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CHAPTER X1V,
—15—

The dictograph which Shirley had
asked Bryce to obialn for her in San
Franclsco arrived on the regular pas-
isenger steamer on Thursdny morning
and Bryce ealled her up to ssk when
ahe desired It sent over,

"Good morning. Me. Cardigan,” she
‘greetod him cheerlly, “How do you
feel this morning? Any the worse for
(having permitted yourself to bhe a hu-
iman belpg Inst night?”

“Why, I feel pretty fine, Shirley. 1
think It did me n lot of good to erawl
rout of my shell last night.”

“You feel encournged to go on Iy
ng. ah?

“"‘I""

“And fighting ™

“By all means*

“Then something has occurred of
late to give you new cournge?*

*Oh, many things. By the way. Shir-
fey, ¥on may Inform your uncile at

Gy agrenkfnst Friday morning about my

——————— e S

connectlon with the N, C. 0, In faet,
T think 1t wonld be far better for you
if you made 1t a point to do 5o

“Why

“Beoise both Opgllvy and myself
have n very strong suaplelon that your
uncle has a detective or two on our
tralls. 1 judge yonr uncle will learn
today that you dined with Oglivy,
Molra and me Inst night.”

“Oh, dear! That's terrible.”
eould gense her distress,

“Ashamed of having been seen In my
company, eh 7

“Please don't.
in this matter?™

He

Are you quite gerfons

“Quite.”

*Uncle Seth will think it so—so
atrange."”

“Hell probably tell yon ahout it

Better heat him to the lasue by 'fessing
up, Shirley. Doubtless his suspiclons
are alrendy aroused, and it you Inform
him that you know T nm the real bujld-
er of the N, C. O, he'll think you're n
smart woman and that yon've been
<dolng a lttle private gum-shoe work
of your own on behalf of the Laguna

. Girnnde Tmmber compnny,™

' of you,

“Which Ix exnetly what 1 have been
doing.” she reminded him.

“T know. Buat then, I'm not afrald
Shirley—thnt Is, nny more,
And after Friday morning I'll not be
afrnld of your unela™

"1 feel ns If T were n conspirator”

“I belleve you are one. Your dietn-

L wraph has arelved, Sholl | send George

Sea Otter over with 1t?  And have you

womebody to Install 113

] i,

L ¥ mihnre!

Does It have to he In-

L Rinlled ™

"It does. You place the contenption
—hide 1t, rnther—In the room where
the conspirntors consgpire: then you
run wires from It Into another roonm
where the deteetlves llsten In on the

Vi@uonivers™

o

“Coulll Gearge Sen Otter Thatall 109

*T think he ecopld, There (s n print-
{---! enrd of Instroctions, and 1 dare sny
fgpeoree would find (he Job no more

miMing than the lgnltlon system on
the Napler™
l “WII he tell anyvhady ™

“Not If you ark him not to*

“Very well, then., Plenseé send him
over. Tononk yom w0 much, Rryee
Cardignn, You're an awful good old
sort, after all, Really, t horts me to
have to oppose you, It wonld he so
Imuch nleer I we didn't have nll those
redwond trees to protect, wanldn’y 1ty

“Let us not argue the question, Shir-
{ls-g. 1 think 1 have my redwood trees
protected.  Good-hy”

He hnd senrcely finished telephon.
Ing hin home to Instruct George Sen
lOtter to report with the express pack
uge to Shirley when Back Oglivy
strolled into the office and tossed a
‘docament on his desk. “There's your
Nittle old  temporary  franchlse, ol
hing,” he announeed; and with muny

hearty laugh he related to Bryce the
Ingenious means by which he had ob-
ained It. “And now if you will phone
p to your logging camp and Instroct
ha woods-hoss to Iny off about Afty
en to rest for the day, pending n
hard night's work, and arrange to
nd them down on the last log truln
oday, Tl drop around after dinner
nd ‘we'll fly to that Jump-crosaing.”
“I'l telephone Colonel Penningion's
norger and ask him to klek a switeh-
gine In on the Laurel creek spur and
#onke those flnt cars with my rails
mboard out to the junctlon with the

