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olitical Vendetta
WELDONI J. COBB
. —

CHAPTER XIV.

The foam of passion and frenzy bathed
“iideon Hope's lips. Like a madman he
tore at the bars, raving out incoherent
rage and defeat.

Ilis prey had escaped him—and,
booted and spurred for the Righe.

foo,

Well he Kknew that before he could reach
the voof and descend to earth, Kane
waoti'd be out of the building, speeding

through the sheltering labyrinths of the
plant 1o some point of obsrr;-urity':

Fear would lend him wings, money
would purchase him the means of evading
pursuit. Oh! this man must be overtakea
checked, hore—now !

I3ope regained terra firma, running a
race of reckless risks he never realized.
He was out of breath, his clothing torn
his frame wrenched and bruised. He re-
flected guickly, then in a flash he acted.

Lightning quick he made for a tower a
few hundred yards across the molding
vaml. An engine house, elongated from its
base, and steam was hissing thence, but
but slowly.

In throuzh (he open doorvay [ope
dashed. The man in charze was lolling on
a bench, smoking. Hope ran up to him,
geized him, brought him te his feet with
a jerk and four mystic words—the secret
preswords of the inner cirele of that great
lndustrial federation, “the Amalzamated,”

The man started at him in wonder.

“Hello I he stammered.

“You anderstand?” retorted
pistol-shot sharpaess.

“What's up—a strike?”

“No. an order, postive—for the good of
tha society.”

“All ri:ht "

“See, I bhave the power to command.”

Hope exh hited a dise. The man bowed
in profourd obeisance, as he traced its
symbolic inseriptions.

“Turn on the arc lights—quick!" di-
rected Hope-—*over the whole plant, clear
down the main road.”

“That's queer !"”

“Po it!"

“You bet—it’s a mystery, put the Amal-
give incrimination, ere he handed him over
lo justice,

“It does™

“Then— here goes!”

e sprungz to a dynamo crank. Soon the
hiright wheels were whirring, the sparks
flving.

Magic illumination prevailed where
grim blackness had reigned, somber and
dense, before.

“Light I” exnlted Gideon Hop, an& ran
‘ontside, darted up the “tower ladder
strained hizs eager sight across the la=4
scape, .

The cryatalline streaks of blinding radi-
ance rut air and sky in every direction.
At last a great welling ¢ry parted HHope's
ardent lips.

There, to the west, making for an in-
tricate network of railway tracks beyond

Hope in

L=

lation he had bidden pure, innocent Clalre
Tremaine go even to the altar with the
arch-schemer, but his secret must be
wrested from him,

And now he could go to Claire,
ber how his plans had fructified more
speedily than he bad anticipated: how
secret information she had obtained con-
cerning the evil schemings of the Trust
had enabled him to bring the soulless

tell

magnaies to ruin; how Kane was a heg-
gar awd a fuygitive! She could drop her
mask, and Albert Tremaine could reap-
pear and, going into court with the proofs
of the swindlers’ infamy Hope had se-
cured, obtain justice, restitution, riches !

He could say to Claire, too—the man's
heart roused. warmed, as he thousht of
her sunny face, of the new impetus love
had given to life whenever the brooding
tragedy of the past was temporarily ob-
scured,

That morning Hope went to the house
where Claire had been living since se-
caring her position at the works,

He asked for her under the name she
kad gone by since assuming her new role.

The landlady grected him, and looked
and acted curious and puzzled, as she
said :

“She is not here, sir—she has gone!”

“Gone!" repeated Hope, blaukly,

“Yes, sir.”

“When "

“This wmorning—early.”

“Where?"—a vague sensation of pain
struck the speaker's heart,

“1 do not know."

“Alone?"

“N—no, sir.
will explain."

“For me?”

“Yes, sir.”

She went to her room, returned, handed
her visitor a sealed envelope,

Gideon Hope tore it open—an iey hand
seemed to clutch his heart as he read a
chronicle of unfaltering fealty, of awful
snerifice, of broken-hearted despair.

For Claire was indeed gone, lost, and
Percy Kane had triumphed.

This was what the brief note read:

“You bade me wed him, if he asked,
hecause vengeance, justice, demanded. He
He was gone inside a moment or two.
He came cut with a japanned tin box.
placed it on a table, threw back its cov-
er.

Perhaps a note she left

CHAPTER XV.

Gideon Hope stood dazed, crushed: a
hideous blight seemed to have suddenly
struck down courage, manhood, resolve—
the sacrifice had been consummated., [He
had driven into the arms, the toils, of his
most bitter enemy the one being on earth
he worshiped next to the memory of his
sainted brother.

Could aught atone !

A recognition of the daring, utter tri-

umph of Perey Kane, aided and abetted

the works, a black speck was diving away | by his own unconscions To-operation, ap-

-—Kane,

palled the man! At that moment,

stand-

What mnst he have thought to be sud- | ing blinded and heart-sick at the (hroﬂlmhl

denly blinded, overtaken

e could not hide or evade—he could only
put on, making off fast as he could for

shelter, aebscurity, where the jungle of
tracks and trains showed a mile ahead of
him. — - -

One look, one srnre estimate of conrse,
distance, pitted rowers of speed and en-
dorance, anpd 7ideon Hope was on his
trail like the Lound on the track of the
fugit’ ve wolf,

Op and eca, nearer and nearer—now
purster and nursned were fairly clear of
the plant ligats, but the feebler though
more frequent lamps of the vast switch-
yards still served to guide the former, and
the latter was almost continmally in sight.

