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By MALCOLM BROWN
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WVEE, Wentern Nowspuper Unl W
*Don'l ko, denr-~we shall mi=s you,
oh, 80 much!”
Kind, gentle Auur Priscills placed a
plending hund an the faly golden head

of her fivoriie niees, Jessica, us she
spoke, Jossicn loved her ag everybody
elge dld. She clung te her now, hut
st ghic wwurmured pleadipgly !

“I shall miss you, too, dearcst sunt,
but, ohi ! 1 Jo so want to see what Iife
18 lke away from this quiet, bumdirum
village. Cousin Marcia hog written me
#o much whout the bright, brilliant life
she leads, Tuey have aslked me to
come 80 often, Marcia says that Uncle
and Aunt Willlston feel quite offended
at my constant refusal to sccept thelr
favitation, so—so—"'

"My poor, wilful chlld, my dear, in-
nocent lomb]” murmured Aunt Pris-
clila Indulgentdy. I will not say an-
other word, [ must not forget that
youth yearns for a changn”

I mus! Gnleh my pocking if 1 expect
to cateh the train, mustn’t I, aunty?”
asked Jessiea,  “And there 12 denr
Robert 10 sy good-by to="

“TMobhert hud to go out into the coun-
try with bis father” again Interruptled
Aunt Priscilln,  “He was here with
some Nowers Tor you long o
were pwnike"

“How kiud he Is, the dosr,
Jow 1" murmured Jessien,

Robert Liston, the gon of thelr nenr
et neighbior, bad been o troe and
loyal kulght errant since the sumimer
before. Il wasg he who had bullt the
pretty vine.encloked bower where Jos
sica rend nod did fancy work on plons-
unt afternoons, It was Robert who
boad ol od out and coltivated a little
garden pateh that was the delight of

before

ur fel

everybods who yisited it
It geened that & day could not pnus
but thut Robort did some thought fol

act in b behalf. They had been fa
mous fricods.  Jessien actunlly shed
one or two toars a8 she thought of
leaving Newton withov: an opportunity

to suy goodby to the best felemd shie
had ever Lknown

Aunt Prisctllp found the lTurgolien
box of Howers und sighed, She loved

the franl, handsowme,
youth wha bhad been the
place.

All thiough & mouth Aunt Prigellln
recelved lotters from Jessicn,  They
bubbled over with all the evanescence
of w glel whose life had become one
donstant round of pleasures. Then they
becamwe Lricfer and briefer.

Then thore wus g whole wonth dur:
lng which oo word eame from Lhe dis-
tant niece. At its end, however, Lthera
wrrived a brief note from Jessien, It
rend: “There is trouble, | am coming
home,” nud two mornings lnter Jessicn
utrived at the pretty little cottage to
thraw her arms around hor aunt's neck
und seb wul her worries,

“Ob, Aunt Priscilln,” she eried,
never wanl Lo, gomway npuin !

courd MR 1 was parties,
mwntmohnu plenles, but It all
eaded In u o crush. A Torcige count
Mareln expected to marey turned oot
to he an impostor. Oue night some
of the men drank too mueh » were
offenslve to the ladies, uud i ended in
u abmgraceful scone, ‘Then unele
ull Be hindd on the stock exchnnge,
eretlitors seleed eserything
for debt, nod—oh,
ued the gecdon !

The dvar ol e
g bud

Hght-heurted
life of the

ni
It was
matl-

e,

ln-.i
thn
there wus

I must =oe Rohbert,

e ! vy IJush
fully ourtured re
proachodl Jossicn as ghe oo out from
the house,  She butied Ler fuee uto o
lomp of Ulles and Kissed them feps
vently, lilke olid dear friends, She wont
nto the howor,

The gquuint old econcelt drew Jossica
o siep toward it, te funcy herself
tack In the sunlit past, It seemed os
It her ity experience somchow had
Jouded the pure serenity of those old
dear days. Falrly unconsciously she
placed ber hand in the hollow. Her
fingers touched something. It was a
letter. 'I'he truth Nushed ancross her—
the one that Robert had written her
probably the morning she left home,
to. which hier aunt had referved,

