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RURAL PAVEMENTS. 
The boosters of Perry, Iowa, have 

started something with their an
nounced plan of building a mile of con
crete paving, sixteen feet wide, on one 
of the rural roads leading out of town. 
The Council Bluffs Nonpareil, com
menting on the Perry plan, says it is 
practicable to build permanent roads 
In Iowa rural distracts, as Perry pro
poses to do, just as it has been found 
practicable in other states. The Non
pareil says: 

In Ohio and Pennsylvania brick 
pavements are always in use over 
hundreds of miles of rural roads and 
in Texas even thousands of miles of 
rui-al roads are being paved. Cali
fornia has already exhausted an 
eighteen million dollar issue of state 
bonds for rural pavements. The pav
ing of rural roads just as Perry pro
poses to do is practicable in Iowa. 
Under favorable legislation It would 
cost not to exceed $67 per annum to 
each quarter section of land abutting 
a rural pavement to pay for the im
provement. •* 

In Texas the commercial club of 
Denlson secured from the legislature a 
statute providing for the creation of a 
special assessment road improvement 
direct just as we create special drain
age districts in Iowa. Twenty year 
bond issues are authorized. 

In Iowa, Mason City and Marshall-
town let contracts for concrete pave
ment on their city streets at $1.08 
per square yard this spring, while Ce
dar Falls, with gravel pits near by, 
reenred a bid of 92 cents per square 
yard. Wherever y gravel and sharp 
sai\d can be found nearby concrete 
pavement can be laid on the rural 
highwnvs of Iowa for less than $9,000 
per mile. To retire the bonds in 
twenty annual installments and meet 
the interest charge would cost not to 
exceed $540 per mile per annum. If 
10<fcmll6r of such pavenSerft were^aid 
radiating in. every direction from a 
county seat town and the Toad im
provement district were to include for 
special paving taxation the town prop
erty as well as farms situated within 
two miles of each paved highway, and 
if half the cost were assessed directly 
to the farms abutting the pavement 
and half to the rest of the property 
within the district, each quarter sec
tion of land abutting on paved streets 
leading from its mail box to town 
would be assessed $67 per annum 
special tax and the quarter section 
lying from half a mile to two miles 
back from such paved rural street 
would be assessed not to exceed $20 
per annum special paving tax. 

In other words, when the Perry ex
ample has become a statewide policy, 
it will cost the farms of Iowa about 
the price of one automobile tire per 
annum to enjoy paved streets from 
their front gates to town. The cost to 
the farm abutting the pavement will 
not exceed 7 per cent interest on $6 
per acre Increased value to the land. 

EXPORTS"OF SEWING MACHINES 
Sewing machine exports in the cur

rent fiscal Vear will make their high
est record and will probably aggregate 
$10,000,000, according to a report of 
the department of commerce and la
bor. Over $160,000,000 worth have 
been exported from the United States 
during the forty-eight, years since the 
official record- of their commercial 
movement began, of which sum $80,-
000.000 worth, or one half the total, 
were exported in the brief period 
since 1900. 

Figures compiled by the department 
indicate that sewing raachi-es have 
for many years been an important fac
tor of the export trade. *In 1864, the 
earliest year for which a record is 
availably the exports amounted to $1,-
062.708: in 1872. $2,436,086; in 1882, 
$2,647,515; in 1892, $3,138,992; in 1902, 
$4,022,697; and in 1912 will probably 
show a total of $10,000,000. The steady 
and substantial character of the 
growth is even more apparent from a 
study of the movement by decades. In 
the period from 1864 to 1870 the ex
ports of sewing machines aggregated 
a little over $10,000,000; in the decade 
1871-80, $18,000,000; in the decade 
1881-90. $26,000,000; in the decade 
1891-1900, over $30,00,000; in the de
cade 1901-10, more than $61,000,000, 
the average yearly exports having thus 
increased from $1,500,000 in the 1864-
70 period to over $6,000,000 in the de
cade ending with 1910, with indications 
that the current year will record a 
total of approximately $10,000,000. 

The countries to which these in
creasing exports of sewing machines 
are distributed represent every grand 
division of the world. Europe leads 
all other sections, last year's exports 
thereto having aggregated $4,068,672 in 
value, as compared with $2,230,22" to 
South America. 

come to pass in the democratic party 
that winning repeated victories in its 
name counts as nothing for one man, 
while repeated defeats gives another 
the right to dictate its course or limit 
its choice to a list of eliglbles pre
pared by himself?" 

