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WHEN TH: YEAR IS YOJNG.

When the year is young, when tke
¥edr 18 young,
All the gnarled and knotted orchard

.bick with wreathes of bloom i3, in Bill’s pl
. things—apologize to Kid and iet him!

bung,

Apd amud its odorous arches bees im-
tone the livelong day.

Where the oriole, transported, carola
his divinest lay,

And within the heart’s dim cloisters
all the sweetest bells are rung

To the tenderest of old descanius—
when the year is young.

When the year is young, care abjures
bher dreary guise,
Greeling beauty's swift renaissance,
exultation in her eyes,
Hopes deferred feel sweet previsions
agd the very winds are gay,
As they strew with cherry—petals all
the grass at peep of day, i
Gricf itself seems but a vesture, like l
1
[}

these mimic frost-fiakes, flung
O’er the true, the bright, the joyous—
when the year is young.

t
When the year is young, like a dream |
are days feriorn,
Whiie the dropping bird-notes dimple |
all the alry sea of morn; |
‘And, resurgent with its sound-waves, ;
swell agaln, i
filimitable yeurnings !
artless faith of youth; |
To the last the springtime glamour
o'er the dearth of life 1s flung,
And no joy seems past renewa!-—when
the »ear 18 young. '
A. Cutting, in Vicks |
1
!

in tender ruth,
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§ An Avenging Rescue, §

COOOOTOTOOOTIOOOOCOOO !

In those good old days when the
Apache was yet lord of the Mexican
Sierra Madre, I was comin.ssary clerk
in a grading outfit tha: was engaged in
building a rallroad in the State of Cai-
huahua While this place was vne tha§
gave me coanstant opportunity for thg
study of mulishness, there having b en
three bundred mules in the outfit, i?
was nol one calculated to make me fa.
miliar with feminine nature. a grader'y
camp being no place fOr a woman, n*v.
ertheless. 1t was while <0 employec
that my perronal observation brouyht
me to the (onclugion thai there 15 ne
creature more whimsical than a wom
an uniess it be & mule

Chibuahua was a wild bit of coung
try in those days, an uninhabited dess

ert of bare mountains and hills. and
waterless valleys and plains for the
greater part, as for that matter, 1! f{r

still so. but the Apaches ate not the:e

pow, and Apaches are—well, there n
nothing with which to comnpare aq
Apache umnless to the d.vil of who-g
characteristics 1 have ouly a hearsay
knowledge.

The mules of the outfit were pliin
everryday mules, somettines gens hla
and tractable, at other tumes fosl.sh
end stubborn, but enrrge 't kickers gl-
ways Their leader was not one of
their own numhber as one would natur-
ally expect, but an old gray mire with
s vicious temper—who hated them with
all her heart, and who was (ot nually

fighting them, ever he¢ping them wel)
beyond the reach of her heels and teeth
—and they reverenced her if mules (an
be said to reverence anything, never
pflering to return her kicks and hites,
end they would have folluwed her into
the very jaws of deaih  Arnd because
of this leadership the old gray was as.
signed as mount to the man who took
the herd out overy night to pasture,
for with ber under control of an ex-
perienced man there was little danger
of the mules being sitampeded and run
oft by the Apaches.

With a few exceptions, the men o!
the outft were in keeping with their
surroundings. Wild. rough fellows,
whose only law was the dictate of the
six-shooter held persuasively at ‘the
drop.”” and the few orders issued by
the ‘boss’ of the outfit. Of these, none
was wilder or rougher than one whao
was named “Bill” Smith. Physically
he was a glant, and he was an ideal
taborer, but morally he was a weak-
ting., and his great strength in comnec.
tion with extraordinary quickness in
drawing his gun, giving him unlimited
confidence in himself, at the same time
fnspiring his comrades with fear of
tim he became the bully of the camp.
though he was not the coward that
enost bullies are. Among the few wha
were not of Bill's clags was a young
Mexican, whose name appeared on the
books as "“Kid Cook,” this nickname
t‘luhhg come of his position ag cook's
sssistant ,and his smooth, beardless
face. He was a quiet feilow of aboul
nineteen years, givan to blushing when
rudely spoken to, and was as shy and
timid as a girl; naturally he cssociated
very little with the other men, and.
disliking him because of this, they bul.
1 im continually.

t of Kid’s duty was to help =serve
at table, and one day, while flling
Bill's cup with coffce, some our struck
hig arm, and some of the hst fluld fell
on the bully's hand. With a bellow of
rage, Bill sprang to his feet, and, with
a sweeping blow, sent Kil claggering
down into a corner of the tent, where
fe stood over him with drawn revolver
threatening to k.l him in a dozen dif.
ferent ways if be should so much as
bat his eye. Nobody offered to inter-
vene, for all knew that, if left alone,
Bill would do the boy no further harm
but if interfered with might shoot him
in a spirit of savage wilfulness, and;
that, as he used his gun promlscuously!
when once started, somebody else
would get hurt. Kid wisely made n¢
protest, but lay still and quiet, cover-,
ipg his flaming face with his hands’
end, after a while, Bill pui up his gun,
and went back to the table.

