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‘SAYS PICS ARE CLEANLY

OHIO MAN SAYS THESE PACHY-
DERMS ARE MUCH MALIGNED

One of the Traditions of the Nursery
and Its Most Effective Simile Seems
Destined to Vanish Before Search-
light of Modern Inquiry—Mr. West's
Model Pens.

The searchlight of modern investiga-
tion and modern observation is re-
morseless. Yesterday we were inform-
ed that Washington never figured in
the cherry-tree episode. Today those
in authority insist that the pig is neat.
Tomorrow—well, one shudders to think
what the morrow will bring forth.

In the case of the pig, however, some
apology certainly seems due the ani-
mal. For centuries he has been ma-
ligned. In the nursery he has been
held up as an object of loathing.

“No clean little boy,” from time im-
morial have remarked well intentioned
but mistaken nurses, “will care to look
or act like a nasty pig.”

Thus horror of the pig's mode of life,
disgust at his manners, have been
early instilled in the minds of the
youth of the land. And with what re-
gult? Why, the animal throughout his

life has had the finger of scorn pointed ¢

at him. But now comes Mr. West, of
Ohto. “The pig,” says Mr. West, with
emotion, “has never had a chance.”

But Mr. West has not only preached.
He has practiced and results have vin-
dicated the character of the pig. He
has placed the refilnements of life in

reach of the pig. Today Mr. West's
}dgs are the pride of Clark county.
They revel in a spotless pen. Their
Bunday bath—alas, they have.-not

reached that stage where the daily tub
{8 necessary to their peace of mind—is
an event looked forward to. Their
meals are dainty feasts, daintily serv-
ed. Mr. West declaims any credit for
these encouraging results., “It was in
the pig,” he insists.

But the pig's gain is the world’s loss.
In “dirty as a pig” it had a most ef-

fective simile which truth will now
compel it to discard. However, -the
world is not churlish. It will not be-
grudge the pig its vindication. And

that vindication, though tardy, is com-
plete.

SOCIAL.

Mrs. Abbie J. Clapp has issued in-

vitations for a tea tomorrow afternoon
in honor of Mrs. Wetherbee, of New
York, and Mrs. Lillian Downes, of

Duluth, who are her guests.

* L -

Mrs. H. T. Quinlan, of Ashland ave-
nue, will entertain today for Mrs.
O’'Connor and Miss Sweeny, of Har-
vard, Il

-

Mrs. J. G. Higbee, of Western ave-
nue, entertains this afternoon in honor
of Mrs. Chislett, of Chicago; Mrs. Hen-
ry A. Castle and the Misses Castle,
who have recently returned from
Washington, D. C.

-

- -

Mrs. Frank N. Maas. Lincoln avenue,
will give a porch ping pong party next
week in honor of her guests, Miss Buck
and Miss Brady.

« =

Mrs. J. W, Straight will entertain a
house party at the week end in honor
of Miss Charlotte Dure, of Hallock.

- - L

A reception will be given this after-

noon at St. Joseph's academy for the
visitors to the Catholic summer school.
» L ®»

Mr. and Mrs. E. N. Ray gave a re-
ception last evening to celebrate the
twelfth anniversary of their wedding.
The hostess was assisted by Mrs.
Campbell, Miss Gray, the Misses Har-
er, Mrs. Barnacle, Mrs, Painter and
Mrs. W. C. Edwards.

* L] *

Mrs. Frank Bingham, of Dayton ave-

nue, will give a reception tomorrow
afternoon.
- - -

Mrs. J. C, Hill, of Virginia avenue,
will entertain tomorrow evening in
honor of Miss Geer, of Hartford,
Conn,

CLUBS AND CHARITIES.

The members of St. Mary's Episco-

social this evening at the residence of
W. S. Reed, Hamline, 1316 Van Buren
avenue, ® .

