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CHAPTER XV timber, and as yot unghppltied \\;Ihl

- hricek or boards In addition to tinw

The Hallway House. miln degout there was 4 rivde barn

“Misa Ma'y Ellen.™ erled Aunt Luey, | bue of sode, and towering high abovi
thrusting her bhead In at the door the squat bhnlldings ros¢ was frame of |
“oh, Misx Ma'y Ellen, I wish't you'd | the first windmill on the eattle trail |
come out ver right quick: They's two | a landmerk for many miles secing
o' ‘them pral’ dogs out yer nchasin’ | these things growlng up abont Il'lln_'l
oinh hens agin—nasty, dirty things!"” | at the suggestion and partly throngh |
“Very  well, Lucy,” ecalled out a|the ald of his widely scattered but |
yolee in answer Mary Ellen aroze | Kind-hearied neighbors, wajor Bualord
from her seat near the window, | began to take on heart of grace He
wience she had beon gazine ont over | foreraw for his people an Independ
the wide, fiat prairie lands and at the | once, rde and far below their former
blue, unwinking =sk» Gathering each | plane of 1ile, It was true, yet infinitely
A bit of stek, she and Aunt Lucy | better than a prond despair, i
drove away the two grinning dayvlight & It was perhaps the women who saf
thisves, as they bad done dozens of | fered most & the trangition from
times Lefore their kin, all sager for a | older Innds to thig new, wilid region
taste of this new feathered game that | The barren and monotonons prospect,
had come In upon the range With
plenteous words of admonition, the
two corralled the excited but terror:

stricken gpeckled hen, which had been
the occaslon of the trouble, driving
her back within the gates of the In-
closure they had founid a necessity for
the preservation of the fowls of their
“hen ranch.”

“It's that same Domineck, Isn't it
Luey?” sald Mary Ellen, leaning over
the fence and gazing at the fowls.

“Yesa'm, that same ole hen, blame

her fool soul! She's mo' bother'n
she's wulf. We kin git two dollahs
fer her cooked, an' seems like long's
she's erllve gshe bound' for ten Kerey
me chasin® roun’ after her, 1 ‘clare,
¢he jest keep the whole lot o' ouah
chickens wore down to a frazzle, she

traipsin roun’ all the thine
a-follerin’ bher. An’, of
added nreuvmentatively, “we all got to
keep up the rappytation o ¢
in' I kEain't
dollah a maoal
wil no meat
ma'am

Annt Luey apoke with
pride and with a right to au.
thority,. The the iiall

an’ them

co'se”" #he

1ah couk-
thése Yer men a
not for no lean ole h
ontoe her

sk

IPI’\[”‘_\ —iln,
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Housa ran from the Doubie Forks
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narth
virtue
upon the
“hen ranch,” whose fame was spread
abroad throughout the land. Saved
by the surpassing grace of ple and
“ehicken fixings,” the halting place
chosen for so slight reaszon by Buford
and s family had become S perma
nent abode, known gratefully to nany

(i wins

this

grinning thieves,

wll po" weak slnues Miss Ma'y El |

“Yes, 1 inow, Luagv.™

AN does yon know, Misg Ma'y El
lom, | sorter zits skeered somelimen,
mt yoer, fer foar mer supplercashuns
win't goin’ take holtl o' heaven jess
rizht, White folks has one way er
| prayin’, but er niggér kain’t pray |
Srione—no, mam, Jjoess kaint pray |

travelers and productive of more than |

a living for those who had estab-
lished it, It was
cii) gentus of Aunt Luey,
all her life to enlinary problems, that
had foreseen profit in eggs and chick-
ans when she noted the exalted joy
with which the hupngry cow punchers
fell upon a meal of this sort after a
sepason of salt pork, tough beef and

Duteh-oven bread,

At first Major Buford rebelled at the
thought ol Inkeeping,
kept open house before the war, and
he came from a land where the
thoughts of hospitality and of price
were not to be mentoned in the same

di) Yei he was In a reglon where
cach man did many things, the nNrst
that thing which seemod nearest at
hand 1o be dhine