A fierce joy thrilled [ope. The very
peril of being bafled, the exhilarating zest
of a new hunting down, made this second
capture the more precious and treasured.

*“1 have you!" shouted Hope.

A moving train of freight cars blocked
the fogitive. Fle turned--at bay.

Kane snarled and showed his tMeerm's

glanced wildly about lum for a rock, a
coupling-pin—asy weapou of assault or
defense.

None was at hand, His fingers huggzed
close to his breast the precions fortune so
nearly won.

“Give it up,” said Gideon IHope, his
eves glittering with trinumph as he advane-
ed—*"§la I

fis desperate foe had courted death
ratler than surrender. Kane dropped to
his knees. A last glance of bitter hatred
he flumg at his unrelenting pursuer., Then
he threw himself past the moving trucks
of & freight car, scrambling across the
roadbed,

A bowl of agony rent his lips .Quick
and spry, infused with terrific courage
and resolve, he might have got across the
other rail, only that the money package
slipped from his grasp.

Hope sprang forward to seize it, for it
lay fat, freed for moment, directly balanc-
ing on top of the smooth, silver-clear rail.

And then—a grinding wheel struck it,
moving quicker than haman groping

hands.
, evenly, the flange cat it in
two—one-half fell outside the rail, one-

half inside.

Kane snatched up one fragment, Hope
the other.

A flash, a rustle, and the schemer
threw hinself free of the tracks on the
other side.

When the train had passed he was no-
where to be seen.

QGideon Hope stood glancing all about
the brightly illuminated switch-yard,

- “Slipped me, eh?" he murmured. “But
only for a time! [ have clipped his wings
—1I have robbed him of his power—Hhalf
the two hundred and fifty thousand dol
lars!" And ke waved the severed bank
“A part, waste paper—and with-
what is he? A skulking, help-
—Percy Kane, a brief respite,
you choose, but you are beaten, mine—
shall ruin the gunn in the end I

. » L] L L - - L » L
daylight Gidoon Hope was his old
cri caculating self. .
succecded to the furious
sign of passion and recklessness, [le felt
held the reins of fate semrely in
his grasp. He had modified his plans, at
sare time giving reenforcement to the
power that must eventually enmesh and

rag to justice the fugitive, Kane,

A score of trusty, willing aides—those
same who has assisted in overthrowing
the political ring of the state—were now
secretly, diligently searching for a trace of
Kane.

e conld not go far—a beggar—Ilope
realized, and after setting his new pro
jects at work he calmly reflected over the
jabor dome. the final resuits attaining
ram the closing up of all the strange
w3ts he bad woven to ritin his enemy and
-» tore to his rights the duped Albert Tre-
maine and his beautiful daughter, Claire.

Ah! a new inspiration filled the man's
soul as he comprehended that hrisk, bright
morning that he could go to Claire and
inform her that accident—or rather sub-
terfuge—had brought Kane to bay, and
wo longer need she continue her hateful
part, por her father remain in obscurify.

True, no tangible evidence sought for
had been discovered by Claire that would
surely ineriminate Kane in the Everett
Hopes murder. But bad he not “con-
femsed "

And Gideon Hope shuddered now as he
cecalled how sternly inflexible in his reso-

GL

by the fast |
and far-extending ecircuit of electricity !

of fair Cliire Denslow’s recent home, in
pitiful sabjugation to fate, to doom, he
renlized how puny, how shadow-like, were
the vanished powers of will and passion
wheén pitted against the relentless, un-
yielding force of circumstance.

And mnow, revenge, hatred, the [fierce
joy of running down a foe, the glory of
annihilating a political party and oblit-
erating a giant trust—all, all, faded into
nothingness, as mere filmy wreaths of
smoke, These that had seemed so much
were nothing in the face of a stern new
presentment—~'laire ! Claire!

He had counted his enemy done for, a
fugitive at his sole will, a candidate for
the gallows when he elected. e had
torn from Kane's grasp the fortune he had
sought to carry away in flight to obscur-
ity, and had gone home and slept, smil-
ing, fiercely confident of holding his vie-
tim in the palm of his hand.

Bat Gideon Hope, shrewd, keen reader
of mind snd master of men that he was,
had not weighed aright fhe boundiess re-
the daring character of Percy
Kane. In the apparent death throes of
a sapreme crucial struggle, the embezzler
and assassin had dealt a blow, quick and
deep, that hambled, palsied, crushed the
victor of an hour.

If it were a subtle, ferocious stroke of
revenge, the very iron of its cankering
estence deprived Hope of momentary
thought and action, If it was merely the
blundering afterthought of the miscreant
—ah! had he not won what was more
worthy than fortune, or fame, a radiant,
peerless being, who typified to Hope all
that was beautiful on earth in life!