The ladies of the Olivet M. E. church
will give a reception at the residence
of Mrs. Corser, 886 Randolph street,
this evening. N\

Mrs. J. H. Hintermister, of High-
wood, will entertain the members of
the Hamilton Whist club this after-
noon.

Mrs. J. T. Stewart, of Laurel ave-
nue, will entertain the members of the
Neighborhood club this afternoon.

PERSONALS.,

Miss Annie Castle will return from
Mexico this week.

Miss Ruth Smart, of Des Moines, is
visiting her father at the Argyle apart-
ments.

James Castle will return from Mex-
ico this week.

Miss Pendergast,
nue, is in the East.

Miss Beniteau, of Nina avenue, has
returned from Duluth.

Mrs. John Giblin and Miss Tessie
Giblin, of Waverly, Minn., are visiting
Dr. and Mrs. J, V. O'Connor, of Fuller
street.

Miss Aggie Fitzgerald, of Ashland
avenue, is at Madison Lake.

Mr. and Mrs. John Clarke have re-
turned from Duluth.

W. G. Carling will leave on Sunday
for Berlin, Germany.

Miss Julia Donnelly  has
from Duluth.

Mrs. E. M. Flood, of Spokane, is vis-
iting her son, H. W. Lyons, of College
avenue,

Mrs. J. Davega, of Bakersfield, Cal.,
is visiting Mrs. A. S. Kasten, of St.
Anthony Park,

Miss M. E. Devlin has returned from
Seattle.

Mrs. J. A. Ballard and Mrs. Jessup
leave next week for the great lakes.

Col. and Miss Morton, of the Aber-
deen, are visiting in Fargo.

Dr. and Mrs. Gustave Renz join a
camping party next week at Perham.

Mrs. C. H. Way and Miss Way have
gone to Port Arthur for a visit.

Mrs. T. F. McGrorty and Miss Mec-
Grorty are at Independence Lake for a
month,

Miss May Squires, of Marshall ave-
nue, is at Minnetonka.

Edwin Clapp, of .Portland avenue,
has left for Isle Royale.

Mrs. U. L. Lamprey and Miss Lam-
prey, of the Albion, leave next week for
Minnetonka.

of Ashland ave-

returned

FAIR SMUGGLER FOILED.

Society Woman Is Forced to Give Up
Pearl Necklace Purchased in Paris.

NEW YORK, July 23.—As a promi-
nent young society woman of Phila-
delphia stepped from the steamship
Kron Prinz Wilhelm on its arrival here
and greeted her husband, waiting on
the pier, agents of the treasury de-
partment interrupted their conversa-
tion and took from the woman a pearl
necklace reported worth $20,000, which
she had purchased in  Paris and omit-
ted from her declaration.

A special treasury agent has been in
Paris and learned of the purchase of
the necklace. He determined to return
to New York on the same steamship
with the purchaser. After the traveler
had greeted her husband, the couple
were asked to return to the women’s
stateroom. The agent asked for the
necklace, and the woman, who wore it
around her neck, under the dress col-
lar, handed the pearls over.

Collector Stranahan may allow the
payment of the duty of 60 per cent and
deliver the necklace to its owner.

The latter said, however, he might
decide not to pay the duty and return
the necklace to the Paris jewelers who
sold it to his-wife. The woman said
she -had no intention of evading pay-
ment, but wished to consult her hus-
band about the purchase before declar-
ing it to the customs officers,

American Girl Weds.

LONDON, July 23.—There was a
fashionable gathering at St. George's
church this afternoon to witness the
marriage of Maj. Charles Hall, of the
Oxfordshire light infantry, to Mrs.
C. Albert Stevens, widow of C. Albert
Stevens, of New York. Joseph H.

LAYER CREAM PIE.

Make a

paste from one and one-
half cups of flour, one-quarter cup of

butter and one-quarter of a level tea-
Spoon of baxing powder mixed with
cold water. Roll out and line three
shallow layer cake tins. Make several
small gashes in each crust to prevent
its rising, then bake.

