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wants to. We lived down in the lit-
tie town of Goliad. Benton came
riding down that way, and stopped l
there a while. I reckon 1 was some
better looking than I ain now. H1e
was good to me for a wbole year af-,!
ter we were married. He insured bis
l ife for me for five thousand dollars.
But for the hast six monhs he bas
done everytbing but kill me. 1 often
wish he had done that, too. He gotI
out of money for a while, and abus-
cd me shamefully for flot having any-
thing he could spend. Then, father
ldied, and left me the little home in
Goliad. My husband made mz selI
that, and turned me out into the
world. I've barely been able to live,
furIPm flot strong enough te work.
Latcly, I heard he was making mon-
cy in San Antonio, so I went there,
and found him, and asked for a little
hielp. This," touching the livid bruise
on her temple, 'is what he gave me.
So I came to Austin to see the gov-
(rnior. 1 once heard father sav that
t:îere was some ]and, or a pension,
coming to him from the state that he
,uould neyer ask for."

Luke Standifer rose to bis feet, and
rushed bis chair back. He looked
rather perplexedly around the big
office, witb its handsome furniture.

"It's a long trail to follow," he
said, slowly, trying to get back dues
from the goverfiment. There's red
tape and lawyers and rulings and evi-
dence and courts to keep you waiting.
l'm flot certain," continued the cern-
miissioner, with a profoundhy medita-
tive frown, "W'betber this department
that I'm the boss of bas any jurisdic-
tien or not. It's only Insurance, Sta-
tistics and History, ma'am, and it
don't sound as if it could cover the
case. But sornetimes a saddle blank-
et can be made to stretch. You keeD
your seat .iust for a few minutes,
ma'aîn, until I step into the next
room and see about it."

The state trrasurer wvas seated witb-
in bis massive, complicated railings,
reading a newspaper. Business for
the day was about over. The clerks
lolled at their desks, awaiting the
closing hour. The Commissioner of
Insurance, Statistics and History en-
tered, and leaned in at the window.

The treasurer, a littie, brisk, old
man, with snow-white mustache and

ibeard, jumped up youthfully and
1 came forward to greet Standifer.

Tbey were friends of old.
"Uncle Frank," said the commis-

sioner, using the familiar naine by
wvhich the bistoric treasurer was, ad-
dressed by every Texan, "bow much
rnoney have you got on hand"

The treasurer named the sum of
the last balance down to the odd
cents-something more than a million

*dollars.
*The commissioner whistled lowly,
and bis eyes grew bopefully brigbt.

"You know, or else you've beard
of, Amos Colvin, Uncle Frank?"
*"Knew him well," said the treasur-
er. "A good man. A valuable citi-
zen. One of the first settlers in the
Souithwest."

"His daughter," said Standifer, "is
sitting in my office. She's penniless.
She's married te Benton Sharp, a
coyote and a murderer. He's reduc-
cd ber te want, and broken ber beart.
Fier father belped to build up this
state, and it's the state's turn to help.
this child. A couple of thousand dol-
lars will buy back ber home and let
ber live in peace. The State of Tex-
as can't afford to refuse it. Give me
the money, Uncle Frank, and lIl give
it to ber right away. We'hl fix up the
r-1 tape business afterward."

The treasurer looked a hittle bewil-
dered.

.v hy, Standifer," he said, "you
know 1 can't pay a cent ont of the
îreasury withotnt a warrant fronm the
comptroller. 1 can't disbnrse a Col-
lar without a voucher to show for it."

The commissioner betraved a sliglht
impatience.

