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time, King Solomon

d an the lodkoue!
and-first . blushing’

) dismay, that
gire arriedyevery pretty
he kingdom. He

lemon-like leavings.
e, oy
; e : B
*the world {s!™ ”&t
might do for a proverb,”
sv(Alas! “how was he to know
ele Burgess would one .day
t a Bromide’?)” And he rambl
owly home, his sharp old eyes
about for queens, and murs
pathetlcally:u‘\'l-l&w smﬁ‘n the
5 w gmall the world ia!”
Wﬁr%m this: a:-
of the Wisest man, and ‘told. it
“ their children; and they, in later
ars, quoted it té theirs;.and they
theirs; and they—but I really can't
co it. all  the way down to
our own Elinor Murray, who mur-
ured it joyously -on my neek when
gghed into her arms. shrieking:
6w infinitesimal the earth!” - {I'm
o ,hrom de) on Fifth avenue, where
o Was gazing rapturously’ at  tiny
egges . -0f  ~Irish, lace and. dimity
“the window of Best's baby shop!
{1:led her -hastily with me to ‘my
watination, the Political Equality As-
belation, on Forty-first street, - where
Belmont has ‘hitched het’ wag-
h” Lei, her association, to that mag-
flcent suffrage star, Elsie Macken-
e, so lately Toronto’s most ar-
snt writer on -the subject of “votes
". wum Gﬂ-" :

lever; he

Arrlving there, we hied us upstairs
" the lunch/rooms, where I
ted her Toronto ladyship into the
pe of a teria. We collected the
knives and forks as we
1.ideposited them and Eli-

njall table, and I foraged

and drink at booths

pretty girls doled them out

the prate of a dozen erders

-minute, »
Feeding at Cost.
e lunched, 1 explained to my

¥ Toronto-Onter that, the building
p the property of Mrs. Belmont,

d having no waitress’ wages to pay,

ey are in a position to Teed hungry

n (note the “men”) and wo-

en, practically at ' the cost price of
0 e satisfied our ravenous
nunger for thirty cents each, and
théh, a meeting  on the subject  of
“policewomen’” being announced, we
huftily “stagked” our plates, deposit-
ed“them at a booth labelled “soiled
dishes” and departed for said meet-
ing en the lower floor.

lq"ne gsubfect was ably handled by
Miss Mackenzie; and I myself knew
whereof she spoke; for had I not
igone with her to  the night courts
@t the time of the garment work-
were’ strike last month, to stand be-
tween the ignorant foreign girl
stoikers (when they were discharged
by: the judge). and the “white
glave” procurers, who met the hungry,
thinly-clad young women (right under
thé indifferent -noses . of the—po-
dige), as they left the court room,
with: “Come with me. 1 will get you
4 jobl”

And had I not seen in. that
court a pretty girl in tears, beg-
ing the- judge to believe that she
', as not a prostitute; that _the plain-
¢Lo1hes policeman had followed and
spoken to her on the street; and
arrested ‘her when she answered him,
for the sake of - the dollar the ar-

gst would bring him? She was

© Bet off withid "eauntioh,” a8 it was .a

rst offence”—and had mot the same

fiser of the lam” followed me

n T was tearing !along the street |

lJast week, on an as-
ment for my paper, and spoken
me? Yes, . I rthink women' are
eeded on the .police force, and on
e beneh, to see that: women—
ood and bad—get a fair deal!
¥ Blinor  Murray remarked foelingly
at she was glad she lived in To-
nto.

evening

; omipg to Torgnto.
i ‘'Then Madam Elinor feft “me to
eet her husband at the Hippo-
“ they might have great

to tell their

ed sadly
“N_o’-' J

in- |

|

=

unexpectedly, to see little Jean
Root (late of the Percy Haswell Com-

ﬂ:mv) cleverly cggy a. character part
a little sketech. Miss Haswell tells
me that Miss Root is  undoubt-
edly to be a member of her company
"‘I‘lﬁn next seumnns—".a clever chnd.i" A
¢ § e eva & song recita
by vd)\nu}otte Lund. All the songs were
y- well-known American composers,

d eight of 'em were there, and ac-
companied Miss Lund in her ren-
fdering of their songs. It was in-
teresting to note how some of the

' {composers sympathetically entered in-

to. the mood eof the singer; and
how ethers, playing at their own
sweet will, forgot everything but the
themes of their beéloved compositions.
Why does not some Canadian glve
iBuch an evening of Canadian com-
posers? Would it be as interesting
and noteworthy, I wonder; as this con-
cert? .

