AN APPEAL FOR JUSTIOE,

“You see,” Pearl continued, after she had waited in vain for him
to speak, “you've got all Bill had anyway. You mind the money they
saved to go home—you got that, I guess, didn't you? And you'll not
be losin’ anything to-day, for Bill hasn’t got it. He gave all the money
he had to Mrs. Cavers—he was afraid he'd spend it—and that's what
they're goin' to get the photo with.”

Sandy Braden continued to look at the floor, and seemed to be un-
conscious of her presence,

“That’s all I was wantin’ to say,” Pear] said at last.

He looked up then, and Pearl was struck with the queer white
look in his face.

“All right, Pearl,” he said. “I promise you Bill won't get a drop
hel;la today.” He tried to smile. “I hope ithe photo will turn out
well.”

“Thank you, Mr. Braden,” Pearl said. “Goed-bye.”

Sandy Braden went back to the bar-room and told his bartender
not to sell to Bill Cavers under any consideration. The bartender,
who owned a share in the business, became suspicious at once,

“Why not?” he asked.

“Because I don’t want Bill Cavers to get drunk, that’s all” he
said shortly.

“Out with it, Sandy. Who's been at you? Have the W. C, T. U.
been interviewing you?”

“That’s none of your business, Bob. If I choose to shut down on
Bill Cavers it’s nobody's business, is it?”

“Well, now, 1 guess it's some of my business,” the bartender said.
“Don’t forget that T have a little interest in this part of the joint;
and besides, you know my principles. I'll sell to any one who has
the money—we're out for the coin, and we're not running any Band
of Hope.”

“Now, see here, Bob, this man Cavers drinks up every cent he
earns, and to-day I happen to know that he is trying to keep straight.
They've come in to get a photo taken, and she hasn’t been off the
farm for years.”

The bartender laughed,

“Bill will take a hot photo when he gets about two finger-lengths
in him! No, it's not our business who buys. We're here to sell. That's
one thing I don’t believe in, is refusin’ liguor to any man. Every
man has a perfect right to as much liquor as he wants.”

Sandy Braden was about to make a spirited reply, but some one
called him in the office and in the excitement of the day's events he
forgot all about Bill Cavers.

Pearl’s appeal had been pathetic. It had touched one heart, at
least slightly, But! like many another has been, its effect was killed
by the influence of a grasping life,

Needless to say, Bill Cavers got all the liquor he wanted that day,
and no photo was taken.




