GoodseH lifted him on her' arm. She
smoothed the yellow head with \u25a0 her big-
hand. "I'll look after the baby," she said,
•He nestled against-Jier, sticking h'S
thumb In his mouth and locking acrss
to his mother contentedly.
"I think I'll go." She hurrleid upstaiis

for hf»r waterproof, and came running
down, buttoning it as she went. She took
the glass absently, kissed Tommy, and
hurried out.

Mrs. GoodseH stood on the tap stop
patting the littlo head on her arm. "Now
don't you worry a mile," she called after
tha nervous fitting figure; "This isn't no
worse than lots of weather we hava her*.
Pa knows how to sail a boat."

Gibbs—Why th' thunder did you throw that basket of fruit overboard?Sibbs—Simply because I thought I might as well do it first as last.

A spurt of big drops fell. She drew her
gingham apron quickly over the l'ttle
head and turned toward the house. In-
side the door her face changed. She set
the child gently on the floor. She took
off her spectacles and rubb-xl them vigor-
ously with the corner of her apron. She
blew a generous blast on her nose. L.iltlc
Tommy looked up in astonishment. He
was incl'ned to weep, but changed It to a
laugh r.s sho smiled over the top of herapron. A lorg, low wail sounded from
the room above. "There now, I've f"o;ie
it," she said, regretfully; 'waked up tha-
young one. I might have known better.'
She brought the baby down and set him
beside Tommy on the floor. She put in
each chubby hand a dark, generous gin-
ger -ooky. "Thtre, eat that," she raid
peremptorily, "you never have had a
cooky in your life before, either one of
you, and you probably never will aga'n,
an.l your pa dead, like as not. before you
see him." She crossed to the window and
peered out into the gusty rain. "Dark as
a pocket," she muttered, "But shea bet-
ter oft out there."

V.

Annie .drew her waterproof more closely
about her. She bent her head to thesweeping- gusts. She strained her eyes
across the shifting whitecaps to make
out a sail. She stumbled upon a dark
figure, crouching on the beach. He was
shading his eyes, peering Into the black
rain. He looked up quickly, "That you
Mis' Belclen?"

""Where are they, Joe?"
"Dunno. Can't make out."
"Here's the glass." She held It out to

him
"Glass ain't much good," jhe muttered,

unscrewing- the metal cap and adjusting
It. He swept the circumference of thebay and shook his head. "It's no use.
You couldn't see her, hardly, if she was
elose

i
on» shore. Mebbe it'll lighten a lit-

tle by and by."
They stood waiting, peering into the

blackness, listening to the hoarse roar of
the wind. It took on a new tone, like a
human cry.

Joe started. He bent hi 3 head and
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reached out his hand for the glass. He
held It leveled long toward a single point
in the bay, his big red hands steadying it
against the wind. The hands loosed their
hold. "Run, Mis' Belden," he said hoarse-
ly. "Run for Jim Weston. We've got to
launch the long boat."

She ran up the beach, panting and sob-
bing. The wind caught at her skirts and
drove her. It tore at her hair. It lashed
in her face. Rain and tears an<4 salt
water blinded her aa she stumbled. She
found her way, like some wild creature,
by Instinct. She left the men far behind.
She was back at SToe's s'.de before they

were in Bight. H&;hat! the boat ready.

He had tried to latino** 1t alone, but had
given up. He stools «*iere she had left
him, his eyes stralrted!ttoward tha water.
He looked up. "CdtfldtrH you get "em?" v

She nodded. She had no breath.
He looked up the--beneh. Again the cry

came from the water;

He hollowed his hantlti about his mouth,
and gave a long, harsh call. The wind

beat it back into 1 his-throat. He looked
again up the beat*; .'''Dim figures were
running and tossing; W the wind. "Three
on 'em," he muttS'MSlv "That's good—
Hurry; Jim, we'vef-got to row like the
devil," he shouted;* •<•;

Thoy threw thems6fcrs9 upon the" ions
hoat, pushing Rnd frrcathlgga. They heiiv-
ed together with a low groan. She slid
clown the beach They^.tumbled into her.
One figure gave a fjLuni shove. A receding

wave caught then}. The darkness shut
about them.

