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CHAPTER X1L
Walter weat up to bis room, and hast
packed hla trunk. lle feit wronged
sutraged by the upnfounded charge
bad beem made mphinst him. Whr,
argued, shounld Me. Drummond so read-
decide that be had cheated him out of
dollars? 11e felt that he could not,
with sny self-respect, remain any longer
mr the same roof with a maa who Lad

& poor spinion of him.
He was not sorry that hiz engagenisnt
ot ao end. 1le Lmd obisined mome
whedge of the dry gooda business, and
be koew that hin services wers worlh
o thaa his board Then, ngain,
E‘th he was not partienlar abosut lr
loxurfously, the fare at Mr. Druom
mond's. was se uncommenly poor that he
wometimes long for one of the alan:

t and well-cooked weals which he used
to bave spread before bim st home, or
even at bis boarding house while n pupil
of the Essex Clussical Tnstifute. ITe wns
pocking his trunk, when a sbep was heard

the stalrs, and his door was opensd by

. Drummand, conslderably to Walter's
purprise.

The et iy that Mr, Drummond, on
realising what a imistake he bad made,
and that Joshus wans the real culprit, fell

t he bhad gone nltogether too far, and

realized that he would be pevarsly cen.

by Whalter's friends in Willongh-

y. Besldea, it was just posslble that
Walter might, after all, recover & few
thonsand dollare from lis fether's estate,
and therefore It was better to be on zood
berzon with him. Mr. DUrummond deter

ned, thevefore, to comeilinte Walter, and

duce him, if possible, to rewaly in hin

uss and esmploy. -
"ﬂht are yon doing, Conrad T he pak-
c- n emtering Walter's chamber. “Sure-
you are pot going to leave us”

“l think it best,” sald Walter, quiet-

“You won't—alem |—bear malice on ac
‘ut the little mistake 1 have mads.

* ure liable to mistakes™

“It was momething more than a mis-
take, Mr. Drommond. What had you
seen in me to justify you o such a sud-
fen charge of dishonesty "

“Well, Conrad, | was mistaken. I shall
be glad to have you cowme back o the
#tore ns before.”

“Thank you, Mr. Dhrummend, but 1
bhave declded te ge back te Willoughby
short time. 1 want to conwult Mr.
about the future It s time I
formed some plant, as I shall probably
bave to earn my living™

bave made up yonr mind, all
say is that my humble dwelling
ever open to receive you in the
Perbapa, ufter a rbhort visit at
bowe, you way feel“inclined to
my employment. 1 will give you
a woiek, besides board."

r. Drummond looked as If he felt
this was a magnificent offer, for
which Walter ought to feol grateful. But
our hero koew very well that Le could
command better pay cliewhere, and was
aot particularly impressed. Bull, he wish-
ol to be pelite.

*Thank you for your offer, Mr. Drum-
"™ he sald; “but I am not prepared

soy, u:u. what I will do.”

“I hope,” sald Mr. Drummond, rather
embarrassed, “you won't speak of onr
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By this time the trunk was packed,
and Walter, locking It, rose from his

“It B wom't be too much trouble, Mr.
. * bhe said, "1 will sond for
my trunk to-merrow.”
Wl‘;.‘ﬂ‘t you walt till

yourself
“As I em ready, 1 way s well take
aftarncen trals. I will go down and

= o Mr Drummnond."” e
ﬁlﬂh‘m“utm

store. 1 hope he
Our humble roof
ever be ready to mbelter hiwm."

Just at that moment Joshus, uncon-

b figy of the damaging &lscovery that had
< made relative to Limself, entersd

rooua.

“Hello] what's np?” he asked.

It wan tha firet time his father had seen
Bim since the discovery of Lis dixhon-
esty, aud Lis anger was kindled.

“You ought to be ashawed to show your
faco hers, you young reprobate!" Le ex-
#laimed,

Joshua stared In amasemeont, and Mps.

A exclaimed, “\What wakea you

;.o. Mr., Drummond? What has he

“What bas he done™ ejaculated Mr,

mmend, sdding, mather ungrawatical:

y “He's a thief—that's what be's done.

would serve him right It 1 should flog
withla an inch of Lis life"

“If you try I,” said Joshua, snllenly,

I'n h.n you arrested for wssault snd

cire, boy, or you may find your

| have made ngalust my sonT* aoked Mr.