I
|

maln Me® Rryce replled. And he
enllsd up the Lagunn Grande Lumber
company—only to be Informed by no
leas 0 serson than Colonel Pennington
himself that 1t would be Impossible
to send the sawitedenging In unttl the
following afternoon. The Colonel wns
worry, but the gwitch-engine was In the
shop hnving the brick In her Orebox
renewed, while the mogul that hauled
the log tralns would not have thne o
nttend to the. motter, since the flats
would have to he sported on the side-
track at Cardigan's log landing in the
woinls, and this eould not be done un-
til the Inst loaded log tenin for the day
hax:on havled out to make room.

¥ not switeh back with the
mogul after the log train has been
hauled out on the maln line?" Bryce
demanded pointedly,

Pennington.  however, wnn  not
trapped. “My dear fellow,” he replied
patronizingly, “quite Impossible, | as
sure you, That old trestle seross the
ereck, my boy—It husn't been looked
at for yenrs. While I'd send the Hght
ewitch-engine over It and hive no
fonrs—*

“I happen to kno'z, Colunel, that the
hlg mognl kiocked those fMats in to lond
the rails!™

“l know It. And what happened?
Why, that old trestle squenked and
shnok and gave every evidence of he
Ing nhout to buckle ln the center, My
engineer threatened ro quit if 1 sent
him In ngnin®™

“Very well, 1 suppose I'll have to
walt untll the ewltchengine ecomes
out of the shop” Bryce replied re-
glgnedly, and hung up. He'turned n

troubled face 10 Oglivy. “Check-
mated [® he announeed, "Whipped to
n frazzle. The colonel 18 lying, Buek,

and I've caught him at It. As a mat-
ter of faet, the mogul didn’t kirk those
flnts in at wil. The switch-engine dld
—and T know It. Now I'm golng te
send n man over to snoop around Pen-
nington's roundhouse and verify his
report ahont the switeh-engine being
In the shop,*

He 4'd =:, Half an honur Inter the
messenger returned with the Informn-
tion that mot only was the switch.en-
glne not In the shop but ler fire
hox hnd heen overhnnled the week be
fore and was reported to be In ex-
eellent condition,

“That =settles 11" Buck Ogllvy
mottrned, “The Colonel n as sugplelons
08 a rhino. fe doesn't know anything,
but he smells dunger fnst the same.”

“Exactly, Ruck. S0 he 18 delnying
the gnme unt!! he ean lenrn something
definite.,” e drummed 1dly on his
desk for severnl minutes, Then:

“Puck, enn you run n locomotive ™

“With one hand, old man.®

“Fine business! Well, 1 guess we'll
put In that croesing tomorrow night.
The switch-engine will be In the round-
house at Pennington's mill tomorrow
night. =0 we cun't steal that: hut we
can steal the mogul. I'l Just send
word up to my woods boss not to
have his traln landed when the mogul
comes up Iate tomorrow afternoon to
han! It down 0 onr log Ianding. Of
course, the engine erew won't bother
to run down to Sequola for the night
—that Is, they won't run the mogul
down, They'll fust leaye her at our
log Innding all night nnd put up for
the nlght at our eamp.™

“But how do you know they will ont
up nt your enamp nll night, Bryce?

"My men will make them eomfort-
nhle, and It menans they enn e ahed
until seven o'clock Instead of having
to roll out at five o'clock, which woulid
he the ense If they spent the night nt
this end of the line. There Is o sllght
grade at our log Innding, 1 know
.t bheeayse the ale leaked out of
the hrokes on a loz train | was on n
short time ago, nnd the trmin ran
nwny with me, Now, the englne crow
will sot the alrlirnkes on the mogn!
nidd lemve ber with stesm unp o thraoh
il nizht: the=U not hlow her down
for that would mean work firing her
in the morning, Our tosk, Back, win
ha to thmw off the atrhmkes and Lot
her glide silently ont of our log Innd.
Ing Ahont o mile down the rond
wa'll stop, get up stenm, run down to
the Junetion with the maln lne. back
in on the Lourel Creek sour, ennple
onto those flat enrs and breese mer-
ril down tr Reqnoln wihih  them,
Thes'll he londed walting for us: our
men will he eongregated In onr dry-
yard Just off Water street near R,
walting for us to arrive with the s
=nnd hingo—we gn to It, After we
crop the flnts. we'll run the engine
hack to the woods lenve It whers we
found It return a-fiving.  You oan get
hack In ample *Ime to superintend the
cutting of the ornesing ™