WHO WOULDN'T HAVE A PEWDIB 
A campaign against slang has been 

Inaugurated at Wellesley college. 
Some of the English profs have found 
it difficult to get Jerry, so to speak, 
to the undergraduate conversash, and 
demand a change. News dispatches 
indicate that some of the Wellesley 
girls have acquired . a line of slang 
that lacks nothing in forcefulness if 
not in originality. Some of the pet 
slang words are "oelebs," "dewdabs," 
"piffle," "bats," "straight credits," 
"cuts and chunks," "peanut," 
"crushes," "T. M.,'> "V. L.'s," "kim-
mie" and a long list of others. 

Some of the words are explained, but 
no key is given to the other code 
words. "Celebs," is an abbreviation 
of "oelebreties" and really isn't half 
bad slang. "Dewdabs" is Wellesley 
for masculine kisses. A "crush" is an 
escort who will do as a substitute 
when the favored male friend is not at 
hand. A "piH'' and a "peanut" is a 
low-browed gent who doesn't count 
much. In explaining lah-d«-dah, an
other pet expression, a little more 
Blang is given in the explanation that 
it means to be "dolled" up. 

The English language wouldn't be 
injured much by cutting out such 
words as "crush," "pill," "peanut," 
"piffle," "bats," and "lah-de-dah," for 
tbls is old stuff in slang, and in the 
best slang-slinging circles old slang is 
tabooed. But the Wellesley girls 
should rally and save that word "dew
dabs." It has a yummy sound about 
it that stamps it not only as a distinct 
acquisition to the English language, 
but as something worth fighting for. 

The monthly report of the Iowa 
weather bureau would be more effec
tive if published earlier. The report 
of the weather for March has just 
been Teceived. It contains some valu
able reports on weather and crop con
ditions in March, but this is May, and 
we have gone through April and 
March weather can be classed as an
cient history. A report early each 
month of the weather and crop condi
tions of the preceding month would be 
more valuable. i 

Gov. Harmon of Ohio has taken the 
•tump in his home state to offset the 
attacks made upon him by Bryan. Mr. 
Harmon objects particularly to Bryan's 
statement that failure Is certain if he 
(Harmon) is nominated. "I do not 
think Mr. Bryan, great as his abilities 
tre in many directions, hss shown him-
lelf qualified to pick a winner," Gov. 
aarmon exclaims and adds: "Has It 

"We had troublesome men forty, yes, 
fifty years ago. We have always had 
troublesome men," said "Uncle Joe" 
Cannon in an interview given out re
cently on his seventy-sixth birthday. 
"But, thank God, those trouble-makers 
do not last long. The tides flow and 
ebb. I have absolutely no fear of 
those who rant, of those who hold out 
nothing but evil for this government 
of ours. The demagogue has no place 
in my make-up. I detest him. I am a 
believer in the constitution of the 
United States. I believe it will endure 
forever. No amount of slander, no 
amount of abuse, no matter from what 
source it may come, will ever result 
in a change in our present system of 
government." 

*" i>ew York Herald: It is not sup-
prising that the returns from the 
Texas primaries should be slow in 
coming in when one considers the 
great area of the country's- biggest 
commonwealth and the inaccessibility 
of many of its 248 counties. Texas 
contains 265,780 square miles, which 
is more than five times the area of 
New York, with its 49,170 square 
miles. The extreme length of the Lone 
Star state is 620 miles and the width 
760 miles. Its population is 14.8 to the 
square mile. Consideration of figures 
like these serves well to bring home to 
one what a vast country it is we're liv
ing in. 

Sheriff Loftus of Linn county evi
dently believes that honesty is the 
best policy, even in politics. In an
nouncing his candidacy for renomina-
tion in the Cedar Rapids papers he 
says: "I wish to announce that I am 
a candidate for reelection, not by the 
urgent requests of my friends or 
enemies, but upon my own motion—1 
need the money and am willing to 
work for it." 

A new trans-Atlantic liner recently 
sent on its maiden trlp_by a French 
company announces that it carries 
twenty-two lifeboats and thirty-two lue 
rafts, sufficient to hold a thousand 
more persons than its maximum pas
senger capacity. This is one of the re
sults of the publicity given the lack 
of life-saving equipment on the Ti
tanic. 

Don'e be alarmed if Tige or Rover 
turns up missing Thursday. The 
democrats want all the animals they 
can find to make a showing for the 
houn' dawg candidate at Burlington 
and your household pet may be bor
rowed for the occasion by some en
thusiastic disciple of Thomas Jeffer
son. 

Surely, the Topeka State Journal ob
serves, it is perfectly natural that Col. 
Roosevelt should so ardently favor a 
plan for legalizing the recall of decis
ions—he recalls so many of his own. 

FARMINGTON. 

Mrs. Kate Humphreys of Bonaparte 
visited Monday with Mrs. G. C. Jun-
kins. 

