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St'WiSLi-
way out of one mountain district, bad 
traversed tbs valley of the Rogue Rtv- the 
er, and was now climbing into the Kla- ingty It was a thousand fast below the 
math Range. Borrel could not say 
whether they had entered California 
or Were atm in Oregon. He sighed, 
dropped hie head bach № Its pillow of 
stone, and lapsed Into a d 

When Sdrrel awoke again, he saw a train will go by down there in a few 
world of mountain tope below hlm. minutes. What's that down there on 
heaped and strangely beautiful to the the bench? That's a side track an* a 
yellow glory of the early morning. He , wood yard. Why, there's a passenger 
partly turned his body and, propping | train cornin' up the mountain*" 
his chin to his hands, looked ahead. He An invisible hand seemed to dutch 
could see the top of the cab and the Sorrel’s heart and take It from him; 
smokestack of the mogul swaying soft-Г* 
ly. Evidently they had passed over 
the summit, for the speed of the train 
was momentarily Increasing. He won
dered where they were. Had he known, 
and could he have forseen what lay be-

his mind to n там іШШШШШ 
half formed purposes, he saw the outs 

toe atfd ektojqg runs « a traok onTHE LOCK OF THE Dotr,L '

BUY NO OTHER£ NORTHERN MAIL-*.c£4' He

Sc “Oh, I see," he panted, “the track 
rune clean around the mountain's top 

out lower dohm. Thst same

4 t і >

BY ALw ILTOB KERR.
Belled, sunburned and gray with Him an* me run together all the time, 

dust, he reluctantly entered the gate 'Bout two weeks ago, Mr. Young, the 
leading to a small house not far from ranch man, was goto' f pay the men 
the railway. A gray-h&lred woman off, an’ brought a lot of money out 
bending over some sewing sat In a from the bank—three or four hundred 
toe king chair upon the porch of the dollars, I guess. That night somebody 
house. The dusty youth approached stole It They suspected Віте an’ me, 
her timidly, hie battered hat to hand, an' tuck me over to a town on the rall- 
The woman started, looked up and j road an’ Jugged me. The Jail wasn’t 
peered hard at him over her

Why, for the last five years people have been experi
menting with different Bicycles—Some still remain as experi
ments yet This wheel has the reputation of being no experi
ment even from the start. That is the____________________
reason you should buy it— ,

his pulses seemed to stop. "That run
away train'll go plumb through that 
passenger," he gasped, 
leave a thing of ’em on the track."

The Imperiled train was possibly two
„__ , _____ __ , miles distant, but seen through the
fore them he would not have slipped his ciear mountain air it looked to be much 
hand into the handkerchief and cau- nearer. It was the Northern Mall, 
tlously drawn forth a piece of meat scheduled to meet the train the mogul 
and munched It, as he did thinking pulling at the spur on the moun- 
gratefully the while of Its gray haired taln Blde. The ore train would reach 

**?““*.tV*îa ,weetv la th. spur to time, but the hand who.,
mouth. "Wl.h I had a mother like ^„„иоп it had been to olose the 
her," he mumbled. -Wonder how Aunt mogui', throttle was lifeless now, and 
Luey looks? Hope ehe-e good." the brakeman who had expected to
. T1?* downwarJ Inclination of the throw the switch wai lying among the 
track-true wry pronounced. For thirty roclce with a gaahed forehead and a 
miles ahead bt the train there was a broken leg.
continuous fall, a tremendous whip- - . ...in.), —., , і... і і, ~.. :— . і. _ n sorrel stooo s*iu a moment, ail un—
tain eldee, over etreame, through tun- 0п”№ІГтоипШп htilrtits' and the'vaet 
nele, down cayono, through ahyseea. їїпо'їІїїГа ^^dînlf^w^ffrom^ta 
until It fell at last across the water. JJ“Joraï* мЛньЛЛ!
of th». Klamath, and began to climb jj**;
away to mount the base of enow cap- jdaU'Лл її”»
ped Shaeta. Like some sort of Jointed “JJj! t£f J£££tit4^fh£n2t
monster with mighty Iron head, the allmbed toward the summit, enthralled
long train went downward, roaring and ,
swaying like a racing make, ai It fol- ""?* ™- d'
lowed the never-ceaalng curves. Sorrel Jhlnutea the beauteous acene would
munched at the meat contentedly. It dark«n wlth ““«“ЧЛ ‘"ЛЧЛ Л 
was not hart bad. this swimming with- ™nater mogul would eruah through 
out effort down the steeps of the .well- “» oncoming train and burl every- 
lng range thing Into ruin. X hundred happy hu-
.... " .. „ man beings would be reht and batter-

