il fumbling with his sus-
turned toward the latter exit,
at the desk rose and

Baid, thrusting & small
into Saunders's hand,
you've earned and your
And you've got to sign this,"
he added, opening a book.
. “By George, thirteen years is a long
time, after all,” exclaimed the other
man in uniform. “Stiil"” he continued,
it seems like yesterday when Saunders
®ame in.”

“Well now, Saunders” resumed the

Baunders shook his head. The man
at the desk got up lazily and opened
the right-hand door, leading into the
hall outside, through which Saunders
walked slowly. Good naturedly they
stretched forth their arms and shook
him by the hand,

“So long, Saunders,” they said, “hope
We never see you here again. By the
way,” one of them continued, as he
stepped forward and pulled back the
outside door, “where are you bound for
now?” 3

The sun came  streaming In, and
Baunders moved out to-meet it, For
‘the firet time In nearly fourteem years
he felt the free air upon his face. He
turned and looked at the two men, with
& strange light in his eyes.

“I'm goin’~home,” he sald, with &
sort of gulp in his voice.

He had figured out pretty much just
how it would be. Thirteen years had
made a change. He was prepared for
it. Most things looked different, as he
knew they would,

He started slowly up the rogd lead-
ing from the station, an unknown man
in what seemed to him to be an un-
known place. It was a hot day and
as he went, he kept taking off his hat

hat

the

the hat-

the wo-

part way

for & mo-

ma'am,” he

T thought

minute ‘v s0,” He

down the slite walk to the gate

and passed through it. When he had

losed it, be turned again to the wo-

man, and once more took oft his hat.

“Thank you, Mindly, ma'am,” he
sald, and his velce quaversd a bit.

knife had bit so deep so many years
before. 1

The next morning Mitchell was found
just as he had been, fourteen years ago,

to the right.
he faltered and turned back.

“Not today,” he thought to him-
self. “I won't go there today.” It
was not until late in the week that he
ventured up that right-hand road. He
had plenty of time to think about it
first—a whole week and thirteen years
and a half beside.

He walked slowly along and finally
turned in at a short lane up at a low
stone house. A woman was out in the
yard hanging up a sort of supple-
mentary week's-end wash, She was
tall and spare, with sharp angles in
her face and body.

He stepped behind a tree and looked
ot her. She had not seen him. It was
she, all right—he was sure of that—
but different to what he had expected,
somehow,

He remalned hidden for a while an

country road.

e O e
Six menths later, one of the two mien
in uniform who had taken leave of
Saunders, opened the prison door. Two

officers in. Handouffed be-
tween them was the prisoner. They
took him into the little room. Th»

prison officers prepared a receipt, and
«from Saunders’s previous record, en-
tered his pedigree anew upon a fresh
page. Then they removed the hand-
cuffs. Saunders stretched his arms with
relief. The other dpar was opened. One
of the men Ashim on the should-
‘er and marched am toward it.

“Sorry to sce you here again, Saun-
ders,” he remarked, with a note of re-
gret in his véice. 3

Saunders stretched his arms once
more and sighed: X !

“I'm glad fo get back—home,"”
tald,

he

thought it out. He knew well h
that she had married the fellow that
he had struck dewn and almost killed,
fourtéen years back. He had steeled
himsel? for that—in fact, he had got
over it long, long ago. It was not
that. He was wondering what he
should say to her and pow she would
take it. At last he stepped out, and
walked over toward the wall. Then
for the first time she saw him, though
the sun was In her eyes so that she
could not make him out at first. How-

to wipe his face and head and when-
ever he did so he felt the sun burn
upon his skin.

