fil

cavayard of razor-Noofed buftaloes
raced back and

[ burt by her &r
- Y -her jef, yet soothed
the 2,000 men on Eara C e et

love. her thoughts in a whirl nm!

The c-nufq Carries Off His Spoil.
Half an hour later they heard the
sound of volcés and wheels.
logked v and saw & light
foar men in 1t driving tnto the meadows
vroy- the south, The driver was Seth

around, pesterfng you all with

2 Folletl mounted orp Dandy, ma- be
Tiey'd make you serafch

"Beuer get some  sleep younell
R effl

the man beside him he knew | o oo
to be' I\J!hnp Snow, the one they galled | 1)) oy 1
o

dop't get ovel a".spraly lhlnklnz about lhlngl and I have

to ‘watch out for my little girl there. .
You can't lell what these cusges might |

nl ers h(~ hed seeh in Al'u.hun. but be

show yoh whee he sald lho place wap.

T
and went for ward when | nlng’){ack

opped.. leaning casually [ ‘Then:l 30 of us vulchlnz out for

the gadate blanket 1 the warm mo
Thertl] be 31 l“l we get out Of this

#The wagap train s coming—hd
e whips? Now, ook nc‘u, why dop’

He lifted up th'- wagon cover softly |
a little later, and found that she slept. |
As they rode on, Steffius questioned

s
o out of the way around xum‘
1 sge you've brought along

at Is bigger than a whole
(0 80 bick IhL.L “do you"

was already under, and, honest,
couldn’t have got the other one any
more than you could have shot your
kid that dl\y he u])-cnded the grav’

1 skould be expecting to see h
y

a B

-

you'd get out’os | piace to the women, and soml
| dance, ang come off with me.
ougul’ the boys back with a pack m

v ml) plunder you. want to bri
and you needn’t ever see U

ve | have been better to have waited,
to kill anyone, Lew, no matter how

3R

Sho nestled in his arms, feeling
grief the comfort of his tends

7B

young man with yellow hair and quick

g at length to his compan-
. blue eyes, in what an observant Brit

Txu- mg whips could be heard plal

ons.
“We betfer zet to this Surying, “ly. cracking like rifle shots, and #ho;
a

mmh'lng of (he '-.a;ons and the crl

W him o to Prut 1onue ralse
There were shouts and cxl

)
blanket over his arm; end lead her | | siiatches, of song from along the line,
up the road around a turn that
w beyond & cfump of the oak |

s, | young woman on to the rear platform |

Pullman car attached to the|

| east-bound overland express at Og
n.

then the rattling of harne

As they lingered on the platform be-
d “fore the train started they were hailed
and loudly chereqd, averred the journal
A hail came from the rear of nh:,‘ d

with a | | uuxmhd shoulders up ander the bow

ted( they swang ;mn hats in a drunk
. and Ao this rough ovation

F\)leu ~huok bands with bim heat
weré tears in her eyes at that

Stefins, oar wagon mds. | At nm response from the il

marked relief, the young outlaw on the

eyes pu ut out to glt away lmm zhe

shouted_as a last message
thal

d théy sald )‘ull'(l hit the

Later, as the train shrieked its way

,\
5

st, with his double-visored plaic
that girl going to a low cuss of a Gen- ith is doublevisored. plaid

* think of letting such a critter oss the aisle say to the girl:
Now we're on our own property at
For the next 60 hours we'll be

N
‘We're gulnx on with you, Lca 1
| riding across our own fronl )unl~and

“Bully pmnd to lm e you.

icconnl of that Afken purty.”

ain
;lrl looking at the mz, lumbering con. \nmuu) God \\Ilh no nonsense about

n
'\\'hcreumn had been later added to |
the journal a note to the effect that
| Americans are not only quite as pronc
to vaunt and brag and tell big stories
as other explorers had asserted,
that in‘the west they were ready blas

rried GWD pomnd; of (rcigm

guess you to heft over 2§ or 30 at the
I'll have the box filled In |
with spruce boughs and a lot of nice
bunch grass, and put some comforts
Yet the couple minded not the ob-/
u ‘won't starve. either, not |
while theré's meat running.”

“And, say, Lew, she's got some stuff

Who'd /know but the gir}?! Snpw
4'And Brotifer Brigham wou¥d

American life to the very bank of the

ride back with a packjack and bring
She'll tell him what to get.”

with the matter of themselves.
® | “You'll have to back me up when
| we get to Springfieid,he sald to her
one late afternoon, when. they neared

“And give us some grub, Le;

uwrnw}‘ and l lot of wldlers So
doa’ count on me, Brother Snow,
4t any stage of it now or afterwards,
L got a pretty sizable hu.nily
would hate to Iole me...

