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CHAPTER IV—Continued.

“Biast the lurk,™ Rily Geary
growled, “the old sinner (&n't here, By
the way, do yon happen to have a
Misn Dolores Ruey aboard?

Dolares pricked up her lttle ears

What possible Interest could this
stranger have In her golngs or com-
fngs?

“You plecked a winner thia time
Bl wshe heard tha purser say,
“Binteronm nictesn, boat-deck, star
board mlde. You'tl prohably find her

there, packing to go ashore”

*“Thanks,” Bllly replied and stepped
out of the purszer's ofMca, Dolores
turned and faced him,

“I am Minx Ruey.” she announced
*1 heard you nsking for me' Her
eyen enrrled the query she hnd not put
Into wordu: “Wha are you, and what
Wo you want?™ Rilly and under
wtood, and on the instant a wave of
desnlation surged over hilm,

8o this wak the viglon he had yolun-
teered to meet abonrd La Bstrelllta,
and by speclous Ne and hypoeritie
mien, turn her back from the portile
of Puenaventora to that denr old
United States, which, Bllly suddenly
recalled with polgnant paln, 18 a #7
able country In which a young Indy
mny very rendlly be lost forever. With
the auick eye of youth, he noted that
Dolores wns perfectly wonderful In a
white Hiannel skirt and jancket, white
buck boots, white pnnomn hat with e
gOrgeous puggares, a mannish 1M1
finen coliar, and a red foordn-hand
tle. From under that white hat peeped
a profuaion of {'r!nkl_\‘ brown halr with
a slightly reddish tinge to It; her eyes
were blg and hrown and wide apart,
with golden Jdecks In them: thelr
ginnee met Billy's hungry gaze simply,
directly, and with a curfosity there
wns no atiempt to hide. Her nowse
was patrician : her heantifol short up-
per lip revealed the tipa of two per-
foet, milk-white front teeth: she wans,
Billy Geary told himself, n goddess
before whom all low, worthless, ornery
fellown ke himself should grovel and
die happy, If perchance she might be
#0 minded as to walk on thelr faces!
He was nroused from his eritical In-
ventory when the hourl spoke again:

“You haven't answered my question,
wirt™

“No™ mald Billy, *T didn't. Stupld
of me, too. However, come to think
of It, you didn't ask me any question,
You looked it. My nume ls Geary—
Willlam H, Geary, by profession a
mining engineer and by nature an
fgnoramus, ond 1 have called to de-
lrer some disappointing news regard
fog Henrletta Wilkios™

“In she—"

“She s, Very much alive and in ex-
celient henlth—or rather was, the last
tUme it was my pleasure and privilege
to call on the dear lady. But she lsn't
In Buenaventura now.” Mentally Billy
asked God to forgive him his black-
henrted treachery to this winsome girl,
He lonthed the task he had planned
ald folsted upon bimself, and noth-
fag but the memory of Mother Jenks'

W

"Wou Haven't Answered My Quostion.™

manifold kindnessea to him in a day,
thaoks to Jack Webster, now happlly
behind him, could have (aduced him
#0 go through to the fniah,

“Why, where Ila she? Dolores
queried, and Blily could have wopt at
the fright In those lovely brown eyes.

e waved his hand alrlly. “"Qulen
erbe? he sald. “She left three weeks
ax0o for New Orleans to visit you, 1
dare say you passed each other on the
rond-—here, here, Miss Ruey, don't
ary.”

He took a recess of three minutes,
while Dolores dabbed her eyes and
went through sundry other motions of
belng brave, Then ha proceeded with
R onefarlous recital

*When your cablegramarrived, Miss
Ruey, naturally Mrs. Wilkine wns not
here to recelve It, and as 1 waa the
eonly person who had her address, the

|

T conld reach you with a eahle Inform-
Ing vou that Mra, Wilkina was headed
for Callfornin to see you, T had no
other alternntive but to let matters
take thelr course. I declded you might
arrive on La Estrellitn, so | called to
walcome you to our thriving little elty,
and, an a friend of about two min. |
utes' sianding, to warn you away from
I' "
Pilly's mien, as he voleed this
warning, wns so singularly mysteri-
ous thnt Dolores’ curionity whns |
arogeed Instantly and rose superior
to her grief, “Why, what's the mat- |
ter?™ ahe domanded, !
BNy loked aronnd, as If fearful of
bhelng  overhenrd, ITe lowered his [
volee, “We're polng to have one grand