From the Halfway House south to
thie Red River there was nothing edi
ble, And over this Hed River there
came now swarming uncounted thoy-
wand=s of broad-horned cattle, dvl.on

by many bodles of hardy, sunburned,
hungry men At Ellis-
rapldly becoming an im-
portant market, the hotel ac
caommodations were more pretentiops
than comfortable, and many a
man who had gat at the board of th
Mallway golng up the traill,
world mount his horse and ride back
twontv-five miles for dinnel Such are
the attractions of ecorn bread and
when prepared by the hands
genius pone astray Lthis
cooked waorld
the little
found fiself
profitatile

hewean poned
ville, now
callle
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Buford was scon able to employ aid

fn making his  improvements He
constracted a large dugout, afier the
fushion of the dwelling most cam
mon In the country at that time, Thi
manner of dwelling, practically a rool
vd-over cellar, Its sglde walls showing
bt & few feet anove the level of the
aarth had been discovered to be a
very practieal and comfortable forim
Gl living place by those settlers who

foupd a reglon practicaliy barren of

after all, the finan- |
aceustomed

|
an

His family had |

ol e iy

the Wigh-keyed alr and the perpetunl
winds, thinned and wore ont the
frmgile form of Mrs. Buford "!H-l
impetaons, nerve-wearing  alr was
much different from the soft, warm
winds of the flowerdaden Sonth. At
night as she lay down to sleep she

did not hear the tinkle of mugic no
the volee of night-slnging birds, which

in the scenes of her girlhood had
been familinr soundg. The moan of
the wind in the short, hard grass wias |
different from I8 whisper n the |
peach trees, and the shrilling of the |
coyotes made but rade soubstitute for
the trill of the love-bursting mocking
bird that sang its myriad song far
back in old Virginia

One day Aunt Lucy, missing Quar

terly Meeting, and eke bethinking her
well of some of those nehes aond paios
ol with

Hever unprovided

wid forehoding mind
which the negro i

became mournful in
wont to bed sighing and disconnolnte. |
Mary Ellen heard Jw uplifted |
long aml nrgently spoecting the

el

her melods

Yoioe

inr su

canse, at lvngth went to her doot
“What is I, Aunt Lncxy? she asked
windly,
“Nothiin®, mam,; 1 Jjess rasslin® wii
ther throne o' Grace or 11 bin W

erlone

“Now, Aunt Laey,
sagely, "there isnt
with your soul at all.
old thing as
sure of that, and
ward you if he
white or black.”

“Dogs you think that, honey?"

sald Mary Flien, |
anything wrong
You're as good
breathed, 1'm
Lord will re
does any oue,

Tyoer
‘III‘

ever

“Indeed 1 do.”
“Well, sometimes 1 thinks the Lord
ain’t goin' 1w lfergive me fer all ther

devilment | done when | was 1'il. You
Allss Ma'y Ellen, hit take u life
er praver (o wipe oul ouah transgroes

know,

shuns, Now, how Kkin 1 pray. not to

say pray, out yer, in this yver lan'?
They ain’t a ehu'ch In & hunderd mile

' yer, so fer's I Kin tell, an' they !
sholi'ly ain’'t no chu’ch fer enlhad folks

Seems to me ke, of | o'd jess know

or single nigger, s0's we e'd meet

onet in er while, an® so’st we o'd jess |
kneel down togetheh an' pray com

fer'ble like, same’'s ¢f 'twus back In |
ale Vehginny—why, Misg Ma'y lIH--n_l
I'd be the bappiest ole ‘ooman ever |
you did gee.”

Mary Ellen rose and went to her |
room, returning with her guitar. s ‘
ten, Aunt Luey,” she sald; | \\|!|.|
play and you may sing That will |
miake yon feel hetter, | think !

it was only from a perfect under- |
tanding of the pegro character that |
this proposal conld come, and only «»
perfect dgnity could carry it out with |
grace; yel there, beneain the floor of
the wide prairie sea, these strange ex |
erciges Wera carried on, the low
‘hrobhing of the strings ;lr--'ur'-l'l.;i
with the quavering minors of the ol !
thma hymns, until Aunt Luey wipad
her oyes and smiled

“Thank yer, Migs Ma'y Ellen he
sald; “thank yer & thousand times
You shoh'ly does know bhow toe ¢com
fort folks wighty well, even a pore ole
nigger