y ther? came ,V Oe‘l'lne. 4*r * In the grind and crash and rail and
22* .*,hVnogu' Л TUa ”4“! Î" rock would he reddened with blood, 
brakes! The drawheads crashed to
gether along the train and Involuntar
ily Sorrel Jumped to his feet. The train 
was rounding a shattered shoulder of 
the mountain, a point where the foet- 

started hastily toward the gate. There ing ,or the track had been blasted from 
he turned and awkwardly took off hie the rock. On the left a splintered wall 
hat. "J*m much Obliged. Г11 tell Aunt ; of stone swept upward; on the right 
Lucy how—how good yeh ifas," he ( the ground fell downward, thick with 
Bald- v. pines and the strewn debris of the

"Goodby, take keer of yourself," said blasting. Not fifty feet ahead of the
engine Sorrel saw a huge wedge of 1 down shelving breaks.

Sorrel trudged sonthward along the atone protruding from the shattered consternation; he had all but rushed 
track, a fugitive from the law, but wall; with the same look he saw the I OVer the «d*« a break which dropped 

The woman lauxhed "I reckon vou happler than he had been for days, fireman leap out from the gangway of , ,heer downward for apparently fifty 
didn't " she said "it’s awful the wav Near ««down he came td a little box- the mogul and turn to the air as he feet- и looked as If he might step 
they treat tramps up Г town llke etatlon ln a narrow gulch, but went downward among the trees. The | <rom the edge directly Into the tops of 
You see the town board had a fusa there eeemed to be no one to charge, next Instant, with a tearing crash, the the pines below. With à strange whin- 
wlth the railroad. They passed an ord- I “l reckon the tràln don't stop here." smokestack, sand chest, whistle, bell ln8T cry he ran along the brink of the 
Inance that the railroad must ston all he Bald wearily, and after a moment’s and cab were swept from the top of precipice, looking wildly for some 
trains at Bor pee on account of the reet Plodded onward. Twilight de- the engine. Sorrel saw the engineer Place where he might descend, 
the town havin' give ’em the right of tended, Purple and shadowy, and slow- whirled backward ln the flying wreck wasted only a few seconds In the
way. So the railroad men got up a I lr m«*4 lnt0 darkne”' Ha ,at down- 01 ll>« ™b a"« caught a gllmpae of «earch: then flung hlmaelf over the everythlng untll, B quarter of a mile 
scheme to make tile town tick of Its and took ,ome ,ood from ,he handker- .omething red gushing from the man's edge and began hurriedly working his away he eaw the mogul leap clear of 
bargain by brlngln' every tramp from cluef- at« “• ,hcn stumbled onward mouth. The next moment the boy ( way downward clinging to vine and №a ,arth andi streaming Are from her 
the North that they can get hold of an’ a*aln- 1 muet flnd a Place where the flung himself face downward on the I bramble and ledge as he went. In his 
dumpin' ’em out in Borpee. Some- traJn BtoPe-" he ке? в*Уіп« to blmself. crushed stone in the car. 
time, there', a hundred put off the and yushed onward. one frightened glance upword as th.
train there at one time, folk. say. The , A! last J? «me to a .trip of bench- protruding tongue of rock flashed 
town folks trv to makft thp tramn* land* a Bide-track, and long ricks of above him, then turned his head and STy ro toe toains and they hw * corded wood’ "Here’s where trains saw the caboose meet It. With a 
great time ” У і wood-up," he said, with a sigh of sat- splintering crash it sheared half way
* "I understan’ now " «Aid the vouth ^faction, and crept In behind a rick through the sturdy car, flinging a and he whirled backward into space.
"That's whv the trainmen wn« «wH tô and laid down t0 wait. He was dead brakeman Into the air from the cupola The unconscious cry which springs 
me nil the m«» from T>nrtinn<t nlv then tired. and despite all his efforts to beat and tearing the drawhead and coup- mortal terror had scarcely left 
kicked me Off at the town T tried t* back the numbing tide of sleep, its soft lings apart as if they were cotton throat when he felt himself strike and 

