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The commissioner hesitated at lh("
end of his best bow, with his hand in
the bosom of his double-breasted
“frock”. Truth at last conquered.

“Well, no, ma’am. I am not the
governor. I have the honor to be
Commissioner of Insurance, Statistics
and History. Is there anything,
ma’am, I can do fer you? Won't you
have a chair, ma’am?”

The lady subsided into the chair
handed her, probably from purely
physicial reasons. She wielded a cheap
fan—last token of . gentility to be
abandoned. Her clothing seemed to
indicate a reduction almost to extreme
poverty. She looked at the man who
was not the governor, and saw kind-
liness and simplicity and a rugged, un-
adorned courtliness emanating from
a countenance tanned and toughened
by forty years of out of doors. Also,
she saw that his eyes were clear and l
strong and blue. Just so they had
been when he used them to skim the |
horizon for raiding Kiowas and |
Sioux. His mouth was as set and firm
as it had been on that day when he
bearded the old lion Sam Houston |
himself, and defied him during that !
season when secession was the theme.
Now, in bearing and dress, Luke|
Coonrod Standifer endeavored to do
credit to the important arts and scien-
ces of Insurance, Statistics and His-
tory. He had abandoned the careless |
dress of his country home. Now, his |
broad-brimmed black slouch hat, and |
his long-tailed “frock” made him not |
the least imposing of the officiat fam- |
ily, even if his office was reckoned to !
stand at the tail of the list.

“You wanted to see the governor,
ma’am?” asked the commissioner,
with the deferential manner he always
used toward the fair sex.

“I hardly know,” said the lady, hes- |
ftatingly. “I suppose so.” And then, |
suddenly drawn by the symathetic |
look of the other, she poured forth |
the story of her need.

It was a story so common that the
public has come to look at its mono-
tony instead of its pity. The old tale
of an unhappy married life—made so |
by a brutal, conscienceless husband, a |
robber, a spendthrift, a moral cow-
ard, and a bully, who failed to provide |
even the means of the barest exist-
ence. Yes, he had come down in the
scale so low as to strike her. It hap-
pened only the day before—there was
the bruise on one temple—she had |
offended his highness by asking for a
little money to live on. And yet she |
must needs, woman-like, append a plea |
for her tyrant—he was drinking; he
had rarely abused her thus when sob- |
er.

“I thought, moaned this pale sister
of sorrow, “that maybe the state
might be willing to give me some re-
lief Iv’e heard of such things being |
done for the families of old settlers.
I've heard tell that the state used to
give land to the men who fought for
it against Mexico, and settled up the
country, and helped drive out the In- |
dians. My father did all of that and
never received anything. He never
would take it. I thought the govern-

' excitedly.
| daughter? Why, ma’am, Amos Colvin

| pillaging

or would be the one to see, and that’s
why [ came. If father was entitled to
any&hmg, they might let it come to
me,

“It’s possible, ma’am,” said Standi-
fer, “that such might be the case. But
most all the old veterans and settlers
got their land certificates issued, and
located long ago.
that up in the land office, and be sure.
Your father’'s name, now, was it

“Amos Colvin, sir.”

“Good Lord!” exclaimed Standifer.
rising and unbuttoning his tight coat,
"“Are you Amos Colvin's

and me were thicker than two hoss
thieves for more than ten years! We

ered side by side nearly all over Tex-

Still, we can look !

| fought Kiowas, drove cattle and rang- !

as. I remember seeing you once be- !

fore, now. You were a kid,
seven, a-riding a little yellow pony up
and down.” Amos and me stopped at
your home for a little grub when we
were trailing that band of Mexican
cattle thieves down through Karnecs

about |

and Bee. Great tarantulas! and you're !

Amos Colvin’s little girl! did you ev-
er hear your father mention Luke
Standifer—just kind of casually—as if
he’d met me once or twice?”’

A little pale smile flitted across the |

lady’s white face.