At the top of the hill inveluntarily
he stopped and turned in through the
gates of the old cemetery, not knowing
whether he could find the place or not,
for he had been afraid to inquire. !
However, he came upop it at length— |
the old lot. It was the next one to]
Perrine's and he knew it when he saw |
it, though there was no monument;
nothing but the lot overgrown with
grass and weeds. Side by side were
two indistinet rain washed mounds. |
He stood there, looking down at them :
with an idle curiosity, He remem-'
bered that, when his mother dled, he

.' had scritched the date with a nail on
the door of his cell. He had done the |
same thing for his father. To his'
mind the symmetrical position of the
two graves resembled those two in-
scriptions side by side, that he had
left behind him. He had stooped down
‘and began to pull a few weeds, but
before he was threugh, he saw some
woman wending in his direction. So
leaving the place as it was, he saun-
tered out.

The hotel was kept by & new man, |
It was a good thing, Saunders
thought, as he pulled out his roll of |
bills—he had concluded that it was
wise, perhaps, to do this. The land-
lord was a bit impressed and gave him
@ decent vroom. He paid for a couple
of days. in sadvance, and, when that
‘time was up, for a couple more, telling
the bartender he was waiting “ for &
party.”

On the third day he went out, and
strode boldly past the post office, over
the stone bridge, and down the hill

4 At the bottom, two roads forked; he
s took the left-hand one. Half a mile |
e further on he came to an old house, a
picket fence in front of it, partly fallen |
down. His grandfather had bulit that
fence years ago — the first they had
had In that part of the country.

A dog coming round from the back
barked at him. A chubby lttle girl
in home-made overalls, with her hair
“up,” fallowed. He pushed open the
gate and went up to the front porch,
A woman's ‘step grew distinet inside.
As she opened the door he was think.
ing to himself that he could almost
count the times his mother ever came
to the front door or walked over the
front hall carpet. The back way had
always been her entrance and her exit,

The woman looked: at him gnquir-
Ingly. He took off his hat. was
Just walkin' along,” he emplatned. “I
thought I'd ask for & drink of water.”

She looked at him suspiclopsly —
strangers are always regarded with
suspiclon—but, nevertheless, she mo-
tioned to the well. He drew up a buc-
ket and drank out of it as he used to
do. It was good water. It had the same
old taste.

He stepped up on the plassa. *I
‘used to know these folks,” he said,
with an awkward sweep of the arm.
“How long have you lved heve?”

The woman replied to 'his

ever, she nodded to him, and it gave
him courage to move up closer. = All
this while she was peering .at him,
with her hand abové her eyes to shade
them. Suddenly he saw that she knew
him. She sprang back at first as
though she were afraid; then stepped
and picked up a thick stick from the
ground,

“It's you, Bill Saunders, is it?" she
cried in a shrill volce. “You olear out.
You got mno business here.” He
stopped and took wstock still, She
kept backing off all the time, and her
voice grew higher and shriller,

“You clear out. We don't want
you here. You, as half killed my hus-
band. What d'ye mean by comin’
here?  We don’t want no jail' birds.
You clear out!”

She kept wildly waving the stick in

front of her. Baunders stood looking
at her, stupidly.
“You clear out” she repeated.

Saunders slowly turned back to the
way he had come. He cleared out.

He tried to realize it all. All these
years what had sustained him was the

' conviction that she would have some

secreét sympathy for him—that though
all the world should shun him, he
could still come back to her for a smile
and a gentle word. He had thought
a thousand times of the way she
would act—the things she would talk
about.

“Whiskey!” he exclaimed. and,
pouring out a large glass, drank it
down. It was the first that he had had
to drink in fourteen years. He had
almost forgotten how. it npearly
choked him,

That was on Saturday afternoon.
On that evening Saunders sat in a
corner of the bar, behind a small round
table. In front of him there stood a

llmttle. Leaning against the bar were

half a dozen men, talking, The bar-
tender came opt from behind, and Mt
the lamps—it had just turned dark, so
that hitherto Saunders had remained
unseen. When the lights were lit, the
men at the bar turned and looked at
him. One of them, a clumsy fellow,
gasing intently in his direction, at last
stepped over in front of Saunder’s table:
Saunders knew him. It was her hus-
band. Saunders looked with satisfac:
tion at a deep scar t extended
@across the man’s cheek and partly down
his neck. He had wondered many
times what this .scar had looked like,
end how long it took to heal,

The man leaned over the table and
shook his finger in a threatening man-
ner. He spoke in a loud voice,

“Bill 8 ders,” he g
heard tell that you were out. You were
down to my place today. I heard tell
©' that, too.” He assumed a still more |
threatening attitude. “By God!” he
said, with a sudden fury, “you keep
clear o' my place. And keep away
from my wife. D'yve hear? 1f you
don’t T'll put you back where you came
from, by God! I'will!”