Annie, waiting on the dark beach, heard
the clank of the oar-locks. Another sounil-

was fitfulnow and then on the wind, The
fiaffcnesa settled more heavily. Lights be-
gan to gleam in the village, on tho hill
above her. They shifted and ran and col-

lected. The news wag spreading. Dark
figures flitted toward the beach. She stood
impassive in the rain, watching them.
She saw the door of an old boathouse
wrenched open. Lanterns and bottles and
-blankets were carried In. Some one built
a fire in the shelter of '.he. hut. The wind
hna abated a little. It 10 longer sounded
like a human cry. They huddled about
tho lire, talking and listening:. Suddenly,
pome one darted from the ciicle of the
fire toward the water. A hush ran
through the group. A faint sound, far out
in tho darkness came- to them. There
was a catch in the breath of the wind, a
rasp on the car. A prolonged shout went
up from the group. They listened breath-
less. A faint echo blew back from the
darkness. The group scattered and ran.
Torches from the fire waved up and down
the beach, and hissed and sputtered In
tho rain. Annie ran fitfully. She follow-
ed, now one, now another. She could hear
«othing, see nothing! She seemed sudden-
ly caught in a whirl of light. Slowly they
drew together, a little to the left of tha
hut. down the beach. She stood in the
midst of the <group, her head bent for.
ward. Her ear caught the sound at last,
a low, harsh clank. She threw Jjack her
head and laughed, a shrill, piercing
laugh—once, twice, and again and again.
An answering call came back from, the
water. The group stood carefully about
her. Someone had put a torch into her
hand. - She waved it. wildly about her
head. It flew hissing into the dark water

This Is the story of the: affect-ton of.'.a

feminine David and Jonathan. Long before
the' Southern Pacific railroad had. ita
tr;>ck laid across-the continent, before
Nevada became a- state, Hannah Clapp
came to -Carson City-with friends who
went to Nevada as to a wild, barren
wilderness, where there was money to be
made and privations to be endured.
- Through 1 a mutual friend she heard of

E-iza Babeock, a-girt from Maine, then
living in Oakland. .•> liv* short corre-
spondence between: the- strangers a part-
nership was agreed upon. The Maine girl
came to Carson, "SiiftJ sbe>. and the young
pioneer who had; be*jn JaefoKfi her started
the Sierra- seminaryatiofcg^\u25a0 befone there
was a public seiyiol irt the 'state.

But in.these da>ES of dUgfter .education
T dcubt whether-, the. Sierra -seminary
would be accredited. But there isn't a
school in the , .worid that holds such a
record, as this poor- liEtie T>ioneer- semi-
nary.

For, you see, It was conducted on such,
unbusinesslike lines. The teachers seem-
ed to _thirdc..it .jheir"affair to comfort and
strengthen and uphold and TfovK" Ss well
a£ to H&bli: Ypu eanlt begin .to nume
th-e^uronainent men and cultured women
in Nevada and California who learned
wijat books and these two women had to

tench.
"It was a home," said \u25a0an important i

alumnf. •\u25a0\u25a0•'They- tool«;;usTJfltO'^heiF.>v«^v
hearts.-We-weren't piipHs. : .:We-were thefr
own children."
"If you can imagine,'", said van ex-

Nevadan, "hnw it: would feel to_ycome
clear across the plffhr, fresh from college,

Into a wild. . little,, .mining town \u25a0 out in
the West. If you dan Imagine how one's
peculiarities and one's little efforts at
civilized livingwere ridiculed. If you can
imagine how sensitive, and resentful one
Is when he's young 1 and how easy it was
to get into a fight in young Nevada, then
you eau understand how I felt when I
found myself in jail after a shooting
scrape, and Miss Clapp came to me, like
the man she is, bailed me out and took
me home to nurse my wounds.'
"Ifyou were a man," said another man

who is a grandfather now, "aaid drink
had taken such a hold on you that there j
was no resisting; and" If a woman, plucky,
strong, self-reliant, hauled you up out
of th3 gutter and tooß you into her spot-
less, old maid's home and kept'you there
"U you were fit to live as e,.man you'd

loallze how we. who. did not go to school
at the Sierra seminary, learned more
thai: Berkeley itself can teach."

