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ssAte you coli?" He ssked tEae ques
on  politely, but not soliceitously
. Bach time he had walked to thee top of
“ e litHe sand dune and back mgain tc
“the lone figure sitting in silent dignity
among the straggly sword grasses and
" ganid cherries he had qskced thae same
- question with the same result.
“Thanks; not at all,” said Jeeannette
. without removing her gaze from thc
blot of ink splashed on the like's sun
* set stnined breast far to the westwarc
. that represented Macatawa island.
" #Are you hungry?”’

Iwo."

The uther times he had gone smway t¢
hs solitary lookout point when sshe hnd
uttered that frozen negative, DNow kse
peused and took anpother look at her
She was cold. 8he must be «old 11
that lacy, foolish, exquisite exc-use foi
. arational garmevnt which she weors, It

. was nearly 7, and there had spr-ung ug
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- & fresh, cool lake breeze sfnce tEae sur

" ghot its last crlinsors shaft abowoe the

p pines of the malnland shore. 1E e was
cold with his cont and aweater ora, “If
only she wounld glve soene stz ot
weakening!” he thought and ther
caught & glimpse of her profile—-tie up
lifted rebellious chin and the shoert up-
per 1ip, the straight little nose, w-ith its
delicious tendency to tilt heavers ward

- qud the Autterlng wisps of str-aylng
curls that the wind tossed wirere it
pleased—and his foot grouzad an  unof
fending clump of aspiring c-lover 1n the
sand.

If she had never kissed him, it -would
have been another matter, but she
had—not once; le could distinetdy re
member geveral times. Ana they were

v . "not cousinly Kkisses either. [LEenno
«+. Xised him In a cousinly fasBion -

&1 Hie a toy engine to scoot from wall tc

M
(%

I get are tvo steps,  What fellow has
any chanee itk a two step?”

“Pwo steps were made for you, Tom
Your gracefuel prance is bheavenly. )
feel a8 if [ had been at a football game
whken you slow np and deposit my re
mains ou o friendly chair. But one
doesn't waltz as if one were wound ug

wall ig a frenzy, Mr. Kerwin learpec
in Idurope, he says.”

“If I could think that you only did i1
to torment me, the way it was witk
Boh and CIff Maxon and the rest, |
wouldn’t care n hang. But some way
he seens diffeerent. He's forty-five''—

“Thirty-six.””

*“It's all the same, aud 1 know Uncle
Nick smells eold cash or he'd never
throw you at hie lLend the way he
does.”

“He doesn't throw me -at his head,”
cawme the hot denial. ' Eleanor ls al-
ways with us.”

“Oh, well, Eleanor, she's most thie-
ty ' —

“Twenty-five last April.”

“l don’t care. Nhe wonldn't look at
Kerwin., If he comes on the boat, I'l}
throw him in the lake”

“You sweet ¢hlid! Tous, dear, do you
know"

“No; I don't know.” le retorted bit.
terly. I don’t know anything, Jeanle,
except that [ love you, and you don't
care g rap.”

There wus sflenve. After a few win
utes she stule a glavce at him.  His
head was lying on his arws, Lis face
bidden. Sbhe siniled u Mitle, tremunlous,
fearful smuile. What o Loy he was! A
man would have known, tuken it for
granted anyway. But all be dhl was
avow lLis cause and lay down henrt
and sword before the attle had even
begun,

Far off ou the distaut marsh soine
night fow! gent a quavering. auxious
cry across the dake, uud the water lap-
ped lazlly among the reeds down near
the richety oid pler.

She shivered aml lovked away from
the strong, athletle young flgure lying
among the sword grasses at her feef,
If he had not been golng away that
night! How long half o year seemns
when one must he alone! But Le was
such a boy! Rhe turtned uud laid her
hand on his shoulder.

“Tom, don't Qo that!”" sbe suid quich-
ly, a tittle frowen coutracting her eye-
brows, [ dido't hnow  You alnays
acted as if [t werse Lall fuan Doen't
you know you ditd*  And Bob and Clur |
weren't ln enrtiest.  Boys arewn’t geuer o

wlly. They (nll in love because ol
Just beenure! And 1 thought you were
the same. | dido't think you would

want it to be forever, the way tnen
do.”

