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Angeline. wltb the tears rt»'I line!"
I ning down her cheeks, heard some oua"1 suppose It is,” he answered rath

er sharply. “I doo\ have much time 
to get around. i have to work. 
There’* some people seem to be able 
to git along without It. I see you’ve 
got one o’ these newfangled stoves,” 
he added as he looked It over. “Huh ! | 
Rich folks can have anything they 
want.”

Unde Peabody had sat splintering 
the long stick of yellow birch. 1 ob
served that the Jackknife trembled In 
his hand. His tone had a touch of 
unnaturalness, proceeding no doubt 
from his fear of the man before him, 
ns he said :

“When X bought that stove I felt 
richer than X do now. I had almost 
enough to settle with yon up to elute, 
but I signed a note for a friend and 
had to pay It.”

“Ayuh 1 X suppose so,” Grlmshaw 
answered In a tone of hitter Irony 
which cut me like a knife-blade, young 
as I was. “What business have you 
signin’ notes an’ givin’ uwny money 
which ain't yours to give—I'd like to 
know? What business have yon actin’ 
like a rich man when you eun’t pay 
ver honest debts? I’d like to know 
that, too?”

“If I’ve ever noted like n rich man 
it’s been when I wa’n’t lookin’," said 
Unde I’eabody.

"What business have you to go en
largin’ yer family—takln’ another 
mouth to feed and another body to 
spin for? That costs money. 1 want 
to tell you one thing, Baynes, you’ve 
got to pay up or git out o’ here."

He raised his cane and shook It In 
the air us he spoke.

“Oh, I ain’t no doubt o’ thut,” said 
Uncle I’eabody. “You’ll buve to huve 
yer money—that’s sure; an’ you will 
have if If 1 live, every cent of It. 
This boy is goln’ to be a great help 
to me—you don’t know what a good 
boy he Is and what a comfort he’s 
been to us !”

These words of my beloved uncle 
uncovered my emotions so thnt I put 
my elbow on the wood-box und leaned 
my head upon It and sobbed.

“I uln’t goln’ to be hard on ye, 
Baynes," said Mr. Grlmshaw as he 
rose from his chair; “I’ll give ye 
three months to see what you can do.
I wouldn’t wonder if the boy would 
sum out all right. He's big an’ cordy 
of his age and a purty likely boy, they 
tell me.”

Mr. Grlmshaw opened the door and 
stood for a moment looking at us and 
added In a milder tone: “You’ve got 
one o’ the best farms In this town an’ 
If ye work hard an' use common 
sense ye ought to be out o' debt In 
live years—mebbe less."

Ite closed the door and went away. 
Neither of us moved or spoke as we 

listened to his footsteps on the gravel 
path that went down to the road and 
to the sound of his buggy ns he drove 
away. Then Uncle I’eubody broke 
the silence by saying:

"IIo’s the dam'dest—”
He stopped, set the half-splintered 

stick aside, closed his Jackknife and 
went to the water-pull to cool his 
emotions with a drink.

□
saying at her elbow.

George! For thirty minutes she had 
forgotten George was living.

Newby was so weak from hunger 
and exposure he could not help With 
the oars, hut Barrett, with the aid of 
the others, succeeded In gettlug to the 
shore, with every man safe. In a re
markably short time.
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Next day when he sat In his room at 

the courthouse, a little pale but hard 
at work, shrinking from the applaud
ing townsfolk, there came a tap at his 
door and Angeline came In.

“’They’re going to give you a Car
negie medal. Chan!” she told hue. “I 
wanted yon to know It."

His dark cheek flushed. “1—1—why, 
•how Is Montfort feeling to-

Autbor «sf EBEN HOLDEN. D’RI AND L DARREL OF THE BLESSED 
ISLEJ, KEEPING UP WITH LIZZIE. Etc.. Etc.

Copyright by Irving Bachelier

(Copyright, 1918, by McClure Newypaper 
Syndicate.)

“I believe George Montfort'll be mar
ried to Angeline Biker before the col
lege terra ends, Chan."

Wilbur Winslow, the young county 
attorney, glanced keenly at Barrett's 
half-averted profile. By a mighty ef
fort Burrett preserved a calm und In
different countenance.