Her sweet face flushed erlmson us
she rond the wanly avownl of love of
her add true friend, the tegrs came to

i) Vilay

her eyes ns she realized low eruelly
she hud noglected him,
“If 1 tind found this that wourniog

long ngo,"” she murmured, 1 am afrald
{4 would have sald, ‘Wait, let me see
e before 1 answer.! Now-—"

She puused,  She pressed her lips
to the damp mildewed shieet that had
held Its fond seeret g0 close for so
many months,

“Yes, now, dear Jesslen? usked an
eager, radlant volee beblng Iwr nnd
she turned to faee the writer of the
misslive,

“Oh, Rubert ! Robert I erlod Jessica,
fer hands extended ke the winning
wilful child she was, “I lave come

bueck to home and peace und-love ™

“Blue Blood.”

To beloag to the “easte of Vere de
Yare™ I8 synonymous to being all that
8 hoonorable and Iusirions, of pure
and anclent lineage, among the noblest
of the land, Mucaulay, the historian.
extolled the fumily of de Vere as “the
ngest and most (Hustrlons Hoe uf no-
u!u‘ that England has seon,” whille
Uennyson bLam fganortplized the name
af the racé as of pure and anclent
11 M Tl foursiNubiey do Vere

Imllonwml,,yﬂbnok {1050 ﬂ:;
he holder of a great 00f in Eésexs
Fambridgesilre und Sussex, and his
dbscendants bave figured o Boglish
Listory for ceoturies,
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The Owner of
“Silver King"

LA A S A AL LA AR R E AL AL N NN
Ey MARVIN ST. JOHNS
EHUE IIIIIIIII!IIIIIIIIIIIIlllllllilllllllll

Cupyiigl 1928, Worteyn Newspapdr Union
Duntiury  saw  that the mnn  wos
Iylug tn the middle of the rood, o fine

minent danger of lwing run down by
thie whirling nutomobdiles thint followed
each other In a peverowling stream,
He ghook bim, but the man did not
responid, Then, Hitinge bl In his
arms, the young Ao noedrehsd him
to the slde of the highway and Inid
bim down under a troe,

Auntomoblles and corrloges streamed
past them, but no one stopped o no-
tige the recumbent man,  For this wis
at Kewpton Poavk, and one of the clas
gle races of the vonr was (o be ran,

The man hod evidently fainted, He
was elderly, thin, wount, wili-lookling,
Leaving hlin there, Danbury bought
some sundwichoes,

The mon wie he
lly, and presontly
covered as to =1t oo
™Mscuer.

sundwlches greed.
«wemed so far re-
e stared at his

_llli‘lll_lillllll

“MNave they pun e Yictorin stakes
yer?' he lmplored
UNot, T belleve, i three o'cloek,”

Danbury answerel, i

“Then help e to the conrs n'
a matier of thotws=awla"  He looked ot |
Danbury thovght fully, “Help me theye
pnd I'tl shoaw you what an ald mnn' |
gratiinde menns,”

Hull an bour Inter they swerd cated |
by the side ng near the brack thoey
conld gt

“There ™ (e old man erled, as i |
poor-lonking anbmal went by, *That's
Silver King, HNe's belng guoted at
foris one—an rank outsider.  And
he'llgwin—he's milne”

W horse I8 yours?™ ejaculated
Danliiry

*“Miin very dnch of him, And now
I'm golng to o mnke your fortune” re
plicd the other, “Listen!”

