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THE GOURIBR,

WHY THOMAS SUGC!MBED.

There were but two servants at the
little country place; Thomas, the coach-
man, a native of the village, and Maggie
the maid of ali work, brought by I!n
family from town. The houre was built
on the edge of a rocky slope. In freot
the lawn curved gently towards l..ho
stone jence, aud the large gates which
opened to the highway at either end of
fhe grounds. lo the rar thy steep de
scent had been leveled to a emooth

ward sbu'ting the bissment
; . At either side thie epace wus
:i::::‘“p t» meet the level of the closely

i above.
d'(';‘ao‘":mmﬂ'l eveniog tho' young
Irish girl sat on the bank swingicg her
foot and humming disconeo'ately. A
kennel stood near but the dogs were pot
init. An Irish setter pup lay _:nouon-
less mcroes its entrance with his tawny
piws straight before him. He was
known to huct far aad wide for the
b rds of the air and of the poultry y;_rd,
bat now he would not stir wha_n the girl
called him for fear of burticg a pet
chicken which had crept between his

l.:'(.‘-.oumo Bruno, leave that chicken and

talk to me,” she said again, but the dog
'uldh'.tlil.

“L,mna the carrisge drive edging the

hnkanetbenhimdth?h?nu.

“What is the matter, Maggie? "

“0 ma'am, | am €0 Jonesome! What
with the frogs and tree md-mdno
oge to talk with—even the dogs won't
stay with me. Brunoilmorthen.n_nd
Trimmer went 1o the stable with
TBI! glanced down the driveway which
tdh'dthelmdtmwnumtotho
mﬁqom.lntromdiufmendt:u-
way sata swlid figure smoking a pipe;
at his feet lay Ilﬂlﬂb‘ll!ldl‘offm-
cious aspect but with kindly brown
eyes. Both master and dn;
an altractive ugliness 'br;h marked a
certain similarity belween them.

'l'h::; ol’thn mistress followed
thoee of the maid.

«]s not Thomasgood company? [ un®
derstsnd that be was jilted by a
pamed Bridget O'Flyoo shortly before
nu-eontlwn.bntl::t is D0 reason

not be friends.”

ﬁ:;h,::::hmek the talk out of Tom,’
m‘l.‘:ﬂ-:m on to the old
cherry tree beyood the kildwn-lop.e.
where great clusters of luecious fruit
hung within easy reach. But Maggie

for the ucattainable and saun-
tered slowly across the grass to a tree
n-tﬁocubhchuuml!lndcheuiu
of ioferior flavor grew high lh?nher
head. Standing on tiptoe, her fair com-
m'-hintbtinﬁd with rose, and
the gentie winds lmedlbol_onsooud-f:t
her pretty baif, but the stolid figure in
the doorway still smoked.

“Thomss, you might bring me the

” she called. ;

Now he had been told to save Maggie
any UODecessary lilting mdtogut_m
whatever ehe needed. Kindly obedient,
without removing bis pipe, be strolled
to the house and back with the ladder,
then returned to bis doorway. )

Vexzatiously the girl picked her [fruit.
On many eveoiogs was the little drama
repeated. When cherries grew scarce
the man whose rough exterior hid his
innate chivairy, mountsd the ladder, or
dimbed the tree to piuck for ber the
mw:ummmn

Cherries early and |ate were gone, and
po break had been made in the firm
armor with which the mlothnn-.
was encased —and still the “knocking’
went on. Simple and direct, be was
m.hnhuh sgainst a pmtty
keen-witted girl. The tuue-ol.hu
beart was guarded by pride, determina-
tion and obstinacy, sod the rsmem-

implnibl-o (be thought) barner to its
eonlirance.

Tnomas liked womep, but a [aith
rudely shuken csnoot be hastily re
paired; for the fals»ness of one, uthera
must suffer. Somelimss retribution’s
eyes seem blinded or hér memory un-
cerlain, when she unfailingly metes out
life's punichments, but bringe ber ill
gifte to the insoc=nt.

Because Bridget had heen lalse, Tom
could diecern no truth in Maggie's blue
eyes; at Jeast he took it for granted that
nope could be there—he had vot looked-

Three times a day Maggie sat opposite
bim at the little table near the kitchen
window and poured his tea with her
most bewitchiog swile. His favorite
dishes were there, snd the richest of
cream was saved for his coffee. Her
merry laugh rang through the house,
but alas! Tom's gloom was not dis-
pelled.,

Then fate added its “koock.” The
little village possessed a large Irish
population liviug along the railroad,
and in the inuer circles of Hibernian so-
ciety no one was more popular than
Thomas Siatterly. To be sure his
mother was a trifle plain in her dress,
but it svited the simplicity of her
shaoty near the track, and she had a
gala attire purchased on ithe death of
her only daughter and saved for very
grand occasions—a black dress and
heavy crape weil. Conscious of these
elegant possessions she was ordinarily
more than eatisfied with ber old calic)
gown on the one or two days in the
week when by chance she was sober,

Both mother and son were noted for
their wit and How of conversation, (Mag-
gie to the contiary) and no wake was a
success without the presence of Thomas
or a funeral complete unless Mre. Slat-
terly in ber raven weeds, eat among the
mourners. It was only upon the death
of an acquaintance that Thomus ever
requested a day's holiday. The all night
session devoted to the conviviality of the
wake would be followed by the funeral
the next day, and with a headache at-
tributed to lack of sleep, he would re-
turn to his labore,

At the time of this story, Thomas re-
quested a leave of alsence. Maggie
walched him walk forth in his Sunday
clothes after carefully adjusting his best
tie by the kitchen wirror. His heavy
square jaw showed the unswerving
strength which had rendered her bland-
ishments of po avail; but his steady re
sistance had only made him more attrac-
tive.