Hitle firgt-class  revolution” he re- |
plied. “It'®s due to hust almost any
night now, and when It does, the
mtreats of San Buenaventura will ran

red with hlood™
Dalnres hianched,
ghe gquiaversed. “Da they still have
revolntlons  here? You know, Mr
Cleary, my poor father was killad In
one,"”
“Yoa, and

“Oh, dearle me”

the same old politienl
gang that shot him I8 still on deck.”
Billy warned her, “It would be high-
Iy dangerous for n Ruey, man or wom-
an, to show his or her nose aronnd
Ruennventurn  about now. BPesides,
Miss Iuey, that 1sn't the worst,” he
continued, for a whole-henrted lnd was
Billy, who never did anything by
halves. “The city 18 reeking with
cholern,” he declured,

“Cholora 1" Dolores' hlg brown eyes
grew bigger with wonder and concern, |
“How strange the port aunthorities |
didn't warn us at New Orleanst" |

“Pigh! Tush! Fiddlesticks and then |
wome, The frult company censors
eversthing, Miss Ruey, and the news
doesn't get out.”

“But the port doctor just sald the
passengers conld go ashore.”

“What's n human life to n doctor?
Benldes, he's on the slush-fund pay
roll and does whatever the higherups
tell him. You be gulded by what 1 tell |
you, Miss Ruey, and do not get foot I
on Sobranteéan wmoll. If you stay
ahoard La Estrelllta, you'll have your {
nice clean stateroom, your well-
cooked meanls, your bath, and the at-
tentiona of the stewardess, The steam-
or will be loaded In two days; then
you go hack to New Orleans, and by
the time you arrive there I'll have
heen In communlentlon by cable with
Mother Jenks—1 mean—"

"Mothier who?' Dolores demnanded,

“A mere slip of the tongue, Misa |
Ruey. I was thinking of my landlady.
I meant Mrs, Wilkins—"

“I'm so awfully obliged to you, Mr.
Goary, You're so kind, I'm sure I'd
ba a most ungrnteful girl not to be
gulded by you accordingly. You
wouldn't risk any friend of yours in
this terrible place, would you. Mr.
Geary T

“Indeed, 1 wonld not. By permitting
nnybody I thought anything of to comne
to this city, 1 should feel gulity of
murder.”

“'m sure you would, Mr. Geary.
Nevertheless, there Is one polat that Is
not quite clear In my miond, and I wish
you'd explnln-—="

*Command me, Miss Riey”

“If this |8 such a frightful plnes,
why are you so anxious, If | may em-
ploy such lapguage, to hornswoggle
your denrest friend, Mr, John 8. Web-
ster, into coming down here? Do you
want to kill him &nd get his money—
or what?"

Billy's face fiamed at thought of the
embarraswing trap his glib tongue had
led bim Into, He cursed himself for
& starspangled jackass, and while he |
was engaged In this Interesting pas-
time Doloves spoke agnin,

“And by the way, which Is 1t? Miss
Wilkins or Mrs.? You've called her
both, und when 1 reminded you she
wan a Mlss, you nagreed with me,
wherens she Is nothing of the sory
She's a Mra. Then you bhlurted ont
something about a Mother Jenks, and
Anally, Mr. Geary, It occurs to me that
for a complete stranger you are un-
duly Interested In my welfare. 'm
not such n goose an to assimilate your
welrd tnles of death from disease, It
occurs to me that If your frisnd John
8. Webster can risk Buenaveotura, 1
ean nlso"

“You-—~you know that old tarantu-
1a? Blily gasped.
out to warn him off the grass, too."

