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A Family Newspaper:—Devoted to Local and General Intelligence, Agricuiture &no

Advernse. - naependent on all Subjects.
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Stock of Harness, sin-
1d double; Buggy Sun-
shades: a general line of
‘arming and Garden
plements, Poultry
Wire, Barb Wire,

Wire Fence, &c. <

Large Line of
Cook Stoves

O1lStoves
Ranges

WE HAVE THE BEST
RANGE ON THE
MARKET--

e (Juick V] EAL

eral Line Cooking Uten-
;, Nickel, Tin and Agate-
ware, Blacksmiths’ Sup-
plies, Galvanized Iron
Roofing, Lawn Mow-
ers, Floor Cover-
ings, Linoleums,
Matting, Mat-
ting Rugs,
Ete., hite.
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HAMMOCKS, REFRIGERATORS,

and All Seasonable Household Goods. |

NO DOUBT ABOUT IT!

WE HAVE THE BEST
PAINTS ON THE MARKET.

We receive Eggs at the best
market prices.

Send Today For Bolgiano’s New Summer
Catalogue—Just Published.

Evervbody agrees that Bolgiano's Turnip, Ruta
Baga, Kale and Spinach Seeds are be-t

IT WILL PAY YOU to get our Samples and Prices.
Timothy seed, Red Clover, Sapling Clover, Crimson
Clover, Ete. Permanent pasture mixtures for ten dil-
ferent kinds of soil,

CHICK AND POULTRY FOODS. Iasecticides, SlugShot,
Lemon Oil, Paris Green, Fly Killer, Conkey’s Reme-
dies, Pratt’s Foods.

Strong, Sturdy, Well Grown CELERY PLANTS.

J. BOLGIANO & SON,

Seed Growers, Merchants, Importers, BALTIMORE, MD,

FOR SALE,

The valuable old Whiteley
Homestead, at Whiteleysburg,
Md., containing about three
hundred and fifty acres. Ap-
ply on premises to A. Schaube,
or address,

WM. H. BAKER,
741 Equitable Building,
7-13-3t] Baltimore, Md.

Soft Coal, ‘ Store and Dwelling,

!
Uor threshing purposes, etc., for sale |
ot the Vesper whart, D:aton.
.. B. TOWERS,
Denton, Md.

. Charles T. Matthews Co.,

—GENERAL— !
Commission Merchants,

Grain, Fruit, Eg¢s, kive Stock,
Butter, Poultry and Game.
Pratt and Hanover Sts , Baltimore, Md.

REFEKFENCES. —~The Commercial
and Farers' National Bank of Ralti-
more, The Citizens Central National
Hank ot New York, Commercial Agen-
cies.
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At Whiteleysburg, for sale or rent.
Good stand for business. Apply to

MRS. M. ELLA ANTHONY,
7-13.3t]

G-20-4t]

DENTON, MARYLAND: SA

‘Maryland, Delaware

and Virginia
FARMS, TIMBER LANDS AND
DUSINESS CHANCES

FOR SALLF.

If you want quick results list
your property with us,

Buwers will do well to get our
free hist.

Teil us vour wants.

SOUTHERN TIMBER LANDS
a specialiy.

Some Fine Bargains at $6.50
an acre.

stimates by reliable parties.

Barrow REAL ESTATE Agency,

Preston, Md.

Thawley's M. P
Sunday School

will Run Their Annual

EXCUHSION
TO

Reaob

- Wednesday
AUGUST Tth,

1907.

The Sunday School cordially invites
all to select this day as their outing, too,
and ¢o with with them: to the FEACH
for a day of real pleasure.

Train leaves Downes at
9.06: Tuckahoe at 9.09, and
Denton at 9.16 2. m.

J. FRANK BOOTI, Superintendent.
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The Children’'s Favorite
ce-CU LES---

Coughsa, Colds, Croup and
Whoeping Cough.