Irummend, tuming te Waltes.,

o1 can, but | am sorry to be shliged to
do wo, 1 picked np this latter » day or
twa sines, and intended to give It back to
Joahua, but it escnped my mind. 1 would
not have expaned him if he had not trisd
1o chargs me with thefl.*

e placed In Mr. Drammend's bands
the letier already gives, anmeuncing fto
Joshus that he had drawn s biank. Me
Drummend read it with no littie amger,
for he detestef] Jotterien

“Tohappr boy ! be said, adéreesing
Joshua, “1 understand now what became
of the five dolinre, This deciden o te do
what 1 had iptended (o de seoner,
pupporied you In lasiness leng
enotigh, It is time you weal to werk.
Next week you must ge te werk, 1 will
take you into my store; but as 1 am mot
sure of your houesty, If 1 fnd you ap-
propriating woney to your own was, [ will
put you lote n shoe shop and make &
shoemaker of yon.”

This wan an alarming threat to Joshua,
who liad a foolish pride, which led him to
look upon @ tende ns loss respectable than
the mercantile professlon. He slunk out
of the houms, while Walter sst out on
fool for the rallway station, three-guar-
ters'of a mile distant,

CHAPTER XIIL

“Silve e 8 tioket to Willougtby,” sald
Walter,

IMive minutes lnter hie was cocupying &
seat, or, rather, half a D"ll. for there sat
nest to bim n brisk, energetic-locking man
of nbout thirty years of age. He had been
rending the morning paper, but apparent-
1y he had got through with It, fer he fold-
od it up and put it in his pocket.

“Fine day,” he zald, briakly.

“Yen, slr, very fine,” answered Walter,

“Some people are affected by the weath-
er; 1 am not,” pursusd his fellow trav-
oler. “1 (eel py umart one day as an-
other. I'm nlways gheerful. I've vgt“bo
muech busipess to do to mope. "
manp'e got enough to busy himself about,
he hsan't time to be In the dumps.”

“There's o good deal iIn that™ sald
Walter.

“Of conree there 8. Push along, keep
moving, that's my vwtto, Are you in
Doy e i

“Nao, sir, not ot preseat.”

“I'm in the subseription book business
—got un office in New York. We send
out ngents everywhaere ta canvass for oar
publisations, Lots of monsy In 1&*

“Is there?"

“Yeu. 1 used to be anm agent myself,
and, thongh § say i, 1 don't think thers
are many agents that can get ahead of
me, Hometimes 1 used to make twenty
dollars a day, At last I thought I'd llke
to seltle down, wo [ bought partnesshlp,
nnd now, Instead of beilng an agent, I
send out ngents”

“1sn't twenty dollars a day pretty large
for an wgent to make? asked Walter,

“You, thore nre not many who do it
but plenty make from five to ten right
nlong. You look as if you would make
a good agent”

“What makes you think meT" saked
Walter,

“You look smart.”

“Thank wou,” sald Waltes, laughlng
“f am nfrald you won't think so much
of my sbilty when 1 tell ypou that I
bave been working for the lost thees
montha for my bosrd™

“1t's n shame., You'd bettor come with
e, We'll 'do much better by you thas
that.”

“l am going %o coomult semse friesds
sbout my future plans. If yew are will-
ing ta 1¢ll we o littls of your business,
I will think of what yom propose™

*I have with me our latest publication.
It's golng like wildfira Jast the thing
I will show I te

Walter looked with iutevest while his

new acquaintance drew eout frem a
petbeg, which he had beneath the
good-aived parcel wrapped In brown
per. Untying it, be producsd a
octavo, In flashy bhinding, aad

in Mustrations. He spened the beak
turned over the leaves "

“It's stuffed foll of Llustratisms,
pee," sald ha, “The expense of the
tures mlone was absolutely o
lie ndded, dwelling upon the last by
way of emphasis, “But we're rn.
make it pay. The eele w!ll be (mmense.
Our ngents already In the flald repert
markeble sales.”

“What's the title c‘ the book T
Walter, who had yet besm anable
termine this peint, by reason of the rapid
turning of the pages.

“Heenen in Bible Lands We Inclede
other couniries besides Pulestine and
we've made & book that'll sell Most every
family will want one,"”

“What terma de you offer to ™

“Why, the book sells at at three
dollare and [ifty cents. Of this the agent
keeps one dollar and twentyfive emmts.
P'retty good, Isn't 1T

“Yen, 1 should think It wae"

“You ste you have culy te ssll four
coples & day to wmake five dollzse. 1f
wou've mmart, youo can ds better thans

that”

It really did meem very good to Walter,
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pelf in custody for thefr.”
“What de all these dreadful  words
T nsked Mrs. Drommond, distress-
“Tell me, Walter, If you know,”
“I weald rather Mr. Drommond
formed you," sald Walter.
“I'll gell you, Mrs. Drummond,”

in-

sald
: busband  “That Loy sold & shawl &
t nge, whas nloue lo fhe wtore,

“-#M the money."”

wald T AidY" asked Joshua, bold-

by, though ba looked o littls pale,

“I'he woman whoe Lought it of you was

I the sters to-day.”