Hope' staggered from the doorway in
which, puzzled and alarmed, stood the
wonder-faced landlady,

“*What shall 1 say to him?" he gasped :
“to Denslow ; Claire’s father!”

A rsickgning sense of  responsibility
swayed him. When lLe had undertaken
the scheme that was to bring Kane and
his thieving colleagues to ruin, he had
promised Denslow restitution. e could
offer it now. In such a shape were the
affairs of the metal combination, in pos-
session of such irrefragible evidence con-
cerning its underhand primary dealings
was Hope, that in the inevitable reorgan-
ization of the wreck Denslow’s just and
pretentious claim could not be set aside—
but what of that other element, far more
dear to the fond parent’s heart—Claire?

For while Denslow, in retirement at a
distance, had consented thar his danghter
should assist Hope in hiz schemes, he had
no idea how completely Claire had meant
her promise to ohey this strange secret
friend, how far he, the master mind,
would require her to proceed in order (o
get the toils fast and effectual about the
wily wrecker.

When the new and unexpected vista
had opened that bronght Kane within
[Jope's power, as man fo man, the self-
confessed murderer of Everett Hope, the
crisis was past—and, thrilled with strange
new ardor, the possibilities of love and
its rewards appealed to his soul, and Gid-
econ Hope lad hastened to apprise Claire
of a vietory only to face a defeat, an un-
sxpected revelation that seemed 1o sweep
the very ground from beneath his feet.

He might find Tlaire—ah! yes, as he
hed known he could drag from hiding his
arch enemy when he wanted him—bat
how? A wife!~—the bride og the blackest
scoundrel the wide earth koew ; and he,
the almoner of this mad, wicked rite, that
gave innocence and shuddering, shrinking
horror into the keeping of villainy !

The thought maddened him-—a blood-
red mist obscured clear vision! Yet, too
late! too late! He had willed the saeri-
fice, nnd as a lamb to the slanghter poor
Claire had gone, n very victim to blind
devotion and love,

It seemed as if infinite pity banished
all other emotions now—in his sheer help-
lessness this strong man winced ; he even
trembled

Blindly, vaguely, he went from the spo’,
socing nothing, caring for nothing, his
dulled mind directing this course till, the
shock of the hour losing its first devastat-
ing effect, the slow returm of coherent
thonght might gradually fit him to realize
what there was next toc be done,

When e bhad come to the boarding
honse, high, elated spiritz had bidden Jo-
finuce to suspicion or fear, and HHope
had not noted that he was followed at a
guarded distance by a hulking giant of a
fellow who, in torn, was kept in sight by
a wiry, ferret-faced creature evidently of
Lis own lik.

Now, ns he left Claire’s recent plang
of nbode, this donble cynosure still lvsy
attracted his attention. Hope was sheer-
Iy incapable of regarding, of analyzing
extraneous environment,

As he thrended a lane lined with sinnt
ed cedars., the two men came closer fo-
pother, and then decreased the distance
as to the unsteady figure in advance of

them,
When they had come to the most une
frequented and isolated portion of the
winding road. the big fellow halted his
companion abraptly.
“Cut in among the trees,
in a hoarse whisper.
“Right, boss!”
“Get abreast or ahead of him."”
“And then?"
“Take vonr cue from me.

L

' he ordered,

If T can’t
manage him al nnp-—H—

“You can't ; he's built for fight.”

“IHe don't look it just mow,” mutterad
the other.

“Ikane warned you:
and make ne miss!”

“Phere Will be none!™
ned the biz fellow

He showed a lead-ended billy in the
grasp of one hand. This leveled from the
support ine wrist sIr"ip he stole noiseless-
ly toward Hope, as Lis companion darted

Two do the job,

wickedly grin-

in among the trees

As a shadow \_-.'-.\.ift and flitting was
thrown ncross Gideon's path, the natural
instinct of caution, of alert observatiun,
aroused in him.

e half turned, staring vaguely—a

whistling sound cut the air.

Then—chug !

e experienced a stinging contact over
the left evebrow, The blow gstirred him
He recoznized that he was attacked, and
murderonszly.

“Yon coward ™

“Fasy—take it again!”

The follow was a giant in build; stolid-
|y confident in his superior w aizht and
ox-like ponderosity, hie threw himself for-
ward precipitately for a finishing blow.

How it came about he couild not pre-
cisely analyze, it was done so quickly, hut
in a flash ”o[w- arms were about his
own. imprisoning him at the elbows and
rendering the daungling slungshot inellec
tive,

(Tu he (i-.']!lf‘(lﬂtl )

THE HONEYMOON

How the Newly Married Should Act
to Avoid Embarrassment,

Some thoughtful- advice as to the
honeymoon suggests that the selection
of a companion for the (rip be made
with care, thus giving to the counsel
an alr of triviality.

Of conrse, nobody goes on a honey-
moon without attention to so obvious
a detail.