No respounse from the prostrate tig-
ure. lHer hand wandered to Lis hair,
It was thick, wavy halr. She had lov-
ed toFhull 1t bnesh [In the old days when
she had been anzry with him. Oune
could got such o s lendid gzrip.

“You never sald you really wanted
me, you know, Tum = The words did
not come as enklly now, “*Mr. Kerwin
proposed, really aud truly . fn the reg.
ulution way, llhke 0 wan. You never
even proposed.””

The figure vat helt upright,
*What did he suy =

*The bont has lert the f«Iamdl."”
“How did he do Ity

“They’ll be here pretty soon.™

friendly, mild lttle shies at his chin;
or eyehrov—when he had a birthday
or left for college, bt Jean lind been
different—different ever since hie could |
remember, when, a thin, big eyeed, red
haired young creature of six, shee had
proclaimed her love for him froem the
housetops anil craclously  showevered
him- with favi. uarying from msticky
caramel kisses to the eyes of her loved
doll when the latter went the way of
herkind. He looked at his watclx. The
boat could not possibly reach them
from Macatawa ULefore apother balf
hour. It would make n landing en its
way around the lake to guther «wp the
<ottagers for the hop.
t4A ro you hungry ?”
It was a last appeal
- plucked & spray of sand cherriess and
‘began to eat them stoically. HEe re-
membered other girls with red Dhair
':Iho had the same pleasant, ma-dden-
ug little ways at critical moments, It
ust be in the color, or was {& just
m—.
;She glanced up indignantky whaen he

Jeame nette

- around her und then laughed whe-n su
" waw the look on his face.

- Tom,” she said.
. *Like what?"”
“Oh, just brace up and boss me and
-, forget you're only aboy! Can yaeu see
- the beat yet?”

. “No; P'm not a boy.
. oss you?"'

“Not very much; sometirnes.

Does Kerwin

He's

o youl like him so awtully well 2"

> He was stretched out on the samd at
% feot, all hin hoart in his cyees as
Be locked at ber. They were good
pyes that had not yet lost the f~rank,

nnétte gased steadily at the red
bt that had suddenly fiickered to
e In, the lightheuse st Osbeourne

Pretty well,” she sald thoughtt-ully.
than you do me?”

olz beside her and wrapped hies coat |

“I likke you when you're like tlmt.‘

80 dimagreeable at Cimes,
t lwn't fady to Judge,™ she
usly’ "“Yow, keepo one
now, and Mr. Kerwin
.He {s ono f the
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sis]-stage? Hxpect to'become a great actor
. one of theso dayn, I suppome?
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o! Ah Grim had a keep

L/ W / ]
Ah Grim had a toothache severe.
It caused him to act rather queer;
in the woods quite alone
He'd retire to moan
With a blanket tied under his car. *®
er named Jack; .'
Expedients ne'er did he lack.
S8aid he, “Come. my boy,

The tolks you annoy;
Let's have the bad tooth out—ker-smack!”

“Jean, loovk nt we  Dou t'luugh ™
After awhile, when they could hear
the slow, fatul whistle of the boat and
walked down to the pler together
swinging hands. he asked suddenly l
*Did I do itright:
“Lovely!”
“You dear! Better than Kerwin?®
*Ask Eleanor!"’ she sald.

A Barber mand Poet.

Jasmlin, the (Jascon poet, who was
algo a barber, had many a strapge ad -
venture arislug from the Incongruity .
of his two professions,

At one tlme when lhe was visiting
the mayor of a French town and had
promised to give an informal recitation
to the tovwnspeople the hour arrived, '
and his host did not appear. Several,
finportant personages assembled to ac.
vompauny them to the hall, but thoI
mayor remuained invisible, busied with:
his tollet.

Finally, fearing the impatience of his |
guesty, he opened the door of his
chamber to apologize and showed his
face covered with lather.

*Just a moment,” said he; “I am flu-
ishing my shaving.”

“Oh,"” sald Jasmin,
.\'Uu."

