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X THOSE days when the 

.Mississippi planter was 

only something less than 
a feudal baron, with 
slaves and wide domain 
and vested rights; with 

horses, hounds and the long chase 
after fox and good red deer; with 
horn and flagon and high home was- 
sail iu the hall—in those days was 
horn William Jesse McDonald. Sep- 
tember 28, 18"»2. His father. Enoch 
McDonald, was a, planter of the feu- 
dal type—fearless, fond of the chase, 
the.owner of wide acres and half a 

hundred slaves—while his grandfa- 
ther. of the clan McDonald on his na 
tive heath, was a step nearer in the 

reflection and profanity, returning at 
noon to find him sober, subdued and 
hungry. T’pon promise of good be- 
havior for tlie future, he was taken 
before a justice, where he pleaded 
giiiliy and paid a fine. Then he took 
his place as the tlrst example of a 

long line of wonderful cures set down 
to ('apt. Bill .McDonald's credit today, 
for lie gave little trouble after that 
and remained mostly in retirement, to 
be set upon at last by bis own dogs 
and killed. 

But the Gordon experience was 

mild enough, after all. compared to 
the many which followed, and is only 
set down because it marks the begin- 
ning of a career. Indeed, an episode 
of largei proportions was already un 

it wen u niie iu some oia laira wnr 

led his men in roistering hunt or in bloody 
fray amid the green hills and in dim glens of 
Scotland. 

That was good blood, and from his mother, 
who was a Durham—Eunice Durham—the lit- 
tle chap that was one day to be a leader on 
his own account inherited as clear a strain. 
The feudal hall in Mississippi, however, was a 

big. old plantation house, built of hewn logs 
and riven hoards, with woods and cotton Reids 
.in every hand; with cabins for the slaves and 
outbuildings of every sort. That was in Kem- 

per county, over near the Alabama line, with 
De Kalb, the county seat, about 20 miles away. 

It was a peculiar childhood that little "Bill 
Jess” McDonald had. It was full of such things 
as the homecoming of the hunters with a deer 
or a fox—sometimes (and these wrere grand 
occasions i even with a bear. Then there were 
Wonderful ball games played by the Bogue 
Chita and Muckilutia Indians; exciting shoot- 
ing matches and horse races, long fishing and 
swimming days with companions black and 
white, and the ever-recurring chase, with the 
bloodhounds, of some runaway slave. There 
was not much book-schooling in a semi-bar- 
baric childhood such as that. There was a 

sctioolhouse of course, which was used for a 
church and gatherings of any sort, and some- 
times the children had lessons there. But the 
Kemper county teaching of that day was 

mainly to ride well, shoot straight and to act 
quickly in the face of danger. That was the 
proper education for the boy who was one day 
to make the Texas Panhandle and No-man’s 
laud his hunting ground, with men for his 
quarry. 

Presence of mind he had as a gift, and it 
was early manifested. There was a lake not 
far away, where fishing and swimming went 
oh almost continuously during the summer 

days, and sometimes the small swimmers 
would muddy the water near the shore and 
then catch the fish in their hands. They were 

doing this one day when Bill Jess was heard 
lo announce, excitedly. “I’ve got him. hoys! 
I've got him! You can’t beat mine!" at the 
same instant swinging his catch high for them 
to see. 

mat was a correct statement. They 
couldn’t beat his catch and they didn't want 
to. What they wanted to do was to get out 
of his neighborhood without any unnecessary 
delay, for the thing he held up to view was an 

immense, deadly moccasin, grasped with both 
hands by the neck, the rest of it curling in- 
stantly around the lower arm. His hold was 
st* tight and so near the head that the snake 
could not bite him. but the problem was to 
turn it loose. His friends were all ashore and 
at a safe distance. He did not lose his head, 
however, but wading ashore himself he invited 
them one after another to unwind that snake. 
Nobody cared for the job and he told them in 
turn and collectively what he thought of them. 
Then he offered the honor to a little slave boy 
on attractive terms. 

“Jim,” he said, “ef you-all don't come an’ 
unwind this heah snake. I’ll beat you-all to 
death an' cut off yo' ears an' skin you alive 
and give yo' cahcass to the buzzards." 

