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; "Hain't yeh got ’em?” says I.
"Huh!” says he, cornin’ out of It. 

'Don't be a dum fool, Aconite. This 
is the first I understood of It, an' 
whoever heared of an Inspector read- 

' In' a contracte? And there ain’t them 
! many caws to be got by that time in 
i all Dakoty. he's hit the wires f’r ln- 
! structions!"

curing 'em. What Is done with ’em la 
a mystery which may be solved some 
day; but that they perish In some miser
able way la certain. Two 'carloads of 
them must perish on the Rosebud Instead 
of In Packlngtown—In the Sioux soup 
kettles. Instead of thi rendering tanks, 
if vou can keep them alive to reach 
Chamberlain—and I have great confidence 
In your ability 'to perform this task Im
posed upon you by the carelessness of 
Senator Whaley's men either at Wash
ington or at the range. I have heard 
that one or two raw eggs per day per 
calf will preserve them, and It looks 
reasonable. Smith and Jones will have 
them ready loaded for you for the next 
fast freight west. I hope you'll enjoy 
your trip!”

Well, you may have listened to the 
plaintive beller of a single cafT at 
weanin' time, T perhaps to the sym- 
ferny that emanates from the pen of 
three 'r four. Furder’n this the expe
rience of most don’t go. « Hence, I 
don’t hope to give yeh any idee of the 
sound that eckered over northern Illi
nois from them two cars o' motherless 
waifs. The cry of the orphan smote 
the air in a kind of endless chain o’ 
noise that at two blocks off sounded 
like a chorus of steam calliopes prac
tisin’ holts at about middle C. Nothin' 
like It bad ever been heared of or done 
In Chicago’ an’ stockmen an’ re- 

, porters, an’ sight-seers swarmed 
around wantin' to know what I was a- 
goin’ to do with the foundltn’s—an' I 
wa’nt In any position to be Interview
ed, with the Chicago papers due in 
Chamberlain before I was. I’d 'ave 
had a dozen scraps if it hadn’t been 
f’r the fear of beln,’ arrested. But 
with the beef issue cornin’ on a-pacin’, 
I had to pass up luxuries involvin’ de
lay. I sot in the caboose, an object of 
the prurient curiosity of the train- 
crew ontil we got to Elgin ’r some’eres 
out there, where I contracted eight 
cases of eggs an’ one of nervous 
prostration.

Here it was I begun ministering to 
the wants of my travélln’ orphan asy
lum. They was from four hours to as 
many days old when the accident of 
birth put ’em under my fosterin’ care. 
I knowed it was all poppy-cock giv- 
ln' dairy 'r breedln' herds to them In
juns, an’ that these would do as well 
f’r their uses, ’slf they had real moth
ers lnstld o’ one as false as I felt. But 
to look upon ’em as they appeared in 
the cars, would 'ave give that con- 
scienclous but onsophlstlcated inspec
tor the Jimjams. Part of ’em was lay- 
in' down, an’ the rest trampin’ over 
'em, an’ every one swellin’ the chorus 
o’ blats that told o’ hunger an’ un
happiness. I took a basket of eggs an’

claws in a gover’ment contract, he 
was banished as an eggoessory to the 
crime of bilkin’ poor Lo. This tradegy 
happens out west o' the river at the 
Issue House.

Reddy had a string of wagons with 
hog-racks onto 'em waitin' in the 
switch-yards when we whistled in, an’ 
the way we yanked them infants off 
the cars and trundled 'em over the 
pontoon bridge, an’ hit the trail fr 
the Issue House, was a high-class 
piece o’ teamin’. We powdered across 
the country like the first batch of 
soonera at a reservation openin’. Out 
on the prairie was Reddy an’ his pun
chers, slowly dribblin' the last of his 
steers Into the delivery, too anxious f'r 
me an’ the caws to be ashamed of 
their emaciation. Out behind a butte, 
he had concealed a bunch of cow-stuff 
he’d deppytlzed as mothers pro tern to 
my waifs. The right way t’ve done, o' 
course, would’ve been to Incorporated 
the two bunches in a unassumin’ way 
at a remoter place, an’ drove ’em gent
ly In as much like cattle ’o the same 
family oircles as yeh could make ’em 
look. But they wan’t time. The end- 
gates was jerked out, an’ the wagons 
ongently emptied like upsettin’ a 
sleigh cornin’ home from spellin’ 
school. Most all the orphans could an’ 
did walk, an’ I was so tickled at this 
testimonial to the egg-cure f’r youthful 
weakness, that we had ’em half-way 
to the place where the knives o’ their 
owners-elect was a waitin’ ’em when I 
looked around an’ seen Miss Ainsley, 
an’ the Chamberlain lady she was a- 
stayln’ with, standin’ where they must 
’a’ seen the way we mussed the caws 
hair up In gettln’ of ’em on the ground.

