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CHAPTER XVi—Continued.
O'Rellly Jolned In the Iaugicer
evoked by this remark, He was quite
a8 tattered as the poorest of Betun-
sourt's common goldiern; his shoes
wete broken and disreputabli:; his cot-
lem trousess, snagged by harbed wire
dmmbles, and solled by days in
snddle and nights in the gross,
were In despernte peed of aftention,
Mis beard had grown, too, and his skin,
where It was exposed, was burnt to
& mahogany brown., Certainly there
wan nothlag about his appenrance to
Ik hif oationality.
general continued : “T am direct-
od Ia this letter to help you In some
saterprise. Command me, slr"”

'He worked himself up to a hysterical
crescendo which threntened (0 arouse
the entire éncampment,
wig unmoved,

“Be quiet” he told the boy. "I
won't let you go with me, and that
ends it, Tt will be hard enongh for one
mun te slip through: two would be
sure to fmil"”

“Those Spanlards will skill you!”
Jucket walled.

“80 much the more reason for you
to stay here”

At thls the boy uttersd a louder
ory. He stamped hig bare feet in o
frenzy of disappolotment, “You das-
sont leave me—yon dassent [

“Listen, people are starving In Ma-

An briefly as possible Johnnle made
kaown the object of his journey. The
#ficer nodded his comprebension, hut

as he dld so n pussled expression |

ossed his face,

“Yes, 1 reported that Miss Varona
fad gone Into the clty—I1 took some
Baing to fnd out. Do you have reason
bo donbt—"

“Not the least, sir.”

“Then—why have you come all this
ey ?

“I eame to find her and to fetch her
o bher brother.”

“But—you don't understand. She is
pctually Inside the lnes, in Matan-
sas—a prisoner."”

“Exactly, I Intend to go lnto Matan-
pas and bring her out.”

(General Betancourt drew back, as-
fosighed. "My dear man!"” he ex-
plalmed. “Are you mad?"

O'Rellly smiled “Quite
roblbly. All lovers are mildly mad,

belleve,”

“Ah! Lovers! I begin to see. But—

nyy young man! Is It possible that
pou do not comprehend the terrible
ponditions?" A gudden thought struck
him and be inquired quickly: “Tell me,
are not by any chance that hero
call Bl Démonio? I bhave heard
Hat be ia Indeed 8 demon. No? Very
wall!l You say you wish to vislt Ma-
tanzas, and I am Iostructed to help
pou. How can I do sot”
O'Rellly hesitated an Instant, “For

ie

eald he. “WIill you give my
acket, a new pair of trousers
Mﬂuugumomntntm
courae, It Is done 'The gon-
laid a friendly hand upon O'Rell-
shoulder, saying, gravely: “It
me Intensely to send you
him, for T have feare for
P
dled
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your venture, Matanzos

it has swallowed up thou-

our good countrymen; thou-
have there. I'm afrald you
reallge what risks you are tak-

i

O'Rellly did not allow this well-
t warning to Influence him, nor
he listen to the admonitions of
other Cubuns who tried to argue
with him out of his purpose, once It
known. On the contrary, he
proceeded with his preparations and
Bpent that afternoon in satistylng him-
elf that Rosa had indeed left the Pun
fe Matanzag before Cobo's rald.
Among Betancourt's troops was @
man who-had been lving In the hills
M fhe tme Asenslo and Bls family
Rad abandoned thelr struggle for ex-
Metence, und to him O'Rellly went, This
fellow, It seemed, had remalned with
M famlly In the mountains some time
after Asenslo’'s departure. It wam
from him that O'Hellly heard his fiest
authentie report of the atroelties per-
ted by Cobo's volunteers. This
bud lost his wife, his little son,
and all the seanty belongings he pos
woaned
sretched to heaven, the fellow cursed
e author of his misfortunes,
“lI Mve for one thing!" he cried
meet thut monster, and to
him, as he butchers women
sad children”
O'Redlly purposely left his most un-
plegsant task to the last. When his
haed

:

ngements had been completed and
pequuinted himself as far ns
possible with the hasards he was lkely

Broke the news to him that on the fol-

. morning they must part.  As
: lind expected, the boy refused to
to b, O'Rellly rematned frm

J
Ld

< MR aeh
1 e

With shaking hands up- |

tnngas ; they nee sick | (hey aie dying
In the streets.”

