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AN UNSUCCESSFUL 
SCOUNDREL

David hesitated, then spoke “Hut 
It is sot right ”

Reed laughed loudly “My dear Id- 
low, is anything righV—from some one 
else’s point of view?"

Thee he grew earnest “See here! 
[There was Tompkins, .led DuM, half 
a dozen others, all like you, working 
on a salary, afraid to get married or 
to call their souls their own. Look 
at them! Having a pretty good time 
of it, aren’t they1 And it's all from 
a few odd dollars spent in picking up 
tax lands

“I tell you," Reed went on, warm
ing to his subject, “a young man in 
a State like this is a fool to neglect 
Such chances Why, you never know 
what some hillside farm will pan 
out. I found a coal-mine on one, 
didn’t I? And look at Jed—every
thing booming round those shanties 
in the bottom. Why. he can sell the 
ground to-day for a small fortune. 
As for Tompkins, he has an oil-well, 
i know every one doesn't get rich, 
tout who loses? You can’t lose.”

“Oh, go along, Jimmy!” said David 
good-humoredly. “Think you’re giv
ing me news? Haven’t you deafened 
me with your bragging ever since 
these things happened1 I know it's 
nice to nave money and a certain 
sort of power, but money isn’t every
thing, and there's another sort of 
power."

‘'But it takes the money to make 
it effective, you bet'" said Jimmy 
Reed, cheerfully.

“That’s where you're wrong'” re
torted David, defiantly. “Get out, 
Jimmy! You’ll make me late." 

x It was shortly after this that Da
vid fell in love, and began thinking 
how sweet it would be to make a 
home of his own All voting men 
who are worth anything at all have 
this thought sooner or later It 
marks the time when they stop be
ing boys. And now it had come to 
David. He began to want to make 
more money for this purpose; but it 
is hard to make more? out of no mon
ey unless one is a professional finan
cier.

David’s eighty dollars a month re 
presented the maximum wage for a 
stenographer in his town, and most 
of that went to his mother and sis
ter Clearly a home of his own was 
an unattainable luxury without leav
ing bis dear people to shift for them
selves, an impossible alternative in 
to is mind

A One day. as he made these reflec-
\tions for the thousandth time, his 

employer's voice broke in on his re
verie.

"David, I wish you would stop at 
the clerk’s office on your way from j 
dinner and look up the titles to those ! 
delinquent tax lands I spoke of. The , 
sale is to-morrow, you know.” He I 
paused a moment, then added, “Wh- i 
don’t yob invest a few dollars that 
way yourself? Tompkins has made 
a good thing out of it So have 
some other youngsters."

"That’s what they tell me,” ans- j 
vered David, non-committally.1 “Is 
there anything more, Mr. Black?” 
He picked up his hat as he spoke.

“I guess that’s all,” said the old 
lawyer, “I believe that boy has 
scruples,” he confided to his partner, 
as the street door closed behind Da
vid. “I believe he disapproves of 
buying these lands.”

David had no desire to be rich, but 
tog did want enough to be able to live 
bis own life in the country, with 
time to be happy with his wife and 
bis books, doing a little gardening 
before breakfast—to provide the break- 
last. For all be knew about tarming 
toe had gleaned from Thoreau and 
other philosophers. ' i 

“U we only had the farm we could 
live all right," David declared 
girl. When he should have the farm 
and enough money in the bank for 
them to live on with economy for 
three years, the girl had consented 
to try country life with him.

That evening he startled her. "El
len,’’ he said, "I have decided to be
come an unscrupulous scoundrel."

“Have you decided to become a 
lunatic also?” she cried, for she had 
never before heard him use such lan- 
guage1

"I have some money put by—you 
know how little, Ellen," said David. 
"Well, I’m going to buy delinquent 
tax lands with it. I’m going to buy 
them to-morrow.”

The girl's bewildered look passed. 
"Why, every one does that!” she said 
"You scared me.”

“Ah, but everyone hasn’t held my 
views,” said David. “However, I’ve j 
some new' ones for to-morrow. If, 
w’e are ever to be married, I must , 
be ..a business man I can make • 
money as well as other men if I

». chose to use their methods. "If it 
were just myself, I’d do well enough j 
as it is But it’s for you, for mo- 1 
ther, for Lizzie. I don’t want much, 
but I’ve got to have -that much.”

"But that’s not wrong." said El- j 
len 4 “Fatbér does that. I heard 
him advising Frutc to buy just the 
ether day.”