The honeymooun is a trying period
In the first place, misguided friends
seek to Invest the beginning of it with
terror. The rice they throw clings
with telltale pertinaeity. The specta-

e¢le of the hurtling shoe proiotes
gayety.
Then, in their eagerness to appear

as a hardened married couple, the palr
are certain to betray thewselves. [EY
spoken to they are frightened as a
couple of criminals at the service of
a warrant.

At the hotel they are at once “spot-
ted.” The clerk unable o do this
wonld never have been a vlerk. The
instant recognition of their statos Is
annoying.

A honeymooning couple should act
naturally. To do'thds is possible. If
they could enly remember that tha
mere fact of marrisge was In itself
not remarkable it would help some.,

People ave getting married every day.,
Some have been known to erowd several
marringes Into a short span of years.

There are countless precedents for
marriage. It obtains among the best
people. Why so sedulously endeavor to
bring about the conditions of the honey-
moon and then act as though ashamed
of success?

Let the honeymoon pair be hrnve, If
the admisslon of being married can be

o ———
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Wee Elsie

By some hobgoblin bold,

To hang her stockings neat

And then this verse repeat:
‘Twickledee, brickiedee, fee fi fo fum,

had been told,

tocking, oh, stocking, much bigger be-
: come."”

On Christmas Eve, therefore,
She said these lines thrice o'er.
ILo! hardly were they said,
When right above lLier head

A pair of stockings were

That surely seemed, to her

A giant to belong—
“Good-night to you,” sle said,
And clambered into bed,

Quite sure next day would show
Them filled from top te toe.

there !
aray !
Quietly, + 1deer, & moment hors stay.”

.Am! leaving lh- 'm his sleigh,

Old Santy made his way

Quick down the chimney flue

And through the fireplace, too.

l"\\'-‘ma my Jupiter, Gallant and

“Dear me, what's this [ see?

It surely cannot be—

None but a greedy miss

Would hang such things as thig!™

i i']"'lt efi
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 little green house of jts own:

[1:11 together and they would both dance

on the Hmbs with all their strength,
till the nuts came rattling down In a
Jolly showaer,

Satretimes, as the October days grew
older, they would come home with
teoth chattering and fingers and noses
with cold. Then mother wonld
iaw them out and give them hot lem-
onade,

And the plle of nuts in the corner of
the garret grew and grew.

You musn't think that pleking up tie
nuts was all of the work. Not by any
sort of means. For every nut had a
and al-
thongh sometimes the four little walls
of 1t fell away at a touch, oftener the
nut gatherers had to try force.

Two stones womlid do the business—
one to poutd on and the other to pound
with. Fingers and thumbs got pounded,
too, fometimes and if you want to know
if It hurt or not, just try pounding yvour
own finger sometime when It 18 half
frozen.

But that was part of the affair, and
mother's arnica bottle and salve woukl
stop the ache and dry the tears. Then,
too, It was very Interesting to unwind
the long, narrow rag and show the
wound to father after supper.

All through the nutting season nelther
father mor mother asked one single
troublesome question, so that made it
easy to keep the secret, although both
Margy and the boy were nigh to burst-
ing with the importance of It

And the nut plle In the corner of the
garret grew and grew.

Every time they added to their hoard
the whole was carefully measured till
at last there were three full bushels,
heaped to running over. Uncle Tom
was let into the secret, and he came
over one day when father and mother

e

were gone and took away the nuts,

DL'D YOU B.ING. GOOD SIR?
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beaded watch and may be any color de.

sired, Is swung from the belt, with my
lady’'s little lace handkerchlef tucked
therein. And, In truth, tiny as the
korchief is, It just fills the bug

Little Johuny's Resolutions.
“Next Tuesday'll be New Year's day,”
said little Johnny Lake,
“\n ne reserlootions, mom declares,
1 really ought to make.
Mom’s promised to stop gossipin’,
An’ so has Sister Sne,
I guess I'll resolute a bit.
Le's see—what shall I do?

“I'll resolute, 1 guess, to gnit
A-splittin' kindlin® wood ;

Then pop’ll have to do that work,
Like fathers always should.
An’ then, while I'm a-dein’ it,

I'll resolute to quit
The Sunday school, fer goin’
With me dou’t make no hit.

there

“I'd like to resolute some way
To git myself a goat ;
I want a buttin’ billy ram
With whiskers on his throat.
An' then I'll resNute, T fuess,
To beat up Tomme Hunt ;
He's took an’ stole my girl frum me,
The doggone little runt!

"I reckon that's enough fer me
To resclute jist now:

At any rate, I'll make that do—
It's plenty, anyhow.

Le's sece—I start on New Year's day.
Well, that ain't very fur,

Won't muom be tickled when she finds
How well I've minded her?”

—Denver Post.