Saunders, for the first time that he
had been out, experienced a pleasurable
motion. #He felt the muscles in his arm

by asking one herself. “Did you come
from here?” He shook his head.
“From East " he re-
turned, pointing with his finger toward
the east, and turning his head in ord-
‘or to avold her glance.
bought the place,” resumed the
Wwoman finally, “goin’ on ten years ago.
It was just after old Mis' Saunders
died. The old man didn’t last much
longer. The place was all run down.
Btill they say they got discouraged
like.” She lowered her voice,

-and shoulders swell and inst
the small sleeves of his ill-fitting
clothes. He looked his man squarely in
the eye.

to hell!” he cheerfully re-

acoumsrbwg OF A THEATRICAL
8 AGENT.

(Willlam Loftus In The Reader.)

An agent, in despair owing
to his fallure to any advertising
that had net paid for, found him=«

#elf in a big Wéstern city with his at-
traction playing to strong competition
and something desperately neded to at-
tract public attention to his show. In
one scene of the play a pair of hand-
cufts figured. The agent had an in-
spiration. He had the star snap the
handcuffs on her wrist, and then the
agent concealed the key, saying it had
been lost. The star was compelled to
finish the act, wearing the handeuff
dangling from her wrist, The audféence
knew it should not be there, and com-
ment was aroused. Between the next
two acts the agent drove the actress
swiftly to police headquarters, near at
hand. The police captain was mysteri-
ously calted out, He was informed that
the actress must have the handcuff re-
moved at once and secretly, as she did
not wish news of her predicament to
get out, The chief brought out a big
bunch of keys and finally the handcuffs
were removed, but not uitll a dosen
alert reporters had snuffed a ‘“story,”
and were plying the -reluctant press
agent with questions. Finally the
whole story was pumped out of the
agent, the star having retirned to fin-
ish the play. Next morning the first
page of every local newspaper had a
fine story, descriptive of the plight of
the actress who had accidentally fast-
ened handcuffs to her wrist. The public
was Interested and flocked to see the
play, and the resourceful agent went on
to the next town, wondering what new
thing he could spring on the sensation-
lovers there,

B R S PR
IN DEFENCE.OF AN OFFERING.

s
(Sewell Ford, in The Reader.)

A slave to tobaccd! Not. I Singu-
lar, the way you women misuse nouns.
I am, rather, a chosen acoylte in the
'temple of Nicotina. Daily, aye, thrice
daily—well, call it six, then—do I make
burt offering. Now some use ocensers
of clay, others employ censers of rare
white earth finely carved and decked
with silver and gold. My ‘particular
censer, as you see, is a plain honest
briar, & root dug from the banks of the
blue Garronne, whose only glory is its
grain and color, The original tint, if
you remember, was like that of new-
eut cedar, but use--I've been smoking
this one only two years now—has given
it gloss and depth of tone which puts
the finest mahogany to shame. Let
me rub it on my sleeve. Now look!

The first wiff is the invocation, the
last the benediction. When you knock
out the ashes you should feel conscious
that you have done a good deed, that
the offering has not been made in vain.

Slave! Still that odious word? Well,
have it your own way. Worshippers at
every shrine have been thus persecuted.

—e e e

WANTED--A case of Headache that
KUMFORT Powders will not cure in
from teh to twenty minutes,

AN EXCEPTION,

(Princeton Tiger).

Sunday School Teacher—We should
never do in private what we would not
do in public.

L’Enfant Terrible—~How ‘bout taking
a bath?