Gladys' eyes was a-blazin’, an’ they 
was a red spot in each cheek. She 
seemed sort o’ pressin’ forwards, like 
she wanted to mix it up, an' her lady 
friend was tryin’ to head her off. I 
saw she didn't recognize me, an' I didn’t 
thirst f’r recognition. I knew that 
love ain’t so blind as she’s been ad
vertised, an’ that I wouldn’t never, no, 
never, be a nater’s nobleman no more 
if she ever tumbled to the fact that 
the human omelette runnln’ this caff 
business was A. Driscoll. It was only 
a case of sweet-gal-graduate palpita
tion o’ the heart anyhow, an’ needed 
the bronzed cheek, the droopin’ mus
tache, the range clo’es, the deadly gun, 
the diamond hitch, and the centaur 
biz to keep it up to its wonted palp.

An’ what was it that was offered to 
the gaze o’ this romantic piece o’ calic- 
ker? Try to realize the truth In ail 
its heejusness. Here was the afore
mentioned Driscoll arrayed in what 
was once an A-l flfteen-dollar suit of 
clay-worsteds, a good blled shirt, an’ a 
new celluloid collar. But how changed 
from what had been but three short 
days ago the clnnersure of the eye of 
every sure-thlng or conman on South 
Halsted Street? Seventy-five per cent, 
of eight cases of eggs had went biller- 
in’ over him. The shells of the same 
clung like barnacles to his apparel. 
His curlin’ locks was matted an’ mucl- 
laged like he’d made a premature get
away from some liberal-minded sham- 
pooer; an’ from under his beetlin’ 
brows that looked like birds’ nests 
from which broods had Just hatched, 
glared eyes with vl’lence an’ crime in 
every glance. Verily, Aconite was a 
beaut! An’ here’ a-comln’ down upon 
him like the angel o’ the Lord on the 
Assyrian host, come a starchy, lacey, 
filmy, ribbiny gal, that had onst let 
him hold her hand, by gum! her eyes 
burnin’ with vengeance, an’ that kin
der corn-shuckÿ rustlin’ that ema
nated mysterious from her dress as 
she walked, a drawin’ nearder an’ 
nearder every breath.

“Gladys! Gladys!” says her lady 
friend. An’ as Gladys slowed up, she 
Bays, lower: “I wouldn’t Interfere in 
this if I were you, dear!”

“I must!” says Gladys. “It’s my 
duty! I can’t permit dumb animals to 
be treated so without a protest. It is 
civic cowardice not to do disagreeable 
things for principle. I wish to speak 
to the man in charge, please!’’

I kep’ minglin’ with the herd, not 
carin’ to have disagreeable things done 
to me for principle, but she cuts me 
out, an’ says, says she, “Do you know 
that there's a law against cruelty to 
dumb animals?”

which mi expirin' under the squaws’ 
hatchets as she hove in sight of the Is
sue, an’ the soup-kitties was all a- 
steamin' It reely was too late to do 
anything, I guess.

That night I slep’ in Oacoma jail. 
You naturally gravitate that way when 
fate has ground you about so fine, an’ 
you begin to drift with the blizzard. I 
could ‘a’ stood the throw-down, but to 
be throwed down In a heap with eggs 
an’ dirty clo’es, was too much. I took 
that suit an' made a bundle of It, an’ 
out on the pontoon bridge I poked It 
Into the Missouri with a pole. They’re 
usin’ the water to settle cofTee with, 
I’m told, as fur down as Saint Joe, to 
this day—’s good as the whites of 
eggs, the cooks say. Then, havin' 
wired my resignation to Elkins, feelin’ 
that the world held no vocation f’r me 
but the whoop-er-up business, I re
turned to the west side of the river as 
the only place suited to my talons, an' 
went forth to expel the eggs an’ tender 
memories from my system with wet
ness. I broke jail in the momln' but 
in a week I come to myself ag’in on 
the same ol’ cot in the same prehis
toric calaboose, an’ Mr. Elkins was 
keepin’ the files ofT me with one o’ 
them brushes made of a fringed news
paper tacked to a stick.

“I’ve come,” says he, “to take you 
home, Aconite.”

"All right,” says I, “but can you fix 
it up with the authorities?”

‘‘I'm Just going over to get your 
discharge,” replies he. "They seem 
quite willing to part with you, now 
that they discover that none of your 
victims have anything deeper than 
flesh wounds. I’ve given bonds not to 
let you have your guns this Bide of the 
Stanley county line. I’ll be back in 
half an hour with the horses.”

An’ here’s where I had a narrow es
cape. I wouldn’t have faced her, the 
girl, you know, f’r no money; but as 
Jim went away, right at the door I 
seen through a little winder a shim
merin’ of white and blue. It was her, 
herself! She must have met Jim before, 
f’r I heard her speak his name an' 
mine. He seemed to be periltely argu
in’ with her; an’ then she went away 
with him. I breathed easier to see 
her go, an’ then set down an’ cried like 
a baby. A feller’ll do that easy, when 
he's been on a tear, you know.

Jim an’ I rode all that day sayin’ 
never a word. But when we’d turned 
In that night I mentioned the matter.

