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CHAPTER XXII )

T

tiently when [ suggested that De

meant
“Bridge!"” he exploded. “Wfy, Fran-
cis doesn't know bridge from casino!

Poker, I tell you, and faro—and all
the rest. The plucking was done
nightly at a certaln—er—club, the es-
tablishment of a gentleman by the
name of McGinty—'Spot’ McGinty—
{6h, you know the place, then?”

I faced him earnestly. “I—er—
Judge Blllings, do 1 understand you—
that is, it can’t be that you are speak-

© "O!" Just/a gasp, you know; and
~my jolly cheeks stung as from a dash
of flery what'sits-name sauce. 5o be
knew about the pajamas, too!

1 half rose from my chair.

“I—1 assure you, sir—" I began stif-
iy,

His fussy shrug checked me. "“No,
Bo, we'll just have to walt tll Jack

the
snyway—who wapted to see them, 1
they could see her? I was just going
% suggest this, when he went on:

“The fact is—" He hesitated, then
fiicked his ashes With a sigh. “Oh,
well, since I've said as much as |
hn. 1 should go further, | suppos
‘s only falr not to leave you in the
nrk, especially as my daughter was
enthustastitally telling me just now”
—puff—"that she already looks on
you as one of the family.’

“By Jove, did she ‘though?* |
hitched . to the front-of the chair.
“How dev—I mean how—"

He nodded. “Amd s0 I feel justitied
in talking to you frankly—not that 1
want to prejudice you against iran-
cls, you understand, but just because™
~-his head wagged ‘soberly—"Francls
‘won't _do!" yd hc looked at me

steadlly.
mnp a -n-rypun struck

through m _time
from her m father! 1 :ut sat there

Teel
ing iu my face. He moved to a seat

nearer.
“I don't ke to seem to be dis-

1 5‘}
3 szEEEE§§E:s§,
T;

ing
incredulously.
rely you are not
“I just am!" His Jaw.set With a
“Just who I'm talking about

“I mean your Frances
t

groaned.
cls!”

Dash it, what they all chorused at
me! They seemed pretty positive
about it, too, and I was jolly miser-
able; but looking back now, I some-
how think of that moment as being
the/point where l renen.d the parting
of the what-yo

Meantime, Rer Tather was studying
me a lttle oddly and smiling.

“I seo.you don't quite lke what 1
say about Francis” he remarked, put-
fing complacently,

I looked him straight in the eye.

“Ob, you don’t know Fran-

blurted. Then I screwed my monocle
tight and stralghtened forward. “By
Jove, I think you ought tq be ashamed
of yourselt, you know!"

“Wh—what's that?—Lightnut!” He
turned a beet color and grasped the
arms of his chalr.

“Oh, I do.” 1 stood tip and he fol-
lowed. *I think if that poor child had
bad a lttle—er—forbearance and
kindness—that sort of thing—oh, dash
it, T just think you‘vc been infernally

“Well, I'll be—' Ha swallowed ft,
neck forward, um nooa panting a bit.
e Je . “Um!™
Ho stood mor', his m: braced apart,
his white brows beetling at the floor.
“Harsh!" He oocked his head on one
side, thrusting out his heavy under.
lip. Then came a sniff and a grunt,
and ob, he looked black!

And just then came a quick breath,
and I caught a murmur: “I wonder
now . if, after all, that is true! By
George, they say children>and—" The
mutter tralled oft. “Here, here, my
boy—sit down,” he exclaimed sudden-
ly; and he made me.

“1 want to thank you, Lightnut,” he
sald impressively. “It may be that
you are right. Perhaps the better
owurse would be.geutly to reason with

“Oh, judge, I am sure of it,” | urged
feellngly.

“Well, well, my boy—we'll see.” He
patted me on the knee.. “I'm golng
way—by George, I'll do-it
His eyes seemed to hold
me with a more kindly and personal
interest. “Do you know I can't tell
you bow glad I am that yw find so
much in Francis to like; & 1a
delighted.” Still l!udﬂnl nu -uon~
tively, be musingly reached for a fresh
“In point of fact, Lightout, |

And, by Jove, be smiled at me—a
devilish pleasant smile!

