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The crowd In the store overflowed the
poreh, but there was a lull in trade—a sur-
prising lull conaldering (L was well toward 1
o'clock of Christmas eve, The morning had
been April weather, full of ftful sunshine
and soft, flawy winde. Now the sky was
leaden, the wind sat northwest, lowering,
ragged clouds scudding before L let fall Mttle
spitetul snow splis, or dashes of hall.

The Murray outfit came wabbling up. There
WASs a sort of tremolo even to the foud erack-
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& hill girl, who had, however, been oblig-
ing enough to die while Lassaphine was
yet in arme,

“Drive round! We're a-goin’ to walk in
the back lol," Bonny called, shaking hands
right and left as he spoke. All Lassaphing's
worshipers were in the crowd on the poreh
—bealdes everybody liked Bonny In apite
of his weaknese for many glasses when one
was too much for his poor head.

That was the secret of Lassaptine's
presence—she could not afford to have him

inga of Sonny's whip., Lassaphine, at Son-
ny's elbow, scowled and shivered impatiently
&t the nolse. Such useless noise! The crack
of doom could not have quickened the patient
amble at which Brandy, the red ox, and

Jinny, the pale little donkey, drew their clat- ]

tering Toad.

“By gonnys! Must be you've fetched a
feather bed alive!” Storekecper Walker sald,
holding out both hands, Lassaphiue over-
looked them. Instead of getting out, she
writhed down amid the turkeys. They were
fine, big fellows, white and copperas yellow,
and glossy, greenish bronse. She had fed
and tended and talked teo them since they

came out of the egg. A lump had come In |

her throat, as she hoppred them In pairg and
lald them upon the scant straw at the bot-
tom of the wagon. The lump was there gtill,
though Lassaphine was very far from a sen-
timental person. Bhe could have sold her
flock to the turkey draver last week with the
lightest heart In the world, It was guite

royater away the price of her feathered
flock. For one thing there were her rhurch
dues, Bonny argued that the eircult rider,
a wifeless young fellow, well clothed, well
mounted, at no expense for llving, had
much less need of the $5 than themselves,
Lagsaphine listened, amiling obstinately.
tshn could put in action, not words, her
| feellng that it was due herselt to pay, re-
! gardleas of anything else,

A turkey walk, understand, is a sori of
rural lottery, much Aaffected around holl-
days in the middle south.
comes under the ban of striet church
perople. Certalnly there I8 a strong element
of chance In |t Each walker pays a
stipulated sum for the privilege of walking
—in local parlaoce *'buys his peg.'" After
| It Is bought he must walk blindfolded a
| glven number of steps and set the peg
! firmly in the ground, He who comes nearest
| to the atake wins the turkey, or whatever
the prize may be. Commonly ten or a

another matter to selze and bind themdozen live birds are walked off. The win-
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THEY SWAYRD BACK AND FORTH.

treacherously as they fed from her hand, and
defver them thus to make sport for an idle
holidny crowd.

“Ba-ay, Jim Walker! Ailn't you got & new
frook and stick er red-strip-ed candy? They
mought tole this yer gal er mine Inslde!"
Sonny sald, stamping his feet hard as he
clambered down. *S8he wanta ter spile our
fun—Lassaphine does—been a-beggin’ me all
the way pot to have the turkey walk—though
she kpows I saved them bur-reds jest fer
nothing else ln the world,"

“Come now, Miss Lassaphine! That won't
do! Not never in the worM!" Walker sald.
“Obristmas comes bul once a year, you
know. Come In! Do! I've got the very
dress for you—told my wife so last nlght,
when the newest goods come in.' »

Lassaphine shook her head decidedly. 1
don't want no dress you've gol,'" she msld.
“Nothin' you've got—untll the money to pay
for it Is in my hand.”