Home, tired out, to the sister-pal,
who had a Trefreshing glass of milk
and a cookie for the veteran of
nine concerts in a weex, “Is “Raggs”
a music lover? Yes, indecedy! But it
is only fair to add that she 1§
also a reporter.

It's cold, cold, cold, in New York!
80 cold -it is, that the women
are all back in their heavy furs
and closed motors again; except re-
porters and things that ride in street
cars—and the women of the slum-
ming east side, too. They haven't
gone back to their furs; nor are
their wee, shivering bables mor
warmly elad. But why think of suc
horrible conditions so far away from
Toronto? It would only make you
unnecessarily miserable—and make
you forget the starving, freezing little
children nearer home—on York street,
for instance.

Littie Women Returns.

“Little Women” ig back in town, at
#The Playhouse,” in place of . *The
Painted Woman,” defunct, which play,
the critics tell us, was so bad that it
was—wicked! I was so glad when
“Little Women"” left town. It was
such a temptation to see “Beth,” and
“Meg,” “Laurie” and “Amy."” But I
was afraid to see “Jo” and “Marmee.”
If “Jo” were not the beloved friend
of my childhood, if “Marmee” were 2
conventional stage-mother, great in-
deed would be the fall of two of my
most adored idols. Oh, I know them,
these actresses! “Jo”, 1 would prob-
ably find pretty and graceful. Thank
you, 1 shall stay at home and keep
my own “Jo,” her “Marmee's” ugly
duckling, Maybe!

A Work of Art. i

In the Political Equality Association
Rooms a delicious work of art )
stares +Visitors in the face. A very
large bird ticketted “Women’'s Suf-
frage,” is perched upon a very small
tree, labelled “Opposition,” and both
are being sagely contemplated by a
fat old man with *“British Public”
written, figuratively and in reality all
over him. It is explained by a /lim-
erick.

“There was an old man who
‘Hush’,
I perceive a
bush,
when they said, ‘Is it -small?
He replied, ‘Not at all,
It is four times as big as the bush!’"”

So Pauline Johnson, saveet
singer,  has passed over the “Great
Divide.” “The Song - My
Sings,” the sweetest canoe song
written, will live for many 'a
day.

said

young bird in- this

ever
long

Heard On a Car.

1 do wish that I could acquire an
inclination toward minding my own
business! 1 am writing this on the
street-car, and two girls in the seat
behind me are discussing a hair-
washing bee, which function is to take
place as soon as they reach home. They
meditate chancing a new Kkind of
mueh-advertised soap, which I have
already  tried and found wanting. I
am dying to turn round and murmur

tincture of green
perfectly—five cents worth, at that—
| and add a word to the effect that they
| peally should rinse it in cqld water as
a precaution agalinst co!_d in the head,
“go prevalent in the spring. "
The Office Boy. :
Occasionally .in our oftice we give

DOMESTIC SCIENCE LEC

Easter Eggs.

@ that day's dinner for their
# cream, with green peas from
& ’

# E ASTER confes

jbutcher cut a pocket in it and fill t

so early this year that_ many families will wait until
first spring
southern gardens. - . :
Fowl is considered the proper caper for a special Sunday dinner,
B)un if it is no treat on your table try a leg of spring

dinner of new potatoes in

lamb. Have the
his with a rick bread crumb stuffing.

“This will surely please, as lamb is prime now.

It may have been self-denial for
%‘our diet thru Lent.

*telieh, for your food ai a season whe
_e;to please.

you to have eliminated ail meat from

Now you will enjoy a keener appetite, and a greater

n others’ appetites are fickle and hard

i» Many persens deny themselves their favorite dis'n?s and all condi.me_ms
Horsa fiewl weeks ip early spring for purposes of health only, and not from

religivus zeal.