"Mr. Elkins,” says I, "she sure has 
got it in f’r me pretty strong, to foller 
me to jail to jump on me!”

“Aconite,” says he, "I’ll not deceive 
you. She has. Forget It!”

r{Hilf Uric Acid I» Slow Poisonil Irl Excess uric acid left in the blood by 
weak kidneys, causes more diseases 
than any other poison.

Among its effects are backache, head
ache, dizziness, irritability, nervousness, 
drowsiness, ’’blues,” rheumatic attacks 
and urinary disorders. Later effects 

dropsy, gravel or heart disease.
If you would avoid uric acid troubles, 

keep your kidneys healtby. To stimu
late and strengthen weak kidneys, use 

the best re com-
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The telegrams runs something; like
are; this:

I To Senator Patrick Whaley, Washington,
i DC.:

Contract calls for a hundred and fifty 
cows with calves at foot. What shall I 

Reddy.

Doan's Kidney Pill 
mended special kidney remedy.do?

A Missouri Case
To Reddy Withers. Chamberlain, 8. D. :

Wire received. Calves at what? Ex
plain, collect. Whaley.

Hundred and fifty cows 
What do you advise?

See inspector.

MreJ.I’. Pemberton. 
776 8. Lafayette 8t., 
Marshall. Mo., says: 
*My whole body was 

swollen with dropsy. 
1 had terrible back
aches and headaches. 
The kidney secre
tions were In aw
ful shape. I gave 
up hof»e and was 
ready 
Doan’s Kidney 
Pills came to my 
aid Just in time 
and I improved 
rapidly until I was 
well. Today I am 
in better £ealth 
than ever before.”

Copyright by the Bobbs-Merrill Company "Every Picture
T*U* Story."

RINCIPLES has their lo- 
cal habitats the same as 
live things; an’ nothin’ 
is worse f’r 'em than to 
turn 'em loose where 
they don’t know the wa
ter-holes an' wind-breaks. 
Principles that'll lay on 
fat an' top the market 
in Boston, ’ll queer the 
hull game in a country 

where playin’ it is tangled up with In
juns, gold mines, 'r range-stuff. In the 
short-grass country, dogy principles 
are sure a source of loss, until they get 
hardened up bo’s to git out and rustle 
with the push. Now, this Humane-So- 
ciety-Injun-Relief-Corps form of doin’ 
good—harmless, you’d say, as we set 
here by the grub-wagon; but I swear 
to Godfrey's Gulch, the worst throw- 
down I ever got in a social way’grow- 
ed out of a combination of them two 
highly proper idees with a Oberlin 
College gal I met up to Chamberlain.

This was the way of it: The “O. M." 
Mr. Elkins, I mean, of the J-Up-An’- 
Down Ranch, was called to 8ioux Falls 
as a witness in a case of selling con
versation-water to the Injuns, an’ cas
ually landed a Juicy contract with 
Uncle 8am f’r supplyln’ beef-issue cat
tle over on the Rosebud. The Pierre 
firm of politicians he outbid, havin’ 
things framed up pretty good, as they 
thought, on the delivery, at onoe hops 
to him with a proposition to pay him 
I d’know how much money an’ take it 
off his hands. Havin’ a pongshong f’r 
doin’ business on velvet, the O. M. 
snaps ’em up instantaneous, an’ comes 
home to Wolf Nose Crick smilin’ like 
he’d swallered the canary, an’ sends 
me to Chamberlain to see that the 
contract Is carried out as fer as prop-

distraction of the queer actions of 
that inspector.

I never had given him a thought. 
Senator Whaley an’ his grafters was 
supposed to arrange matters with him 
—an’ I’m no corruptionist, anyway. Of 
course, the cattle wasn’t quite up to 
export shlppln’ quality. The senator’s 
gang had got together a collection of 
skips an’ culls an’ canners that was 
sure a fraud on the Injuns, who most
ly use the cattle issued to ’em the 
way some high-up civilized folks does 
hand-raised foxes—as a means of re
voltin' to predatory savagery, as Miss 
Ainsley says. Ainsley was her name 
—Gladys Ainsley—an’ she lived som- 
’eres around Toledo. The p’lnt is, that 
they chase ’em, with wild whoops an' 
yips over the undulatin’ reservation 
until they can shoot em, an' I s'pose, 
sort of imagine, if In.bins have imagin
ations, that time has turned back’ard 
in her flight, an' the buffalo Beason is 
on ag’in. Whereas, these scandalous 
runts of steers an’ old cow stuff was 
mostly too weak or too old to put up 
any sort of a bluff at speed.

But, under my instructions, if they 
looked good to the inspector, they 
looked good to me; an’ bein’ sort of ab
sent-minded with gal-stroke, I rested 
easy, as the feller said when the 
cyclone left him on top o' the church 
tower.

The Inspector was a new man. an' 
his queer actions consisted mostly of 
his sbowln’ up ten days too 
soon, an’ then drlvln* ’r ridln’ 
■ round the country lookin’ at 
the stock before delivery. This looked 
suspicious; fer we s’posed it was all 
off but runnln’ ’em through the gap 
once, twice 'r three times to be count
ed. Whaley’s man comes to me one 
day, an' ast me what I thought of it.