“Spoken ke o man!™ aqnoth Ruek
Ogilvy.  “Yau're the one man In this
world for whomn 1I'd steal a locomie
tive. 'AtahayI®

Tind elther of the econspleators
known of Pennineton's plans to enter
tnin Mayor Poundstone at dinner an
Thursdny night, 1t 18 prohnhle they
wonld not have eheered antll  those
fut cars were out of the woods,

L] - . L L . -

Mayor Poundstone and his wife sr-
rived nt the Pennington home in Red.
wood boulevard at six forty-five Thurs.
dny evening. It was with a profound
feeling of rellef that his honor lift.
ed the lady from mMelr modeat Hitle

|

“flivver,” for once inside the Penning-
ton house, he felt, he would he free
from a pecullarly devilish brand of
persecution inangurated by his wife
nhout three months previousty, AMres,
I'vundstone wanted a new nutomobile
And she had entered upon n enm-
paiz of nagging and eomplaint, hop-
Ing o wenr Poundstone’s resistance
down to the poaint where he would he
willing to barter his hope of salva-
tlon In retury for a guarantes of peace
on earth,

“1 feel ke & perfect fool, enlling
npon these peaple In this Bithy rattle
teap.” Mre. Ponndstone protested,

Mayor Toundstone pansed.,  “In
pity's name. woman® he growled,
“tnlk nhont something elge, Give me
ane night of pence, Let me enfoy my
dinner and this visft™

“T enn't help 11" Mre, Pe— petorted
with asperity. She polbted to Shirles
Sumner's ear parked ander the parte-
cachere, "I 1 had o sednn Hike that.
T eould e happy.  And It onty cowt
thirtyawn hundrsd and Afty dollprs™

“1 pald slx hnndesil nnd Afiy for the
rattletran, and 1 eouldn't afMord that”
he  wimost  whinimpers) Yo were
happy with 1t until 1 wos elected
mavor,"”

“You forget nur =oclal position, my
denr,” she purred sweetly,

He couldl have striuek her,
your socinl position,” he gritted snv.
paely, “Shot np, will you?  Roeln!
positlon In A sawmill town!  Dam-
mit, you'll Arlve me ernzy vet,” Pound.
stone gurgled, and snhsided,

The Pennington butler, n vory wn-
perior person, oponed the door, The
Poundstones entersd. At the entranes
to the l<ing room the butler ane
nounced sonorously:  “Mavor Pound
stone and Mrs, Poundstone”

“Gind to see you aboard the ship,”
Colonel Pennington boomed with his
heat  alr of hearty  expansiviness,
"Well, well,” he eontinned, leading
Mrs. Poundstone to n divan In front of
the fire, “this Is cerminly delightful,
My niece will be down In two shukos
of nlnmb's tall. Have o clgnrette, Mr.
Poundstone.”

In the midst of the eommonpinbe
chntter iIncldent to such ocensions. Ship-
ley entered the room ; and the Colanel
leaving her to entertnin the guests,
went to n suinll sldebonrd in one cor
ner and hrought forth the “materinis”
ns he joculnrly termed them, Jnmes
appeared llke magie with a  tray,
glnsses and tiny =erviettes, nnd the
Colonel's ellxit was passed to the com-
pany.