“Ten years apgo Sllver King wus n!
Derby winner, Never mind what his |
pame wns then, e was mine, ol |
won nincty thouzand pounds on bhim, |
It went i wine, women nod HONE—
saunnderod, sir, as castly 04 1t eame.
I ot everytihlog: 1 lost Bilver King,
He wos sould (o o milllonalre, But his
Joekey gadeuscd Bime and e wouldn't
ron. Phirves mi ngo, T dlscoverad

il breaking his brave heart between |
the shufts of o hansom caly, 1 hought
him for ten gulpens engh. 1 hind just
a hundred, pounds in the worlil, ' 1
rented o little cottage and barm In a
wild part of Essex, and there T trained
him. Twelve years old he Is today,
and at fiest it was a heart-breakég
task. Often 1 thought the task was
Impossible, but [ persevered. And at
last the day came when I knew that
I had nguin one of the swiftest stecds
In this country. 1 hired a jockey and
entered him for the Vietoria stakes, 1
had fifty pounds left, and 1 horrowed
two hundred more, 1 didn't spend
anything on “food. A loaf ©f bread
18 ull I've had the last five days. Be-
cause, you see, sir, two hundred and
ifty pounds placed on o forty-to-one
shot means ten thousand If he wins,
A fortune for me and a peaceful old
nge for Sllver King, Amd he can't
lose. "

e started toword o tall wan in o
white hat who, stnuding on a stool,
wins showting the odds, The hoprses
woere ot the starting  eate,

“o Yo winnt
the old fellow, st
droed
LU

Danibiury D lred—1)
nyci ol sl e | | i len
Euronean tour,

Youre dead sueeT e gqueried. S

P wager four bundeed,” |

ARG you'll never eegret It son,' an-
swered the old man, and dragged him
up to - the bookmaker,

“Last chance!” the lalter

“What's the odds on 8
queried the elder man,

“Fifty o one” answered the bhook-
mnker briskly. “Want to make a bet?
t's o0 sporting chance—there's worse
horses hus won,  Foup hundred?'  Ie
taok the money and seribbled a memo-
randum in his book, handing Danbury
the stuh.,

Danbury tumed, tense with exclie.
ment, to see the horses racing down
the field,

“Ile's winning.”
at Danbury's side.

Blackberry had fullen back and Sil-
ver King had pasged three of his com.
petitors,

A roar went up.  Bluckberry was In
the lead ngain, And Silver King hind
fallen to the rear. The horses quick-
ened thelr stride, Blnekborry was edg

come In?"
e short.,

potnds wh! net yvon

nsked l
“A hun-
four thon-

e [

villed,
Uver King?"

yelled the old man

Ing away from all. And poor old il
ver King fell further and further
away. He talled away, his withers
rocked Hke a boat In o storm, and #s
the yells of thonsimds showed that
Blackberry had rotped Lhome Silver
King came tolling nlong, Iast of the
fleld,

When Danbury, stunsed by hils loss,
turned round the «ld fellow was 1o
longer at his slde. The hookmaker
was alsoe gone, A Hitle mob of win-
ners was honting for hlm with yells
of rage. But Duanbsiry never saw
either of them agaln

An Apcistant Dezired.

"Were you sorry when you lenrned

there wasn't any Saota Cluus?

“I'm still sorry auhout It,” angwered
Senntor Sorghum. “Every one of my
constituents  who wants anything
writes and nsks me to get it fop him,"

-
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SUNG HIS OWN GUHPUSITION‘

Thomas Moore, Famoul irish Poet,
Was Surely Exceptionally En-
doveed hy Nature

Thomne  Moore, relimb's  favorite
minsteel poct, was horn In poonis ayer
n Dubilin eorner in 1T and
led o baronet, the “pote of all elr-
eles and the durlint of his own,” the
Il of two eontinent In I=52,

Far th segre of his Hle
he Hyod in o eottuge nt Sloperton, near
Devizes, Wilishire, where he devoted
IWmself to all munaer of Hherary of-
forts, s works foelnde not only des
Hghtiul short pooms of “Vhe Last Rose
of Sumiuner” type, nlao povins o
form a quarte volume, =tuch as “Lalla
Rookh,” for which Moore recelved 8-
000 gulneas (SI5,000), awd they  In-
clude prose of nll kinds, a series of
humorous letters,  blographies  and
even o “History of Irelnnd,”

Moore himself was o bheantiral sing-
of and rendered hlg own compositions
often In publle, 1t Is related,  After
the trogle death of his daughter ho re-
fused to sing publicly agaln,  His
duughter, the darling of his heart, wis
leaning over the balusteade one nlght

i |‘l|‘;.'