W. H. Price of Williamstown, Mo., is 
the guest of his brother J. R. Price. 

The high school literary society gave 
their final program for thid school year 
Friday afternoon. A large number of 
visitors were present to enjoy the ses
sion. 

The funeral services over the re
mains of Walter McDaniel were held 
Friday afternoon from the home con
ducted by Rev. J. H1. Taylor. The de
ceased was born Nov. 13, 1867 on the 
old McDaniel homestead near Farming-
ton, where he spent the greater part of 
his life. He was married Nov. 13, 1888 
to Miss Minnie Grimm, who with four 
daughters are left to mourn the loss of 
a kind and loving father. His mother 
Mrs. Ann McDaniel of Farmington and 
a sister Mrs. L. H. Cooley of New 
Brighton, N. Y. are also bereft by his 
untimely death. Interment was made 
in the McDaniel cemetery conducted by 
the Improved Order of Red Men. Those 
who attended the funeral from out of 
town were Chas. Grimm of Des 
Moines, Mr. and Mrs. Frank Miller of 
Keokuk, Minor Ware, Miss Bertha 
Ware. Mrs. Emma Neiswanger and 
John McDaniel of Bonaparte and C. W. 
Dodds and wife of Keosauqua. > 
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CHAPTER XVIII.—(Continued.) 
"She says you are to get a carriage, 

or better, an automobile, and pick her 
up tomorrow morning at four o'clock 
at the Fair Oaks' entrance. Previous
ly, I shall have packed a small port
manteau and placed it outside the house 
and all next day I will inform her 
father that she is ill and can not be 
disturbed. By this means you reach 
Middleborough without trouble, and get 
married and then take the train to 
New York. From New York you will 
travel to that city—that city where 
you were cheated .of your ring—" 
I ("San Francisco," said Matt to him

self.) 
. "And there you stay, no matter how 

poor, how starving, till the opportunity 
arrives to go to that place where you 
have a friend—a very rich, queer man 
—whom once you served—and who will 
take you back In employment." 

("John Mort," said Matt to him
self.) 

"She says it must be now, or not 
at all, for she can not be so brave 
twice; she says desperate people have 
to take desperate chances; she asks 
you to answer yes or no." 

Matt made a hasty calculation; he 
had almost a hundred dollars; this, 
with Chris' eighty-two would easily get 
them to California, with something to 
spare. Answer? It was yes, of course 
a thousand times yes, though his tem
per rose at Swiss rapacity. 

"You are to be paid two thousand 
dollars for helping us?" he protested. 
"Isn't that a very great deal?" 

Flexner could not admit that it was, 
betraying animation for the first time. 
Was she not going against her con
science? What would be the value of 
that promissory note were Mees to die 
before she came into her property? 
Flexner considered two thousand dol
lars at six per cent compound interest 
a most moderate remuneration. Matt, 
whose real purpose was to save that 
hundred dollors in money—a hundred 
dollars that might be of priceless im
portance to him and Chris in the ex
tremity of their fortunes, objected and 
haggled with a persistence very unbe
coming in a young Lochinvar. 

But the inflexible Swiss would not 
abate a panny of her demands. A 
hundred dollars in cash, and nineteen 
hundred in a promissory note, at six 
per cent, due in three years, was the 
price of an inflexible Swiss. She was 
lesing an excellent position; Mees 
might die; her conscience, etc., etc.— 
a bargain was a bargain. Attacked on 
the side of sentiment, Flexner con
fronted him with her own little ro: 
mance.' She meant to return to 
Zurich and marry a faithful cuckoo-
clock maker. That was what made so 
blind to duty and conscience. The 
sallow, middle-aged creature had her 
Carl; Mr. Broughton must not think 
he was the only one that loved. The 
Swiss, too, had hearts, and every., week 
Carl wrote and asked her how much 
money she had saved up. She would 
earn her reward, never fear, and then 
misdirect the pursuit to Bridgeport; 
she would manage everything with 
secrecy; she would assure them of a 
whole day's start. The real question 
was—yes or no? 

Matt longed to write a note to 
Chris, but he was afraid of the atten
tion it might attract in the boarding 
house. The boarders were always so 
curious, so nosing, especially where he 
was concerned. Besides, he had to 
see Daggancourt and arrange for that 
flitting at dawn. He told Flexner that 
his answer was "Yes," and put into 
the word a warmth that he hoped she 
would carry to her mistress. She was 
to say that he had ninety-seven dol
lars, and would carry out his instruc
tions implicitly; was also to say that 
she was the pluckiest girl in the world, 
and that if it were a desperate chance 
he would promise that they would be 
desperately happy. It was like talk
ing to cold veal, but all the same he 
talked and talked—and cold veal list
ened, mentally computing nineteen 
hundred dollars for three years at six 
per cent. > 

She drove off, leaving Matt in a 
whirl. Chris and he were to run 
away! Chris and he were to be mar
ried at Middleborough! His pulses 
throbbed; he could scarcely grasp it; 
he could scarcely believe it! How 
superbly reckless of her! How in
credible! How unworthy $e was of 
such an amazing sacrifice! Yet it was 
the only way out, made as it was. 
She had appreciated that bodly when 
he had been despairing. Could they 
but hold their own in San Francisco 
the opportunity would surely present 
itself of reaching the South Pacific. 
Once into Tahiti, Samoa, Raratonga— 
anywhere in • the Islands—the rest 
would be comparatively easy. 