“I rather thought you were out of 
the running—as slow ns you are, 
Chan," Winslow went on; “but then no
body else has been tn It sluce Montfort 
lilt the trail to the Biker bouse—not 
even yours truly. The best I cun expert 
Is to be asked to do an usher stunt be
fore very long.” 
fa'» comically.
I’m going down to see how the river 
looks. Nee you later.”

Barrett looked after his blithe In
formant like one In a bad dream, 
bail loved gay little Angeline Biker 
ever since he had come to the town as 
court clerk, und though he was shy 
and diffident, Angeline bad seemed to 
be drawn to him. Then Montfort. the 
football conch nnd athletic director at 
the college, big, blond and spirited, 
stepped In nnd appropriated Angeline 
from the moment of Introduction. So 
their sweet Intimacy came to Its end, 
and now It was public surmise that 
she was soon to marry Montfort I 

The early Mnrch wind had held a 
bint of warmth when be came down 
the street, but In the courthouse, at 
work over bis books, Barrett felt 
chilled aud numb. When he came out 
the air was colder, and there was ex
citement In the town. There hud been 
heavy rains uud the tee gorge across 
the river Just below the town (which 
the river circled) holding back the 
flood waters menaced the towu. If the 
gorge broke before the water reached 
the top of the banks, well and good ! 
but If not, the town would be Inun
dated. Hurried preparations were un
der way to breuk the gorge—a danger
ous undertaking. But there were vol- 
uuteers In plenty, so many thnt lots 
bud to be drawn to make selection of 
the four required.

Alexander Penman,, the chief of po
lice, aud Hiram Spinner, a husky ’bus 
driver, were the first whose names 
were drawn, then James Newby and 
George Montfort.

For an hour the men worked with 
hooks and fuse; then, suddenly and un
expectedly, the gorge gave way, arid 
they were caught In the middle of the 
river on a high sand bur, now an Is
land.

They were temporarily safe enough, 
perched on their narrow haven, but 
massive ice blocks filled the river—no 
bout could be rowed to their rescue. 
There was nothing to be done hut to 
wait until the river became more clear 
ol Ice. The night came down raw and 
cold ; the college students made tires 
on the river bunk and camped beside 
them, shouting encouragement to the 
Imprisoned men.

In the early (lawn, when a great 
crowd ugaln collected ou the hank. 
Angeline Biker wus among the women.

Montfort wus out there, and Anv,c- 
llue was afraid for him, but something 
else tliiiu his danger weighed heaviest 
on her Heart—another man’s defection i 
Angeline, looking out on the river with 
weary eyes, believed she would he 
quite happy If Chandler Barrett were 
out there tool When half the young 
men of the town were running over 
each other to get the chance to help 
break the gorge Chandler Barrett had 
not offered himself!

The lee was stl• I running—no chance 
of launching n boat before noon. But 
Oorn came and the two bouts thn' sev
eral times made the attempt narrowly 
escaped being capsized, and the men 
were compelled to turn back.

Dusk came with Its promise of u bit
ter night.

"We can't let those four brave fel
lows freeze out there tonight." the 
mayor said that evening; "somehow 
we must get relief to lliera."

Out of the crowd stepped u big dark 
fellow, wearing no coat, but a flannel 
slilrt. knickerbockers and tenuis shoes 

"Pve a plan, sir," he said. "I've been
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II BARTON LEARNS OF THE EXISTENCE OF A WONDER

FUL POWER KNOWN AS “MONEY.

"God o' Israel! I’m scatrt,” said 
Uncle Peabody.

Down crushed the stick of wood 
into the box.

“What about?”
"It would be like him to pnt the 

screws on you now. You’ve got be
tween him an’ his prey. You’ve taken 
the mouse away from the eat.”

1 remember the little panic thal 
fell on os then. I could see tears 
In the eyes of Aunt Deal us she sat 
with her bead leaning wearily on her 
hand,

“If he does I’ll do all I can,” said 
Barnes, "whatever I’ve got will he 
yours.”

Ilodney Barnes left us, and I re
member how Uncle Peabody stood In 
the middle of the floor and whistled 
the merriest tune he knew.