Christmas in King Alfred’'s Reign

In King Alfred’s time, and al
through the middle ages Caristmas be
gan on St. Thomas's Day and lasteq
until Twelfth Night, and was moreove
as much a festival for fathers an]

. !‘r ‘___.,, |
Which shows that even our forefathers had their troubles.—Cincinnati Post,

mothers as for thelr children. Ther¢

==

So Santy sadly took 4
The stockings from their hook,
And in their place he put

One meant for emaller foot:
Nor did he leave behind

A gift of any kind.

construed as bravery, for the fact e
one they cannot conceal,

They have a way about them. Their

fathers and mothers had a similar way.
S0, while the placarding of baggage
with the legend, “Just married and
glad of It,” is an extreme not to be
upheld, it really is not betrayal of a
secret, for there Is no secret.
The honeymoon is relatively expen-
sive. The wisdom of devoting a year's
income & it and making nup the def-
leit by life In a flat may be questioned.
Nevertheless the newly married are
going to have one, and to enjoy it must
forget that they are under surveillunce, |
if they can. Beyond this they have to
make their own rules.

Jast So. .

Mr., Stubb—Maria, what was that
electrician talking about so long this
morning % l

Mrs. Stubb—\Why, John, bhe sald for
£2 he could put iu a battery that would
run the electrie fans, the door bell, the
sewlng machine anda furnish enough
heat for an electric range. Wlmt do!
you think of that?

My, Stubb—H'm ! Muria, l'd call that
current fiction,

Disappointed.

The old countryman with the faded
sutehe] stosd in front of the side-show
tent with a look of disgust on Tiis face.

“What's the trouble, sir?” asked the
olly-tongned individual who was tell-
ing the crowd about the wonderful wild
man inside. “You look disappointed.” |

“I am,” grunted the old man. “1
Lheard that there was a erowd of bark-
erg down at the side show and 1 alun’t
heard one of you bhark yet.”

Information.

“My wife told me to go to Bargen's
to-day aud buy a taboret,” said Mar-
ryat.

“For gooduess’ sake!” exclaimed
Dumley, “what does she wagt with a
thing llke tuat?

“Why, what Is a taboret, anyway ™

“Don’'t you know? Taat’s what an
end man at the minstrel show uses.”-——
Philadelphin Press.

Usually the Way.

As a pleasant-faced woman passed
the corner llarris touched his hat to
her and remarked to his companlon:

“Ah, my boy, I owe a great deal to
that woman."

“Your mother?” was the guery.

“No: my landlady."—Detroit News:
Tribune.

Well Siarted,

“1f [ were yon,"” said the old bach-
elor to the benediet, “I'd eitber rule or
know why."

“Well,” was the reply, “as I already
know why, [ suppose that's half the
battle I"—Atlanta Constitution.

Probably with a Cold Chisel.
“Does your husband give you all the
monoy you need?”
“I can't say he gives it 1o. me, but
I manage to separate him from It."—
Houston Post.

A Suggestion, -
“Before 1 was marsed 1 could get
all the money I wanted by simply ask-
ing my father for it.”
“Well, why don’t you try it now? It

Next day, at sunrise, a lttle maid sobbed,
Bitterly erying that she had been robbed,
When gight before her the goblin ap-

peared—

“Greediness robbed yon,” ke said, as he
ieored,

;%f[ummu (s oy
mmﬁ

The Boy and Mnrg:r thought and
thought and thought.  Finally {hey
went to Vielet Amanda in the kitehen,
for they did not want to let father and
mother know., [t was to be a surprise,

This Christmas they had planned to
keep the spirit of old St. Nicholas In
thelr hearts, and there were to be gifts
bought with money of their own earn-
ing. How to carn It was the question.

Violet Amanda had no suggestions to
fer, but Robert, the hired man, had an
ldea. Now, to look at Robert you'd
uever belleve he could bhave an ldea
stowed away under his black skin and
 woolly topknot, but looks are some-
thnes deceiving.

“Out In de medder,” he aald, slowly,
18 Violet Amanda poured him a second
tup of coffee, “dey’s n pow’ful heap
sight ob hick'ry nuts on dem big trees,
an' deys wo' in de wood lot. Yo' alls
pould git money fo' dem nuts ef dey
wuz gaddered.  Dey's jes' ripe fo' fall-
ln’ out de shucks.”

“Margy ! cried the Roy, “it's Just
the thing. ITow much could we get for
A bushel of 'em, Robert?”

“I heerd somebody say,” sald Rob-
ert, a8 he wiped his mouth on the back
of his sleeve, “dat yo' could git two
@ollals o' dem dis Fall up tn de city.”

“We'll siart the minute we've fin-
Ished breakfast,” they crled.

Mother's consent to a nutting party
was given without question. Bags and
baskets were provided, and a lunch of
bread and butter, with honey snread
between, and off they started for the
clump of hickory trees In the sheep pas-
ture.

As they crawled through a hole In
the garden fence they could hear the
trees rustiing In a very queer way for
a still day, and pretty soon they espied
somebody In one of the trees, shaking
it vigorously.

“It's a man!" erled Margy, dismayved.

“It's a thlef!"” shouted the Boy.
“Come on!" And from far away le
yelled : “You thlef! Come down out of
our trees!”

But befrre they reached the spot the
mlan swung himself down from the
branches, and behold, it was Robert,
grinning and chuckling.

