THE FALLS CITY TRIBUNE, FRIDAY, JANUARY 3, 1908

Meht!

Don't you forgit when you bose
— well — comfortable — aha — ha-ha!

Mobby on one cheer aha-—ha-ha, And
we'll bose take the fence down to-
morrow. Mebby all three!™

Iv.

Suppose She Had Greased Her Hair?

Seffy sauntered confidently up The
Hill of Delight upon which Sally's
house stood. When within sight of it
he polished his hat on his sleeve, set
the butterfly necktie stralght, felt that
the apochryphal diamond was sofe,
and marched up to the house—only to
arrive & little later than a bugey from
which 8am Priiz, he was certain, had
extracted Sallv. If it had not been for
thought of his fther, which oppor-
tanely came, Seffy would have gone

stralght home—=o (il his heart fall
him.

And then Inztantly there was anoth-
er and better renson for staying, Sally
had geen him. As he wavered—which
ghe geomed to know—she came hurey-
ing down upon him. [t was too late
then, even if he had had the courage
tw retreat from sueh dear danger, She
put her arm within his, and, leaning
bowitchingly upon it, led him into the
house, chattering fervidly—the most
willlng of captives to the most begull-
ing of captors. For Sally had put on
all her witeheries for this night ot
nights.

Once within she added the charm of
the accomplished amatenr hostess—
doing fascinating thingk which needed
no doing—hovering about Seffy like
the very spirit of a home—so that he
had the intoxicating sense of difficulty
In Neeping from being entangled in
her fluttering arms and garments, For
his feet, unused to Elysium, wonld
cateh  themselves In her whirling
skirts—ag if they knew better than
be their ultimate destiny.  Ail this
was w splendid revelation to Seffy.
He had never, in all his dreams of her
tand they were legion!) fancied this
goft and winning domesticity, It
went to his head like alecohol—oplum—
ether—making it so light and happy
as 1o be quite useless to him.

Sa, when Sally finally took the tall
hat and went Lo deposit it In the dark
parlor, Seffy followed her, for no bet-
ter reason than the things in the basin
bave for following the magnet. And,
understanding this, Sally looked over
her shoulder at him. And then, snuff-
ing hor conquest at a distance, ghe
lmughed and mercifully stopped for
him to cateh up, that she might present-
Iy surrender. She got his hand-—to
lead him, Only that!

“You cgre a lot for—your hat, don't
you, Sef—Seffv? And you want to—to
—goe''—he couldn't see a thing—""that |
I—that 1—put it at a safe-—place?"

Still by the hand further into the
darkness!

And Seffy honestly tried to prevarl-
cata for her a “Yes" Hut he wasn't
thinking of the treasured hat at all,
only the hand—that it was deliciously
warm and soft and electrical. Suod-
denly she stopped very elose to him.
Only he was so dull! He did oot
know! Heavens! when a girl waits
for & youth to come close to her in the
dark—what else can she mean? DBut
Sefly actually did not know,

‘Sam's over there! I[I—Il—wish—he
—wausn't!"”

To whisper it she had to put one
hand on his shoulder, How else could
she whisper 1t?7 And she laughed a
low bubbling laugh—half-confesslon—
half-deflance—all invitation!

Seffy stooped to whisper back to her.
Sally walted.

"1 know!"

Only that!-—Sally was disappointed
For it wag the custom in that day and
vicinage and In such circumstances to
kiss a girl without fail. And could a
girl do more than this by way of in-
vitation? You must have perceived
that Sally was learned in these mat-
ters. And you may he sure she did
not forget Seffy's bashfulness and his
tnexperience. But surely any one
would understand that much—in the
dark! It argoes heavily for the depth
of Sally's affection for Seffy that she
kept her temper, for the loging of
which she was almost ag famous as
her father had been for losing his, and
only sighed desperately. Any other
girl would have left hope—and Seffy

—behind. At that moment, happily,
Sam was heard to move. She put hes
hand on Sofly's mouth as I some
danger were there And Seffy, by a
sort of Instinet, It must have been,
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horeditaments. Sally’s band erept up
insidiously about Seffy’'s neck, But
then it was fearfully withdrawn.

“Pleasge don't grease your hair here
after,” sald Sally. But she kissed it!