An hour later, when the train whs
nearly ready to start, Follett took his

“I've hgam that old Grandpa Corson {s

showed her, a littlé way below theyn,
the cedar at the foot of the sandstohe
He etayed back, thinking 'she.
would ‘wish to be there alone.
when ‘she stood by the new, grave ibe
looked up and beckoned to him.

e Ghano p. spealing 1n & Her eyes came in from the brown
teide-to light |
chilled. -4ven ‘the enthusiasm of the rolling of the plain outside-to ligl

lamps having not yet been lighted, the |
head of grace nestled suddenly on its
pillow of brawn with only a tremulous |
sigh of security for answer.

This brough his arm quickly sbout
her in a profecting clasp,
et | the sidelong gaze of the now scandal-
| 126 but not less observant toutlst.

gentle
Msndli llvlet to you—lix: as not l‘ll
how much he was to me.
big and strong like other men,
now Issoe that He was very dear apd |

o
'hyA ld feel l'lul sad lor you all it
thing was to hm- to me—if the

TWOW. 08‘purpos2 to pick me up.

nu braia, 'h- an inspiration struck

'u'- the ltn-t, sweetest, pmueu
little girl in all the world,” he sai:
“Ob. you dear old Jack boy!”

£

lunch Is mm- for many

;l

llﬁ it very deep water.”

“I am in deep water already,” she
said gently, and I should be more than
glad 1f you can find a way to help me,
but it won't be very easy. I thought
it snch a good {dea to start with, but
now it doesn't seem to have worked
out very well.”

‘just think how horribly unpleasan
it would be for me to meet him, no
having a notion as to which letter
put in the post. Whereas you cqul
be as Innocent as a lamb, and easi]
find out fncidentally in. conversatiop
whether I sald ‘Yes' or ‘No.'™

rising and walking across the gravel-
ed terrace to the balustrade.

“What is it?"
“It's Mr. Peters

ily. across the. lake.

little surprise.
ters for quite

“I.don’t know
that 'he has asked me to marry him,”
she went on after a’pause.

a long time.” |

“Yes,” 1 sald, “several times.” ’} As the interview had been force
“I wish people wouldn't ask me to |on me I determined to make the begt
marry them,” Cynthia sajl fmpatient. | of it

. I never know what to s
“There i3 not much choic
“You can only say

]

es’ or |

“Did you make that surround you |
was golng to make, Rool?”

“That's just what is so tiresom
she sald calmly. “I said nothing. Yes-
terday he wrote to say he reaily must
have an answer. He gave me a week
to think it over, as he did not wish
to hurry me. But I sent him my an-
swer by post last night!™

“Why did you do that? It would

he-suggested it, till the end of the
week, I think.” Cynthia could change
her mind a dozen times In a week.

" she answered serfously. *1
lenl lhc answer at once because I
bate fo have a thing of that sort
hanging over my head.”

“If you have already sent your an-
swer, where can the difficuity be?
| What was it?” I repeated with a lit-
| te impatience. es, or no?"

f it, Honor, dear,” she sald entreat-
she sald, turning | lnll!
her face away and looking out dream- | you to do.
| instead of me.
“Still Mr. Peters?” I asked with a how m meet him, and shan't be taken
“It has been Mr. Pe- | aback

if I have told you/a servant came to tell me that Mf.

| Peters was in the drawing-room. anf
| that Cynthia could not be found. .

1 ob | her return

“Well?" she sald Interrogatively. | .
d you see him?" N
“Yes, I saw him” 1 gnswered
curtly.

the mall?

hav

to him for half an hour and couldn't
find out that much!
any

toms? "

he look jubilant—as if he would like
to stand on his head?
look as if he badn't shaved for a
week, and
again?

h:vny‘."

“I don't know,” she. said, gently;
“that's just where the trouble fs.”
‘Cynthia!” I cried sharply.
mean to tell me you don't

He Has Asked Me to Marry Him.

she replied, with maddening se
“I sent him his answer last |

. and I've no more notion what

example, “than the man in the moon.™

“Cynthia,” 1 said slowly, think |
one of us must be mad, and 1 do not
b('llv e it Is L”
Not at all,”

she

retorted briskly;

“if you will listen I'll tell you exactly t"b"! Fll go and persuade him, if I
can, to come and see you.”

how it happened.