A certain Sorosis club chose the study of Bible customs for its house

and home department work this past
Iost a1l the religious rites and ¢
founded on the “laws of good heal

vear and these ladies have found that
eremonies of the early church are
th and right living.

Every holiday has assumed a new aspect to them thru their study.

Among other things the use 67 Easter eggs has :
stained their eggs red in commemoration of
Later,
tor brighter future for the faith.

found that the early Christians
the blood of the redemption.
sighify hope

jnterested them. They

colors of the rainbow were added to

£ Henry the VIII. received an Haster egg from the Pope, when he was

$till in the church’s favor,

and this so pleased him that he inaugurated the

ciistom of exchanging eggs and making Easter calls.
Eggs certainly should be on the Easter table on Easter day, for custom

has endeared them:to us.
Some families renew their supp

new, dainty designs are found in the stores at this season.

ly of egg cups on this day and many
An egg-timar

makes a pleasing surprise for an Easter gift and an egg opener is enjoyed

by thoge who have tender fingers and
The colored eggs make an appr
Lily centrepiece at dinner.

dislike opening a hot boiled egg.
opriate centrepiece around the Easter

For Baster Sunday supper the HEaster eggs will be enjoyed creamed.

3 Remove the shells and cut the h
#alt and pepper and add a sprinkle of
: Mzake a rich cream sauce.
cover with the dressing. Serve with
Make the sauce with three table
amount of butter.
Scalding miik.

f curry, if
Place the seasoned eggs in a hot bowl and | to the presidency.

ard boiled eggs in slices, Season with
you like them hot.

gippets of buttered toast.
spoong of flour blended with an equal

Heat gently and pour ou. stirring constantly, a pint of ‘f'“.m.w‘

Keith's “Fifth Avenue” Theatre, there, |!

Indian,
Paddle

olitely a few words to the effect that |
B 2 soap will do the job

An Unique Effect.

Next on our list is bulbocodium
vernum. This 18 a true bulb, a tiny
thing about the size of a good sized
hazel nut, brown and firm. These lit-
tle brown corns should be put in about
six inches below the surface of the
bulb bed, and fairly well covered with
some good rich mulching in the early
fall. One fine morning along in Feb-
ruary, just when the adonis is poking
up its first ut come fat, sturdy,
blunt-ended :::agg\ot greenery-brown,
about the thickness of one’s little
finger. They look 'something like a
crocus, but are much thicker. In a day
or two a gleam of purple in all shades,
and deep, rich royal blue, and deh-
cate pinks commence to show among
the spear-heads. Soon the long crocus
shaped flowers appear, closely hugging
the spearhead, and bearing bright yel-
low Dpistils und stamen#® The flower
belongs to the lily family. But you
will remember that the long trumpet-
shaped cup of thecrocus issues from
the centre of the bulb, the long lanced-
liko léeaves having a straight streak of
white running along the middle. Now
the leaf of iittle bulbocodium vernum
is not at all Hke it, but remains a
short stumpy spear head, barely sufli-
cient to shade the modest flowers hid-
ing amidst them. For that is just
the impression this cunning little
dwarf gives one—the impression that
it is playing hide and seek among its
rich green leaves.

Bulbocodium vernum loves a sunny
rockery, or the very outside edge of
the bulb bed. Since it is a dwarf, never
reaching more than three inches, so
closely does it hug the ground for pro-
tection—this bulb should be used either
in masses by itself, or planted in dou-
ble or better still, triple rows, around a
bed filled with some other flower. Any-
thing more gorgeous than a bed filled
with adonis vernalis and framed with
bulbocodium vernum one cannot im-
agin. ‘The tall feathery green foli-
age with masses of golden stars sur-
rounded by a triple line of low =set
purples and pinks and blues, twinkling
and smiling among the green will form
a picture bed that will make your bed
the admiration and envy of the whole
reighborhood. It is sometimes called
“the woolly bulb”; it comes from the
shores of the Mediterranean.

But to obtain the most unique effect
of all with bulbocodium vernum just
plant some five hundred or so—they are
very cheap—about twenty-five cents
per hundred—plant them in your rock-
ery, where they will get plenty of sun.
‘fhe sturdy young spear heads will al-
rost push the stones aside to get out
into the sun.