The Best Flour

is none too geod for home
baking. :

Beaver
Flour

is as near perfection as flour
ever gets, It contains all
that is best in the' wheat.
Np matter how capable the
cook, the best bread or
pastry cannet be made with- |
out Beaver Flous.. It-is
for sale at .

your gro-
| cer's. As™

and half dead, upon the|

Read what Nllin. a:‘t H. Almm‘
Whites Point, N, o say abou
them: ¢“This is mdp%mr ':'.x' 1 have

Doan's Kidney s n in tl
back and kidney trouble and I do most
gratefully recommend them to any person
ﬂ"hﬁ:ﬂﬁi way. 1 was so with
kidney trouble that I could not get around
the house. My feet and ankles were -g
-n&nd.rdnm that I could get n
rest day or night, I tried several remedies
but could Pl no relief whatever until a
friend advised me to try Doan's Kidney
Pl I soon perceived & decided chang
for the better and had only taken two
boxes when I was able to do my house-
work again, and three boxes a coms

phlt,:::nx";d Pills cts, box,

v are 3

ors !or.tns,"n’ll dealers os: g
THE DOAN KIDNEY PILL CO.,

TORONTO, ONT.

“BEAUTY POSSIBLE
TO EVERY GIRL.”

—
80 Declares Miss Lucille Hill, Physical
Instructor at Wellesley College.

i i

BOSTON, Mass.,, Nov. 80.—That it is
possible for every girl, born without
physical defect, to become beautiful,
is the doctrine of Miss Lucllle Hill, di-
rector of physical training at Welles-
ley College, and she is trying hard to
demonstrate the correctness. of her
ideas to the large number of girl stu-
dents.

In her work at Wellesley, Miss Hill
has everything fitted to the individual
need. Every girl is examined and her
athletic work is purely corrective at
first. <

In nine cases out of ten, however,
this corrective work has never been
done before, Miss Hill says. To be
most beneficlal and easily accomplish-
ed, it should have been begun in her
early school days.

Miss Hill says that ghe notices' that
every year people objéct more and
more to thelr daughters playing bas-
ketball. This is due to the rough way
the majority of the girls’ teams play,
and because the girls play before mix-
ed crowds in athletic suits,

Miss Hill is golng before women's
olubs in small cities and urging the
3athm to insist on having physical

structors in the High schools.

A woman instructor could éxamine
the girls, she says, and see that they
are in a physically fit condition to
play, and should supervise them while
playing.

“Girls should not play under the
same rules as men,” sald Miss HillL
“They should have lines on the floor
and play only 15-minute halves. Un-
der these conditions,” Mijss Hill says,
“basketball is not injurious.”

Miss Hill proposes to give to the girl
of each of her classes who walks best
& bunch of violets,

‘“The polse of every girl” she says,
“should be a matter of careful training
unless she naturally walks correctly.
‘With proper ‘setting up' movements
for the trupk, in connection with exer-
cises for the poise, there is no rea-
son why any woman should be awk-
ward.

“This should be taught in secondary
8chools, as the girls are in a more im-
pressionable stage then,

“Dancing alse should be scientifical-
1y taught in all schools. There is no-
thing that brings into play all the mus-
cles more than the waltz, In all nor-
mal children, the play and the dance
instrutt and equally develop, and nel-
ther should be frowned down.

“Both soclety dances and classic
dances are taught at Wellesley., The
latter is taught in rather an original
way., The girls sit together on the
floor and the pianist plays perhaps
some dreamy, rhythmic thing, full of
the languor of the South.

“She plays it with all the passion of
her musician’s soul. I then ask the
xlrlavlt any of them feel like moving,
Perhaps one girl simply taps her foot
in time fo the music. Another rises
and glides away,

“I then iInterpret the music as T feel
it, while the girls watch me. In this
way they are taught to dance the clas-
slc dances of the ancient times, They
can interpret for themselves Strauss,
Oﬂetlbnh, Victor Herbert and De Ko-
ven,”

————i
GOING TO HEAVEN NOW.