“l don't eat much”

When Johnnle shook his head stob-
bornly Jacket launched himself into a
torrent of profanity the vlolence of
which dried his tears, His voeabu-
lary was surprisinog. He reviled the
Spuniards, O'Reilly, himself, evershody
and everything; he leveled nonuthemas
ot that woman who had come between
him aod his beloved henefactor, The
lntter lstened good-naturedly,

“Yon're s tough kid" he laughed,
when Jancket's first rage had worn it-
self out, *I lke you, and I'd take you
if I conld. But this isn't an enterprise
for a boy. and it won't get you any-
thing to keep up this racket,”

Jacket next tried the power of ar
gument. He attempted to prove that
in & hazurdous undertaking of this
sort his assistarce would be lnvalu-
nble, He was, so he declared, the one
person in all Cuba In every respect
qualified to share O'Rellly’s perils, To
begin with, he was not afrald of Span-
iards, or anythlog else, for that mat-
ter—he dismissed the subject of per-
sonal courage with a contemptoous
shrug. As for cunning, sagacity, pru-
dence, resource, all-around worth, he
wng, without doubt, unequaled in any
country. He was a veritable SBpartan,
too, when It came to hardship—priva-
tion and suffering were almost to his
lking. He was diserect—dlscretion
was something he had Ipherited; he
wis a diplomat-——diplomacy belng one
of his most unique secomplishments,
As for this talk ubout hunger, O'Reilly
need not concern hlmself In the least
on that score, for Jucket was a small
eater and could grow fat on a diet of
dried lenves. Disense? Bah! It made
him laugh, His experlence with sick-
ness was wider than most fisicos, and
he was a better nurse than Milss Hv.
nns would ever be, Jacket did not wish
to appear in the lenst boastful. On

tand Jacket began to weep coplousiy. |

the contrary, he was actually too mod-
est, us his friends could attest, but
truth compelled him to admit that he
was Just the man for O’Rellly. He
found It impossible to recommend him-
self too highly; to save his soul he
could think of no qualification In which
he was lacking and could see no rea-
son why hls benefnctor would not
greatly profit by the free use of his
nmazing talents. The enterprise’ was
difficult; it would certainly full with-
out him,

Johnnle remalned earefully atten-
tive during this adjuration. He felt no
desire even to smile, for the boy's eur-
nestness was touching and it cansed
the elder man's throut to tighten un-
comfortably, Johnnle had not realized
before how fond he had become of this
qualnt youngster, And so, when the
Httle fellow prused hopefully, O'Rellly
put an orm around him,

“I'm sure you are everything you
By you are, Jacket, and more, too, but
you ean't go!"

With that Jacket flung off the em-
brace and, stalking away, seated him-
#elf. He took a half-smoked clgar
from the pocket of his shirt and 1t it,
scowling the while at his friend, More
Mian once during the evening O'Rellly
dotected his sullen, angry eyes upou
him,
| Genpral Betancourt and seversl mem-

bers of his staff were up early the fol- |

Jowing morning bld thelr visitor
goodby. In spitg of thelr efforts to
|make the parting cheerful it was plain
Ilhnt they had but Hitle hope of ever
lpgnin seeing this foolhardy Americun,

Johnnie's apirits were not In the
least nffected by this 1'-copcealed pes-
[ slmbsm, for, a8 he told himseif, he had
|mopey in his pockets and Matanzas
was not many miles away. But when

he eame to purt from Jucket he experls |

|enced a genuine disappointment. The
| boy, strangely enough, was almost in-
| different to his leaving; he merely ex-
tended a Nmp; dirty hand, and replied
to O'Rellly's parting words with a
carcless “Adios "

| In hurt surprise the former Ingulired,
“Don't we part good friends?"

“Bure!” Jacket shrugged,
turned away.

