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good rid-IS “An' th’ niggah boy a“ ‘Git up,’ ne's yellin’, ‘git up 
Heah’s Mistah Tom Bowlin sent 
ovah fob a quart ol youh best liquor 
in a huhhy. Git u*'- fob th' Lord’s 
sake, Tom, they ain’t any danguh ol 
th’ old Dutchman’s bein' out ol liq-

1 11 go hawk’s revenge, on you for it, and— 
now—he’s dead !”

“No, not dead,” she answered 
softly, “and he has had his revenge 
—a noble one !”

ah ?”
“Fine ridah."
“Say, he 

home. Theali s a

""Ellsworth Elliot Montague threw 
and peered out into

_ . —^ , “Well, so long, baby !Ok mohawk s Revenge^
^ . .................J. he had reavhed the zenith of happi-

v * ness in having been hired by — > . 9,,
... ..... .....-.......tTw.’s?jarstr«s;-"*'............................... . n Hffwcwtra»» %-z* =--.

Tom, the Smaller of «he «w"’ ^ | himself ofl tJ^ j^^jîm U^on”to d«k' It was cold and raining hard when j ah suah about that uiggah

“thr«,ns -„rir- - - srsisr toss? ^
ImtertaimZ r'^fiT adn "fa* ton | "Don’t <‘n,ly “° ^ onTZb* Iheet "ot | Country borne,nZtn lite* touThwest

“ 1 Tom freed himself, and smoothing watt,r ali lay there weaving r<^| ol^Lexington, Ky. jd

“ “ «■ z,”t, ràts
cast on him he had been snubbed by mg a brilliant background behind 

»d he (ell (I W him -H .Whe, me
“If only,” he thought, “it was a “I'm wet outside Tom but In 

hundred years ago, and 1 a great mighty dry inside the skin I tel 
chief then Mr,. Brown-" yuh. I'd like a good stiff drink o

“Helioa !" called some one. Kaintueky dew fust thing, soon as I
Springing up, his sharp eyes search- get th’ bosses put up. 
springing p, e sma„ “Heah, boy," Tom called to art old

negro, “put up Mistah Montague s 
bosses right away, do you heah ’
Come right in this minute,' you pooh 

Sit down thah next th’ 
drink di-

must, be mighty nigh 
noise in the yahd

Without

some
the dooropen 

the rain.Couple of bar-
, George Washington, 

“Bring that whisky in

“I’s’e

“Heah, you
he cried.
heah this minute.""

"Boss,” came the answer,
I ain’t found de briddle•Yes.”

-Don’t think tliah's any 
his droppin’ th’ bottle ?

"Not a bit.”
“Th’ old Dutchman gets up an

t of hurrvin’, but 
yet.'’—Chicago Tribune.

I Job Printing at Nugget office.show or admit it.
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Tom. Being a
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ing the water, he discerned a 
I boat, evidently a canoe, almost hid 

the shadow of a high bank. y
Tr

ill'll in 
“Helioa !” again.
There was distress in the cry.
As the canoe moved out from the 

shadows a woman in it called :
"Helioa there, yacht ! 

dropped my paddle and am drifting 
out into the lake !”

,)i# knew the voice. It was Mrs. 
ltPbwn’s. No need to have lived a 
centmv ago 
venge.

r

w.
rold chap.

wood fire. I’ll bring you a 
reetly.”

In five minutes Tom came bark 
from the rear of the house, confusion

EXJg Z VX-
:

ms.
: 1 have

l
/ In'Zon his face.

“It’s disgraceful^ Monty ; it’s the 
fuhst time it evah happened in this 
house, I give you may wuhd,” hq 
said.

“What’s the niattah, old cbftpi ! Here was ample re-
.

/ fifss* • Vi

/

iering on the horizon in- 
'Wiroaching storm. A 

ofl the land. No 
y hear her call, 

were on the

Clouds gir 
dicated an 
breeze was blowing 
one from shore col 
No one but they t

yWhat’s gone wrong ?”
“Monty, I'm ashamed confess 

of liquor

H w

.showing evidenceit, but theah aiitlt a durti 
in th’ house, not a droll.”

on a barrel * # *No. 111.—Veering ober, found Tom seated
of the toothache.-, “No place to get ghy anywah neah 

by, I reckon.”
“Not neahehyhan th’ old Dutch

man’s, an’ hy6 twelve miles away.” 
“Couldl’K send a niggah ovah, 

to tote back a pint ? Th’

the Water.littq dark head bobbing up and down on water.
The canoe drilled, drifted 

the yacht, Jim, standing 
bright moonlight, folded his 1 
and watched it, as he imagined 
fathers would have done., goinjf out,

Tit for TatNo. I.-cA Icomes down stairs. Takes th’ bottle 
an’ goes down sellah. Tips up th 
old demijohn — I can jess heah th’ 
good old stuff goin' guggle-te, guggle- 
te, gug, into th’ bottle. Suah they 
ain’t any danguh of th’ liquor bcin 
all gone ?”