On the morning following Aunt
Laacy's devolional exercises that good |
sonl seemed (o be altogether happs

and contéented und without gany doubits

|
as Lo her future welfare. Mary Ellen |
was oul in the open air, bonnetless |
and all a-blow, It wax a glorlous, sun- |
py day, the alr charged with some |

eskence of al stimuiy Tall and
ghapely, radliant, not yvet twenty-1throe
vears of ng and mistress of earth»
best blosoing, perlect livalth—Low
euld Mary Ellen e T By
{ b= o this chicheo!™ whea
cn i i Vi frned « i
cle | 18l { 1 e h
“I' b thah t'ver R thet
Mise M2 Fiilon vall 1] i
Laaey from the Klitchen And pr
enely she emereed and ol nie
misiress at the corral
Lunt Lo sald Ma Elleén I
| YOI HUMOse Wa Coaiiel o« ' TRiNt n
garden? 1 owHs thinkine, H we had A
Tow peas, or heane, or things like thut
You Know I

UTh-high?’

And do yom nppose K rose bus

woulil grow-—a renl rode bavh, ovesd
by the cide of the honse?

l.aw o, ohil whitt yvau talkin
bont? Nothia® bain™t goln® to grow
vir, "lede'n hil n litle hroom cohn
or =pme o that sllalafew, ey that solt
v things Few bheans might, ef we
wortered “em My lan!™ with a sl
den interest as she grasped  the
thought., “whist ¢onld 1 ziv fer vight
fraish beans, real string beans, 1 doo
wondeh! Sakes, of | ¢'d Liev string
hoans an’ anpple ples, 1 sholb’ly o'd
make er foh'inne, right quick, String
heans—why, law, chile!™

“Wea'll have to think about this gar
den question some day,” sald Mary
Ellen. Bhe leanod agalnst the corral
post, Jooking ot over the wide ex
panse of the pralrie ronnd about, “Atre
thoge onr antelope ont there, Luaecy

ghe asliod, pointing ont with care the
few tiny objects, thin and knifellke,
erowned with short blaek forking tips,
which showed up against the sky line
on a d=tant ridege, "1 think they mnst
ke, I haven't notieesd them
a while,™
“Yass'm.”

indicial look

Ton quite

said Aunt Luey, after o
“Them hlame 't gonts
I wish't they all wuzn't so
peart knowin' nll ther
a0'st Majah Bulord zil
them pow an’ then for to eat
I "“memboer mighty well how Capn
It emnl s erf quarter o
nnlopm Mighty MTne meat, hit wag”
"Kr—Miss Ma'y Ellen.” began Annt
Luey prosently, and apparently with g
yvation

Thass um
mighty
time

an’
he «o'd
one o

nklin down

ceriain rose
"y ag "
(To be continuned. )

WHERE HE GOT THEM.

Little Bey's Explanation Embarrassed
Cenercus Teacher.

AL reeoss one morping lHttle Nathan
(farowstil withdrew ta a corner aond
wept, and the heart of his  predty
teachor was moved with compassion.

“What's the matter, Nathan?” she
poulred goutly. Wiy don't you piay
with the others™

Nalhan looked up  with dimmed

eves:  Dust nnd tears mingled on his
brown ghedd He pointed mutely to
hig skirt and then broke into a roar
“1t was the ddress of Rebeeca. Me
mnddoer po money has for buy me any-
LN I neter ha the troveer, and
the ehlldren—=the children—they stick
1t ¥ it e an me. and make 2
langhs They call me—ecill me—a
el-girl

Pon’'t mind them, dear,” sald Allee
Harmon with sympathy. “They shail

nol langh at 1 will get
oo’

Several days latér Nathan appeared
in the glory of a new sult and strutted
king in the admiring glances
of those who bl despised him. His
cup of pride was Ated Lo overflowing

yhen the superintepdent came in with

vou long You

a cont and tronsers,

abount e

the principal for a visit of inspection.
Nathan, well in  the Jforeground
glapnesd al his garments amd looked

at the sirangers for approbation,

“Why, little by, what a fine pair of
tronsers! " suld the superintendent als
fably, “Where did you get them?"

Nathan drew himselfl up to his full
height, and outstretched his hand in
the direction of his beloved teacher.
‘I got them off her,” he announced,
“1 got them off Miss Harmon.”

Then Alice Harmon, with the blush
of confusion on her fair face, ex-
plalned: “The—the children—on the
East Slde always say ‘off’ when they
‘mean “from.' "—Lippineott's.

GOT THERE AT LAST.
President’s Messenger Long Deliyed
by Senatorial Courtesy.”