Thisremady iz famous for its cares over
alarge part of the c.vilized world., It can
always be depended upon, It contains no
opium or other hermiul drug end may be
given &s confidently to o bauby as to an adult

Prico 25 cts; Large Size, 50 cts.
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Toachers' Examination,

OFFICE OF THE SCH0OL BOARD, |
Denton, Md., July 25, 1907, )

cxamination for white teachers

An

will berin on Monday, Sepitember 2,109+,
at 9 o'cloeck a. m., at the Denton High

School,
All persons who contemplate teaching
excepting th se who took onr June ex-
amination, and not otherwise eligible,
are expected to take this examination.
In addition to the sabjects outlined 1n
the School By Laws, teachers will be
cxamined in State Teachers’ Manual.

Jv an order recently passed, uncer-
tit. cated teachers will receive a salary of
$25).

The Teachers’ Institute for Caroline
Connty, will be held in Denton on the
19th to the 30th of Auzust, inclusive.

] E. M. NOBLE, County Supt.

31 0t
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Barbers’ Rules and Prices.
RULES.

oth Barber Shops in Denton will be
closed promptly at 12 o'clock p. m. on
Saturdays.

PRICICS.

Price for Shaving
P'rice for Hair-Cutting for all days
except Saturday

Price for Hair-Cutting onSaturday

’rice for Massage

Price for Trimming Peard

I'rice for Shampooing _

Price for Hair Tonic Rub. ... .....

’rice for Hair Tonic Rub (Pinard’s)
WILLIAM LE. GREEELEEL,
IMORY KIMMEY,

5 .10

D
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MV[RS. ISAAC HARRIS
4V OF DENTON,
Wishes to notity the public that she wiil
conduct a boarding house in Nortolk
during the Exposition for transient
boarders. Meals and lodging reasona-
ble. For further information address
MRS. ISAAC HARRIS,
MRS. A. F. WILLIAMS,
Bossevain Ave.,
G882 Ghent, Norfolk, Va.
Will meet you at wharl. Cape Charles
route cuickest. Land in Norfulk 8Yap. m.

Or

Notice to Taxpayers.

A discount of & per cent. will be allow
ed on all taxes paid during the month
of August. And on November 1st the
tax books will be given to the Bailiff for
collection, and after said date, November
1st, an interest of 4 per cent. will be

charged on all taxes not paid. By order
of the Commissioners of Denton.

C. LESLIE WALLS,
Trgasurer.

Tomato Rack For Sale.

I hav: alarge tomato rack-—ca»acity
120 baskets—well built and in good con-
dition. Apply at Jourxar Office.

Buggy For Sale.

A good top buggv in good repair for
o JOHN H. MERRKIKIN,
7-27-3t} Hobbs, Md.

19 |

|
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'not leave ony one to perish.

——————

C. AUSTIN JOHNSCN.

R

[Copyright, 1907, by C. Auslin Johin-
son.}

O you would like to hear how I,
a poor sallor, chanced to marry
a pretty wife, possessed of thou-

and without exception

mistress ¢f the finest estate in Santos”?

Well, come out the plazza. We

have o fine view of the bay there, and I

love to listen to the rear of the surf.

It reminds me of old times, you know.

Light a fresh cigar. You have nothing

like them in the states, 1 c¢an assure

you of that. And now for my yar.

Many vears ago I was chief mate
on board of a down east brig engaged
in the South American trade. The
eaptain was good enough ot Leart, but
he did love a old dollar so much that
the passion of avarice at tlmes warped
the better and pirevailing instinets of
his nature.

I was yvoung, careless and free, with-
out 2 soul living I could claim as Kin,
and as hapoy in my lone state as You
can well imagine. I had Dbut little
responsibility on my shoulders, the
skipper taking catire control, even to
details.

We were to the southward of the
line, outward bound, and upen the
eventful nieht in question, which was
trely an era in my life, I had the first
watch., The wind was light and the
ocean as calm as though asleep.