“I’m paid a princely salary,” says I. 
“fer keepin’ my thoughts to myself. 
This here's no case,” I continued, ‘‘câl
in’ f’r cerebration on my part. If think- 
in’s the game, it’s your move. What’s 
Senator Whaley in politics fer,” says 
I, ’’if a obscure forty-a-month-an’-found 
puncher is to be called on to think on 
the doin’s of a U. 8. inspector? What’s 
he in this fer at all, if we’ve got to 
think at this end of the lariat?”

“He was talkin' about caws,” said 
the feller, whose name was Reddy—a 
most ungrammatical cuss. "He was a- 
pokln' round with the contrack, a- 
speakin’ about caws. Wun’t you go 
an’ talk to him?”

"Not me!” says I, f’r the hull busi
ness disgusted me, an; my guilt come 
back over me shameful, with the eyes 
an' hair an’ things plenteous. Whaley’s 
man rode off, shakln' his head.

Next day the inspector hunted me

and calves. 
Reddy.m Whaley.

Won’t do. Inspector wrong. Reddy. die.toA

Fix Inspector or gA calves. Whaley.

I’d got about the same kind of a 
telegram to Mr. Elkins, addin’ that the 
Whaley crowd was up in the air. I 
sent it by Western Union to Sturgis, 
and then up Wolf Nose Crick by the 
Belle Fourche and Elsewhere Tele
phone Line. The O. M., as usual, cuts 
the melon with a word. HU wire was 
as follows.

H

Get Doan's at Any Stars. 50c a Box
KIDNEY 
PILLS' 

FOSTER-MILBURN CO.. BUFFALO. N. Y.
DOAN'S

BY NO MEANS ORIGINAL IDEA&Take first train Chicago. Call' for let
ter Smith & Jones, Commission mer
chants, Union Stock Yards. Elkins.

This was sure an affliction on me, 
f’r I had fixed up a deal to go with 
Miss Ainsley an’ her friends on a 
campin' trip, lastin’ up to the day of 
the issue. She'd been readin’ one of 
Hamlin Garland's books about a pun
cher who’d scooted through the Brit
ish aristocracy, hittin’ only the high 
places in a social waj^, on the strength 
of a gold prospect an’ the diamond 
hitch to a mule-pack. She wanted to 
see the diamond hitch of all things. 
There orto be a law ag'inst novel- 
writin’. I got Reddy to learn me the 
diamond hitch so I could make good 
with Gladys, an' here was this mys
terious caff expedition to the last place 
in the world, Chicago, a-yankln' me off 
by the night train.

I went over to tell her about it. 
First, I thought I’d put on the olo'es 
I expected to wear to Chicago, a dandy 
fifteen dollar suit I got in town. An’ 
then I saw how foolish this would be, 
an' brushed up my range clo'es, tied 
a new silk scarf in my soft roll collar, 
an’ went. Here’s my diagram of the 
hook-up; Any o’ them mortar-board-

Gossamer Skirt and Cobweb Waist ot 
Today Are Imitations of Those 

of Many Centuries Ago.

If learned savants are seeking the 
origin of gossamer skirt and cobweb 
waist they need not stop with a 
Scotch professor and a petty two cen
turies of antiquity.

Snefru, who was king of Egypt 
more than 4,000 years ago, before the 
great pyramid was built, had his 
royal barge on the Nile rowed by 
girls instead of men. These chosen 
oarswomen were dressed in linen so 
fine and diaphanous that it was no- 
more than a filmy mist, accentuating 
rather than hiding the brown young 
bodies underneath. In short, the row
ing costume designed by Snefru was 
much like the dancing costume worn 
by some beauties who have managed 
to kick their way into the good 
graces of Pittsburgh millionaires.

Solomon had considerable experi
ence with the fair sex, and he wrote- 
that there is nothing new under th& 
sun. Perhaps he was thinking of the 
newest "creations” of some modiste 
in Jerusalem.—Chicago Tribune.
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er.
“Go up. Aconite," he says, “an' re

member that while the J-Up-An’-Down 
outfit don’t feel bound to demand any 
reforms, its interests must be protect
ed. Any sort of cattle the Pierre crowd 
can make look like prime steers to the 
inspector, goes with us. But,’’ he goes 
on, “our names and not theirs are on 
the contract. These inspectors," says 
he, “bein’ picked out on their merits 
at Washington, to look after the in
terests of the gover’ment an' the noble 
red, it would be unpatriotic if not 
Lee’s Majesty to cavil at their Judg
ment on steers, especially If it coin
cides with that of Senator Whaley’s 
men at Pierre. Therefore, far be it 
from us to knock. But be leery that 
we don’t get stuck for non-perform
ance: which we can’t afford.