“That woon't be long,” Wallker sald, rub-
bing his bands, “Look at all them fine gob-
blers! I call it jest & great notlon of your
pa's—havin' 'em walked for—stand you in
twice whut the drovers 'a been payin’'! Ef
you don't wanter trade though, lemme take
you up to the house—"'

“I don’'t leave this wagin till it starts for
home,"” Lassaphine Interrupted, turning to
pick up the rope reins her father had
dropped. He had vanished lpside the log
storehouse. As the team crawled a little
from the steps to make room for a smart
new buggy he came out wiping his mouth
wilh the back of his hand, his eyes glasay
with satisfaction,

“80 you ra'ly did come, Jack! Good boy!
Man of his word!"” he shouted to the buggy's
driver, Lassaphine did not turm her head,
yet a mlow blush gathered in her olive
cheeks. She had long dusky eyes with a
spark at the boitom, heavy night-black hair
and the polse and stature of a Greek god-
desa. Notwithstanding, most women In the
countryside reckoned her ugly. She was
#0 unlike their standard of pink and white
prettiness they could mot in the least com-
prehend why s0 many men of so many minds
and fortuncs loat thelr heads over her.

Juck Childers, for instance, a congress-
man's son, rich and fair looking, though
reputed wild; Len Haskell, most driving
and thriving of the young farmers round
about; Dee Grant, the bachelor tobacco
dealer, s catch for any girl, to say nothing
of Teeny Walker, the storekeeper's bashful
young brother. It waa certainly aggravat-
iog to good women with girls of their own
to settle to have so many dangle after
Lassaphine, who coquetted with all and fa-
vored mone. ‘The Murray place was poorer
than poverty, the bare and unmerchantable
fragment of a wide plantation. Its staryel-
ing acres were either galled and gullled or
overgrown with vagrant briers and the bix
weather-stalned house was rulpous except
in two or three south-looking rooms.

Still the Murreys managed to llve by It—
Lassaphine and Sonny and grandpap
Grandpap pever forgot, nor allowed the
others to forget, what was due to Murray
blood. Lassaphine, for example, must learn
0 read and algn her name, must wear
shoss upom high days and holidays and go
to church at least once & month. He was
the more strenuous becsuss Lassaphine’s
mother had mot been a person of quality, but

As a lottery L |
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instantly he shouted: ‘‘Step up to the ﬂp-1

taln's offlce and settle, gentlemen! Pegs
| right here, only a dime! Come on, come on!
No such turkeys anywhere!”
|  “Come runnin't® Haskell sald, elutching
| a peg and fipping sllver Into Bonny's hat.
In a twinkling ten pegs were taken. Souny
held up his hand. "'Git yer bilnder, Doe,"
he sald to Grant. “You go first."”

Grant whipped out a gorgeous red-and-
yellow bandana. Sonny muffled his eyes

toward the central stake. A laughing shout
went up as he shaped a course at right
augles to It. “Walk, big Injun!
away! Walk Spanish! Tiptoe fine!' the

allotted forty paces. He stepped gingerly
and so high Lassaphine herself jolned in

cend possessed of §25.

WEDNESDAY,

Though thers wers bul seventeen turkeys,
Lassaphine somebow found herself at the
It was almost dark,

| but she went Into the store, jingling the

aecurely, then, peg in hand, he was turned |
around two or three times and told to walk |

Walk

colna, laughing and making jokes with all
her court., Teeny darted out of sight—he
would never, never undertake to wall on
her in the face of all those others, Jack
Childers at once flung himself over the coun-
ter into his vacant place and certalnly sold
Lassaphine some astonishing bargains from
the best in stock. Bhe made no demur—
slnce her encounter with Micklejohn she
had a royal recklessness in everything. Be-
fore she had flouted the most trifling gifts,
Now she took with a free hand whatever

. her wooers chose to offer, thereby greally

rest called after him as he stepped his

the laughing. When he stooped to stick his '

peg aud bumped fairly agalnst the lot fence
there wis & chorua of gleeful howls.
“B'Jacks! If I'm to win this fellow Bam
| Walker woon't have a panel o' feace left!"
| he sald, pulling off his blinder and rubbing
his chin, *Here, you nice young men, put
| on this same rag, and let's see If you do any
better, with no eyes In your head!"
| “One thing sure—we can't do any worsel”
Jack retorted, as Bonny hooded Haskell and
turned him about. Haskell had an Indlan’s
sense of directlon, along with a bhunter's
trained perception. He wheeled slowly
until he felt the wind cut his left cheek, and
| then with a confident smlle went straight
toward the stake, and set his peg within a
yard of It

“Gool for Len! Well walked!
shot!"" the others called.
| “That's Len's turkey, dead to rights!™
Jack Childera sald, “we couldn’'t beat that
it we tried a year. Put up another turkey,
Sonny—and bar Lem from walking.”