Those were the days when a little slave- 
boy could not resist an earnest entreaty of 
that sort from the son of the household, and 
Jim came forward, his face gray with grati- 
tude. and taking hold gingerly he unwound a 

yard or so of water-moccasin from Bill Jess, 
who. with the last coil, flung his prize to the 
ground, where it was quickly killed, it being 
well-nigh choked to death already. 

But even the gift of presence of mind will 
sometimes balk at unfamiliar dangers. It was 
about this time that the civil war broke out. 
and Enoch McDonald enlisted a company to 
defend the southern cause. The little boy left 
behind was heart-broken. His father was his 
hero and when by and by the news catue that 
♦ he soldiers were encamped at Meridian—a 
raMway station about 50 miles distant—the 
lad made up his mind to join them* He ar- 
rived at Meridian one morning and began to 
look over the ground and to make a few in- 
quiries as to his father’s headquarters. He 
had never seen a railroad before, and he fol- 
lowed along the track with increasing interest 
till he reached the engine, which he Drought 
must be the most wonderful and beautiful 
thing ever created. Then suddenly it let off 
Meant, the bell rang and the air was split by 
a screaming whistle. It was too sudden and 
too strange for his gift to work. The son of 
ali the McDonalds and of a gallant soldier set 
nut for the horizon, never pausing until halted 
by the sentry of his father’s camp. 

He was permitted to enter and was direct- 
ed to the drill ground, where his father, who 
had been promoted for bravery to the rank of 
major, was superintending certain maneuvers. 
The little boy in his eagerness ran directly 
into the midst of things and Major McDonald, 
suddenly seeing him. was startled into the 
conclusion that some dire calamity had be- 
fallen his family and only Bill Jess had 
escaped to tell the tale. Half sliding, half 
•ailing, he dropped from his horse to learn the 
truth. Then gratefully he lifted the lad up 
behind him and continued the drill. Eunice 
McDonald was only a day or two behind Bill 
.less, for her instinct told her where the boy 
had gone. They remained a few days in camp 
and then bade their soldier good-by. They 
never saw him again, for he was killed at the 
battle of Corinth at the head of his regiment, 
his face to the enemy, as a soldier should die. 

The boy of 12 was now the head of the 
household. He had his mother and a sister, 
and most of the negroes still remained; but 
he was the man of the house and was mature 
before his time. 

The war ended at last and with ii the Me- 

Donald fortune. Slaves 
and cotton were gone. 
Only a remnant of land, 
then worthless, remained. 
Eunice McDonald, wid- 
owed, with two children, 
her home left desolate by 
the ravages of war. knew 
not which way to turn. A 
bachelor brother with his 
face set Texasward of- 
fered to make a home for 
her in the new land. She 
accepted the offer and in 
1866 they reached east 

ociuea in kusk county, near Men- 
derson. the county seat. Here the brother and 
sister made an effort to retrieve their broken 
fortunes, with moderate success. 

But though still a boy in years, being not 
more than 16. his youth came really to an end 
now It was the period of reconstruction in 
the south—a time of obnoxious enforcements 
on the one hand and rebellious bitterness on 
the other, with general lawlessness in the 
black settlements. The military dominated 
the towns and there were continuous misun- 
derstandings between the still resentful con 

quered and the aggressive and sometimes inso- 
lent conquerors. Young McDonald, with the 
memory of his hero father shot dead while 
leadiug his regiment against these men in 
blue, was in no frame of mind to submit to 
any indignity, real or fancied, at their hands. 
It happened just at this time that one Col. 
Greene, a relative of the McDonalds, was mur- 
dered by negroes, who. being arrested, con- 
fessed the killing, stating that they had mis- 
taken Greene for a mule-buyer supposed to 
have a large sum of money. The men were 

lodged in jail, but it was believed that under 
the “carpet-bag" military law then prevailing 
they would escape punishment. In later years 
young McDonald was to become one of the 
most strenuous defenders of official procedure 
—one of the bitterest opponents of lynch law 
the state of Texas has ever known; but he 
was hot-blooded in ’sixty-eight and the situa- 
tion was not one to develop moral principles. 
When, therefore, a mob formed and took the 
negroes out of jail and hanged them there is 
no record of Bill Jess having distinguished 
himself in their defense, as he certainly would 
have done in later years. Indeed, it is likely 
that if he did not help pull a rope that night 
it was only because the rope was fully occu- 