For the filling mix one-third cup of
flour, three-quarters cup of sugar and
aspeck of salt together; add two beat-
e€n eggs and two cups of hot milk. Add
the milk slowly lest it cook the egg In
lumps. Cook all together in a double
boiler; add one-half teaspoon of lem-

on extract after the filling has cooled
slightly,

Spread two layers with the filling
and put four or five spoonfuls on the
top layer. Sift powdered sugar over
the top. Do not fill long before serving
as the crusts will become soaked.

A lemon filling may be substituted
for the cream filling. Make as fol-
lows: Mix one-third cup of flour, four
level tablespoons of sugar and a speck
of salt together. Add one and three-
quarters cup of milk that has been
heated and cook until smooth; then add
the beaten yolk of one egg and the
juice and rind of one lemon; cook three
minutes longer. Spread between the
crusts, —Alice E. Whitaker.

Pal church choir left yesterday for a
ortnight’s outing at Chisago lake,

_'I‘he Pleasure club gave an excur-
gion last evening on the J. J. Hill,

The Junior Pioneers ®gave a picnic
Yesterday at Leip's park, 2

Epiphany mission glves an ice cream

Two Straws

and the coolest, most re-
freshing drink in St. Paul.
Just the thing these hot
days. Crushed
fresh fruits in our
Ice Cream Sodas.

Pearline for Com-
plexion, special to-
day, per bottle, 50c.

Parker’s

Fifth and Wabasha,

—

N .

Choate, the United States ambassador,
gave away the bride.

Mrs. Charles Albert Stevens was
Miss May Brady, daughter of the late
Judge John R. Brady. She was mar-
ried Nov. 15, 1888, to Charles Albert
Stevens, the millionaire son of Edwin
Stevens, of Castle Point, Hoboken. C.
A. Stevens died from pneumonia in
New York March 29, 1901,

Mysterious lliness of Novice.

FLUSHING, L. I, July 23.—Leone
Jeorde, for two years a novice at a
convent here, is dead. after a long and
mysterious illness which had baffled
medical science. An autopsy was per-
formed, and in the region of the heart
and plercing the pericardium was found
a headless steel hatpin four and a
quarter inches long. In the stomach
was found part of another hatpin one
imd a quarter inches long, also head-
ess

Tl:e Young woman had complained of
pains in the stomach since 1896, but
she died without having mentioned the
cause of her illness.

A Luxurious Bath.
There are a good many things that
make the “bath a luxury” at small
cost, if one only knows what they are,

A little borax softens the water and

makes it velvety. A little ammonia re-
moves all odor of perspiration. A
handful of sea salt makes the water
rather harsh, but is most invigorating.
Bath bags are too cheap to mention, if
they are home-made, says the New
York Tribune. A yard of fine cut
cheesecloth will make half a dozen or
more. They should be filled with bran,
powdered orrisroot and a few shav-
ings of castile soap. They soften, soap
and perfume the water, and used as a
wash cloth leave a delicious sensation.

Dainty Robe de Nuit.

One new nightgown, fresh from a
Paris shop, will make the girl who can
afford to buy or copy it dream dreams
of herself. It is of snowy French nain-

& i
the benefit! of mall the steam possible,
the renovator being so shaped that
the most perishable materials will not
be injured by its use. Feathers, boas,
wings, quills, hats are each and all re-
stored to fdeshhess by the help of {&is
little article, @&s well as lace, crepe,
braids, vel¥et, ribbon and even chiffon.
The directions are explicit and as sim-
ple as possible,

Senthment in Kerchiefs.

A fastidious woman was recently
heard to declare that the handkerchief
is a thing of sentiment from which one
may read not a little of its owner's
character. “The daintily refined wom-
an,” she says, “always has a delicate,
snowy bit of linen, edged with lace, or

ARTISTIC FRENCH FICHU.