“Hereafter! Hereafter!" Seffy's
heart pounded.

“Suppose 1I'd grease my hair!" sald
Sally speclously.

The horror conjured up was factl-
tious. Remember where her head was
roating. But an allen element was
now ralsisd between  them. Sefly
moved away. Malds should not cavil
even at olled hair—=o0 early in their
conrtship! More fascination was
neoded—perhaps only a soft cooing

wiird
“You—yvou wonldn't  like

would you?"'—still moekly,

“No!'" Seffy answered, puszled, “My
Sunday eoat would git greased!”

“My sleeve did!”

She inspected a soilled sleeve—in
the ray from the- hall—which had no
spot on it!

that—

“I don’t care for the sleeve. It'll
wash out, But Sam—he Bees
every——"

She  laughed and was about to

plunge recklessly back into his nrms.
But her hair was beautiful! And she
had made It more so for him. He
must soe It! She plutged further into
the ray from the hall lnmp instead and
flung it forward about her face. It
clung and elustered there llke an
aureole. Seffy, In his briel life, he
thought, had seen nothing more di-
vine. She looked saucily up at him
out of the tops of her eyes. His adora-
tion made her very happy.

“There! aln't that nleer than
vourn?" She buried her fingers in the
splendid mass, and  pushed it into
further disorder until it lay close—
shining about her face.

“Ohy Sally,” safd Seffly, appronching
as I she were some goddess,
“wear It that way always!”

The nllen thing was gone!
were in rapport once more!

They

“They'd have me in an asvium in
no time, But—"
sSomehow, Sefly's arms opened to

Invite her back and she came with a
low reckless laugh. The wild sheaf of
her hair lodged again close under his
chin, He recklessly thrust his face
into it. Its perfume in his nostrils
and its movement against his skin
were ineffable. He Kissed it, Again
it was the strange fashion of the
cavalier-—in those kisses! Where did
he learn §?

“Oh, Bally, wear It always so!" he

begeed again, And-—good heavens!—
he put his lips down upon it once
more!

“Just when you come to see me,"”

| murmured Sally to the lapel of his
cont.,

“Sally—8ually, you are an angel!”
sald Seffy

And this one litle word which came
to dull Seffy so happily out of his (a-

vorite song made the coquette very
serious,
“Not an angel, Seffy, Sef—Seffy,"

she sald with her head a little down,
“1 don't think you would like me to he
such. [I'm not! Angels never laneh,
you know—nor love, And | want to
do a lot of both. But—but—Seffy, 1'd
like be something very nlce—to
you, What is the nicest thing a girl
can be to you?"

“A glster!” venturad Seffy, who had
never had one,

Sally shivered, then laughed,
she took herself away from Seffy.

The Pressel temper flamed a mo-
ment, and certain words began to form
in her mind Hke “Fool!'™ and “Go!"
and “Damn!" For, | think 1 haven't
told you that Sally sometimes swore
In extreme clreumstances, Her father
had done so.

She spoke with that trifle of hard
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brutality which came out now and
then

“You know whal they say at the
store—that 1 flirt and am not niee in
other ways, and they're right But 1
o want to be nice to you, though not
a  sister—qulite I"gh! And, you
know, one thing they sgay Is trug—my
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temper. look out for that! You must
always take tlme to forgive s and let

-

me nsk to be | iven.”
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Dreceaunet

Now, | beg (o nsk you whether ap
amende wis ever more deliglous—econ-
sldering that much of what she a2aid
to and for S8cffy was meant to and for
herself alone? Indeed, before ghe got
throngh with i, it had affected hor |
quite as ¥ Seffy had pleaded {1, and

her volce sank to it pretly moezgo, |
then quivered a bit, and sahe under
stood that was answering  heveelf!

“Seffy, I nm nwfully sorry!”

“For whit, Sally?" asked Seffy

Sefty, dull Seffy, really did not know
for what But there s something
which God gives the dull, as well as
the sprightly witted, that outleaps
words to comfort sorrow. And this
Beffy had abundantly., It first ex-
proessed (tself In the strong young arms
which agaln closed in utter silonce
upon the sorrowing one.