Bo I just lunodlmm-ldl
o go:

“Frankly, I don't, If you must know,” 1|

“Well, I'll Be—"

Lightnuf
gushed!

Jove, he almost
*“You're not joking now, are
you?” He peered anxiously into my
face. “No, by George, 1 believe you
really mean t!” And he went to
pumping like mad. ~How awfully
good of you—self-sacriticing 1s the

word! ~Are you quite sure you don’t
mind ?*
Mlnd"" By Jove, I think [ looked

what I felt at such a dashed silly

ell! well! well! My dear young
friend!” And oh, he went on In the
most disgusting way—wigy, dash 1t,
you would have thought | .was dotng
him some favor! 1 guessed, though,
that it was the usual custom, but it
seemed rum—for I should bave
thought that In Bving your daughter
away, you put the thanks up to the
other fellow. But Pugsley says the
rule varies—quite often varies! Any-
how, I felt so gratified that I had tak-
en the honorable‘course and spoken
m her uuur—nnd-;-unn 50 many do
you know. As It was, It
uv- me qnlu a comfortable glow of
pride, and I reflected how much bet-
ter it always Is to follow the wise
dictates of your what's-ts-name!

“By Jove!" I thought, as 1 nodded
and smiled back, “1 wonder what b
would 'say if he knew that Frances
and [ are already engaged!”

CHAPTER XXIII.

The Family Black Sheep,
Presently I got in a word:
1 have your permis-

Heo lifted his hands
and eyes. “You certainly have, my
boy—don't | make it clear? Why,
I'm simply delighted—and grateful—
oh, so grateful to you!"

And, by Jove, he meant ft—there
was no mistaking his fervency! Hut
it made me feel like a silly ass, you
know. Custom or no custom, it just
made me a bit nifty to think her
father would speak this way. Might
be good form, but it appeared rotten
taste—lots of things seem that way,
dash it! Suggested this to Pugsley
once, but he was so devillsh shocked
couldn’t eat his luncheon—wasn't able
to feteh a dashed word for four hours!

“Why, Lightaut” he dropped to a
aning forward, with shining
you can't possibly know what
thia means Just at this time! Why, it
Tou h-dnt offered to speak to iran-
s not likely that any one else

acalated, shocked.
“Who would want to?” And ne
grimaced horribly.

“Oh, 1 say no 1 protested warm-
Iy.

y boy, 1 tell you I know—you

He lifted his hand eloquently,

don't!”

won by five votes.
The commissioned officers of the

\eflecting the corners of hi: — | north of Port Huron. Maj. L& L. Dur-
B oyt o chren Tt you fee, of the Tweatyaixth iafantry, Is
n charge. =~

there's not another living man would
dare chance It!” lle threw himsell
backward, puffing his -cheeks at me
and walling his eyes frightfully. "““upmna by federal troops near Hult- |
fact, hereabouts—whers Francis 15| Jiiic ‘ana summarily hanged ~ Refu:
known, there have been two men— | gees arriving from that bandit- mu(-l
only just two—who ever had the lP‘ :d rmon say the fringe of the for-
merity to do 1t." ining the road for a long dis- |
“Oh!" 1 commented. Wondered If | tance in the vicinlty of Hultzilac was
one of these Was the other chap she marked with bodies hpnging trom the
‘was engaged to. | Umbs of trees.
He proceeded mpressively: «one| The rebel leader surrendered after
of these, my dear str, was our rector | & Short battle
—a most charming and venerable old
man, now nearly elghty-three and par-
tlally paralyzed and deaf; lives a
sweet, patlent life all alone, you know,
with 0o one 1n the world to care for
him. Well, sir,” he stiffened dramat-
ically, leveling one finger at me, “do |
you think that Francis would even
listen to him?" |

Over 200 Mexican Rebels Hanged.
Two hundred rebel Zapatistas were |

to trees.

DId 1?7 Well, dash 1t, d1d 17

But I tried to mumble something S ana
polite.

“And then—" he puffed as he re-

lighted his cigar,
feur, you know."
"Eb, Jack's—what's that?" I gripped
the arms of my chalr.

Yes,” ho nodded, chaut- | §4.3550

" : milkers,

feur. Oh, I was so disappointed at| i :u,ru>‘1:xr|10n "“’ﬁ

“there’s Jack’s chaur.