pied with other willing hands. 
Of course I he military descended on Hen- 

derson and set in to discipline it for this con- 
certed lawlessness. The townspeople as a 

whole, and the relatives of Col. Greene in par- 
ticular, resented this occupation. Charley 
Greene, a brother of the murdered man, in 
company with Bill .Jess, presently got into 
trouble with some soldiers who were deporting 
themselves in a manner considered offensive 
and the result was a running fight with the 
military in the lead. The soldiers made for 
their quarters in the courthouse. It would 
have been proper to leave them alone then— 
to retire flushed with victory, as the books 
say, and satisfied. But Greene could not rest. 
He persuaded Bill Jess to stay with him and 
they rode up and down :n front of the court- 
house. occasionally taking a shot at the win- 
dows, to punctuate their challenge to warfare. 

Finally Greene decided that they could 
charge the courthouse and capture it. He 
primed himself with liquor for the onset and 
refused to heed his companion’s advice to 
abandon the campaign. The two ascended the 
courthouse stairs at last with pistols cocked. 
Greene had one in each hand and with them 
shoved open the double doors at the head of 
the stairs. That was another mistake. Tluj 
soldiers were “’laying for him" just inside and 
in an instant later his arms were pinioned and 
he was a prisoner. The doors swung to. then, 
and Bill Jess stood outside, wondering whether 
he ought to charge to the rescue, wait there 
and be captured or retire in good order. With 
that gift of logic and rare presence of mind 
which would one day make him famous he 
decided to get out of there. No attempt was 

made at the time to arrest young .McDonald, 
though soldiers frequenlly loitered about his 
home premises and with these he had many 
collisions, usually coming off victorious. 

Still, he was laying up trouble for himself, 
for Greene's court-martial was coming off and 
Bill Jess, who went over to see if he could be 
of any assistance, was promptly arrested while 
nosing about the stockade and landed with his 
reative on the inside. This was a serious mat- 
ter. The boy realized that, as soon as the 
gates closed behind him. He realized it still 
more forcibly when a few days later he and 
Greene were led into the courtroom for mili- 
tary trial and he took a look at the men who 
ware to prosecute him for aiding in the crime 
of treason. Nor was he reassured when one 

of the lawyers present announced that he 
would “defend that bur's case.-" For there 
was nothing inspiring about this champion’s 
appearance. His eyes sere half-closed and he 
had a general air of sle?py indifference which 
did not disappear until It came his turn to 
take part in the proceedings. Then suddenly 
the sleepy eyes became alive, the shaggy hair 
was tossed back, the clay pipe was laid on the 
table and Dave Culberson, afterward known as 

au eminent lawyer and stataesman. arose and 
made such a plea in behalf of the boy whose 
father had died at Corbrth and whose mother 
and sister relied on him to-day for protection, 
that only one verdict remained in the minds 
of his hearers when he closed. Bill Jess was 

acquitted, but his relative, Charley Greene, 
was less fortunate. He remained in a north- 
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der way. In tne timber lying adjacent 
to Mineola some .‘100 tie cutters were 

encamped, supplying cross-ties for the 
1. & G. N. road. They were a drink- 
ing, lawless lot and on Saturday 
nights the Mineola streets were tilled 

with liol and disorder. The city mar- 

shal, George Reeves, and Deputy Mc- 

Donald had on several occasion? made 

arrests and such enforcement of the 

law had been regarded by the tie-gang 
as an affront to all. They sent word 
to the officers, at last, that they would 
he on hand in full force on the fol- 

lowing Saturday and that the cala- 
boose might as well go out of com- 

ern prison many years before he was finally 
released. Dave Culberson afterwards repre- 
sented his district in congress and the boy he 
defended eventually serve*' the son, Charles 
G. Culberson—then governor—now United 
States senator from Texas. 

It is likely this bit of experience with hot- 
headed lawlessness and the result thereof 
proved of immense value to .voting McDonald. 
From that time forward we find him a peace- 
maker. a queller of disturbances, a separator 
of combatants, even at great personal risk. 