__ hl1f v. VûL Q waves flowed over and engulfed him. strings. With a lurch the caboose a diszying pain shoot through his
f.ce.n-I hna to 1« Presently he .at up with a thrill of whirled half way round, fell upon It. frame.

••To that h-iw von *nt that hn.ieed ?еаг and expectation; a train was drâw- sldé and slid down the rocky dump. The turned himself; he was hanging In the
Clare on v’r cheek ?” * lng in on the siding. He cautiously next moment Sorrel lost sight of it as fork of a tree! Instantly he pulled
p “Vee •• and hia aniied Ano-or. eianeh I drew blmself up, and peered over the the train passed around the bend. himself loose and slipped rapidly to the
ed invninntnrUv g 1 top of the rick. The train was a long Quivering from head to foot, he got ground. Here he found the wood more Panted.

“Tt'a n- di,v » „id Vhn xvn І опе* & в4г1п8Г of flat cars loaded with to his feet and looked round him. On open and the railroad track ln sight, Sorrel stood bending forward,
man ww "Who♦ mit Vr naZl ' something that looked like a mixture the right the mountainside swept and he ran forward with all his might, hands clutching his side. His twisted
h",nouy' 'nat mignt yr nam of sand, gravel, and broken stone. At downward by gentle slopes and sharp stooping half-way to the ground, mouth worked dryly; his poor, soiled

,,q . _ . .Mra .. . ! the forward end of the train panted a plunges for seemingly the distance of Something was the matter with his clothes were sadly torn; his hands and
Paitîüi „.«a t,. ЛиГ Bar ^reat 120 ton mogul engine, at the rear a half mile; on the left It towered up- side. He was dimly conscious of terri- ^e were streaked with blood. "I turn-
ramter LMstrict used w can me »or- end wae a stubby caboose, Its red and ward beyond his vision. The train was ble pain, but he could not stop. He ed her down the mountain, he whlsp-

my naire V^7" ! green lights gleaming. Sorrel could rushing along a descending groove in must beat the mogul ‘to the switch, cred, hoarsely. "I s'pose that hanked-
îain t so very rea, s«a tne wo- dimly make out that the conductor was the mountainside. With a cold thrill of He was running a race with death. chief with th’ bread an' meat in it went

?, ly* vvneres Fainter lus- standing on the front steps of the ca- /ear and horror he realized that he was Almost falling, he came down upon down there too. I didn’t get through
boose The rear brakeman was going alone on the runaway train. Smoke the track. As he crossed It he heard eat In.' " 

i!f тІЛ тЛаЛ^мі і forward- was pouring from the hole In the en- the thunder of the runaway train. He turned his gazing eyes round at
district in the country. It s most all "Look out for hoboes, Jim," shouted gine where the stack had been tom off, . With a half-dozen mad bounds he was the wondering men, put one of his
woods there. A wistful look came in- the conductor. “If you see any of ’em a white hissing plume of steam spurt- at the switch. He tore at the lock in bands to his throat, and suddenly