-
Remarkable Fortitude of a Dying
Child Evokes Admiration of
Hospital Attendants,

i

“Goodby, doctor and nurse, Katy.is
going to heaven now. Tell mudder to
brace up, and tell ‘Bob’ and ‘Joe' they
must take goofl care of her nbw that
Katy 1s going away.”

‘With a smile on her lips, though her
suffering had been excruciating, little
Katy Judge passed away in the Now
York Hospital yesterday. She had
been left alone the night before in a
rom of the tenement at No, 419 West
Biwteenth street, where her mother had
been. doing her best to make a home
for her and her two lttle brothers.. As
€he was passing the stove her little
frock caught fire.

At the hospital her mother sat with
her through the night, but with the
morning and the certainty that her

child not live Mre. - Judge's
courage gave out, Throughout it all
Katy never her brave heart, and

from first to last never uttered a word
of complaint, and in the wisdom of her
five years her only thought was for her
mother and little brothers. It was a

death which those who cared for her |

Bt SRR M

THE PUNISHMENT,
: (Town Topics).
“In your g

bache! club, what is the
for nmmr' ¢

will not soon forget. .

London fashion writers predict that
the next year will see many modish
Englishmen garbed In the picturesque
fashion of the thirties. The bell skirt-
ed coat, the bell crowned hat and the
skin tight trousers are llkely to appear
again. When the dandy had his day
in London and Paris fashionable soci-
ety was not sufficlently developed in
America to afford him much of a fleld,
but fifty years later he appeared in the
form of the dude and flourished amaz-
ingly.

Now the male portion of New York
soclety 1s distressed to know how his
second coming may affect us. Correct
dressers in robust health indignantly
insist that the extreme fashions of the
days of Count d'Orsay and Lord Dis-
raell will never go in New York. They
laugh at the idea of wearing their hair
after the Byronic style and submitting
to the discomfort of corsets. Embroid-
ered silk stockings and dancing pumps
are now a part of every well dressed
man's wardrobe in American soclety,
but long hair, corsets and other re-
vived charms of the anclent dandy will
probably find few votarles in New York.

It is possible that the women who
like.to look charming in quaint round
skirts and demure old bonnets may in-
duce here and there an impressionable
man to accompany them in the revival
of the anclent dress, but their number
will probably be llmited. Revival of
old styles has become almost an epi-
demic among certaln London woman.
They are even cultivating as far a§ pos-
sibl bottle neck shoulder that was

‘as the helght of elegance
seventy years ago.

D i ——
THE FELLOW WHO CAN WHISTLE

oo
The fellow who can whistle when the
world is going wrong
Is the fellow who will make the most
of life;
I“No matter what may happen, you will
find him brave and strong—
He's the fellow who will conquer in
the strife,

|
The fellow who can whistle when the
whole world scems to frown
Is the kind of man to stand the bat-
tle's brunt;
He's got the proper metal, and you can-
not keep him dowm,
For he's just the sort that's needed
at the front. »
{
The fellow who can whistle is the
low who can work,
With a note of cheer to vanguish
plodding care;
His soul is filled with musie, and no
evil shadows lurk
In his active brain to foster grim de-
spair,

The felolw who can whistle
“trump’ card of the deck,
Or the “whip-hand,” in the parlance
of the street;
No petty cares nor trifles can his buoy-
ant spirit check,
For a sunny heatrt can never know de-
" feat,

is the

The fellow who can whistle—he is built
on Nature's plan,
And he cheers his tolling fellow-men
along;
There is no room for pessimists, but
give to us the man
‘Who can whistle when the world is
going wrong.
~S8idney Warren Mase,
Lippincott’s.

LEGAL LORE.

sl e

Just - after the war, an old darky
came up to the governor and said:

“Mavrster, kin you make me jestice
of de peace?”

‘“Well, Uncle Ned, in a case of suicide
what would you do?”