He at once doffed his coat, gave a
finishing touch to the razor and shaved
the mayor in a twinkling with what
he called his “hand of velvet.” In a
few minutes he was in the hall recelv-
Ing tumultuous applause for his splen-
vid recitations,

“let me help

From Medicine to the Drama.

The earlier part of Victorlien Sar-
dou’s career was beset with many
trials and difftculties. His parents
wished him to take up a medical ca-
reer, and he began his studies with
some zeal. The love of the drama,
however, was far greater than the
love of {ie pill box, and in the inter-
val’ of the other work Sardou was
busy upon a play. Life wasa struggle
for him, for he had little money,
though he managed to get journalistic
work to supplement his more slender
income. His first play was a failure,
and Sardou rushed from the theater
vowing never to enter one again. He
fell derlously i1, was nursed back to
bealth by Mlle. de Brecourt, an ac
treas who lived onh a floor below, and
from that time his fortune was made.

Hxperts ¥m Ohirography.
Barnes—80 you are golng upon the

. BHowes-Hxpect nothingl I want to
‘ Jwrite aé they do upon the
they have a letter to write,

! Bienography is nothing to

So away to the den

tist's they hied.

He spoke in a tone dignified:
“The tooth must come out,

But as I'm far from stout,
»® '"Twiil take twenty dentists beside.” *®
.0 The dentists at last were all found, o?

And, a rope to the tooth heing bound,

They all gave a
Grim yelled like
. For they yanked out

jerk.
a Turk,
a tooth that was sound.

The Magie Wand.

This is a game which needs two con-
federates, whom we will call A and B.
A explains the game to the company.
or, rather, pretends to do so. After lin-
gering for a moment B goes out of the
room and shuts the doot.

Then A, standing among the guests,
waves a wand (a walking “stick will
do) horizontally over their heads, say-
ing solemnly and in a low voice, “The
wand passes.” ‘‘Let it pass,” answers
B from outside. Again A waves the
wand and after several passes brings
it to a standstill over somebody’s head,
crying as he does so, “The wand
rests.” ‘Over —-,” cries B, mention-
ing the na:ne of one of the company.

. Then he eunters the room to inguire
if he is right. Of.course he is, but
every one is much astonished and
wants to kaow how he managed It,
and the trick 1s performed many times
without any one guessing how it is
done. The secret is simply that A and
B agree that the wand shall rest on

the persan wholpukslutungoa'

out of the wooln.
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School Savings Banks,

There are 3,588 school savings banks
in the United States, with 63,667 de-
positors. Since the work was begun
$876,000 has been deposited by the
school children, the amount of the de-
posits at the close of last year being
$335,000. In one county—Montgomery
county, Pa.—the pupils have deposited
in about ten years no less than $175,-
800. In Atlantie City, N, J., the de-
posits during the last school year were
$6,376. Many schools are dolng a great
work in thus _inculcating lessons of
economy and t¥rift,

Skating Time,

Jolly skating weather
And a zero breeze;
All start together;
Hurry or you'll freezs!
Light as a feather
Cireling about the trees,
We children care not whether
Our antics the whole world peea.
‘We're loose from schoolroom tethaer,
Not minding our q's and p's!
8o tighten your straps of leather
And have all the fun you plesne:
L, Jikika,

o

By Homer Lee Smith

———

Copyright, 1902, by A. 8, !Hchndm'{n

Among the Cuobans who were ready
to receive the munitions of war as the
steamer was backed in a little edve at
midnight after successfully dodging
the S8panish gunboats was the outcast.
He was an American and, though in
ragzed uniform and bhaving a disrep-
utable look, was evidently much re-
spected by the rebels. He was in
charge of the party unloading the
armns and had the energy of six ordl-
nary men. When the hoxes were safe-
ly ashore, he sald to the five of us who
bhad volunteered four the Cuban service:

“Now, boys, come ahead. If you had
known what you were going into, you
wouldn’'t be here. As it is, you'll have
to make the best of {t. The Cubans
want help, but they won't give an out-
sider a falr show, and if any of yoo
happeus to be taken prisoner I'll guar-
antee that you won't live ten minuates,
There's sowe little patriotism sbout it,
enough to make you want to shoot
straight, but the whole thing is a fam-
jly row, and one can’t say enough bad
things about either stde. My name's
Chips, just Chips. and I came over
here simply to get shot.”