It was purty plain to a man who’d 
matrickelated as night-wrangler, an’ 
graduated at It on the J-Up-An’-Down, 
an’ I went heart-free an’ conscience 
clear, seein’ my duty perfectly plain.

Now at Chamberlain was this Ober
lin College lady, who had some kind of 
an Inflamed conscience on the Injun 
question, an' was dead stuck on dumb 
animals an’ their rights. She was one 
of the kind you don’t see out hen 
blue eyes, you know, yellow hair, the 
kind of complexion that don’t outlive 
many hot winds; an’ she had lots of 
pitchers around her, of young folks in 
her classes, an’ people with mortar
board hats an’ black nighties, ’r strip
ed sweaters. She was irrupting into 
the Injun question via Chamberlain. 
Her thought was that the Injuns was 
really livin' correct ’s fur as they had 
a chance, an’ that we orto copy their 
ways, lnstld of maktn' them tag along 
after our’n.

“Maybe that’s so," says I, “but I’ve 
took the Keeley cure twice now, an’ 
please excuse me!”

She looked kinder dazed f’r a min
ute, an’ then laffed, an’ said somethin’ 
about the sardonic humer of the fron
tier.

m '

Made the Scapegbat.
M. Jean Homolle, the new llbrarlan- 

ln-chief of the Bibliothèque Nationale, 
In Paris, was general manager of the 
national museums of France, and con
sequently of the Louvre, when “La 
Gfoconda," the celebrated masterpiece 
of Da Vinci, disappeared. Although 
M. Homolle was absent at the time, 
nevertheless public opinion demanded 
a sacrifice for the departed “Mona 
Lisa," and he was relieved of offlee. 
He Is a native of Paris, * sixty-five 
years old, and Is a member of the 
Legion of Honor and of the Institute. 
The world-famous library over which 
he presides has 4,000,000 books, 2,500,- 
000 engravings, and hundreds of thou
sands of medals, maps and manu
scripts.

m NEEDS GUIDANCE BY BRAIN
■J-

Moit Facile Pen of Little Avail if the 
Great Driving Force Is Not 

Behind It.
:

IWi
It la recorded of Daniel Webster 

that a friend presented him with a 
Bteel pen—an article not generally 
known in the active days of our great 
oratorical genius. Webster found it 
practical and efficient. “But though it 
writes beautifully and without 
scratching," he commented, “I could 
never learn to compose with it. Us 
fluency districts my mind from the 
matter in hand. I must compose with 
a quill, and make a fair copy, if need 
be, with the steel point.” Mark Twain 
was one of the first literary men to 
experiment with a typewriter. He 
was enthusiastic about its possibili
ties, but he admitted his style suffered 
from its use. He needed a fountain 
pen to compose with. And yet, a few 
years before he had said the same 
thing about the fountain pen. ItB nov
elty, its tricks, its very independence 
of the ink well, took his attention 
from his story. He could compose 
better with a steel pen or the stub of 
a lead pencil.

It is probable that when the in
ventor of the art of writing with a 
stylus upon waxen tablets introduced 
his innovation the poet who had 
previously composed his deathless 
lyrics with a mall and chisel acknowl
edged the ease of the new method, 
but complained that no good poetry 
could ever be composed by its aid. 
One needs the fall of the hammer to 
emphasize the ictus, he would say, 
and the heaving of it up again to in
dicate the arsis. The caesura came 
when he paused to moisten his hands.

All this leads to the statement of a 
modern American versifier to the ef
fect that he cannot write poetry when 
he Is deprived of his typewriter. This 
poet was recently left without a ma
chine, just at the time when he was 
obliged to prepare some copy for the 
press. He made shift with a pencil, 
but the result was trifling. “I cannot 
write poetry with a pencil,” he apolo
gized to* his publisher. “I have lost 
the knack of it”

One can easily understand this. An 
inspiration flashed across him—the 
laborious scrawling of it by slow and 
unaccustomed means deadened it and 
dulled it. With a typewriter he 
might have caught it on the wing and 
fixed It e’er it fled.
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“Mr. Driscoll?” says he, f’r I’d been 

keepin’ out of his way.
“Correct,” says X.
“You represent the Elkins’ Interests 

in the matter of supplying for the Is
sue, do you not?” says he,

“In a kind of a sort of a way," says 
I, f’r I didn’t'care to admit too much 
till I see what he wbb up to. “In a 
kind of a sort of a way. mebbe I do. 
Why?”

"Did you have anything to do," says 
he, unfoldin’ a stiff piece of paper, 
“with procuring the cattle now In 
readiness for delivery?”

Price of Peace.
She appeared to be somewhat ex

cited when he came home that night, 
and he naturally asked the cause.

“The man in the top flat has fallen 
In love with our cook,” she said.

“What of it?” he asked.
“He’s been trying to get her to run

away and marry him."
“Do you mean the man who 

tices on the cornet every night?"
She said she did, and he made a. 

dive for his pocket.
“Tell the cook,” he exclaimed, 

citedly, “that I’m a poor man, but 
I’ll give fifty dollars if she’ll do It."