This dainty accessory to a stylish
white chiffon, with insertions of lace.
gathered gauze ribbon. The shoulders
chiffon. It can be appropriately worn

toilette is made of accordion plaited
The ruffles are edged with narrow
are finished ‘with folds of plain bias
with a coat, waist, or indoor wrapper,

sook, so fine and delicate that it re-
sembles mousseline de soie, yet thick
enough to be modestly impenetrable.
It has a deep square yoke of point de
Paris, with half a dozen insertions of
vellow beading, edged with honiton.
Through the beading are run ribbons
of white satin, heavily embossed with
little pink rosebuds and ending in a
full breast knot. Very full sleeves,
just short enough to show a dimpled
arm, are finished with a soft, billowy
ruffle of the point de Paris that drapes
and flutters about the forearm in a
bewildering manner that ruffles have.
The gown is very long and full, with
a fascinating point de Paris flounce
about the feet.

But the most striking feature of the
whole is the fact that there is no open-
ing to the garment, front or back, This
is the novel and attractive feature of
all the latest nightgowns. For so long
we have been sleeping in a conven-
tional garment, with a yoke of a sailor
collar and the fastening down the
front, that it is delightful to discover
something to break the monotony. This
year nightgowns open nowhere, except
at the throat and the feet. They are
made like a Chinese garment, to be
slipped on over the head. Omne feels
as innocent and unsophisticated in
them as a baby in its new slip. Why
have we been sewing buttons on all
these years, when modesty and lazi-
ness, if not cleverness, might have
suggested this simple device longago?

Ribbon Renovator.

A ribbon and velvet renovator fits
on the spout of any ordinary kitchen
kettle and costs but 26 cents. It is
truly surprising that so many and so
great improvements can be wrought
by this inexpensive little object. A
good heat 4S required in order to have

DYSENTERY, DIARRHOEA,

CHOLERA MORBUS.

Internally—A half to a teasvoonful of
Radway’'s Ready Relief in a half tumbler
of water, repeated as often as the dis-
charges continue, and a flannel saturated
with Ready Rellef placed over the stom-
ach and bowels, will afford immediate
relief and soon effect a cure.

Radway’'s Ready Rellef taken in water
will, in a few minutes, cure Cramps, |
Spasms, Sour Stomach, Nausea, Vomit-
ing, Heartburn, Nervousness, Sleepless-
ness, Sick Headache, Flatulency and all
internal pains,

Ther
world that will cure fever and ague and
%u other malarious, billous d her
evers, aide@ by RADWAY'S 1. s0
uickly as DWAY'S READY

IEF. Bold by druggists.

is not a remedial agent in the

‘| New

a narrow embroidered f\nish, or with
the finest and most fairylike of hand
hemstitching, délicately perfumed, so
that the perfume is almost elusive,
and never to be recognized, and with a
freshness about it as if it had never
before been used.”

WHAT A BOY CAN DO

These are some of the things a boy can

0
He can shout so loud the air turns blue;
He cz{))lx dma e afl sounds of beast and
T

And a thousand more they never heard.

He can grow or cackle, chirp or cluck,

Till he fools the rooster, hen or duck,

He can mock. the dog or lamb or cow,

And the cat herself can’t beat his ‘“‘me-
ow."”

He has sounds that are ruffled, striped,
or plain;

He can thunder by like a railway train,

Stop at the stations a breath, and then

Apply the steam and be off again.

He has all of his powers in such com-
mand,

He can turn right into a full brass band,

With all of the instruments ever played,

And mQrch away as a street parade.

You can tell that a boy is very ill
If he’'s wide awake and is keeping still;
But earith' would be—God bless their
noise!—
A dull old place if there were no boys.
—Nixon Waterman in the Christian En-
deavor World.

A MAN’S WAY.

Ask me not this:
To take from thee a single kiss,
Then go, forgetful of the store
Thy lips conceal, beg for more. |

< . Yet bid me slake
Mine utmost thirst and so awake,
Lady, no longer should 1 see
Dawn, noontide, evening clothed in thee.