Chlips was a scout, a spy and a sharp-
shooter and had little to do with theI
rank and file. He could have giwn|
any Cuban genernl spades and onrds;
on how to conduct a campaign. He,
was thoroughly disgusted with the
style of fighting and the cruelty prac-,
ticed on prisoners, but he offered no
criticisins,

It was 2 month before 1 got his atory.:
We had had two or three skirmishes
with the Spaulsh and had been amazed
at the reckless manuver in which he ex-
posed his Iife. He was a dead shot
und perfectly hulifferent to the ene-
my’'s bullets.and [ honestly believe that
in the yenr be was with the Cabans
he intlicted nt least Lalf the loss suf-
fered by the Spanish. I had heard him
counghing at night 1n a way to make
me  wonder if cousuinption had not
tahen n firm hold on him, and 1
couldn’'t help but notice how thin he
was and how Little appetite be had, It
was one iy while we were scouting
within n mule of the Spanish lines aund
were Iving in a thicket, with the land
crabs nipping at our clothing and the
mosquitoes  hovering about us In
clouds. that be nald-

"Yen, there's a story behind all this,
bu: I don’t care to rake it up. You can

|
|
l
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NOT A MAN OF US HAD THE SLIGHTEST
HOPE.

take it that [ come from a good fam-
fly, have had uall the advantages of
wealth and edueatlion, and that it's my
fault that 1 am today a famlly out-|
cast. I'tn not blaming mother—God
bless her --and I'm not blaming poor,
old dad. It's all my fault. They can't
know whether I'm living or dead, but'
I hope they have done grieving for me. |
I was a fool and worse. Now it's too
late to talk of reconciliation. Camp,
life has brought on consumption, and.
my days are uumbered. It would only.
be golng home to dle, and I'd sooner
do that here. 1 came over here for
reckless adventure, and I'm golng to
play 1t to the end. All I'm afrald of
is that I shall Le laid up the last three'
or four weeks of my life and die like
a dog in his kennel {nstead of putting
up a decent finish.”

I asked Chips no impertinent ques-
tions, but 1 thought it out for myself—
a rich man's son, Yale or Harvard,
debts, reproofs, dishonorable affairs,
disgrace and expulsion. That was
probably the worst and only what has
befallen many a young man. Chips
might have done foolish things, mad
things, dishonorable things, but he was
not & criminal. He was above that, I
didn’t even try to deceive him as to his
state of health. He was a doomed
man and fully realized it. Words of
cheer or sympathy would have been
uscless. Had he told me nothing I
could have known from his reckless
scouting that day that he wanted to
die the death of a soldier instead of an
Invalid.

Another week passed. and twenty-
five of us were sent to break through
the Spanish lines and bring up more
ammunition. Chips was looking gaunt
and feeble, but he responded with alac-
rity. He realized the danger and per-
haps intended to make it his last fight.

It was entirély the fault of the
Cuban colonel who commanded the de-
tachment that we were led into & trap
and the entire command made prison-
ers without having a chance to fire a
gun. It waos a neat stroke of business
on the part of the Spanigh, and they re.
Joiced over it for half an hour and then
prepared to reap the fruits—that is, we
mbmnzhtwmamalnwm‘
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" hours there will be a murder.
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Lo more [eeln: of uercy towsrd s

RE rebol than for
i he pruceeided] to try ua by court mar

4 tnt in tae gutter,and

‘tial, e calicd ia 2o other officer.
There was 4 stanGing order on beth
sides to take no priscuiers, and it was
disobeyed only by accident. A court

- martial wias merely tie preface to be

ing shot and was so understood by
both sides, '

It was a beautiful morning as we
were drawn up in line before an old
sugar house which bad been turned
into a headguarters. and the Spanish
general began business,. We were dis
armed, but not bound. ‘The enemy
were ten to one and bemmed us in o3
three sides. The first man on the right
of our line was the first one called be
fore the “conrt.” Inside of thirty sec
onds he had been charged, tried, con
victed, sentenced and led away to be
shot. He was hardly out of cur sight
before he was & dead man. The gen
eral was no man to dally. He went
through with it as he would a drill,
and it was not long before our l:ne had
shortened up to ten men. The five
Americans of us were on tue left, el
bows touching, and not a maa of us
had the slightest hope in h!s breast
when Chips attered his irst word.