“Giood as wheat!' from the crowd. Len
gmiled quite happily. ‘It Jest gives me &
better chance ter see Lassaphine,” he said
aslde to Childers. “I'll walk though fer
the next—then you look out."”

“"Here goes for Teeny Walker!” Jack sald,
stepping wmanfully out. A babel of shouts
assalled him, but he kept straight ahead
and set Teeny's peg respectably near the
stake. The other nine walkers went wild—
not one came within five yards of the win-
ning post. One luckless fellow brought up
at the store steps—the rest scattered Im-
partially about, though each had been
morally certain with his eyes open that he
could shut them and go stralght to the
goal without turning a bair,

“Teeny'll feel like a sport after this—he's
always been sech er plous little cuss,” Doc

Sure

ecandallzlug the few other women making
belated Christmas purchases,

“"let me take you home!" Jack sald,
looking up Into her brilllapt fate when the
buying was dome. Jack was fair and blue-
eyed and half a head the lower. Ehe
gmlled down at him and stepped toward the
door. Outslde there was black darkness—
the could not make out even Jinny's pale-
nesa against the red of Brandy, SBonoy,
whom Grant and Haskell had managed to
keep mirnculously sober for Christmas eve,
was already In his seat, propped all about
with parcels. “No—I'll go as | came—in
my own private carrlage,'’ she called over
her shoulder, 'l don't want to spoll sport.
Be sure, you all, to come tell me how the
turkey supper went oft.”

“Tell you what, she's got grit—that girl
bas!" Walker sald, stickliog his bhands in
his pocket by way of emphasizing his first
lelsure since sunrise. *“‘SBhe aln't afrald of
pothin' |n this world ner the next.'

"We found that out several hours back,
Jack sald—and Walker could not under=
stand why the others laughed so heartlly.

. [ ] L] [ ] . . L] ]

Christmas dawned properly clear and cold
with a powdering of fine light snow over
everything, By 12 o'clock it had melted,
except where it lay in shadow. The road
was molst, not wet, from It, yet Lassaphine
held her skirts high above It. She saung
in a gay, loud volce as ahe walked and now
and then made a dancing step. Untll now
she had never in her life made a Christmas
gift—and she was golng to bestow upon the
Rouse tribe—five strapping girls, renters
and poor whites, all the gauds and gew-
gaws she had accepted from her lovers.
When they came, later in the day, she would
tell them of what she had done—she smiled
whimslcally in thinking of Doc Grant's dis-
moy—there was feud, tobacco-born, betwixt
him and the Rouse tribe's progenitor. Len
would elgh thriftily over the waste of his
money; Jack—Jack would laugh with her
and think it a fine Christmas prank.

The Houses should never know. She had
marked thelr name on the bundle—stealing
in, she would knock, drop it and run away.
Thelr house sat almoet flush with the road
which a little rater plunged downhiill foto a
dark end threatening gorge. BEither side the
hills, precipices almost, crowded In so close,
& resolute man might dispute another's pas-
sage, Lassaphine hated the gorge., She
passed through it whenever she went to her
favarite church, Sharon, Brother Micklejohn
preached there toddy. The Rouse tribe were
\ikely to'go and hear him. Lassaphine her-
self had meant to be there—nlso to fetch the
minister home with her, to share her Christ-
mas dinner. ‘Let the Rouses have him—
with the rest,' she thought, touching the
bundle of which her arm was growing
weary, She heard hoofs upon the road be-
bhind, and slipped within a roadside cedar
clump to rest. She was hardly well hldden
before three riders halted just In front of
ber, #poke briefly together, then rode furi-
ously away down hill.