restering me for an answer for weeks,

anl the truth was I could not for the | from my rather (istasteful mission to

find Cynthia by herself in the draw-
ing-room.
was wreathed in
waved a square of white paper at me
he Is so nice that | exullnnll) as | entered the room.

life of me make up mind what to
say. Don't you think he is a very
unice man, Honor?" she added, looking
at me earnestly.
“That fs just it;
I hadr't the heart to say:
but as I never have li

0’ to him;

I couldn’t be quite sure I wanted to |

say "Yes' Then this letter asking for |
d definite answer came
bolt.
“1 felt quite sure it would be ro eas.
fer to make up my mind
a week, and that the best thin
be to do it at once. So 1 did.”
“1 am glad to giear it,”
dryly. 1 understcod you to say you
| do not know what you had sald.’’
“No more I do.

| fire and the other in the mail”
Which did you put in the maf?
“I don't know,” she answered pla.

cidly,

in.”

yothia!™ I exclaimed, laughinz
against my will, “and you call that |
making up your mind!” »

“At first I thousht It was rather |

good idea. Of course /the awkward
| »art is not knowing what I have sait
o him. If I'found | had mailed the
wrong one, 1 should/ probably have
| sent the other after it
wouldn't have mended matters.”
“There I3 nothing for it but o face
the situdtion,” I/ remarked impa-
tiently. >
“1 don’t mind the situation; jt's Mr.
Peters | don’t wast to face/” Cynt

two
“Just ‘think /of the unpleasantness
of it, Honor" fshe remarked “I have

had
at three

oclpek.”
what are you golag to do””

1 ask hlm if be was good: nor how old
“Do you ' he was;
know | nor any
whether you have accepted Mr. l’e(ors | tion.”
| or refused him?" ‘
“That is exactly the state of ‘the | | 80t to be done over again, and we are
| no further than we were before,”

N more to do with you,”
verely.

she
much more settied.”

“no sign
its began to droop,
prised to notice a little line of worry
permanently settle itself between her
cyebrows.

a secluded corner In tears.

Honor?
yet.”

as.” she looked around for an |belplessiy.
perately

it. Honor—that 1 mean ‘Yes for an
| the rest of my-life.”

Peters has m’en’

d_fair hair, H

dress 1

he

like o thunder-|
°

weex for my answer!” I stared at
rher stupldly.

“Oh, Honor, 1 am so happy,” she

softly don't be angry with

at the end of | said
would | n

I remarked \ and will be here in a moment,” I an-
B

I wrote two letters, | bad a lesson,
one accepting him and the other re-| mind at last.”
fusing him, and addressed them ex- |
actly alike and shufed them with my | a slight show of -Indignation.
| eyes shut. and then I put one’ in the |
{in at the door, and I went out by the
| window Into the garden.

“that's just where the fix comes |

And that |

telegram to say be fs coming g

l!mrlhll.ll

PEESE

“I am not going to help you,” I sai;

“1 am sure you wijl when you think

“It is not much I am asking
Just to see Mr. Peters,
Then I shall know

It was close upon three o'clock, anit

Cynthia faced me quite placidly on

“And which letter was it I put In

“I have no more notion than yon

Cynthia opened her eyes.
“You mean to tell me you talked

Weren't there
symptoms?”
“What do you mean

by ‘symp-

“When be came Into the room did
Oh did he

never meant to shave
Did you ask him if he was

eried, exasperated, “nor did

nor whether he dyes his hair,
other  impertinent ques-

“Then it scems to me it has all

she
. rising from her chair

1 afraid you will have to face
urself the next time, Cynthia,

icd gently.

> [ were to throw myself
¥." she said  hopefull

ter - p;

uth, and say 1 had |
a mistake—whichever way it |
--what do you think he would |

ile would certalnly

|
have nothing |
1 answered se- |

|

“l do wish I knew what I sald.”
murmured. I should feel so

Three

ys passed and there was
of Mr. Peters. Cynthia's spir-
and I was sur

Thea one afternoon I found ber in

“Oh. Honor,” she sobbed, giving
v altogether, “I must have said
o' Can't you help me anyhow,

You have never failed me

“Mr. Kidder

uu very picture of woe.
“What's the matter,
his valet.

what was the matter. The trousers of

your
must be more caveful, sir.

Those 1
bad prepared for you were hapging
across the fcot of the bed."—The Bo

hemian

n
s
of a particularly indigent cluster of |
puplls, she took the elass fn haod to
Q\l!sllnn them.

A Compliment.

“Of course,” sald Miss Clumsay,
language is not always
. but he can be very compll-

He says I'm |
S0 is'an oxtric.”