One was readily trusted in the South 
Pacific; he could charter a vessel and 
pledge John Mort's credit without the 
least danger to the latter. And with 
what a welcome he would be received 
—he and Chris! Here was the one 
spot on earth where he was assured 
of welcome. Moreover, he would re
turn with the glory of having baffled 
Mort's mysterious enemies, of having 
successfully resisted and defied them. 
Mort would appreciate that. Yes, 
everything pointed to Lotoalofa. 

He had some trouble in finding Dag
gancourt, whom he finally ran down 
in a wood shed behind Mrs. O'Brien's 
boarding house. Mrs. O'Brien drew 
the color line more strictly than Mrs. 
Sattane; hence the wood shed, and the 
general effect of shipwreck-and-desert-
island in which poor Victor appeared 
as the only survivor. He was sitting 
on a soap box, reading beside a table 
he had constructed of some old lum
ber, and presented a forlorn picture 
of what human prejudice could ac
complish. A musty mattress lay in 
one corner; his toilet articles were 
ranged along a ledge of the wall; a 
broken plate of meat, and a chipped, 
yellow bowl showed his untasted sup
per. He started violently as Matt 
pushed open the door and entered. 

They did so meekly, bewildered and 
happy at this fresh Instance of the first 
being last and the last first. There 
was an element of humor, besides, in 
resigning themselves to an elderly 
darky, who knew so much more about 
getting married than they did. 

Victor's resourcefulness, indeed, was 

waved baok, saying farewell, as It 
were, to all their past life as well as 
to that shabby figure receding behind 
them. The neyr one seemed to date 
from the moment they found them
selves alone together for the first 
time since dawn; as they looked at 
each other—that haggard, unshaven 
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'Oh, Lord, I took you for the con' merely 

stable," he said, greeting Matt ia sur
prise and laughing constrainedly. "I 
thought the old gentleman had sworn 
out a warrant for my raising a gun 
to him." 

"Don't you worry about that," re
turned Matt. "He will have some
thing more important to bother about 
pretty soon. . Victor, I'm in an awful
ly tight place, and you will have to 
help me out again." 

"I'm always ready to do that, Marse' 
Broughton; all I need is to be told 
how, you know." 

"Victor, I'm going away." 
"Going away, Marse' Broughton? 

Not going away for good?" 
The darky extended his hands ap-

pealingly. 
"I wouldn't do it," he added, as 

though to a child. "What's the sense 
of doing that?" 

"I want you to have the tow-wagon 
In front of the garage at half past 
3 o'clock this morning—full up—gas, 
oil and water. Wait till I come, and 
then we'll go on to Fair Oaks—just 
ypu and me, mind—no one else. At 
the big gate we shall pick up a young 
lady and go on to Middleborough, 
where the young lady and I will be 
married, and then take the first train 
for New York." 

Victor caught his breath. 
"It ain't Miss Marshall you mean?" 
"Yes,- it's Miss Marshall." 
There was an inherent strain of 

good breeding in Daggancourt. He put 
no inquisitive questions; he did net try 
to force Matt's confidence; he waited, 
hoping to receive it, and then, detect
ing Matt's reluctance, hastened . to 
place him at his ease. 

"So, that's how it is,"" he exclaimed 
genially. "Well, well, I'm sure I do 
congratulate you, and I'm just tickled 
to death, Marse' Broughton, just 
tickled to death! Half past three 
o'clock, you say?" 

"Oh, Victor, what a good chap you 
are; I can never thank you enough; 
yes, half past three—and, of course, 
not a whisper to anybody." 

"You leave it to me, sir." 
"And for God's sake, don't over

sleep." 
"It wouldn't be me if I did; if there's 

any slip up it won't be my fault; I'll 
be there all right." 

"Good night, then; I'll be getting 
along back." 

• Have you told any one ther^—at 
Mrs. Sattane's?" 

"Not a soul." 
Daggancourt's pleasure at this an

swer was undisguised. 
"They ain't fit to be trusted," he 

said, his face wrinklng with satisfac
tion. "My, won't they stare tomor
row!" 