“By the way," said David, a 
thought striking him, "where is 
Bruce? Wbv doesn’f he ever come in

* and talk about girls these days?”
"Too bus*- calling on some one girl, j 

I imagine,” said Ellen , absently. 
"Shall you bid for land in the coun
try, David?” 4 K 1

"Yes." said David "I’ll come for 
you Id go out on that farm with me 
ye*”

The farm was a joke with them 
"Three vears ahead," she warned.
"1 don’t believe 'Walden' convinced 

you at an," said David "It's plain 
as day. So many beans on so many 
»'—•s. and there vow am" 1

They parted laughing, nor did Da
vid’s H-fion desert him.' Anv defln- , 
fte decision seemed to (1err the at- | 
mosphere and bring his heart’s desire 
nearer.

He had to submit to severe chaffing 
the next day, bat he hid ih several 
nieces of property which he believed 
promising Later one was redeemed 
nnd after thé tiny of grace passed he 
took a dav off to see about the other 
ihter v

One he kne< to be a town lot /-In. 
the bottom, but he had never looked 
ft un lie found a Jennv Lind cot
tage on a little triangular space,with 
n rsilwiv down the longest side and 
r street car track across the short-

• es*.
Tlirrimh the open door be could see 

a aicVV women preparing food for a
brood of children - A Mstles»4ooVing 
ir»n set on the door step. He star
ed ni'Hil” »t DeHd Ax well-dreused 
Individuel M Ws eefeVontd onlv 
me»*'» dm* or • wletiim p«enf The 

a catch ta It, bet he pro-

"Nelty,” said David that evwg. 
“suppose a poor laboring man bad a 
lot of chfldrca and a sick wile and 
hard luck, could you turn him out of 
house and home?’

"Of course not. David!" she cried, 
with wondering eyes on His face

“And,” he went on, "suppose a neat 
old woman, with a cane and a cap 
and a black apron, had a tidy old 
cottage, with window-boxes and a 
rose bush, and a hard-working car
penter for a tenant, while she lived 
round the corner with a married 
daughter, could you deprive her of her 
one source of income?”

"You know I cpuldn’t, David," said 
Nelly, with an inkling of the truth, 
"but the farm?”

"On the farm," said David, "lives, 
lives a young woman whose patriotic 
husband has gone to defend his na
tive land in the Philippines. She 
hasn’t heard from him lately, and 
something may have happened to 
him. Billy is rather indifferent 
about him.”

"And who is Billy?"
“The children's uncle.”
“Oh, are there children on the (arm, 

too?"
“Anv number. Well?”
“Well what. David?”
"What would you have done?”
"Exactlv what you did, David.”
"Nelly,'' said David, "1 can't make 

people miserable, that's all. You 
can’t, either That's why we suit 
each other."

Nellie looked thoughtfully in the 
fire across «the chessboard, on which 
the “scoundrel" was shamelessly giv
ing her the game. She could not 
play chess the least little bit, but 
she thought she could, and he hardly 
ever had the heart to beat her. Some
times she felt sorry for him and tried 
to give him games.

"What is it?" he asked
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ferred no advice. David, made his 
way in, a trifle out of temper.

“Good morning!" he said Receiv
ing no recognition of his greeting, he 
continued, curtly, "I bought this lot 
at the last sale of delinquent lands 

i It was not redeemed, ar.d I have 
come to see about it. From whom 
do you rent?”

| The man turned quite white. He 
was tanned, and the grime of his 
trade, that of blacksmith's helper,

: was grained in the skin, but he turn
ed quite white.

It’s mine," lie said, in a stuiu-
ineriug voice, "mv home. I paid for 
it."

| lie stopped as it summing up a past 
of forge lit labor.

“1 worked for it. he went on, in 
that stunned tone, “and now that 

j State has sold it for $25, all the 
] home I’ve got.”

David locked through the door 
again. The woman in the back 
room coughed as she stooped over 
her stove. The squalid children cla
mored. The one fresh and lovely 
thing in the poor home was a blue
eyed child of two years, perhaps,peep
ing over her father’s shoulder.

"It’s your home still,’’ spoke David 
of the hardenenN^art.

Involuntarily he expected the man 
to look astonished and grateful. He 
did not He merely looked relieved, 
blessedly relieved. ^

Then he got up and hem out his 
hand to David*. “I’ll pay ydfi back,” 
he said. "Times ain't always so 
bad. It’s both of us having the fev
er that got us in this hole. Don’t
you be afraid, Mr. ---- ”

"Moore,” said David.
“Yes, Mr. Moore, you shan’t lose 

your money, if you don’t mind wait
ing a bit."