» 1 1 . ¥
st thirty

bzl

1o throw o kiss to her Tather as he
wns going out to dine, wihen she lost
Her balance, fell and was  kied,
“The Last Hose of Smnmer” was
lone of Moote's most esquisite erog
tlons, It appedrs in a collection of
“Trish Melosiies." wrltten for 1'ower, i
London musle pubilsher, on o contragl

o supply o couslderable number ol
songss Tor o volume entitled ns above,
The works was startad tn 1907 and was
not completed 01 1S54, “The Last
Itose of Summer,” howeser, wias nmaong
the early productions, and s there-
fore cus=ily more then 100 yeprs old,

LAWYER COULD NOT SEE IT

Legal Luminary Felt Himself Regret.
fully Compelied to Decline Offered
Job of ""r‘ llbmqu "

“I waunt 1o tnhe time ||_\,‘ the fore-
loek,” he sald cnlered o Inwe
ver's ollice

“Yos, sir! Yes, 2l was the reply.

“Always take thee by the forelock and
you won't ger lert,  What At e, sir !

“Well, we buve nn election
this full for clty offices, and T wanted
to know If T could ¢ngnge you to ke
a speoch for the night betore
ton,”

SAre you golng
was ll‘l‘l‘il

“1 am”

“But whnt aboutl the speech?*

Wik, a feller s golug lo run
agalnst me again who beat me by 300
votes lust yeur, In fact, I only got
two votex, 1 want you to ¢ome np and
give me such n speech that T wisl 'bent
him worse than he beat me. You will
want to Iay It right down to him, He
killed n horse once, und stole a saw-
mill, und has been married three
times, If you will come up and pre-
sent the case in n wny to knock the
feller out, T will give you $5."

The lawyer respectfully deellned to
tuke the case, and somebody will get
snowadd under agaln—Chirelnnat! En-
quirer

fnree i

e ..ig_”-.

o e e enmdidnte ™

Bret Harte,

Brec Phacte, American poet and nov-
clist, wis oo at Albany, N. Y., Au-
gust 20, 1% While g youth he went
o Ui where, severnl  years
lter L I the Overlamd Monih
Iy In S 0 In 1870 Lip wus
made 1 recent literature In
the Unjvers) Callfornin, bor
S P | o New Yo Lhyee
following yenr . as Unired Sates
T I at Crefos oy, 159-50,
it CGlargow, 1s wand afterward
My ) (o BT T LVinong his mnny
works are “The  Lack of Roaring
Camp,” “The Outeasis of Poker Klat"
“Condenso Novi e “The
Heathen Chinee™ “Poems,”  “Storles
of the Sierms" “Tales of the Argo-
nouts," ctabvie! Coneox,” “Thanktul
Blossom,” "T'wo Men of Sundy Bare,”
“Calllfornda Siovies, A Millionalre of
Rongh aid Ready,” “A, Dift From

Redwoord Camp”
Nlerms"”

nnd “A Phyllis of the

Her Dnddy Was All Right.

When | was twelve years old T ealled
upon Mary (m:wl cleven) one Sunday
evening, 1 was all dressed up and
il plifered an armful of mother's
cherished lilnes from the garden. 1
stole out the alley pnte, traversed
Mury's back yard and she wmet me ot
the kitchen door, We sat on the back
steps. 1 orestralned a strong lmpulse
to flee when Mary sald. “Father
coming, I think." He was n grui?, bagd
man, When he saw us 1 w
glricken, What he suald
the boy tonlght? and he took ns both
In the house and sent Hitle brother
after lee erevm and Mary's mother cut
n cake. So 1 wasn't kicked out by an
irnte father, after all; In fact, he still
likes me and often jokes about the
IMacs and the kKitchen steps, slthongh
another young man walked up the alsle
with Muary.—Chicugo .ll'I!I:jl:l.'.

Doubtful Ending.

Is

s terror
wins, “How's

“Hus your story a happy ending ™

“Well, thot depends on the yview.
point.”