Jacket was a likable youngster; his
devetion was thoroughly unselfish; it
had not been easy to wound him. With
keener regrets than he cared to ac-
knowledge O'Reilly set out upon his
Journey, following the gulde whom
Genoral Betancourt had provided,

It was a lovely moroning, sufficlently
warin W promise a hot widdoy; the
aler was molst and fresh from o recent
ghower, This being the ralny seasou,

then

rod Cuban soll was exposed the trav-
elers sank into It as Into wet putty.
Crossing n rocky rldge, O'Rellly and

But O'Rellly | his guide at last emerged upon an

open slope, knee-high In grass and
grown up to bottle pnlms, those queer,
distorted trees whose trunks are swol-
len Into the likeness of earthen wWater
Jure.  Scattered here and there over
the meadows wore the dend or fallen
trunks of nnother varlety, the enhbage

“ome here," commanded the,Amerl-
onn 4

Jucket shaok his hend, He made
# painfal attempt te swallow, and
when his ntterance becamo more dis- |
tinct he conslgned his ldol to a warmer
| pince than Cuba,

“I'm a tough kid™
“Don't get gny on me."

e two parleyed briefly ; then, when
satiafled that no violence was intended

he declared. |

pnlm, the green heart of which had 'him, the boy sat down to listen. But, |
long formed n staple article of diet for | ns before, nelther argument nor appeal

the Insurrectos,

enne from the lead and begag o scrip
it with his teeth.

W the soldiers allow us to enter?”
Johnnie Inguired,

“OF course, Why wot? The old man
Inughed mirthlessly; then hisz volee
c¢hanged, *“Go back,” he suld, “go buck
and die in the flelds, Matsnzns stinks
of rotting corpses. Go back where the
nir Is ¢lenn” He swung hi= long Iash
aver the oxen, they leaned agninst the
lond, and the cart ereaked dismally
on Its way.

It In never difficult to enter a trap,
nnd Mutanzas was precisely  that,
There were soldlers everywhere, but
beyond am Indifferent challenge nt the
onter blockhouse, a perfunctory ques-
tlon or two, Narciso and Juan Villar
experienced no trouble whatever In
pussing the lines., Diseipline, never
strict at best, was extremely lax st
the brick fortinas along the ronds, and,
gsines these two refugees were too poor

| to warrant searvch, they were waved

onward by the sentries. They obeyed
silently ; in nimless bewllderment they
shuffled along toward the heart of the
clty. Almost hefore they reallzed It

Spanish uxes had | had the slightest effect upon him. He  they had rum the gantlet and had

been at work here nnd not & single | denled that he had followed his bene- | Jolned that army of misery, fifteen

tree remnined allve,

The green floar | facior; he declored that he was 8 free

of the valley farther down was dottedl | agont and at lberty to go where he |
with the other, the royal kind, that | willed, If it 8o chanced that his fancy

monarch of tropie vegelation which
lends to the Cuban Inndsenpe Its pe-
culinr and distinctive heauty.

“Yonder 1a the eamino” sald the
counfryman, pointing into the valley :
“It will lead yon to the maln rond;
und there"—he turned to the north-
wnrd—"is Mainanzas. Go with God.

nnd don't drink the well water, which
Is polluted from the rnins'" With a
gmile and a wave of the hand the man
turned back and plunged Into the
Jungle.

As O'Reilly desvended the slope he
reénlized keenly that he was alone and
In hostile territory. The hills and the
woods from Pinar del Rio to Oriente
wore Cuban, or, at most, they were
disputed ground. Buot here in the
plains nnd valleys near the cities S8pain
wis supreme. From this moment on
O'Rellly knew he must rely entirely
upon himself, The success of his en-
terprise—his very life—hinged upon
his caution, his powers of dissimula-
tion, his abllity to pnss as n harmless,
helpless pacifico, It gave him an un-
accustomed thrill, by no means pleas-

ant, ’

The road, when he came to it, proved
to be a deep gutter winding between
red clay banks cut by the high wheels

of clumay cane carts, Inasmuch a8 no

I:-“.\. | AN
h1l:yf SENANW
1 /

/ .H:} :.1.1.\1' e

) = |

__.\

g0
/ J N ,1r'.‘T
&l fi,,/ I

“You're a Tough Kid!™ He Laughed,

crops whatever had been moved over
the roand during the past geason, it was
now little more than an ocozy, sticky
rut. Not a roof, not a chimney was In
sight; the valley was deserted. Here
wis a fertile furming country—and yet
no living thing, no sound of bells, no
volees, no crowlng cocks, no lowing
cattle. It was depressing to O'Rellly,
and mwore, for there was something
menacing and threatenlng about It all,

Toward noon the breeze lessensd
and It became insufferably hot. A
bank of clouds In the enst promised g
coollng shower, so Johnnle sought the
nearest shade to walt for It, and ook
ndvantnge of the delny to ent his glon-

der lunch, He was meditatively mwunch-

| Ing a sweet potato when a sound at

his back caused him to leap 1o hig reet
In alnrm,. He whirled, then uttered
nn exclumation of minugement, Sented
not Afty feet away was a bare-legged
boy, similarly engaged In eating a
sweet potato, It was Jacket. Ils
brown cheeks were distended, nis

| bright, inquisitive eyes were fixed upon

O'Rellly from beneath a deflant scowl,
“Jllt'kl'l ' erled the man, “What the
devil'nre you dolng here?