We had all our light kites set 1o wWoo
the gentle breeze, running throngh the
water not over three knots an hour.
Absorbed in my own thounzlits and re-
flections, 1 was leaning idly over the
taffrall watehing the bubbles and phos-
phiorescent iizht playing about the rest-
less rudder when a touch ou my avin
from the man at the wheel brought
Ine to mysceil.

“What do vou call that, sir?”
quired, pointing over tie quartier.

I eazed in the direction pointed out
by the i o my inteise sur-
prise, saw 2 bright light, not unulike a
ball of fire, which threw a lurid, tremu-
lous light across the dark waters.

“It can’'t be the moon, sir?”’ =aid the
geaman, with an inquiring look.

“The moon rising in a quarter bear-
ing south-southwest? No; that is some
graft on fire as sure as my name is
Johin Watkins, and I'll rouse out the
eaptain at once”

In another instant I was rapping in
no zentle manner at the skipper’s state-
rooiix, who turued out in a nurry.

“What—what the matter?’ he
stamimoered, rubbing hia eyes. “Is there
a squall coming?”’

“No, sir; it's as pretty a night as I
ever saw. Dut, Captain Thompson,
there is a vessel on fire to leeward of
us, and 1 will, if you say so, run dowi
to her assistance.”

“1'11 be on deck in a moment. Don’t
be in*a hurry. Don’t like to run the
vessel off her course—prolongs her voy-
age.” And, leaving the sleepy skipper
grumbling to himself, I regained the
deck.

In a few moments the old fellow was
by my side.

“It will cost money 1o take all hands
off von ¢raft and feed them till we
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“Prue, sir: but is human life to be
reckoned or valued by money? In all

“WHAT DO YOU CALL THAT, SIR?’ HE IN-
QUIRED,

probability there are poor fellows there
in danger of their lives who, If we
leave theiu to their fate, would place
us on a footing with plrates.” And,.
turning abruptly, I walked aft, having

| expresscl miy indignation in a voice

tremulous with anger.

“Bless my soul, Mr. Watkins, I would
I was
only caleulating the chances In a com-
mercial point of view. You can hoist
the longboat out if vou like and take

four of the boys for a crew to pull you

., + to hor.

Shie will burn down to the wa-
ter's edeo if you wait for us to get there.
It is growing calmer all the time,
and to tell the truth, Mr. Watkins, I
wonld advise vou to bear a hand and
get back as soon as possible, fer I
don't like the looks of the weather,

The air s hot and oppressive-like."

In ten minutes I had the longboat
over the slde, and a stout, weatherly
craft she wag too. A bag of biscults,
with a beaker of water, was stowed
away In the stern sheets, and, bldding
the lads to give way with a will, we
shoved off from the sides of the old
brig. I savs the tall, bent form of Cap-
tain Thompson peering down upon me
for a moment, but the next instant the
boat rose on the bosom of a swell, and
that was the last I ever saw of my old

TUTRDAY MORNING, AUGUST 3. 1907.

N o e -

The brig quickly faded from sight,
hid by a thin mist of haze which had
suddenly arisen, and, in fact, I was
conscious of a strange change in the
appearance of the weather. The stars
had entirely disappeared from the
firmament, hid behind the gauzy veil
which had so mysteriously arisen, and
low down on the borizon I noted a dark
bauk of clouds. The heat was intense,
the stout seamen wiping the perspira-
tion from thelr streaming brows as
they toiled at their oars. Not a breath
of air disturbed the glassy waves. All
pature appeared to be hushed into a
terrible calm.

i must confess 1 felt rather appre-
hensive as I glanced about the horizon
and looked back in the direction where
I new the old brig must be, rolling
anud pitching idly on the long swell,
which every moment was increasing.
ie® my fears and apprehensions were
soon chased from my head by matters
of more exciting Interest.

As we neared the burning eraft I
read the narse of La Hembrllls in let-
ters of gold on the huge stern. The
light cast by the burning spars and rig-
ging aloft afforded ample power for me
to form my conclusions.