One of the prerogatives of a United
States senator fs that when he sleps
aboard an elevator in the senate wing
of the eapitol he Is carried Immedi
alely o his destination, no matler in
which direction the elevator may be
ound who may be aboard. Three
rings the bell indicate that a4 sena-
tor wanls ride, and the conduetor
loses no time in responding to the

or
ol

e

call

One day
nysistant
J-Il-pi.t'll

Mr. Barnes, the
the president,
senate elevator

last week
secretary to
aboard =n

trom the ground floor. In a portfollo
under his arm he carried a message
from the president of the United
States o the Congress

Benate floor,” sald Mr. Barnes, as
the conductor shut the door,

Just then there werp throe rings of

the bell and the Indicator showed that
& senatar wanted to be lifted out of
the terrnce The elevator went down
instead of up, and Mr. Barnes want
wlong The senator in the terrace
wanted to gotothe ground Aoor
Ax he stepped off, howeyer, there was
anotheyr sanatorinl ring from the ter

The wanted o go W
wallary und the olevator
there without stopping. As the
started down there thres
rings from the ground floor, and again
the car failed siop at
tion of the president’s seeretury, Foi
tunutely for Mr this senator
wanted to get of at the senate floor,

only

roaocy
the

wanl

senatlor
Hoar,

Car Were

Lo the desting-

Barnos

and the congress, afller ||nng delay. re-
ceived the message from the presis
dent.—Washington Post
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"Eml pirosi Whiie } trifle to enrly twentles, and coateibnted hat
one who she RN More than | n doren sets of verses n herole style
NOYORLY-GY vars e Kmily ook up | Nor was “Friendship's Offerlng” with-
her gquill pen and In dainty characters | oul names which are well known evion
wirote the dedieation on the By leaf | now.  Miss Mitford hus a nketeh, “The
of "Friendship's Ofering In gplte of | Lady of Beachegrove,” full of old-fash-

hir bad

prammarc & glanes &t the (ad

ol and delionte writing with e guaint
flimrishes and aristoeratie angles s
onough te poove that Emily was »
fine young lady amd that she really
meant at least a Jittle more than she
said

Poor Emily! MHer liles and rosew
ara long withered, along with the
other Bowers which bloomed in the
reipn of King Georpge 1V to whose
‘Most Kxcollotit Majesty the  lttle
maroceo bonnd volume bs dedienta)

And “one who she regards”™ has
gone dalso with the rest wWere they
murricd one dayve-Emily aod “one
who she troegasds”? Or did Emily die
early of a broken heart, perhaps?

Her handwreiting looks as if  she
might have sasily fallen a vietim to
some such old fashioned malady. And

A1 "one who she regards” leave Emily
behind and come to the States to seek
hig fortune? Corteinly In some way
the which Emily gave him as a
valentine jn 18268 found s way to
this conntry o, passing from hand
to hand. finally tirned up on the stidls
of a little second-hand boolk shop In
the French quarter of Now Or
leans

The
birown
cowviag
for the
and dainty

ool

old

Hittle
and yellow now: s
is badly marked and torn
of the unknown but dear
Emlily—ns well as for (s
own—Iit shall be eherished herealter
and given CAre IBmily herself
might wish for “the Hitle trifle” swhich
perhaps told o tender e
urnamed man who
awner,

with
moroecD
But

book Is spotbed

iml
slnc

LTI ax

seeret 1o
wus |8

fat

A0 P es

“Friendship's Offering” I a
sturdy little ook of nearl)

It wasg handsomely and well hound, ne
is proven by the fact that oven today
It makes a gay show with the gold
rosebuds amid serolls stamped on s
hack It was one of that greal orop

of apnuals which people of geod con

Wltlon were wont to #end (o theilr
friends on the reonrrence of New
Your's and St Valentine's days

We do sueh things differontly now
Instead of & volume of 400 pages
stuflMed with stilted verseas and tragie
tales written by as many lords and
lLadics—nothing less than Esoulres
belng  admitted under any clroum
gtances—we send to our friends a gay

card stamped ont of eolored paper by

a machine., And wo plek uwp this old
volume of "Friendship's Ofering™ and
lgugh as we louvk over the table of
conlente,