Nature Intended/Miss Babeock for a
typical creature of the gentler sex. Yet,
so strong was heivfaith, so unlimited her
confidence in the' executive, energetic !
head of the family, that she seconded !
every plan, no ipatter how unconven-
tional, thar ripened:i ia the head of this
xvoman, who was.;:!* -new woman before
the term was invented.

Witness the btUtdlrig- of the fence
around the state ufffeHol at -Oavaon, New,
thai enduring monument 10 the business [
capacity of Miss Babeock's "husband."
It was during GoV:'%radleys term th it

j Nevada decided taat she could afford to i

! i.ut a high ironr^te'j^?, iriounted on a j
stone coping, aroi^id^.the capitol. Plans j
and; speeUication»/V«%«" drawn up and |
bids; were ad?ertiag<fca^fr' The foremost j
pml .the richest nr^^.igr Nevada and Cali-
fornia put in bids.fnaticj/aily. for" the state
H a.' generous (BmSoJ^; When the time ;
camp to open the bids there was. one sign-
ed H. K. Clapp. It was'the lowest bid |

and It was awarded the contract.
"I never had built a 'fence, an iron

one," chuckled Miss Clapp when telling
the story, "though since then I have put
up wooden ones with my own hands. But
3 had recently come into possession of in-
formation about the cost of Iron fencing.
I knew that these great contractors
would expect to make $2,000 or $3,000 at
least out of the contract. A thousand
would satisfy me if I cou!d make that
out of it."

Sho did. She hired men and put them
to work. In the morning after she "hod
milked half a dozen cows and helped her
mate and coworker 1 to put the house in
order, the two devoted themselves to
thei:- professed work—teaching. After
school wag over Miss Babeock turned her
attention to domestic affairs. After
school Miss Clapp drew on her stout,
thick boots, donned a long, warm ulster,
pulled down over her eyes a small, soft
woolen round hat and went off to work.

For two or three hours dally Carsonitea
could see this woman contractor—who
had never before (and who has not since)
undertaken a contract—standing about
the capitol in all sorts of weather over-
seeing her men. - \u25a0\u25a0'\u25a0'-

When dar-kness *\inwand work for the
day was over Contractor Clapp trudged
sturdily homeward/

"I think," She wouM 'say, musingly, in
talking over her dibfors with her wifely
confidant, •"[ thiflft \u25a0'That'll be a pretty
good fence."

"How'd it happen?"

And it was. It fa. *n fact; for the per-
"sbnal, tonscleirtloirt supervision of
BuiKlor and Contractor Clapp is to be

beyond, She propped, her hand, catching
her breath in a sob, A tall, grave, woman
moved nearer her in the crowd. The crowd
fell bacjt.

''Ready there, boys. Stand along." J0
eyes were towards a dark shad-
ow close at band. It loomed toward them
on a coming wave. A dozen hands had
seized the gunwale. The wave receded.
The long boat, her bow plunged in the
sand, rested high on the beach.

Annie stood with her-ey*s covered. The
woman waited beside her. A touch fell
on her arm—"Tour husband's there; he'H
ba looking for you, mebbe." She took
down her hands and walked slowly and
uncertainly towards the light.

A tall figure came out of the group. "I
have been wonderfully preserved, Annie,"
he said.

She made no reply. Her eyes turned to
the door of the hut. They fell on a drip-
ping, horizontal ilgure that was being
carried in. She shuddered. "Come home,
Arthur. You must get into dry clothes,"
she said.

He suffered himself to be led away.
"How'd It happen, captain?"
"I dunno —dtinno—dunno," he said, ab-

sently. >«\u25ba He was standing In the light of
the doorway, watching the group within.
They worked BWlftly, chafing the small
hands, ruling the little figure gently
from side to side. Every motion had the
quickness of familiarity. The captain
watched them silently. "It's no use do-
ing all that," he sjaid, at laat. "I tried
everything In the boat, coming In. It's
no good. She was in the water too long,
I tell you. She was the pluckiest little
thing I ever see." He turned to~~the
group about him—"she never lost her
head once. She done Just as I told her,
from the first."

