By NANCY HAZLIP
Cuperight, W08, by Ruby Douglas

*} $on't see why you would name a
#hild Jessica—you might 'a’ known
grow up so prim and high headed
bateful no man In his seuses 'd
gver want to marry her, and, land
women that don't marry havea
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mperious old lady, nobly
samesake and favorite
Eliza Wicks, partly
was pretty and tak-
lmpertinent, partly also be-
bad money enough of her
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eatirely independent.

Gandiather (ole had left everything |
B his wife. She beld on to it with a |
% of e, AN her five children htdl
escopt luckiess Lemuel. He |
had oft wife and daughter little except
s W ek
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Stk they had at last beenforcedto,
Stvept the shelter Grandma bad grudg- |
gis allvrwi

Toarh school! You know I won't |
fave that” grandma had said to Jes |
e pen  “No missy, 'l marry you
™ 5 % year Then you can take your
Sether bome with you. Remember |
Begeers mastn't be choosers. You |
' You'll get some-

'S going 1) see my husband's money
Wt a8 hng as | can help it even
LA R shy te spare, which 1 haven't.
B owsts such & Jot to do thiugs. Why,
o8t wvem balf lvis' mearly bankrupts
B Ass ‘liza has to Nave things.
s o a delicate appetite, and so
Bt She can afford to be, be-

s «8¢ can keep on havin' what she
Whats when she comes to spendin’ her
PR ey Youve got no mouey to

sl w youd better learn economy
wey

sy iad becn for golng away then,
L. motger's timorous fears had
8 her to stay. Jessy was
B9 strictly pretty. Her eyes were 00
bar M= teo severe. She bhad
and clean cut, and &
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“Here!
vases,” she commanded Jess.ca.
Jessica shook ber head and turned
toward the deor. Grandma had weak-
ened sensibly; she was on the poiut of
mumbling out an apology. But as
Ann Eliza cried pettishly, "1 wish
you'd look at that; I told you what
would come of setting beggars on
borseback!” her anger flamed up hot-
ter than ever.

“You do as you're told,” she cried,
catching Jessica by the shoulders and
trylng to sbhake her. “You say you
want to work for a livin'; prove it by
waitin’ on your befters.”

Jessica set her teeth hard, broke
from the quavery hold and rushed
away. At the steps she stopped,
smiled bitterly and shook the dust
from her feet. Over her shoulder she
called clearly, “Mother, meet me at the
big gate in an hour; by then I shall
know exactly what we can do™

Ten minutes later she stood in the
Wakefield yard facing Jimmy, with
ber heart beating so it half suffocated
ber. Bhe had so dreaded to tell what
must be told—to ask the help that was
imperative. It was not much, only to
carry her mother and their scant be-
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self to make such appeal.
in a way, bound to make it

you anywhere you may want to go.”
“You, you must only sena us. Black
Billy can take

answered, but at that Jimmy only
smiled.

Very shortly he made her sit down
on the bench under the big elm and
went away whistling, to reappear, all
in a whiffet, driving a spanking pair,
which drew a couble seated vehicle
spick and span.

“I think we'd better make the trip
a quick one,” was all he said in an-
swer to Jessy’s expeostulation.

Almost before she knew it she was
sitting beside him, bowling along the
turnpike at the team’s best pace. As
quickly her mother was gathered up,
and, the bhand luggage properly be-
stowed, Jimmy amazed Jessy by bid-
ding her sit behind, adding, “I want to
talk to mammy—and these horses don’t
let me turn my head for any consider-
able time.”

Jessy began to feel desperately lone-
ly—she could not even divert berself
by watching the dazzle of the flying
spokes as the wheels spun round.
Jimmy was driving very fast, and
keeping to the turnpike. It must be he
meant to take them through town—
that, no doubt, accounted for his choice

it bad followed them so | of a rig. She knew he hated a shabby { but a man and that bunger sometimes
Wruughout the three years since his | putfit—especially upon Saturdays and | came gnawing at his vitals at, say,

court days. It might be he had busi-
ness that could not wait—but some-
how she felt that he was unkind to
think of anything but her extremity.
Then she sank into a sort of daze, won-
dering dully how it would seem to find
herself a pauper, duly committed. She
had not thought of that before—of
course there were legal forms before
they could claim the last refuge of the
destitute, and would not the authori-
ties get back at grandma? She had a
dim idea that well to do folk had to
answer for their near kin.

No doubt that was what Jimmy was
speaking about—he was talking low
and eagerly to mamma. Yes, he was
turning the horses toward the court-
house square. In a wink they drew
up there. and Jimmy, springing down,
held out his arms to her. “You know
there are—arrangements—will youtrust
me to make them?” he asked very low.

Jessica could only bow her head:
speech was beyond her. Jimmy looked
at ber. his eyves tender, yet mischievous.
“l want to commit you for life to a

poorbouse of which 1 am keeper.” he |

whispered. “Mamma is willing. What
do you say?”

“Nothing,” Jessica said, but as she
gaid it she laid her hand in Jimmy's
strong clasp, and dropped her long
lashed lids to veil a rush of happy
tears,
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skates.

29 cents per hour for

25 cents for entire after-}
noon when parties furnishg
their own skates. :

NO ADMISSION FEE.f
Porter &' Dexter,

Proprietors.

He was a fine old man who had been
to South America, but who was de-
voting his old age to acting as the
works of the clock in the piazza in |
vapri. It was be who rang those many, |
many bells we heard and puzzled over. |
Some forty rapid, high pitched bells at |
12:42, seven bells of deeper tone at |
306, and so on. '

Adelaide had asked Archangelo, the
old man’s son, to explain these seeming
irregularities and had learned that the |

A Clock Kun by Man FPower. ]

and occasionally forgot and rang too
little or too much; also that he was

mate the hour; that his father was old i
|
!
|
{

E 11:45, whereupon he rang for 12 o’clock |
%and wandered home to his spaghetti
| His appetite also accounted for occa-
| slonal delays In the bell for 1 o'clock
i Suppose Archangelo’s mother was late
Iln the cooking of the midday meal,
| could his father return to the piazza
; without his luncheon? And what does

a quarter of an hour matter after all?
| In Capri it is truly dolce far niente.— !
| Scribner’s. ‘

l The Great Headache Cure,
Bromo--Pepsin
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bells were only intended to approxi- !a
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I THE BON TON.

A A beautiful line of Ginghams
o for Shirt Waist Suits.

ONE DOLLAR

hree-cornered George Washing-
ton Hats for Babies, Girls and
Prices TH¢. and $1.00.

s

Bigline of TWO DOL-
R HATS for .

t

Misses.

|
i «Note the Word Pepsin.”
|

GU RE S Headache, Indigestion,

Insomnia, Remusn&ss;
| On the Spot.
Absolutely Harmless.

| A1l Draggists, 10e, 25¢, sad 50
For Sale By

'No Opiates,

LIVE CAK, FLA.
41-23-trwi-yr.

tree.
| after budding, and for 100 years it will
yield abundant crops. Orange trees
bave been known to attaln the ripe
 age of 300. The orange requires less
| care and attention than any other frult
‘l tree.
| first two years it grows more thas 2

The City Pharmacy o e re sty Tus stem o

sme UIRRET AT,
The orange is the longest lived fruit
It begins to bear the third year

Its early growth is rapid. In the

—its fruit stems and comseguently its

crops increase more rapidly after the Sish on the bottems o el
first ten vears

PRICES REDUCED . I

To come and look means a purchase.

s. C. W. Bache.
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