Fumoul Book Fl’*
ar of this paper can get free
of Dr. Cofice’s famous books

s of .
iscs, Scre Eyes, Failing Stght from any
< con cure Uhemsclves at home. at

mp-‘n!rh to Dr\W. 0, |
¢ Bldg., Dos Moites, Ta. |

" An Oversight.
When Chapple got up the o(bet‘

“l don’t know, Alphonse,” he

groan.
ed; “I passed a most unhappy might.”

Alphonse looked him over carefully. g
“Ob, sir,” he exclaimed, “1 kmow |

were not ereased. You

The philanthropical Fifth averme
dy was visiticg & lower East Side

unday school. To test the aptness

“Children, which s the greatest et

all virtues?”

Not one answered.
“Think a little. What ts ft T am do-

Ing when I give up time and pleasure
to come down ameng you for yeur
moral good?"

A grimy fist went up.

“Well, what am I doing, little boy 7™
“Buttin’ in!

"—Lite.

} r\'mlﬂ <
the

on the
| unfitness for suck’ a life, Howard ade _

sisfant pawsx
| sald the ambitious young man.
what do your people
going on’the stage?”

and his daughter
buy that pletir
father's return ' from a.gallery.
the old
pop?”  ‘'Twan't dear enouh."‘

falo, N. Y.

cer Skimmed.
the London drama-

He Was Thic!
Walter Howard

fellow said’ e wanted to go
tage. Nogleing hjs evident

vised him: to stk to his ‘present oo
cupation, wha

ver it was.. “I am as-
roker across the way,”
“And
think of your
asked Howard.
n they are-right against I,” was

unty reply, “but I stouldn’t mind

the disgrace mm

18,000,000 Catte Killed by Inspection
Ofiicers

in an attempt te.stamp owt hm‘lb
berculosis, and yet the

spreading. A most .-nlblo and u-
pensive remedy is recent'y elaimed

a free booklet issted by The Mutuad
| Mercantile Co, Cleveland, O., in sim-
ply feeding small deses of Rasaws to
the cattle.
or Feed Store, and costs but n few
cents per year for each cow. The rem-
edy Is claimed to be a posftive germl-
| cide and repders the cattle free from
| the disease,
a *ree booklet from the
resu wne statements made.

It ean bo had at any Drug

Every reader should get
N-ugglat and

Was Not For QGld Golde.
John Sloan, the noted 'illustrator

and etcher, lald down a, newspaper ac-
count of the sle of a Bongereau for

" he sald, “remind me of
ipn of old (‘()hu Golde

man answered. ‘Why noty

Deaf Cannot Be Cured

Helps the Wagon up
the Hill

The load seems lighter—Wagon

and team wear longer—You make

more moncy, and have more time

o mal:e money, when wheels are

greased with

canleGr

“But whatecan 1 do?" 1 replied,

sce him,” she said, des
“Tell him 1 didn't mean

“l can’t do that” 1 said at last,

I returned some

two hours later

To my, surprise her face
smiles, and . she

“Honor!” she crled. “It's the let-
1 found it in the pocket of the
was wearmg that day, and
Just waiting till the end of the

“Mr. Peters is putting up his horse |

ed, my wrath only partly appeas-
“and now, Cynthia, I hope you've
and know your own

“Of course I do,” she retorted, with

Mr. Peters at that moment came

by Jocal applicaitios, a4 they

Sire uearnese.and that 15
Deafooss fs uu;ol by an fnflamed
you

| tor of El Mercurio, the oldest
newspaper in the. republic of
¥s visiting this country for the/first
time, and is accompanied by B) wite:
He is at present in Washis

O tho'ear. Thers is oaly doe
4 oaly oae wi
w.-mu.oﬂf?. xun s
i of the
Tube.  Wea this

iaing of e Eupachian

canno
EY & CO- Toiedo, O
PR i tor consttpation.

Clileari Editor In America
Senor Carlos Silva, of Santlago,

It may not be possible

man to measure life; byl it is po
ble to £ay, I am resolyéd to put lte
to its noblost and L\

Tired Nervous Women \

Make Unhappy Homes

the verge of
misery to L\'crvone who comes under
her influcnce, and uj

erable herself.

CHANCE.
o)
4N
r -

you want to
In de city fer
friend?

dition aad you are
nervous pro

roof s monamental that nothing
1a is

Thousands
can testify to
Mrs. Vfllh

3‘...».. of m Morgan

MRS.GEO. A.JAMES
suftered 501 did not care what becama

m"“‘y{ d-y'.

rs. Geo. A. James, s life
luldenlof Predonia, N. Y,, writes:
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