"Excuse my hurrying, Victor; I'm 
dead beat." 

"Good night, Marse' Broughton, I 
know you must be." 

"Good night." 
At half past three they met like con

spirators in the darkness. Matt was 
carrying his suit case, into which he 
had crammed the better part of his 
belongings, though he had been forced 
to leave his frock coat and evening 
clothes, together with a great deal 
more that he was less able to spare. 
But it was not a moment for considera
tions of wardrobe; what were a few 
shirts and a swallow-tail to a young 
Lochinvar? 

He was a very nervous, fidgety Loch
invar, as he encircled his steed, other
wise the most disreputable looking of 
automobiles, and planted a kick on 
each of the tires. But they were 
standing up like Trojans, and Victor, 
moreover, had lashed a couple of spare 
casings to the rear, as well as provid
ing himself with some brand new 
tubes. Yes, Victor had a jack; yes, 
Victor had borrowed a better ,pump 
from the big Pierce; yes, tire irons, 
plugs, extra lugs and wet cells—Victor 
vouched for them all. Nothing remain
ed except to put a match to the head
lights and turn her over. 

She caught the spark at the first 
turn, and away they went, traversing 
the silent streets, and rumbling over 
the bridges at a lively pace. Once 
beyond the town Victor let her have 
her head, and made the wind whistle 
past their ears as he laid her to it like 
a racer. Fences, woods and the wind
ing road danced before the concen
trated glare of the reflectors; on either 
side rose the night, walling them in as 
though they were plunging through a 
deep defile; the engine hummed with 
its rhythm of steel. Then the gates 
of Fair Oaks suddenly darted up; were 
caught and lost again as the brakes 
ground sullenly and the car shivered 
to a stop. • 

There was a sound of voices; of feet 
running; of muffled exclamations in 
the dark. A slight figure murmured 
pantingly: "Oh, Matt, is it you?" and 
clung to him. Another, with Swiss 
incislveness and lugging a heavy port
manteau with both hands, wanted to 
know where it was to go. and failing 
an answer tumbled it into the tonneau. 
Matt followed, assisting Chris, and 
lifted her in with his strong arms. Not 
a word was said; the door snapped 
shut: Victor, peering behind, turned 
and threw on his clutch. In an instant 
they were speeding through the deep 
defile again, engulfed in the night. 

Matt's recollection of his elopment 
was both strangely blurred and 
strangely vivid. He was tired to ex
haustion, and so was Chris; nothing 
could keep them long awake, not even 
the eoetasy of being together. Yet 
that dawn was the most imperishable 
memory of his life as he looked down 
at her, nestled beside him, with the 
heavy lashes fringing her cheeks. She 
opened her sleepy eyes and nestled 
closer' and—closer still when he 
whispered it was their wedding day. 

They say responsibility gravitates to 
the shoulders fit to bear It. In this 
case the shoulders were Daggancourt's 
and his was the directing spirit. He 
had charged himself with the whole 
business, and had thought put £ plan 
of compaign in which the others were he was shuffling beside the track out-

taking 
hands. 

their fate into their own 

CHAPTER XIX. 

only comparable to that of a genie of! man, that pale girl, thus unflinchingly 
the Arabian Nights. The favored' 
prince and the lovely Circassian nod
ded on the magic carpet, or stole 
scared and whimsical glanoes at each 
other as Genie Daggancourt drew them 
through the air. In some unknown 
manner he acquired breakfast, and 
Bpread it for them in a secluded grassy 
garden, where afterward a caretaker 
lady appeared, in a flutter of concern 
and blue-flannel dressing gown, and 
insisted on removing Chris to the shut
tered house. 

From this Chris emerged later, ad
orably freshened, and as she said— 
almost awake. She was very gay and 
tremulous, and talked a great deal, as 
though afraid to stop—as though if she 
stopped she would cry. Then Genie 
Daggancourt discreetly withdrew, and 
she cried—sobbing, and holding to 
Matt. But it seemed she was not cry
ing for herself, but for him, and be
cause she loved him so much, and be
cause they had only a hundred and 
seventy-nine dollars, and because she 
loved her father, too, and because— 
The list came to an abrupt end when 
Matt saJd that there was still time to 
take her back; on which she besought 
his forgivesess, declaring that she had 
not meant a word of it—except loving 
him, of course—and that girls always 
cried when they were very, very 
h-h-happy. 

Victor reappeared, looking at his 
watch, and cutting short further re
pentance. 

"Better get aboard again," he said. 
"The minister's waiting, and all we 
need is our ring and our license—and 
I'm calculating to run you over to 
Claremont and put you on the express 
there." 