Did she knew my name?"

“No; but sbe described you."
now.'

wade you keep the money?

1 walted till Conrnd came
the stere, and gave the money 1o
What he did with It, 1 don't know.

be forgot to put it in the dvaw-
“That's &

i

He, Joshiua Drummond ! sald

'S w, quiotly, “and yon know it ls. |
g I, | your father knows it Is alwo.”
iy ‘*:;-’ ~ "Do yov mean to say 1 le?" blusterel
R # wouldn't if T wasn't obliged to: but
21 "1? e defecse 1 am compelied 10 do
i "1 -
“f. ' P could 1 want of the monrcy?”
R - Mnsaasitiosks.
' {3 you wanted the money to huy

coln with," sald Walter ezlmly,
r ..'ﬁuhu with "

who couldn't help comparing It with the
misarable wapes Lie had reoslved frem Mr,

rammand,

L‘“I think that would pay weey well®
lis smid

“Most paying business out,” waid the
other. “Say the word, and I'll eagugs
you on the spot”

"Where would you want me to sell 7

“I should like to have you go Wt
Thin way districts are mestly taken up.
It wonld give you & good chancs to travel
and see the world ™

Now Walter was, [Ike most sther young
people, fond of new scenes, and this eon-
sideration woas a weighty ene. It would
enable him to travel, and pay his expenses
whileloing so.

“Hetter say the word™

“1 can't say now,
frieuds first.”

“Well, T'll give you the number of our
office in New York, When you get veady,
repofrt to us there, and we'll put you in
the fleld."

To this Walter assented, and asked sew
eral ‘questions further, to which he re-
eolved encouraging auswers, The stran-
ger gave him his card, from which our
hero learned that he had made the aec
qualutance of Mr. James Pusher, of the
firm of Filug & Pasher, subserigtion pub-
ligkiors, Nussuu sireet, Now York.

“Uood-by," maid Mr. I'usber, cordially,
when Waiter left the traln for the Wik
loughly siation; “hope 1o see you agaln."

“Thank you," said Walter; “very likely
you will,"

1 most see my

Taking his curpetbag in his band, for
ks had arranged to bave his tronk cowe

writing, and @4 not at once look up.
When ha sew whae [t was, be ross up and

£

, that will take balf of this sam"

legacy shall ba paid,” sald Wal
tee, prompily, "no matter how little re
maine, 1 am glad there la enongh for
that”
“1 homor your determhation, Waltsr,
put I don't think Nancy will be willing
te taks half of what you haws laft."
“Then dan’'t lat her know hew llttle It
h”
“Thers la a chaunce of semething more,
I bave mads ne seoount of the Great
Metropolitan Minlng stock, of which your
father held sbarem to ths amount of one
hundred theusand dollars, cowt pries. Flow
these will coma out Is very uncertain, buf
[ think we cam get something. Suppose
{t were only flve por cent, that would
maks five thousssd dollars. Bot it lsa't
best to count om that™

’Ilhl't—l-mamni'éfmﬂn-

stock,” sald Walter, “If I pst any-

lt:?u.!tunlbo-nmudmﬂnl
oxpect.”

“That la the best way. It will prevent
di Intment.”

“How loog bofore we find ent about
er
“It Is whelly uncertaln, It may be six
months; it may be .two years. All I can
wmy Is that T will look after your Inter-
eats.”
“Thank you, I am sure of that.”
“Now, as to your plans. You were at
the Easex Classical Institute, 1 think ™
*Yen, wir”
“What do you may to going back for a
year? It Is not an axpensive school. You
could stay a year, including expenses, for
the sum of five hundred dollars.”
“It would consume all my money; and
an long as 1 am not going to college, my
present aducation will be sufficlent.”
“As to consuming all your money,” eaid
Mr. Bhaw, “let me say one thing. I re-
celyed many favors from your father, es-
peclally when & young man just starting
in business. Lat me repay them hy pay-
ing half your expenses for the next year
at school.”
“You are very kind, Mr. Bhaw,” sald
Waltar, gratefully, “and 1 wpuld aoccept
that favor from you sconer than from any
ens; but 'va made np my mind to take
care of mywelf, and 3addle my own

(To be continuad.)

Stronger thas They Thounght,
On arriving at Barbados, with tweo
small tugboats which had safely mada
thelr way from Phlladelphis, Mz Rob-
ert H, Hepburn found people greatly
surprised that such dmall boats could
make such a voyage. In his jourmal,
quoted by Mr, Nevilla B, Cralg In "Reo-
ollectionas of an Ill-fated Expedition™

gays: “We treated the matier cool-
¥y, but would wlllingly have trans-
ferred the privilege of keeping up the
naticoal name for reckless adventure

L]

ours, and wus never heard from after-
ward. .