Truth hat it still
That didst thou Jet me take my fill,
Drink down thine every charm and show
I, like other ;men,i would go.

But sinte thou art
Shyness personified. my heart
Runs pit-pat- underneath thy feet
And each grudged kigs becomes more
sweet,

Come, Springtime, say!
How hast thou known so well the way
To hold me knotted to a thread
‘When hopes would fail to bind instead?

Thou wilt not fall?
Still do I bless thy woman’s spell,
8till, in the fervor of thine eyes,
Scorch me with kindled witcheries.

M NN
MENU FOR FRIDAY.

S IR -
BREAKFAST.
Fruit Mush. i Whipped Cream.
Dried Beef ‘and Scrambled Eggs.
\ Cucumbers.
Fresh Rolls. Coffee.
LUNCH.

B a la Buckingham.
Tomatoes ggned with Sweetbread Salad,
Iced Coffee.

DINNER.
" Fruit Boug.

Boiled Mutton. 'aper Sauee.
Pea.s.Sl N Plain Bolled Rice.
I

RADWAY & €0,,55 Eim $t, N, Y, ;

Bean Salad.
k Pineapple Sherbet.

Coftee.

vt
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SUNSTROKE INSURANCE

When the summer’s heat

an'y_timcgyou;:are,but Jin the

gets about 80 degrees, you are liable to be sunstruck
sup, ugless you take the proper precautions. Sev-

2go, the writer of this, who has spent much of his life in the tropics,

thought he was safe from sunstroke.7”. One da
scious for five hours; and at times his dy
any person whose stomach and bowels are in
llable to be” " tempér ‘that
conditions.” That’s all there'is to it.
fermenting refuse that forms acids and

his life was

blood many degrees.
South Sea Islands,
. bread-fruit, have a tem
“men who are careless a

sunstroke insurance.

.
i z,

bulk. The genuin
or your monc‘r ba
- Sterling

Best for the Bowels. All druggists, roc,

he collapsed, remained uncon=
l?aired of, As a matter of fact,
ad,

bad shape in the summer time, is

sunstruck in température that would be harmless under normal
Stomach and bowels full of festering,
gases, raise the heat of the body and
. Scientists have found that natives of the
living on laxative fruit, bananas, cocoanuts,
erature 20 degrees lower than that of white
out their food or their bowels. It has been
found in years of experience, that a CASCARET Candy Cathartic
taken at bed-time every night will keep the body clean and cool
inside all day, and forms a safe and thoroughly reliable form of

:ac, soc. Never sold ia
¢ tablet stamped C. C. C. ‘Guarantead to cure
ck. Sample and booklet free. Address

Remedy Co., Chicago or New York. 549

AFRICAN PYGMIES ARE
BRAVE AND FIERCE

Esteemed as Mercenaries by Negroes

Near Whom They Llive.
Male members of the AkKkas, a tribe

-of pygmies in Arica, never exceed four

and a half feet in height. These little
men live chiefly by the chase, using
bows, arrows and lances with great
dexterity, and slaying such large ani-
mals as elephants, buffaloes and chim-
panzees with comparative ease. They
are much esteemed as soldiers by the
negro tribes among whom they dwell
and whom they frequently serve as
mercenaries. They are in the habit of
exchanging the products of the chase
with their negro neighbors for arrows
and lances, but use no other imple-
ments, a sharp arrow fulfilling the pur-
pose of a knife. hey possess no ves-
sels of any description, drinking water
from the streams in the hollow of the
hand. Although they will eat almost
any animal substance, inclusive of lo-
custs and white ants, they have the
saving virtue that they are not canni-
bals, and they never use salt. Their
only method of capturing fish is by
damming off some portion of a stream
or pool and then laboriously baling out
the water until the fish are left in the
mud.