But poor Emily's long forgotten
ilove affalr Iz not the ouly ancient
memary revived by a glance at the
little book Buried in s table of con
tents are the names ol lwealy peo-
ple who in their day were famous as
literary  Ughts, but who have long

gince Mekered onfl inte oblivion

Yho remembers Mona, Ellza, Caroe
line and the whose ‘lLegendary
Slanzas “Romantie Tales” and
“"Lines to a8 Wreath of Dead Flowers”
moved Emily and her of the
18204 10 tears? Who remembers Her
nard Barton, the Quaker poet and
friend of Lamb? Least of all, what
modern reader woulil follow him as
for hall a dozen pages maore he
“Treads with slow and mournful stops
the loved and lonely shore?” Lord
Byron died less than two yenrs hefors
this volume of “Friendship's Offer
Ing” was printed, and It is pretty full
of newly found verses his Lorid
ship. Mr. Washington Irving sends
some verses by his late Lordship,
“extracted by that gentleman from the
album of Cuplain Medwin.” and &
only needs a glance at the first line
“Be it so—we part forever'—to recog:
nize the trne Byronie flavor

Lady Caroline Lamb, who had been
separated from her husband the yoar
before, and whose Intrigues with Lord
Byron were still familiar, “extracted
from her album’” another set of vorses
by his late Lordship, the perusal of
which at this date is likely o provoke
a smile of amugement-—they are
typleal of the stralned and grandilo
quent poet

In all the emphasis and extrava
gance of italics and capital letter
Lord Byron implores Lady Caraoline to
let him go aud, Lady Caroline
ently takes a maliclons
printing the verses by

rest

BIRTE TN

ol

||_‘|'

Sl

appa
pleasure in
way of showlug

that the poet was much in love wiih
her '

Sineé st the suliure tears my heart
Lot me this agony emiure

Not thee—0! deurest he thou art!

I meépey, Clara, 1ot ue part

Who s writing poetry of this Kind
now?  And Il such poetry were wil
ten, who would read ?

There 18 one paper o “Fricndship
Offerire” which might well farnish a
text for some one who 8 anxlous o
accuse Dr., Conan Doyle ef plaginrism

Sherlock Holmes
Liehard loy

in the of
The paper I8 by the lote

creation

ell Edgeworth Esq fathiar of the
better known Maria Edgeworth I
jg ecalled “Stage Coach Physioguom
ists" and relates how one of (he pas
sengers was ahbie to tell the full G
history of all his fellows Ly almply
noticing such bitr of gesturs IAn
ner or apparel as have shnee guldesd
the famous detective In Lis amaxiug
discoveries Sherloek at his bes! was
never maore observing or more aston

Ishing than this casual coach passen-
ger who traveled the same way mors
than fifty years before him.

L. £ lL.—Letitla Eilizsabeth Landon
—whose pen name more famillar
than her writings, then lo her

s

wias

origina) |

and |

-

toned sentiment and ladylike mystery.,
Perhaps the best remeibered things
about Miss Mitford is the fact that
when she was only ten years old she
drew a prize of *$100 000 In a lottery

and that after her father had squan-
dered her money ghe gupporied him
for yoears by the carnings of her pen

Robert Southey, then In nls prime,
has & fong poem in the fat Hittle book,
and Miss Jane Porter, whose “Scottish
Chiefs” and “Toaddens of Warsaw,"
hnd alveady been printed, Is represent-
ad by a melancholy tale,

Mra, Opie mourns throukh a couple
"Epitaphs for Friende," and mod-

T. Hood Esq, lhas an ode on
auinmn, quite HKke the simimr efforts
of young before and sinee his

of

erl

ot

time, T, Hood Esq. wag not yet thirty
years old when “Friendship's Offers
Ing” wae printed. He had recently

left the engraver's trade for literature
nnd had hardly begun as yor to malee

n nnme for himsell in his new line.
Doubtless Il the “"Present Editoy™
conld have foreseen that his modest
contributor war to write “The Soag
of the B|hirt” and “The Bridge of
Highe" and the other poems which
have made him famons, “T. Hood
Bra." would have been glven more
prominence In the table of contoents,

But the “Present Editor” 1a not

T:'r{-:‘\_mm-f-'» and gifts quite outl of the
[l sfmple spieit of the day.