“Stand right up here,” he called In 
his most cheerful tone. “Stand right 
up here before me, both o' ye."

I got Aunt Deel by the huml nnd 
led her towurd my uncle. We stood 
facing him. "Stund strnlghter," he 
demanded. “Now, altogether. One, 
two, three, ready—sing.”

He beat time with Ids hand In Imi
tation ot the singing master nt the 
seboolhouse and we Joined him In 
singing an old tune which began; “Oh, 
keep my heart from aadness, God."

This irresistible spirit of the man 
bridged u had hour nnd got us off 
to bed In fulrly good condition.

A few days later the note came 
due and Its owner Insisted upon full 
payment. There was such n clamor for 
money those days ! I remember that 
my aunt had sixty dollurs which she 
had saved, little by little, by selling 
eggs and chickens. She had planned 
to use It to buy n tombstone for her 
mother und father—a long-eherislied 
ambition. My uncle needed the most

»» Angellm 
day?"

“Oh, he’s all right.” she answered
“Chandler, why didn’t yonca relessl.v. 

volunteer to help break the gorge?” 
“I’m too slow,” he answered, “I nev-

•ynopsls.—Barton Baynes, an offihnn, goes to live with his uncle, 
Peabody Baynes, nnd Ids Aunt Peel on a farm on Buttlerond, In a 
neighborhood called Llckltyspllt, about the year 1820. He meets Stilly 
Dunkolherg, about his own age, but socially of a class above the 
Bayneses, and I* fascinated h.v hVr pretty fuce and fine clothes. Barton 
also meets Itovlng Kate, known In the neighborhood ns the “Silent 
Woman.” Amos Grlmshaw, a young sou of the richest, man In the town
ship, la a visitor at the Baynes home and Having Kate tells the boys’ 
fortunes, predicting a bright future for Barton and di ath on the gallows 
for Amos, Reproved for an net of boyish mischief. Barton runs uwuy, 
Intending to mnke his home with the DunUelbcrgs. He reaches Canton 
and fait* asleep on a porch There he Is found by Mias Wright, Jr., n 
man prominent In public affairs, who, knowing Peabody Baynes, takes 
Barton home nftor buying him new clothes. Silas Wright evinces much 
Interest tn Bnrton and arm]* u box of hooks and magazines to the 
Baynes home. A short time later the election of Mr. Wright to the 
United States senate is untiounced.

er could Jump or run quickly."
“And yet you weren’t afraid to hang 

by your hands over thut awful water I” 
she cried.

“T didn't have to hurry about that,” 
he explained.

“Oh.” she breathed, “George says he 
wouldn't have dared attempt thnt to 
save forty men! Oh, Clinn. I nearly 
died when you—when you didn't volun
teer with the others—but when I saw 
you on that wire, my heart lived again ! 
I must go now,” she faltered. “I Just 
came to tell yon about the medal.”

She reached ont toward the door, hut 
he slipped In front of her and stood 
with his hack against It.

“Then you—then It Isn’t Montfort?*’ 
His arms were outstretched, his eyes 
shining.

V He screwed up Ills 
"Well, so long. Chan ISjfet!

He

dies and high oven and the shiny edge 
on Its hearth ! It rivaled, In Its nov
elty und charm, any tin peddler’s cart 
thnt ever came to our door. John 
Axtel) nnd his wife, who had seen It 
pass their house, hurried over for a 
look at It. Every hand was on the 
stove as we tenderly carried It Into 
the house, piece by piece, and set It 
til». Then they cut a hole In the up
per floor and the stone chimney and 
fitted the pipe. How keenly we 
watched the building of tlio Hre. How 
quickly It ronred and began to heat 
the room!

When the Axtells had gone nwuy 
Aunt Peel said:

“It’s grand I It Is sartln—but I’m 
'fruld we can't afford It—ayes I he I"

"We can't afford to freeze any 
longer. I made up my mind that we 
couldn’t go through another winter 
us we have," was my uncle’s answer.

"How much did It cost?" she asked.
“Not much dlflVr’nt from thirty- 

four dollars In sheep nnd grain,” ho 
answered.