Brother Micklejohn had prayed with fer-
vor and preached with unction, yet his heart
was heavy as he rode away from Sharon.
Against hope, agalnet reason, he had hoped
to see Lassaphine, He Joved hls Master and
his Master's work, yet he was barely 23,
with veins riotously foil of young red blood,
From the first he felt Lassaphine's spell. A
brief while he had fought agalnst it—then
he surrendered everything but consclence to
Ita subtle sweetnese. It was consclence
which had made him anger her; he was
Jealously afrald of his own heart. Another
man, In Sonny’s case, would have been pri-
vately told of his unseemly behavior, Love
and Lassaphine bad constrained him to deal
harahly, upon pain of aeeming to himeself a
coward,

She must be furlously angry—stlll he
would vot glve her up—he would go to her,
aod v mehow make hls peace. He rode with
eyea downcast, reins hanging. His horse,
all at once, shled violently, then stood stock
etlll. A glance told him the reason—thres
other horsemen &o aligned as to block the
way. Jack Chllders was in the middle,
Grant and Haskell to right and left. All
three faces were set In a sort of steely
whiteness. Instinctlvely Micklejohn under-
stood, and In understanding comprehended
how much he had mistaken hia vocation.
The elemental Bavage woke in him—love,
religlon, honor, ambitlon, were a8 nothing
by contrast with this lust for a weapon,

this mad desire to fight to the death. He
was wholly unarmed, In the face of
tr dous odds, He was better horsed

ners are rarely thrifty enough to take home
thelr live prizes. Instead, they hand them
| over to a negro cook, who serves them up
at a turkey supper, toward 1 o'clock on
Christmas morning. By the time the supper
Is eaten it Is tlme to go out and shoot
anvll Christmas guns, or touch off hollow
logs, plugged, with a pound of powder In-
slde,

The back lot was an acre of rough turf,
strotching between the span-new Walker
house, brave in gaudy paint, and the squat
weathered store, nestling In the angle of
the cross roads. Half way in It a stout
stake had been drivenm. A pile of roughly
whittléd pegs lay beside the store's back
steps, As Sonpy came down them with
throe parts of the crowd &t his heels, he
gtopped and gathered the plle under his
arm, saylng with a mild pretepse of mis-
trust: “Ye'we all got so much Christmas
in yer bones, consarn yer plctyers, ye're
as full of tricks as so many unbroken mules
—put 1 lay the best gobbler in the bunch,
y& don't play none of 'em on me.' "’

“gponny, you shorely doo't think they'd
try it, with Lassaphine a-lookin' at ‘em?"
the storekeoper called after him from the
door. Len Haskell ahied a stone at Walker,
Jack Childers conteoted himself with a
shake of his fist, Doc Grent made a motion
toward his hip pocket, but dropped his
hand and looked at Lassaphine with: “I'll
do It—honest Injun, I will—if you say so."

Lassaphine did not smile—she was buay
with the turkeys, which had set up a pitiful
fluttering and peeping. Bonny lifted out a
blg bronzy fellow, swung him back and
forth, head downward, once or twice and
sald slmost shamefacedly: ‘‘How much is
he worth, boya? Would you say now—half
a dollar?

“A whole dollar—not a feather goea for
less,” Doc Grant sald loudly, jingling a
handful of loose silver.

“] say two—"" Jack Childers began. Len
Haskvll stopped him with a significant
touch. "Let it go at one,” he sald, under
his breath. It hurts her—Lassaphine, you
know—to take even that much. BShe hales
bein® here, but she caln't well help It.”

“No plottin’ agin’ the whites, here!” Grant
gald joculurly, setting his younger rivals
arm's slength apart, Teeny Walker darted
up to them. “Some er you-all do me. a
favor, please!" he sald, breathlessly.
“Folks arp comin' so peart, ikely I shan't
git the chance to walk at all—but I wanter
be in, five pegs deep at least—I thought
mesybe one er you'd buy 'em, and walk fer
me."

“I'm your man!" Jack sald, clutching
Teeny's coin and spinning It above his head.
Len grinned good-humoredly. ‘“‘Better
lemma have er walk and & balf,” he sald.
Grant laughed explosively, 'O, these boys!"
he sald, stepplng to the wagon side, where

QGrant sald. Haskell nodded. '"But he'll
be in at the turkey supper, large as life’
''he sald. “You must remember it's a de-
| veloplng process—falling In love with Las-
saphine,' Jack Childers added. "But say!
Look younder! There comes the preacher,
as I'm a livin' sioner! I wonder what
he's after!"