One last word about bulbocodium
vernum—you see it is a great favorite
with me, and will bo so with anyone
| else who wil give it a fair show—Dbulbs
| must be left alone season after sea-
| son. On no account must they be lifted
lin the early summer to give space for
| other plants. If you do—you will lose
| vour bulbs, for they will not be inter-
| fered with.

One thing more and 1 will leave you
with Dbulbocodium vemaum—trusting
you will treat it well—bulbocodium
vernum must not be planted uznong
the grass on the lawn, as many peo-
ple do with the crocus. They will not
grow tall encugh to show above the
tough spring grass, which as every
gardener knows well, is always thick-
est in early spring. The coarse grass
roots would simply smother them to
death.

concert tickets to .the office boy, who
is almost “too good to be sirue,” Dbless
his heart! “Clairunty” (his pronun-
ciation but my spelling) was com-

ska, who, I believe, played recently in
Toronto. “Gee!” enthused he, the
following morning, “does that kid
know how to handle the music-box?
Well, maybe! One minute she'd be
poundin’ the ivories like she was all
the horses in ‘Ben Hur’' rolled into one
and it was the treadmill they galloped
on: and the next second she'd be
peltin’ and peltin’ the keys like a Kkit-
ten, throwin’ her hands up in the air
and pouncin’ dowh, sometimes gentls
and sometimes rough, and then you
couldn’t hear yourself think until it
pleased little Ethelski to let up. And
the way she makes your spine creep!
She certainly knows her  business!
Me for Ethel!”
About Juresses.

Many men and women of late have
been bursting into print son the sub-
ject of juresses—or is it more correct
to say “juroresses?” However, you
probably gather that 1T am irying in
my very feeble way, to say “female
jurors.”” It’s not a bad idea. I think,
this womeai-jury thing that they are
giving a trial here and there, all over
| the country. Afler said and
done, criminals are only naughty boys
and girls who have never quite grown
up—who are undeveloped mentally
and spiritually—and the mothers and
srhool-teachers who realize by wise
experience how much of .human
naughtiness is due to environmeni
and how much to heredity are more
prone than men to judge the breaker
of laws as individuals and not  as
members of the criminal class.

Yours hastily,

all is

“Raggs.”
HONDURAS' RRESIDENT DEAD.

Suffered Long From Bright's Disease—
Successor Appointed.

WASHINGTON, March

Press.)—President Manuel! Bonilla of

Honduras died at Tegucigalpa today
of kidney trouble, according to a pri-
vate telegram received here late to-

21.—(Can.

| day.
|  Francisco Bertrand, vice-president |

| af Honduras. immediately succeeded

the message sald.
had been afflicted with

| Dr. Bonilla

| Bright's disease for about a year and |

half. His condition gradually
nd for the past few -dayvs

| had had several severe convulsions. It

rew

)
1¢

pletely won by the art of Ethel Legin--

A SERVICEABLE SUIT FOR THE
LITTLE Baly.
. i
Boy's Russian Blou
Knickerbock:
TR S B e O
model, W eq appro;
for linen, corduroy, nnel,
linene, and other s¢asonable fa-
brics. Blue linen, with simple stitch-
ing, for a finish, would be very appro-
priate, The design shoyvs a  broad
plait and shoulder tucks 'in front. The
sleeve 18 tucked at th¢ wrist. The
“knickers” are cut in regulation style,
and the fulness at the kmee, may be
held by an elastic band. The pattern
is cut in four sizes: 3, 4, § and 6 years.
It requires 2% yards of 44-inch mater-
ial for a four-year size.
A pattern of this illustyation mailled
to any address on receipt of 15c in
silver or stamps.

Suit,, With
to make this.

.. Daily World PattermCoupon.
Send Pattern: No. ... scevencs

NRMO ...osscsccccasfessnsscscs
' ]

wonderful, in a parlor all antimacas-
sars and rocker chairs with pink bows.
She showed me plush photo albums,
and hand-painted pictures of ladies

day book. There was champagne wine,

AdAress ...ccevvvccebocccns s
cerssaarae .'|!4’!1!an1-

.Slze .

n-l.onl."‘l!l‘loo-.-n-

Fill out this coupon 'and mail
with 15 ceats to The' Toronto
World, Pattern Dept., Tononto, and
pattern will be mailgd to you.
Write plainly and be swie to give
size desired.

is believed his death came during one
of these spells. Bonilla beaune presi-
dent on the wave of a revolwtion about
two vears ago, He was abokit 70 years

of age..