Anybody but a bully would hfve let
that end the incident, but Bill seemed
unable to forget his scalded khard and
wnever tired of badgering the timid
cook. Kid avolded him as much a:
possible but could not escape nim at.
meal times, when would pour fyron
tim a perfect torrent of abuse, Watch.

H

.ing Kid at mese times would seo mx

! give you er taste of {t, my little snake-
‘ in-th'-grass.”

. my tent, and, the bright light of my

i was & 100k of horror that 1 will remem:
i ber as long as I live.

ais eyes, uamg soft and shy, wonld
fairly blaze with wanomous hatred,and
knowing something of Mexican nature,
and how handy they are with a knife,
1 came to the conclusion that if I were
I would one of twe

' alone, or—kill him. I thought of
speaking to Bill about it. but medll-
ing in another man's row was unheal.
thy business in those days, so I ended
by keeping silent.

Kid did noct disappoint me. One
night, as 1 sat reading in my tent
there came from the outside a sharp
exclamation that was followed imme
diately by the sgounds of a struggly
then a piercing scream, and 1 heard

unmistalable in Bill's voice: “"Yer mis
erable, sneakin’ little kyote! Puter a
knife in me in th’ dark, would ye:r:
Wall, I reckon not! Ap now I'll jest

Grabbing up my gun, knowing that
nothing short of that would have an)
weight with Bill, hurriedly threw oper

lamp flashing out, I saw Kid flat on his
back, with Bill kneeling on his chest
one hand gripping the boy's throat
and the other, grasping a knife, up
raised to strike., In XKid’s face there

The sudder
flood of light caused Bill to pause, anc
then his arm sank slowly to his side
the knife slipping from his hand
“Wall, 1'1] jest be all over d——d!" he
ejaculated, and letting go of Kidi
throat he stood up. I could see nothing
to justify such a change in his attitude
and 1 was amazed to fee him now
reach down and take Kid's hand.

(it up,” he sald grufly; "I ain't et
goin' ter hurt yer—never would a
teched yer ef I'd knowed what I know
now, an’ I'm sorry | domne it" He
helped Kid to his feet and went on.
“Now go back ta yer tent; 1 aln’t goin
ter blow on yer, an’ I won’t bullyrag
yer no more—sabe? I'ill  keep the
knife, though, so's yer won’'t git inte:
po more mischief with 1.7

Kid made no answer. and 1 could no’
see his face, but I did see his hands
suddenly clinch as he went away intc
the darkmness. Having watched himr
out of sight. Bill walked off wtthout
even a glance in my direction. I was
greaty puzzled by what had occurred '
and my curiosity being aroused 1 de-
termined to ind Bill the next morning
and get him to tell me what it was
that caused this sudden change towarc
Kid; but that day was Sunday, and he
left camp at daybreak on an antelope
bhunt, s0 1 did not see bim. Turming'
the affair over in my mind that morn.
ing, I came to the conclusion that Bills
heart was too large for his judgment
and that Kid would yet avenge him-
self; and | was not wrong, though he
did it in a way that I could not have
expected.

Our camp was pitched ~ a low hill
that rose {sland-like in the midst of o
gras:v valley. On the west this valley
was bounded by a range of rugged
mountains that came down to within
a mile of camp, and on the rast by a
chain of high hills; to the nerth and
sotth, where the ratiroad came in and
went out, the grassy level stretched
sway further than the e¢ye could reach, -
To economize in feed® it was the cua-
tom to pasture the mules in this valley
whenever they werec not at work, on
Sundays and at night, and they went’
out as ustal on the day following Kid s
attempt to knife Bill, though not under
charge of the night herder, he and the
old grav mare having to remaln in
camp to rest and sleep. When the
gong sounded for supper. about an
henr before sunset, the herd was 1n
plain view from camp, and not over .
half a mile away, 80 the herder gal-
loped in to his supper, leaving them
unguarded until the night Lkerder
ehould go out and take them.,