The ghip was a Spaniard. The empty
devits and dangling falls told their
own story plain enough to a seaman’s
eye,

The burning wreck bad been de-
sorted.

Shooting under the broad, heavy

| counter. we caught at the iron works

of the mizzen channels, and, directing
two men to remain in the boat, I clam-
bered on deck, followed by the other
two seamen,

he ship had evidently been on fire
some time, the flames bhaving full con-
trol of the forward portion. The fore-
mast had gone by the board. The top-
gallant forecastle was a sea of fire.
The mainmast was already tottering,
and I knew there was no time to lose.
The smoke was dense and stifling, ‘but
as yet dld not affect the extreme after
portion of the vessel. The decks were
strewn with remnants of provisions,
Laif open cases and articles of cloth-
inz, but no trace of a human being
could be seen.

DPiving down into the main cabin,
which was half filled with black twist-
inc smoke, I took a hasty glance
about. The rieh hangings, appoint-
ments and ornamentation surprised me,
showing that the unfortunate ship had
heen desiened to carry passengers. The
gharp, shooting gleams of writhing
flames from aloft penetrated through
the broad skylight, tingeing every ob-
ject with a ruddy glaze.

From stateroom to stateroom I hur-
rled. but found them all empty until
I came to tae after one. There I ex-
pericnced some difficulty In opening the
door, the smoke every moment becom-
ing more dense and respiration more
difficult. IDxerting my strength, the
woodlwork gave way, revealing a con-
fazod mnes of white drapery lying on
the stateroom floor. The very sight
mnde my heart beat quick with ap-
prehension, and, stooping, I soon ascer-
tained that it was a woman.

P’lacing my hand over her heart, I
felt 1t throb, and without further de-
lay I rushed on deck with her in my
arms. 'Through the companionway 1
staceored, with a strange dizziness in
my head, gasping for breath, but still
retainineg my grasp on her I had saved.
The fresh air revived me, and the
pain left my head, so that I wus en-
abled to” pay proper attention to the
woman who lay helpless in my arms.

Then. for the first time, I looked at
the face of my burden, and by the
bright light of the wreck I discovered
she was both young and handsome. At
that moment the mainmast went crash-
ine over the side, sinking with a hiss
in the black water. A shower of cin-
ders and sparks, a column of roaring
flames. shot on high, followed by the
oxclted shouts of the men, who had
leaped, panic stricken, into the boat,
urging me to follow.

Clasping the lady with my left arm,
I used my right in gliding down the
ghip's side. The men’s oars were
poised. 1 gave the word, and the next
instant we were clear of the vessel,
which was now wrapped
from stem to stern.

Dashing some water into the lady’s
face. I bezan to chafe her hands. The
treatment, though rough, had the de-
ciredd effect. She opened her eyes,
closed them again as if the awakening
was painful, but in a few moments
was fully herself. In a few words I
told her how she had been saved and
assured her that in a short time she
would be in safety on board the brig.

In return she told me that her fa-
ther was the Senor Jose Gonzales of
Santos, the wealthiest planteg In the
country. She had been on a visit to
Spain, where her father had a large
number of relations, and had taken
passage for home in the Spanish ship.

The i1l fated vessel, by some mcans
to her unknown, had caught fire dur-
ing the night. A panic ensued, and,
overcome by terror, she fainted away.
Probably, in the excitement and alarm
which followed, her absence was over-
jooked, aud when the boats shoved off
from the ship the Senorita Marie Gon-
zales was left unconsclous in her state-
room tn perish.

Mlancing round the horizon, I could
see no sign of the brig. Not the flash
of a lizht betrayved the position of the
vessel. DBut I had a compass with me
and noted the course I had stleered
while pulling for the burning wreck.

It was not the fact of the brig being
invisible that caused me uneasiness,
but the startling knowledge that a
great convulsion of the elements was
nbout to burst upon us.