“What do you mean?"

“some might call It o happy end-

ing and sowe mighl
got marrled o the

not. The lovers
last chinpter.”

His Pride Lamp.
Fathier (reading o letrer from Lils son

coliwge to molhier)—Myopin

al
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The Singer’s
Sacrifice
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A Depuinl young wonkin iing
at the window of n drawing oo,
superhly fornished, o yormng man leonn-
Ing towards ey, tull, narici IO 1Y
ing, groceful and compesed g with
a fine intellectual focve—this wus the
pleture.  The soung man was  the
brother ol the louoly giel the warm
est Ifricnd of widowed Dentvlee Lune.

“Nou are determined, Lura®' the
FOUDnZ mnn war suying,

Lurn  Delden  Hfted  both  hands,

elnspedd 1o o pleading, distre®ed way.,
Ier eyes wore tender, hor volee gontle
nnt appealing.

“Llwyn,” she sald =oftly, hut with
intense eagernes=s, Yt s only two bhrigh:
years In oy Hfe that I asgk, not tor
myself—just for art's =ake and-—nnd
for others,”

“Then It Is goodhy,"”
sponded Elwyn Durand,

definltely re.
pasnont linesh.

Iy, "The lare of appouse, the dower
of gold =gt 1 meot It ot every step?
It Is unworthy of youn to throw solf
and fame fgte the frafl =calos ns
ngainst the love of o tine and bonest
heare.”

“Oh, you de not anderstand,” eriod
Lura. buil he was gone,

“The songbird. Luv” thus they had
enlled her. The gift hod been born
with Lurn.  When o great Liuod
rash Lid weenched from her mother |

royal Tortune she bhnd oowe 1 I
restie with hive peoetloss vaolee

She bnd won lnurels anespeeiol, the
publlle prints discoversd o venl | E
trice.  Ofers hnd come ta e that
were bewliderivg to her gielish mind

“Only two years, Flwyn ™ she had

pleaded to her toanee. It will
so much to those 1 love winl chevish.”

1avn

So Lura told nothing that shie might
have teld, even to her denr freiend,
Beatylee, Durnnd went abroaid, wan
lered o otdd forelgn spots, 'rointnod
horae, ol wenrying  of ol weshil
mght by of folly hecame interesto
in o grear huvmne Sadasteind hoosing
plnn.

Lara ot the end of twa venrs softhed

lown futo o qodet retived e, giving
her entire devolion o her invalid
mother,  T4Afe’™s darkest hour enme to
her ssbion the mother died. UIJI}' the
comtort of moderale wealth was left
to It She beegnee o feiend and bhene-
faetrees to the worthy poor of the gee-
tlon o which she oo,

Beatrice Lone bhad rewartied  aod
hned pomoved o Callfornin,  Lura had

deifted away feom her ol Triends,

O dday I.nnmn! wet o okl college
chum.  The Iatter was o doctor now,
Doctor Witherell beeahe greatly inter-
estgd In Durand’s story of the humanl-
taripp work he was engoged in.

“It occuples me und 1 hope to do
some goo),” relnted Durand, “but [ do
not seen: to muke the people warm up
to we. I am not very happy at heart,
to tell you the vruth, Witherell”

“It Is a rather queer coincidence,
but 1 have a patient who has been
following somewhat in your Hue of hu-
munitarion work.” sald the doetor, It
I & woman—the most noble of God's
Crentures There Is o eall from my
ofllee.”

Doctor Witherelll crossed the hall
into Lis 'Yapsultutden rooin, When he
Carne ot e ysbagod a lady to (e
front doae At sivhit of her Darnnd’s
face 2row wlhilte us murhle,

“Daoctor,” he gueped, “that Tady ™

*All2e  Faura 1elden,” replled hia
frien:l

“Yes, vor, L Epow,” atteted Dutand
Incohvrently ;1 “limt who—whut Is she
now "

“A being with o grent soul,” veplied

the doctor reverently. “sShe bs the ludy
I told you of, For over a year she has
been the angel of merey of one of the
poorest districts of the city. She has
sung only at the settdement clubs. A
month ago a ltte child who heard her
sing, dylng of o maliznant thront dis-
euse, begged her mother to ask ‘the
hoofer Indy' to come to her, 1 warned
her not to go. Mizgs Belden ignored my
adviee. It was Migs Bolden's last
song."