After a brief sojourn at Longview he es- 

tablished hintself in Wood county, at Mineola. 
then a newly established and busy railway ter- 
minus. This was in 1875 and his venture was 

a success. Soon he was considered the lead- 
ing grocer of the town. 

It was during this period that McDonald 
made the acquaintance of .lames S. Hogg, who 
in later life, as governor of Texas, was to con- 

fer his most useful official position—that of 
ranger captain—thus enabling him to do much 
of the work which has identified his name 

with the state’s constructive history. Hogg, 
then a young; man. was justice of the peace at 
the county seat, Quitman, a few miles distant, 
from Mineola. and was also conducting a pa- 
per there. He bought Ills groceries of Mc- 
Donald and the account ran along in a go-as- 
you-please sort of a way. They were good 
friends and courted together and it was 

through Hogg that young McDonald met Miss 
Rhoda Isabel Carter, a young woman with fine 
nerve and force of character—just the girl for 
a Texas regulator’s wife. And such, in due 
time, she was to become, for he married her 
in January. 1870. His friendship for Hogg 
continued for some time after that, but came 

to a sudden end one day. when Hogg, who had 
been elected county attorney, with character- 
istic conscientiousness prosecuted McDonald 
and others for carrying concealed weapons— 
McDonald’s possession of such a wapon hav- 
ing been revealed by his aiding in the capture 
of a gang of boisterous disturbers of the peace. 
McDonald rose and defended his own case, de- 
claring he had quit business to do his duty as 

a good citizen and that he would stay in jail 
the balance of his days before he would pay a 

fine. 

\V ith his usual frank fearlessness, he said 
some hard things to Hogg in the presence of 
the court, arid though discharged the two were 

estranged for a considerable period. Then a 

truce was patched up, but only for a time. 
But now came Bill McDonald's first official 

appointment and service. Living just outside 
of Mineola was a man named Gordon, of hard 
character and the owner of several bull-dogs, 
similarly endowed. Man and dogs became a 

menace to travel in that neighborhood, as they 
lived near a public road and were allowed at 

large. The man was particularly quarrelsome 
and ugly and was said to have killed several 
more or less Inoffensive persons. He always 
carried arms — the customary pistol and a 

bowie knife, the latter worn in a scabbard 
"down his back." He was an expert at throw- 
ing this weapon and altogether a terror to the 
community. Bill McDonald would naturally 
resent the domination of a man like Gordon 
and when one day the latter came to town 
with one of his unruly dogs and the dog set 

upon and injured McDonald's prized pointer 
there was trouble active and immediate. Mc- 
Donald's reputation as a good man to let alone 
was already established at Mineola. He was 

known as a capable marksman—fearless, reso- 

lute and very sudden. When, therefore, he 
produced a six-shooter for the avowed purpose 
of killing the bulldog, its master, who, like 
every bully by trade, was a coward at heart, 
interceded humbly for the dog's life, promising 
to take the animal home and leave him there. 
McDonald agreed to the arrangement, but for 
the benefit of the community at large he 

promptly applied to Sheriff Pete Dowell for a 

commission as deputy; in order that in future 
he might restrain officially the obnoxious Gor 
don and others of his kind. The commission 
was promptly conferred and thus Bill Jess Mc- 
Donald, quietly and without any special mani- 
fest. stepped into the ranks of Texas official 
regulators, where, in ope capacity or auother, 
he was to serve so long and well. 

But however quiet his enlistment, his ser- 

vice was to be of auother sort. Those were 

not quiet clays, and the officer who set out to 
enforce the law was apt to become a busy per- 
son. Gordon very soon appeared again in 
Mineola. and after investing in a good deal of 
bad whisky went on the warpath flourishing a 

six-shooter and giving out the information that 
nobody could arrest him. He was in the very 
midst of a militant harangue when Deputy 
McDonald suddenly appeared on the scene and 
before Gordon could gather himself he was, by 
some magic “twist of the wrist,” disarmed, 
arrested and on the way to the calaboose. He 
demurred and resisted, but slept that night 
behind lock and bars. Next morning he re- 

fused breakfast and demanded release. Dep- 
uty HcDonald left him in a mixed condition of 

mission so far as they were concerned. 