The dark bank I had at first noticed
low down on the horizon had risen
rapidly until the entire heavens were
obscured. The atmosphere had grown
dense, and the darkness was simply
fiitence, relieved only by the now dis-
mantled hulk, which occasionally
threw out a gleam of light.

A strange, indefinable, rushing sound
pervaded the air, a slight ripple rufiled
the stagnant waters, a cold breath of
alr fanned my cheek, while under the
black, frowning clouds I saw a white
line rapidly rushing upon us.

Louder and louder grew the sounds.
The men gazed at one another aghast.
With a wave of my hand I motioned

the seamen to pull the boat round so
as to bear before it, and the next in-

stant the hurricane burst upon us in
all its: fury.

in flames |.

fHE HURRICANE DBURST UPON US IN ALL
1TS FURY.,

my voice. 'i'he oars were dashed from

the sailors’ hands, while they in ter-

ror threw themselves down in the bot-

tom of the boat.

In an agony of terror Marie clung
to me, while I with all my strength
and skili managed to keep the boat
dead before the gale.

On rushed the frail structure through
the murky darkness, enveloped in a
whirl of foam which half blinded me
as the salt spray filled my eyes. The
watler was torn up by barrelfuls and
hurled with cutting force and violence
through the alir.

Drenched to the skin, with the dell-
cate girl crouching by my side wrap-
ped up in all the spare coats I could
muster, I kept watch during the long
bours of that eventful night.

ow we ever escaped destruction a
merciful Providence alone cen tell, but
with daylight the flerce gale showed
signs of abating, and by ncon we were
salling upon a summer sea. A rough
temporary sail had been rigeged and
the Loat's head directed toward the
land, for, of course, we had given up
all hope of seeing the brig, Yor awhile
at least. If we would be saved we
had got to rely upon our own re-
sources. Carefully I dealt out a slim
allowance of bread and water from
the scanty supplies which were in
the stern sheets, cautioning the men
to make the precious fluid go as far
as possible.

1 could enlarge upon the sufferings
we endured, tell you about the calin
days which succeeded, how the scorch-
fug rays of the sun beat down upon
our heads and how the men with noble
generosity surrendered their few drops
of water to the pale, suffering woman,
who never murmured once, though her
brain was all but on fire and her
tongue parched and swollen in her
mouih.

You can imagine my feelings when
the last ecrumb of bread was exhausted
and the beaker had been drained dry.
Death in its most terrible form, with
the attending horrors of hunger and
thirst, stared us In the face, and 1
groaned in anguish as I gazed upon
the now Inanimate form of the poor
girl. She was dylng—perbaps dead
already—and I stretched myself by
her side to meet the fate I was power-
less to avert.

Well, we were picked up shortly
after by a BPBrazillan fishing boat,
placed aboard a man-of-war cruising
on the coast, and the surgeon soon
had us under his care, Strange to
say, nene of us succumbed to the
privations we had undergone, but we
all recovered to congratulate one an-
other upon cur escape. The Senor
Jose Gonzales fairly hugged me in his
delight at the escape of his daughter
and insisted upon my making his resi-
dence my heme. The men were re-
warded by him beyond their most san-
guine hopes, and I—well, I rerarded
myself by marrying the fair heiress,
and when her father died a few years
ago I assumed full control of the es-
tates.

As for the old brig and Captain
Thompson, nclther was ever seen or
heard from after the terrible storm
which swept the coast of South Amer-
ica, strewing its shores with the wreck
of many a noble craft.

A QUAKER ROMANCE.

The Wooing of Katherine Hollings-
worth by George Robinson.

Valentine ITollingsworth accompanied
William PPenn in the good ship Wel-
come and settled in Delaware upon the
banks of the Drandywine. Katherine,
his daughter, *“a delectable Quaker
maiden,” the pride of the little settle-
ment, was wooed and won by big
George Robinson. But George was of
the Church of England, and Katherine
‘mmust be married in meeting.”