eye*- ' trying to get on, Just paralyze’m*" ed from the whistle pipe, the cars a kind of insanity. How should he ever Plunged forward upon hie face. The
Y r people live there 7 M Nevertheless, when Sorrell had noted rocked and battered together and all get it loose? Suddenly he snatched up blue-clad conductor pushed through

f N®* nanny now, on y & uncle. the conductor’s withdrawal Into the went roaring headlong, entirely with- a heavy stone and delivered blow upon the crowd, followed by the sheriff from
,»ЄГЄ * У Г tather an motner caboose, and had listened a moment to out control. "I must git offen this blow beat the lock to pieces. Jerking Palouse. At the same moment a dusty

*”• " __ „ the men plugging the wood into the Jthing," said Sorrel, turning round and out the pin, he threw the lever round, youth crept from his hiding place on
..T “n any‘ the9rre deftd- engine tender, he crept round the end round. "First thing I know It'll Jump pinned It again, leaped back, all his the forward truck of the mall car and

• of the rick and up Into one of the flat the track an’ go down the mountain.’ features wild and working. The next came up the track. The conductor and
•Since I was five or six year old. cars, sinking prone on his stomach With - storing eÿM he climbed over moment the train burst round a bend most of the others were panting. There

They was—wae^bumed to a big foreet he hastily scraped back some of the the sideboard, looking wildly for a In a storm of noise. Some of the upper were w,ld talk and exclamations. Sor-
flre back there. | earthy conglomerate from along one place where he might jump clear of the works of the huge engine were lying ге* 1аУ Hmp and still.

"But you didn't steal ?” queried the 0f the side boards of the car, rolled i ties. "It’ll kill me sure if I Jump along the boiler-top and she looked like
woman, looking at him over her glas- into the depression, and covered him- I among them rocks," he half whispered, some mighty animal
■eB- f I self up as best he could with the broken j "I better stay here." with ears laid back in rage. Sorrel

A flush came into the youth's freck- stuff. After a Httle time the mogul But a moment later he saw a long drew farther away, bending almost
led, dusty face. "No, on’y sometimes roared "off brakes," the couplings 1 dump of dirt and gravel, and dropping double, his mouth white and
melons or apples t’ eat, Jus* tor fun. clanked sharply, and the train Jarred 1 his body low over the sideboard flung his eyes starting.
Most boys do that, yeh know." and rumbled away through the echoing himself outward. With a swimming the engine and t

"Yes. but you was charged with defiles. j awful sense he went over and over spur. Nothing short of a solid moun-
etealln’ somethin' else, you said." j Sorrel, lying snugly and, save for his through the air and struck the yielding tain wall seemed capable of stopping 