"I dunno; I dunno. I've sailed these
waters, man and boy, for sixty years, and
X never knew anything like it. It coma
on dark all of a sudden—t'want a real
squall—more like a waterspout. I had
give the helm^to the parson, for a min-
ute, and was just reefing her down, when
it struck. V,re was all in the water, you
see. She went clean out of sight. The
dory came alongside, bottom up. AYe all
grabbed her. We should a held on all
rig-ht. But the parson lost his head-
floundered some, and hung on to me.
And I kinder lost my .temper, you know,
and I says, 'Gol durn you,' says I, 'I
can't save the hull of you.' Thought I'd
kinder stiffen him up, you know. A~nd
she just let right go, in. a minute, you
know. 'Save him,' says she— and down
she went, quick as that." -He glanced toward the figure lying on
the -oug-h boards. The workers had left
It anO stood listening. The hands were
folded on the breast. "She just had clean
grit," •he went on. "The parson was
scared sensible. When she come up, hehelped me hold her up on the dory. He
helped about the hollering, too. He hol-
lered good," said the captain, reflectively.
"No, he won't take no harm. Mall fix
him up all right. I guess I'd better get
into some dry things myself." Heglanced down at his dripping figure.
"But salt water don't hurt me none. I
was born in it. Lift her careful, boys.
Ye don't need to brace so. She ain't no
great weight. But she had grit."

f. LIKB David and Jonathan. <
discovered in that celebrated fence after
a lapse of about thirty years.

There was one time when Miss Clapp's
unswerving individuality brought her
Iftti prominence, not altogether pleasant-
ly. For the protection of these two wom-
en living alone in an unsettled mining
town a most savage animal, half bulldog,
half bloodhound, had been bought. Miss
Clapp's Brutus was the wonder and the
terror of the town. He was uncomprom-
isingly fierce, vicious. All day he was
chained. At night he was loosed; his
hoarse, deep bellow warned shuddering
Carsonites for blocks around that Brutuswas on.guard.

In view of the delight of Carson in the
Corbel t-Fitzsimmons -contest, it will not
surprise you to learn that dog fights Inthe old silvered days of Nevada were
much in vogue. When a new dog'came totown, resnectful'uy heralded by human ad-vance agents, a bout was expected. Oneparticular new dog, a regular Jeffries of
a dog, had made his first nppesrance inCarson, and when his Edmiring press
agents bragged about his nUainmenls it
micdenly occurred to a loyal Cursonite tosuggest a contest B'ilh Biu\ub;

"Can we have your dog?" said-a depu-
tation of sports to Miss Clapp.

"Certainly," responded the obliging
woman. "Go out and get him "

They went, but they didn't'"get him"."
Brulus nearly tore his chain to fragments
trying to get them, and they went offwithout him.

But there were reporters.in. those days
too.: one of them saw what should havebeen a good story. ' He wrote up whatmight hav^but what' didn't occur, andthe pink Police Gazette appeared wiih an
account of the fight and a? sensationalPicture of Miss Clapp at the ring side, ap-

aHlfr\Vn ÛsiasL lcai.ly ~the u?Per6utaand left-hand smashes of her BrutusNothing is more characteristic of thedifference in temperature of these twowomen, so closely united, so far apart innature, than the way each received thispublication. For a moment. Miss Clappwas furiously angry. Then she laughed
out with all the enjoyment of one whocan see a joke, even upon hers-If Butthe gentle little lady, who loved her wasshocked and horrified. She never uniterecovered from the blow to her pride, toher retiring:, sensitive deposition r«ara
W?™r? r6 > whe» both had grown grJ,Mis*, Ciapp would herself toll (he story ofher appearance in the Police Gazette MhsBabcook would shrink and shudder at thethought of it and then BecfetlyT almostblusiingly, this pretty, iitrle old." old maidwould bring forth the torn copy and SJthe ends of her fingers she would expos*
to a close, discreet friend the awful de.gravity of the pink paper and printers"

Fortune came to these two In time

Comstock. It was hard to say \u25a0 St wS^^^rf^^l2'lt
t

e
| ffo;th m*re lat^-- Tn the mean-time their dividends from Belcher aloneamounted to over $500 a month. So they