“While breskfasting at the botel”
continues Mr.' Hepburn's record, “the
propristor came |nto the room followed
by wWhat at first gppeared (o be a start-
apparition—a tall, gaunt. death-
huaad semblance of a man.

“On belng Introduced he took me to
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filled the poor fellow's eyes.
“An Pagllah ensign who was pres-
ent, remarked, ‘Do you intend to try to

out of this port ngalnst wind and tide
with ene of those little boaty?

“] replled, ‘We are not guing to try,
we are golng te do It

“"Well' he mid, If you suoreed
will give you & sead-off from our

“it the sppointsd time the whand

oo

the omlookers. The

everything
ready, siarted down the bay et a
that astonished

*An we passed the *0ugllsh man-of-
war the decks and rigglug were crowd
od with efficers and men, and we were
grootadl with hearty cheers, whouts for
good Juck and success, and a salote
with their fiag.

“After rounding the polut, the June
dmepped the ship's bawser, and at @
o'clock, mocompanied by the Brazfl, pro-
ossded on the voynge to Para.

“There was no one, ouitside of the
Amerioan vessel and our boats, that be-
lleved we could move the ship 100 yurds
from bher anchorage.”

Hydroarphalous,
“He lan't exspedingly clever, Is he?"
“Clever? I should say.not Why,
it an idea should get into that fellow's
head you could hear It splash™—Knn.
sas Olty Times.
As It lhuu‘id e,
First Farmer—I1 hear you struck oll
last week.
Second Farmer- Yes.
First Farmer—Ilow's it runniog?
Becond Parmer—Smoothly,

In employments, requiring qulckness
and m of the honds wommen are
far more valuable than wes

¥your hired man retaln his present po

take & loaded vessel of thal tonnage |

Povl—qlave you read my lushk poem}
Friend—] trust that I have—Judge.

Hriggs—You sny business 18 looking
up? Griggs—That's what It Is It cax't
ook any otber way ; It's flat on 9 back.
—x

Little New York Boy-—8ay, father,
when will T be old enough so that |
wor't have to get up and give my sent
to n Indy 2=1ife

“Uhn my loee | begged her for a
L™ “And what 314 she say ™ ““Iold
me to get up aud be practical."—Louls-
ville Courfer-Journal.

“My wife wade an engngement for
me to dine at the Bings', | forgot sl
wenn flahing.” “Catch anything? “Not
ot I got bowe."—Plaln Dealop.

Cirate—1 havea't seea your hushand
nt church recently, Mrs. Blogge. What
Ie hedoing? Mra Bloggs—'I8 ba a doln’
flx wonthe, slr!—London Oplinlon.

“Maude was afrald the giris wonldn't

notice  hor engagemant ring.” “Did
they?™  *Did theyl Bix of them rec
ognized It at onee'—Cleveland Plain
I lep

happle—IHave a cigaretta, nid man?
Fapleligh—No; I don't smoke fool-kill-
ers.  Chapple—Well, I don't blame you
fur refuslag to take chances.—Chicago
Lully Nows,

"This Is a new shaving soap

using,” sald the barber,
i

I'm
“fHow do you
ke “Applied externully,” splut-
fered the vietim.—The Catholle Btand-
ard and Thmes,

Nell—Maude has a now dresamnker;
what do you think of the fit of her new
gown? DBelle—1 shouldn’t call 1t a fit;
I shomld eall It a eonvulsion—Phila-
delphiln Recor).

“OF gourse you play bridge only for
fun? *“or

conrser,” ansawered Mrs,
Bpungleton. “But It lep't any fun un-
lese you are playing for money,"—

WashIngton SAtar.

“l heard him bebind the door plead:
ing for just one. They must be en-
gngel”  “Naw, they're married. It was
n dollar be was pleading for."—Louls
ville Courler-Jouraal

“Ii you conaldem your nerve Is suf-
ficleutly steady to At you for aa ale
ship navigator?' “Waell, I've been out
in u canoe with a nervous fat girl"—
Uleveland Plain Dealer,

Tramp—Can you asslst mo along the
rond, mum? Lady of the House—Per-

-

I've fought the wind and braved It
I've Tought the creeping fire back nnd cheered te see it dle,

I've shut the bitter railn owteide, and safe within my door,
Laughed to think 1 feared n fhing not ne strong as 1!

1 nind the alr so full of bells at evening, far and Fwert—
All and oll for some vne clee—1 hud leave to go!

THE BOMESTEADER,

Wind-#wept apd fireswept and swapt with bitter min—

This was the world 1 camse (o when 1 came across (o sea—s
Sun<irenchied and panting, a preguant, walting plaln

Calling out to humankind, calllng out 40 me!