Presently (perhaps you have not |
forgotten how It 18?) in the same sl
lence, Seffy's lips found hers—not uI
the victor pounces upon the spoil ut|
his conquest—but slowly, uncertainly, |
unconfidently—as If the lips were a |
saint’'s relles; and Sally walted, not
as she had walted before, but In the
knowledge that her hour had come,
and that this kiss—ithe first this yvouth
had glven to woman sinee his mother's
died in his Infaney—must not be re-
celved az others had been, but ns sa
credly as It came; and when it finally
fell the Hos of the conuetie aulvered
as they recelved it, and then suddenly
sobbed, and did not know why—

Do you?

“l have never kissed no one but
mother,” sald Sefly, who felt helnous,
“T don’t know how! I don’'t know what

made me do it—I coulda't help it. It
won't happen again=—"
Whereat Sally laughed and clung

about Seffy's dellghted neck and eried
to his puzzled heart:

“Yes, It will!” )

And Kisged him buel!

“Sally,” sald Seffy with solemnity,
"do you mean it?  You not mad?”

“Seffy,” sald Sally, “l1 am not worth
it. 1 have been kisged by everybhody
who wanted to kiss me—and | have
kissad everybody | wanted to kissg!™

“I am sorry for you, Sally,” sald
Sefly, not meaning at all what she
thought he meant—nor anything quite
clear to himself, except that she had
recklesely squandered something pro-
clous.

“1 am, too, now,"

And then

“T shall nevel
1o more.”

“Nor | anyvbody bat vou, Seffy.”

And, as It may in
that moment, Selly was the greater, |
braver and stronger, and Sally but the
walting, willlng woman—ias she ought
to have beon. Indeed, Seffly was |
courageous enough to have put that
question which might, perhaps, trans- |
mute the pusture-field fnto one of those |
that le within the borders of Xlysium.

But Sam  moved—with  decision,
They flew apart, Though he did not
ut once enter It was too late—the
rapport was broken.  Nevertheless,
such things can be mended, If there is

Kkiss no one but you,

strange LR LW

time, It is quite certain that if they |
could have continued a little jonger
in that duark parlor, with only the |

small ray of the lamp from the hall
to llghten it, everything the sleepless
old man at home so ardently wished |
might have been accomplished and
they might have taken down that
line-fence the next day and then have
lived happy ever after—quite in the
way of the old-fashioned story-books,
For Seffy was silll brave to audacity,
and Sally was ver at his merey—and
happy to bhe 8o,

And here, If we were not arrived at
a ellmax, 1 would venture to halt this
history for o moment that we might
discuss o bit those trifles o life which |
the anclents ealled Fate: and  for
which, or the lack of which, life often
EOGs awry!

But while Sefly's courage grew
ngain, and Sally’s hope, the door on
the other side of the room opened and
the odlous Sam came through,

V. !

Seffy's Sitting-Up—and Down Again. |
However, there was another door— |

|
|
)

and Sam arrived only to hear it close |
upon Seffy, whom
pushed through it
“Seffy?" asked Sam onsually
"Yes!" answered Sally, quite unable
to keep the joy out of her volee, “he's
just come, and gone out to the spring
~for a-—drink!” prevarieated Sally
“He'll drink something. i
By which S8am moant gome kind of
an animal, with his water,
“Nothing but water'” said
meaningly Sam percelved instantly
"how the land lay.,” and made his cun
ning plang. Sam was not dull e
returned to the gitting room with Sal
ly—where Seffy presently followed, 1|
wm sorry to say, lilke a conquering |
hero—at which Sam gloated
'nfortunately for Seffy
knows
Firat «
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"And,” sald S8am Insldiously, “we'll
slng You ale, me tenor, Seffy
baas.”