A new book on Uganda relates that
a young elephant captured by his party
became in two days as tame as a dog.
It would follow him into his house and
touch and smell all the articles in it.
It was fed with a bottle and almost
at once learned to take the bottle in its
trunk, put it into its' mouth and suck
the contents. The baboons he con-
siders a link between human brains and
those of the common monkey. They
could easily be taught to become sen-
tinels and could be made useful about
a house in other ways. He also noticed
the female chimpanzees were extreme-
ly jealous of the native women if they
went near the male chimpanzees. He
found one tribe of Africans who were
quite keen on the idea of training both
elephants and zebras. Unfortunately,
the young animals when caught could
not thrive on corn, and soon died.—
Chicago Daily News.

They Are in Mud.

Eugene F. Ware, the new commis-
sioner of pensions, who, over the name
of “Ironquill,” long ago established his
reputation as a wit and writer of verse,

has been much interested for years in
the condition of roads in his adopted
state of Kansas.

Recently R. W. Richardson, secre-
tary of the National Good Roads as-
soclation, who is preparing to take a
good roads construction train across
the continent, said to Mr. Ware:

“How do the farmers in Kansas
stand on the road question?”

“Up to their knees,” was the reply,—
Los Angeles Herald.

Just Opened for Defense.
At the funeral of a lawyer of state
reputation, who lived and practiced
in a town not far from Philadelphia,

—- ]

and who was known among his friendd
thereabouts as an unbeliever, an emi=
nent gentleman from Philadelphia
reached the house after the ministeg
had begun the sermon. Not knowing
how far the service had progressed,
he accosted a well-known Quaker of
the town, who was a friend of the de=
ceased, and who was noted for hisa
great sense of humor, and, leaning oven
his shoulder, asked in a whisper:

“What part of the services have they
reached?”

To which the Quaker, without a smilg
replied:

“Just opened for
Philadelphia Times.

the defense,'—a

PICTURE. PUZZLE.

Find the owner of this fine estate and his dog.

Solution for yesterday’s puzzle:
over Washington’s left shoulder.

One is in front of the horse; the other

| Jhe Globe's Daily Short Siory
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Pericles.

By ;. LOJERING.

The foundations of the Burden for-
tunes had come out of Gould and
Curry away back in the early '50s, and
on this foundation “Old Ike” Burden
had raised a substantial monument
that in passing through the hands of
his son Johnny had, if not increased in
size, been very tastefully ornamented.
After the death of his wife, Johhny,
now the Hon. Jonathan Burden, had
devoted himself solely to the education
of his daughter Adelaide. After her es-
cape from the hands of her preceptors,
at the age of twenty, father and
daughter had spent five years in travel,
visiting a few of the known points of
interest and a great many of the un-
known. Then the Hon. J. Burden had
peacefully departed this life leaving all
his wordly possessions to his daughter.

Perhaps some of this was passing
through Miss Burdén's ever busy
brain as she sat idly chipping the rock
beside her with the odd-looking little
hammer she held. Perhaps—and what
i{s more probable—she was thinking of
one or the other of her new hobbies—
geology and children. Of the two, chil-
dren—and the raggeder and the dirtier
apparently the better—held the first
place in Miss Adelaide Burden's heart.

“Say! you hain’t rospecting, be ye?”

Miss Burden prided herself on her
nerves. So it was when this abrupt
question was fired into her solitude,
she merely raised her eyes slowly till
they met those of the speaker. Then
she started, and for a moment gazed
in surprise. Over the rock she had
been listlessly chipping appeared the
head of an angel—a shock of waving
golden ringlets framing a face of per-
fect oval, with a skin of the traditional
“roses and milk;” violet blue eyes
shaded by long raven black lashes, and
cupid bow lips of moist carmine part-
ed to show beyond a gleam of pearls.