]////
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\ THEN SHt READ ANOTHER PIECÇJHAT 

» wound up with Love is besti prom 
B THE SAME BOOK, AN'FORGOT TO 
\ TAKE HER HAND AWAY WHEN I SHEAR 

f ED UPON ITtAN

prac-

IA A. ntAMtuT:“Hell, no!” I yells, an’ then seein’ 
my mistake. I Jumped an’ added: “You 
see, the top stuff f’r the Injun market 
Is perduced up around Pierre. So we 
sub-contracted with this Pierre outfit 
to supply It. It’s their funeral, not 
ours. It’s good stock, ain’t It?”

“I am assured by Senator Whaley's 
private secretary," says he, “who is a 
classmate of mine, that there would 
be great dissatisfaction among the 
Indians, owing to certain tribal tradi
tions and racial peculiarities—”

"You bet!” says I, f’r he seemed to 
be gettln’ wound up an’ cast In it, 
"that’a the exact situation!”

“Would be dissatisfaction.” he went 
on, “If cattle of the type which In the 
great markets la considered beat, were 
furnished here. And I have great con
fidence In his judgment.”

"So’ve I,” I says. "He’s ona of the 
Judgmentlouaeat tollers you

hat, black-nightie fellers she had 
pitchers of, could probably afford fif
teen dollar clay-worsteds; but it was 
a good gamblin' proposition that none 
of ’em could come in at the gate like 
a personally-conducted cyclone, bring 
up a-stannln’ from a dead run to a 
dead stop ’s if they’d struck a stone 
wall, go clear from the bronk as he 
fetched up an’ light like a centaur be
fore her. with their sombrero in their 
hand. Don't light, you say? Wal, 1 
mean as a centaur would light if he 
took a notion. You'd better take a 
hike down ,to see how the steed’s get
tln' along. Bill, *r else subside about 
this Greek myth bl*. It helps on with 
this story—not!

The p'lnt Is, that gals and fellers 
both like variety. To me, the “y” in 
her name, the floss In her hair, the 
kind of qulvery lowness In her voice, 
the ruatle of her dresses as she walk
ed, the way she looked like the pitch
ers In the magazines an’ talked like 
the stories in 'em, all corroborated to 
throw the hooks into me. An' I s’pose 
the nater’s-nobleman gag went like
wise with her. Subsekent bappenln’s 
—but I must hold that back.

We sot in the hammock that night— 
the only time Aconite Driscoll ever 
was right up against the real thing 
In ladies’ goods—an' she read me a 
piece about a Count Gibson a-shootlng 
his lady-love's slanderers so full o’ 
holes at a turnament that they 
wouldn’t hold hazel-brush. They was 
one verse she hesitated over, an' 
■kipped.

I ast her if she thought she—as a 
supposed case—could live out in this 
drled-up-an’-blowed-away country; an’ 
she said the matter had really never 
been placed before her in any such a 
way as to call for a decision on her 
part. Purty smooth, that. Then she 
read another piece that wound up with 
“Love Is best!” from the same book, 
an’ forgot to take her hand away when 
I sneaked up on it, an’—Gosh! talk 
about happiness: we never git any
thing o’ quite that kind out here! I 
never knowed how I got to the train, 
’r anything else ontil we was a-crossln’ 
the Mississippi at North McGregor. 
Here the caff question ag'in unveiled 
its heejus front, to be mulled over till 
I reached the cowman’s harbor in Chi
cago, the Exchange Building at the 
Yards, an’ found Jim Elkins’ instruc
tions awaitin’ me. They read:

went in among ’em, feelin’ like a ani
mal trainer in a circus parade as the 
Reubens gethered around the train, 
an’ business houses closed f’r the 
show. I waited till the train pulled 
out, an’ -begun my career as nurse- 
maid-ln-glneral.

Ever try to feed a young calf? Ever 
notice how they faint with hunger be
fore you begin, an’ all at once devel
op the strength of a hoss when you 
stand over ’em an’ try to hold their 
fool noses in the pall ? Ever see a caff 
that couldn't stand alone, run gaily off 
with a two-hundred-an’-flfty-pound far
mer, poisin’ a drlppin’ pall on his nose, 
an’ his countenance a geyser of milk? 
Well, then you can form some faint 
idee of the practical difficulty of in
ducin’ a caff, all Innercent o’ the world 
an’ lta way o' takln* sustenance, to 
suck a raw egg. But nothin’ but actual 
experience can impart any remote ap
proach to a notion o’ what it means to 
incorporate the fruit o’ the nest with 
the bossy while bumpin’ over the 
track of a northern Iowa railroad in a 
freight car, movin’ at twenty-five miles 
an hour. I used up two eases of eggs 
before I was sure of havin' alleviated 
one pang of hunger, such was the 
scorn my kindly offers was rejected 
with. The result was astoundin’. 
Them cars swept through the country, 
their decks slippery with yaller gore, 
an’ their lee scuppers running’ bank- 
full, as the sailors say, with Tom-an’- 
Jerry an’ egg shampoo. An’ all the 
time went on that symferny of blats, 
ri8ln’ an’ failin' on the prairie breeze 
as we rolled from town to town, a 
thing to be gazed at an’ listened to an’ 
never forgot; to be side-tracked out
side city limits fr fear of the board 
of health and the S. P. C. A., an’ me 
ostrichlzed by the very brakey In the 
caboose as bein' unfit f’r publication, 
an’ forced to buy a mackintosh to 
wrap myself in before they’d let me 
lay down on their old seats to sleep. 
An’ when my visions reverted back to 
the Oberlin people, I couldn’t dream 
o’ that yaller hair even, without its 
seemin’ to float out, an’ out, an' out 
into a sea of soft-boiled, In which her 
an’ me was strugglin’, to the howlin’ 
of a tearin’ tempest of blats.

