My Own Four Walis
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DY AVERTED

1A GREER PET

har refined

tain shea seemod a bil
A spot of vivi

._.l -

cheoks and ghone with the

oYy

Lright, glassy sparkle characteristic

of the copsumptive

“1 have been very {1 for six week
and during all that time 1 watched
vour little house from my window at

the haotel and In Hen of other diverelon

I found myself weaving all sorts of

dream pictures about it., Somehow,
| formed an attachment for the place,
ind  resoclved that =6 s6on as  my
«trepgth permitted I'd pay It my re-
spects My husband 18 most sollel

as carefully as a

her ehild,

tous and
mother doe

Euards me

Business call

o him to town to-day and—well, _\‘mll
know the old adage, "when the eat's
away.,! [ am afraid, however, 1 ghall
pay dearly for my outing as I'm tired |

to exhaustion."
The moutaineer roge hastily,
“l.et me fix you a dram,” she sald,

politely, “I've got a full pint that
hain't never beon teched, and it's fine,
ton!  Nothin' is more peartenin’ than

a little

i licker! ™
declined the

Her guest smilingly
generous offer, and

hostess went on:

“Yer orter take It reegular—vyver go
puny looking and yaller! Ef yer'd
tay out here in the mountings and

ttake off them tight fixings, yér'd soon
git stout HKe me

O, do you think g0?" the visitor In-

terposed My husband T'.'.Illl.llj;',h!l\'
dislike the country—the mountains
being his pet averslon—but he'd glad- I
ly ‘e busing soclety, every-
thinge vie tuy health restored. The [
thought of having to leave John, of |

he probability of anolher being en-

shrined In his heart is

unspeakably

maddening! I can't bear 1t!"
She covered her face with  her
mall, jeweled hands and wept softly.

The mountaln woman

ald & rough hand on the

went and

eolden hair.

over

take on so, bekase that won't he'p

It nons 'Ef wishes wuz hay stack
e'd all 1 ity of feed fur our

nags this winter Fur thint matter,

"Taln't

that's

volur may outlive all of us vit.

hey punde dies fust i sot
fact!

The
by the flreplac
In silence.

Ve
tha

umed her seat

e and relighted her pip

mountalneer re

Hone " she sald, after puffing al
the pipe till it “drawing” satls-
factorily, “yer don't know what Lrou
) Death bad, 1I'll allow, but
Ll v A | !

Her guost ed up Inqu y
“f ] ) that trouble pen
A nere? L Kl

L child! | hain't never knowid
nothings: f ] i the answer.
Y O ¢ In eitles and dress
in yer il} ani itinsg haln't no idy
how ua moo falks has Lo shift
O Keen Ol and Dodly together, It's

ork. work, from in up to sun down
from 'arly morning tell late at night,
and then woe never haw nothing but

alr jujinerally In deht, We wimmen

not only does the cooking, washing,
orning, and ralse regular herd Of
eildren, bul we're capal i T gell
or brash fur flre wood, cut sprout
and work In the f betwoeen Lime
NGO Wone W L old afore our Lim¢
and go all hm el over and don't
" 1K nothinge when w do Lry Lo
g up—which awin't often, the Lor
knaws! 1 ne o 1 houling, far
1 wu ent to the fie afora 1 wu
Har blg 1 1o tote a hoe, at
ar I stayed till | z Tourt . when
| run off and mn Il It 12 ks
§113 from 1t frying pan into tl
nre ur my 1 i H nlor
[ yuz olechteen v LRV i {
and I hoad to make t ivine fur him
ind our L Ei
She at for some moments in deep
thatraction
It wuz har | mnehow [ man
g kKeep gur e ATy W I
ind hoen LBy Erowd up, everyhbody
he wiz the purtiest gal In
K1 nty Eyes ag blue as bea
n & while; and saft o # baby
and halr s yaller an them merrygald
i S0 | neadoed her at home Lo
T L H Oonly I ner to twao
Ol UL It wuz i Eht 1o the
) | how the ehild irnt! I kin
i her now ; ! y her pap's bed
riadin’ Lh riptur o Litn-—all erboul

the

she gaid, gently, “Don’t |

Norer and the ark

! and Joner swallerin’
the whal ',“

Agaln she paused. Her eyes had
become tender asg a child's.
“When she had turned into her

fourteenth year,” she finally resumed,
“thar come along one day a stranger,

He looked ke them men down thar
| at the hotel In hls dresglng, wuz good
looking, well mannered and had a
voice like a woman's, And how he
tid dress! His pockets Jest bulgoed
with money. He wuz a artist, and
nothing would do bBut he miust paint
lL.osy's pictur. He ‘lowed ef he could

peint a face like hern his reppylation |

wonuld be made. My old man wuz

bed rid with drapsy of the heart; the

last payment on the place wuz nearly
due; I negded the money, and sgo 1
tuck him to board, Wwhen I giv in
fur Losy to set fer the pictur he laid

Rooted to the spot.

v hran’ new fifty dollar bill in my
hand. 1 felt like drappin® on my
knees apd thanking him. God! 11
could have seod his black heart, I'd |
a sunk a knife throngh and through
it afore placing my little gal in sich
danger!”

Again she paused and tho visitor

broke In:

“Pray go on with the story I'tn
particularly Interested In artists, for
my husband bolongs in that calegory

ah! such an one as he is! Two
continenty delight to do himi honor!"