“You hain't, be ye?” inquired the
angel, impatient for reply. =
“Well, no—that is, not exactly,” re-

plied Miss Burden slowly, eyeing the
angelic face wonderingly. :

The angel, minus the wings, now
came around the rock and took u{p its
stand in front of her, resolving {tself
into a very dirty little boy of twelve or

irteen.
th“I didn’t know,” explained the boy,
“I see ye had er lot of spec’'mens, and
yve was hackin’ at ther outcrop like ye

ran.”
N;Mss Burden’s Answer was to take
one of the grimy little hands in hers
and draw the boy down on the rock
beside her, where with one arm around
him she nestled him close against her.
The boy viewed thig performance with
wondering eyes, but offered no resist-
nce to the caress.
a Once snugly ensconsed, Miss Burden
said: “Now tell me your name—mine
is Adelaide Burden.”

“Mine’s Perciles Finerty. Wheredju
Hve?” 5
“Where do I live? 'Most anywhere.

At this the boy turned a solemn,
questioning look upon her, t'hen re-
marked, gravely: “Now you're kid-

s

d‘ .Il
[ “No, I'm not, really,” protested Miss
Burden. :
“l'W ell, then, wha’tlj(i;‘ mean by that?”
isg Burden smiled.
a{ts?s this way,” she explained. “I
have a little money and no relatives
like to travel, so that really I have
no home.”
The boy's blue eyes opened wider
still and they fairly sparkled as he

lm"By Jove! aln’'t that great” Then,
seeing the surprised look on her face.
“Say, that aln't swear, is it?

“Oix. no, that's not swearing. But

t makes you ask?”
w%.h.mdad :an ne gentman swears

in the presence of a lady, and that
swearin’ is a useless sort of vice.”

“Does your father ever swear?”

“Oh, lots, but he says it's only cause
when you’'s in Philistia do as Phil’-
stines do.”

This was too much for Miss Bur-
den’s gravity, and she laughed long and
loud, the boy’s high falsetto joining in
until the rocks rang with the music.

“Say!” said the boy, suddenly, “’ju
want some zirkins?”

“Zircon crystals?”

“lI guess so. I know where they's
some dandies.”

“Yes, I would like to get some.”

“All right, come on; ’tain’t far.”

“Now tell about yourself,” she ques-
tioned, as they climbed the steep hill-
side. “Where do you live?”

“Up there,” with a nod up the can-
yon.

“With your father and mother?”

“Mother’s dead. Dad an’ I bach {t.”

“What is your father, a miner?” she
persisted.

The boy did not answer, and the
glimpse she caught of his face showed
it hard and set in an ugly, defiant
scowl.

Miss Burden saw she was treading
on dangerous ground and at once
changed her tactics. Taking a base ad-
vantage of her sex she said: “Don’t
g0 so fast; you must remember I can’t
climb like you can. I must rest a mo-
ment,” and she sank down on the rock
apparently completely exhausted.

In a moment the boy was beside her,
the hard look gone, his face long with
contrition.

“Please forgive me,” he pleaded, “I—I
didn’t think.”

“Why, certainly; dear,” she said.
“But tell me, who named you Peri-
cles?”

“Dad did, I 'spect.”

“Did he ever tell you about the other
Percles?”

“Oh. yes,” and his eyes began to
sparkle. “I know all about him and
all the rest of them old fellers, but I
don’t like them so much—they’s too
much like fairy stories. Tell you-what
I do like, though—"

“Yes?”

“It’s that story about D’Artagan an’
Athos an’ Porthos an’' Aramis—wa’'nt
that fellow Porthos a buster, though?”

“The Three Guardsmen?”

“Yes, them’s the fellers. Dad told me
all about them—but jhis ain't gettin’
zirkins. If you're rested we'll try
again.”

Another long, hard climb, and they
stepped on the narrow shelf that plat-
formed the entrance to what was evi-
dently an abandoned mine. Fishing out
a short stub of candle, the boy lighted
it and plunged into the tunnel.