“It seems to me,” she said, “that
I don’t remember hearing him talk
about much else. Every day there
was some story he had to tell about
what he and you had done. Mighty

| near the last thing I hear him tell was

sbout the time when® the Indians

wounded him, and you crawled outto |
him through the grass, with a canteen |

,

of water, while they
“Yes, yes—well-—oh, that

wasn’t

! anything,” said Standifer, “hemming”

loudly and buttoning his coat again
briskly. “And now, ma’am, who was
the infernal skunk—I beg your par-
don, ma'am—who was the gentleman
you married?”

“Benton Sharp.”

The commissioner plumped down a-

ghin into his chair, with a grogam
This gentle, sad little wecm n; in the
rusty black gown, the caughter of his
oldest friend, the wite of benton
Sharp! Benton Sharp, cne cf the
most noted “bad” men in that part of
the state—a man who hal been a cat-
tle thief, an outlaw, a desperade, and

| was now a gambler, a Sw.g_ering

bully, who plied his trade in the lary-

| er frontier towns, relying upon his

record and the quickness of his gun
play to maintain his supremacy. Sel-
dom did anyone take the risk of go-
ing “up against” Benton Sharp. Ev-
en the law officers were content to
let him make his own terms of peacc.

Sharp was a ready and an accurate |
shot, and as lucky as a. brand-new |

penny at coming clear from his

| scrapes. Standifer wondered how this
eagle ever came to bc |

mated with Amos Colvin’s little dove.
and expressed his wonder.

Mrs. Sharp sighed.

“You see, Mr. Standifer, we didn’t
know anything about him, and he can

be very pleasant and kind when he |
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onsumption

This valuablé medical book tells in plain, stmple
language how Consumption ocan be cured in your
ot F L S R s
Consumption, Catarrh, ny
throat or lung trouble, or are yourself afflicted,
this book will help you to a cure. )
are in the advanced stage of the '
there is no hope, this book will show
others have cured themselves after all remedies
they had tried failed, and they believed their
©case was hopeless.

Write at ence to the Yonkerman Consumption

and they will send you from their Canadian Depot the

book and a generous supply of the New Treatment, absolutely

free, for they want every sufferer to have this wonderful cure
before it is too late. Write today. It may mean the saving of your life,

Walerpan—is placed so that it does just what is wanted—.:
that is, it evaporates the water and keeps the air
from getting dry. ’

—big enough to adm’t big chunks of wood. Lined,
to prevent escape «of heat into the cellar. Patent
gravity catches kicep the door shut. '

Dust Flue —carries ALL the dust up the chimney.

Ash Pan —broad, deep, stroong pan—big enough to hold the
daily fall of ashes. B
Fused

—that absolutely prevent gas, smoke and dust .
Joints escaping into t.he house. FUSED JOINTS are *
the only possible way of having a clean house, °
The ‘‘Hecla’’ is the only Furnace having Fused Joints.
Send me a rough drawing of you.r house and I will let you know just what it
will cost to install the right *‘ Hecla’ Furnace. I will also send our new

catalogue of Hecla Furnaces, sind Peninsular Stoves and Ranges. All free
if you write to ‘ Hecla Furnace Builder," care of

CLARE & BROCKEST,

Western Agents—246 PRINCES3 ST., WINNIPEG.

Door

For a limited time we willgive free,

MUSIC LESSONS FREE fociouesmime rmcponca'ss mmos dcosons for beginmers of

advanced pupils on either Plano, 0:8“.. Baajo, Grlhr
Cornet, Sight Singing, Violin or Mandolin (your expense onlfr willbe the cost of p«st-
age and the music youuse, which is small). We teach by mail only and purlntec success.
Established 1898. Hundreds write ; *“Wish I heard of your school before." Write to-lay for
boo'::ll:t. tcstlmonyills and free tuition blank, Address: U. 8. School ot Music, Box 63, 23§
Fi Ave.,N. Y. ’