“Lassaphine—like the rest of us,” Len
growled, Doe Grant whistled shrilly, then

{ nodded assent. ‘'Preachers are jest men,"
he sald. '"Boys, we might as well hang our
 harps on the willows.""

Commonly the preacher had an open coun-
tenance, a ready and engaging smile. Now
his face was somewhat set, his smooth
cheek the least bit Hushed as he rode toward

. Sonny, answering only with a grave, col-

lective nod eivil greetings from every slde,
| "Brother Murray,'" he sald, not touching
| Bonny's outstretched hand, it grieves me to
speak what you may not care to hear,"
""Dear bless my soul! Is anybody dead, or
4 church burnt, or alr you turned aginst
your feed, boardin' round?"” Sonny asked
i cheertully. *“Don't be cast down Brother
, Micklejohn—no matter whut happens, the
! Lord'll provide™
j “I have no doubt of that," Micklejohn sald,
| trying to epeak ecvverely, and to keep his
‘eyes from Lassaphine, who had risen and
stood erect in the rickety wagon bed as a
queen might stand bealde her throne, “'My
trouble is not material, but spiritual. It
does trouble me beyond expression to find
! you, a professor of Christ, openly engaged In
& gambling #cheme."
| "Gamblin'!" Bonny's jaw dropped, his
hands fell to his sides, nerveless and flaccld.
 “Gamblin'!" he repeated, *'1 never gambled
in my life! I don't know whut you mean."
“l do koow—It's walkin' for our turkeys,"
Lassaphine sald wpringing down, and stand-
ing at her father's side. Her head was high,
her eyes darted lightning, a royal color
burned lo her cheeks. She looked Mickle-
John full in the eye—hls glance fell before
her's. “Where are your wings?' she asked
with a little sneering laugh. “You ought to
be an angeél—you are too good for & mere
man, Understand though, this Is my turkey
walk, I raised the turkeys, Soony's jest man-
agin' things to save me trouble. 1'm & pro-
batiouer, not & fufl member of your church—

I won't ever be anythipg more. Take my
pame off your books—at once. Do you
hear?"

Micklejohn bowed sllently, Hils breath

came a little short. Lassaphine waved him
toward the gate. As he turned his horse's
head she laughed deflantly, and patted
Sonoy's arm., "0, I wish I was a man, and
he not a preacher,” she sald, then reising

her volce a lttle, “Come on everybody!

have fun with the rest of you."
The walking went on with & rush,

than any of the three, and to the full as
good a rider. Hls one chance was to rlde
them down, and rum for (t. It was
characteristlec that the thought of turning
back never once entered his mind,

He gathered up the relns, bent his head,
whistled softly And spurred stralght at the
line. Jack swerved his horse the least bit,

,could not free himself.

let the other get his head well past, then
leaning lightly tore the reins from Mliokle-
John's grasp and thréew his horse upon Its
baunches, The force of impact swung hils
own horse around—in an instant both anlmals
bad fallen, The riders, at hard grips,
writhed free of the struggling beasts,
staggerad, ewayed back and forth through a
breathless heart-breaking minute, then fell
prone in the rocky road.

Micklejohn stood six feet—he had brawny
broad shoulders and loose-jointed, long-
reaching arms. Dut try as he might, he
Jack's arms were
Iocked about the bhig chest like a steel
band, momentarily tightening. Not a word
bad been spoken. None was needed,
Micklejohn knew he was paying for what
they had taken as an Insult to Lassaphine. |
The knowledge was mere feellng—he |
neither thought nor planned consciously. |
Life meant fighting—nothing more nor less
—fighting an antagounlst he ocught to crush
with one arm, who yet seemed lkely to
best him.