UNDERGROUND WIRES IN
EDMONTON.

EDMONTON, Alta., March 21.-’1‘}10
city couneil has decided upon the dis-
posal of $98,000 surplus,accm;rjulnted by
municipal electric light égpartment,
by carrying $10,000 to siniking fund,
$5000 as the nucleus of an emergency
reserve, and $83,000 towardls placing
wirds underground in central districts.

SPRING BLOOD
IS WATERY BLOOD

How to Get New Health and New
Strength at This Season.

Spring ailments are not dmpaginary.
Even the most robust find the winter
months most trying to thesr health.
Confinement indoors, often in overs
heated and nearly always badly ven-
tilated rooms—in the home, "he office,
the shop and the schools, Yaxes the
vitality of even the strong3st. The
blood becomes thin and wa.ery and
is clogged with impurities. Some
people have headaches and a feeling
of languor. Others are low-spirited
and nervous. ‘Still others ame troubl-
ed with disfiguring pimples and skin
eruptions, while some get ) in the
morning feeling just as tired as when
they wen: to bed. These are all
spring symptoms that the blowod is out
of order and that a medicine is need-
ed. Many people take purgafive me-
dicines in the spring. This is a seri-
ous mistake. You cannot cuare Your-
self with a medicine that gallops
through your system and lea&ves you
weaker still. This is all thag a pur-
gative does. What you mneed to. give
vou health and strength in tix: spring
is a tomic medicine that will enrich
the blood and socothe the ' jangled
nerves. And the one alwafs reliable
tonic and blood builder is Dr. Wil-
liams® Pink Pills, These P lls not
only banish -spring weakm'ss but
guard you against the more serious
ailments that follow, such as ailaemia.
nervous debility, indigestion, rheuma-
tism, and other diseages due to bad
blood. Miss Lillian Howe, Portland,
Ont., says: “A little over a jearago
1 was in a very anaemic candition,
suffering from most of the sva2ptoms
of that trouble. Often I spent sleep-
less nights, and felt as though I did
not care whether I live or not. In
this condition 1 began taking Dr. Wil-
ltams’' Pink Pills, and after (he use

to the blessing of perfect reth. 1
feel, therefore, that T cannot ray too
| much in praigse of this medieipe.”

i If you are ailing this spr§:z vou
| canmot afford, in yvour own %Viteresat,
{ to overjook so valuable a med}:ine as
{ Dr. Williams’ Pigk Pills. Sold by all
| medicine dealer? or by maif at 50
| rents a box or six boxes fo= $2.50 |
{from The Dr. Williams Medicie Co., |
| Brockville, Ont.

| eouldn’t

of tén or twelve boxes T was resiored §

The great popularity and general use of the

é
.

L

Royal Baldna Powder attest its superiority

When you buy and use only the
ROYAL BAKING POWDER, you
have the positive assurance that your
food raised by it is not polluted by
alum, lime, or any of the adulter-
ants common to other powders.

tl 2 A MAN IN THE

OPEN » |

wife—which is death from natural
causes, Ma'am,” he wagged his fin-
ger at Polly, “’tain’t long since you
come among us, “l'aint more'n a day
since you told me and others present
that you was marryin’ for fun. You
laughed at warnings, and this here
Jesse would have shot the man
who warned him. You :@are a lady,
and this -boy you married for fun is
goin' to see you treated as a lady. 1
own he got rattled first shot, missing
this tenderfoot’s heart, which ain’t up
to average practice; but it's time you
began to see the point of the joke.”

‘they took the tenderfoot aways
and we were alone, me watching the
pool of red blood turning brown.
Polly sat drumming tunes on the
table, her face turned white, staring
out thru the window at the noon heat
of the plains. 1 remember I took a
bottle of champagne wine, filled a big
goblet, and drank it off. ~ The flies
were buzzing still agin the window.
It made me laugh to think she'd
taught me drinking, so 1 had another,
watching the flies hold congress on
the floor. “I see,” says Polly, “I un-
‘derstand now.” At that she began to
scream. !