‘ A fashinhnbhle shopkanper Inuiate
thiat the vogne of valenting gifts 13
| 1argely a matter of evolution, and that
| Tor several yours they Rave been grow.
| Ing mora general, more porsonal fed
more expenaive A YOung mau wWho

usually ix satisfied with sending the
object of his admivation flowers, hon-
now selocts a gift that
will show relations of & more intimate
capecially, let their
purse-sirings

bong of books

nature Flances
Imagination and
run riot,

thelr

KEEPS UP CUSTOM
OF THIRTY YEARS

Big valentines and little valentines,

fat valentines and thin valentines,
white valentines and red valentines,
cheap modest Httle  valentines and

proud and costly valentines—every old
kind of valentine dangled from
shelves and lauy heaped on counfers,

while a half dozen elerks wors basy
attending to the rush of 81, Valer tlae's
day.

There was the v g woan with one
hand on money in ‘. ¢ t buying a

white $1.25 valentir e, w iy aves rlvetod
on a red $3 ereation. & carly, he wish-
ed he counld afford the red. In a cor-
ner, looking uneasy, were two young
women discussing animatedly a heap
of pilnk and blue valentines.
Unnoticed hy the crowd Inside the
shop, a coach drew up to the curb.
I owas a4 most pretentious “turnout,”
with coachman and footman in livery,
with a palr of restless bays and with
shinlpg harness mounted heavily with
glistening  sliver. The [fooiman

—

the only man who has made such a
misinke.

Plentifully spriankled In among the
professional poets and literary men
and women are my Lords and Ladies
Not for a moment does the “Present
Editor” forget thut he s editing a
volume of the “gentry and nobility”
ip whom his work s dedicated, The
iRt. Hon,, My lord Dillon, has some

bhad verses on “Spain” in the gy¥ronle

manner, and My Lord Dorchesier is
given several pages for a sad and
silly apostrophe to an "Asirologer.”

“Friendship's Offering™ 1s Hustrat
od with three or four ancient steel
cnpravings, representing such elassic
seenes as CEnoeas and Dido.” views of
Inpaban  in Persin, and llusirations
for the “Laughing Horseman

All in &l Emily's was a valentine
well worth having Sinee she wrote
her ouaint dedication on Its Nyleaf

vio Bnelinh Kings amd ong

queen have

died. gnd the fTourth monarch s pow
on the throne What valentine of
the present year will be as well worth
looking aver o 19747
Character of Day Changing.

Good St. Velanting s rapidly being
transformed from the patron saint of
loving bhearts ioto the bhead of a gift
enterprige If b keeps up the pace
esigblished for him this year he will
scon rival St Nicholas

[t semps only vester-vear sinee the
@ eval swaln gave expression Lo
hi olings in barning word hidden
I the depths of paper lgee and fmpos-
ihle enplds Nuw the approach of
the atlectionate old salut's day finds
the youpg man's thoughts, f not Dis
fapcy, twrning toward violets at ad

vaueed prices, bonbons In extravagant

y Jumpod to the sidewalk as quickly as
| g right-fitting buckskin breeches per-
mitted and opened the conch door. An
old man, & very old man, alighted and,
resting on Lis cane, made for the
| fromt door of the valentine shop.

None noticsd the neweomer. Every
one was busy with his own affalrs.
But the owner of thée shop saw the
customer, greeted him pleasantly and

led him o a chalr. A valentine the
old man wanted. The proprietor
seermed to know his man., A white

sutin box long snd wide, was produced,

end within lay what was likely the
mostl gorgeous valeatine ever sent In
New York It wus brilllant erimson,

gold mountéd and in the centre of the
p'llow, In oll, was a landscape, an
epiblem wnd an inscription which the

writer, from afare could not make out,
Evidently the old oustomer WHS
peased. For some minutes he gazed
admiringly at the costly piecs. then
closed the box, smiled approval and
loft the shop, followed by a ¢lerk car
ving the box to the coach

|  "What does an old fogy llke that
an with a valeutine?” was asked.

The proprietor did not take Kindly
to the guestlon. *“That old fogy has
boen coming here ever since | opened

thiz store, thirty years #go. The
olid Togy is one of the weplihiest men
in this cits The old fogy regularly
orders his valentine three months
ahead of time and pays as much for
them o5 many & bapk clerk earpns In

& muonth. And when a woman has

Hived falthfally for thirty years beside

& mon, the old fogy thinks she's en-
| titled st least to one valentine & year."

And the guestioner knew he had

touched a sore spot of the old fogy's
| friend.—New York Press.