They every- place that tempted

tbem^ They bought whatever they covet-od. They ordered fttrnlUfre for their fertilen Carson from tho most attistfc txxS-ing houses In the country. And thenslowly, they journeyed back to Nevada-for it never occurred to these two loyalNevadans to forsake their sagebrush
home-to find that the bottom had drop-ped out of stocks; that their broke-hidheld, instead of selling, and that threatwenty-dollar pieces remained of theirfortune after he had been paid and ufs-
r m

tloy set t0 work. th* inde-fatigable two. Through the Influence ofone of Nevida's senators, who has bena close friend of these women for jrears,
Clap was Riven a position in theNevada State university. They removedto Kirn, whore tho university Is. andth?re the h.julth of the weaker one b sran

to fail. But Miss Clapp's salary was agenerous one, sn-.l the two lived upon It
sharing it as thfy had shared when they
wore rich and when they were poorer

"L-jf.T go to the bank. Duekie, 1 thehead of the family would sny when pay
day came, "and deposit what we can ofour salary."

"Allright. Miss Clapp," was the rep iy.
It w»s always "Miss Clapp"—a r,uo?r

sort of pedagogical courtesy that remain-
ed long after these two wer« Cl( s^r than
most women \vh_o lavish endearing wordsupon each other. The £cad of the family,
Indeed, permitted herself occasional ten-der, protecting pet names, as a husband
might. And so "our" salary was deposit-
ed.

Where is the woman married to a rnari
wKo has been treated with such fln:ncal
consideration? In rare cases h? dees
hand over his wages to you, madam,
but the money is hta, nevertheless, jji\en

§3

! • WALLBLOM'S WALLBLOM'S

Exceptional Values
at Exceptional Prices,

IVFonths ago we prepared for the advances in the
! world's markets. You can now reap the harvest in prices
'< like the following-.

PRICES GOOD ALL THE WEEK.

02-^C"^***i~il All-wool Ingrains ) BjBBSESSrFrll^s ' conveniently ar-

§<?
n cv. r=r jtWa carry the largest and most complex

•tv^S2^. ' ' lines of COUCHES in the city. We will
»VsHwsß\ -vV f4»> 1 ' sell a first-clatu COUCH made with spi-nm
(Civ fxJiSf^ UsSr Jl ' edges, .heavily tufied aud finely fringed.
\\ \3*wtyyxy^ 7 I covered in different styles of (f i n,-
--:-MtSp iliK-i ? velonr.at »Tl4 YD;^!i;i'3=s 1l(i ( Ollly <P^.7<;

'••V^^y- ''/wMjlcJsf' {\ See our »Pecinl l^»rgalus at $«..">O, J8.50

• Finely decorated Jamos with large A| ap ,' '? M il' -; xed N-"5 i IjjlUJj i_±
Department storos advertised these for one (, i /A? ' \ml I * SI "T" " ', -day only at Bilfl,worth 83.0."). (, i jj^/vT^psryS3a£'|i

i lOO.i.ieee finely decorated DIN- £»r Af \> VsMniniL,-Ji~-& JTg jgkfcl
i Srn« T: choioe. of" 03.95 < MffißfWF^^ffi! oij-Dieco Decorated DINNER (t*-* f)A '^^"^'fel'i Mrt^-7 r* i^tfp^
( SET; a patterns to select tbil lIV eb%«»B*Wß-
i from Vw#v U

• 6-Diec« Decorated TOILET SET; (f»| ir
1 5 styles of deQMft- thl 41) ( WHITS ENAMELBD IRON BED, best lac--1 tion» V w ' i}iiere<J brass top rail and trimmings, hos -4
\ Handsome 13-pieee TOILET SET. elegantly c"ats,,b aked .^nwVv^thJ'^* H\v™u

™rlPPnratßd in polnri mirt said A i .. complete with BEST WOVEN SURE
' hw extra lamK ?^ SPRING and BEST COTTON d»|A Ar: j êxtftarß: c. 0p... v4-^ ff ÂTTRESS: wonh W.95
1 O A foid-sized self- ) -^>53SJKmif?tV QUARTKH-

feeder aud base- |i J^o4Sß£rS&^i^ift^ SAWED
Wj burning heater for ]i SIDEBOARD,

,i• *y'\u25a0>?^^K. *. •_« S fKJtJW^3ff<B)BBiMMK~?y very mßssive.
<k»lsSi*£ ) ||^^g^S^&a hand nomeiy