“Why, what
tioned Durand.

“She contructed the diseuse from
the child, *I have reached the glory of
my lfe In making one poor soul happy
In Its darkest need, she now suys.”

A humbled wman, Elwyn Durand
sought Lura the next day. He found
her gt a bhall where un exhibit of art
and needlework of her pensioners wis
In progress, And there, her sweet, pa-
tient face encournging him, he told
of the great love that had never
dlmmed, nnd they went down to the
street, -

Went down e o new
blessed, to he together as wan and
wife, helpers of (he poor and op-
pressed ; guldes to the unfortunate, the
fdals of huappy. grateful chitldren, Lura
had Indeed sung her lnst song, but In
their love was ginging all the
yenrs long,

do you mean?" gues-

life, mutaully

souls

The Sheep Fair.

The little village of ast lsley,
the main road between Newbury
Oxford, has Just colebrated the seven
hundred and first nonnlversary of Its
sheep falr, In the old duys Newbury
was a great center of the cloth trade,
and East lsley falr frequently saw as
many as 90(100 aheep penned In Its
NAFrewW h Thepiet ne Moth
Lall at l\l.-\\.mly Is now u umaLum,
and Bast Isley falr 18 ondy a shadow
of Its former eelf, but that falr will

on
and

et ok b s
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sachusetts,

carried Ly the bedbug or some other

ense would surely be more prevalent

—'ittsburgh Dispatel,

OLE WAS OBEYING OHBERSI

First Five Hnndred Miln Slowly, Sald!

Agent. and He Intended to Do
as Directed,
The neent of a certnin popular auto.

mobile mode a snle to a Swedish furm-
er in o small town near Topekn., In
hig Instructions to the purchaser he
sald: “Yon most o careful.”
Ay ska!l Jdo dpr”
“Alsee Tor the Tirst
must deive dlowly
an houer—or vy
henrings"
“AY (o i)
"Your car has
low, I winn
In high I oyon w
‘er In low™
“Yas, sirve,

SO0 miles yon
not aver 15 miles
will hurn out your

i Ole,

coars, high und
o o fust put ‘o
ant to go slow, put

LT

1w

you can bhet on Ole—oeef
iy want to go fast Ink evertung ay |
put hecmn in Bigh, it ay want to ge
slow Pt b low,  Shinre, ny
no,"

The next day the
e deiving hils new
the romil In “low,”

m 1n

nelghihors noticed
e ap nnd down
He kept It up un-

t it begun to sport anld steam and
wis developing a terrifle Knoek,

O, your muatn't do that, don’t you |
EKrow vou' ruin your ear that way
Nou'll Baen up the hearlngs" they enn- |
toned Dy i

“*Yu ocan’t (o Do T Y0y
ol ine s i t 1l o
irive ovier h )
iites I i i lint i
car In hilgh goene, 1 » wloww, i 1
rut hieewy Iy 1o inr, Ay sl run
“iK) L | el Wil ain vy
i ! ) to g

Il i | ' (1, expostaduied
Tinarer 1oy b d with, *“Ya skl
ol go (o h=1" ool down the
romd at 15 miles an hour In low gear. |

CAUSE OF

CANCER UNKNOWN

Dread Diceas: Has Baffled the Bcut'
Efferts of tha M. dical Fraternity l
for Qo¢nturies, I
A M | i day  knows lml'
TN ot e of enneer than i
WS own 1 i i A
SO sihad i to be emune |
|“ ath amin e 3 ithise Ii'-"‘- crneor |
oecdr I weneraths fLer goneration, |
ns M oto show oo horeditary tendeney, |
There are muny socullod “caneey