Sorrell hesitated a moment. "Yes, face, quite covered by the crushed and slope and shot downward. Bruised and these unbridled bolts of force,
that was money," he said. "I run off mealy matter, smiled and whispered, half conscious, he scrambled to his bunting-post at the end of the spur
from Uncle Reuben’s early this spring Tm all right. This must be a train feet among some bushes fifty feet from was swept away like a reed and the
an’ come West. I wanted to get to of low grade ore goln’ down to the re- the track. In his excitement he turn- whole train, led by the great ram, went
Aunt Lucy’s—she's mother's sister, auction works in California, or some- ed and made directly up the dump, dig- headlong down the sloping mountain-
an' lives down at Sacramento, in Call- where else;" in which apprehension glng his toes in the shaly mass and side.
fomta—an* so I got to St. Paul, an’ Sorrel did not err. j gapping for breath. In a few moments Should Sorrel Banks live a thousand
beat my way over the railroad out into After a time Sorrel’s busy thoughts he was on the track, brushing the dirt years he would not forget that spec-
Waahlngton State. I had a awful hard fell quiet, and he slept. Twice a brake- fjjffi his mouth and eyes. tacle. Trees leaped from their roots,1 Head, and tore t
time. I went V work -on a wheat ranch man passed his rough couch, wading jÿfiome of them fellers must a* been great spurts of ore-bearing stone shot engine off and wrecked the caboose, ufacturers is making a fortune out of glad to see you.
up in the Palouse country V get money through the yielding mass of crushed killed back there," he panted: then into the air, about the mogul whirled Several of the boys hurt—maybe kill- a machine called the "Fltrtketcher," - Everbroke—Yes, I want to pay you Я
t' pay my way down the coast to Aunt volcanic rock toward the caboose, but suddenly held his breath and listened, a chaos of broken things, a crackling ed; I didn't wait to see. Who turned which In addition to recording kisses, compliment on account of your artistic
Lucy’s. There was a lot of men work- without dreaming that a human being He could still hear the doomed train thunder followed It. Sorrel bent for- the switch?" sets down a great variety of vows and way of dunning. Sh—not a word—you
In' on the ranch, an' one young feller, lay almost under his feet. Hours pass- madly following the great groove down- ward, gasping, speechless. Down, down 1 "That boy lying there." declarations, such as "I love you;” "I deserve It. Good morning.—Kansas
Bhne Saucer, 'bout my age an’ size, ed, and finally the tired fugitive awoke, ward. As he turned about excitedly the train plunged, cutting through "Why, that's the young hobo that would die for you;" "I cannot live City Journal.

"It’ll never
’■ 4n uch account, though, and the second 

night I got out and made tracks for 
California. I've got this far. I want 
t get down to Aunt Lucy's, but I don't 
know: I s’pose the sheriff'll be there 
watchin’ fop me." He ended with a 
note of hopelesen

"We don’t want any tramps*round 

here.” she said, to dry, severe tonee.
The boy hesitated, twisting and roll- 

tog up his hat in embarrassment. "I'm 
not a tramp, missus. I'm a thief—that 
1*. they charged me with stealing 
sndney that I didn’t steal, an'—an’ I’m 
trying to get away,” he stammered.
"I ain’t got a cent, an’ I ain’t had any
thing to cat since ylsterday momln'. "Slme did, an' mebbe some of the 
Д don’t like to beg, but— but—" others did, too. I'm goln', anyhow.

"Mercy.- exclaimed tb. woman. оГ.Л'н'І! 'TkuZ'

învrrwzr*41
do™ ÆSh,b.,S5S°ÎSLand ,ank 1 «,a th. wo.
"шГ; .7ГоГ;і.шгГ .aid I Ь“Ш>Г rt*1"* “d the

the woman, -an- Г11 get you somethin- , Sorrell ,tood fldgetlng. Aft„ a mtIf
The boy stirred reatlcMly. -No, : th?„BO?d 4“’ ТПГЛ 4 T*

thank, yeh, I ain't—I ain't eo very £?" Ч ЧЧЛа ,butte,r anî Г‘Г 
clean,- he .aid. "I'd rathar set here " КЧьЧ? to? v»,H ЛЛ. Гп,"

The woman's face softened as she k h t' . Whe" V? *“ a !1
turned and entered the bouse. Free- yo.a hujtdkerchlet, she
ently she returned, bringing .ever.l !°:ld *ЧЛ1у-. ЛЧ.br»» * ‘“!ЄП";°П*Г; 
dishes of food. -TU Jut set 'em be- j aU 1 got ln tba Ч”*6 now- 
for* you here on the steps," she said, i***? you Tre' 1 Ьор* Л'у won 1 
•T reckon you-u enjoy thing, best that, "^. „« twgan to quiver. "I don't

"Oh. minus----- the boy began, а ^Мп'ї’икЧЧь'іп’вТгЛ’нкГ the
world of gratitude and eagerness in c”“1.dn l, that But Jd ,uke tb' 
his voice, then suddenly fell to eating vl™ee' ,ОГГ2>Т.Л WM aW,.Ul 
in «-їм H.i# ,aafc,AB „у,™ She reached the money toward him.in vlld, half-famished fashion. The ..Yo«-d beet take it- von’il need it” 
woman, mercifully, did not look at him вьГ“a|d 1 ^ U'