“Come on,” he called over his shouls
der. “Ye can git all the zirkins here
ye can lug.”

For half an hour the sound of voices
and the click, click of steel on rock
came softly from the mine. Then the
volces grew more and more distinct,
and a faint yellow gleam could be seen
coming nearer and nearer. At last the
light stopped and a volce called out:

L at 1is it, Miss; found some
more?”

“No, I'm coming,” answered a voice
farther back in the darkness.

As if the vibration of the volce had
logsened them, with a grinding groan
a %remor ran through the rocks and a
few pleces fell clattering from the
roof, For a moment the light waver-
§d, then fell spluttering on the damp
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cavin’ in!” and In the dim light thaf
streaked in through the entrance Miss
Burden saw the boy, his face against
the opposite wall of the narrow pas-
sage, thrust his shoulder against one
of the “props” that supported the roof,

“Jump right over me—don’'t stop—
she’s a coming fast!” screamed the
boy, his little form quivering with thd
strain.

As Miss Buden sprank over him sha
saw the “prop” was bulging out from
the wall, creaking and groaning with
the weight that was slowly pressing
down from above.

It was hardly a second before sha
sprang out from the tunnel, and that
hardly a second too soon., for as sha
turned to look back there came a loud~
er rumble, a splintering of wood, then
with a crash that sent the rocks fly«
ing down tke mountain side the earth
seemed to close and the tunnel was
gone.

Decision was one of Miss Burden's
chief characteristics. One look sha
gave, then flew down the hill with a
swiftness and vigor that gave the lia
to her seeming weakness when climb-
ing up that same path but a short tima
before. In five minutes she had reach=
ed the county road, another minute
and she had halted one of tle “hacks”
that now usurp the functions of the
obsolete stage between Colorow and
the “Creek.” By an apparently special
act of Providence the “hack” held for
passengers four miners on their way
to the diggings of Beaver Dam.

A few words expained the situationt,
and in a quarter of an hour from the

work removing the rock and debrig
that hid the entrance of the tunnel.

Even Miss Burden was lifting and
dragging at rocks she had nevep
dreamed it possible te move.

Soon an opening was made and the
workers began to move more carefully
and to speak in lower tones.

“Reckon there ain’t much left of th”
poor leetle devil,” whispered the drive
er, peering into the cavern.

“Don’t ye gamble on that, mister™
remarked a faint volce from within. “If
ye'll jest lift this timber a bit I'll show
ye how much there’s left.”

“Mister” drew back with a grin.

“Ef I hed knowed it war Finerty's
brat I'd know'd jest a little thing likéd
a cave-in 'ud never killed him.” Then,
with his head in the opening. “Look
out, kid, I'm coming,” and he disap=
peared through the hole, followed by
one of the others.

For a few minutes from inside cama
sharp commands and the sound of men
laboring. Outside the others lifted and
pulled in response to the commands,
Then a joyful shout of “There you
are!” and a slight figure, an almost
undistinguishable mass of mud and
dirt, one leg dangiing, was handed out
and laid carefully on the ground.

Miss Burden took the soiled head
with its golden curls in her lap, whila
one of the men with a deftness which
showed practice, slit the stocking from
the injured limb and proceedd to sef
the broken bone, improvising splintg
from a cracker box brought up from
the “hack.”

“There,” said the self constituted
surgeon, as he finished his task, “in
two months’ time you'll be able to gef
out_and break the other leg.”

Throughout the operation the boy
had hardly winced, and only now and
then tightening his grasp on Miss Bur«
den’'s hand, his eyes watching every
move of the operator. Now he heaved &
sigh of rellef, and turning his eyes up
to Miss Burden, said:

. “Say, I ain’'t so big, but I done that
'most as good as Porthos, didn’t I7"*
smiled, and fainted, while Miss Bur«
den's tears, falling on his face, left lit«

oor,
"I-furry, .Miss Burden, hurry! It's

tle gulleys in the dirt and grime.
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