"Claremont?" asked Matt. "Why 
Claremont?" 

"It's a small town about eight miles 
down the line," Victor returned. "It 
will bother them more to trace you 
from there than if you left from here." 

"Good idea! Oh, Victor, what a 
treasure you are." 

"Well, Marse' Broughton, don't the 
scriptures say: 'What you do, do it 
with all your might,' and 'Well done, 
though good and faithful servant?'" 

His eyes twinkled as he led the way 
to the car and shut the pair in the 
tonneau. After all, It was something 
to be a genie and serve a prince. Per
sonal devotion was the keynote of 
Daggancourt's character. He belonged 
to the type that, worked for their mas
ters without pay after the war and 
guarded their women while it lasted. 
There is many a southern home that 
enshrines the memory of. such as he— 
that "gcod nigger" and often a humble 
hero, of whom we hear too little in the 
acerbities of race hatred. 

The ring was bought, the license ob
tained, and a benignant fossil recited 
the marriage ceremony in a stuffy par
lor and made out a certificate that was 
not unlike a giant Christmas card— 
with angelB blowing on heavenly horns 
and the most high himself not spared 
by the naive artist. The fossil was 
challed Snyder, the Rev. Ephriam 
Snyder, and though-shaky and quaver
ing, was not without a simple dignity. 
At the conclusion he warned Matt 
against drink and Chris aaginBt "friv
olity and the love of fine raiment," 
and thus briefly condensing human 
frailty, blessed them both with un
affected sincerity. Victor slipped a 
ten dollar note in his not unwilling 
hand, and they left the stuffy parlor— 
married. 

It was quite impossible to. believe 
it, in spite of the ring, and the warn
ing, and the certificate, which waB 
too stiff to fold, and had to be carried 
rolled up, like a sheet of music or 
sand paper. It was hard to shake off 
the conviction that Bomehow they had 
failed to get married; that anything so 
stupendous could be so easy. On the 
whole, they were very silent in their 
new state, attempting to realize it, 
and only dimly succeeding. Matt was 
much the more fearful, as well he 
might be, and learned again the unsus
pected courage of women. Chris had 
no misgivings; no dread of the future 
—comforted the big baby when he 
said: "I hope I haven't been horribly 
selfish; I hope I haven't acted abomin
ably!" Already he was turning to her 
—leaning on her—finding fortitude and 
consolation in a dependence as sweet 
to him as it was to her. 

At Claremont they caught the New 
York express, and Daggancourt, who 
bad taken the tickets, hurried them 
through a Pullman to the compartment 
he had reserved. This was an extrava-
gance for which they were unprepared 
and Matt's face lengthened in spite .of 
himself; but he could not be so un
gracious as to scold the old darky, 
though such a dip into their slender 
purse was a serious matter. He owed 
Daggancourt as well for the license, 
and for the minister, and would have 
paid him before had he not been put 
off with one excuse or another. He 
now pulled out a handful .of bills, a 
little vexed at Victor's dilatoriness. 

"How do we stand, Victor?" he ask
ed. "Two for. the license; ten for Mr. 
What-dye-call-him, and oh, yes—the 
ring—that's five more, seventeen—and 
the auto, I insist upon paying for that 
—and the tickets. For heaven's sake, 
he quick about it, or they'll start the 
train." 

"Marse' Broughton, you aren't as 
well fixed as you ought to be," said 
Daggancourt, "and—and so I think 
we'll just let it stand over, if you 
don't mind." 

"Stand over? I should say not! 
Here, take thirty-five and call it 
square!" 

"It can never be that between you 
and me, sir," returned Victor, with a 
droop of the lower lip that made him 
lcok the embodiment of guilt. "I'm 
powerful fond of you, Marse' Brough
ton, and—and it would be a great fa
vor if you would just accept it—temp
orary. Like you might from a white 
man," he added stammeringly, "only 
temi 
and-

"1*11 take it," Matt said brokenly, 
"and I won't pretend it isn't a gift, 
either. God knows, I need it, Victor, 
and—I thank you." 

It was as well for all three that the 
train began to move. Victor turned 
and ran, and the last they saw of him 

The fare to Chicago by a two-day 
train was eighteen dollars apiece, 
which included a "free reclining chair 
car." From Chicago to San Francisco 
it was thirty-three dollars more, with 
eight dollars extra for the . tourist 
sleeper. In all, a hundred and ten dol
lars, which left them precisely sixty-
nine dollars and twenty cents to pay 
for their meals and provide for them 
in San Francisco. But fcr Daggan
court's generosity they would have 
been forced to go hungry in order "to 
heard an even more meager sum. 

i They slept" their bridal night, fully 
dressed, in the free reclining chairs, 
which, however favorably regarded by 
the railway company, were wretched 
substitutes for beds. The car was 
crowded and hot; a stout, gentleman 
gurgled and snored; an ailing child 
whimpered at intervals throughout the 
night. Matt awoke in the morning 
discouraged and not without a haunt
ing compunction at seeing Chris in 
such a place among such people. 