"l'Il give vol' a vnchcr," hie rie-
clared. "What's this lbthev' v gi-
eit me for? .\ m I14a kuo(t. ona
ilesquite stoirii? Can't mv otice
stand for it? Cha1,-rge it n ~Iiitr-
:ance and the ftlir two sideshow>.
I >n't Statid' ý ,!* i ' h t .; ( C 1-

n came to t!ý,_ len it waýs in
'Po lhands of -, d raffle-
ý1n1zkes and Ce''3 . fouglit

day and night to make a white man's
country of.it? Don't they show that
Amos Colvins' daiighter is brought to
ruin by a villain who's trying to pu,,
down what you and I and ail oMl ex-
ans shed our blood to build uD?
Don't History show that the Londè
Star State neyer yet failed to grant
relief to the suffering and oppressed
childreti of the men who had made
her the grandest Commonwealth in
the Union? If Statistics and îlistory
don't bear out the laÎi of Amos
Colvin's child 1'il ask the next legis.
lature to, abolish my office. Corne,
nhow, Uncle Frank, let her bave the
money. l'Il sign the papers officiaîîy
if you say so; and then if the govern.
or or the comptroller or the janitor
or anybody else makes a kick, ll re.
fer the matter to the People, and see
if they won't indorse the act."

The treasurer looked sympathetic but
shocked. The commissioner's voice
had grown louder as he rounded off
the sentences that, however praise.
worthy they might be in sentimenf,
reflected somewhat upon the capacity
of the head of a more or less import-.
ant department of state. The clerks
were beginning *to listen.

"Now Standifer," said the treasur.
er, soothingly, "you know I'd like to
help in this matter, but stop and
think a moment,.please. Every cent
in the treasury is expended only by
appropriation made by the legislature,
and drawn ont by checks issued by
the comptroller., I can't control the
use oT a cent of it. Neither can you.
Your departmient isn't disbursive-it
î-zn't even administrative-it's purely
clerical. The only way for the lady
to obtain relief is to petit.on the
legislature, and-"

"To the dickens with the legisia-
ture," said Standifer, turning away.

The treasurer called him back.
"Ill be glad, Standifer, to contri.

bute a hundred dollars personfally to-
ward the immediate expenses of Col-
vin's dauffhter.» He reached for his
pocketbook.

"Neyer mind, Uncle Frank," said
the commissioner, in a softer tone.
'There's no need of that. She hasn't
asked for anything of that sorF yet

~Besjdes her case is in my hands. 1
sce now what a littie, rag-tag, b7
tail, gotch-eared department I've been
put in charge of. It seems to be
about as important as an almanac or
a hotel register. But while I'm run-
nîn.- it, it won't tura away any
daughter of Amos Colvin without
stretching its jurîsdliction to cover, if
possible. You want te keep your eye
on the Department of Insurance,
Statistîcs and History."

The commîssioner returned to his
office, Iooking thoughtful. He open-
ed and closed an inkstand on , .i
desk many times with externe and
undue attention before he spoke.

"Why don't you get a divorce?" he
1 asked, suddenly.

"I haven't the money to pay for
it," answered the lady.

"Just at present," announced thec ommissioner, in a formai tone, "the
powers of my -department appear to
be considerably string-halted. Statis-
tics scem to be overdrawn *at the
bank, and history isn't good for a
square meal. But you've corne to
the rillht place, ma'am. The depart-
ment ý i11 see you through. Where
did yo's say your husband is, ma'am?"

"ewas in San Antonio yesterdaY.
He *is living there now."

Suddenly the commissioner aban-
doned his official air., Hç took the
faded little woman's hands in bis, and
spoke in the old voice he used on
the t -iil and around camp fires.

"Yoi-r name's Amanda, isn't it?"
"Ye. sir."
"I tii, mght so. L ve heard yotlr

dad sa it often enough. Well, Arn-
anda, 1 ere's your father's best friend,
the hfad of a big office in the state
goverrument, that's going .to help yotl
ont of yonr troubles. And then
here's the old bushwhacker and cow-
ptincher that your father has helped
ont of scrapes time and time again
vw-ants to ask you a question. Amnan-
da, have yon got money enough to
run you for the next two or' three

1daYs?"ý
- Mrs. Sharp's white face flushed the

L1least bit.
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