As we were 1n the Apache counlry
it was a verv foolish thing for him to
do He hed scarcely unsaddled his
hnrse and gone inte the grub temt,
when shrill yells and whoops, mingled
with the thunder of pounding hoofs
coming from the valley, brought every
man running out. Watching their op-,
portunity from their lurking places in
the mountains, a band of half naked
Apaches had slipped into the herd, and
ruuning about among the mules, lash- .
ing and striking, were trying to stam- .
pede them. They would have succeed- ;
ed, mules being monrtally afraid of In-’
dians, but that the night herder, pre-,
paring to go on duty, had brought the -
old gray mare to the grub teat to wait
while he a.e his supper, where eghe
steod in plain sight from the valley. !

The mules were running away south-
ward when the leading ones spied her,
and, making a wide detour to avoid the
Apaches who Were following as fast as
their legs could carry them, the en-
tire herd came galloping in.

Yelling with rage and dlsappoint- .
ment, the Apaches turned to go back ;
to the mountains, when a white man
rode out from the rocks before them,

- e s e

-and started across the valley toward
’camp. By his horse, which we recog-

{

nized, we knew him to be Bill Smith,
‘The Apaches opened fire the moment
they saw him, and, changing his
course S0 as to avoid (hem, he as
promptly spurred his horse into a gal.
lop, and we thought he had got cafely
out of range, when the animal sudden-
ly went down, falling on Bill, stun-
ning, and pinning him to the ground.
Instantly a yell of exultation went up
from the Apaches, and they dashed to-
. ward him, racing with one another for '
bis scalp. While the men occasional- |
1y killed one of their number them- |
selves, it was quite another thing to
gee one butchered by the Apaches, and -
they groaned with horror, for they |
could do pothing but stand idly look-
fng on. i
Kid had run out of his tent with tne
others, and was standing near ‘me’
‘when Bill went down. In the excite- !
"went of that moment I lost sight of;
&im; and when I saw him again he
had leaped astride the old gray mare
and, digging his heels in her fanks, | i

started a furious gallop toward the
Apaches. Al this another groan went
‘up, for it seemed that the hoy was on-~ ?
iy riding to his death. A moment later |
'we saw three hundred pairs of long'
uu cockad t:o\lm'ﬂ the old lﬂh thre.

Igray s back, Kid rode straight

, ride the old gray back te camp, but we

. lac,

hundred shawved tﬂls flew uxmard and
the ground quiveied beneath the
pounding of twelve hundred boofs a8
the mulea dashed away .after thelr
leader. Soon they overtook her, and,
ranging themselves behind and at her
rides, bore down in solid phalanx wpon
the Apaches, racing along as though
for their lives

Oh, what &% _<wl of delight went up
from the men when they saw through
Kid’s design! The Apaches heard it
and, looking behind thera, saw thelir
peril. As one man they halted and
fired into the maules, then scattered on
the run, the greater number making
for the mountains, the others still
holding their course toward Bill~=his
scalp was too great a prize to be lightly
given up. Stretched out flat on the (t)ld
or
these, and, presently they dropped
their rifies and ran for their lives, but
it was too late. One after another they
disappeared in =& mass of switching
tails and flashing heels, to go down
under the herd, trampled and crushed
into bloody pulp of flesh and bone.
When the last of them had fallen Kid|
reined in and, getting off his horse,
started staggering toward Bili, but be-
fore going far he fell lmply to the
ground.

We saw this while running across.
the valley, for the moment we under-|
stood what Kid was doing every man
in camp started at the top bf his speed
for Bill. Those of us that wdnt to where '
Kid lay found him insensible and |
bleeding profusely from a ragged teari
where an Apache bullet had ploughed’
through his shoulder. Quickly I took:
him in my arms. and tearing open his’
shirt to better see the wound I made a.

,stariling discovery—Kid wss a woman. '

Bill soon recovered sufficlently 1o,

had to carry Kid, and never was babe
held with tenderer care by a mother.
When she regalned consciousness she’
sent away all but the *"boss’” and me,

and told ug all about herself. Heri
right name was Luise Montez. She;
was born and reared on a ranch back!
in the mountains, where the Apaches
had killed bher parents. Without.
friends or relatives, compelled to earn;
her own living in a land where women
are not supposed to do anything of the,
kind, she wandered up to Paso del
Norte, and was almbdst starved whfn
it occurred to her to pass herself off as
a man, and she was given a job in our
outfit,

When we left her Bill went in and
had a long walk. What passed between
them we never knew, but he lmmedl-
ately took charge of her and, as care-
fully as a woman could have done,
nursed her until she was sound and
well again; and the next thing any-
body knew she took him, unresisting,
back to civilization and married him.