He shut his eyes, but opened them in-
stantly, He could see nothing but rings of
red and yellow and gresn, melting into
blacknesa, Still Jack's grip held, vise-llke,
agonizing. His breath went no lower than
the throat—he must break the grip or
perish. With a mighty plunging eurge he
got to his knees, loosed one hand, clutched
it and struck Childers a blow full In the
face, Blood followed It, red blood, warm
and stloky. It came In a trickllng jet, but
did pnot dim the fire In Jack's eyes. 81
he held hard, swaylng back and forth, foil-
ing Micklejohn's efforts to get upon his feot,
He saw the purple face, the staring eyes
—he knew the end was only a minule away,

Triumph was in his grasp, Micklejohn had
struck him again, a feeble, glancing blow.
All at onve a whirlwind seemed to rage
behind him—his arms were torn loose, he

"was flung vieleatly aside—Lassaphine, her

After this, I'l hoM pegs—and Bonny may |

eyes blaging, stamped her foot and cried:

Y“Shame! Shame! Shame on you! After

this never call yourselves men!*'
“You—don't—think—you can't—we get on

him—three to one?' Jack gasped. She
rodde4 coldly. *'1 can't think anything
else,” she sald. "I know well why—be-

cause he took it on himselfl 10 sass Sonny—
and me. A preacher's same a8 & woman—It
aln't fitten fer him to fight, no matter how
much etrength and will he may have, 1
could mighty nigh manage you, Juck, falr
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fist-and-skull—=but you wouldn't lay the
welght of your hand on me, ho matier what
1 might do,”

“No!™ Jack sald, “nor let anybody else.”

“Who planned this foollshness first?” she
anked, null severe.

“All of us’ sald  Haskell laconically,
“Then we drawed lots—and Jack had luck,
That fellow had to be thrashed—ef he
thrashed Jack, then 1 come Into the argy-
ment, and Do¢ after me."

Lassaphine's face relaxed a little,
nll go on up to the house and walt,” she
sald. “l—I—that ls—there's something—I1"ve
got a word to say to brother Mickiejohn."

“I'm ‘frald It's ‘Yes,"" Doc sald gloomily
a8 they mounted and rode away., ''Hemem-
ber how sha blushed up, at the last. Las-
saphine ain't like no other woman ever |
saw—but even she's likely to be a fool over
a good lookin' preacher.'”

“Doos look like it,"” Haskell admitted,
with a half sarcastlc sigh. " "Twould he
funny now, If we'd wou the brother's case
for him, lustead of ruunnln’ him out o the
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country, as wo Intended. What do you think |

about it, Jack?"”

“1—0! pothing!" Jack sald as though
coming out of a dream. *In this matter
Lassaphine must do the thinking."

Sonny and grandpa gave the trio an up-
roarious welcome, which grew somewbhat
chastened when ten minutes later
saphine came in with brother Mickiejohn In
her wake, ‘'Shake hands—all of you,” she
commanded, *‘then wash your bands and
faces and come out to Christmas dinner.'

It was a royal dinuer, Black Luce, whose
forbears had belonged to the Murrays In
the days before their desadence, had done
her very boest—and Bouny had helped her.
Sonny had a gourmet's palate and a preity
taste in seasoning. At Christmas nelther
was ever stinted, however bave the living
other days of the year. They ate |In
lelsurely fashion—it was quite dusk when
they arose from the table, Lassaphine led
the way Into grandapa's room, which was
bright with leaping firelight. Notwlith-
standing she Iit candles In two tall brass
sticks, turned about and faced Micklejohn,
who througbout what ought to have been
an ordeal had seemed curlously elate. Her
face was grave, though a laugh lurked iIn
her eyes. “‘Brother Micklejohn," she salid,
“‘you asked me down In the gorge if I
came there 'because 1 loved somebody?' and
I sald, ‘Yes.' DId you think I meant you?"'

41 did," Micklejohn said, smiling softly
and half extending his band. Lassaphine's
head went up. “You thought wrong,'' she
gald, “'1 d4id go for love, though—because 1
couldn't bear to bave Jack disgrace hims
pelf—"'

“Hurrah!"  Haskell shouted, hugging
grandpa, who stood mext him. “Hurrah!"
Grant echoed, trying to shake Jack's hand,
Delight in the minister's downfall over-
balanced personal logs. Jack stood as though
dazed, his hands hanging, hls eyes faat
on Lassaphine, The cut on his forehend
was throbbing viclously—he was spent and
weak—the flood of joy overwhelmed him.
He flung hia arms about Lassaphine, and
lald his head on her shoulder, with a dry,
smothered sob. Before them all she hent
and kissed him, then laughed out to the
fleeing Micklejohn: "If you've a mind, you
miy come back and marry us—Old Christ-
mas day.”