I should have told you that after
our boys of the Flying Zee quit Abi-
lene, I pitched a little A tent on the
prairie back of Polly’s house. Thar
1 could see my ponies at grass, and
snuff the alr clear of that stinking
town. 4
i But from tne time I moved into the
{house, thar was something disturbing
'my nose—something uneasy—oh, 1
don’t know what it was, back of all
house smellg, which give me a sense of
evil, so ‘I could hardly bear to stay
indoo:s.

And there were signs. I'd come
back from some errand into town, to
find a man’'s track leading into the
door, when Folly claimed she had no
visitors. Why should she say she'd
been alone all morning, when there's
pipe ashes cn the parlor table, or I'd
cateh ine wet smell from a chewed
‘cigar? She only laughed. .

Comin’ from town one night—she'd
sent me there—I gseen a man’s shadow
cross the parlor blind. T fired, miss-
in, a faol's act, for it warned him, and
gave him time. The lamp was out
before 1 reached the house, and Polly
with some hysterics getting in my
way.

It wouldn’t be sense to show a match
guiding the stranger’s aim, or to stand
against a window, or make sounds.
Rather 1 stood right still, and after a
while Polly surprised herself into dead
silence. 1 couldn’'t hear that man, or
feel, or see him. 1 could smell him, but
thagt don’'t supply his  bearings. I
could taste the air from him
but that flickered. 1 sensed
him. Can't explain _that — no.
You just feel if a man stares hard. I
fired’ at that. Then Polly, of course,
went off into all sorts of fits.

Next morning 1 tracked blood sign
to the hospital, Seems a young per-
son from the bank had took to con-
juring and swallowed lead.

It was still before breakfast- that |
told Polly to pack her dunnage, 'cause
we was moving out from Abilene.
claimed '1 could earn enough to keep
my wife without her needing to go
out_into soclety.

“On cow-boy pay?” she said laugh-
ing. “On forty dollars a month? 1
spend more'n that on champagne. Here
 you Miss Jesse, who's paying for this
—you? Who keeps you, eh, Miss
Prunes—and—prisms?  Shamed of my
bein’ a lady, en? I am a lady, too,
and don't you forget it. And now, git
out of my home.”

I struck a match to the bo-kay of
paper flowers, heaped on the hand-
painted pictures, the paper fans, the
rocker chaljrs, and slung the coal-oil
lamp into the flames; then while she
tore my shoulder with her teeth, I car-
ried her to my teni. “That's your
home now,” 1 said, “thec home of an
honest working-man,” 1 said., “and if
another tough defiles my home, I' kill
you.” : &

The house-warming gathered the*

By Roger Pocock.
(Copyrighted 1912, The Bobbs-Merrill
. Company)

And that evening was most surely

with no clothes on. She played
“Abtde With Me” on the harmonium;
she made me write poetry in her birth-

the little cigarets with dreams inside,
and a bottie no biggern my thumb
smellin® so fierce it well-nigh blew
my head off. Oh, it was all so ele-
gant and high-toned that I got proud
of being allowed indoors. ~

Her people was real society, her
poppa an army general, ruined by the
war, her mother prime Virginian. But
then shé’d gone on the stage, so there
was mean suspicions.

1 hold suspicion to be a form of
meanness when it touches women. My
mother would have shied at naked
ladies, and dad was powerful agin
cigarets. As for the smell, so fierce it
had to be bottled, I'll own up 1 was
shocked. But then you see mother,
and dad, an’ me, being working peo-
ple, was not supposed to feel the high-
toned senses which Dbelongs with
wealth, It's not for grade stock like
me to set up as judge on thorobreds,
or call a lady immoral for using a
spoon whar I should need a shovel

No, I was playing worldliners for
fear the lady’'d think me ignorant. 4
was no more'n a little ch:ld strayed
among civilization, scared of being
found out childish. And I was surely
panicky in a .house—belonged out-
doors among horses.