Ten years afterward I ran across8 Bill
in Santa Fe, and he was a changed
man. His overbearing manner was
gone, leaving 1in its place the very
spirit of meekness, and he was pros-
perous. owning a small grading outfit
of hig own. Kid and the children were
well and happy, he told me.—The Arg-
onaut.

sH{oodoo" Flowor.
There are many superstitious fan- |
cles about the lilac. it is the flower -
which i{s fatal to love affairs, |
Though the scent i8 so sweet and
1ilac tinis are sBo fresh and becomlng,'
country girls rarely wear this flower
as a buttonhole. “She who wears;
lilac will never wear a wedding ring.”
runs an old proverb. A boutonniere:
of lilac is pald for dearly by solitary
spinsterhood. The village malden lets
the lilac bush severely alone.

For the same reason rustic wise
women—with marriagzeable daughters
-—never allow a jug of the sweet-
smelling blossom inside the house,
They decorate the outside window sill
with it. But “there's no love luck
about the house’’ which contains -

Londoners are not superstitious,
and they gather the Ililacs which
grow so profusely in city and subur-
ban gardens with a lightsome ignor-
ance of the unluckiness fn love this
charming fiower confers. Village «peco-
ple cannot understand why *“clever
Londoen folk” know nothing of the
traditions of ill-luck about the llac.

To give your sweetheart a gprig of
this flower 18 a sure way to break
the engagement.: White lilac is eald
not to be so unlucky in affairs of
the heart as the mauve. But neither
ghould be presented to a leover. It
is supposed to prove as fatal to love
as an opal ring. o

It will comfort the wearers of -
lac millinery—and what {s more love-
ly than a toque of thege white and
purple blossoms?—to koow love
laughs at artifictal lilac. It is only
the real tree-grown flower that comes
between a lover and his lass.

Stony-hearted bachelors have been
' known to sport a llae buttonhole as
a charm against feminine blandish-
ments.—London Express.

Don't Drink Water in Minlps,

As a rule it is much better to sip
water than to swallow a glassful at
one draught. The exception to this
rule is in the morning,
two of

flush the stomach while it is tubular,
At other times, however, sipping the
water ig much more stimulating 1n
its effect on the circulation. During
the action of sipping the nerve action,
which slows the beating of the heart,
is temporarily abolished, and in con.
sequence the heart contracts much
more quickly and the circulation in
{ various parts of the body is increased
Another advantage in sipping I8 the
. fact that the pressure under which
the bile is secreted is considerably
raised. It has been stated on good
authority that a glass of cold water
slowly sipped will produce a greater
aeceleration of the pulse for a tims
than will a glass of wine or spirits
tnken at a draught. Sipping cold wa.
wﬂl in fact, ofien allny the cravs:

. for alcoholiec drinks—a poind
worth remembering by thoss who are

| her torchead, which was still wrin-

- know how to put it.”

when onej.
! ghould drink a glassful or
y moderately cold water in order to

n musv mws
Ob.fatr the earth wnd aweet kar ways
When dawns the month of dalsy duymy’
And bees hum in the clover; ‘ ‘ ‘ : A
The orchardl with its sweetness flls ing it, .
The light winds trooping o'er the hills, .__“m&%&cmtmwma
And birds with song brim a'en ; - 4
8 %ﬁns dnye

i that ﬁo!
*1 think. iy

Qor?” T m AR :

| down agaiwwhd fntel myiistser, the

‘we oan compars hotes, ¥

'R post which yon ple

: m&lyim )
ke A“?ﬁ?

™3 then a blushing orchid's fmes
Faps out from some negiacted place |
Where ferps unfurl thely laces;

And not a fSower, Irom dafodil

To those which brave Octobir's chill, !
Can show 80 many groces.