"1 ean't
enslly,
mnke
sl

an«g

ging no bags!"”
“nnd Sam knows It
no Tool off of me Go on, 1°'10
here and—and —iénjor myself™

Thiz was the diveet rustle challenge,
with aplomb! Ham might chooss his
wenpons! It made no odde! And
Sally had to take 1t up for Selty. This
she lovally did,

Unfortunntely, whon Sally went to
the organ Seffy was at her back and in
the sghadow—the lamp had to be
moved—and In  that sleepy-hollow
chair. But ghe had all possible con-
fidence in him—and, alas! he had In
For a while he feasted his
eyes upon the exquigite back she had
turned to him-—and then, with a thrill
of possession, Inventoried the halr he
had Kkissed—a little disordered-—tha
lips—the waist he had embraced—
how glorious that was! It seemed al-
most lmpossible now that he had done
it. And the hands—what® He was
lost for a moment. Then he was
plowing opposite his father, The volce

snfll Seffy
He can't

which had so sweetly—what was It ex- |

actly it had sald—what?—he was
nearing the lue stake—still plowing—
he could hear the voloe guite distinet-
Iy—many of them—a choir—"1 want

to e an angel.” Bally spomed mierily
there—but he was stlll plowing -—now

he stoppod—more and more mist—
Sefly slept,

Siam stopped hils tenor
might hear him sleep,

“He sald he couldn't
grinned Sam,

Sally’s hand flew to her heart.

that Sally

ging bass!"

Sha

yet with the feeling, of a lark., It was
glmply the joy with which Seffy had
filled her—only Joy, vast and free. The
red fnmed In her cheeks at what
she saw. | shall not deseribe it, No
lover was ever more ahject—no lady
was evor more furions! Wae see the
comedy of It only., We would not have
been hurt, eh?  But we did not live
then or there nor under Sally’s curious
small condittons—nor with Sally's tem-
per,  Curlonsly enongh, this Scriptiutre
came to Sally's mind:

“Could yo not wateh with me one

hour?

You know what strange and inop-
portune things come Into the dis.
tressed, unguarded mind

Hully with a dlgulty which
even Bam hidd not suspected, and sald

“Gentlemen, night.”

Vi.
The Clothes-Pin Cure.

The old man had plowed six tmoes
around the sixacre field the next
morning, singing and whistling his
unearthly tune as he went, when Sefly
anlimbered at the bars and gtarted the

Eod

L big bay around in the apposite diree

tlon, The first time they passed his
father only winked mysteriously and
continued to whistle. The next time
he stopped.
“Wie won't
hah, Sef?

morning,
Suy—

#0 home tell
I usen’t to myself,

! looks like somesing oceurred after ol

liuh ?
unless

Seffy was sllent

“Thut's right Kiss but
For telling breaks the spell.
had one and want another—Ikigs bt
shut your head up.  Say—you don’t
wiunt to be no anchel now, | expeet,
hah? Mebby you own one?"

But Seflfy and the mare had disap
pointingly passed on.

“Well! Gee—Wo—way it
along!™  And he also made another
furrow—In a less happy temper

When they met pgain

“Whoa!” roared the ald man,
the mare stopped—tirembling In
He langhed Dotz still
sponded if Seffy did not,

“Sef—Seify, did anysing oceur?"

Sefly faltered gutltily a moment

“Yes," he gald, then briefly, “some-
thing always oeccurs."

“Sef—Sefly, but
ture-—-="

Seffy sturted the mare,

“Whoa!" roared the old man again,
with the same result,  But he did not
laugh this time. He sat on the handles
of his plow and regarded his son, He
was vaguely disturbing.

“Say—" he began ominously,
didn't git sot out?"”

“Uhu,"” answered Seffy

“What! Why, you durn—

But then he laughed.

“Shiny hat no good 7"

Seffy sald no.

“Nor the
Brease, nor

No one don’t stay tell morning

nefer tell

srien '}
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the hair
gosh-aa’

diamond, nor
nossing?  Oh
mighty! Gee—wo—wny!"

But before they met  agiin, his
galety had glven wny to an immense
disappointment. The tragedy of the

| slituatlon had prevalled with him, oo
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He thoughtfully pulled the boy's ahirt
into place,

“Sel,” he sald, “tell me about It
'm worrey | laughed! PBut 1 lofe that
pasture and you lofe Sally, Lot's not
be fools, but git "em. 1 expect you feel
a Hitle bad, But tmobby you'll feel
boetter If you talk about (6 That Is the
way wiss me, | know; when anvsing
oecurs 1 lke to gabble about It—and
go and do 1t again-=better,” He lot
his hand rest kindly on Seffy's shoul-
der. To this his son responded,

“I fell asleep,” sald Seffy, sniffling
ominonsaly,

“Of course,” sald his father, with a
comforting movement of his hand.
“That's right.,”

Sefty was amazed—and comforted.