He was unprepared for her good 
spirits when she, too, awoke; her 
gaiety, and laughter were as warming 
to him as sunshine. She made a jest 
of everything and was not discouraged 
at all; she was eager for breakfast, 
and debated with much crinkling qt 
her pretty brows, whether or not they 
could afford a quarter each. 

Indeed, throughout those long days, 
she never wavered nor repined. Ac
customed to ease, luxury, servants, 
everything that wealth criuld buy, she 
seemed not to give their loss a thought. 
She would sit in wayside eating 
bouses, swinging saucily on her stool, 
and nod at Matt over her upraised cup, 
or give him a bite of her pie when, 
after deliberation, he had chosen an 
apple instead. She made friends with 
the newsboy, and persuaded him to 
leave his stack of books and maga
zines on their seat; she made friends 
with the fat man, who had left Chi
cago with them, and borrowed his 
playing cards; she romped with the 
ohildren in the aiBle, and helped their 
weary mothers to undress them at 
night and put them to bed; she was 
always the first out at a stop and the 
last in, sparklingly alive and full of 
zest. She had the delightful faculty 
of investing petty things with Interest, 
and of enriching them with imagina
tion and humor; so that the dog in the 
baggage car, or the sick old gentle
man with the white hat, or the college 
boy's flirtation with the painted lady 
took on a to-be-contlnued-in-our-next 
value when embellished by her viva-
COUB fancy. 

To Matt and her the frowsy old car 
was a heaven on wheels; love had 
touched it with a magic wand; what 
did it matter if their meals were 
pinched and they had to take count of 
evefy nickel. They were always 
counting their money and scheming 
economies, but It was hard, for they 
were young and well and hungry, and 
could eat a whole quarter each and 
still want more. Matt was a terrible 
cheat, and was capable of munching air 
and doing grand stand play with a 
paper napkin in order to produce an 
unexpected present of candy after
ward—tender artifices, often detected 
and hotly puniBhed; but never without 
a welling of that girlish heart, and a 
smile was sometimes very close to 
tears. And all the while they were 
rolling westward, over plain and des
ert, past cities and snow-capped mount
ains; and with them rolled the dog In 
the baggage car, the sick old gentle
man In the white hat, the admiring 
newsboy and the fat man—all that lit
tle world of which for a time they 
were a part. 

It was dark when they reached the 
Oakland mole and took the ferry 
across the bay to San Francisco. Dark 
and foggy and biting cold, with a 
smell of the sea, and of tar, and ships, 
and mud-fiats. They were disgorged 
like cattle on the other side, stream
ing down into a crowd of hotel touts, 
cabmen and transfer men with street 
cars whirling on turn-tables and mob
bed as they turned. But there were 
no cabs for them, no street cars. 

Matt, weighed down with a suit 
case in one hand and the heavy port
manteau in the other, led the way 
through the mean, evil streets. Drunk
en sailors jostled them; squalid base
ments emitted discordant music and 
the sound of women's voices; the air 
smelted rankly of stale vegetables and 
decaying oranges. Matt wds glad to 
get through this low quarter and into 
the safer and more familiar region of 
Montgomery avenue. To Chris it 
hardly seemed a change for the bet
ter, for it was Btill a poor neighbor
hood, and though the buildings increas
ed, in size, they were old, with dingy 
entrances, and wore an aspect of neg
lect and dilapidation. 

They crossed the avenue, passed a 
brilliantly lighted saloon on the cor
ner, and entered a cheap rooming 
house, whose exterior was scarcely 
lesB forbidding than the others. Matt 
had dilated on the old-fashioned cozi-
ness of No. 7, Washington block, but 
a$ seen by the two tired travelers on 
that foggy night it was hard to fit it 
in with his enthusiastic description. 
But a nice, motherly woman on the 
second floor did something to dull the 
edge of their disappointment. This 
v'as Miss Diehl, the agent, who, after 
a parley in her own spotless room, of
fered them one on the next floor for 
two dollars a week. If this were less 
spotless it had the distinction of hav
ing been an author's, who had lreen 
ejected the day. before, though noth
ing would ever eject the holes his 
cigarettes had burned in the carpet or 
a peculiar smell that seemed to be of 
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"We were followed all the way, up 
from the ferry." 

"Followed?" 
"Yes, a man followed us; I'm posi

tive of it." 
"Boo! I don't believe it." 
"But he did, dear, truly he did, and 

when we crossed the street down 
there he came up so close I could 
have touched him." 