“You goln' to let me come along?”
challenged the lntrader,

“So! You followed me, after I snid
I didn't want you?" O'Rellly spoke re-
proachfally ; but reproaches had no
effect upon the lad. With a mlld ex-
pletive, Jacket siguified his contempt
for such a weak form of persunsion,

“See here, now." O'Rellly stopped
closer. *“Let’s be sensible about this"

But Jucket scrambled to his feet and
retreated warlly, stuffing the uneaten
portion of the sweel potato Into his
mouth, Tt was plain that he had ne

coufidence in O'Mellly's intentions,
j Muttering something la o muilled
voles, he armed himself with a stout

the trails were soft, and where the rich  stick,
5\

| hends together, talking earnestly. As

tock him to the city of Matanzas at
the s#ame thme ORellly happened to
be traveling thither, the eircumstance
mizht be put down to the long arm nf|
colncidence, If hig compnany were dis- |
tasteful to the elder man, O'Reilly was
free to walt and follow Inter; If woas a
mititer of  eomplete Indifference to
Juckel,  He hnd business in Matenzas
and he proposed to attend to it. The |
boy led gravely, unblushingly. Nev-
ertheless, he kept a watchful eye upon !
his hearer. ’ |

“Very well,” O'Rellly told him final-
ly. “I give In."

Jacket's face Instantly 11t up. He
ridinted good humor; he hitched his
body cloger,

"By ! T get my own way, don't
17" he laughed.

“Indeed you do. O'Rellly Iald s
hond fondly uwpon his loyal follower,
“And I don't mind telling you that I'm
more than half giad of It, I—I was
getting lonesome. I didn’t know how
much I could misgs you, But now we
must make some plans, we must have
an understanding and declde who we
are. Let me see—your real name I8
Narelgo—"

“Narciso Villar,”

“Well, then, I shall he Juan Villar,
vour brother. Henceforth we shall
speak nothing but Spanish. Tell me
now, what was our father's name,
where wag our home, and what are we
dolng er?”

Durinz the breathless interval be-
fore the shower the two sat with thelr

the wind came and the cooling rain be-
gan to rattle on the leaves overhead
they took up thelr bundles and set
out. The big drops drenched them
quickly. Thelr thin gnrments clung
to them and water streamed down
their bodies; overhead the sky was
black and rent by vivid streaks of fire, |
but they plodded onward cheerfully, |

Jacket was himsgelf agnin; he bent |

his weight against the tempest and
lengthened his short strides to O'Rell-
I¥'s. He tried to whistle, but his teeth
chattered and the wind interfered, so
he hummed a song, to drive the chill
out of his bones and to hearten his
benefactor. Now that he was at last
accepted as a full partner In this enter-
prige, it became his duty not only to
share Its perlls, but to lessen its hard-
ships and to yleld diversion,

The rnln was cold, the briers heside
the overgrown path were sharp, and
they scratched the boy's bare lega cru-
olly : his stomnch clamored for a coms
panion to that solltary sweet potato,
too, but In his breast glowed ardor
and pride. Jocket conslidered himself
a fortunate person—a very fortunate
persaon, Indeed, Had he not found a
brother, and did not that brother love
him? There was no doubt about the
latter, for O'Rellly’'s eyes, when he
looked down, were friendly and Inti-
mate. Here was a man to die for,

The downpour Iasted but a short
time, when the sun came out and dried
the men’s clothes ; on the whole, it had
heen refreshing, When evening enme
the Villar brothers sought refuge In
an old sugar mill, or rather in a part
of It still standing. They were on the
main cniznda now, the paved road
which links the two main cities of the
islnnd, and by the following noon thelr
destination was in sight,

O'Rellly felt a sudden excltement
when Matanzas eame Into view. From
this distance the elity looked quite ar
it did when he had left it, except that
the blue harbor was almost empty of
shipping, while the familiar rmoge of
hills that hid the Yumurl—that valley
af delight so closely linked in his
thoughis with Rosa Varona—seemed
to smile at him ke an old friend, For
the thousandth time he asked himself
if he hand come in time to find her, or
if fnte's maddening delays had proved
hix own nod the girl's undoing.