“Dee-lelons™ murmured Mra. Pound-
stone, “Perfectly deeliclous, And not
strong I

“Have another,” her hospltable host
suggested. and he poured it, quite oh-
livious of the frightened wink which
the mayor telegruphed his wife, Pound-
stone prayed to his rather nehulous
golds that Mra. P, would not discuss
automablles during the dinner,

Alas! The Colonel's cocktalls were
not undaly fortifed, but for all that,
the two which Mrs. Poundstone had
nasimilated contnined  fust sufMeient
“kick™ to loosen the Ilady's tongne
withomt thickening It, Consequentiy,
ahout the tlme the “plece de resist-
anece” made its appenrance, she threw
enutlon to the winds and adverted to
the sublect closest to her henrt

“I was telling Henry o8 we cnme hp
the walk how greatly T envied vou that
beautiful sedan, Miss Sumner” she
gushed. “How an open ear does hlow
one around, my denr!"

“Yesu, Indemd,” sald
cently,

“Henrd the MeKinnon people had o
mnn Killed up In thele womds yvespor
day, Colonel,” Poundstone remnriked.
heeping agnlnst hape to divert the con-
versation,

*Yex. The fellow's own faule,” en
ningtan repllied, “He was one of those
employees who beld to the opinion
thint every tian Is the eapinin of his
awn soul and the sole proprietor of his
own bBody—hence thut it behiooved Liim
to look after both. In view of the high
coFt of sufety npplinnces, He
wartisd that the logging enhle  was
wenk at that old splice and Hable o
pull out of the becket—and sure enouygh
it dig, The free end of the eable
snnpped hack Hke o whip, and—"

“I hold to the opinion.” Mrs. Pound.
stone Interrupied, “thut If one wishes
for o thing hird enough and Just keeps
on wishing, one I8 bound to get 18"

“My dear,” sald Mr. Poundstone
Impressively, “if yon would anly con.
fihe yourself to wishing, T assure you
your chanees for success would be in.
fnltely brighter.”

There was no mistnking this rebuke :
evon two cockonlls were nowerless to
render Mres, Poundstone oblivious to Jr.
With the nleest taet In the world, Shir-
lev adroltly changed the subject to
same tallored shirtwalsts she had ob-
served In the window of a looul dry
goods emporfum that day, and AMra.
Poundstone subsided,

About nine o'clock, Shirley, In re
Eponse to n meaning glanee from hey
relntive,  tactfully  convoyed Mrs
Poundstone upstnirs, leaving her uneh
slone with Wiz pres. Instantly Pen
nington got down to business,

"Well" he querled, apropos of noth
Ing, “what Jdo you hear with reference
to the Northern Callifornia-Oregon rall
rond

“Oh, the usun) smount of wind. Colo-

“Hang

Shirtey Inno-

Wik

KEEP FIRE BURNING 50 YEARS

atch Fire of Cherokee Malntained
Half Cerftury as Memento to the
Great Spirit.

Minml, Qkla.—Down In the Spava-

ugh hills, near the litle hamlet of
urghy, Okla., there burns an Indian
amp fire that has not been guenched
‘or 50 years. It Is the watch fire of

p Cherokees, o fire that 18 kept born-
g os u momento to the Grent Spirit
et the Indinns remember hls goods

ness to them and that thelr hearts are
rue.

No one knows when the flre was
kindled, not even Chief Charlle Tee
Hee, but B. F. Abernathy, a white
man who lives In Murphy, says It was
burning 8% years ago when he took
up his residence there, It does not
alwaye show slgns of lfe, but down In
the rone of ashes that has accumu-
lated until it Is three feet high, are
eubers that are kept allve by Introdue-
tion of & gum that i taken from n

tree, Many of the Indians belleve the

fire cannot die on acconnt of It being
i symbol of 0 covennnt between God
nnd man,

On speclal oecaslons, such ns stomp
dances, ane of which Is going on now,
the fire 18 allowed to hecome g good
slzed cump fire and then the braves
sit around It and smoke & pecullar
pipe, an aet that renews the Indgeldaal
covenant of ench. Buot be It grest or
small, the fire Is kept allve by an at-
tendant, the present one being George
Potato, m whose lsnd the ceremonies
are held.

nel, Nobady knows what to mmke of
‘that outfie.”