Rodney Barnes stayed to supper 
and spent a pnrt of the evening with

CHAPTER V.

The Great Stranger
Borne etrangers came ulong the 

road those days—hunters, peddlers 
and the like—and their coming Illicit 
me with a Joy which mostly went 
away with them, I regret to say. None 
of these, however, appealed to my 
Imagination as did- old Kate. But 
there was one stranger greater than 
she—greater Indeed, than uny other 
who came into Rattlerond. He came 
rarely and would not be long detained. 
How curiously we looked at him, 
knowing his fame nrd power! This 
great stranger wus Money.

I shall never forget the day thnt 
my uncle showed me a dollar hill nnd 
a tittle shiny, gold coin and three 
pieces of sliver, nor cnn I forget how 
cnrefully he watched them while 
they lny tn my handH ni I presently 
put them buck tnto his wallet That 
was long before the time of which I 
am writing. I remember hearing him 
say, one duy of thnt year, when I 
asked him to take us to the Caravan 
of Wild Rousts which was coming to 
the village:

“I’m sorry, but It's been a hundred 
Sundays since I had a dollar la my 
wullot for more than ten minutes.”

1 have hts old account book for 
the years of 1887 and 1838. Here nre 
some of the entries:

"Balanced accounts with J. Doro
thy nnd gave him my note for $2. 15 
to be paid In »nils January 1, 1 hum. 
Sold ton bushels of wheat to K. Miner 
at SO ccuts, to ho paid In goods.

"Sold two sheep to Flavius Curtis 
find took his note for $(t, payable In 
boots on or before Mnreh the first."

Only one ontry In moro than n 
hundred montion money, and this was 
the aum of eleven conta received In 
balance from a neighbor.

So it will be Seen tlmt n spirit of 
mutual accommodation served to 
Imlp us over the rough going. Mr. 
Orltushuw, however, demanded his 
)m,y tn cmih and that I find was undu
ly tha,habit of the money-lenders.

We were poor hut our poverty was 
not like Unit of these days In which 
I am writing. It was proud and j 
cleanly and well-fed. Our fathers i 
hud Been heroic service In the wurs 
and we knew It.

I was twelve years old when 1 be
gan to be (he reader for our Utile 
family. Aunt Peel had long com
plained thnt she couldn't keep lip with 
her knitting and read so much. We 
bad not soon Mr. Wright for nearly 
two years, but ho had sent us the 
novels of Sir Walter Scott and 1 had 
led them heart deep Into the creed 
battles of Old Mortality.

Then came the evil days of 1837, 
when the story of our lives began to 
quicken Its pace und excite our Inter
est In Its coming chapters. It gave 
us enough to think of, God knows,

• Wild speculations tn land and the 
American paper-money system had 
brought us Into rough going. The ! 
banks of the city of New York had 
suspended payment of their noies. 
They could no longer meet their en
gagements. As usual, the burden fell 
heaviest on the poor. It was hard to 
get money even for black suits.

Uncle I’eabody had been silent and 
depressisl for a month or more. He 
hr.d signed a note for Rodney Barnes, 
a cousin, long before and was afraid 
thnt he would have to pay It. I didn’t 
know what a note was and I remem
ber that one night, when 1 lay think
ing about tt, I decided that It must 
ho something In the nature of horse 
colic. My uncle told me tlmt a note 
wits a trouble which attacked the 
brain Insteed of the stomach

Angeline stumbled Into the waiting 
arms nnd laid her head on his breast.

“No, It Isn’t Montfort I" she whis
pered.