Dolores walked a step closer to Billy
and ayed him disapprovingly.
norey | can't belleve that statement,”™
she replied, “It happens that | was
ftandlog by the companion-lndder
when you came aboard and spoke to
the purser; when you asked him (f Mr,
Webster was aboard, your face was
alight with sagerness and apticipation,
but when you had reason to belleve he
wan not sboard, you looked so terribly
disappointed T felt sorry for you,

“I'm golng nshore, If it's the last act

‘'white tenth of Sobrante,

“Why 11 u.'amo.l

“I'm so 7

of my life, and when T get there I'm
golng to interview the cable agent;
then I'm going to eall at the steam-
| ®hip office and gean the passenger \lnt
| of the lest three north-hound steam-

e ! sirrender

unconditionally,™
gronned Bllly. “I'm a lar from he
ginning to end, T overlooked my hand.
I heg of you to belleye me, however,
when I tell you that I only told you
those whoppers hecause T wds in
honor bound ta tell them. Personally,
I don't want you to go away—at leant,
not unt!l I'm ready to go awny, tool
Misn Ruey, my nose 18 In the dust,

There is a fover In my braln and a |

mimery In my heart—"

“And eontrition In your face,” she
Interrupted him laughingly, “You're
forgiven, Mr. Geary —on one ‘condl-
tion."

“Name 16" he answered,

“Tell me everything from beginning |
to end.”

So Dilly told her. “T would much |
rather have been visited with a plague I
of bolls, Nke our old friend, the late |
Jobi, than have to tell you this, !\l[m:
Huoey" he concluded hig recital, “Man |
proposes, but God disposes, and you're
here und bound to learn the tmfh‘
sooner or later, Mother lan't a lady
and she knows I, bhut take It from |
me, Misz Huey, she's a grand nldi
plece of work. She's a keout—a ring-
talled sport—a regular Individual and
game as o gander." ’

“And T mustn’t eall at Bl Buen Ami-
go, Mr. Genry?” \

“Perish the thought! Mother must
call on you. Kl Buen Amigo is what |
you might term n hotel for tropieal
frumps of the masculine sex. Nearly
all of Mother's guests have a past,
you know. They're the submerged

“Then my benefactor must call to

see me here?’ Billy nodded. “When
will you bring hier here?" !
Bllly reflected that Mother Jenks |

had been up rather late the night be-
fore and that trade In the cantina
of El Buen Amigo had been unusuully
brisk: so since he desired to exhibit
the old Iady at her best, he concluded
it might be well to spar for wind,

*Tomorrow at 10, he declared. Do-
lores Incllned her head, Something
told her she had better leave all future
detalls to the amiable Willlam,

“1 remember you Inquired for your
friend, Mr. Webster, when you came
abonrd the stenmer™ g

“T remember it, too,” Bllly countered |
ruefully. “I ean't Imagive what's be |
come of him. Miss Ruey, did ,\fon[
ever go to meet the only human being
In the world and discover that for |
some mysterious reason he had falled
to keep the sppointment? Miss Ruey,
you'll have to meet old John SRtuart |
the minute he lghts In Buenaventura.
He's some hoy."

“Old John Stoart?™
“How old?”

“Oh, thirty-nine or forty on actua) |
count, but onc of the kind that will |
lilve to be n thousand and then have
to be killed with an axe. He's com-
Ing to Sobrante to help me put over u |
mining deal™

“How Interesting, Mr., Geary! No
wonder you were disappointed.”

The last sentence was a shaft delih-
erately Inunched; to Dolores' dalight
it made a keyhole in Billy Geary's
heart.

«"Don’t get me wrong. Miss Ruey,”
he hastened to assure her. “1 have a
good mine, but I'd trade it for a hand.
shuke from Jock! The good Lord only
published oue editlon of Jack, and |
limited the editlon to one volume:
then the plates were melted for the |
Junk we call the human ruce. Two |
weeks ogo, when | was slek and pen-
nllesa and despalring, the possessor of
a concesslon on a fortune, but wlth-|
out a centavo In my pockets to buy u
baoane, when 1 was a veritable bench- |
comber und existing on the charity of |
Mother Jenks, | managed finally to
communicnte with old Jack and teold
him where | was and what 1 had. !
There's his answer, Miss Ruey, and
I'm not ushamed to say that when |
got it I cried like a kid" And Billy
handed ber John Btuart Wehster's ro
markable cablegram, the recelpt nfl
which had, for Billly @eary. truns
formed nlght tnto day, purgatory loto
paradise, Dolsres resd It

“No wonder you love him.” she de-
clared, and added artiessly: “His
wife must simply adore him,"

“‘He has uo wife to bother his life, |
#o he puddles his own canoce,’”™ Billy
recited. “I don't belleve the old sour
dough has ever been In love with any
thing more charming than the goddess
of fortune. He's woman-proof.”

