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horse. “I won’t keep him a minute.”

“Gieey this don’t look like the same
lace,” he said to himself as he rode
to the back pasture. “Sandy never had
his seedin’ done so early any year be-
fore. And by Jinks! potatoes in, too.
That cattle corral is something new.
He’s goin’ some for sure.”

He soon reached the spot where
Sandy was toiling vigorously. One of
Mrs. Ruffle’s young sons was helping.
- «How-de-do, Sandy,” said Sam. “Hard
at it, I see.” He glanced dubiously at
the young Ruffle, who was gazing
curiously at the newcomer.

“Fine weather we're having for this
time of year. How’d y6u like a ride on
the cayuse, son,” he said agreeably.
“You might take him fer a little cau-
ter down to the

bRt

waterin’.

The young Ruffle thus disposed of,

Sam began to delve in his pockets.
“Yer clever, Sam,” said Sandy.

never of thought of gettin’ rid of him
like that. .Did you call at the house?”

“Yes,” said Mr. Bragdon briefly. “I
She’s a tiger. But I got the
means of escape for you right here in

seen her.

my pocket.”

Together they glanced over the let-

ters.

“Here’s the gem of the whole collec-
tion,” said Mr. Bragdon. “Cultured and
companionable lady of spiritual style of
desires to
make yer acquaintance with a view to|y..euon g

beauty, tall and willowy,

matrimony. And look at the name

will you Pansy de Trevelyan. There’s

some class to a name like that!

yowll be guided by me, Sandy, there’s

19

the lady of your choice
“Pansies is
mine,” said Sandy slowly.
“Pansies fer thoughts,” said Sam

“She gives me the idea of being a gen-.
tle, restful sort of person whod jist

suit your particular temperament.”
“Whatever you says goes,” said San
dy. “I rely on your superior judg
ment.”
The result of

the lady at a nearby town.

wedding would immediately follow.

“I run this off pretty well so far,
haven’t 177 said Mr. Bragdon excitedly | g
morning of the pre-arranged

on the
meeting. He had ridden up to Sandy’

stables and was keyed up for the crisis.
elaborately than
usual, was getting out his horses and

Sandy, dressed more

grooming them with particular care.
“I see yer hitchin’ up to the wagon,
~ continued Sam.

“Yes, she”—said Sandy and he glanc-

ed towards the house—'is possessed t

go to town, too, and I can’t stop her.
“Well, it don’t mat-

Sam whistled.
ter so much, I s’pose, as long as yo

can shake her when you get to town.

T'll get on ahead.

and Mr. Bragdon disappeared in a
cloud of dust.
A few hours later Mr. Sandy

MecIntosh, with his housekeeper and her
family, drove up to the wooden hotel -
of the town. Mr. Bragdon, as if by ac- 2

cident, was lounging on the veranda
of that establishment. THe sprang u

with an air of well-simulated surprise

as his friend with his load drove up e }
T ; o ! party the other day, for which twelve
Well, by Jinks! Sandy, is that you? o, vers were laid, and that number of

How-de-do, Mrs. Ruffle.”

t Sam pulled out his watell, {(t?dlat(tked a real little girls’ dinner, and the hostess

menty minates to the Appe e feam, | hersell presided, stting st the head of
. 3 ,

Sandy? You ought to go right in an’ the table.

your long

get a square meal after

drive, Mrs. Ruffle.”

“I got some business to attend to
first,” returned Mrs. Ruffle shortly as
she descended from the wagon with her

numerous following.
Sam rapidly climbed in with h
friend and drove off.

“It only lacks a few minutes of the
time. I was at the train, but 1 didn’t

see no one get off that looked like tl

lidy oughta look. " T'H put up yer team
and vou get, along as fast as you can

to the place of meeting—you remembe
Wallice’s Dry Goods Emporium. !
foroet to have the red bandanna hangi

oita ver pocket an’ she’ll be wearin’ ver

fovorite flowers. Them are the signa

decided  om.

/

slough. He mneeds

«rq Panled by a lady.

a favorite flower of “Why dido’t yer »

this conference was
that a meeting was soon arranged to
take place between Mr. McIntosh and
If the

contracting parties were satisfied, the

Don’t forget the , il 5
meeting place. So long. See you later.” he’s better off with a boss. She’ll make

oo _ .9
Don’t | grace to day.