O'Rellly knew that although Matan-
gas was n prison and a pesthole, a girl
ke Rose would suffer In perlls infl-
nitely worse than lmprisonment or dis-
ense, It was a thought he could not
bear to dwell upon.

Signs of life began to appear now,
the travelers passed small garden
patches and occasional cultivated
flelds; Lhey encountered loaded carts
bound Into the elty, and once they hid
themselves while a column of mounted
troops went by, |

O'Rellly stopped to pass the time of |
day with a wrinkled cartman whose |
dejected oxen were resting,

“Golng tnto the city, are you? the
fellow ingquired. “Starved out, 1 sup-
pose. Well, it's as pleasant to starve
In one place as another.”

Jacket heiped himself to a stalk of |

thousand strong. The hand of Spaln
had closed over them,

CHAPTER XVII.
Rosa.

“Look !"™ Jacket elutched at O'Rellly
and pointed a shoking flager. “More
heggars!  Chrigto! And those little
ehlldren!™ The boy tried to lnugh, but
his volee eracked nervously, “Are they
ehildren, or gourds with legs under
them 1"

O'Rellly looked, then turned his
eyes awny. He and Jacker had reached
the heart of Matangas and were facing
the public square, the Plaza de la Lib-
ertad It was called. Matanzas ap-
peared poor and squalid, depressingly
wretehed ; its streets were foul and
the Plaza de la Libertad—grim moeck-
ery of a name—was crowred with a
throng such as it had never held In
O'Reilly's time, a throng of people wha
were, without exception, gaunt, list-
leas, ragged. There was no afternoon
parade of finery, no laughter, no nolse;
the benches were fall, hat thelr occu-
pants were silent, too sick or too weak
to move, Nor were there any romping
children, There were, to begsure, vast
numhbers of undersized figures in the
square, but one needed to look twics
to renlize that they were not pygmies
or wizened little old folks. It was not
strange that Jacket had compared
them to gourds with legs, for all were
naked, and most of them had bodles
swollen Into the llkeness of pods or
calabashes. They looked pecullarly
grotesque with their spldery legs and
thin faces,

O'Rellly passed a damp hand across
his eyes, “Just Heaven!” he breathed
“She—she’s one of these!™

The reconcentrados overran Matan:
za8 In an unclean swarm; streets and
plagns were congested with them, fot
no attempt was made to confine them
to their quarters, Morning brought
them streaming down from the sub-
urban slopes where they lved, evening
sent them winding buck; their days
were spent o an almless search for
food, They snatched i erumbs and
combed the gutters for ¢rusts. How
they managed to exist, whence came
the food that kept life in thelr misar
able bodies, was a mystery, even t¢
the citizens of the city; no organized
effort hed been made to car= for them
and there was insufficient surplus food
for half their number. Yet somehow
they lived and lingered on.

At the time of O'Rellly's arrival the
slght presented by these Innocent vie
tims of war was appalling; It roused
in him a dull red rage at the powe:
which had wrought this erime and al
the men who permitted It to continna
Spaln wag a Christian nation, he re
flected ; she had set up more crosses
than any other, and yot beneath them
ghe had butchered more people than all
the nations of the earth combined
This monstrous, coldly calculating ef
fort to destroy the entire Cuban people
seemed to him the blackest Infamy of
all, and he wondered if it would be al
lowed to succeed.

Fortunately for the two friends, Gen
ernl Betnncourt's generosity served o
relleve them from any Immedinte dan-
gor of starvation. After making a few
purchnses and eating with the utmosi
frugality, they began their search,
Later they stretched themselves out te
sleep on the stonés beneath the portales
of the rallroad station.

‘They spent a horrid, harrowing night,
for now the gencral distréys was
brought home to them more poignant
ly than ever. At dawn they learned
that these people were nctually dying
of neglect. The falnt lght betrayed
the presence of new corpses lylng
upon the station flagstones. From
those still living, groans, sighs, sick
mutterings rose until O'Reilly finally
dragged s youthful companion out of
the place.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Dog 1s Man’s Friend.