34
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sid
the result of his effort!” The ol Vi)
gentleman slipped back In his chair| than last w
with a sigh. “Francts just awore at| ‘{4

him, you know!" | £

“By Jove!" | managed to get out— | }
and yet, somehow, I was devilish|
pleased about it.

“You see?” And he spread out nu:
bands. “Absolutely no sense of ap-
preciation, you observe; and it had
seemed such a splendid chance! You
see they had been so lntimate—oh,
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I caught my breath. “In—Intimate!"
I stammered. “You don't mean Fran-
and this chauffeur?”

Ob, yes," carelessly, “Scogglns 1s
all right; very superlor young man
for his position—fond of Fracls, you
know, and I really think has great in-
fluence.” Ho puffed complacently an |
tostant. “Fact s, they are always to- | ¢r8 and
gether when Francls i3 home'—putt | G
—“motoring, boating, or else off some. | $5.50G
where camping together.” ;
—what's that—not
I looked at him aghast.

b
tng? $55090;
dommon mm‘ g
Mok

come now, judge—really you don't| 3354
mean that, do you—not camping to- o eyt >
gether?” |

1 spoke excitedly, but he Just stared
at me with an expression of blank sur-
prise. |

“En? Why, certainly, my dear boy — Wheat—C No
—for weeks at a time—and why not?” | $1,12; July opened at 3112
His shift manifested some Impatience, “,;f;":‘,'"’.:“‘ﬁ",“" o ',:,,"- Heptem®,
“Pshaw, Lightnut” he growled, filck- | $1 Decomper, opened “al $11%
und drrllmd to .31 1 white,

ing his ash, “what's the odds—why b-
so particular? ‘I don’t mind!
jammed his hands into his uouur-
pockets till it seemed he would go | 55
through them. “I tell you, I'm glad
I'm democratic

“On!" | uttered, seetng a ugm_

So that was it! Well, tn any case, |
I knew now that I was a republican,
by Jove! Nover did know before
what | was and it was a devillsh re-
lef to find out. Half made up my
mind, then and there, I would vote | There
next election—never bad, you know;
fow of our set ever did. Pugsley, for |
one, held it to be doubtful form.

“Bright; seltmade young ma
caught as 1 came back: By Jove, he|
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was still talking about that beastly | Dayis. §3 =
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“Ob, dash it, yes!" And I think

termelons—300400_ea
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T

this must have been when I broke the
corner out of a filling.

“That was why | was 8o sorry he
falled with Francls,” he continued re-
gretfully; “but you may succeed bet-
ter—oh, I don’t know but what it will
do just as well!”

“Thanks—er—awfully!” 1
mured weakly.

“Oh, I think so—oh, yes!" He bobbed
his head as though he were quite re-
slgned to it—then went on thought
tully:

“And anyhow, if Francls finds you
are In deadly earnest, why it
voice dropped off musingly:
belleve that would make
ob, lots easter for Scoggins.” |

I blinked a little with my free eye.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
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e a Nuisance

Staten Island Made a Dumping Ground
by Its Big N-lnhbcr. New
K City.

. —_—
Staten Island, N, Y., is notorious as
a refuge for stray dogs. The borough
across the bay Is overrun with home-
less curs of sizes, ages and descrip-
tions, and the pollcﬂnen are kept |
busy shooting them up to appease the
fears of the nervous inhabitants.
“Most of them ¢ome across on the

they
“Thanks awfully; aod—er—by the

12
1 per ton.

dogs on Staten Island than fn all the
rest of the boroughs put together.” Chippewa county _supervisors ap-

——— propriated $800 for the entertainment
of the state grange, which meets in

Her Reward. Sault Ste. Marfe in December. Bus-

cook for a wellknown Seattle iness men -will donate a similar
Iupmy left, and no other could be ob- | amount.
| tained, 5o ‘the lady of the house did  Twenty-four members of the Sev-
| the cooking hergelf, with such satls | enth Michigan Volunteer infantry /

from Companies A to K, with thely|
held their annual reunien In
Capt. John D. Spillane; of
the drummer boy of the/Rap- |
pabannock, was chosen president and |

factory results that, after a month, |
wives,
M

| A. P. Glasple, of Oxford, secretary-
m course the nelghbors #00n heard | reasurer. They meet at
of this, and when the cook left tn an. | pest year. | o 0 Lonte