“About Mrs. Jeoks," Dolores contin.
ged, abruptly ehanging the subject,
"How nice to reflect that after she
had trusted you and bhelleved In you
when you were permiless, you were
enabled to justity her faith*™

“You bet!” RBilly declared.
that I can never possibly hope to
catch even with the old Samaritan,
although I did try to show her how
wueh 1 appreciated her

“1 dnre say you went right out and
bought her an lmpossible hat,” Dolores
challenged rogulshly.

“No, 1 didn't, for a very sufficient

she querled,

“1 feel

reason. Down here the Iadies do not
wear hats. But I' tell you what I did
buy her, Miss Ruey—and oh, by

George, I'm glad pow 1 did It, She'll
weur them tomorrow when I bring her

| ers, and If I do not find Hearletta Wik | to goe you, [ bought her & Bew biaeck
| klna' naine on one of thowe passenger | milk dress and an old-lace collar, and
eable ngent referred It to me. Under | Hsta I'm going up to Calle de Con-
#he cirrumstances, ot kuowing where | cordia No, 19—

& gold breast pin and a tortoixe shell |

| to pass out,

i the Malecon to listen to the band con-
|
|

und took her for an evening ride on

cert.™

“INd she ke that?”

“She ate It up.” Blily declared with
conviction, “I think It
adventure in democracy,

Billy's polse was still far from nor-

wius her fArst

| mal when he reached El Buen Amigo,
| tar he

waus Infused with a strange,
pew-found warmth that burned llke
malnrin! fever, but wasn't. He wasted

no preliminaries on Mother Jenks, but
bluntly aequalnted her with the facts
in the ecase,

Mother Jenks eyed Wl & moment
wildly. “Gord's truth!" she grsped;
she reached for her favorite elixir, but
Billy got the hottle first.

“Nothing dolng,” he warned this
strange  publican, “Mother, you're
funking ft—and what would your
salnted 'Enery say to that? Do you

want that ange! to kiss you and get &
whiff of this brandy ?

Mother Jenks' eyvea actually popped.
“Gar', Willle,” she gusped, “'aven’t HI
told ye she's a lydy ! Me kisa the lanmb!

[ HI trust, Mr, Geary, ns 'ow I knows

my pluce an' can keep 18"

“Yer, 1 know.,” Billy soothed the
frightencd old woman, “but the trouble
Is Miss Dolores doesn't know herp—
and momething tells e If she does,
ghe'll forget i, She'llMake you In her
nrm# und kiss you, sure as death and
taxes"

And she did]l "My Iamb, my lamb,”™
sgohibed  Mother Jenks the next morn-
Ing, and rested her old cheek, with Ity
rmm-hegotten  hue, the rose-
tinted Ivory cheek of her ward, “Me
—wot I am—an' to think—"

“You're & sweet old dear,” Dolores
whispered, patting the gray head;
“and ' going to enll you Mother"”

“Mr. Willlam H. Geary,” the girl
remiarked that night, “I know now why
your friend, Mr, Webster, sent that
eablegram. 1 think you're a scout,
ton,"

For reasons hest known to himself
Mr., Genry blushed furiously, “I1—I'd
hetter go nnd break the news to Moth.
er," he suggested Inanely. She held
ont her hand; and Bllly, having been
long enough In Sobrante to have ac-
quired the hably, hent his malarial
person over that hand and kissed It
As he went out It occurred to him
that had the lobby of the Hotel Ma-
teo been paved with eggs, he must
have flonted over them llke a wralth,
80 llght did he fee! within,

clage to

CHAPTER VI

Webster reached New Orleans at
the end of the first leg of his journey,
to di=scover that he was one day Iate
to bonrd the Atlanta—a banana boat
of the Consolldated Frult company's
line plying regularly between New Or-
leans and that company's depots at
Limmon and San Buenaventura—which
necessitated a walt of three days for
the steamer La Estrellita of the Ca-
ribbean Mall line, running to Caracas
and way ports.