FIRST PRINTING BY STEAM

Date in November, 1Ç14, Is One 
Worthy of RemembfSnce by All 

the Civilized World. *

The 29th of November, 1*14, forms 
an Important date In the history of 
printing, nnd consequently la that of 
civilization. It was the day on which 
a newspaper was for the first time 
printed by steam, Instead of manual 
power. The common printing press, 
though much Improved during the sec
ond half of the last century, could sel
dom strike off more than 200 or 300 
Impressions per hour, with one man 
to Ink the type and another to work 
the press. It was the enterprise of 
the London Times thnt enabled Invent
ors to surmount the difficulties of ap
plying steam to printing presses. la 
1803, the edition of 3,000, which was 
Its dally Issue, took many hours to 
strike off. Thomas Martyn, a compos
itor on the paper, produced a model 
for a self-acting machine for work
ing the press, nnd John Walter, the 
proprietor, supplied him with money 
to continue his labors. The press
men were hostile to such Innovation, 
and Martyn was placed In fear of his 
life, and as Walter did not possess 
large capital, the scheme fell to the 
ground. As his pecuniary means In
creased, Walter encouraged Invention. 
Finally, In 1814, the Koenig patent 
was tried secretly for fear of the press
men, on the 2!>th of November, the 
night on which the machine was 
brought Into use. It was about six 
tn the morning when Walter went Into 
the pressroom and astonished Its occu
pants by telling them thnt the Times 
was already printed by steam; if they 
attempted violence there was a force 
to suppress It ; but if they were peace
able their wages should be continued. 
Thus was the most hazardous enter
prise carried through nnd printing by 
steam given to the world.
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Like other settlers there,

Barnes was a cheerful optimist. Every
thing looked good to him until it 
turned out badly.

Ho told how ho hnd heard tlmt tt 
was a growing country near the great 
water highway of the Nt. Lawrence, 
Prosperous towns were building up 
In It. There were going to he great 
eitles In Northern New York. There 
were rich stores of lead nnd Iron 
In the rooks. Mr. Barnes had bought 
two hundred acres nt ten dollurs an 
acre. Ho had to pay a fee of live 
per cent, to Grlmshuw's lawyer for 
the survey.and the papers. Tills left 
him owing fourteen hundred dollars 
on hi* furin—much more than It was 
worth.

Our cousin twisted the poker In 
Ills great hands until It squeaked as 
he Ntood before my uncle and said :

"My wife and I have chopped And 
burnt nnd pried and hauled rocks an' 
shoveled dung an’ milked an’ churned 
until we are worn out. For almost 
twenty years we’ve been workln’ days 
an' nights an’ Sundays. My mortgage 
was over-due, I owed six hundred dol
lars on It. 1 thought It all over one 
ilny an’ went up to Grlmshaw’s an' 
took him by the back of the neck 
and shook him. He said he would 
drive me out o’ the country, lie 
gave me six months to pay up. I had 
l<» pay or 1 
money on the nolo thnt you signed 
over ln Potsdam. Nobody In fan- 
ton would ’a' dared to lend It to 
me.”

“Why?" my uncle asked.
“’Fruld o’ Grlmshnw. 

want me to he able to pay tt. 
place Is worth nore limn six hundred 
dollars now—that's the reason. I In
tended to cut some timber an’ haul 

I It to the village this winter so l could 
pay a part o' the note an’ git more 
time us I told ye, hut the roads have 
been so hud I couldn't do any haul
in’.”

Mr.
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V. /// Aunt Deel took up the subject where 
he bail dropped It, ns If no-lmlf-ex- 
pressod sentiment would sutisfy her, 
saying :

"—old skinflint that ever lived In 
this world, ayes! I ain’t goln’ to 
hold my opinion o’ that man no 
longer, ayes I 1 can’t. It’s too pow
erful—ayes !"

Having recovered my composure I 
repeated that I should like to give up 
school nud stay ut home und work.

Aunt Dee* Interrupted me by say-

f^l /j
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i«g:
"1 have an Idee thnt Silt* Wright 

will iieip us—n.ves I He’s coinin’ home 
an’ you better go down un’ see him— 
ayes I Hadn't ye?"

“Ono, Two, Three, Ready—Sing.”
of It to help imy the note. We drove 
to Potsdam on that sail errand nnd 
wlint a time we Imd getting there 
and hack In deep mud and sand and 
Jutting over corduroys I

“Hart," my uncle said the next 
evening, us I took down the book to 

better talk 
These

“Bart an’ I’ll go down to-morrer,” 
said Uncle Peabody.