Laeaty lanes and gentle skiee and littie fielde al] grean—
This was the world I came from whan 1 fared neross the sef—
The wanston and ke village and the farmhouse In between,
Nover any room for more, pever roon for me !

I eringe to ¥ no more!

1 mind the long white road that ran between the hedgerows naat,
In that littls, strange old world I left behind me loug ngo

ngo.

And this Is what I came to when I came noross the sen,
Mles aud mlles of unosed sky nnd mies of unturned loam,
And miles of reomw for sonwe oue else nnd miles of room TOF Mme—
The cry of exlle clanging to the sweeler ery of “Home !

The morning was fine, A fresliness
of spring was 12 the air. The thrushen
sang In the branches and the sparrows
twittered on the dusty surface of the
road. All nature smiled. But Mr.
Henry Cadgitt did nvot. He had ex-
perienced a lamentable chapter of nc-
thts slnce he had left the wn‘?iumm
where he had spent the night. Aor ex-
gmple, &« man had offered him work
And though an elderly lady whom he
bad approached with a request for a
méal had given him one, she had pro-
tested that he looked 111, and had stood
over him whllo he drank a whele tum-
bler of cold camomlle tea. It was in
vain that he had assured ber that the
medical fuculty had been unanimous ko
fecommending hot whilsky and water
for his complaint. Bhe favored her

sonally I ean not; but I will unchain
my dog, and I know he will be most
pleased to do sol—London THt-Bits. |

“Mal" “Well, dear?' “Does th'
Mble honestly say that we gotta love'
our enemies™ “Yes." *“Gee!"” “What's
the matter?” “l1—1 wisht I'd 'a picked
poine  different  enemles.”—Cleveland
Lander,

ll¢lress—Dut, father, that handsome
forelgn count suys he will do something
desperate and awful I 1 do vot WALTy |
bim. Fatbher (dryly)—He will. LHe
will bhave to go to work.—Bultimore
Aerican.

“Wall, young map” thundered the
liead of the bouse. “8-alr,” stammered
the youth, “I want to marry your d.d
dnughter.™ “Aw, take ber and wel
come. I was afrald you were courting
the cook.*—Ex.

“Wualter,” sald a traveler In a rail!
rond restaurant, *did you say I had
twenty minutes to walt or that It wnae
twenly minutes to eight?  *“Nayther.
Ol sald yo had twisty minutes to ate
nn' thot's all ye did have. Yer traln'
Just goue"—BEverybody’'s Magazine,

Thoe art photographer bad visited the
farin. *I want to make an exhaustive
study of this particular bit of land
seape,” Lie sald, Yand would lke to have

sition on the fence there. Can he sli
still?" “For days at a time," replied
the farmer.~—Cleveland Plain Dealer.

Fish Miag the Nells.

A.fisherman down nt Ocean Clty hm
created a good deal of amusement by
the Ingenious contrivance by which he
makes the fish help him to eatch them,
says the New York Sun,

Ie nlways has at least slx or elght
lines out, at a pretty good dJdistance
from ome another, too, Each lloe s
tied firmly in the slot nt the end of an
old umbrella rib. The rib. In turn, i
fastened at the other end to the rall
of the pler. On each rib 1s a lttle bell
such as are put on collars for pet anl
mala,

When n line gets a bite the umbrells
rib 1s bhent, or at least twitched, and
the litle bell tinkles A summons to the
fishorman. In this way the fish them.
selves give notice to thelr enemy.

ne Sald Soe Asnyway.

The young man who was endeavon
ing to win the favor of Bobly's pretty
sluter met the boy on the street om
morning and grected him with much
mordiallvy

“Fr—do you think your sister was
pleased to know I had ealled the othor
day7T bhe was at last foreed to esk,
bluntly, after meveral efforts o guids
Nobhy's canversation in that dlrectlon,

“Sure ! sald Bobby,
promptiess,  *1  Know
heard her say so

“When she eame home mother sald
"Alr. Drown called winie you were oul,'
nnd she sald: *He did? Well, '
f that " "—Youth's Companlop,

with gratifying
was., |

she
o | /l
Blu

Brilliant JTdea,
1 ean't undersiaoml,” sald the stran
ger, “sluce the monument s perfectly
exlindrieal In form, why they pur I
paunre calling arocnd (B
“Perhaps,'” replicds the native, i 1105

didn't have «cnough  ralllog o g
sonnd.” —DPhilladelpbia ress,
Connldvraile, "

Bacon—Add dowes your wife have s

ywn scription. Bmall wonder then
that nature's smlie awoke no answerlng
tien In his breast. Indeed, as he
led along the path, he got It into
his head that ehe was smiling at him;
and her levity did nothing to lmprove
his temper,

Mr. Cadgitt wns venerable In years,
thoough not In appearsnce, Few would
have taken him for more than s=ixty,
though he hud passed that age by ten
long years. No doubt his comparative
youthfuiness was due to the care with
which, during a long life, he had re-
frained from labor. True, he was al-
ways looking for a job; but then he
was equally careful not to find one.