Pennington studled the end of his
elgnr n moment,

“Have they mnde any move to get a
franehise " ho nsked Bluntly., “If they
have, | suppose you would be the first
mnn to hear about It, 1 don’t menn to
be Impertinent,” he ndded with =a
grocloos smile, “hut the fact Is I no-
ticed that windbng Oglivy entering
your offlee In the city hall the other
nfrternoon. amd | eouldn’t help wonder.
Ing whether his visit was soclal or of-
feinl™

“Socinl—ao far as 1 could ohserve”
Pound=tone replied truthfally, wonder
Ing Just how much Pennington knew,

“I'reliminary to the official visit, 1
dore sny.”

The Calonel puffed thoughtfully for
n while—for which the mnyor wns
grateful, sinee it provided tlme In
which to organize himself, Suddenly,
however, Pennington turned  toward
his guest and fixed the Intter with n
serfons glnnce

"1 hadn't nntleipated discussing (his
muotter with you, Poundstone, and you
must forgive me for it but the fact is
—1 might a8 well be frank with you—
I nm very greatly interested ln the
operntion of this proposed eallrond. If
It is buitt, It will have o very distinet
effect on my Mnnnees™

“In Just whnt wny ¥

“IMunstrous”

“I am amnzed, Colonel.”

“You wouldn't be If you hnd glven the
suliject very close constderntion. 8Buch
n rond ne the N, € O, contemplates
will thp abont ane-tliled of the red-
wond belt only, while a llne bullt from
the south will thp twosthirds of 1t, The
remalning thind cnn be tnpped by an
extension of my own logging rond;
when my own thmber I8 logged ont, 1
will want other business for my rowd,
and If the N. C, O, paraliels 1, 1 will
he left wihih two streaks of rust on my
hands™

“Ah, 1
wil -

“Yon ngree with me, then, Pound.
stone, that the N, €, 0, Iz not deslgned
1t foster the hest (nterests of the
community, Of eonrse you do. 1T tnke
It, therefore, thnt when the N, C. 0O,
applles for Ita franchise to run through
Sequoln, nelthe= you nor your ety
eouncll will consider the proposition
at nll”

1 eannnt, of ronrse, epeak for the
clty coninell =" Poundstone bhogan, but
Pennington's ecold, amused smile froze
fu=ther ntternnce,

“Ne frank with me, Poundstone, 1|
nm not a chilld, What 1 would like to
know is this: will yon exert every of-
fort to block that franchise n the firm
convietion that by =o doing you will
gecomplish o Inudable publle service?”

Poundstone  squirmed.  “When |
have had thine to look Inte the matter
more thoronghly—*

“Tut-tut, my denr man!
straddle the fence. Business s n
gnme, and =n Is  politles Nelthet
knows any sentiment, Suppose you
should favor this N, ©, O, crowd In n
mistnken Wles that you were doing the
right thing. amd that suhsequently
rumherless  fellow.cltizons  developed
the lden that you had not done your
pubille duty, Would some of them not
he Hkely to Inveke o reenll electlon
nnd retire you and your city councll—
In Mugrnive?”

“T doubt If they could defent me.
Colonel.,”

1 have no such dopht,” Pennington
replled pointedly,

Pounidstans looked up st him from
untler  lowersd s, “Is that n
threat?™ he demnnded tremulonsly,

“My dear  fellow! Threnten my
gnest I Pennineton Inughed  patroniz.
Intly, “T nm giving you ndvies,
Ponndstone--nnd enther goml adviee,
It =rrikes me However, while we're
on the suhject, | have no hesitaney in
telling yon that In the event of n (i
declelon on your poart, 1
shonll not feel Justified o supporting
won."

1Te might frankness
hnve spld ; Tao
his enest his meaning woas not ohseire,
Pondstone studled the pattern of the
riuz. and PPennington. watehing hihin
sharply, snw thnt the man was qis
trosme],  He resolved on n hold stroke.

“Let's nnt  hent about the hush,
Ponndstone,” he sald with the alr of
n fmther pattently striving to Induee
s child to reennt a e, tell the trath,
and suve WMmself from the parentul
wratl., "“You've heen dolng hoxiness
with Ogllvy; 1 know It for a fact, and
you might us well adimiy 10.”