Some fourteen months before tlmt 
day thy uncle hnd taken me to Pots
dam nnd traded grain and suits for 
wlmt he called a “rip roarin’ line suit 
o' clothes" with hoots anil cap and 
shirt and collar and necktie to match,
I having earned them by sawing and 
cording wood at three shillings a 
cord, llow often we looked hack to 
those better days! The clothes laid 
been too big for me and 1 had had to 
wait until my growth had tuken up 
the “stalk" in my coat uud trousers 
before 1 could venture out of the 
neighborhood. I hud tried them on 
every week or so for a long time. Now 
U.» staune lilted them handsomely 
t.nd they tilled me with n pride and 
Miisfu- tlon which 1 hud never known 
before,

"Now may the Lord help ye to be 
careful—awful, terrible careful o' 
tin m clothes every minute o’ this 
day,” Aunt Deel cautioned ns she 
looked at me. "Don’t git no horse 
sweat nor wagon grease on ’em.” j

Made Thimbles Works of Art.
In the Middle Ages there were many 

thimbles made of gold and silver, de
signed by the goldsmiths for the use 
of rich nnd highborn dames, for pres
ents for the pretty hrlde or the good 
wife; nnd now nnd then a goldsmith 
would on his own account expend 
time, talent and money In order to 
produce a perfect and costly thimble 
for Ids sweetheart.

Among these was one Nikolaus von 
Bensclmten, who lived 2(H) years ago. 
His work was so beautiful nnd called 
ro much attention to (lie thimble, thnt 
it gave rise to the fable that he hnd 
Invented It ; whereas, the fact was, 
ihnt hy his bringing It tnto uotlce It 
leennie an article of everyday neces
sity

read, "I
things over a little tonight, 
are hard times. If we can flail any
body with money enough to buy 'em 
1 diinuo hut wo hotter sell the

we’dguess

the laud. 1 got the

sheep,"
"If you hadn’t been a fool," my 

aunt exclaimed with a look of great 
distress—"ayes 1 If you hadn’t been 
a l'ool.’’

’ ï

Ho didn’t 
TheW’l.

“I’m Just what I he, un' I ain't so 
big a fool that I need to be reminded 
ol It," said toy uncle.

"I'll stay home an' work," 1 pro-

fcj

old enough for that,”“You ain't thinking of It for several hours. A man 
might crawl along the telephone ?able 
that's stretched across the river nud 
drop down on the bar—I believe the 
line Is low enough—and get a rope to 
Ihe bar. Then a bout could he pulled 

I over. The rowing would be easier—
, coming ibis way."

"But it would be a desperate under- 
! taking." the mayor objected.

”1 know," Barrett answered. "I’m 
willing io risk It. The mercury’s stead
ily going down. We can’t, ns you say, 

! let the hoys pass another twelve hours 
out there. I am a good climber, and.” 
he smiled “I made my will, sir, au 

I hour ago. I mil not afraid."
With his shirt pockets bulging with 

cokes of chocolates tor the marooned 
men aud a slender

sighed Aunt Deel.
"I want to keep you tn school," said 

Uncle l’enhody, \\ ho sat making a 
splint broom.

While we were talking In walked 
Benjamin Grlmshaw—the rich man of 
the hills. He didn’t stop to knock, 
hut walked rigid In as If the house 
were his own. It was common gos
sip thnt he held a mortgage on every 
acre of the countryside. I had never 
111 ml him, for he was a stern-eyed

f ■

What Benschoten did Invent was 
rot the thimhle Itself, hut the artis
tic ornamentation of It.

My uncle went and took a drink nt 
the water pall. I saw hy Ids ’face 
that he was unusually wrought up.

“My heavens an* earth 1" he ex
claimed as he Aut down again.

"It’s the brain colle,” 1 said to 
tuysclf ns 1 looked nt him.

Mr. Barnes seemed to have tt also.
“Too much note,” I whispered.
“I'm awful sorry, but I’ve dune

River* Have Seen History.
The III nnd the RrS-usoh, ns they 

have flowed together at Strasbourg 
through all the centuries, have seen 
much history. They are undoubtedly 
the oldest features In the old town, al
though their actual waters may have 
been ever the most transient of vislt- 

They were there before Stras- 
They were there when the 

Boinan legions marched through the 
passes of the Vosges on the "fertile 
plain," »nd ceptured the Celtic settle
ment which spread Itself over the land 
where Strasliourg now stands, and 
they are there today. Joining hands, 
nnd moving on together towards the 
Rhine.