Already the sun was high in the
heavens, and he began to think about a
second meal, A little before him the
village of Bunnydale nestled In the wval-
ley. As he entered It, a coltage upon
his right hand attracted his uttention.
It was small, but wonderfully neet.
The llla¢g and hawthorn were in blomn
about It, and the garden was bright
with spring blossoms. Beated In a
chalr by the door was an old man of
venerable appearance. His face, though
Uned with years, was free from care
His white beard flowed down his
freast. Upon Lis coat a medal with
four claspa glittered In the sunlight,
Sic mt In dreamy meditation, pufiing
idly at a short clay pipe. He was more
@;n venerable; he was even a nobla
old man.

Mr, Qadgitt approached, and leaned
over the hedge,

‘“Mate," hoe sald, “vou 'avn't a bit o

as you could spura to a poor
lok# wot's down on 'l Juck?

The veteran waved him away mnjes-
tically,

“do away,” he sald, "1 don't give to
beggars”

Bomething In the volce touched a
flm chord of memory In Mr. Cadgitt's
mind,

“Well, I'm blowed!" he sald, 100 as-

nished to go more fully luto the de-

{Is of that process. “If it aint Bam

fdey! Wot clicer, Sam? Who'd 'ave
thought of meecting you ‘ere? You've
peen getting on In the world, blowed

you 'aven't! I'd never 'ave known
Eﬂ if you 'adn’t epoke,”
3110 veteran looked ‘I]nl!rﬂd

41 dout know you,” he sald

¥, I tell you. Don't come here dis-
E;ing an old seldler wat "as fought
his country.”

Mr. Cadgitt grinned

“Where " he asked, concisely.

*In the Crimea” replied the other,
'ruudl}'. “Almna, Inkerman, Balaclava,
febasatopal.”  He fingered the clasps
@ hiz medal with loving eare.

For & moment Mr. Cadgitt wns im.
presped. THis jaw dropped, and bhe
looked hard at the occupant of the cot-
tage as though he half thought he had
made a mistake Then he  grinned
agaln, and ralsed his finger Impressive
1y.

“At the time of the Orlmean war,'
he sald, slowly, “you were selling win-
kles from a barrer In  Beven Dihls,
Wols the little gnme, BSam? It ain't no
gse trying to get round me. Don't you
gound om a pal, and 1 won't.”

He pushed aside the little wicket
gate wod entered the gurden, The vet
grun looked at him with every synp-
tom of annoyance; and then, as the
readlest wuay of getting rid of him,
owned up.

“Go

dally prepared food for hep dogy

cghert—Oh, you ! B t 1hit
of glving him auyilidee <
self! Younkers Statestinn

Every wan th
“help™ laetter thnn
er fn the workl

Tell I'b:h‘- LTI T

ul

fmwediutely bolg

“

»I don't mind telling vou,” he sald,
it vou'll promise not to give It away
1! was teamping the
Fou are upw, when 1 wet the owner of
this ere madnl.  Poop clinp e died by

|
| 1 didn't see what use they had for his
medal, 850 1 took It Hy-and-hye, 1
eame to this villuge, There were an
old lady here, aud she gceb e wearlng

coiutry Enme :\K‘ hove yon Toudhil, my mnnt"

|

it. 8She stopped me In the street, and
nsked e all ebout It. She 'ad a hus
band when she was young that ‘ad got
killed out there. 1 told ’er 'ow | ‘ad
saved the guns at Iokerman and
charged at Balaclava ; later It come out
that 'er husband ‘ad died In my arms.
After that she couldn't do enough for
me, Ten shilllng a week sha glves
me, and this cottage fo llve In. It's o
good lay Iif you're up to it. You take
my tip and try It on when you get far
enongh from 'ere.”

“I willl” sald Mr. OCadgitt, with
fervent admiration. “To think of your
‘avizg; the bralos to think of It! It's
falr astonlshing.’

“Never you mind my bratns® said
the warrier, nnnoyed. “Don't think
it's ue easy us ehelling peas. It alu't.
I've 'nd to look sharp, 1 tell yon. I've
'ad to read up a bit of history. Hhe
lends me books about the Crimen, wo |
manage all right.”