“Boys,”” said he In a low voice, but
plainly audible to every one of us, “the
general is sending souls to kingdom
come by express, but I am going to in-
terrupt his little game. Now, pay
strict attention to what | say and make
no comments or suggestions. As the
last Cuban is called in I am going to
make a dash for the captain directly
in front of me. Il reach him in three
Jumpe, and before he can straighten
up I'll have bhis sword and drive it
through him. Then I'll pot my back
against that tree and die as I have
been hoping to. I won't last long, of
course, but I’ll get two or three more
of them.”

One of the two remaining Cubana
‘was taken, and as he entered the house
with a prayer on his lips Chips con-
tinued:

“Steady, now, and don't miss a word,
Nobody is to follow me. There on the
right flank their line s the thinnest
and the jungle thickest. As I make
my rush for the captain you rush for
the flank, break through and take to
cover In the jungle. You’ll all get
away. Getready™

“But we"— | began, when he inter
rupted me with:

“Sllence, fool! Haven't I told yon 1
want to die? There 18 no use throwing
other lives away. 1f one of yon dares
to follow we, I'll turn the sword on
bim instead of the captain. They are
coming for the last Cauban now. Feteb
a long breath and when you move
make a regular football rush of it
Now, then, hurrah™

Chips sprang forward, and we wheel-
ed to the right and made our rush. It
was a complete success. - Before the
soldlers &t “parade rest” could bring
up thelr muskets we were upon and
over them, and, though a shower of
bullets followed us into the jungle, no
one was hit

Even as we rushed we knew that
Chips hnd@ won his first stroke, for the
officer screamyed out as the steel was
wrenched from his hand and found hia
heart.

It was months later befére we knew
all, before it wvas told us that our com-
rade stood with his back to the tree
and laid about him till he bhad killed
two others and wounded four. Ile
was fairly riddled with bullets befonre
he went down and the cheer on his
lips turned to a death rattle In bhis
throat. Could his weeping motaer and
stern hearted father but know they
would say that the outcast son had re-
habllitated himself.

Father of Modern Jurisprudenece.

Louis IX. was practically the founder
of modern jurisprudence. About the
year 1241 he noticed the abuses which
were cauced in France by men taking
into their own hands the work of re-
dressing their own wrongs and pub-
lished a proclamation establishing the
quarantine du rol. This forbade pri-
vate redress for wrongs for the space
of forty days after the injury was com-
mitted. During that time the injured
person must seek redress and satisfac-
tion in the king's court, and if his
wrong were not righted at the end of
forty days he might then take its rec-
tification into his own hands.

This proclamation made Justice
speedy and tolerably sure, although, of
course, its administration was in a
rough and ready way, and unless the
records are at fault some law of this
kind prevaliled in Louisiana at the time
when Missouri was a part of the
French king's possessions.

A Bad Drink.
“The forelgners up in the coal re-

' glons,” says a writer in the Philadel-

phia Record, ‘drink polinsky, and
that’s why so many storles of horrible
crimes come from there. Polinsky is
at the bottom of every riof and much
murder. Itis simply a mixture of beer
and bad whisky, usually blended in &
washtub and seasoned with spices. At
every wedding, christening, wake or
other gathering of a social nature there
is always a tub of polinsky. In one
hour all hands will be drunk, In two
hours there will be a free fight, and.
unless the police interfere, in three
In the
mere thickly populated communities
the police try to break up these polinaky
parties in their incipient stages, but
they don’t always succeed.”

Foreible,

Some of the Ilate Lord Randolph
Churchill's friends once tried te havc
Lord Salisbury reinstate his erratic
lieutenant. Salisbury listened to them.
patiently and .zen asked, “Have any,
of you ever had a carbuncle ou the
back of your néck?"

“No,” was the reply.

“Well, I have,” retorted his lordship,,
“and I don’t want another.” .
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