Poundstone looked up, red and em-
Farrnssed, *I1f 1 hnd known—" he he
gun,

“Cortninly, certalnly ! 1 realize yon
neted In perfect gond falth.  Yon're
ke the mnlority of people In Sequola,
You're w!l an crnxy for rall eonneetion
with the entslde world that you Jump
nt the first plan that seeme o promise
you one. Have you promised Ogllvy
8 franchise?” =

There wns no dodging that ques-
tion. A denlal, nnder the present eir
rumsthnees, would he tantamonnt te
an admission; Poundstons eould nm
guess Just how much the Colonel really
knew, and It would not do to e to
bim, since eventually the lle must be

pereelve,  Ba it will, so It

Lot us not

nEtrone

with ogunl
1 won'd smnsh yon”™

- .

discovered. He resotved to 'Vamll
clenn”

“The clty rouncll has already grant- | §

od the N, & O. a temporary fran-

eulme™ ho confessed, 1
Pennington spreng furfously to his | §

feet, “Dammit” he snarted, “why did
you do that without eonsulting ma?”

“Didn't know you were remotely 1n-
terested,” Now that the lee was bro-
ken, Poundstone felt relleved and was
prepared to defend hin act vigoronusly,
“And we did not commit ourssives Ir-
revocahly,” he continned. “The tem-
porar; franchise will explre In twen-
ty-elght days—and In that time the
N. @, 0, ennnot even got started.”

*Have yon uny anderstanding an to
an extension of that temporary fran.
cldwe, In ense the N G, 0. desires 112

"Well, yes—not In writiug, however.
I gave Oglivy to aederstund that If he |
wns not rendy In thirty days, an ex-
tenston econld rendlly be armuged.”

“Any witnesses?

*“1 am not such a fool. aie® Pound-
stone declured with asperity, *“I had
A notlon—I might ns well admit 11—
that you wonld have serfons objection
to having your tracks cut by a jump-
eronsing nt B and Water streeta™ And
for no reason In Hfe except to Justify
hMmeelf nnd Inculeate In Pennlugton
nn Impresston that the Intter was denl-
Ing with a emfty and far-seeing
mnyor, Poundstone smiled boldly and |
knowingly. He leaned bnek nonchal-
antly and hlew smoke ot the eeflinge,

“You olly meeal 1" Pennington solllo-
quized. “You're n smarter man than 1
thonght, You're trring to play both
enide agninst the middi <" He reenlled
the mport of his private detective and
the MWeldent of Oglivg's visit to
young [Tenry Poundstone’s ofMice with
n small Ieather bag: he was more
thinn evef evnvinced that this bag had
conthined the bribe, In gold eoln,
which hnd been productive of that
temporary fronctilee and the verbal
understanding for it possible exten-
wlon,

“Ogllvy  did  buslhess with yom
through your son Henry,® he ehal-
lenged. Poundstone started tiolently, |
“How much did Henry get ont of W
Pennington continued brutally, 1

“Two hundred and Afty dollars res |
tniner, and pot a cent more,” Pound-
stone protested virtuousiy—and truthe
fully,

“You're not so good s business man |
ne I guve yvou eredit for belng.” the
Colonel retorted mirthfully. “T'wo huns
dred  and  fifty dollars! Oh, Lordl
Ponndstone, you're funny., Upon my
word you're a scream,” And the Colo-
nel gave himself up to a sincerely
hearty inugh, “You call It a retainer,”
he continned presently, *but a grand
Jury might cull it something else. How-
ever,” he went on after a slight pause, ..
“you're not In politics for your bealth;
8o let's get down to bruss tacks, How '
much do you want to deny the N. C. O,
not only an extension of that tem-
pornry franchise but alko a permanent
franchize when they apply for "