Saturday night came, and according to 

promise the tie-cutters were on the street, nu- 

merous and noisy. Seeing a commotion at the 

rear of a cheap hotel, where a number of the 
men had gathered. McDonald went over there 
and found Reeves surrounded. Without hesi- 

tation he shoved a way through with his pistol 
until he stood by Reeves' side. Reeves had 
arrested a man and a general riot was immi- 
nent. The prisoner was very drunk and dis- 
orderly and demanding that he be allowed to 

go to his room. Catching the drift of matters. 

McDonald said: 
“All right, take him to his room, if he’s 

got one; I’ll take care of this crowd.” 
There was something in the business-like 

confidence of that statement which impressed 
the crowd. And then he had such a handy 
way of holding a six-shooter. Nobody quite 
wanted to die first and Reeves started for the 
back entrance of the hotel with his man. As 
they entered the door the fellow reeled against 
the casing and fell to the ground. Then a 

general stampede started, for it was called out 
that Reeves had struck him. McDonald said: 

“Stop, you fellers! The fool fell down. 
I'll kill the first man that interferes!” 

luai was aiiimiei discouraging siaienieni 

from a man who had a habit of keeping his 
word. It seemed to the crowd that an officer 
like that didn't play fair. He didn't argue at 
all. Somebody was likely to get hurt if they 
didn’t gel that gun away front him. Movements 
io this end were started here and there, but 
they didn’t get near enough to the chief actor 
to be effective. Finally, when Reeves and his 
prisoner set out for tlie calaboose, the crowd 
moved in that direction, timing their steps to 
a chorus of threats and profanity. Reeves 
and McDonald made no reply until they ar- 

rived at the lock-up; then, the disturbers being 
there bandy, the officers began gathering them 
in. a dozen at a time. It was a genuine sur- 

prise party for the tie-men. They were too 
much astonished for any concerted movement, 
and when invited at the points of those guns 
to step inside and make themselves at home 
they did not have the bad taste to refuse. 

The turbulent tie-men were sober and sen- 

sible by Monday morning and allowed to go, 
under promise of good behavior. 

Mineola suddenly became a moral town. 
Amusements of the old sort languished. 

But by this time Deputy Bill Jeess was not 
satisfied with the quiet life. He had found 
his proper vocation—that of active enforce- 
ment of the law—and he was moved to pursue 
it in remoter places. A certain desperate ne- 

gro outlaw by the name of Jim Bean had com- 

mitted crimes in Smith county, whence he had 
escaped to Kansas. There lie had killed a 

city marshal and returned once more to Smith 
county, which adjoins Wood on the south. 
This was the kind of game that Deputy 
Bill always enjoyed hunting. It was worth 
while. He made frequent still-hunts along the 
Sabine river, the dividing line between 
Wood and Smith, hoping to locate his quarry. 
He had heard a rumor that a- certain 
family of swamp-dwellers were in league 
with the men, and, refleeting on the mat- 
ter, he concluded to visit this house, both 
for the purpose of investigation and to borrow 
a shotgun, which he thought might be more 
useful in a man-chase than his rifle. Arriving 
at the suspected house, he told in his mildest 
manner a tale of a wounded deer not far awav 
and borrowed a shotgun as well as the infor- 
mation that the men and dogs of the place 
were in the brakes. He now began a careful 
still-hunt for his game and presently came full 
upon Jim Bean, who was on a horse, with a 

shotgun, guarding some stolen hogs. 
Before Beau could move now Deputy Mc- 

Donald had him covered and commanded him 
to get off his horse or he would shoot him 
dead. Dean obeyed and McDonald threw bis 
leg oVer his saddle and slid to the ground, 
still covering Bean with his gun. Suddenly 
Bean made a dash for a large tree, turning 
to shoot just as he reached this cover. Me- j 
Donald was too quick, however, and let go 
with a load of buckshot, which struck Bean 
in several places, causing him to make off in 
the direction of a slough toward thick hiding. 
McDonald now mounted his horse and started 
in pursuit of the wounded Jim Bean. Blood- 
stains made the trail easy to follow.! 
Soon a powder horn and then a pair 
of boots lay in the path of flight. McDon- 
ald followed six miles to a cabin occupied by 
negroes. Bean was not in the cabin, but bare- 
foot prints led into the woods. The man- 
hunter followed them and finally overtook 
their owner. It was not Bean. The officer 
had been tricked—Bean had escaped while his 
pursuer had been following this false lead. It 
was dark now and further search was hope- 
less. Next morning the outlaws had vanished 
from the country. They never returned and 
were heard of no more until some time after, 
when news came from Wise county that both 
the Bean brothers had been killed resisting 
arrest. 