AN ENGLISHMAN ON ENGLISHMEN,

Action Based on FPrinciple Whether
Night or Wrong.

Timely interest attachea to the following
extract from a pmy by George Bernard
Ehaw, the noted London dramatist and critie,
entitled "The Man of Destiny.”” In this
play (vol. II, “Plays, Pleasant and Un-
pleasant,” published by Herbert 8. Stone &
Co.,, Chlcago) Napoleon Bonaparte speaks
thus to A woman apy, whom he has identified
as English and is taxing for the methods
whereby she has sought Lo compromise him:

"No Engllshman ls teo fow to have scru-
ples; no Engllshman {s high enough to hbe
free from thelr tyranny. But every English-
man is born with a certain miraculous power
that makes him master of the world, When
he wants a thing he never tells himself that
he wants It. He walta patlently until there
comes Into his mind, no one knows how, a
burning convictlon that it is his moral and
religious duty to conquer thoss who have got
the thing he wants. Then he becomes ir-
resistible. Like the arlstocrat he does what
pleascs hlm and grabs what he wants; llke
the shopkeeper he pursues his purpose with
the industry and ateadfastness that came
from strong religious convlction and deep
sense of moral responsibility.
at a los for an effective moral attitude, As
the great champlon of freedom and national
Independence he conquers and annexes half
the world and calls it colonization. When
he wants a new market for his adulterated
Manchester goods he sends a misslonary to
teach the patlves the gospel of peace. The
natives ki the mlslonary; he flles to arma
In defense of Christianity; fights for it; con-
quers for it and tnkes the market as a re-
ward from heaven. In defense of his {sland
shores he pute a chaplain on board his ship;
palls a flag with a cross on It to his top-
gallant mast and salls to the ends of the
earth, elnking, burning and destraying all
who dispute the emplire of the seas with him.
He boasts that a slave s free the moment
that his foot touches British solf and he sells
the children of hiy poor at 6 years of age to
work under lash In his factories for slxteesn
bours a day. He makes two revolutions and
then declares war on one in the name of law
and order. There |s nothing so bad or so good
that you will not find an Englishman doing
it, but you will never find an Epglishman in
the wrong. He does everything on principle.
He fights you on patriotic principles; he robs
you on business princlplea; he enslaves vou
on imperial principles; he bullles you on
manly principles; he supports his king on
loyal principles and cuts off his king's head
on republican principles. His watchword ia
always duty and he never forgets that the
natlon which lets Its duty get on the oppo-
aite slde to its Interest Is lost.'"

Sulelde of Dr. E, Y. Baker.
ARKANSAS CITY, Kan., Dee, 20,--Dr, B,
Y. Baker, an old resldent of thisg city, com-
mitted sulcide today at the 8t. Charles hotel,

! Dr. Baker has a divorced wife in Missourl,

and has prominent relations in Olle, He
bad been dissipating and was tewmporarily
insane,

Annual Baies over 8,000 D0OGC Boxea
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FOR BILIOUS AND KERVOUS DIBORDERS
auch a3 Wind and Pain o the Btomach,
Giddiness, Fuluess after moeals, Hoade
ache, Dizziness, Drowsiness, Flushings
of ll’snt.. Losa of Appetita, Costivencss,
Blotehes on the 8kin, Cold Chills, Dis-
turbed Bleep., Frizhitful Dreams and all
Norvous and Trembling Bensations,

THE FIRST DOSE WILL GIVE RELIEP

IN TWENTY MINUTER Evory sufferer
will acknowledge them to be

A WONDERFUL MEDICINE.

BEECHAM'S PILLS, taken as directs
ed, will quickly rostors Females to eoms
pleta health, They promptly remova
olstructions or Irregularities of the sys-
temn and cure sick Hesdaches, Fora

Weak Stomach
Impaired Digestion
Disordered Liver
IN MEN, WOMEN OR CHILDREN
Beecham's Pllls are

Without a Rival

And hare the
LARCEST SALE
of any Patent Nedicine fn the World,
25c at all Drug Btores.
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suitable for framing.
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WEAK MEN CURED

AND BRAUGHT TO PERFECT

by our full tredbment Turﬂﬂ niLen

for 56,00, Night umc:z Day Low arve

or Bmin m;ﬁvb f b s

Ahd yot san roly on Focting
1 n

writien Jﬂm th l'\f

Box,§108 b Haun's

as perfecs as

wn wndicdney
1, Wa imus
ourn. Bingle

The best pictures of the exposition are the re-
productions in colors of the paintings of John R.
Key. The color prints are by Prang. 13x19 inches,

With Mat, 35 Cents.
Without Mats, 25 Cents

Full sets of 12 pictures in a portfolio, #4.00,

At The Bee Office, Bee Building.
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SYPHILIS OR
BAD BLOOD.