1 V?l*,vv \ \j&f carved, swen

' I^^^ Ago o d steel-linea l[ /Jf Wfr IS^SSTO;air-tight HEATER, I IfiW^ai^M hL^»?« »t
g

! 1 (TJooJl suitable for bed- <[ «ac^sgfc>?g^^^ bargam at

¥s^^^^^«f We are exclusive \\ ?&s&£&?'\u25a0! 'Jttfcl finest °line of
agentsfor the Cele- ? t^S®^( .'*^&P^ sideboards in

«^5!^>Jv^^C b,ratei lil!lP,fr!aIi:or" S fe^^g" " /'4»fc?vyv t ;^, the city aud
/W^ aland Brilliant sun- ( our prices arel/f 5\ shine Heaters. We I M «-w—«>- ;y {he lowest

Cw V show the largest I U \)
line of heaters In < rmin'9 htttt thairI the city. We can save you from 85.03 to

CH"'D S »I&H CHAIR- -
i §10.00 ou a stove. See us before you buy. i] wlLn a nlce. large, roomy \\rttTik
i

\u25a0-\u25a0 - (i tallo: well made, extra _Jr±l_\lUi
i Solid Oak Cobbler sjat #v I 'i \u0084 . \u25a0\u25a0\u25a0t-Ti rr^t, BOOKING CHAIR (liki V-^» s«oug. Tl]B ||7
i cut) with' nicoly curvL.l TmjWfflf (i p+44**JJf
! Sr'p?l°?|-?00- ba?'! '*OSaj liSi S SPECIAL pRICR, iTTtt

$1.85 E^ '
c PiM

I _
lILJUW.. . (! £\ I Handsome LADIES'

i 1542: '/^ SOLID OAK <( K«V Ij. DESKS in out or
i "f^^^~z, *fl ' -re^—Sf

or . 'i ' 9 mahogany. We enr-
i '\hT"*sT"'S ""S'""I MAHOGANY I _gujj^^- ry full and complete

Tlio W/II I RI nilf FIJRNITURE and
I.HK fT i4L4L;PL;!!i 1 carpet co.

400, 402, 404, jo6, 408 Jackson Street.

flllT HP TRIA/ftl DPfIDI Ci Send for Free Illustrated Furniture and sto\e Cata-UUi -Ul-lUlfli rLUrLCi loffue. Send Sc for Carpet sairs!es.

in your care only because you aro more
prudent; less tempted.

The wills of the.se two were made in
ei.ch other's favor. Both had relat ons,
who were ('nought of kindly, but all they
had was for each other.

"When I die I shall be crenuit.cd," said
the strong-minded one.

"When I die bury me," asked the other,
: "where your ashes may be mid upon my
breast."

The night -loath came 10 .Miss Babcock
her protector awakened with the feeling,
as si"? afterward .said, that "a moihrr
might have If she is troubled abe-tti her
baby."

Tho. wife of Miss Clipp was gasping,
hut she put her arms ab.iut the neck of
the one who had cherished her so tende.'-
ly, so unselfishly, so generously, "nd
clung there with "all the strength of her
last breath. Her small, stiff, wh'te
fingers? had to be bent back afterward
that of these two faithful comrades the
livingmight bo separated from 'ho dead.

CUBAN MAHOGANY.
Lrrfkely to TuUp Place of Walnut iv

Manufacture of Furniture.
Baltimore American.

Hardwood importers-of this country are
at present exceedingly Interested in the
prospective development of a trade with
Cuba In hardwood, and particularly ma-
hogany, vast tracts of which cover the
mountains of the new American posses-
sion. The Interest comes of the fact that
to the trade it has long been known that
the American source of hardwood supply
began long, ago to wane, and before long
the chief source of supply must be by
import from foreign forests. For half n
century American walnut reigned su-
preme and supplanted to a vast extent
mahogany. Today this famous hardwood
la passing. Where great forests of the
staunch tree once spread, barren or cul-
tivated acres extend, and year by year the
supply, which at one time seemed inex-
haustible, has lessened, until the end is
In sight.