Abrabam Nickasari, sged 30, of
ng

r‘v;_mvy.-mmmmm- m,%ww,. iz body to pieces
wi lynamite.
And, putting her arms round his A
Horton vesidents are badly scared
neck, she cooed: “What shall I get | because 4f the fact milk taken from

a cow, /afflicted with rabbies from a
mad dog been: by

“the past few years. My hair fell out
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Bread—Cake'— P}utry :

More Economical
More Tasty . More HnltIM:I

Remember that with

DR. PRICE’

Cream \

BAKING POWDER |

~A Strictly Pure, Cream of Tartar Po

and of finest quality.

REMEMBER |

Great Success, Delicious foods,
are yours

with Home Baking and
~ DR. PRICE'S
CREAM BAKING POWDER

when
Bake Day Comes

The Village Cut-Up,

“Charley Billlogsby always has
somsthing funny to say, no matter
what happens.”

“I know it. He's awfully comical.”

“I often wonder how he thinks of
the humorous thoughts he has.
just perfectly killing. 1 never heard
him call an umbrella anything but a
bumbershoot.”
BURNING ITCH WAS CURED

“I deem it my duty to tell about &
cure that the Cuticura Soap and Ofnt-
ment, have made on myself. My trou-
ble began in splotches breaking out
right in the edge of my halr on the
forehead, and spread over the front
part of the top of my head from ear to
ear, and over my ears which caused 3
most fearful burning itch, or eczemi.

‘For three years I had this terrible
breaking out on my forehead and
scalp. I tried our family doctor and
he falled to cure it. Then I tried the
Cuticura Soap and Ointment and used
them for two months with the result Joat 13 better than
A L n et T T | s B e e Lt
and Ointment should have the credit
due, and I have advised a lot of peo-
ple to use them.” (Signed) C. D.
Tharrington, Creek, N. C., Jan. 26, 1911.

ftching Scalp—Hair Fell Out.

“I will say that I have been suffer-
ing with an ftching on my scalp for

Didn't Know What 1t Was.
Senator Duncan teher
condemaing at a dinner jn luhob

farming as the tramp was.of industry.
“You've heard of that tramp, per-
haj wore on his face a sneer of

ft—an herb? "

No thoughtful person uses liquid blue. M
a pinch Mot g in 2 2 large bottle of water. Ask
for Bad Eross Ball Bue, the bius thatisili bive.
Entirely Practical.
n, 1 hope you are engaged to a
1 1

“Ob, she'’s very practical, dad. She
drives her own car, and she can take a
motor apart as voll a8 any expert in
the busine:

Garfleld Tea, the Narer Ladative is made
entirely of carefully selested pure berbs.

in spots all ovi y head. My scalp
started to trouble me with sores, then
the sores healed up, and crusts
formed on the top. Then the hair f

out and left me three bald spots the
shape of a half dollar. I wenf to more
than one doctor, but could rot get any
rellef, so I started to use the Cuticura
Remedles. I tried one bar of Cuticura
Boap and some Cuticura Ointment,
and felt relleved right away. .Now the
bald spots have disappeared, and my
bair has grown, thanks to the Cuti-

Fine for a light luncheon or &
meal.

cura Soap and Ofntmeébt. 1 highly Ready to serve—no
recommend the Cuticura Remedies o | [I| cooking odor to permeate the house, /
all that are suffering with scalp trou- and scal as Il 7
ble” (Signed) Samuel Stern, 236 well. Makesexcel- Jff /
Floyd 8t, Brooklyn, N. Y. Feb. 7, oot cocn beef Hadky

1911. Although Cuticurs Soap and 9
Ointment are sold by druggists and, At Every Grocers |
dealers everywhere, a sample of each,

with 32-page book, will be malled
free on application to “Cuticura,”
Dept. L, Boston.

Fathers' Day.

Gabe—i seo that they celebrated
Mothers’ Day. Why don't they hav,
Fathers' Day.

Steve—Father has, evers Saturday
night, hasn't he?