’So it happened that in them days,
while I rode guard upon Miss Polly,
no man in Abilene could speak to her,
or mention her name to me until I
give him leave. She got to be known
as Sailor Jesse's kill, and any person
touching on my kill was apt to require
a funeral

it was the seventh day she marri-
ed me. I know, becatise Bull, acting
as best man, clalmed a kiss, which she
gave him, *“Bull,” says she, “didn’'t 1
bet you I'd marry Sailor Jesse within
a week? You owe me twenty dol-
jars.” [ saw the joke was on me.

I'd been in a dream. Love had made
the vellow prairie shine like gold,
that little "prairie  home a holy place,
the woman in it something I'd kneel
and pray to. There’d be 1iI' small
children soon for me to play with,
pride in earning food; the great big
honor of guarding all of that from
harm.

1. came to marriage pure as any
bear, or wolf, or fox, expecting to find
my mate the same as me, getter and
giver of life, true to the earth, and
fearless in doin’ right.

Folks said I was young to marry at
nineteen, but full nine years I'd earn-
ed my living, fought my way, and
done my share of making happiness.
I'd been served with a mouth full wide
enough for laughin’, a face which
made folks smile when I was sad,
eyes to see fun, the :heart to take a
joke if any offered and when things
hurt, 1 wasn't first to speal. No: as
long as the joke was on me I done
my best to take it like a -man.

But suppose—Well, I'd -best explain
that the ©nglish tenderfoot was at
our wedding Dbreakfast, and gettin’
encouraged, he put up his best prize
joke. He was all hoo, hoo hoo at
first, so funny he couldn’t speak, the
fellows waiuin’ each with his grin get-
tin’ stale, and Polly laughing just to
encourage him on. Then words got
out which made ‘the boys uneasy.
Jake Haffering, the Bar T foreman.
told the hog to shut up, while others
moved to get clear. [ was sort of
stupid. wanting the point explained,
helleve it possible the joke
was c¢n my wife, altho }'d rose by taen.
with gun hand free. Then I saw, but
the room seemed dark, and the ten-
derfoo: ail Indistinct, ‘backing away,
and reaching slovenly for weapons,
while my bullet smashed in his shoul- | peighbors, but she had no use for
der. It slued him round as he drop- |Reighbore. Only they seen the line 1

s drew in tne dust around that tent, the

1 could hear the flies in the window dead-line. Afterward if any man came
buzzing ag | came to myself, seeing | Pear that line, she'd scream.
the hot street outside, the yellow | But #hé'd iaught me io deink, go I
plains beyond. s drank, day after day, night after night,

Tt was old Jake of the Bar T who whfle she _sat frightened in the teng,
spoke out then, and spoke straight. moaning. when 1 came. Only when

b 4 o she was cured could I get work, not

My boy,” he says, “put up your |while I had to watch all day, all night.
gun. That's right. This here tender-|Only when she was cured could I get
foot is bleedin’ by spurts, arterial.

work, make good, an’ keep my wife
Bull, see if Doc Stuart is sober.” Bull|as women should be kept. ‘And I—and
ran f.r the dactor. “Only a tender-

I—why if 1 let myself get sober once
foot,” savs Jake, “insults a cow-boy's
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ed that she'd repented, and 1 belleved
until she claimed religion.. I'd seen
her breed of religion. I'd rather have
her atheist than shamming. She'd keep
siraight, and be my faithful wife if
I'd qult drinking, if I’d only take her
H away. But she’d married me for a
joke, and false as-a cracked “bel! she'd
chime out lies and lies, knowing as I

knew that if she'd ever been the *hiaz
she claimed, T'd come into her life too
late.  How could she be the mother of

She swore she loved me, she vow-
NONE-50-EASY

my ponies to buy liquor, for there
was no way out.

And by the time I'd only Tiger left,
one night came Bull to find me just
as dusk was falling. He'd been away,
I hadn’t seen him for weeks, and when
he came to me in the Roundup salcen,
1 seen how frightened he was of
speaking to me. I was drunk, toe,
scarce knowing what he sald, just
telling him to shut up and have a
drink. Polly’s bin hurt? Well, that's
all right—have rye—Polly’s been shot?
That's good, ‘we'd all have drinks.
Was she dead?