He decided to wisit the ticket office
of the Carlbbean Mall line Immediate-
ly and avold the rush in case the
travel should he heavy,

The steamshlp office was In Canal
street. The clerk was walting on two
well-dressed and palpably low-bred
sons of tha trople#, to whom he had
Just displayed a passenger list which

the two were scanning critically.
| Thelr interest In It was so obvious
that uncopsclously Webster peeped

over their shoulders (no diffienlt task
for one of hig stature) and discovered
It to be the passenger list of the
stenmer La Hstrellita. They were con-
versing together In low tones and Web-
ster, who had spent many years of
his Ilife following his profession In
Mexico, recognized thelr speech as the
bastard Spanish of the peon,

He sat down In the long wall seat
and walted untll the palr, having com-
pleted their serutiny of the list, turned
Ha glanced at them cas-
ually, One wa= a tall thin man whose
bloodahot eves were Inclined to “pop™
a little —infalllble evidence In the
Latin-American that he I8 drinking
more hard liquer than Is good for him.

His companion was plainly of the
name raclal stock, although Webster
suspected him of a slight admixture
of negro blood, He was short, stocky,
and aggressive looking; llke his com-
panion, hejewsled and possessed of a
thin, carefully cultlvated moustache
that seemed to consist of abou! nine-
teen halrs on ope slde snd twenty on
the other. Wvidently once upom =
rime, 48 the story books have It, he
hud been shot. Webster suspected a
Muuser bullet, fired at long range. It
had entered his right cheek, just be-
low the malar, ranged downward
through his mouth and out throngh
n fold of flabby flesh under his left
Jowl. It must have heen & frightful
wound, but it had healed well except
at the polut of entrance, where It had
& tendency to pucker considerably,
thus drawiog the mun's eyelld dewn
on his cheek and giviog to that visua!
organ something of the appenrance of
a bulldog's,

Webster guzed after them whimsl-
enlly us he approached the counter.

“I'd hate to wake up some nlght
and find that hombre with the puck-
ered eye leaning over me. Ry the
way," he continued, suddenly appre-
hansive, “do you get much of that
paraqueest travel on your line?

“About 80 per cent. of It Is off eolor,
nr.”

Webhster pondered the BO-per-cent,
probabllity of being berthed In the
same siateroom with one of these
people and the prospect was as re-
volting to him ns would he an unin

| vited negro guest at the dining table of

A southern family, He hnd all o
Westerner's hatred for the breed.
“Well, Iwantasteket to San Busnna-
yenturs,” he Informed the cjerk, “but
I don't relish the 1dea of a Greassr In

hair comb and hired an open carrlage tHe sume stutercom with me, 1 weon-

der If you couldn’t manage to fix me
with n statercoom all to myself, or at
least arrnnge It so that In the event
of company I'll draw a white man.”

“I'm worry, sir, but I cannot guar
Antes you absolute privacy nor any
kind of white man, It's pretty mixed
travel to all Central Amerlcan ports.”

“How wmany berths in your Afrst-
c¢lans staterooms?"

“T'wo,”

Wehster smiled brightly, He had
found a way out of the difficulty. *I'll
buy ‘em both, son” he announced.

“I cannot sell you an entire state-
room, sir. It's aguinst the orders of
the company to wsell two berths to
one man. The travel ls prétty brisk
and It's hardly fair to the publle, you
know."

“Well, supposs 1 buy one ticket for
myself and the other for—well, for
my valet, let us say. Of course,” he |
added brightly, “T haven't engaged the
valet yet and even should 1 do se I

wouldn't be at all surprised If the ras-
cal missed the baomt!"

The clerk glanced at him with a
slow smile, and pondered. “Weall," he
suld preseatly, “If you care to buy a
ticket for your valet, I'm sure l]I
shouldn't worry whether or not he
entches the boat. If my records show
that the spnce 18 sold to two men and
the purser collects two tickets, I think
you'll be pretty safe from Intrusion.”