“1 reckoned yo' alls couldn't get dose
nuts ont de talles’ tree, 80 T doue shuck
'em down foh you.”

fo thelr first effort was made easy.
That day's labor showed a fine start on
the muat heap, that grew and grew in
the corner of the garr

It was not slways €o easy. After the
meadow trees were stripped they had
to hunt In the woods, and often the
trees were too high for the Boy to
elimb.

——

Two days lateg he came back looking
very lmportant.

“Hullo, children,” he sald, “come out
in the woodshed w#h me a minute.
The old black cat’s out there washing
her face.”

Out there, behind the chip plle they
rever looked at the black caf, but Uncle
Tom c¢pened his hand and showed them
six blg round sliver dollars.

“There's your Christmas money." he
safid.

“We'll divide even,” sald the boy gen-
erously, “even If you-are the little-est,
because you worked just as hard. So
there's three of 'em for each of us.”
“What a Christmas we’ll have,” erled
Margy rapturously.
“The best ever.
things ourselves
And so the sweet kindly spirit of good
old Saint Nicholas HNved again, and
grew and grew In the hearts of Margy |
and the boy, just as the put pile had
grown In the garret,

No, Indeed, the soul of Saint Nicholas
Is not dead. and wlll never die so long
as there are hearts on earth full of gen-
erosity and love —TPortland Oregonian.

It's great fun doing

Lhﬂstnnn Day.

There are no dafinite allusions ln the
writings of any of the disciples of
Christ as to the date of his birth, nor
has there ever been produced proof of
any character as to the exact period in
the year when Christ was born. There
are, very true, occaslonal references to
the event In the Seriptures, indicating
that the Nativity occeurred in the win-
ter season.

The Institution of the anniversary
dates back to the second century of
Christendom, and It has been since unl-
formly celebrated by nearly all the
branches of the Christian church with
appropriate rejoleings and ceremonies.
The frequent and somewhat heated
controversies, however, ralative to the
date of Christ's birth early Iin the
fourth century led Pope Julius I to
order a thorough Investigation of the
subject by the Jearned theologinns and
historians of that perlod, which re
sulted In an agreement upon Deec. 25,
and that decisbon seemed to have so
settled all disputes that that date was
univarsally accepted except by the
Greek church. While thls date was
pever changed, the reckoning of It Is
made according to the Gregorlan cal-
cndar, which was adopted In the lat-
ter part of the sixteenth century, and
upon which computations of time In
nearly all civilized nations have slnce
rested.—American Queen.

How to Mall Christmans Gifts.

In malling Christmas gifts have the
package weighed by sowe responsible
person, piace the exact amount of post-
age needed upon the parcel, and In
nine hundred and uinety-nine cases out
of a possible thousand your package
will reach {its destination safely and
promptly. In addressing the package
write the name of the person who s to
receive it in ink, spelling both the elty
and state, and do not abbreviate. Place
vour name in small writing in efther

the upper or lower left hand corner,

New landkerchletl Bag,

Have you seen the handkerchlef bag?
It Is just shown In the shops. To
make it .or Christmas requires two
flat dlsks crocheted of slik and beaded,
about three Inches In diameter, Join
these flatly together, leaving an open-
Ing at the top. This quaint little af-

Was no pantomime, it is true; but
there was a Lord of Misrule, elected
in every Important household, at court,
at the universities and above all, at
the Iuns of Court; and it was his busi
ness to see that there were no lapses
Iuto seriousuess duriug the Christmas
bolidays. He was a very expenslve In.
stitution, It seems; for in Edward VI's
reign, when It was tbe business of the
anthorities to make the poor little boy-
king forget all the murders that were
keeping him on the throne, the Christ-
mas revels were particularly costly and
the Lord of Misrule's costume alone
cost £52 8s. 8&1.—New York Globe.

The Worm Turned.

Mrs, Cobwigger—While 1t's true that
Women wear men’s neckties, you surely
couldn't expeet me to appear in publie
in such a monstrosity as this. Where
in the world did you ever get such a
tle?

Cobwigger— My dear, that's the one
yvou bought for me last Christmas.—
Judge.

A Time of Peril,

Clarissa—I'm always glad when New
Year's day is safely over.

Fidella-~Yes; it Is saddenlug anni-
versary.

Clarissa—Oh, 1 don't mean that.
Clarence and I always have a horrid
quarrel suggesting Improvements in
cach other’s conduet,

“Jeusle ctl'l-tau!"

worning and called to ber four-year-
old sister Mary:
“Merry Christmas!”
“Jessle Christmas!”
swered the baby.

Stock on Hand,
imdds—Going to make any new res-
olutions this year, Spikes?
Splkes—New ones? 1 should say not,

promptly an-

‘T've got a lot of old ones I've never

vsed, by Jove!

The Minister—Would you like to
come and be my llittle boy, Robert?

Bobby (promptlyy—No, sir.

Minister—Why not?

Bobby-—Mamma says vou get about
twenty pairs of slippers every Chrlst-
mas,

“Oh, I'm so glad Mrs. Slimkias'
clothes have come,” sald the washer-
woman to her daughter, *“I was just
wondering what we would wear to the

Christmas entertainment to-morrow
night.”"—Cleveland Leader.
His Plaint.