“1 expect 1 snored——"

"Er—yas—you do snore, Sef. Efery-
body does. It's the Lord's fault, 1 ex
poect.” X

“In & nlce cheer—->"

“Yas—you oughtn't 'a’" set In no
nice cheer, Sef; somesing uneasy {s
better."

“Didn't wake up till daylight.”

“Where was you then, Ser?”

“In the cheer—S8al—Sally's cheer,”

The worids stuck pltitully In his
thront
"Yas—" wald the old man, looking

away, “! don't blame you, Sof”

“It was a pasteboard thing-—like a
tombstone—pinned on my bosom-—-"

*Val!'" eried hiaz father—the “w
would become v’ oin cnsos of sudaon
emotion,

"astebonrd — tombstone!” Selly's
head dropped in shame, “With things
printed on t—'Sephonijah P Boam-
gailoer, Junlor, Wont to His Rest,
June 10th, 1871, in the 20th year of his
Gone Not, Bat Forgot—Itead
PBackwards. ™

His father stifled a lnugh, It was an
old tilek to him, o

“What—whut did you do then?" he
asked in as matterof-fact a4 volee a8
he could command.

“Sneaked home.

“Gone nol, but

ards, hah?"

"

§oe

It was daylight!
forgot-——reald back-

He conldn’t quite make it out. That
wag new. Seffy helped him.

“Forgot, but not gone."

There wns no  restralnt  to his
father's laughter now. After It had
subsided he asked:

"What id you do wiss the tomb-

Atone "

"Left it there,"”

“That's bad, Seffy. He'll put it up
at the store an’” you ken nefer go there
no more."”

Seffy's look of horror was
minder (o hilg father that it
have bheen better not Lo say that

n re-
wounld
It

Old Danmpgartner hoad  tremendous
aplomb,

“Nefar mind-—nefer mind, Mebhy
he  won't sink of that"—though he

knew the gtore clerk would be certain
to think of it

Upon a sudden thought the old man
lenpad up.

“And where was Sam?
you woke up?

"1 don't know.™

“But—he wasn't there—at Sally's?"

“No,” sald Seffy hopelessly,

His father elutehod his shoulder and
set him on hig feet

“"Well—you dam' little (Wdjlot—aha—
ha-ha—don't you see that you did set
him out—say! Why, vou're a winner,
Seffy! I'm prouwd of you!"

Seffy started and looked a little less
inert,  His father laughed hugely

“1 knowed yvou'd do it!  Aha—haha!
Nobody koen et a numeariner
courting. a gal! What's sleeping—If
vou stayed! Hub! You stayed (ell
daylight! Sef—U'm laughieg! Why, 1
used 1o slecp when | set up wiss yvon'
mammy efery time another fellor was
there, 1 done 1t apurpose! And she'd
wilke me up when the other feller was
gone and it eame time for me o go.
Why-—say-—I1 stayed and slept  all
nlght—tell broad daylight and go home
wiss the cows In the morning—many
u time! Yasslr! Chust like you, Sef!
Sef, you're all right Goshens, but
you had a narrow excape, thoogh!
Chust suppose you'd 'a' woke up and
forgot what you was up to—you do that,
sometimes, Sef, when you're dreamy —
and gone home befors you rememboers
e that you wae out-setting him!
He'd ‘&' had yon dead, Seffy, dead and
buried in the famlily lot. Hut you got
him, Seffy, ol' boy—and Sally, too, be.

Say! When

goshens! Shull we got at the fence
{ today?” Beffy did not respond.  And
hig father Knew better than most of

us where suggestion should stop

“All right. We bose busy today.
Mebby we better let it be tell to-mor-
row."

Of course Old Baumgartner was well

that hisx logle would not bear

the least soruatiny And he reguarded
Soffy anxlously a8 he raced through
| But dull happy Sefly saw no Naws

In it He agreed with his father that
he had out-sut Sam And, If it had not
heten oo plalnod weldental, he wonld
have adopted the funey that he had
| had a herole purpose In It 0 Con
e his [nthe Ingle 1o hi
il !
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Nuf ! Yus taved tell daylght! Woks
up and staved' Sleeping wod chust t
teh him! Y wias awake all the

time! Lie a lttle, hah?