“To the harassed traveler,” said Mr.
Webster, “a meeting with a gentleman
of your penetration (8 as refreshing
a8 4 canteen of cool water In the des-
ert. Shoot!" and he produced a hand-
ful of gold.

*1 will—provided I have one empty
cabin,” and the eclerk turned from the
counter to consult his record of berths |
alrendy sold and others reserved hut
not pald Yor. Presently he faced |
Wehster nt the counter. [

“The outlook Is very blue,” he an-
nounced, YHowever, I have one berth

wisly h!
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“The Qutiook s Very Blue.™

| Spanish grandee

ant). and a stroll through the pletur
esque old French quarter and along the
Jeves next day, helped to render his
enforced stay In New Orlenns delight-
ful, Interesting, and Inktructive, Foy
Sunday he planned an early morning
vielt to the old French market, around
which atill llngers much of the ple-
turesque charm and colorful romance
of n day that Is done—that echo of
yvesterday, as It wera, which has left
New Orleans an Individunlity as dise
tinet ag that which the olden, golden,
godless days have left upon San Fran-
clsco,

He rose before six o'clock,
fore; found a taxl, with the driver
sound asleep Inaide at the curb In
front of the hotel; gnve the latter hin
instruetions, and climbed In.

Oppoulte Jackson Square the cloy-
Ing sweetnnss of palmetto, paim, and
fig burdened the nir, Ahove the
rumble of the tuxi Ae could hear the
distant babel of voices In the Freoch
markst across the square. so he
halted the taxicad, allighted, and handed
the driver a bill

“T want to explors this sguare,” he
mid. He had recognlzed It by the
herole statue of Genersl Jackson peap-
Ing through the trees, “I'l walk
through the square to the market, and
you may proceed to the murket and
meet me there. Later we will return
to the hotel™

A Creole glrl—satarry-eved, heautls
ful, rleh with the glorlous coloring of
her mcee—paesed him bound fer the
cathedrnl neross the squnre, ax Web.
ster thought, for she carrled a Inrge
prayer book on her arm. His glance
followed the gir! down the wallk.

Presently she halted., A young man
roge from n bhench where he evidently
had been waltlng for her, nand
bowed low, his hnt clagped te his
hrenst, a2 only a Frenchman or &
wn bhow, Wahster
saw the Creole girl turn to him with a
lttle gesiure of pleasure. She ex-
tended her hand and the young man
kissed It with old-fashloned courtesy,

John Stuart Webster with revereng
and wistful eyes watched thelr meet-
ing.

“Forty yenra old.” he thought, “and
I haven't spoken to a dozen women
that cansed me a second thought, or
who weren't postmistresses or biscuit
ghooters! Forty years old and ['ve
never heen In love! Springtime down
that little path and Indian summer in
my old fool henrt. Why, I ought to
be arrested for fallure to live”

The lovers were walking slowly,
arm in arm, along the path by which
the girl had come, 0 with a courtesy
and gentleness that were Innate (n
him, Webster stepped out of sight be=
hind the statne of Old Hlickory; for
he did not desire, by hls mere pres-
ence, to Intrude a discordant note In
the perfect harmony of those two hu-
man hearts, He knew they desired
that sylvan path to themselves; that
evidently they had sought thele early
morning tryst Iin the knowledge that
the square was llkely to be deserted
at this hour.

The young man was spenking as
they passed; his volce wns rich, plens-
ant, vibrant with the earnestness of
what he had to say: with u pretty
lttle sllver mounted walking stick he

thare

| slmahed at spears of gronss alengeide

In No. 84 reserved by a gentleman
who was to call for It by two o'clock
to-day.” He looked at his watch. "It
Is now a (uurter of one, If the reser
vatlon lsn't clalmed promptly at twe
o'clock 1 shall cancel It and reserve
for you both berths In that room, If
you will be good enough to leave ma
your name and address 1 will tele-
phone you after that hour. In the
meantime, you may make reservation
of the other berth In the same state-
room. [ feel very confident that the
reservation in No, 84 will pot be called |
for, Mr.—er—" '

“Welister—John 8,
are very kind, indeed.
Charles."