Poundstone rose with great dignity,

“Colonel  Penningten, sir,” he sald,
“yout Insult we.” Y
“Sit down. You've been Insulted

that way before now. Bhall we say
one thousand dollars per ench for yoar
three good counclimen and troe, and
for yourself that sedan of my nlece's?
108 n good eare, T Imngine It will please
Mre, P, Immensely and grant you sur-
cense from sorrow, Of conrse, 1 will
not give it to you, I sell It to you—
five hundred down upon the signing of
the ngreement, nnd In Hew of the eaxh
I will take over that Jitney Mrs
Poundstone finds so distasteful, Then
I will employ your son, Henry, as the
nttorney for the Laguna Greande Lume
Ler company and give him a retainer
of twenty-five hunlred dolinm for one
yenar, 1 will leave It to you to get this
twenty-five  hundred  dollars  from
Henry nnd pay my nlece ensh for the
enr, Doesn't that strike you ng a pems
foctly safe and sane proposition?

od n visin of panradise opefied up
before Poundstone, he could not have
been more theilled. He had boen abso-
lutely honest In his ples to Mrs
Poundstone that he conld not afford a
thirty-two-hundred-and-fiftydollars se
dun, mueh as he longed to oblige her
nod goin a8 greatly-to-be-desined pence
And now the price wns dangling before
hik eyes, %0 to speak,. At any rate It
wus parked in the porte-cochere not
fifty feet distant!

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
Cloth for Hard Wear,

A new textlle fobrle which, It s
clalwmed, will 1end to lower the pres
ent high cost of men's clothing Is bes
tog placed on the mnrket hy a Puds
sey (Yorkshire) manufacturer, writes
Henry F. Grady from London, The
London ngents of the manufacturep
state thit the new cloth s made en
tirely of sllk noil (or short Ohers):
and that, while superior In wearing
properties 10 a poes warsted It caa
be mold at the price of the best wool
fahrien. It 1s mald 10 he strong sand
almost untearnhle. very sultuhle for
bird wenr, snd ean be obiulned i |
groys, browns and blncka

Not at All
“Did you admire the noances of |
that singer? “Why, everything she
had on was as old a8 the Rilla™

ENRICHED BY DEED OF 1848

Finding of Anciest Document Ralses
Woman From Comparative Pov-
erty to Wealth,

New York.—The fAnding of an old
deed, dated November 21, 1548, has
eliated Mrs. Mary A, Barney of Jag-
gar avenue, Flushing, from compara-
tive poverty to wealth, Her fortune
Is estimated well into five Agund, The
unclent document has been lost fur
more than 20 years. It gives owner.

ship rights to 16 neres of property at '
Oyster bay, L. L, overlooking the |
sound,

The deed, which was found amopg
wome ol papers, couveyed the prop-
erty to Dunlel Baymon, Mra. Barney's
grondfather, 72 years ago, but as It
hond been {n!ﬁllhi, Mrs. Barney wns
unnbile to obtalp possession of tne
property, Upon lts discovery, however,
the present occupants agreed to va-
cnte, and as soon as the legal technl-
colltles have been yone through Mrs.
Barney will become undisputed owner,

LITTLE MOTHER

By EDNA BOUTWELL.

Ve IPEG, by MOCiurs Newspaper Myndigate. )

The oldsfashionsd clock ehimed 6.
As If It were o slgnul, the Winsome
Lady opened the door, and poered
down the dusky hall, her eyes filed
with welcome for the litle fgure
husely approaching,

O, I'm =0 glad you cume,” whis-
pered the Winsome Lady, deawing the
tiny fAgure within the room and eclos-
ing the door,

The frall hands caressingly stroked
the brown halr. For a moment there
was sllence, then the Litgest Mother
spoke:

“You are a dear girl, Ruth, and 1
love you. Pm sorry you're golng, But
I's better, ax you weren't wmade for
settlement work. Are you going to
marry the Doctor Muan?™”

The girl ralsed her hend quickly,
“Marey bl she scoffed. “I'd sooner
dle!”

“You say things so beanutifully. But
talk to me” begged the Winsome Lady,
s she resumed her former position.

“1 think you need n love story. It
sometlines proves o cure for a certaln
slckpess, 111 wll you wmwy own love
Btory.”