He went forth with firm, swingiog
tread and the pride o! a strong man, but
at dusk the next day, battered and
bruised, humbled and askamed, he crept
past the house to his room over the
stable.

It happened this way. On the return
from the graveyard the carriages were
crowded acd the talk grew boisterous.

“Tom, how's Bridget,” called an sc-
quaintance.

“O, none of that, he’'sgot a city girl.”
jeered another, “The likes o' Bridget ia
not good enough for him,”

Tom struck out a sinewy arm towards
the speaker and grazed his shoulder.

“So that’s your little game, 18 it? And
shure :hen I'm in it. Thry that and

that.”
Thomas was the heavier man, but his

senses were dulled and the attack was
unexpected. Over he went from the
carriage, striking his face in the dust.
He was dragged a few {eet by the wheels
and the sand was ground into his ekin.
The fright eobered them all.

*“And shure, Tom, I dido’t mane to
hurt ye;” Tom, sullen and dazed. sham-
bled away towarde his mother’s cottage.

“Come, Tom, we’ll drive ye home to
yer girl,” but be did oot turn.

“Apd good riddance for Bridget,”
came shrilly from behiod, “What would
she be wanting of a druoken loafer? " It

h-udumhaiﬂ'lmhrndu.- Bridget's mother who added her
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stroke when he was already down.

Mrs. Slatterly soon found her son
stretched speechless in her hut. *What's
this about yer girl? I want no stuck up
city daughter, too good lor the likes of
me, mind that!” No answer from
Thomae. “My but ye're a besuty,
Tommy, just loike yer mither. Show
that face to yer gurl.”

Ee turned to the wall,

There he lay until the dusk of the
evening. Only Meggie saw him return.
Her quick ears caught the sound of hi®
uncertain steps on the gravel, and she
remarked indifferently to her mistresa
that Thomas had come home.

At the first opportunity she flew down
the path and called sweetly, "Come to
supper Thomas,” but there was no re-
ply. “T.omas!” she invisted.

“I don’t want any,” came in muttered
tones. Then as he glanced down the
open stairway at her sympathetic face,
full of genuine concerp, he relented.
“Maggie could you give me something
to put on my face? 1 fell from a car-
riage and il is scratched. I'm ashamed
to be geen.

“That ie nothiog,” said the girl. “It
won't ehow by tomorrow.”

She roon returped with a tray and a
lotion which she gently applied to the
poor, bruised skin,

Alas for Thomas! He bad never be-
fore felt a woman’s touch on his rough.
weather beaten face.

“0O Maggie, I am disgraced.”

“Apd why? You could not help fall-
ing off.”

“But Tim pushed me off.”

“Bad luck *o him.”

“I'm thinkiog I struck him first.”

“Thea he deserved it.”

The man’s epirit revived under the
sweet sympathy. Well he koew the
black bottle and the liberality of the
night's entertainment were responsible
for his fall, but no word of blame came
from Maggie.

“How soft your fingers are Maggie,”
be said. Blushiog she ran down the
stairs.

Three daye was Thomas guarded from
the view of the family, then he came
forth with the scars of a double battie.
In the evenings be still smoked his pipe
but moved to the terrace, then edged to
the kitchen door and was sometimes
seen lingericg over his meale. Maggie
was shyer and more quiet. The burly
fellow watching her was afraid that she
despised him, but the kindly light in her
eyes belied that fear. When the wind
blew eoft acroes his face, he felt the

touch of her fingers again caressing

their way to his inmost heart, and gently
obliterating the impression of Bridget—
so gently that her image wae there no
more, and he knew it not.

The summes even‘ngs were lot g and
the wind blew soft.

The man still smoked his pipe but love
grew snd spread ‘neath the misty veil of
the emoke, and then—
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What black shadow follows the brida,
pair up the aisle of the little Roxan
Catholic church? Se dark a shadow
was never before cast by robes of white,

This is no omen of evil, but a messen-
ger of recoociliation; for Mother Slat-
tery, filled with pride and gratification,
draws about her more closely her heavy
crepe veil.

Axsie L. MiLier.

The sale of bicyeles at E. R. Guth-
rie's still keeps up regardless of “‘cost
sales” advertised. The reason is that
the wheels sold are worth their prices
anddo not require the fascinating
phrase “*wholesale cost™ to sell them.
The prices are right and better repreg,
sent the real value of the goods than
the cut prices offered by some dealers,

[First publication June 25 ] 3
NOTICE OF PROBATE OF WILL.
In the County Court o' Lancas

County, Nebrasku: .

The State of Nebraska, to Wilhelmine
Miller and to others interested in said
matter:

You are hereby notified, that an in-
strument perporting to be the last will
and testament of Samvel Brandt, de-
ceased, is on file in said court, and ulso a
petition praying for the probate of said
instrument, and for the appointment of
Wilhelmine Miller as administratrix
with will annexed. That on the 15tk
day of July, 188, at 9 o'clock a. m., said
petition aod the proof of the execution
of said instrument will be heard, and
“hat if you do not then appear and con-
t;e:. said cou;t may probats and record
the same, and grant admiuistrati
the estate to Wilhelmine Hi""r:ltmn =

This notice shall be published for
three weeks successively in Tas
Co‘gnmn prior I:ﬂ .:id hearing.

itness my band and official i
234 day of Juge, 1898, .
S. T. Cocurax,

County Judge.
By Dudley Cochran, Clerk > ° "O8®

What He Knew.

in announcing i1:¢ office a Georgia
candidate who evidently desires to
make his record plain, a newspaper
says: “1 never was in the war; never
hollered at the surrender and never
killed anybody that let me alone, and
the only thing I know about the finan.
cial question is this: I need woaey,”—
ailnats Constitution,