“Be there at a quarter after two,
Mr. Websater, and yon will hear frum]
me promptly on the minute," the clerk
assured him; whereupon Webster pald |
for one berth and departed for his |
hotel with a feelipg that the clerk's
report would be favombls,

True to his promise, at preclsely a
quarter after two, the rticket Pll!!'l‘
teleptioned Webster at hin hotel that |
the berth In No, 34 had bheen cnnceled |
and the entire stuleroom WwWas LOow &t
his disposal, "

|
|
|

Webhster, Ynui
I'm at the St |

“If you will be good enough to give
me the name of your valer” he con-
cluded, “1 will A1l In both names on
my passenger manifest and send the
tickets ro your hotel by messenger im-
medintely, You can then sign the tick-
ets—I1 have already signed them as |
witnesas—and pay the messenger.” |

I

“Waell, 1 haven't engaged that valet ||

& yer" Weliater hegan.

“What's the odids?” He's going to |
miss the bhoat, anyhow, All 1 require
is & name.™

“Thut ought to he a simple request |
to comply with., Let me see!” |

“1 read n book once, Mr, Webster,
and the valet In that book was called
Andrew Bowers" I

“Bowers s a fine old English name, |
Lot us zeek no further, Andrew Bow.
ars It 18" '

“Thank you. All yon have to do
then !s to remember to slgn the name,
Andrew Bowers, to one ticket. Don" |
forget your valet's nama now, and hall
evervthing up.” and the clerk hung up,
langhing.

Hulf an honr later a hoy from the
stenmship office arrived with the tlek-
ets, collected for them, nnd departed,
leaving John Stusrt Wehsier singu-
larly pleased with himself snd at
peace with the entire world, [

A “"inrge" dinner at Antoine’s that
night (Wehser had heard of Antoine's |
dinnera, both large and small and was
rescived not to leave New Orieans un.

the path; the girl was crying a little,
Nelther of them had seen him, so he
entered o path that led from them at
right angles.

He had proceeded hut a few feet
along this trall when. through a break
in the shruhbery ahead of him. he saw
two men. Brief as was his glimpse of
them, Webster Instantly recognized
the two Central Americans he had
seen In the steamship ticket office two
days previous.

They wera not wialking as walk twe
men ahroad at this hour -for a con-
stitutional. Nelther did they walk as
walk men, churchward bound, A
slight, skulking alr marked thelir prog-
ress, and caused Webhster to wonder
fdly what they were stalking.

He turned Into the path down which
the two men had passed, not with the
slightest Idea of shadowing them, but
becuusge his destination lay In that
direction.

Hoth men had forsaken the graveled
path and were walking on the soft vel-
ver of blue grass lawn that tringed 1t1

“Perhinps I'd better deaden my hoof
beats wlsa,” John Stunrt Wehster
solllequlized, and followed sult Mnme
dlately,

{To be vantinuely

Housekeeping.

We went housckeeping Immedintely
upon our marringe, for mosher sald
she despised these boarding people,
she went to housekeeplpng when sh
was arried, and she meant all hey
children should do the sunie: and I
thelr hushunds weren't able to go t
houseReeping then they weren't abh

| o b husbnnds, and there was an end

of It; und no two people, she suld
brought up In different fushions, could
upite thelr lives Into one without soms

‘Inmving, nod a third party was sure ta

turn that jar into an earthgunke : and
If there were fewer third parties hal
the trouble would be done n wiy with
for she helleved half the divorces Bl
sepurations and quarrels Iln the St

¢ were brought about by boarding houm

Intimspcles with third purties.—Harrlg

L Prescott Bpoflerd,

Menace to Locusts,

Locusts In Algeria liave fonnd m
dangerous enemy in a fly which fole
lows them snd Inys Ite CEEs where they
lay theirs,

Good Reasona for Optimism,
The little world of ours Is not grows
Ing worse to the men and women whe

il he had visited the famous restaur . & dolng thelr best to muke It Lelteg,

t)