"That's all right," said David. 
“Don’t you bother.” He was going 
away with this, but the man insisted 
on his address. After a moment's 
reflection, during which he put him
self in the man's place, David gave it 
to him.

“I would rather pay it,” he thought quit 
ad he strode oil to the next address. 
"Resides," he added, "as an unscru- 

! pulous scoundrel I can’t afford to lose 
that money. I'm not a very good 
scoundrel yet, I’m afraid. Hello ! 
Here’s the place, I guess.”

"Who lives here?" he asked, polite
ly, of a schoolgirl just passing.

“Mr. Oleson, the carpenter, but the 
house belongs to Granny Downs,” 
said the girl, yielding to the impulse 
of bet sex to give gratuitous infor
mation.*,

"Much obliged,” said David, hurry
ing in. He pointedly declined to 
know more about “Granny” Downs.
But he could not curb the tongue he 
had loosed.

“If there isn't 
heat down!” she 
just worshipped 
exclaimed, shrilly

Granny’s rose-bush 
persisted. "Granny 
that, rose,” she 
to David. "Mabel 

used to pull flowers off of it. Mabel 
was Granny's baby," she explained 
further. "She's been dead thirty 
years. I’m going to tell Granny 
about that hush.”

She darted off like a human blue
bird, and David sunk down on a 
bench near the legended rose. For 
however a shoemaker’s children may 
go bare, a carpenter always supplies 
his family with benches.

He looked up the long y^rd at a 
weatner-beaten cottage stand in c end
wise to the road. It was old and 
small, the roof mossy and the sides 
long unpainted, but the windows had 
flower-boxes and the yard was full of 
shrubs-alid old fruit trees. Across 
the street he heard the child’s voice.

Indian summer mists of the moun
tains. This veil, blue-gray or gol
den, as may be, makes the barest 
landscape lovely and mysterious, bu 
flung over a beautiful 
landscape become* too won 
words.

David drew a deep 
girl were but movlnj 
along the unrolling rf 
leading ever upward 
muring river! If thej i but go
ing home together!

lie had gained the upland pasture 
lands and somewhere in the neighbor
hood was his farm. His spirits 
rose Surely at this point virtue 
would claim that farm as her re
ward. The man who indicated the *1 
place to him merely waved a hand 
thitherward. He opened a sagging | 
barn-yard gate, undisturbed by fore-1 
knowledge of any sort whatever.

An assortment of puppies sprawl
ed yelping at his heels. Although it 
was 11 o’clock, an unmilked cow 
mooed distressfully in the yard, and 
from a large, dilapidated frame house 
a yawning young man sauptered, milk- 
bucket in hand. He stared amiably 
at the stranger.

“Mornin’l" he said.
“Good morning!” said David. "Arc 

you owner here)”
The man shook his head. "Naw. 

lirother-in-law’s place. I just come 
over of a morning to help Sis keep 
things,going lift, he gets back—if he 
ever does.”

"Why, where did he go?” 
"Philippines.”
"I won-*t wait," said David. “Hut 

see here, did you know this farm was 
sold for taxes a year ago?”

"Sure.” said the man. He put his 
mifk-patl on the stile step and called 
to the cow, w'hfch had begun to move 
off.

“Well," said David, "no one re
deemed it."

The man looked dimly disturbed-. 
"Sis wrote to Dick about it, and he 
promised solemn to send the money 
to the right parties. He’s about 

writing, confound him! Why 
didn’t he stay home and tend to his 
business? But, nit, that ain’t Dick."

“Maybe something has happened to 
him," suggested David 

"Maybe," said the fellow. “Well, 
the kids want their milk."

He knelt down, and the U •h’te 
streams began zigzagging against the 
tin pail. DqvM waited for some
thing more, but he seemed to have 
disposed of the subject.
* "Will von kindly tell your sister 
how matters stand?" he said, in a 
firm, business-like way.

“You want her to ge^ out," the 
man stated, impersonally. This 
sounded brutal. It hurt the poor 
“scoundrel’s” feelings.

“There is no hurry," David said, 
weakly. Then, instead of walking 
rapidly away, he needs must linger 
until a number of sedate, darkened 
children flocked out into the yard.