"No, I'm all righ^,” he replied, and

Massey-HarrisIn his voice.
“Did toe folks at the ranch know 

about Yr wantin' f go to Sacramen
to ?” Bicycle is a wheel built by skilled ar- ------------------------------

tisans from the best material money can buy. It is absolutely 
reliable—with the Hygienic CUSHION FRAME it is 
the biggest thing yet—This is the invention that has re-ginger
ed wheeling. It is to wheeling what the “Pullman” is to 
railroading.

Remember there are many Imltatlone but only oneCuehlon Frame—The 
Hygienic Cuehlon Frame. See It

IF YOU WISH TO BE BP TO DATE IN BICTCLEDBM YOU MUST RIUE THE CUSHION FRAME.

Good Prices Allowed on Second-Hand Bicycles.
Write for Our Booklet, “ In Rloyoledom."
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flight of awful thingr 

In a few

Like one breaking from a horrible 
dream, Sorrel suddenly started, paused 
hesitatingly, then plunged down the 
gravellyslope into the woods, 
freckled face looked white, his dust- 
rimmed eyes were wide and glowing. 
"If I can only git down to that spur 
In time an* can git the switch open," 
he was saying, as he lunged through 
fallen tree-tops and over bowlders and 

He seemed ln

but continued her sewing. When the 
wayfarer had finished she placed the 
empty dishes on a chair, and again 
seated herself." Did you come through 
Borpee ?” she inquired, a smile hover
ing about her mouth.

"The town about two miles back 
there ?"

"Yes, that's Borpee.”
"Yes, I came through it. I didn't 

stop long,” In a rueful tone.

His

R. D. COLES, St.John, N. B.
the woman.

Canada Cycle and Motor Co’y, Ltd
TORONTO JUNCTION.

•>

Ito

was hid ln the slack. I told Jim not 
to disturb him." The conductors look
ed at each other.

"He’s a good one," said the Northern 
Mail man.

The other nodded.
'em all ride after this." he said.

"Hello, he’s come to," said the sheriff, 
bending over Sorrel. "Young feller, are 
you ready to go 
the money Is?"

Sorrel stared, running 
blotched fingers through 
hair.

"Yeh needn’t bother him," 
voice at the sheriff’s elbow. " 
money here, every cent of It. I’m tak- 
ln' It back to Mr. Young.’

"Well, If It ain’t Slme!" said Sorrel, 
a smile lighting his ashen face.

"Yes, I found out they was after you, 
th' money back. I 

ow; I'd rather work

without you;" "I think of you every 
waking minute and dream of you the 
livelong night;" "Life would be a de
sert without you;" "When can I speak 
to your pa ?” and many other old fa
miliars that leap unbidden to the lips 
of enthusiastic lovers.

"I always kept an accurate account 
of everything,” said Mise Pettit in 
court, and no one doubted her. She 
knew how many meals Tittemore ate 
at her house during the period of his 
love-making. She had lived ln one of 
Tittemore’»' houses for nine years, and 
when the break came he asked her for 
nine years’ rent. Misa Pettit answered 
him by bringing out the account for 
meals, and showed him that he owed 
her more than his bill for rent. Peo
ple who heard the queer suit wondered 
how Tittemore allowed such a gem of 
a woman to escape him. Tittemore 
loved another, that's the answer.

Tittemore is fully 60 years old. Mies 
Pettit is-46 years younger. Tittemore 
Is eald to have married a 14 year old 
Williamstown (Mass.) girl ln 1887, but 
there was soon a separation. He met 
Mies Pettit while on an excursion last 
summer. Miss Pettit heard that he was 
paying attentions to another girl of 
Galway, where she lived, and when she 
tried to get him to the altar he balked.