___I___ 

The Essence of Life. 

Life Is not only for work. It Is for 
one’s seif and for one's friends. The 

degree, of Joy that a man finds In his 

work is due to two things: The In- 

tensity and fulness of his vitality, and 
the congenial character of the work 
itself. When one is thoroughly well 

and vigorous, the mere Joy of living, 
of merely being alive, is very great. 
At such a time the nature of the work 

4oea not matter to a large extent. The 

sense of having power at your com- 

mand, and the delight of exerting It 

even In coal shoveling or selling goods 
(s enough. When one Is full of life, 

1 the mere feeling of fresh water or air 
on the skin, the taste of the plainest 
food, the exertion of muBcular efort, 
the keenness of one's vision, the sight 
of color In the sky, or the sound of 
the wind or the waves—It takes noth- 
ing beyond these to make one jubi- 
lant, enthusiastic. 

German Farm Land All Tilled. 
There are no deserted farms In Ger- 

many. 

made friends with mouse 
Patient Nature Lover Acquired Confi- 

dence of Small Denizen of 
the Wilde. 

I wee waiting at the drumming log 
of the ruffed grouae for the bird to 
come and perform before me. My 
place.. of concealment was In the 
brknchee of a failed dead spruce. I 
had not been waiting long before a 

white footed mouse appeared among 

the branches on the ground almost un- 

der me. 

It was interesting to see how freely 
he moved from place to place, appear- 
ing, new here and now there, all the 
while traveling under the snow, which 
had many caverns formed in it by the 
sun, for it was early spring. 

Another mouse soon made his ap- 
pearance, and I watched the two for 
some time aa they searched for food. 

It was not long before one of the 
mice was nibbling at my shoe, but the 
slightest movement of my foot which 
was resting on the trunk of the tra% 
sent him scurrying to the shelter at 
the branches below. By patient ad- 
vances, however, I was able to touch 
the little fellow with the tips of my 
extended lingers, and live minutes la- 
ter I was stroking his back as you 
might stroke a kitten's.—St. Nicholas. 

Confession of our faults la the next 
thing to Innocency.—Publius iyrua. 

The Home of a Heart 
By MARTHA McCULLOCH WILLIAMS 

(Copyright, I909 by Associated--Literary Press.) 

As the black fiddlers swung with a 

grand flourish into "Trenton,” Eliza- 
beth set up au airy balancing, though 
the prompter had not opened his 
mouth. John Lane, her partner, 
touched her hand lightly, saying: 

"Wait! What makes you in such a 

hurry?” 
"You can dance when you like! You 

don’t have to run away! And you 
don't love dancing! Not as 1 do,” 
Elizabeth pouted. 

She was always pretty, the prettiest 
girl in the neighborhood. To-day in 
her crisp blue frock, her eyes spark- 
ling, her cheeks of a wild-rose red, 
she was simply enchanting. 

John Lane felt it, without exactly 
knowing that he did. He h^d always 
a.dmired her distantly, always liked 
her in careless, youthful fashion. But 
he had told himself always, likewise 
his mother, that when It came to mar- 

rying it would be to more than a 

pretty face. His wife must be above 
the average way. Then, further, she 
must have some money; not a fortune, 
but a dowry that would save her from 
the suspicion of being mercenary. The 
Lanes were rich. John, only son and 
heir, was a plain plodding fellow, with 
a sense of human values. He could 
never, he told himself, quite believe 
that a very pretty and very poor girl 
would love him disinterestedly. 