"My poor darling, don't talk rot. He 
may have been simply coming the 
same way we did." 

"Then why did be keep staring and 
pretending he wasn't?" 

"Because you are so pretty." 
"But he stared at you, too." 
"Because I was so lucky—to be your 

husband." 
This flattering explanation did not 

satisfy Chris; she rose, and going to 
the window, looked out. 

"Oh, Matt; there he is now!" she 
cried. "Come quick." 

But Matt was too late; the man had 
disappeared in the direction of the sa
loon. 

They stood there, Chris in a tremble, 
Matt unconvinced, yet somehow anx
ious. 

"Nobody could harm us here," he 
exclaimed, trying to make a Joke of it. 
"Forty men, all following us in single 
file, couldn't hurt us, could they?" 

But Chris was shaking, and the band 
that sought his own was as cold as 
ice. "Matt, I'm frightened," she Bald. 

Matt had intended to go to Snood 
and HargreaveB and, demanding an 
explanation of their outrageous con
duct, force them to a settlement. His 
position was unassailable. If they 
show him no ring—and. he knew they 
did not have it—he could threaten 
them with the police and press them 
to the wall. But the unwisdom of 
such a course grew more and more ap
parent. It would be tantamount to an. 
nouncing his arrival to Mr. Kay, with 
unforeseeable dangers and conse
quences. But if Kay were already on 
his track, and if the man of overnight 
were indeed a spy, nothing could be 
gained, but much lost, by sparing the 
jewelers. This was the question that 
animated Chris and Matt as they 
breakfasted the pext morning in a lit
tle Italian restaurant, leaning their 
elbows on the table with their heads 
close together in eager consultation. 

Somehow the daylight had a dissipat
ing effect on the personage that had 
followed them from the ferry. Matt 
was more Incredulous and Chris not 
half so sure as she had been. She 
admitted being overstrained;'admitted 
the unlikeliness of her conjecture and 
was willing enough to ascribe it to a 
baBelesB apprehension. Then in that 
case why rouse sleeping lions? It was 
decided to allow the sleeping lions to 
Bleep on undisturbed—in the mean
while at all events. Roused lions, even 
if compelled to disgorge, would cer
tainly keep the wires hot, and bring 
Kay and his myrmidons by the first 
express. 

No, Snood and Hargreaves were put 
by as a last resort, only to be'braved 
in the extremity of misfortune. in
stead, Matt would make the round ot 
the business houses with which he had 
formerly dealt on John Mort's behalf 
and borrow sufficient money, if he 
could, for a steerage passage in the 
mail steamer to Samoa. 
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(To Be Continued.) 
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sausages cooked over the gas jet. But 
temporary, till you sort of get settled, [ fAV0 dollars a week was not much, and 

Jim, the Chinaman, would lay fresh 
sheets—and so 'the arrangement was 
concluded. 

As the door closed on Miss Diehl, 
Chris, who was sitting on the bed, 
looked up and said with a strange 
earnestness: "Matt, I want to tell 
you something." 

Why, what is it?' 
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to do what they were hid. side, waving his handkerchief. They •' lessly. 
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Des Moines Register and Leader: In 
1904 there was no opposition to my 
candidacy that made the question of 
patronage of any importance. If any 
such influence was used in 1908 I call 
attention that I, as president, did not 
use it for my own benefit.—Mr. Roose
velt's answer to Taft 

Is that a frank statement? Men 
might put various estimates on what 
was for their own benefit. Perhaps 
Mr. Rocsevelt looked on nominating 
Taft as for his own benefit. 

The question Is not for whose bene
fit patronage was used in 1908. The 
question is, was patronage used to con. 
trol the national convention and dic
tate the nomination? 

If Mr. Roosevelt used federal patron
age to fcrce the nomination of Taft, 
his motive would be no different than 
Taft's motive now In using it to force 
his own renomination. Nor would the 
opprobrium be any the less in one case 
than In the other, for the president's 
second term could net possibly be any 
bigger blunder than his firBt. 

Sioux City Journal: Des Moines 
also has its financial troubles, not
withstanding the reforms in govern
mental affairs instituted in recent 
years. The Polk county board of 
supervisors feels the need of a bond 
issue to care for expenditures in ex
cess of revenues; the school board is 
planning for new buildings and has 
given the salary list a $25,000 boost, 
and the city council is urging its need 
for more money. The Des Moines 
Tribune solemnly informs the author
ities "that the tax levy is already well 
above 90 mills, on a pretty stiff valua
tion, and that the bonded debt of the 
community has been greatly swelled in 
recent years." The Des Moines plan 
has not completely solved the pffblem. 
of municipal government. 
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