“George,” writes the author of “Heir-
looms In Miniature,” *“was willing to
join the society, be a I'riend and be
married in meeting or anywhere else
that Ikntherine said. Accordingly he
and Katherine made their first declara-
tion fifth day, first month, 1688.”

The elders, however, had “scruples,”
sceing that George's conversion was
very sudden, and they asked him this
searching question:

“I'riend Robinson, dost thou join the
Society of I'riends from conviction or
for the love of Katherine HHollings-
worth?”

George hesitated. He prized the truth
and he did wish to marry Katherine.
So he answered:

“] wish to join the society for the
love of Katherine Hollingsworth.”

The Friends counseled ‘“delay and
that Friend Robinson should be per-
suasively and instructively dealt with.”
Shrewd men as they were, they allow-
ed Katherine to deal with him, and
within a year George joined the socle-
ty as a true convert.

An old manuscript reads, “He and
Katherine were permitted to begin a
long and happy married life together,
being for many years an example of
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Akin to Love

By LOUISE MERRIFIELD.
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The door of room 14, primary de-
partment, opened very slowly, very
contritely, and a small, anxlious,
freckled face peeked in. Miss Orvis
tarned from the blackboard at a smoth-
ered giegle from the children and saw
the freckled face.

“Come in, Ilardy.” The curving line
o her pretty, sympathetic mouth
straightened with sudden determina-
tion. It was the fourth time that week
that Ilardy Andrews had come In
late, and even the children were be-
sinnineg to look upon It as a joke.
Discipline must be enforced, even
when the delinquent is only seven and
a half. Miss Orvis left the blackboard
with “I see a bird” half finished and
stepped forward to meet Hardy.

Ile was smillng comfortably in his
haif shy, half roguish way and flirting
openly weth Marguerite Maguire in the
front seat.

“Ilardy, you are late again.”

“Yessum,” said Hardy happlly.

“It's the fourth time this week, Har-
dv. Have you any excuse?”’

“No'm.” Hardy rubbed one shoe
over the toe of the other and tried
to jam his stockinet cap into his side
trousers pocket.

“yWhy didu’'t vour mother write one
for you?”’

It was so still In the large, sunny
schoolrooin you could hear the clock
tick high up on the wall and the buzz-
ing of the flies over near the open win-
dow where the rows of geraniums
stood, but slowly the color mounted
in IHardy’s little, thin, freckled face,
and after a minute he looked up at
Miss Orvis, his big blue eyes filled
with n half apologetic bewilderment.

“[ never had any mother.”” The si-
lence was worse than ever. Miss Orvis
caught her breath and looked at the
rest of the children to sce what hor-
rible effect the announcement L.l

made on them, but they were only iu- |

terested and joyous over the diversion.
iiardy caught the look and hastened
to cover his mistake,

“But I got a father, Miss Orvis, all
right. I'm Reddy Lane’s kid, and Red-
dy's a watchman over on the bridge at
night, and he don’'t get home till most
10 o'c¢lock in the morning, and that's
why I'm late, ’cause I like to have
breakfast with him.”

Miss Orvis hesitated, but the blue
eves pleaded well their cause, and she
smiled as she laid one hand on Reddy
Lane’s kid’s head.

Jut somehow all the morning she
caught herself musing on the child
who had no mother. It was a tragedy,
of course—some stormy, tear swept
page of life from the great city’s un-
derworld and only this bit of wreckage
left to tell the story. Tears welled to
her own lashes once or twice as she
watched IHardy's small, eager face, so
trusting and foolishly happy when he
had nothing in the whole world to be
happy for except the mere fact that he
was alive,

As the lines were forming at noon
she touched Hardy on the shoulder and
told him to wait a minute at her desk,
and the little fellow obeyed, watching
the rest of the boys proudly from his
post on teacher’s chair., And when all
was still in the great bullding Miss
Orvis came back and took him on her
lap.