* “Untie Hilly!” they called, and 
then stood stricken dumb by the sight 
of a strange man.

I "Where’s Sis?" said the man to 
them. “Tell her some one wants 
to see her."

Again the panic seized David.
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"I’ve some news to

ruce

you,” she ans-
but Bruce

n’t you seen

Wfllif l, over here?" 
wants her to marry him at

Easter."
"The blessed children!” cried Da

vid. “Little Lizzie-the idea!"
lie still wore his air of amazement 

y/hen Bruce looked in on his way to 
/tee Elizabeth.

"I've told David,” announced Nelly, 
and he came forward, blushing boy
ishly.

"You and Nelly set us a good ex
ample," he said.

When they had speeded him on his 
way Nelly and David -continued their 
game, or rather David continued to 
give away men and Nelly to take 
qhem pityingly. As she reluctantly 
captured hi* queen, her hand linger
ing on the board, David caught it 
gently.

"Never mind the game," he said. 
"It's yours, anyway. Don’t let’s 
wait for the farm, Nell. Come home 
and take Lizzie’s place to mother.

I You'll love mother."
“I love her now,” said motherless 

Nellv. She patted David's hand as 
it clasped hers on the demoralized 
chess-board.

"We’ll save for the farm together, 
boy," she said. "It will be sweeter 
to get it that way, won't it?"

"Yoq dearest!” cried the unsuccess
ful "scoundrel.”
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voluble and piercing, and caught the with his milk

don’t want to trouble your sister," 
he said, hastily.

“Maybe I don’t want to trouble her, 
either," remarked the other, gruffly.

Something in his tone made David 
give him a quick look. He had tears 
in his eyes, and for the first time Da
vid noticed that he was but a boy, 
of perhaps nineteen, despite his sta
ture and breadth ol shoulder. He 
flushed under the observation and rose

Now that the season for “colds," 
coughs and neuralgic pains is with 
us, says the New York Herald, the 
careful man is on the lookout for 
such preventative measures as will 
guard him against the “eager and 
nipping air” that may prepare the 
way for a winter’s sickness. It is 
the proper adaptation to his environ
ments that must settle the question 
of his immunity against the ever 
threatening weather ailments.

With the changeable climate of our 
northern latitudes the task is often a 
difficult one. Thutf- a sudden drop 
in temperature is often followed by 
a veritable epidemic of catarrhal 
troubles.

The ordinary phenomenon of a 
“cold" is explained by a rapid cool
ing of the surface whereby the super
ficial circulation is temporarily ar
rested and internal congestions arc 
produced. The primary effect is 
generally upon the mucos mem
branes of the nose, throat and upper 
air passages In consequence of this 
revulsion chilliness, lassitude, head
ache, sneezing and cough follow in 
turn, and the patient becomes gen
eral^ miserable. Thqn, when it is 
too late, he doubts his resisting pow- 

1 j ers against draughts, cold rooms, un- l

TORONTO ONTARIO

themselves, but lew think of applying 
them to individual needs until remind
ed of their lest opportunities.

The worst of all is that a cold 
taken in early winter is apt to lin
ger and thus prepare the system for 
even more distressing ailments. The 
very lack of vital resistance that in
vites the first attack of catarrh is 
apt to intensify the predisposition to 
subsequent colds. This in a great 
measure explains the prevalence of 
pneumonia during the inclement sea
son. The microbe never attacks a 
healthy membrane, which furnishes 
the soil fdr the seed, 

i No more forcible argument could be 
used in favor of preventive measures 
against the slightest respiratory trou
ble that may show itself at this 
time. Nothing lowers the vital re
sistance against all winter diseases 
more than the initiative and appar
ently insignificant “cold.”

due exposure and like, and is

tan of a cane
Then the little blue girl emerged 

to view, towing a neat, decrepit old 
woman, in the cap, kerchief and black 
apron of an ancient time. A panic 
M-ized him He hastily escaped 
through a convenient side gate as 
the old woman labored in at the front 
gate.

“I’ll post none that,” he said t'4 
himself. “An unnerfected scoundrel 
couldn’t face an old ladv like that. 
"I’ll have to work up to her. I’ll 
go out to that place in the country 
now. A walk will tone me up.”

It was the closing month of a 
warm, dry autumn, and he stroHed on 
through a countryside veiled in the

"I don’t think It’s much of a busi
ness you’re in, mister," ly said, re, 
venging the tears.