“l once 'ud a copy of a Ufe of Gen-
eral Gordon,” sald Mr. Cadgitt, with
a melancholy shake of lis head. “1
pinched It off a bLookstall when tha
ownper wasn't looking, and pawned it
for ope und slxpence. 1 wish | ‘adn’t
now—pawned it, I imean. It'd ‘ave
cowe o useful.”

“That's your. lgnorsuce,” sald Mr.
Snifler, contemptucusly. “General Gor-
don weren't in the Crimed. It were
Lord Raglan. And Marshal Canrobert
wns Mnding the French.”

*Go on,” sald Mr. Cadgitt
wasn't figbting the French.
fighting the Mooslans.”

“That's your lgnorance again™ sald
Mr. Bolder, contemptuously as before.
“It ain't no use your trying the game,
Flepory. You'd only make a bush of
It-.' -

“Il work ‘ard,” sald Mr. Cadgitt,
ecagerly. *1 tell you wot It 1s, Sam.
You take me up to the old lady and tell
er a8 1'm o pal of yours that fought
throngh the war with you. Tell 'er as
I was in at ‘er husband's death ke
you wae We can share thls "ere cot-
tage. It'll hold two comfortable. And
you can pitch the yarns until I get the
hang of them.”

Mr. Boider regnrded him with aston-
ished asperity,

“You always had a cheek,” he re
marked, “but this caps all. I've glven
you the tip. Go and find an old Iady ns
‘as lost 'er husband In the Crimea for
yourself.”

“There aln't too many of ‘em about,”
pleaded ‘Mr, Cadgitt. “I'd rather ‘ave
a share of this one. Bhe conld keep
the two of us as easy ns one.”

“No,” sald Mr, S8ualder, declsively,
“No, It wonldn't do. You sce, Henery,
you don't look the part. Anyone might
take me for an oIY soldier ; whereas you
—you look Ifke—Ilke—"

Ne paneed for an appropriate simile.
Mr. Cadgitt danced before him upon the
path, black with rage.

“Well," bhe shrieked; “say It! say it!
Wot do I look llke? Bay It If you're
& man, and I'll give you a clip on the
jaw as’ll make you wish you'd been
%illed in the Crimea yourself”

“T ain't saying anything ngainst you
except that it wenldn't do,” replied tha
veteran, calmly judiclal. ®If you was
to sy as you'd worn Her Majesty's unl-
form, they'd think as there ‘ad beeu
troad arrows on it You'll 'ave to flud
another way of earnlug your living."

“I'm golng to find one now,” sald Mr.
Cudgitt, turning away, viodictively

“And when ? 'ave found one, you'il be
looking out for a job yourselif.”

Fle wnrched down the path and on
the road. As he tursed the corner of
the village street, he becamea aware of
nn elderly lady advancing In his direc
tion. There was sowething In the dig
nified sorrow In her face that wade hlm
pause. Mr. Cadgitt was & mnn of In-
stinct.  Instinet told him that this lady
was golng to the cottage ke had left
Instinet told bhim that she was Bam's
patroness, And  instinet bade him
atrike whilst the lron was lhot.,

“Beg your [« rdon, muo,” he whined,
“hut could you spare a trife for an
old soldier?’

“We
We was

The lndy looked at bim with a sud
den, quick Interest
wA soldler!™ she sald. “And where
replied Mr

i

um,”
cauiiously "1

“AMaosit nnywlipres,

Cadgite, were in

the roadside, and the parish buried "im. | Crimea.”

The Indy's Interest quickened,

“Ah" she sald, softly. My husband
fought in the Crimed.”

“Did ke now 1" sald Mr, Cadgltt, with

ectatlon of -
name have been i

1 win,” she
6!:!1 ¥, %
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gitt, eestatically. SBuddenly his
EW “But be were killed there,
G| ho sald, In dulcet tones of syms
paths. “Pgrh:{o t aln't the same.”
“Noy" r_gm ,'ﬁto Indy, spdlfh “1
wad the same. = 1o was killed by i

Russian hullet" r ¥

&he was evidently moved. Her ¢
filled with tears.

“Ab, well," sald Mr. Cadgitt, gently,
“He couldn't "elp It, poor fellow. An.i]
perhaps ‘o’s hetter off whore 'e 18 than
me, that was swindled something eroel
when 1 got back from the wur,'" «

“Swindled!" exclalmed the lady, sar.

prised, “How swindled, my good
mani"
“It were this way, your ladyship,”

mald Mr., Oadgltt, “When I got 'ome
from the war [ fell Into bad company,
There was u low, sneaking fellow of the
nome of Samuel Bnlder, who got me
into bad ways—drinking and such, At
that time 'e 'ad n winkle barrer In &
low part of London, but ‘e lost 'is
trade by polsoning 'ls customers with
bad shell fish. 'E wanted me to sell
‘I my medal pg 1'd fought so 'ard to
galn. ' sald If ‘e 'ad o medal like
that 'e could earn a lying for 'Isself
gasler than setling winkles, But I sald
no. 1'd sooner part with life itself.
When 'e found as ‘e couldn't get It
by falr means, ‘e tried others; for ‘e
were a man @as'd stick af vothlng, 'H
put a drop o' snmmat in my drink ong
night, and when 1 woke the medal
waa gone and ‘e was gone, and 1 was
left penufless and destitute.”