The mwountaineor appeared not o
car, but contin | Ler parrative as
i Iking to hersell

“Phe nlght at him and Losy ran
away my man dicd—ealling for our
little gal with his last breath—and

then 1 wuz loft in the old home aloue.*

“And losy-—your dauvghter—what
hecamme of her?”

“Mighty nigh a yoear pass and no
word come, though something "'peared
to tell me she'd come bhack, On a
(‘hiristmaes Eve, | wuz settin' afore the
fireplace, thinking of the happy days
that wuz gono from me forever. All
at onet I sensed that some one wuz
at the winder looking In at me, |
turned and  geed iy litlle gal,
but O, ) T, y pitiful and sorrow- |
full With a ery of joy I flew to the
door, the L upen, and ketehed her
to my | t w8 her little body
fe:]l falnting In hor mammie arms!
PPore little gal! P'are little J.osy!
she went away a child, and come hack
i broken-hearted woman! 1 brung
her In and nomaehow got her to bed,
and Hoo0; | eonld leave her | ecalled
to Bob Strunk to go feltch a doctor
(i . « We worked with her
i might, but "twarn't no use! I'd
found her jJest fo lose her agln!  Jost
i (3T COomie up over Indian moun-
tain ghoe breathed her lagt—died in my
HEREIT: thank God fur that! No word
passed her lips but thar wuz a lool
n her face that makes me kuow my

tle gal 18 at e

Tears coursed unrestralnedly down
tho irrowed oheal but no sound
escaped the firm, set lip The little
womnon in white glhided forward and
threw Ler arm impulsively around

the elder woman's neck,
"Poor dear!"” sald she in a volee Ml

f sywpathy., “How you have suffer-

| blg chesinut tree on th

| tain,
| fast as

You weroe quite right.
learned the

‘sorrow,’

I have not
meaning of the

l'i’_
a8 yel
word

There were tears in her eyes as ghe

stopdl  stroking the woman's coarse
halr,
“1 buried heor by her pap under the

hill,  The old

place never ‘'pearedd the same atter
that. Someliow 1 couldn't  content
myself no more, fur everything put

e in mind of hor so, the flowers she'd

planted, her books and the old tree
whar she nsed to swing., 1 felt like
I'd shorely go deranged lessen I went

way oll summers, so I sold the place
and ecut ont, ., ., They alr sleep-
ing side by side way over on yan side
of that range of monntings—fall fifty
mile from here It's been ten year
aro, and all that I've watehed
and waited! I brung jest two things
away from the old home—my old
man's shotgun and the partly finlshed
pletur of Losy, The pletur I8 mine,
it's all I've got left of my little gal,
but the logd in that 'ar gun s fur him
—the devil that wrecked my home—
and as shore as God sets on  the
throne, I'll send him to Kingdom come

fime

¢f he ever crosges my path! The
blood of my man and Losy crles out
fur vengeance,”

The visitor shuddered as her eyes

inadvertently sought the rack in which
the gun rested

“And the pleture,”
rising inflection,

The mountain woman walked to the
wall opposlite and drew back a flower-
ed calico curtaln,

A ery of admiration eame from the
vigitor's lips a9 she went over and
critieally inspected hall finished
canvas, Truly the woman had spok-

she sald with a

:H'

en the truth, the face depicted was
beautiful as an ongel's, Incomparably
lovely—a veritable Madonna—a face

to dream about,

“Wrought by a master's hand,” the
vieftor mused as che continued to
feast on its lnveliness,

A shndow fell across the threshold,
but the woman before the
unfinished canvaz falled to note |t
Not go the rough woman of the moun-
She eanght heyr breath hard and
and beheld the
a tall, hendsome man of dis-

nppenrn wias a

landing

she looked up

intruder-
tingnished

nee. Thoro

smile on his lips, bat it faded quickly
away when lils eves met thpse of the
mountainecr, 1lls eolor {led and his

face bhecame s
The woman of the hut
ond transfixe

Wlanly agad

and worn.
slood for a see-

i, Her eyves echanged from
an expression of surprise {o o metal
e, dangerons glitter Flor faece now
hard and steely broke into almost a

smlle ag she
the gun
knees

ad to the spot,

renched for
The man's
lle sgtood root-
ITer teard the elieking
of the weapon as the intrepld woman
befare him ecochked it—and then—

turned and
above her hoad.

smote tocother,

The woman bhefore the canvas turn-
ol suddenly, cing him, came
forward with a smile upon her face
and ker little k :\-?J"li.

“0, John!" merrily, “I
thonght for the day,

and

13 autstri
«h calt
she  sald,

you were gone

and ran away, It has heen such fun,
«0 please don't geold, for I feel better,
really.” Turning to her hostess she

c¢xplained:

“I want you lo meet my hushand.”

The rugeged woman of the moun-
tains stood irresolute. Her fingers
eagerly sought the {rizger, but the
pale face of the wife deterred her.
There was a moment of indeelsion, of
wavering, and then she resolately
turned and placed the guan baek in tho
rick.

The man in the doorway fainted.

Alarmed at
Walter

“Load."”
Citinig the  Yale foothall

conch, lells the story of o young Yale
“tudent who came to New York to wit-
ness o foothall game, and who eele-
brated the victory ol his team by vis-
HE 1o many cates. He accompanied
some friends to a theater in the even-
ing, where the perfurmanece was in

pantomime, At the conclusion of the
performance. ho  exclalmed; “I'm
drunker than 1 thought I was, [
haven't beea able to understand a
gingle word of the whole play."—New

York Times,