"I don’t think it is myself," said 
David. “Here, for goodness' sake, 
stop those children!,r

The boy recalled them in a hopeful 
tone and awaited developments.

are,’"Tell me exactly how things 
said David.
■ "It's all she's got for tbe kids," 
returned the lad, briefly. "Dick’s no 
good; never was, never will be."

"Is It good land?"
“Oh, middling. But Dick sold most 

of the live stock before he skipped 
out.”

"If the place were put in your sis
ter's name, could vou run it for her?”

If the place belonged to Sis, so 
Dick couldn’t come back and have any 
rights except what she allowed him?'’ 

"Yea "
“Well, I’d guarantee enough to live 

on and the taxes, any-way," said the 
brother. “And I’d pay you back the 
first money 1 got."

"I’m sure of it," said 
ing. "I’ll have it fixed 
you’ll keep it fixed 
gain?"

“You bet it is!" said the boy, with 
a new light in his gray eyes. "Say, 
you’re a good fellow!"

"1 guess I’ll have to be," said Da
vid, enigmatically. He gave hie 
drees, adding, "Be sure to hunt

David, sdil- 
I lor her, knd 
Is it a bar-

up some 
"Yes, i

hoy. *yiy

really to resign 'himself to the codd
ling .process for \he remainder of the 
winter. Etrangères it may appear, 
it is this misguided carefulness that 
explains most of thK,chronic catarrhs 
of the season.

Ff-st on the list of s-ich <causatl' e 
agencies are our overheated and ill- 
ventilated apartments. Eminent me
dical authorities maintain that the 
sudden change from an overwarmed 
room to the cold air outside has 
more to do with the production of 
"colds" than all other supposed agen
cies combined. The air passages, 
after having been dried, and so to 
speak, baked in our living rooms, are 
not only peculiarly sensitive to cold, 
but are in a condition least liable 
to resist the influences of the change. 

The same principle might apply to 
overheating the body by too much 
clothing and enfeebling the skin by 
confined perspiration The exact con
trary condition results from insur- 
ment to low temperature and the cre
ation of a habit of natural resistance 
The man who is accustomed to bare 
his throat to the blast never suffers 
from tonsilitis, and the one who is 
used to the cold morning plunge ne
ver kno” s a shiver, even in zero wea
ther. T*»4* real moral is to face the 
cold with a bold front, to conquer 
rather thnu to shrink from it and be 
overcome in the end. The hardened 
man makes his akin an ever ready ad
juster to all variations of tempera
ture. The feebler one can approach 
such a state of protection and may 
in the end equal ft.

A like principle applies to exercise. 
With ordinary garments the well indi
vidual never suffers from, cold while 
in motion, but the one who sits or 
ties in a cold room or in a draught 
from cold while in a cold room or in 
a draught from open door or window 
le sure to become the victim of hie

A Pill for Generous Eaters.—There 
are many persons of healthy appetite 
and poor digestion who, after a hear
ty meal, are subject to much suffer
ing The food of which they \ have 
partaken lies like lead in their stom
achs. Headache, depression, a smo- 

! thering feeling follow. One so af- 
| flirted is unfit for business or work 
of anv kind. In this condition Par- 
melee’s Vegetable Pills will bring re- i 
lief. They will assist the assimila
tion of the ailment and used accord
ing to direction will irstore healthy 
digestion. _
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“ Out From the Mist "

Out from the mist of bygone days 
Rises a face, and glorious rays 
Encircles tbe brow—serene and white, 
And eyes glance soft with old-time 

light.
Then comes a rush of memories sweet, 
Surging along life’s dreary street.
The present, so dark and sad and 

drear.
Melts away and the past is here.
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we do if there were noWhat would 
past,

In which our souls could roam among 
The buds and flowers "of "auld lang

syne,"
And swfftl- sip the nectarcd v ine1 
The God of love and goodness tried 
To lift life’s burden from our side.
The future is beyond our ken;
The past but shows “what might have 

been ”
It is not dark, though sorrows deep 
Have kept, at times, our souls from 

sleep.
It Is not njouldy, nor decayed.
Look back, look back! He not afraid! 
Just rest your heart in memory's 

shrine, v
And Koftly whisper, "It is mine!1' 
n»e scent is sweet, as of old lace 
Wherein some perfume left Its trace. 
Then through the mist of bygone 

years,
L°ok back in all your hopes and fears. 
Take com!o|t from the loving gaae i 
That smllee so sweetly through life's
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