“No.

ml past to err that heMan is so prone 
should reflect a little before drawing 
attention to the mistakes of others. 
A professor who prided himself on 

correct English heard his wife

thetook the fruit !” repeat-displayed in disposition and physique “I n,‘u’r ,, aiiv
all the characteristics of Ins race He e.1 the angry boy Tom tragically 
Wis of a dreamy temperament, and “that woman has injured me she d 

• delighted in the stories his grand- , better bo careful ' Let her beware of
father so often told him of his an-' the Mohawk's revenge !

| Tom became serious and survey! d
Ton? envied him hi. Indian birth, his companion with undisguised ad- 

a,uf he, too, liked the stories, and miration. ,
was always ready to hear him repeat | The day had been hot an >

‘them lie was now listening intent ,Over the fields in which lay sheaves 
|y, but with assumed indifference, to of ripened wheat the sun slast re 
the adventure Jim was relating ! rays were Cast, '‘

The narrative came to an end. entire landscape m a fa nt red-gold^ 
"Jim ” broke in Tom, abruptly There was a peaceful stillness in the 

changing the subject, thus giving approaching night. A» was qute 
him the impression his story was un- save perhaps tor the ™ono7*lt"*
worthy of comment, "what’s this droning of the never-wearied crickets,
talk about you stealing Mrs Brown's or from the slimy pools along the 
basket of fruit?” roadside an occasional croak of a

Jim jumped down, a frown settling lazy frog mingled with the amt t n 
on his face The accusation had JJc of the cowbells in the distance.

ns

could yi^.. .
Wit isyro’ cold's got in my bones an 

to get wahm nohow.” 
certainly, Monty. No trou- 

I’m only mohtificd that 
let a drop in th’ house, plenty.”

r r*=? w*. - -
.the water, and a small halfl grasped P|,ny ^f r d 0, UqXjleah’s tah Bowling says foh to keep th’

/beside you tohVm ” o ^ Say th' r°adS U 6°°d'

Brown and I’ll get i The old negro went out into Afce Tom . you ashore all rig/ said Jim yard, and Ellsworth Bliiot Montag^^Yes.

' They were notary far out but he heavxd a 0 ,eel bl.ttat,

was only a liUne fellow of ten, and rheah, ne sa , 
unused to swjfnming with one hand, already. How a i >o ■

ireovef, afraid of upset- was ? __ ,,
he made but slow “Twelve miles, Monty.

his
out to destruction.

“Help !” came again and again. 
Jim stood like a statue 

he thought, “is my revenge !

I cl seem remark :
"I intended to tell Jane to bring 

a fres-h bucket of water.”
“You doubtless mean a 

fresh wafer,” corrected the proles- 
“I wish you would pay some 

attention to your rhetoric.”

Th’ old Dutchman’s got 

be stahted

“This," hie at iuk. 
we haven'tn bucket of

“Say, th’ boy mussI
| sor.

more
A few moments later he said :
“My dear, that picture would show 

to better advantage if you were to 
hang it over the clock.”

“Ah,” she replied, you doubtless 
mean if I were to hang it above the 

U I were to hang it over the

the canoe.
“Use that piece of s 

to steer, Mrs.
I ain't liable to drink th’
i clock.

clock, we could not tell the time. II
4‘N(v®ot a bit.”

j6
oftnov, so

and was 
ting the
headway, and the excited woman 
steered so badly they twice went 
around in a circle. Seeing this, she 
lotted herself into calmness, and for 
a time they made better progress 

It was hard on Jim. He was tir
ing rapidly. Twice he stopped, rest
ed and went bravely on again. But 
there seemed still a long stretch of

“Good roads?”
"Yes, roads ah good an’ smooth. 

Tuhnpike.” ^
“That pony a 
“Middlin' fast, Monty.”
“That boy, George Washington, a 

good ridah?"
“All muh boys ah good ridahs. 

Don’t allow no utheh kind on th 

place”
“You don't think he’s in any dan

guh of failin' off ?
"No, I reckon not," laughed Tom. 