She was dead.

And 1 was sober then as T am now.

“Murdered?” I asked. ‘

“Jesse; she shot herself.” :

“Is that so?” {

“Thru the brow-——above the eyes.
Come, ' Jesse.” y

Next thing I was standing in the
tent door, and it was so dark inside
I had to strike a match. The sulphur
tip burned blue, the wood flared; and
for that moment, bending down, 1 geen
the black dark hole between the eyes,
the smear of drying blood. Then the
match went out, and I—that was
enough. ’

1 gave Bull what I'd left, to pay for
burial.

Then I was riding Tiger all alone;
with my shadow drawin’ slowly out
ahead as the moon waned.

CHAPTER V.

The Burning Bush.

' Among the Indians, before a bay
gets rated warrior, he goes alone afoot,
naked, starvin’, thirsty, way off to the
back side of the desert. Thar he
just walits, suns, weeks, maybe a
whole moon, till the Big Spirit hap-
pens to catch his eye. Then the Big
Spirit shows him a stick, or a stone,
or any sort of triflin’ commeon thing,
which is to be his medicine, his wam-
pum, the charm which guards him,
hunting, or in war. There’s the or-
deal, too, by torture, done in the medi-
cine - lodge, so all the chiefs can see
he's fit tor bearin’ arms. He's glven
the war-path secret, taking his ramk
as a’ man, ;

Among them Bible Indians you'll
remember a feller called Moses, out
at the back side of the desert, seen
the Big Spirit in a burning bush, Later
his tribe set up a medicine lodge, and
the hull story’s mighty natural.

This Indian life explains a lot to

men like me, raised ignorant, never
grown up—or at least not to-hurt. I
had the ordeal by torture, which done
me good, and I been whar Moses went,
and the Lord Christ, too, seeking the
medicine of the Almighty Father.
For as I'd broken ponies for their
good till they got peaceful, so I was
broke myself. Bein' full of pride an’
sin as a young horse, so'1 was tamed
until He reckoned> me worth pastur-
age. Before then I'd work hard--yes,
for pride. A bucking horse throws
miles, sheer paste into the air, miles
better pulled out straight the way
you're goin’. 1 work for service, now.
You know when you've been in
troubie, how you swing back thinking
of edged words which would have eut,
and dirty actions that you wish you'd
done. These devils has got to go If
you'd keep your manhood, harder 't
beat out than a talky woman. an
even the littlest of them puts up a
heap big fight. But when the last is
killed, there's room for peace. *

Sloth walks in front of trouble,
eace follows after., Water is noth-
ing till you thirst, rest nothing till
you're weary, calm nothing till you've
faced the storm, peace nothing. until
after war. But peace is like the water
after thirst, rest when you're weary,
calm after storm, earnings of war-
riors only. Many find peace in death,
only a few ‘in life, and I found peace
thar in the wilderness, the very medi-
cine of torn souls, fresh from the hand
of the Almigaty Father. e

And 1 found wealth.
many persons nistaking dollarg for
some sort of wealth, ['ve had a\few
ai times by way of samples, the things
which yow're apt to be selfish with,
or give away to buy self-righteous-
ness. Reckoning with them projuces
the feeling called goverty. They're the
very stuff and substance of meanness,
and no man walks straight-loaded.
Dollars gets lost, or throwed away, or
left to your next of kim, but they're
not a good and lasting possessiom 1
like 'em, too.

)

/
Seems theré€'s

" To be Continued.

—

GOOD FOR » LITTLE ONES

Raby’'s Own Tablets are good for
all little ones—good for the newborn
bab« or the growing child. They are
absobitely safe and are guaranteed by
a government analyst to pe free from
opiates and other injurious drugs.
Concerning them Mrs. Wm, Kerng»
ghan, Cartwright, Man,, says: “1 have
always used Baby's Own Tablets and
find them good -for little:ones.” Tne
Tablets are sold by medicine dealers
or by mail 4t 25 cents a hox from The

Dr. Williams Medicine Co., Brock-

I my ch¥dren, when—1 drank, and s04d i\'ill'.-, ont. }