Now’ behold! Elizabeth, who was 

very pretty and very poor, wras tang- 
ling herself in his heartstrings to a 

degree that made him uncomfortable. 
Worse than the poverty was the fact 
that she carried weight—the weight of 
a blind child, born of her dead fath- 
er’s luckless second marriage. Com- 
passion had given her the place of 
schoolmistress, as it had likewise won 
for her the shelter of the Walker 
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home, at a nominal cost. Old Mtss 
Abby Walker was very charitable; 
also she was very narrow. It was 

from her that Elizabeth had run away 
to the barn dance—a reckles proceed- 
ing that might cost, her dear. 

•'Balance all! Swing! Corners! 
Partners! Forward and back! Swing 
three,” chanted the prompter. 

Elizabeth glowed and thrilled. It 
was a year since she had danced—in- 
stinctively her mind flew to last year's 
partner. Would she ever see him 
again? She had met him away from 
the neighborhood, upon her one heav- 
enly but brief vacation. He had 
danced with her only, all through the 
long afternoon, and at the very last, 
there had come a waltz—her first 
waltz since the days of dancing 
school. But she had not thought of 
him as a lover while they flouted to- 
gether—of nothing, indeed, save as 
the component of something too ex- 

quisite to last. Afterward—at part- 
ing, he had kissed her hand, and 
looked down into her eyes. Ever 
since, she had been dreaming of the 
glance—wondering if her own eyes 
had said to him as plainly: “I love 
you, love you. love you!” 

Tranced in memory, she floated 
through the first dance, the second, 
the third. She was hardly conscious 
that John was waving away other 
partners. But presently, when he 
drew her away and sat down with her 
upon a1 big mossy ledge, she awoke 
with a start to a sense of something ; 
impending—it might be a crisis in her j 
late. 

Intuition did not deceive. Briefly, i 
haltingly, yet with a ring of deep feel- 
ing, John told her of his own awaken- 
ing. and asked her to be his w ife. For 
a minute after he ceased speaking she ; 
could only look at him helplessly, her J 
wild roses fading to white. At last she ■ 

said breathlessly: 

“Don't, please. Things are—hard 
enough already. I—1—am—” 

"What?” John asked a little un- 

steadily, as she stopped, choking 
She locked her fingers hard. “I am 

—trying to see straight,” she said. 
"You can’t know the temptation, when 
one is tired and burdened, to—to let 
go—everything—even the right.” 

“I don't see—” John Began, bewtl- 
deredly. 

She had turned away her face— 
now she flashed round upon him. all 

her struggle gone. “No—and you 
never will understand,” she said al- 
most saucily. “You see. you are 

both a temptation and an opportunity. 
To take you or to leave you—Is very 

upsetting. Either way I am bound to 

be sorry, -\yhatever made you do it. 
sir? As long as I knew there was no 

escape 1 worked without whining 
“Therefore it's my duty to say—you 

sha’n’t keep on working,” John said, 

masterfully, possessing himself of the 
locked hands. She blushed beautifully, 
but did not draw them away. He got 
up, saying still more masterfully. 
“Now I'm going to take you back to 

the arbor—but mind, you are not to 

dance oftener than every other set. I 

don’t think, either, I shall let you 
dance with any other feilow on the 

ground—then everybody will under- 
stand.” 

“Yes, sir!” Elizabeth answered, her 
face the pattern of meekness, but a 

wicked twinkle in the bottom of her 
eyes. She tried to look unconscious, 
to jest as gayly as ever with the oth 
ers, but in spite of herself her color 
mounted under the significant smiles 

“What a pity you settled things 
right off the reel this way.” Charley 
Gray said teasingly. sitting down be- 
side her. John had left her for a mo- 

ment. Charley, his best friend, was 

graciously excepted from the rule 

against other partners. “Lindsay 
Holme is coming after dinner on pur- 
pose to see you. He told me so only 
yesterday—you must have bewitched 
him for fair. A hard-headed citizen, 
old man Lindsay: but say. he’s moon- 

ing like a calf over a picture he's go- 
of you.” 

iMizaoetn s Heart beat madly. i.iDd- 

say Holme, the partner of her dreams' 
She turned imploringly to Gray, say- 
ing: “Take me away! Quick! Home, 
anywhere! John must not know:’’ 

Gray looked hard at her—something 
in her face compelled obedience. Soon 
they were whirling away to the 
Walker homestead, but fast as they 
went gossip had gone faster. Miss 
Abbv sat stony-faced upon the piazza 
with the blind child wrapped and 
hooded upon the steps at her feet ani 
a huddled litter of corded trunks and 
boxes just inside the yard gate 

“As you see—I am ready for you." 
she admonished Elizabeth sternly, 
waving her back as she made to 
mount the steps. “My roof shall not 

be profaned by sheltering au ingrate 
and a wanton. You would dance, for 
sooth! You must pay the piper.” 