Barton gets new Inspiration 
from the words of the great 
Silas Wright, who plans for the 
education of the boy when he 
it old enough to leave home for 
school.

man who was always scolding some- 
everything 1 could," suld Mr. Barnes, j botty> un,i \ hnd not forgotten wliat Ills 

"Ain’t there somebody that’ll take 
another mortgage?—It ought to be 
safe now," my uncle suggested.

"Money Is so tight It can't tie done.
(The bank has got all the money an ftpon It. He spoke hoarsely anil 1 

One autumn day In Canton Uncle Grlmshaw own# the hank. I’ve tried rrmrmtwr the curious notion came to 
Pec body irm!.»l the*“ cheep and teron- and tried, hut I’ll make you safe. I’ll |
ty bushels of wheat for a cook stove 
nnd brought It hume tn the big wagon.
Jtntfne) Barnes came with him to help 
net up the stove, He was a hlg giant 

___ of a man with the longest nose In the 
township, I have c-ftcn wondered how 
any one would solve the problem of 
kissing Mr. Barnes in the Immediate 
regle « of hla nose, the same being In 
the i stare of a defense.

That evening I was chiefly Inter
ested In the stove. What a Joy It 
• î^s to me with Its damper and grid-

ors.
eon laid said of him.

“Good night !” tie exclaimed curtly, 
as lie sat down nnd set his cane be
tween Ids feet, and rested his hands

honrg.

(TO BK CONTINUSD.)
fcord tied around hlÿ

Our Wonderful Language. waist. Barreti was hoisted to the wire.
A certain merchant died, leaving to As be crawled slowly hand over hand 

his only son the conduct of his exten- along the swaying cable, the watching 
slvo business, and great doubt was ex- crowd held its breath. Angeline’s heart 
pressed tn some quarters whether the scarcely moved. And onee when far 
young man possessed the ability to car- out he slipped, she covered her eyes 
ry out the father’s policies. “Well.’ wl,h tu>r hands. But when she looked 
said one kindly disposed friend, “for sgnlu the black head was directly 
my part, I think Henry Is very bright sand bar. Then ho dropped down
and callable. I’m sure he w 11 succeed. ’ on ,,le ,'Hr a,,d the crowd caught its 
“Perhaps you’re right,” si Id another breath and cheered wildly, 
friend. “Henry Is undoubtedly a clev- ; "lth the a*d of the cord Barrett

years ; er feitow, but. take It from me. old 
in our house— j man. he hasn't got the head to flit Ms 

i father's shoes.”

me that he looked like our old ram. 
give you a mortgage until I can turn jj,, vore a thin, gray heard under his

cliln. His month was shut tight in
So I saw how Rodney Barnes, like a long line curving downward a llt- 

other settlers lu Lickttyspltt, had gone j tp, Ht the ,»nds. 
into bonduge to the landlord.

“How much do you owe on this 
place?" Barnes asked.

“Seven hundred an’ fifty dollars," 
said my uncle.

“Is It (tue?"
"It’s been due a year an' If 1 hare 

to pay that note I'll be short my In
terest."

’round

m My uncle used to 
i «ay that, his mouth was made to keep 
his thoughts from leaking nnd going 
to waste. He hnd a big body, a big 
chin, a big mouth, a htg nose and 
big ears nnd hands. His eyes lny 
small In this setting of bigness.

“Why. Mr. Grlmshaw. It’s 
since rou’ve been

An Aid to Art
“A reformer blames the movies for 

encouraging the smoking habit” 
“How's that?"

.

“He says the heroes are always
lighting cigarettes In the critical 
monts of photoplays."

"But how else does he expect them
to register calm Insouciance?”_Bin-
mlngham Age-Herald.

ns-
tar-

rted a htg rope was drawn across the 
, Brer, then a stout boat dragged across. 
J “George is saved! Don't cry, Aage-

#

oyt's!’ snld Au&t D*«i4.

Lv •


