make the Man

Chicago’s Best Tailors
Now at Your Service

ALL CUSTOM MADE
—Not Mail Order Clothes

BUT——

Perfect Faultless INDIVIDUAL
Tailoring to your correct measure
Each suit cwz by hawnd one at a
time and measured four times
by expert Tailors before it leaves
our establishment. Only A/-
Wool Fabrics used m our suits
whether it costs $16. 50 our low-
est price.or $35our highest price.

Send for New Booklet

Dean’s Clothes Shop

MALLERS BUILDING, CHICAGO
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You Do Not Get All the

Home News
Unless You Are a Subscriber for
Ghe

PRESS

We also do fine commercial
Better

ing in this office.
figure on your next work. We

will save you money.

The door was torn open
bent woman burst into the
room at a rate of speed surprising in
any one of her age. ‘The men who had
been drinking around one of the tables |
jumped to their feet, but a glance from |
the woman made them sit down again. |
Once inside the door, she sat down
near the fireplace and called out in her
shrill voice, 12

and an old, |
drinking |

|

“Christina!
A young woman who waited on the
customers came towurd her slowly and
unwillingl.

“Throw some fresh wood on the fire.
[ am cold.”

The old woman was the owner of the
osteria, and Christina was her step-
daughter A poor, miserable osteria it
was, lucated in a tumble down cottage
at the foot of Monte Clinto, which
throws its shadow across the valley of
Nisio, into which the Corsican bandits
flee when they have become outlawed.
Tha osteria had been opened about
twenty vears before, when l.uela, the
old woman, was still young, and mar-
ried Christina's father, who was then
a widower.

Christina grew up between these two
people, who abused and ill-treated her
all the time, and who worked her from
early dawn until long arfter midnight.
When the old woman had somewhat
recovered and strengthened herself
with a large glass of brandy, she
looked at the new customers as If to
discover if there was a traitor among
them, and then said: “The carabanieri
are in the woods, and there is a prize
on Angelo's head.”

If she had thrown a bomb among
these men the effect could not have
been more startiing. Only Christina
did not move, though her face had
turned pale.

““How big is the prize?"’ she whisper-
ed. But the old womuan, afraid she had
already said too much, remained silent.
The next day was the Sunday of the

Naturally.
Tommy—Papa, who wrote the poem
entitled “Down In the Coal Mine?"
Papa -Some one of the minor poets,
d| suppose,

r

“Is it so that he's head over heels in
debt 2"

“Yes. He keeps his clothes in his
desk, and his unpaid bills in his ward-
FO:J\‘."

Footpad—What did you say was your
business?
Mr. Trusty—Why, I am a coal dealer.
Footpad—Here, take back ynur watch.

dead, and while the bells pealed an{
everybody was kneeling on the grave
of some relative, Christina sneaked
out of the church and ran towards the
woods,

She did not stop until she came to a
little shanty far away up the side of the
mountain. Hesitatingly she knocked at
the door, which was immediately open=
ed,

Three men were sitting In the room
around 2 table playing cards. She
looked at them for 2 moment and quiet-
Iy said: 3
“l will deliver Angelo into your
hands,” and told them how they might
easily catch him.
Her tale came clear and plain, but
never once dared to meet their glances
of contempt.
How could she know that, even  if
she was fond of gold, she did not be-
tray the life of this man for love of
money, but because she had no other
way of carrying out her vendetta. Was
it not perfectly right of her to take
revenge upon her enemies?

- - L4

Iovening had come. The clouds which
had concealed the sun from view all
day had disappearea, and the moon
wis shining brightly, [Hluminating ev-
ery nook and corner of the cemetery of
the village,

A young splendidly built man is
kneeling down alongside a grave. His
hands are folded as If in prayer, but he
is not praying. He {s thinking of the
past. He sees himself! once more a
happy boy in the house of his mother,
who loved him better than her life.
He sees his mother as she looked when

his father had been laid to rest, all
in black and crying while clasping

him to her bosom. *“I thank you, Lord,
that I have still my boy left to live for.,"
And he thought of the happy years
when she had given her love in full
measure to him and his little friend,
Christina.