The Christmas cynic’s here again
To Irritate the soul.

He says that he gets neckties when
ITe needs a ton of coal.

DISCOVERED!!

might work yet.”"—Detroit Free Press.

Other times he apd Margy could go

falr, which looks lilke an exaggerated

Little Jessie woke up on (:tlrlastwms‘1
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‘ The Messnge,
»
]
|

The President’s message is a docu-

tment which will be read by a nation of |
' the prineiples for which the Demec-

and will convey to the |

nl’utiu' wind ideas which will frue- |
| Even Mr, Bryan can bardly expect the

nety millions,

| tify widely. It Is, in other words, an
]ulu-mmu of great moment, which will
have a pervasive and lastiug effect
upon the social and. political present
'and future of the republic. President
 Roosevelt, as he himself has said, does
‘not try to compel, but to lead publie
opinion, and his practical statesman-
ship has kept him from getting too far
away from those he leads. Ilis mes-
kages, and very notably his latest nes-
sage, are remarkable expressions of the
newer convictions aud aspiratioas of
the Americhn people. They are essays
In practical democracy, formulating the
better purposes aud aspirations of our
people, and leading us on to our next
stage of devélopment. The sophisti-
cated and the c¢ynle may sneer at their
truisms, but in public documents and
as militant expressions of practical po-
litieal poliey these truisms are dynamic
facts to be dealt with.

The President’'s reference to the in-
compatibility of the Democratic party’s
positions on centralization and on the
frust problem is more specific than ever,
They are “twin denunciations,” as he
declares, which nullify each other. It
Is well at this time to have it driven
homwe, even at the expense of reitera-
tion, that centralization in business has
taken place in large measure and must
be met, in so far as it needs to be con-
trolled in the public iuterest, by the
central government. It Is well also to
have it recognized that combination and
concentration are an inevitable eco-
nomie tendency, to be accepted and tak-
en advantage of, not wildly and disas-
trously tlited against. It Is well
also that certain interests of the nation
which transcend State lines—Ilike the
conservation of our great national re-
sources—must be deait with by the na-
tional government and from the nation-
al point of view,

The message also is significant in em-
phasizing the importance of a recegui-
tion by the courts of certain social facts
to which they are called upor to apply
the enduring principles of our law. The
palpable injustice and prefound social
and political vuwisdom of the rulings
ggainst work hour laws on the ground
of preserving the freedom of contract,
and the still greater wrong of that lu-
terpretation of the doctrine of assumed
risk which nu s safety applinnce
laws, and which the sound judgment
and humanity of the President-elect
brushed aside in the Narramore case—
these mistakes of certain of oyr courts
illustrate the legal mind at s narrow-
est and accentuate the vital importance
of a judiclary which shall be in touch
with the controlling lacts of the social
organisin and not a mere automatic fol-
lower of literal precedeut.—Chicago
Tribune.

P

Farmers and the Taril,

The National Grange will urge upon
Congress the necessity of Imwediate
tarilf revision, relerring particularly to
those articles that are alleged to be
sold by American manufacturers in for-
elgn markets at loewer prices than in
this country. In this class are said to
be agricultural iImplements, and pat-
urally the farmers object to paying
wmore for the same article than the Eu
ropean farmer has to pay.

But bow about the farmers' own pro
ducts? Are not many of them sold
cheaper in foreign markets than at
home? Are not the prices on them as a
1ale proportionately higher and better
maintained than the prices of most

manufactured articles? The iron and
steel men have been compelled to re-
duce their prices, glass and pottery
have come down, lamber is cheaper, all
except the stuff the farmer produces.
Standard Oll never stood so solldly to-
gether on prices as the farmers arve do-
ing to-day. Of all classes they have the
least to complain of din the industiial
conditions that have prevaiied the past
10 or 12 years. In fact, the farmers
have done so well the average city
man's idea of tariff revision Is a Kind
that will cause a reduction in the price

of foodstuffs.—Wheeling (W. Va.)
Nows,
Sound Logle.

The logic of proectionisin was re-
cently enforced with Intelligence and
consistency by the London County
Council, which contains a protectionist
majority. A large contract for steel
rails for the street railways was award-
ed to a British firm at a price $10,000
higher than the tender of a Belgian
firmm. Of c¢ourse the free traders were
enraged at this waste of the taxpayers’
money. They Insisted that the ralls
ought to have been bought In the cheap-
est market. Buf the protectionists re-
plied that it was better to spend the
extru $10000 and keep British work-
men in the rolling mills than to spend
two or three times $10,000 in keepiag
themw in the workhouse, The answer
should satisfy any sensible man, even
though a free trader.

A Baptist on Divorce.

Rev. Dr. Spencer B. Meeser, pastor |
»f Emmanuel Baptist C‘hnrch. Brook-
Iyn, says of divorce:

“1 abhor divorce. 1t traflfices 'n vir-
tue. The white robe of the bride Is
the cloak of sin. Think of it. In one
county In Michigan 440 divorces have
been granted and iu 330 of the cases no
defense was made. Why? Because the
parties to them had been gullty of in-
fidelity and bhad no sound defense, Is
not this a lamentable condition? And
a bad thing about it s that the counn-
try is as deep in the mire as the city.