At last we arrived at Chamberlain. 
An’ here’s where the head-end collis
ion of principles comes in, that I men
tioned a while ago. Here’s where 
Aconite Driscoll, who for days had 
been givin’ a mother’s care to two hun
dred caws, was condemned Fr cruel
ty; an’ when he’d been strainin’ every 
nerve an’ disturbin’ the egg market to 
keep from bustin’ a set of concealed

New Argument.
Mrs. Hatterson (an ardent suffra

gette)—Well, I see by the paper this, 
morning that the new banking and 
currency bill will add about $500,000,- 
000 to our currency.

Hatterson (pleasantly)—Yes. Wish, 
we might come in for some of it, 
don't you?

Mrs. Hatterson (savagely)—That’s 
Just the point. We would if women- 
had the vote.—Life.

“They ain’t dumb,” says I, trying to 
change my voice, an’ offlcln’ up to 
Reddy to shove ’em along to their fate 
while I held the foe in play. "When 
you’ve associated with these cute little 
cusses as long an' intermately as I 
have, ma'am, you'll know that they 
have a language an' an ellerquenoe all 
their own, that takes ’em out of the 
pervisions o’ that law you apeak of.

I had been asked to give a exhibi
tion of broncho bustin’ at the ranch 
where she was stayin’ an’ she was 
agitatia’ herself about the bronks’ 
feelin’«. I told her that It was Just 
friendly rivalry betweon the puncher 
an’ the bronk, an’ how, out on the 
ranch, the gentle critters ’d come up 
an’ hang around by the hour, a-nlcker- 
tn’ fr some o' the gang to go out an’ 
bust ’em.

“It reminds me,” she says, “of my 
brother’s pointers begging to go hunt-
tag."

"Same principle,” says I.
It seemed to ease her mind, an' feel

in’ as I did toward her, I wouldn’t hare 
her worry fr anything. Then she 
found out that I was a graduate of the 
high school of HiggsvlUe, Kansas, an' 
used to know what quadratics was, an’ 
that my way of emitting the English 
langnage was Just an acquired man
nerism, like the hock-action of a 
string-halted hoss, an’ she warmed up 
io me right smart, both then an’ after, 
sever askin’ to see my diploma, an’ 
I egun interrogatin' me about the beef- 
issue; an' discussln* the Injun question 
like'a lifelong friend. Wherat, I jump
ed the game.
I But, for all that, about this time 1 
become subject to attacks of blue eyes 
an’ yellow hair, accompanied by ver
tigo, blind-staggers, bots, ringlh’ In 
Ihe ears—like low confabulatin’ talk, 
kinder Interspersed with little bubbles 
pf lafture—an’ a sense o’ guilt when
ever I done anything under the canopy 
of heaven that I was used to doin’ 
Can yeh explain that, now? Why this 
Oberlin proposition should make me 
feel like a criminal Jest because the 
pony grunted at the cinchin’ o’ the 
saddle, ’r because I lammed him f’r 
bitin' a piece out o’ my thigh at the 
same time, goes too deep into mind 
science f’r Aconite Driscoll. O’ course, 
a man under them succumstances is 
supposed to let up on cussln’ an' not 
to listen to all kinds o' stories; but 
you understand, here I was, con
science-struck in a general an' hazy 
rort of way, mournin’ over a dark an’ 
bloody past, an’ thinkln’ Joyfully of 
Teath H was the eondemnedest case 
1 ever roefracted. an' nothin' saved me 
:o be a comfort to my friends but the

On the Beach.
“Anything in that floating bottle?" 
"Great find. Had a girl’s name to.

“Shucks! I thought maybe H had a 
drink in it”

an’—" it."
Here’s where I overplays my hand, 

an’ lets her get onto the genuyne tones 
of my voice. I ortn’t to done this, f’r 
she’d heard it at close range. An’ to 
make a dead cinch ont of a good gamb- 
11a’ proposition. I looked her in the 
eyes. It was all off In a breath. She 
give a sort of gasp as if somethin’ cold 
had bit her, an' went petrified, sort o' 
slow like.