Manufacturers have of necessity turned
to other woods, and the once forestalled
mahogany now reigns as king of hard-
woods in place nt the walnut.

In the necessity of abandoning the
American wood on account of Its costli-
ness, and the adoption of the mahogany,
an important economic question lias aris-
en in the tremendous cost of carrying
this wood from the source to the mar-
ket.

The west coa?l of Africa is today vir-
tually monopolizing the world's mahog-
any trade, and a tremendous Industry,
91111 in a crude state of development and
method, is destined to result. The Afri-
can mahogany long ago entered tho Amer-
ican market, and tremendous quantities
are no.yv being used, through necessity,
despite the many disadvantages of so re-
mote a source.

Tt Is, therefore, a welcome prospect that
promises a speedy development of the
Cuban forests as a source of supply, and
\u25a0with the nearness to this country it !s
regarded as probable that the Cuban
hardwood, for a time at least, will ex-
clude from the American market the Af-
rican wood, and as the Island is an Amer-
ican possession, it Is a source of gratifi-
cation that the United States will again
assume the place among sources of
hardwood supply !t has lost with the
passing of the walnut.

That this source of vast natural wealth

has passed or is rapidly passing- from this
country is a matter of wide significance,
ari Indicating the extent of th? woodman's
attacks on American foiests. and as indi-
cative of a fate undoubtedly to fall to
other woods that now are apparently in*
exhaustible. There seemed no limit to the
extent of this magnificent wood .when the
Indiana forests rang with the. ax. It
was only fifteen years ago that the forests
of Southwestern Virginia were systc ;n-
--aticaJly attacked, and yet today thee fa
hardly a walnut to bo found, except fax
back In the wilds, where the distance
from railroads makes operation virtually
Impossible, though in places loga are h -
ing hauled today thirty miles to tho rail-
road that once pierced dense fores
the tree. When cutting began in Vir-
ginia walnut rail fences were frequently
found; put up by farmers who did not
know its value. No such condition will
be found now. Throughout all the for-
mer walnut territory but an Insignificant
quantity remains to be cut. and the ax
will undoubtedly have the last tree down
in an unfortunately short wh!le, and with
that tree will fall an industry which has
meant millions of wealth to the country.

MOON GF MABS.
O«»e« I iironjili All Its ClinuKcs of

"QnarteM" Every \lght.
Plttsburg Post.

The Inhabitants of the planet Mars—if
theiH are any—witness every night a
spectacle the like of which*, the astron-
omers tell us, may be seen nowhere *»lse
in the universe. They have^ a moon that
rises in the west and sets in the cast,
and that goes through all its phases in
a single night. This moon, which la
called Phobos, is only about seven miles
in diameter, and is less then 4,000 miles
from Mars. Prof Hall, who discovered
it and its companion, Delmos, in 1577.
found that it revolves around the.plantt
In seven hours and thirty-eight minutes,
and as the planet itself rotates In twen-
ty-four hours and thirty-seven minutes
the moon makes a little more thai! three
revolutions while the planet is .rotating
once. It is this rapid motion that gives
Phobos its unique distinction. It moves
toward the east, the direction in which
Mars rotates, but it.goes so fast that it
disappears below the eastern horizon and
reappears above the western three times
whilrt Mars is turning over one time.
Thus the Martians have a now moon, a
crescent moon, a half moon, a gibbous
moon, a full moon and a new moon again
all In one night.

In the case of the earth and Its moon
the. conditions are reversed. The earth
turns over on its axis about twenty-seven

times while the moon Is going around \\

once. The motion of each i? townrd the
east, but the more rapid movement of the
earth makes the moon appear to be mov-
ing toward the west. That it is really
going eastward is shown by its rising
from forty-five to tlfty minutes later
every night and by the dally change of
its position among the stars.

n+
Bonk Kotea Destroyed.

The Bank of England destroys about
250,000 cf its notes every week, to re-
place thorn with freshly printed ones.
One evening in each week is set apart

'for the making of this expensive bonfire.

Ordinary household accidents have no
terrors when there's a bottle of Dr.
Thomas' Electric Oil in the medicine
chest. Heals burns, cuts, bruises,
sprains. Instant relief.