Then came the breach of promise 
suit, the suit for rent and toe counter- 
buit for meals. Now Tittemore must 
pay the woman he courted so long and 
whose meals he ate $8,000.

open furnace-door, turn once In the 
air; and then he heard her fall with an 
appalling crash at the bottom of a can
yon. A number of cars leaped upon 

...... . ., ... _ her, some rolled over sidewise near the
? ellf>Ped' hl* cl‘nglng flngT brink. Then silence fell.
Jerked the vtne-grouwth from the rocks _ , , . . .__, ___.___ ..Sorrel, pale and laboring for breath, 

toward

heart burned so hot a haste, he need of 
speed was so great, the responsibility 
that lay upon him was so overwhelm
ing, he could not be careful. Suddenly

He threw
"I guess I’ll let

back and tell where
the track. The North-* turned

. . ern Mall stood not 200 feet south of 
him. A dozen men were running to
ward him. He turned round and round; 
he seemed somewhere in a horrible 
dreamv The engineer of the mall was 
first to reach him.

"Tell us! What's going on here?" he

his blood- 
his tumbled

said a 
I got theHe grasped some object and

his
Sorrel, so I brun g 
didn’t want It nob 
for it. I’ve beat my way and rid on th* 
trucks ruther ’en spend it. Here 'tie, 
sheriff.”

Investigation disclosed the fact that 
Sorrel had a pair of broken ribs, but 
never was a prince cared for with 
greater tenderness. He completed his 
Journey to Sacramento in a Pullman 
sleeper, and found Aunt Lucy a "good 
mother.”
position ln the employ of the gre 
way system In whose interest 
played such masterly courage that 
morning when he saved the Northern 
Mail.

Today he holds an enviable 

he dis-

V $3,000 FOR 1,238 KISSES.

I Tittemore's Pledge of Affection Care- 
j fully Noted by Miss Pettit.

X BOYCOTTED PREACHER.:

Jason Mason—There goes that city 
preacher who’s thinkin' uv acceptin’ a 
call here. His church in the city was 
boycotted.

Hiram Husklnsby—What ? Great 
Gosh! A church boycotted? What 

I fer
! Jason Mason—Yew see, the street rail- 

her : way strikers dam near killed a ntm- 
1 union feller, an’ that thoughtless 
preacher went an* comforted the pooa 
chap durln' his last hours!—Puck.

for that boy,” said the 
n down to Sac ram en-

"I was hunt! 
sheriff. "I’ve
to; couldn’t flnd him and was coming 
back."

The conductor of the ore tral 
less, white-faced, and with a '— 
arm, burst out from the trees
came suddenly down upon the track. , . ,__ _ a _laa

"Hello. Andy," cried the conductor of ]ady know that Tittemore kissed 
the Northern Mall. "What is this? , 1.238 times during toe 14 years of their 

your train?’ ’ I courtship ?
le fellow looked wildly about M,ss Pett,t ааУ*

ome one throwed the switch that number of times, and Tittemore 
then. I was trying to get here to do it. does not deny it. A jury ln the supreme 
She's gone down the mountain! I’m court believed Miss Pettit, and assess- 
glad of that. I expected V flnd you all ed Tittemore $3,000 of the $5,000 dam- 
killed. A rbek slipped out of Twiller ages asked for.

he top works of the ; It is said that a firm of Yankee man-

ng
rushing forward BALLISTON, Spa., N. Y., May 14.— 

Did Miss Francis Pettit have a trolley- 
car fare register concealed about her , 
while James P. Tittemore courted her ?

hat-puckered, 
With deafening roar 

rain rushed on to the
n*and 1)1(1 sbe ring up a kiss every time Titte

more kissed her ? If not, how did the

The
Where's

The Tittemore kissed herpa
"Sc PAID WHAT HE COULD.

Everbroke—I want to pay you 
thing on account.

Tailor (rubbing his hands)—Ah, I*nf
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