“Yery well? #h# 4
Oh, sing a song of daisy days, wat down and took. g -pen :gﬂ
Tope sirawberries in mendow wWays, “Whete werg wal} K g

And butterflles in session; * “Denr Lord- ea.m
Of days when bobolinks will tell, ] htmored, by your reques
Above the bindweed's snowy bell, | tordell you thit’F &y
That music’s their profession. o fb-ifats all™ y
—Katherine H. Terry, | Winnle, looking up wim m
nxmmlon.w« Sl &:
OOOOOOO@OOOOOOOOQ © TRACANT0  mwtm

. ‘geea; ?‘V&i‘!ﬂ itﬁ&:l} t&aﬁ‘;’ };;4{& 5 .VM

# am aly amﬁ!
OAN EKCELLENT REAS@“ - be xmg*?:; 10 el OV
o 0 Winnle threw dowm mr; Dok mﬁmﬁ‘
BOOVCSICIOOCOOOOOS | & large blot on the pad. 5 ntee

o1 dldn’t know. mwmmmkm 3
Is it something immensely import-
ant?®’ 1 asked, as Winlfred looked up/

joke of 1t!" she risd; Wdlgnantlys” | Ly Ballon
“I'm not," I insisted, i

with a number of wrinkles on her ‘*Yoy are temn; me to wgm mn, ”q,hg peme
forehead. songe®
omensely,” she sald with a slghs | SRy never wrote snythlng HRIE ,(, ?1333;?‘
“Are you writing a poenz?” senstble in your fte” T “am
‘Nothing could possibly be more *Besldes, “ {sn't true,” Bbb m ’, I
prosaic:” *Rot yat," 1 answersd, . “ant ‘“ynu ng
“Then 1 may be able to help you,” I | payen't finished the fetter. Now, sups{ oo
suggested. pose you finfsh L” . :

“Certainly not!" she exclaimed, and
she instantly covered ber sheet of pa-
per with the bluoting-pad. “That,”
she added, “would be too ridiculous.
At ali events,” she insisted, “I must
write the letter myself.”

~Whom is it for?' | ventured to
ask.

“Lord, Carfield, whom 1 met at the
Traoceys' at Newport,

“] wasn’t aware you corresponded,”

1 suggested.

Whnnle taok up the pen g&adn;

* ‘Because I am already engaged o}
be married. to Mr. Arthup e "

“Qh, thls fa dreadtull® she mi&rmr-
ed, honding low over the paper, *

* “To Mr. Arthar Eeerextz, 1 said. | DOSR
“Naw all you hava to do is to remsin{ ¥
his very truly, or vary siqcaraly, lnd
sgn your name B ,

o Winnis ulgned het ‘neme;- thm
ghe h!:aued bﬁi 131 h%x;é gh:iﬂ;‘ t::d itigr-;
ed hard at & ® n. M|

"Ob, we don't. At least, ho has nev- 1 drow a chair to hep side” ung axt]
er written to me bsfore,” shae answer- down.

ed, ' Sana nowt” T suggested,” ' T\
“And you find Lord Carfield” lettar | . f‘;‘d nw}‘;. { m"“ aa \ _
dificult to answer?" 1 asked. “Qf course,’ ﬂhﬁi cqntinucd. nu xmre 3

Winnie sat with her right elbow on likely I co ld gend him & latter Qf
the edge of the blotting pad, her cyes matlykind "n & g

fixed on the window, a charmifi aif of | “wgey it contains the t,ruth » Ihlnt-
self-consciousness on her small face. | o4
A tress of her halr fell forward over “1t says that 1 am cmmd to ‘m oS
married,” she sald, /and of course ¥
am nothing of the kind.”™ - - .
*You will bs, Winuniel® . -
“Some day, perhaps’* : )
*To-day iy as good as - moﬁm." I :
urged, ' -
“And to somebody,” she wdded, n
“If it comes to that,” I xnmted, np 8‘03111
am botter than any phe slsal” 1
Winnle looked into my fach with &
smile an her lipa; then shc ‘l;twnl
preternaturally serfouss
Perlhape—perhaps you are,” thq lﬂdq Thats
ol impulsively. quietly, and thene—s, Bit don't think‘
rising imp ; P
“I'm not quite sure of that"— . Uahall tbl! you wh%t llowed,

- " A ‘ homay Coﬁb, ‘
But [ am perfectly sure,” she in- . 3 ; &ﬂ{ﬂ%‘m

sisted. R X
. Lombrosa's 'X'h-bry qtﬂm mlxlu PYs Kwn: . ix 2
INow, If you were to take me Into According to-Brofessor Casnra Loms g;:‘ 3{’}?%; ﬁm Wﬂ 3