“I am ready to pay,” Elizabeth said 
proudly, stooping to gather the blind 
child in her arms. Phoebe had sobbed 
herself almost sick—she was siight for 
even her five years, and nestled 
against her sister as a chilled birdlmg 
nestles to its mother. Elizabeth turned 
about, the tiny creature huddled 
against her breast. Gray held out his 
arms, but she clung to her burden 
“We will go back, if you please." she 
panted. “I—I have nowhere else to 
go. 

But they never got hack to the dan 
cing crowd. By the time Phoebe was 

well asleep they met two men. each 
riding hard. John Lane and Lindsay 
Holme had sensed what lay back of 
Elizabeth's flight and had followed her 
Under the shadow of big oaks they 
halted. 

ruizauecn iookpu irom one to tn-* 

other, her wet eyes suddenly clearing 
of all trouble. 

John spoke first. "Conte home with 
me,” he said. ‘‘Please God it shall he 
a happy home or you and Phoebe 

“1 offer you both—the home of a 

heart—it is all I have,” Lindsay said 
huskily. ‘‘Elizabeth—darling—poverty 
has held me silent—even now I ought 
not to speak—but—you sha'n't starve .” 

Elizabeth smiled softly. 
“John,” sho said, her voice vibrant 

as a harpstring, “if—if I could marry 
you, I shouldn't deserve your love [ 
want to deserve it—I tried to keep 
faith—but—hut Fate is stronger than 
•—any of us.” 

I understand.” John said, looking 
from her face to Lindsay's. “God hleaa 
you both!” 

“Are those two sisters fine girls? 
Well, one is a pattern and the other 
a model." “Are they so good as all 
that?” “Good in each one's own way 
The pattern girl Is a dressmaker and 
the model one with a cloak manufac- 
turer." 

The Passing of C Q D. 

la the wrecking of the Puritan of 
the Graham & Morton line there was 

disclosed a bit of news which had ! 
been concealed from the public. The 
signal for "help” in the wireless codes 
is no longer the famous C Q D. but 

S 5 S. This change, the wireless tele-1 
graph companies say. they were 

forced to make through the abuse of 
the C Q D signal by amateurs who 
practically appropriated it for their 
own amusement 

haws governing the use of wire-1 
less telegraphy are long overdue in 

view of the mischievous interference 
with commercial systems by amateurs. 

When a code signal upon which lives 

and property depend is exposed to 

abuse the need for government Inter- 
ference becomes apparent.-—Chicago 
Evening Post. 

During a Are at Sutton. Vt.. a man 

arrived on the scene with a pail ot 
water, but the excitement was so 

great that he forgot all about the wa- 

ter andjt was only when the Are was 

over that he realized that be was still 
carrying the full pall about with him. 

Victorian Gods. 

If Thackeray, with a brain weigh 
ing 58^4 ounces, had the biggest heal 

among Victorian-writers, wbo had th 
best features? The choice would 
seem to lie between Tennyson and 
Henry Taylor. “That man must be 
a poet," remarked one of his Cam 
bridge contemporaries when he firs- 
saw Tennyson come into the hall ar 

Trinity, and another friend describes 
him in his undergraduate days as six 
feet high, broad chested, strong 
limbed, his face Shakespearian, with 
deep eyelids, his forehead ample, 
crowned with dark, wavy hair, his 
head finely poised, his hand the ad- 
miration of sculptors. But time dealt 
none too gently with Tennyson, where 
as Henry Taylor, always a dtatin 
gulshed looking man. seems to have 
grown singularly majestic with years 
Grant Duff, meeting him when h 
was over 80. notes that “Taylor looks 
more like Jupiter than ever." and con 
temporary memoirs are full of refer 
ences to his Jovelike appearance. 

Jap children are not allowed la 
school until after their sixth year. 