Mo drow s sleeve aeross his eyes to
wipe away the tedrs of honest emotlon,

“Thls,”” sald AMrs. Alwle, with kind.
ling eyes, "is a very strunge story, my
man."”

Mr. Cadgitt felt himeelf that it did
him credit; but he only murmured a
platitnde about truth and fletion.

“And wot drives me mad {8 thl
mum,"” he said, T could stand belng
penuiless, I eould stand destitution,
But when I think of that man as s
somewhere about with my medal im-
posing on the charity of kind ‘earted
folk, it falr drives me crazy.”

The old Indy drew herself up.

“Come with me,” she suld *This
must be seen to”

“You don't mean to say as you know
him 1" said Mr. Cadglit, with every evl-
dence of surprise. “You don't mean to
gay as It's 'ere as 'e's been lmposing on
poople?™

“He 18 certninly here,” sald Mrs. Al-
win, Grmly.

wdll, now, to think of that!™ sdf1d
Mr, Cadgitt. “I'll go with you, mum,
and éxpose 'Im. Mind you, though, it
don't do to let "Im ‘ave too much of a
say. 'E were a very persuasive man
when 1 knew 'im and 'ad read that
many books about the Crimfén that 's
knew more about it than us that was
there, Don't you let 'im say a word, or
'e'll persuade you of nosthing.”

“1 ghall ingulre Into the matter with
strict hmpartiality,” sald Mrs, Alwin,
saverely,

*That's right, mum,” sald Mr. Cad-
gitt, cocealing his disappointment as
hest he might. *“No man could ask
more than that. You be strictly impar-
t1al and shut 'im pp the moment 'e
opens 'is month."”

e turned and followedd her te the
cottage, The veternn In the chair
noted thelr approsch. His heart fall-
ed him; and, feeling that perhape half
a loaf was better than no bread, he
mada a rapld change In his plan of
campalgn. Summoning o smila  of
pleasure and astonishment, he held
out his hnnd to Mr. Cadgitt.

“Why!" he exclalined, “If It ain't
my old pal, Henry Cadgitt, wot fought
nlongside of me In the Crimea.”

Mr. Cadgitt was so tuken aback thak
he responded,

“Why!” he exclaimed, incautionsly,
charmed at this apparent solution of
the diffieulty. “If It aln’t Bam Snideg
as was wounded by the Frenchies ag
the battle of Inkerman!"

They shook bandes wih simnlated ep-

thuslasm. Into thelr rejolcings  the

volce of Mrs. Alwin broke acldly,
“Ho sald,” shie réemarked, Indieating

S$1r. Ceadglit, but addressing  Snider,

“that at the time of the Crimen you
wore selling shell-fish In London,™
w'p Hes!" sald Bam, venemousiy,
jerking away his hund as though he
had been stung. “It were 'Im that were
gelllng winkles."
“But you sald just now,” she retart-
ed, “that he fouglht alongside you”
Haod Bam been the leust bit readler
the catastrophe wight bave been avert-
ed. But for the moment his fluency
deserted him; ond that moment was a
heart-searching one, In which truth
appearad so nukedly that both the vet-
erans blushed and were allent. When
Mrs. Alwin spoko again there was a
pnew note ln her volce.
“[ ges,” khe sald, slowly, *1 have
beeny decelyed. [ have a good mind to
prosecute you botl”
“It's very ‘ard,” sald Bam, "when
your 'usband died fn my arms”
“In our arms,"” sakd Mr. Cadgitt, still
hopeful of half the loaf.
Hhe turnesd npon them wrathfully,
“Waver soll hls name with your lips
again!" she crled.  “If elther of you
2 within ten mileg of this place (o
morrow, 1'll glve you In charge for eu-
deavoring to obtaln money on false
pretenses,”
She tarned and [eft them,
L] L L] - L ]
Joft together, Mr
Cadgitt his oplnlon

Bulder told Mr,
of him with what

pollticans would eall “no  uncertaln
volee”  Mr, Cedgltt, at a loss for ver-
bal retallation, replled by o blow on
the Jaw. The ensulng fight was wateh-
el by one o two ur us truant from

thelr reports it was
gepernlly conceded o the vlllage that
the battle of liself could

bhave s
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