“Your papa’s a watchman, you say,
dear, over on the bridge?’ she began,
but Hardy interposed hastily.,

“Oh, no, not my father—that’s Red-
dy. I never had any father. I'm a
foundling kid, Reddy says, and his
mother rented me, and then she dled,
and Reddy adopted me his own self, so
now I'm his kid.”

“Oh, 1 see.”” Miss Orvis leaned back
in her chair and gazed at the cheerful
little face. “And you and Reddy live
on Cherry street?”

“Yessum. We got a room with the
Battersons, a whole room of our own,
just for Reddy and me. And the Bat-
tersons have only got one room left for
their own selves, and there's six of
'em.”

“You don’t say so.” Miss Orvis
caught the lonesome little figure close
in her arms. “Is--is Reddy good to
you?”

“You bet he 18, came the smothered
gasp from her shoulder. “He never
hits me, and he takes me out on the
big bridge with him nizhts and lets
me se¢e the lights on the river and the
boats and the trains and everything.
He's fine tc me. When I sald yon
scolded me ’cause I was late, he saild
it was a — shame.”

There was a sudden noise at the door
behind them, a queer hasty nolse, half
a cough, half a choked explosion of
laughter, and Miss Orvis stood up
gquickly.

“Hello, Red! This is teacher.”

It was the only Introduction they
sver had, those two, and neither ever
forzot the moment. Flushing to the
surls of her soft dark halr, Pauline
Orvis gaw before her Reddy Lane of
Cherry street. Ie was tall and broad
shouldered, this watchman on the big
bridge, blue eyed, with keen, unswerv-
ing gaze, strong jawed, with a mouth
close lipped and short fair halr that
curled crisply back from his young,
resolute face. In his navy blue sweat-
er he looked like a college Doy, but
the hands that held his cap were the
hands of the toller.

“l just run around after the kid
there,” he explained, lowering his volce
as if he were in 2 sanctuary. “He's
always home as soon as the rest, and
I'm worried when he don’t show up.
They don’t leave enough of a little
chap like that to shovel up after a
street car fender rolls him under, and
I get fussy when he don’t hustle in.
I didn’t know you'd kept him. What's
the row?”

“Why, nothing, nothing at all,” Miss
Orvis said hurriedly. Just why she
gshould be excited or confused over a
caller from Cherry street she could
not have told herself, but the steady,

anxlous, admiring gaze of Reddy’s blue
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tranquillity and dignity. 1 Was oniy
having a qulet little chat with IIardy.
I wondered why he was late so often.”

“It's my fault,” protested Reddy has-
tily. “You see, ma'am, I'm up all
night on the bridge, and I don't get
home till about 9, and the kid here
Hkes to eat with me. The Battersons
never give him anything, and it's up
to me to see that he gets his feed.
And I don't want him to go to school
hungry.”

“No, indeed,” sald Miss Orvis em
phatically. Then she hesitated. Har-
dy had rambled over to the colored
charts and was busy. She lowered her
voice as she asked, “Hasn't he any
one at all—I mean any one of his own
people?”

“No. ma'am,” Reddy answered ear-
nestly. “My mother got him out of the
foundlings when he was about two
months old. They lets the kids out up
there, you know, two-fifty a week, and
the old lady thinks maybe it would be
company for her with me away nights.
His father took a tumble off a ferry-
boat, and just as she was leaving
Hardy up at the foundlings his moth-
er flopped all to once and dled too. So
1 took him when my mother died last
winter. and the two of us has bach-
elors’ hall over on Cherry street.”

“It was very kind of you.” Miss
Orvis tried to say more, but the words
would not come. It was all so brief,
so simple and awful, this little tragedy
of the very poor man.

“1 haven't been sorry I did it
There's always enough for him, and
I'd llke to give him a chance. He's
thoroughbred all right.”