However much or little the average
dog costs, he pays back to humanity
in affection, fidelity, Intelligence, serv-
lce and companionship wore than*he
costs. This, all outside his value 86 a
creature, by his very presence among
men, cultivating the spirit of kindness
and humanity which man still so sore-
Iy needs. The real dog lover puts no
price in dollars and cents on his dog.
He simply says: “Money can't buoy

all Harmonious.

“So you are getting good resulls
from juries of ludies?"

“Yes," suld the judge; “they don't
wunt us men fto buve a chunce fo
say they couldn't agree.”—Loulsville
Courler-Journal.

WHY WOMEN DREAD
OLD AGE

Don’t worry about old age, Don’t worry
about bemg in other people’s way when
ou Are geiting on in years. eep your
;mly in good eondition and ‘ivou eant be na
bnle and hearty in your old days as yoa
were when a kid, and every one will be

you.

s and bladder are the eauses
of senile afflictions. Keep them clean and
in proper working condition. Drive the
poisonoua wastes from the gvstem and
avoid uric acid accumulations, Take GOLD
MEDAL Haarlem Oil Capsules periodieak
l‘ and you will find that lho:im will
always L in perfect working order. Your
spirite will be enlivened, your muscles
made strong and your face bave once
more the look of yomth and health.

New life, frosh strength snd health will
eome as you continue the treatment. When

ur first vigor has been restored continuve

awhile taking a capsule or two each
dny. They will you in eondition and
prevent a return of your troubles,

There is only one gusranteed brand of
Haarlem Oil sulen, GOLD MEDAL.
There are many fnkes om the market. Be
sure you get the Original GOLD MEDAL
Imported Haarlem Capmules, They are
the only reliable. For sale by all first-clase
drugginta,—Adv.

He Knew.
Kind Old Lady—And what do little
boys 2ay when they are given eandy?
Little Boy—Gosh, lzzat all I get?

MILLIONS USE RED CROSS.
Milllems of good housewives use Red
Cross Ball Blue, Each year its ssles
increase. Tha old frlends use it and
tell others, Red Cross Pall Blue will
make your old clothos look like new.
Ask your grocer.—Adv,

Ministerial Advertissment,

Squib—Our new minister certainly
has a sense of humor,

Squab-—-What's he went and done?

Squib—Put a slgn on the parsonage
rending, “Spirits Rectified."

Cuticura Stops Itching.

The Soap to cleanse and Olntment to
soothe and heal most forms of itching,
burning skin and sealp affections.
Ideal for tollet use. For free samples
address, “Cuticurs, Dept. X, Boston."
Bold by drugglists and by mail, Soap
256, Ointment 25 and 50.—Adv,

A New Excuse,

Jimmie had gone to bed "way up the
dark stairs and into his scary black
bedroom. Shortly thereafter his moth-
er heard hlin eall in a frightened voice,
“Ma, I wisht you'd come up here,”

She went up.

“Ma, won't you keep the light burn-
Ing In here? I—ub-—It's so dark 1 can’t
sce to sleep.”

How "Bout the Trip Back?
The thing he liked to do best of all
was not to go to a family reunion. One
was on the schedule, however, and he

had to go. I meant a long ride on
the traln. He was telllng a friend
about it.

“Yes, I'm going to & famlly reunion,”
he sald, “and there's just two thiongs I
don't llke about it. Plrst, it's the. trip
there; secondly, It's the being there
after 1 get there”

Which Judge Is Right?

An Easiern Judge the other day
found & man gulity of disorderly con-
duce for kissing his wife when she
didn't want him to kiss her.

“It 1= n woman's Inallenable right
to refuse to be kissed If she doesn't
want to be kissed" this judge said,
adding, “and she doesn't forfeit this
right when she marries the man."

But, on the other hand, Judge Gra-
ham of Ban Francisco officlally rules
that a husband may kiss his wife
whenever he pleases, whether |t
pleases the wife or not. ,

Indeed, so firm are the judge's con-
victions upon the subject that he was
moved to put his declslon In verse:

Be a cave man, selze your mate
If sha shows you signs of hate;
Let her scratch, let her bite,

But kiss her, boy; it 1s your right.

Take your choice of decislons, Mr.
Married Man, We refruin from ex-

pressing our opinlon as to which is the
We're married.—Washing-

right one.
ton Herald.