Then he shudders when he remem-
bers the day when his playmate had
answered him:

“You are too poor—there is some-
body else who wants to marry me, and
who is rich and can give me anything
I wigsh. Korget your love of me, Angelo,
I am going to marry Pedro.”

The same evening Pedro was killed
by a bullet which hit him squarely be-
tween the eyes, and Angelo had fled
to the mountains.

When Angelo’s mother heard of her
son's crime, she dropped dead without
a sound. Also for her death Angelo
blamed the girl. He hated her, hated
her as much as he had loved her be-
fore, and swore that as long as he lived
she should have no man to protect her.

Another man wooed her, but was
found shot between the eyes as was
Pedro, and since then no man had

dared to go near her.

Angelo's conscience did not troublae
him because of these murders; his only
sorrow was that his crimme had killed
his m(_)tln-r. and every year on the Sun-
day of the dead he risks his life te
kneel down at his mother’s grave and
ask her forgiveness.

He {8 80 absorbed in his thoughts
that he does not hear a noise in the
bushes near the wall behind him. It is
Christina, who {8 sneaking ahead of the
carabinierl, who must soon come to
arrest him. And then she will have
her gold, heaps of glittering gold,
;nmugh to gratify all her wishes for
ife.

She rejoiees in the expectation of
soon being able to leave the osteria,
but when she sees the figure of her
childhood's friend kneeling at the grave
of his mother, she feels that she is
playing the part of Judas against a
man whose only early crime is that he
loved her too much and who must now
live the life of & hunted beast.

And the thought of the blood money
nearly choked her. She jumps to her
feet. This time Angelo has heard and
he stands there rifle in hand ready to
shoot. His eye, however, recognizes
her as a woman and he lets her come
nearer,

“Angelo,” she cries, “lfor God's sake
Angelo flee. Run away as fast as you
can. They are coming.”

“Who?"

“The carabinieri.”

“How do you know?"”

He seizes her hands in a grip of iron
which nearly crushes every bone it it.

“Run Angelo, run,” she gasps.

“You miserable creature,” he hisses
between his teeth, and draws his stil-
“l1o,

“Angelo, Angelo!" is all she can say,
as she 8inks down on the grave at his
feet. He ralses the weapon to thrust
it Into her heart.

“Angelo, on your mother's grave''—

His hand sinks down.

“You are right, you contemptiblae
creature. I will not shed your blood ta
desecrate this holy spot, but I will get
revenge——you shall see.”

She falls to the ground in a swoon a#
his experienced ear hears the sound o!
approaching steps and in one bound
he {8 on the other side of the wall.

A few seconds later the carabinier
are in the graveyard. Clouds are agalir
hiding the moon, but in the dim ligh)
they are still able to see the figurg
prostrated on the grave.

How 18 it possible that he has no)
heard them. No, he must have heard
them long ago, and must have decided
to surrender, or maybe he was watch-
ing his chance to shoot them down.

“Angelo,” the officer fn command ol
the carabinieri shouts, “surrender or we
will shoot.”

No sound. The figure does not stir.

“Surrender! there is no escape, my
men are all around you!"”

He does not move.

For the third time the officer shouts
his warning, and when he gets no ans-
wer he orders his men to fire.

A cry plerces the air, and Christina
has paid the penalty of her crime.

While the landlady of the Bell Inn at
Totwell, England, was at dinner the
other day an aerolite crashed through
the room and exploded. Though the
house was considerably damaged, the
landlady escaped. :
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Having wagered $40 that he would
steal five medals from a policeman’y
chest, & young man in Paris
two, says the Petit Parisien, but wa

I don't ‘rob the profedsion.

t:ucht at the third attampt, and wil
prosecuted.