“Perhaps I can help, too,” sald Miss
Orvis hesitatingly, half shyly. *“I'd
like to ever so much.”

Reddy’'s clear, anxious eyes looked
at her longingly. In her trim, girlish
way, with the glamour of another world
about her, a world apart from the
“pbridge” and Cherry street, she seemed
to typify all he wanted his little thor-
oughbred to attain,

“1 could take him with me over to
the settlement,” she went on, “any
evening or afternoon perhaps,” with a
swift uplift of her long lashes at bim.
“Perhaps you might like it, too, Mr.
Lane?”

Like i1t? Reddy walked on tiptoe all
the way downstairs, his eyes still full
of a wonder llke those of a dream
haunted child, and Hardy had to dodge
the trolleys himself at the Bowery
crossing.

The next night as Pauline Orvis went
up (o steps of the Endeavor settle-
ment : .. “vnd the two already there,
waiting pat.cutly., And as she lald her
hand in the warm, strong grip of
Reddy Lane she felt as though fate
had laid a trap for love, with sym-
pathy as snare.

And after that night a queer thing
happened to the teacher In r00.. 14.
Every morning as she stood at the
head of the stairs, with the two lines
of small boys passing her, all at once
the color would rise In her cheeks as
Hardy drew near, for not a single
morning passed that he did not bear
a love offering of fresh violets. He
conflded to her the very first morning
where they came from.

“Red gets them from an old man on
the bridge every morning fresh. He
says they look like you.”

One night toward the end of June
they stood out on the stone balcony of
the settlement house, looking down on
the crowds passing below along the
highway of push carts. Miss Orvis was
pleading the cause of Hardy.

“I.ot me take him with me for the
summer,” she begged. *“It has done
him so much good, being with me”—

“Some one else, too,” murmured Red-
dy, but she went on:

“I am going to the mountains, and
he would be so much company for me.
Besides, it will give you time to study
if—that 1s, if”"—she hesitated and
bent farther away from him over the
broad, low parapet—*if you really In-
tend taking the ecivll engineering
course”—

“yYou know what I intend doing,” he
interrupted. “You know just as well
as I do what you've done for the litue
chap and me. Of course Le can go
with you. I suppose ' may run up
now and then just to see how he's get-
ting on.”

“Oh, of course.” Her volce was low
and without invitation.

“And if I pass and get the Harrison
appointment this fall, why, it's you
that’'s to blame.”

“Blame?’ The word left her startled
and vaguely frightened.

“That's what I sald. You've taken
and encouraged me the same as you
have the boy and made both of us love
you to death. Oh, you know it's so
all right. And if I do win out and
make something of myself it's you
that made me try and feel it was
worth while. Before I was only think-
ing of the boy and working for him,
but now"”—

“Yes?' He could hardly catch her
whisper, but his hand suddenly crush-
ed over hers as it lay lightly beside
him.

“Now it’'s for you and me.
come if I win the appointment?”

Down in the street below some one
was playing on a harp, while a ring
of children danced and sang the chorus
of a popular song. The words floated
up to the shadowy balcony:

*31.ife Is 3o short that when we die
*v# tdne enough to say goodby.”

She turned her face to his,
“Come anyway,” she said.

The Left Wing.

“Is there any portion of the fowl you
prefer, major?’ asked the hostess
blandly.

“The left wing, If you please.”

“The left wing?”

“Yes.,” retorted the major, gazing du-
blously at the platter. “I believe it Is
always good military tactics to bring
the left wing of a veteran corps into
action.”—London Tit-Bits,

Can 1

Fancy Rice.

“] want some rice,” said the haughty
lady. “You have It to_r‘nn. have you
not** L
“Sure, ma'am,” replied the grocer.
‘Six cents a pound or two pounds for’'—

“Oh, I must have the most expensive
kind. It's for a very fashionable wed-
ding.”—Philadelphia Press.

What sort of truths do the majority
rally round? Truths that are decrepit
with age. When a truth is so old as
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