Uncle Ned thought deeply.  “Mars-
ter, I'd make him pay de costs of. de
court and support de child.” Decem-
ber Lippincott’s.
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For Me;l,' for Women and

Men’s and Women'’s sizes,

. Never could see why they called them Arc.
tics—they are so warm and ' comfortable.- ‘Why
r warm Winter : Aretics

: '::‘vc"tho Very Best Mali
tics, Storm Qalters and Alaskas

on earth’ can you find a more comfomliiejphcé /
for your feet during the cold, winter weather,
than can be found inside our Arctic Footwear.

and Children’s sizes, $1.25 to $1.85.
A warm store full of warm Shoes.

D. MONAHAN,
162 UNION ST. '

'ght on the. equator.

e of Arc. -

for Children. Nowhere -

$1.75 to $3.00; Misses'
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appreciate:a-Home Paper. Send them
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RINTING COMPANY,
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POISONED BY  CHEAR

+CANDY.
PR 7 gtroe
Four Year Old Boy Killed and Two
Children in the Same Nelghborhood
Made Il ;
—

BROOKLYN, N, Y,, Dec. 1.—The par-
ents of children who live in the neigh-
borhood of Nostrand and Lexington
avenues are much alarmed at the death
of 4-year-old Louls Stutzman of 299
Lexington avenue, from pfomaine pois-
oning. The physicians say that the ill-
ness was due to the eating’ of some
cheap candies which he had purchased
at a store nearby.

The boy complained of a slight illness
on Saturday afternoon and when unus-
usl symptoms were displayed Dr. Louis
Turton was called in. The physician
soon diagnosed the case as ptoms.tne
poisoning. The little fellow grew worse
by Sunday and died early this morning.
Just what kind of candy the boy had
been eating is not known, as the par-
ents were not aware that he had any,
and the storekeeper does not remember
the sale,

Two children living at 205 Lexington
avenue were violently {1l about two
weeks ago from ptomaine poisoning and
they narrowly escaped with their lives.
The same symptoms which developed
In the case of Louis Stutzman were
shown in the illness of the other two
children. They, however, recovered af-
ter an illness of two weeks,

————en.

A POSTSCRIPT.

A little St. Paul girl had a 'very
large family connection to pray for, and
one night when she rose from her
knees her mother said,—

“Why, Edith, you forgot grandma!"”
She got right down on her %knees again
and said,—

“Oh God, wouldn't that give you cold
feet! I forgot grandma!”™

ALMOST THE SAME.
e b

» «The waking hours of G.. Otto Krupp
were spent in- thinking = of schemes
whereby he might get rich quick. as
the owner of an eight-mile raliroad, he
was a person of considerable loca\ {m-
portance in the Pennsylvaniai@ermahn

settlement where he resided. ¥
One morning, wheh Mr. Kripp's
brain was particularly activé'it océurr«
ed to him that ‘by sending pdsscs over
his road to the presidents of the big
rallroads of the country he might re<
celve complimentary passes in returh.
This would enable him to see something
of the world at comparatively small
expense, and such passés as he could
not use personally he ‘could dispose of

advantageously, Mr. Krupp lost no
time in getting lettor-hends ptrinted
with his own name in large type ‘ag
pr‘ldcnt. Then he sent “R. and A.”

passes broadeast and awaitéd results,

One hot afternoon, a ‘flushed repre-
sentative of a big western rond walked
into Mr. Krupp's office and said he had
been all over town looking for the “R.
and *A.” Railrond and couvld nst find
it, He sald he Was sent from Phila-
delphia to irivestigaté™ before the com«
pany issued a pass over its entire line.

“It is chust outside of town—five
minutes’ valk,” explained Mr. Kruppg
suavely, ",

“How long 18" your road?" askeéd the
railroad's representative. Z

“About eight miles, I t'ink.”*

“Thunder! You don't expect ne_to
exchange passps with a road liké thaty
do you?”’ the representative demanded
angrily. ‘“Why, we have eight thous
sand miles of road.”

“Vell,” answered Mr. Krupp
ing himself up with an air of off
dignity, “maybe my road ain't
as yours, byt its chust ag vide.” .
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shacolate coated.
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