“Divorce proceeds from hidden causes

and 1s due much to low ideals of the
marrlage relatlon.
" “Divorce and remarriage are withont |
fear of God, dangerous to the courts
and the well being of soclety, and noth-
ing but legal polygamy.

“Secondary causes for divorce and re-
marriage were silly sentimentalism,
gearet marriages and the easy method
of grauting marriage licenses.

“All ministers should refuse to
marry any divorced person. That was
one of the best remedies. It would be
better for those who desire diverce to
be bound together for fe than that so-
clety and the well being of the State be
_destroyed.”

|

Slightly Twisted,
Fastboy—Really, dear, you shouldn't
walt supper for me this way when I'm
detained at the office,
Mrs. Fastboy—Supper, you Iidiot!
The mald just lald the table for Lreak-
fast.—Puck.

— ==
Mr. Bryan Deesn’t Understand,
“The principles for which our party

| stands, the policles for which our party

ol e 1

l contends, these are not geqd.”

Such Is the central dex of Mr. Bry-
an's latest proclamation to the Demec-
racy, urging it to regard i's recent de-
feat as werely “a batlls lust—a war
begun,” and to enlist for the war.

The question Is, of course, What are

racy is to fight on to final victory?

Democracy to fight on for perpetual le-
feat.

The extremely personal nature of the
recent countest happens to make It
eqasier to see with what principles, as
emwrbodied In men, the Democracy may
be strong and hope for victory.

They are evidently not the principles
embidied by Mr. Bryan. They have
been fought for three times under Mr,
Bryan's leadership, and always with
disaster. It Is evident that the country
will have none of Mr. Bryan or of prin-
ciples in politics as Interpreted by him.

It Is also worthy of note that where
the Democracy showed strength 4o the
recent contest it' was with leaders
whose difference from Mr. Bryan made
them at least seem to embody princl-
ples very distinet from Mr. Bryan's.

“The Democratic party must <on-
tinue Its fight or dissolve,” further re-
warks Mr. Bryan; “It could not exist
as a plutocratic party.” Nor could any
party. No such party ever has existed
In this country. The “plutocratic par-
ty” against which Mr. Bryan Is al
ways raising shouts of and ap-
peal Is like Sairey ‘s “Mrs. Har-
ris.” In i1he words of Betsy Prig,
“there ain't no 'sich person.”

mmmdmmmu_:

Bryan does not understand and which
it is apparently lmpossible for him to
understand. And that is what makes

it impossible for the Democratic
to suceced under such leadership
Mr. Bryan's—with its principles

HiH

pmmthlmdn&m_ 3

as that of Mr. Bryan. ©

There lsmﬂlntlh.-'l-
popular government, of two
ties, either of which can
trusted with the business
ment. And the conditions
themmmww
the recent contest show what Is
character of leadershlp with which
minqﬂmtrnlt.

But, of coursé, Mr. Bryan does
understand. He never will. And
sooner the Democracy leaves Mr.
an in a graceful but permaneut
ment.allpmomlym
man whose political ideas and
are not m‘l&.tﬁem
have a reasonable hope of
the nation.—Chicago Inter Ocean.

Carnegie and Protection,
Mr. Carnegie has written an article
upou his experience with the tarllf
which he states that “st.  is now
duced cheaper herc than ar where
notwithstanding the higher wages
per man,” and that the great
facturing plant in which he Is
cerned needs no further
does not follow that less
American steel makiug establishments
are as well prepared to give up
tective duties, or that If the mm
steel Is abandoned competition
the vast Carnegie plant would be
sible,
Protection was the hddu by
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tion, and so nl;llt
Carnegie, thanks (0 many years
tection, may now feel

te do without it, but
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ar- wot multimillionaires. The posi-
tlon Mr. Carnegie occuples IS exosp-
tional. 1lis fellow citizens are in quite
another class fluancially. Mauy of them
are struggling aleng as he was many
years ago, und have as wmuch need for
protection now as he had then. Mr.
Carnegie should be able to see that
he does not represent the average
Awerican manufscturer,
The Rise Ilm Prices.

To the cowmplaint that prices have
risen under a protective tarlll there
can be but one reply. Back in 94,
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Inconsistent,
“I actually felt sorry for you when
mmm.-."

“Yet you married me."—Houston
Post. '

Safe.

“Love letters are dangerous these
days,” remarked the wise man. “There
is only one safe course that I know of,
and that Is to write them and then read
them carefually.”

“And then send them?¥ qurlﬂth
wenlthy young man.

“No, then burn them."

Golng the| Limit,

“Whltmumm;*
mat?

“A man who Is courteous to his
cook."

“nmmunmmuu
wife?”
“Emthn.”—wm ;

mlu 'l'r-ihlll.l t!m
“msnverytrmhtdmn,l-'tl.!"
“I guess s0. He goes fishing and

never seems to catch anything."—De-
trolt Free Press,

lt‘laulerhtﬂkammntl
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