“What's the mattah with you, Mon-

'ZZ mit last boss ?”

z
9

i1

water ahead.
On, on ! His breath came 

ored gasps. How far the shore seem
ed ! Would he never reach it ? On 
again. But his strokes became uncer
tain What was fhe matter with him 
anyway ?

A small boy, with a handkerchief 
tied around his head, sauntered care
lessly down the pier, and stopped 
short, with the exelamatiqn

“Gee whiz !"
Then he shouted lustily : “Don't be 

a duffer, Jim ! Keep up; I'm com-

in iab- — mv/xr
Itty ?”

“Nothin’s the mattah. 
seems to me I can jess smell that 

minute. I'm powerful

wBut it
/

ktzliquor this 
cold and chilly, an’ thuh flah don t 

reach th’ spot. That boy 
be about three pules out by

•C f■

f/jflte, seem to//»
must 
this time ?”

“Y'es, I reckon so.”
"Does he have to cross any bridges

/ 'za \| \| r.y

N

ing.”
His encouragement not having the 

desired effect, he yelled :
“ ’Pshaw ! You’re no good ! 

my jaek-khife you’ll he drowned ! ”
Spurred ^ by Tom’s taunts, Jim 

made fresh efforts.
Splash ! A few strokes and Tom 

had hold of his exhausted friend.
“Here, ma’am,~ said he, throwing 

into the canoe an old barrel stave, 
he.had hastily snatched from the 
wharf “Paddle with that I’ll land 
this kid !”

/ r No. IV.—tAs he imagined his forefathers tpould hafbe done.on thuh way ?"
but thuh bridges ah all safeV <Z , , at

Tom sumxyed his companion %fith undisguised Admiration.
“Yes,

an’ sound, Monty.”
• •An* th’ boss is suah-footed ?
• •Yes, he’s a good, sate boss 
“Say, Tom, he muss be about half

that by this time."
“Yes, I reckon so.”

he’s a good ridah

“He’ll be ridin’ faster cornin’ home wish you would be more careful with 
it’s so wet ?" your rhetoric, my dear.”

* “Yes I reckon so." And the learned professor became
“An’ th’ spotted pony is a good all at once very interested in his

book.—Chicago Journal.

She—When 1 married you, I had no 
idea you would stay away from home 
so much.

He—Well, neither had 1.—Life.

. II- Bet

But the beautiful scene was wasted
who.à’w" iT'SYL *ït,Ml.i''Z.,« tl«- Jim.

didi’t steal her down the .road toward his chums 
My ball fell into her yard 1 house

went after tt. When \the fruit was ! Reaching his destmat.cn «d dis
missing she' said 1 took it.” darning the gate, he climbed to tht

“Looks bad.” tantalized Toni. j top of the fence surround,rvg he yard
“I tell you I didn’t touch the and peering over found poor Tom

I tell you. J seatl.d on an 0id barrel, his head tied
Tom had not a doubt of his friend’s | up. a woebegone expression on h.s 

, , v- ir..ir4 ■ face and showing every evidence of

Spe as if for obvious reasons he! “Hello. Tom > G awe for a

didn t tare o ^ ^ ^ j( ,,, de. j Tom neither moved nor deigned re

ply. so Jim disappeared, calling

way loper ?"
“Yes, mighty spirited boss.”
“Might run away with th’ niggah 

boy ?”
“No. "He's a fuhst-class ridah.”
“Say, that boy must he half way 

home by this time !”
“Ought to be that"
“I can’t hardly wait foh a ho’n of 

that liquor Did you say th' old" 
[Dutchman * v* go-td ?

"Best they is.”
“An’ th’ boss is suah-footed ?"

grily :
“It’s a lie ! 

fruit !
“You say 
“Yes ”
“An' th’ toads ah good?”

l

“Yes.”
“Ain't liable to lose his way, is 

he?”
“Knows his wav fuhst rate

that boy muss be

t

New Collars, New Ties, New Belts,“Who is he ?” asked Mrs Brown,

™zr,;xr"' mw”,“d J2S-£y~r-,
“He’s the toy-what you si-,*., '• *‘V~ mp _

your fruit when he didn’t,” sobbed “Say, T°n,’ St* th. o1d
Tom, mistaking Jim’s faint tor heah that niggah knockm. up th old

“He said he'd have a Mo-1Dutchman ’

I V- • \.11 Ü :••-'■ c"“,n *T
1 swim ? 2nd

Ave.SUMMERS & ORRELL
“Yes”

“Do y<j# dare sav 
manded Jim.
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