"Oh!” says she, turnin’ her head to 
her friend. "I understand now what 
it was your husband was laughing 
about, and his odious jokes about fool
ing the inspector; and the bearing of 
the article he showed us in the Chi
cago paper! Oh, Mr. Driscoll, you to 
be so cruel; and to Impose these poor 
motherless creatures upon those ig
norant Indians, who are depending 
upon their living and becoming the nu
cleus of their pastoral industry; and 
the first step to a higher civilization! 
I don't wonder that you look guilty, or 
try—”

“I don’t!” says I, f’r I didn’t, as fer 
as the stock was concerned, 
these here eight cases of eggs that 
make me look so. It’s a matter o’ 
clo’s. An’ the reds’ll never raise cat- 
tie,” says I, “or anything but trouble in 
God’s world. An’ if these caws had 
as many mothers as a Mormon kid,” 
I went on, “they’d he no better Fr 
stew ! ’’

*8o let that phase of the question 
PAi*s." says he, “for the present. But 
there's a clause in this contract—"

"Don't let that worry you,” says I. 
"Thgra's claws in all of ’em if you 
look close."

He never cracked a smile, but un
folded it, and went on.

“Hese’s a clause,” says he, "calling 
for a hundred and fifty cows with 
calves at foot, for the dairy herd, I 
presume.”

“Caw* at whatf” says I.
"At foot.” says he, p'intln’ at a spot 

along toward the bottom. "Right 
there!”

“It’s Impossible! 
don't wear ’em that way."

He studied over it quite a while, at 
that, an’ I begun to think I'd won out, 
but at last he says; "That’s the way 
it reads, an' while I shall not insist 
upon any particular relation of juxta
position In offspring and dam—”

“Whope!” says I, "back up an’ come 
ag’in pardner.’’

“It seems to be my duty to insist 
upon the one hundred and fifty cows 
and calves. Now the point ig, I don’t 
find any such description of creatures 
among the—the bunches in seeming 
readiness for delivery.”

"Oh!” says I, “that's what’s eatin’ 
yeh, is it? W’l don’t worty any more. 
The cow kindergarten’^ furder up the 
river. We didn't want to put the tender 
little devils where they’d be tramped 
on by them monstrous big oxen you 
noticed around the corrals. The caff 
business is all right, trust us!”

Whaley’s man was waitin’ fer 
down at the saloon, an’ when I told 
him about the caws, he shrunk into 
himself like a collapsed football, an’ 
wilted.
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Your Table
Untouched by

handa—Training an Oriental.
A Canadian woman wanted to sho* 

her Chinese servant the correct way 
to announce visitors, and one after
noon went outside her front door, 
rang the bell, and made the 
usher her into the drawing room.

The following afternoon the bell 
rang, and not hearing him answer it, 
she went to the door herself. To her 
surprise, he was standing waiting out
side.

Post
Toasties

man

*4says I. “They

—the aristocrat of Read*. 
to-Serve foods.

A table dainty, made of 
white Indian com — present-
ln8 acliciou* flavour and
wholesome nourishment i_ 
new and appetizing form.

The steadily increasing sale
• . l „ f?°^ «peak» volumes 
in behalt of k» excellence.

An order for a package of 

‘ °*t loaities from your
grocer will provide a treat foe 
the whole family,

The Memory Lingera

Rwtum Oereal Company, Limited 
Battle creek,

“Why, Sing,” she asked, “what are 
you doing here?”

“You foolee me yesterday, I foolee 
you today,’’ was his reply.—Judge.

"It’s

“Canna Ye Boo, Ye Brute?”
Rev. Maxwell Nicholson, when min

ister of an Edinburgh parish, was 
called upon to marry a couple in hum
ble life, and in the course of the cere
mony he thrice asked the bridegroom 
whether he took “this woman” as his 
wedded wife without eliciting a reply. 
At last the patience of the bride was 
fairly overtaxed and she thuB politely 
addressed her lord and master, in the 
hearing of the assembled friends, 
"Canna ye boo, ye brute?”

t
IB

“Mr. Driscoll." says she, “don’t ever 
speak to me again. I shall expose this 
matter to the inspector!"

I tried to lift my hat, but it stuck 
to my hair; an’ the sight of me pullin’ 
desperately at my own head had some 
effect on her, f’r she flees to her friend, 
actin’ queer, but whuther laffln’ ’r cry- 
in’ I couldn’t say, an* I don’t s'pose 
she oould. It’s immaterial anyway, the 
main p'lnt bein’ that her friend’s hus
band, a friend of the senator’s, per
suaded her from havin’ us ail pinched, 
when she found that Reddy’d beat her

Do you desire not to he vulgar, then 
cease to be affected; for we 
knew an affected person who was not 
vulgar, nor one of natural manner« 
to whom the phrase could be applied. 
—Hytche.

"Dear Aconite:
“The Chicago atockyardame €ttha na

tion's dooratep for bovine foundllnga. 
New-born calvea are & drug on the mar
ket there, owing to abuaea in the ahlpplng 
bualneaa which we won’t Juat now take 
time to dlacuaa, to aay nothing about

never 99
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to it with the carve, the last one of
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