In which
have ocenered
able repetition
ket value

IS S

houses, duonths

frotn the dis
s vith such Hument
sy Ihelr n
or reuting pur
An evil repute attachios to oo
taln wellknown “euncer istelets,” in |
which the death rate from this wmalady
Is extraordinarily high. There is one
such distriet in the Berkshires of Muys-
another Is in the middle of
New York state,

One of the many theories regarding
the cause of cancer Is that it Is at-
tributable to an undiscovered germ,

HES DT

fur gelling

Insect. 1f that were correct, the dls-
among the slumw-dwelling poor than
unmong well-to-do people who enjoy the
benefit of sanitary surroundings. But
such I8 not the eise; ecancer is as
comtmon among the rvich as in the tene-
ment and poorer quarters of our ¢lties.

Early English History.
The

reason thnt the Novimnn con-
quest -H:I not subjugate the Eonglish
I explained by the faet tha "lu[i 3,
Angles, Suxons, Danes gnd Noripans |
were ol Kindeed o vace and so lnl
unlted In one race; the Welgh I
and Scots were of the Celtie I.J g 11.' !
Normgns were not Prenchimen i the
beginning but  plreates from  Scanddis
nuvia, wlo had coe to Frane: il
hind been ghven o traet of hovl, They
udopted the French langeage and be

came In thme the most courteous anid
aoble people in Burope, hut when they
wvon the battle of Haostings, they were |
Ji0re nearly akin the Eoglish or
Anglo-Saxons than to the French, ual-
though they brought the Freonch lan-
guage to England, aud many of their
words were Incorporated into the lan-
gunge, Because of racinl differences
the Welgh, Irish and Secoteh did not
unite with the English as easily, but
the centuries have obliterated many
racinl eharneteristics becnuse of many
intermarriages.—=Si, Louls Globe-Dem-
oernt,

Noisc.

Kyery orgun of your bady develops
resisting powers a8 you need them. A
wlller gets so used to the sound of his
mill wheels that he ceases to hear them
and can catech n whisper.

'ut 60 ldentical machines in a room.
Workers forget the noise, But, If one
machine stops, the operator knows It
instantly by the clinnged sound.

This power of the ears to adjust
themeelves to envivonment makes clty

life possible, \Idr--pnliluha lve in
an Infernoe of noise The ears lgnore
it, in a large sense, though the nolse

I8 there, tearving aw at the nervous

syEtem,

ay

Emergency Case.

ST cunnot countenance your kissing
one of youg patients, nurse.”

“But, doetor, it was In my line of
duty.”

SHow =o'y

“This gentleman swore he'd dle

withont . —Lirmingham Age-Herald.

True Economist,

He wis an iogeidous and hngentious
AT Y “Mother,” he sald on one
ooensicy, “will you wash my foee?

“Whye Hugh, enn't you o 1 2

hee, T enn, bnt I Hive
Wil v linds, and (hey don't yeed
Frarpbs Mnenzine,
P E L g e

I her now-—
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The Cuban

Dancer
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It was in the splendor of the Florida
punset that Ned Murdoch told Dolores
of his love,

He was resting upon his oars. half
wny belween the mainland and Cy-
press Key. Under their bout the blue
tides ran swiltly.

“Dolores,” sald the young planter,
“will you stoy here and marry me?”

She gtartled and looked at him In-
tently.

“Your wife!” she onurmured, and
her fingers elutehed the rowlocks con-
volsively for a moment, “Nol!” she
continued hurriedly, “You don't know
who 1 am or anything about me.”

“I don't care,” Murdoch cried,
know that I love you."