“Nours!" smlled the girl, her brown
eyes flled with a tender Hght,

“It was long ago,” begnn the Lit
tlest Mother, bending her white head,
“when I was o ogirk, 1 Mved In Ire-
Innd, by the sen. [ loved and was™s
loved by Tamimons Wyone, One lovely
woonlight nlght ns we strolled hand
In hand up the slde of & woodland hill,
I told Tummns thut | was sure there
wire falrles nbout.,”

*Falries—little men!'" mocked he,
* ‘there are no such thiogs!**

“We heard a peal of shirlll langhter,
but could see ‘no one, Then Tummas

| turned boyishly to me aud sald: ‘Walt

for me, BElen, walt for mel' With
this he was gone, T walted for a long
the wod then, belng childishly nfrald,
I went after him,”  Here the speaker's
volen broke, but she continued gravely
a8 If grown wenry with the telling:

\ At the top of the hlll 1 found Tain-

mius—dead, Dead, with a smile on his
face, and o his hands—a tiny sliver
button! The fairles bad punished him
and left thelr sign.'

The girl's eyes were luminous with
unshed tears. ‘But you don't belleve
thut—do you?" querled the girl as they
both arose,

“Of course! Everyone belleved It1
But 18 children I've always wanted,

Ight L dream of them, with thelr
m banild ‘that they hold out to me.
I went to night scheol for long years
=10 be a teacher; but I came here,
out of pity. 1 think today is my birth-
duy, nnd I've saved enough to
n ticket to Irelond. 1 don't feel
cleaning—Iin fact 1 don't feel very well
—'* She hesitoted ns the door opened
ond revenléd the handsome, debooalr
doctor.

“1I heard the story,” he anoouteed,
flushing, “und Ruoth, forgive me! I'm
not ln the servige, boenuse 1 belong to
the secrel servive,

“Oh, my dear,” nnd the girl kissed
him. “Why didn't you tell met I
thought you were o slacker!™

And  the  Liftlest  AMother, belng
worldly wise, slipped quistly out, Into
the crowded street, -

Suddenly she heard her name ealled,
She turned and confronted o big Trish
policetnn known as Tim Rellly. By
the srm be held a giet with painted
lNps und wide, frightened cves,

In his rich brogue be uareated to
the tiny tady, how the “slick un” as
the girl was famed, had been eaught
stealing nyuin,

“An' s me as will give
doos," e grioned,

“Let me whilsper In your onr, Tim*
communded the Littlest Mother, ns If
she did oot miond the curlons throng.

“Sure un' 1 willl” shoutesl  Tim,
stralghitening up; “ye nir a suint. Take
ber If ye can find good in the lolkes
of her"

The woee lady's eyes twinkled lke
stars a8 she drew the girl Into & door-
wiry, while Tim dispersed the crowd,

*Pake this™ she suld, giving the girl
a roll of bllls, “and try to be a better
girl"

The girl looked shrewdly afier the
disappenring fgure,  “God—what a
fool I she sneered, and Bed,

The Littlest Mother reached her
cheerless room at lnst, aud sank wear-
fly down in n chale facing the distant
sunset,

Below the window stood a wanderer,
his violin tucked loviagly beneath his
chin, Seeing the weary figure, hg start-
ed to play o baunting melody,

The weary look fled, and the Littlest
Mother, chancing to ralse her eyes,
guve a cry of rapture. For there, hung
on the faded wall, was a pleture of
the Modonna and Child—the birthday
gift of her friends,

“Tammns,” whispered the Littlest
Mother, “see¢ the baby—and look—the
mother smiles nt me

She stretched oup eager, trembling
bands townrd the plcture and almost
unconsclionsly repeated these sweet old
words she loved so well:

“Do you think what the end of a per-
feot day
Can mean (o & tired heart—*

Well, this Is the end of a perfect
dny.

Near the end of a Journey, (00—

Her volee broke as the wanderer
censed his playing, and ghe bowed her
head on her hands, murmuring: “I've
walted long, Tammas—I'm coming—
I'm eoming!™

And the dylng sunset touched with a
lingering caress the bent head, and
the glory of It Olled the roowm, :

-
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'er her
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