Yo %’;‘&‘i‘fﬁe l';:t:?,f_ff_m ShOW M6 | 1,080, the®istinguinbed 1aIju’ grgm. w
“Of course I shall do nothing of inologist, kissing is quits & o er mﬂ‘ ﬂ it ﬂ% il
the kind” she retorted. practice and orlginated In w 'vaiy x ‘kwl,
‘ jous manner. The kis¥, as » token of ilxhtz ¥ the th. S
 "The wars parkel-hax 4

ten;l‘sllx'?_l must try to guess its con arrec;t;m. véu ngkn;% to -tHe n;& o
" " Greels, and neither’in Homer xér in |
Wl:,‘!’i‘; dgg‘ggdly‘f°v°’ guess! Herlod 40 we find any ientlon of 3t ? ““*‘g}gﬂf“ﬁ,m“%&"mm“‘" g
“He wishes you to marry him,” I Hectof did not kiss hil Andmlhachp mx ,‘ i‘lm‘!' le nt&m
sald. ' when he bade Ler farewell, nq;thar butterfty. gives it &11
; did Parls presg b 3 llns ta those of rml; < M
the beauteous Hele.:, and Ujyasas, who ncy:that may be
was more of & cosL’ cwuﬁg ' t

sopparx 1 m:m:m;m%
mttmtcwm smong ke
;hmlm

=t m“ﬁ'

Kled

Suppose you let me tell you what to

. 1 proposed, standing with & hand |

on her chalr,

*Oh, 1 know what to say~—"" "

“Then where's your difficuity?’ I
demanded.

“At least I think I do—omniy I don't

“Well you gee, that's where I might

come in.”
"It has nothing—nothing in the
world to—to do .with you,” she said,

.

cried

Winnie turned upon me with an ex~
pression of complete surprise,

“Why how did yqu know that?” ghe
exclaimed with a fine flush.

“Lord Carfleld has really asked you
to marry him?” X asked.

“Isn’t it 2 nuisance'?” she erled, )
1lifting her eyebrows with an alr of exe
treme perplexity.

“Well, that's all right,” 1 gald.

“What is?” she demanded, !

‘So that you think it's a nuiu.nca!”

"Well, it is,” she answered. “ARl
my people are bothering me about it.
They want 10 £0" e

“They don't want you to marry the
man!* [ crled

“They insist there's no reason whyl}!
shouldn't,” said Wianie, with a ‘hura:s- ]
sed expression, - . ’

f0h, but there’s the wmost excellenf.
reason,” I urged.

“Oh, do tell me what it Is!”
pleaded more hopetully,

“l said I could help you.”

“Bat how ?” she cried.

“Take a Iresh sheet of paper and &
new nib,” I suggested, “then I'1] dice
tate your answer. Now, then,” I dicﬂ'
tated, “Dear Lord Tarfleld’ e

“P've put that.”

“ “Thank you very much® Pwws

“Oh, 1can’t begin that way,” .mab- Wi mg

Jected.
I said,

man of bis day, neyer
kissing the anchaated Cires, an
atter long vnndeﬂn 8 s, e

home tq hig spo eng;npp. he ﬁ;
tafied himself with putting one -of
 stalwart. arms araund har m

dg wng hertg 3

ot klulng.
'kxmwn n thai; coui
ey ‘when they 138

and,
ngeR mbp’md ‘therh
ing thelr Gwi’ Mo
Jetting it

liha

~thm “exjocts mo
anes. “1h womd PIA

“Well,” "we'll iry . aga!n. 1
“Dear Lord Carfleld, I am deevlr hons.
ored by your roguest’” wee

Winnfe put the end of her nen 'beu
tween her teclh and turnédt towatd m
with a doubtful air, :

“You kno
1y teel honm'ed at all."

“Qf. courge not. Ii’s a mere maé
of form. Now, then, we're not getifugk:
on. I am deeply honored by your te
quest, but T regret to tell ‘you' ”ﬂ-—-

“] must know what I’'m going. to teil :
him first,”” cried Winnle, pansing | hag nbt yet &
again.

‘ “1 regret éo tell you that I am un=
able to consider it' "eem- .
“gut | did—very ae::iousty,” she ln-

sisted.
“Oh, well,” 1 sald, wot * courao. ;ﬁ,
you really care for the felloW '
“well?” she cried provakmg? 1
“Why, you may as well mite he iew ]
ter without my imterfeyence.”
“thats what 1 told  you at ﬁrstt”‘
gald Winnfe trinmphantly. ,
“f think I shall say good-bz” ¥ 1pe
turned, and I took my hat: from 1h
fable. :
“Good-by,” she xetd, With o ﬁmig
nod, as Istepped towa.rd the 4

. "Phat will be the-second %egt
;per I've wasted!” she o
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