8he hod drifted into Big Cypress in
May, when the last of the tourists had
left IMloridn and the hotel wns cloged,
She had come from Tampa, she ex-
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| plained languldly ; a touch of fever, a
. need for

rest, for change,

RBinee then two weeks had  passed,
and on the morrow sb o waos to go, She
wonlidd nover come back, they knew,
thint Lrilllant Lird of passage who had
Hogored ihdve, talking with the fisher
men, poitine the fat ehltdren upon the
wharves, om recllning Inzily in the
ghivde of a -palmetto tree, pofling at
|:I . o) vt b

SN shits wnswered Musdoch in agl-
T Y fanst oo hon It i= Impos-
sille,"

Wou, Murdoaeh rowed hor bock and
left her nt the cottuge door. Next

morning s«he left Tampn. He (did not

gce her penin,

She wes pooe, and Big Cypress
swiftly forgot her,

Then the  event oceurred  whiech
changod his lire. One evening, at the
hotel, an tourlst oferad him o elgae
from the box., He todk one #nd then
snatehed the box from the mun's hand
gl E&to 'i gtaring ot it like o man
hiypnotized For there on the lnsdde
of the ||-' wias Dolores

All wight he poesd the beach in an
ecstansy of happioess,  He would find

why il
of going to Tammna
find her and hring
wife,

He took the morning train for Tame-
ra and made his way to the ¢lone foe-
tory. Theve, having obtained an ,ine
terview  with the mannn he
stated his case baddly,

“You ure under n mistake, senor,”
suld the Spaniard. “However, I think
you are, slncere, and, as 1 happen to
know where you ecan find the' Senorita
Dolores, I will tell yon. Go to num-
ber 192 Avenida Otranta at nine
o'elock’ thig evening and yeu will as-
suredly roeet her there”

He bowed and, with a cynical umUe
passed Into his office, shrugging, big

e never thought
IMe would
I Ia:‘f'k to he his

hefore?

Tavtiurer,

shoulders,

In Bull's eabaret, No, 193 Avenlda
Otrantn, the usual throng was assem-
bled at nine o'clock that evenling.

Senor Bull, an entorprising Yankee
from Philadelphia, certninly knew how
to cater 1o the instes of his patrons,
As for Senoritu Dolores, he had pleked

her up In an obsenre musie hail, and
it was ghrewdly sald that the ten days’
geandal which hind hrought her Into

the Hmelght had bheon actually en-
gineered, IT not invented, by Senor Ball
LWimsolf,

When she eame forward on the stage
that night the attendanee at the Httle
tables bhroke into n stormm of bravos.
Attired as a motador, in short scarlet
skirts, holding her Jdart with its flut-
tering handerale, she bowed and L’!S!ﬂ}ll

her hands (o the andienes and ecapered
forwarid and hegan her song,

It was u fine &oug and It went to the
heartg of the Cubans who heard her.
And whirling In the play of colored
lights, until she seemed like n sea falry
entangled In masses of filmy drapery,
the senorita spun,

Then, all of n sudiden, she stopped.

She stopped and stood perfectly still,
her cyes fixed on the andience—no, one
of the audience; on a man who came
forward, elbhowing his way through the
crowds and pushing forward toward
the stage, "That was all that the agdl-
ence saw, for the eurtaln fell and hid
them,

But Murdoch knew nothing save that
he hnd found her agaln, He drew her
Into the wings, and, halding her hands,
stood gazing at Ler trlumphantly,

“Come ! he saiid,

“Come? Wherei"

cchoed the sen-

oritn, for the first time finding her

volee, DBut It was broken with tears
and filled with shame,

“Why ld you come here?’ she

sobbed Indignantly.
lhave forgotten me?
to Judge me
dancing girl"”

“T haven't
doch quletly.

“Why couldn't yon
You have no right
beeause 1 am Just a

Judged you,” =aid Mur-

“l1 want you to cowme
with me, Answer me one questlon,
Dolores. Do you love me—or rather
did you love me that day when I asked
you to be my wife?" .

“Yes, T loved you," she sald. *“DBut
how could I tell you what T was—yon,
who would never have understood?
You have never met women like e,

I couldn’t bring dishonor wpon yu, |

Now lenve me.™

Muritaeh langhed enther zrimly as
he found her clonk and folded It about
her,

“Come, Dolores,” he sald. "I haven't
found yeu to lose youn aguln, Perhaps
you neser haid a chance to be anything
else. Dut thepe's happiness enough In
my heart Just now to Il yours, too,'
nﬁ'r-----r.. her hands and, (eessed them
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