Look alive, man. You

i RN SRR

don’t need no one with you this time, I
guess, do yout’

“L guess not,” returned Mr. McIntosh
tremulously, descending with difficulty
from the wagon. )
Sa(lln fput up ltllle team and lounged
roun or a while, finall i

the hotel. ¥ g
“Gee, but it takes him an awful time
to get things fixed up. I could have
done it 'in half the time,” he remarked
to himself as he seated himself on the
ve randah. An hour passed.
“Gee-roosalem!” cried Sam as he
pulled out his watch. “What’s keepin’ '
him anyway! Slower than time he al-
ways was, but this is the limit! It
ain’t fair to keep a feller in such sus-
pense! It’s ongrateful!”

Sam procured a stick and eased his
feelings by whettling vigorously. It
was at this juncture that Sandy ap-
peared, and not alone. He was accom-

“Allow me to interdooce you to my
wife,” said Mr. Melntosh in cold, even
tones as he presented the former
Widow Ruffle.

Sam bowed gracefully and had suf-
ficient presence of mind to offer the
customary congratulations.

“What’s the meanin’ of this
catastrophe?” said Sam in a voice full:
of horror, a few minutes later in draw-
ing his friend aside. “However did it
happen? Where is Pansy?”

Sandy turned a cold hopeless face on
“She was Pansy all the
> | time.

plied.
“Why didn’t a brave
stand, Sandy?” expostulated his friend.

you make

“What’s the use of goin’ up agin the
force of Niagary, Sam?” said Sandy in
a quiet, hopeless voice.
nothin’. I 'was jes’ swep’ offer my feet.
I soon found myself at the parsonage
and now it’s all over.”
At this mmoment the team drove up.
The young Ruffles had been round to
get it.
“Any friends of Sandy’s will be made
welcome same as usual,” said Mrs.
McIntosh, as she placed her ample pro-
portions in the front seat. “Particular-
ly you, Mr. Bragdon. We’ll expect you
over to Thanksgivin’ dinner next week.
you find nothin’ to say, Sandy ?”
“Yes,” said Sandy weakly, and with
a conciliating look towards his wife,
“We'll be glad to see you any time,
Sam — especially seein’ you was the
means of bringin’ us together,” he con-
» | cluded, which fortunately was lost on
his wife.
“Well, if that ain’t a note!” said Sam
ol 28 the wagon rumbled away. “It ain’t
%1 no use trying to save a feller like
that.” He was smarting somewhat at
the mild reproach of Sandy’s last 'words.
“He’s always been that slack and care-
less—no ‘git up’ to him—that maybe

S

u

him work. Well, if it ain’t a note
though. What is to be will be and
there ain’t no gettin’ round that. It’s
what I've always said anyhow!”

h An Explanation
Pl

A tiny girl of seven gave a dinner
small maidens sat down to dine. It was

She had been very anxious,
in looking forward to it, to do every-
thing as it should be done.
“Mamma,” she asged, “shall we say
grace?”’
“No,” said mamma; “it will be a very

not do that.”
That meant one ceremony the less to
through, and was a relief. But the
little lady was anxious to have all her
guests understand it. So, «s they gath-
ered about the table, she explained:
“Mamma says that this is such an in-
fernal dinner that we mneed not have

is

1e

n’ o

No man or woman should hobble painfully

She writ them letters an’ she |
1f | met me at the appointed place,” he re-

“I couldn’t do )

informal dinner, and T think you need

13 about because of corns when so certain a relief 18 at
hand as Holloway's Corn Cure.
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A Substitute for
SUNLIGHT

Y
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A Substitute for Sunlight is not as -

good and never can be, for Sunlight
has distinctions which can never

be imitated with success.

costs no more than

Sunlight
inferior imita-

tions so be sure you buy

SUNLIGHT SO.

$5,000 guarantee of Purity on every

5¢c. bar. The name

Lever on Soap

is a Guarantee of Purity and
Excellence. o

Black Cherry Wine,

Blackwood’s-

Ginger Wine,
Wine, and Hot Todd,

Guaranteed Non-Intoxicants

Peppermint

Price 40 cents per quart bottle

Ask your dealer for them
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