HAMN'S PHARMAOQY .,
1Atk and Farnam, O

JOBBERS AND MANUFACTURERS

OF OMAHA.

BOILER AND SHEET IRON WORKS

':brako, Wilson
& Williams

Successors Wilson & Drake.

Manufacturers bollers, gmoke stacks and
reechings, vressure, rendering, sheep dip,
ard and ‘water tanks, boiler tubes con-
stantly on hand, second hand bollers
bought and sold, Bpeclal and prompt to
repalrs In city or country. 18th and Plerce,
—

— —_]

'BOOTS-SHOES-RUBBERS,
merican Hand
Sewed Shoe Co

M'frs § Jobbers of Foot Wear

WESTERN ACNNTS FOR
The Joseph Banigan Rubber Oo.

E.ll- Sprague & Co.,

—_—— == ——

Rubbers and Mackintoshes.

Cor, KEleventh & Farnam Sta,, Omaha,

E.P. Kirkendall & Go

Bools, Shoes and Rubbers

Salesrcoms 1103-1104.1108 Hamey Btrest

CALRIAGES,

1858.

Bluvw Bpi.eg Acactiaent

Get a Simpson Duggy

Bpring-——best und euslest rider o the world.
1400-11 Dodge Stircet.

No lHorse Motlon.
with the Atkinspn

- cmgggy
he American
Chicory Co.

Growers and manufmcturers of all forms of
Chicory Omahe-Fremoni-0' Nell

- DRUGS.

ichardson Drug Co.

902-906 Jackson Si,

0. RICHARDSON, Prest - @
¥. WELLER, V. Prest,

_E. _Bruce & Co.

IR e e

2
c

Druggists and Stationers,

“Quesn Bae'' Bpecialtion
Cigars, Winms und Hrandies

Coraey ML 424 Harney Strests

!
i

'
I
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DRY GOODS,

M, E. Smith & Co.

impertors and Jobbars of
Dry Goods, Furnishing Goods
AND NOTIONA

= —aran
——

CREAMERY S;J_PPLIES
'l'ho Sharples Company

Creamery Machinery
angd Bupplies,
flers, Engines, ¥eol Cookers, Wood Pule
P ere. Bhattie, ﬁé’fu.ﬁ'.:"lu'ﬂm Puok-
f all kinda

uges o
I‘l-lﬁ..lonnﬂi.- - s ==

—

—J

ELECTRICAL SUPPLIES.

Wosiorn Electrical

Company
Fletrical Supplies,

Electric Wiring Bells and Gas Lighting
G, W. JOHNSTON, Mgr. 1510 Howard SL

John T. Burke,

CONTRACTOR FOR
ELECTRIC LIGHT
and POWER PLANTS
424 South 15th St.

— |

HARDWARE.

Unitoll States

Suppiy Co ...
11081110 Harney St.

Bteam P“mﬂ'ﬁ, FEngines and Bollers, Plpa

Wind M Bleam and P
Material, Belting, Hose, ET@?“ ¥

|
|

I
1

Cr-Ano-hurehlll Co.

1014-1016 Donglas Street.
Manufscturers and jobbers of Blesm, Gas and

Water Supglic_:s_ of All Kinda._ r

Leo-GIark Andreesen

Hardware Go
Wholesale Hardware.

Biloycles sad Bporting o ML9-20-39 Hap»
v e auy w&

—

HARNESS-SADDLERY,
J H.Haney & Co.

* M'rve
HARNEAY, BADDLEM AND COLEARD

Jobbere of Leather, baddlovy Hardware, Bl
Wa soliclt yonr arders. 1818 Howard 56