Hig father was proud of this last,
A8 they drow apart he called baok:

“If she don’t like snoring, Sef, wear
n elothespin when you pet up wise
her—one of them wiss a spring—not?
Abhn—haha!” And then: “You all
right, Sef—yasalr! you all right—you
the vonguering hero eomes! Go right
back—mohhy tomight—you entitled to
do 1"

“"Hegoshens, 1 will!” sald Seffy o
his father's own slogan,

Softy would have pressed his suit
oven without this, 1 think—because of
those moments In the dark parlor.
One does not soon forget that sort of
thing.

“Now,” advised his father, “you

! know well enough what kind of a tem-

per goes wisa her halr—1 use to haf
halr enough onct—and It was red! All
right when It's on your slde. HBut hell
when It's ag'in you. Them red-heads
always regrota—I do and she does!
Bay—Sef—S8effy, don't you let her re-
gret in valn—keteh her while she's at
"

80, Seffy went up the hill agaln—
not that night—which was a mistake
~he conld not gquite bring himself to
that—but the next. And he had washed
the groase out of hig halr and left the
hat at home ax well as the butters
fiy tie and the boots and, if 1 do say It,
he was a very handsome fellow, worth
At least o doson of his rival

tut Sally, watehing for this very
thing, saw him coming and hardenod
her heart, ag Pharaoh did In the face
of proffered felleity, and, by a good
deal of forcbble instruction, she sue-
coeded In getting the Httle mald to
say that she was not at home, The
mald’s untutored face showed Seffy
that she was not telllng the truth,
however, and shoe wag not sorry for it.
She would never have treated Seffy
s0!

Seffy shifted his hat from one hand
to thg other and then spld:

“Tell her—toll her—when she comos
home-—that I'm sorry—" He did not
exactly know what he was sorry for,
and so salldl good night and went,

“He knowod you was al home!" re-
proached the lttle mald. “He waa
sorry for you."

“What did he say?" demanded Sally
savagely.

“To tell you that
when yon got home.”

“"When | got homae?
sty away, | expect,

he was sorry—

Then 1 better
That's what he

VY = A7 PO LYY -4\.‘.‘=4.'I!Lﬂ_"

meant, did he? Well, I'll show him!*™
Hut the mald understood Seffy’s rustle
chivalry and she did not laugh with
her mistress,

Yer, Sally went back to her window
and agaln watehed, hoplng Seffy would
look back. She was not quite sure
what she would do. Perhaps she would
get angry—perhaps—but if he would
only Iook! He did not, and Sally un-
derstood that he had accepted hia
conge a8 she had given It. And quite
as the old man hnd sald, she did regret,
now, and she had regrotted that other

I

night,  But there was more penance
than he had sald or thought. Yet—
there wns the Pressel temper! And It

did not awalt the subsidence of the
sorrow, but rose at once. What busi
ness had he tamely to accept the situ
fitlon?

I am satisfied that there I8 some con:
nection botween red halr and temper.
And | am, further, satisfied that there
I8 even more between the assoclated
fdeas of red halr, temper and regret,
But my diffeulty 18 to determine just
where each stands. Logleally, the re
gret pught to come last. But, to Sally,
and In thiy ease, (t came in the mid

die. For, she began and she ended
without It, but she distinotly remem-
bored having had 1t Therefore, 1t

must have been in the middle

And Sam administered Seffy's coup
de grace! Perhaps it was aceldental.
But | think It must have been nothing
less than spying and then devillsh in

vention—Iit wag g0 entirely apropos
As Seffly deseended the Hill of De
leht on which Sally’'s pretty little
house stood, Sam nscended {t, singing
o] Selly
i I with u thousand men
N T | yvothe BN und down aegalin™
I i ywin dard Soffy suw
y shalt (T from
ap ol the Hil of De
| | TS 1 Sim wound
1 ! it (
Vil.
The Polson.Spring In the ~otton
Woods,
et on the damg oud
eveping—sally and the o I | —
1 - ] 1 ng
} | ' id, " g he
Idealy rulsed it, as ho a med, he
" me vy that she Lheen
I don't know wl the mat wisy
him! 1 LLhe they
hl | e 8
Wi usked the girl tremulously
hough she ) \ he ain't sick?”




