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! When Katherine Burman and Enid |
. Shelton, the married sisters, came |
{ home in June, visiting, and found |
' Roger Cuthbert most any time in their |
' father's kitchen, heating up eggs or |
' helping Judith wash dishes, while the |
' black cook looked on, encouraging such | . . .
Bty St s B | rectory will reach daily hundreds of in-

That Roger Cuthbert was the “big-
Cgest” man on the foothall feam of (Col-
bert college, the valedictorian of that
| year’s graduating class, a genius in
' science and Judith’s worshipful lover,
- counted for nothing with the sisters.|
COne must be rich, or one’s folks must:
have been rich, or be gakin to the rich,
to put one in their graces,

“What do you mean, Judy,” they |
saild to her, “having old Lee (With-
bert’s boy here under foot half the
- time—a paper-hanger’s son?” ‘
Judith's blue eves flashed. *“All the
'nice people in town invite Roger to
their houses, Enid !” |

“Perhaps,” shaq admitted : “but that's
' to please his class. Now he's through
| college, they won’t. And, anyway,
' there isn’t a parent of our set who'd
'be willing to take him for a son-in- I

|
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Your advertisement in the telephone di-

Information and
Other Assi1stance

terested people. 'T'he directory i1s a per-

manent proposition, Day after day

and week atter week it kecps betore
a buying pcuplc the gﬁuds Or service
you have to sell.

f -
—— AND SHE HAS YOU MARL A
SEINITE. DAPE. | SASEIRSYS. VR - A CLAIM FOR COMPENSATION WHICH

THE $00. BONUS AND FILLS YOU KNEW NOTHING ABOUN
OUY YDUR‘APPLILQ«TION Yo , ‘

— AND THEN SHE MAKES YOU
A LITTLE LOAN TO TIDE
YOU OVER —

Ask our Local Manager to tell you more
about this always-working advertising
medium. |

THE CHESAPRAKE & PoToMAacC

law I

! “There’s one,” Judith said quietly, I'eLepHONE CoOMPANY
| *

|

 “father!”

“Judith Prentice, you don’t mean to

i tell us you have any intention of
- marrying Roger Cuthbert?” f
“Just that!” she answered,
“When?’ they demanded,
- “When he gets through at Harvard
and gets a place that pays him enough
for us to live on. Meanwhile this va-
- cation he's going down South to tutor
two rich men’s sons and act as chauf-
feur to one of them.”
' The sisters’ took heart. They had, |
feared the worst—intention of imme-,
diate marriage. They took Judith

i

English. She quarreled at you for
recognizing me this evening, didn"t
she? Yes? Well, it’ll be the last timq
—if you—(T'll risk the Ilisteners,
Judy !)—Say, I'm going home to Amer¢
lca in two weeks, for the company, and
If you feel as you used to—— Oh,
Judith, will you marry me tomorrow?"

Over the wire went a faint but very
Joyous “Yes!”

— OH BOY ' AINT THIS A
GREAT LI'’L OL’ WORLD "I

— AND YOUR CLAIM FOR
COMPENSATION GOES THROUGH AND

THE GOVERNMENY TRAINS YOU FOR

—— AND CONVINCES YOU THAT IT 15
BEST TO KEEP UP “THE STRONGEST,
SAFEST AND CHEAPEST INSURANCE

-IJN THE WORLD" —
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A BETTER JOB THAN YOU
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“Poor, Crazy™
Hobo”

¢ Yy |
By EDWIN BALMER

(Copyright.)

One crime remained for No. 32—
mixed freight, west bound. Short-
handed and overloaded (five in the

crew and eighty-three cars), she had |

“broken” twice, stopped for hot box
four times, and had been forced to
double over every hill from Crews to
Stockton.

Therefore, at Benton she had “laid
out” No. 17, east-bound passenger; at
Jefferson she had held up No. 395, the
fast freight of refrigerated perishables
rushing to Chicago:; at Evans she had

delayed passenger No. 15 for half an |

hour; at Brunswick she had held back |
passenger No. 24; and last, at Lavern |
she had laid out, for almost an hour,

the crack Transcontinental Express No.
9, east bound.

plete the calendar by laying out No. 10
also, the twin Transcontinental rush-
ing up from behind. The siding at

- other Kkick,

sciousness while Kalvert and Dender,
one on each side, picked him up. One
of the others opened wider the big door
of the box car.

“One,” Harring remarked, with an-
as Kalvert and
swung the hobo between them.

“Two,” Harring kicked again. No.
32, in a last spurt to reach the siding
befare No. 10 could overtake it, put on
speed and jumped ahead, but the men
in the car did not heed it.

“Three!” The hobo, at the touch of
Harring’s foot, swung free from the
hands on either side and dove
through the door in a low parabola.
howl! and for an instant a grayv
appeared in the fiving hedge beside
track.

A
rap

the

Bender |

out

“He's hit the road,” muttered Har-

ring.
man for?’ He blamed it upon the
others. “Why conldn’t you let him go
into the bush?”

Kalvert spat upon the floor, but
turned his face away from the lantern.

“We're hitting it up,” he observed
carelessly. “The damned hobo.”

Bender grunted grufily.

The hobo drew himself up on his
hands. He felt stunned and deadened
all over, and was conscious more of a

- battered dullness than of pain. He had
In ten minutes No. 32 would com-

Stockton (which the freight had been |

allowed fifty minutes to reach from
Lavern, ten miles back) was still eight

miles ahead, and forty of the fifty min- |

utes were gone,

The crew, out thirty-eight hours,

were_exhausted, exasperated, humili-
ated. They had freighted too long
to mind the mere thirty-eight hours’

exhaustion and exasperation, but this |

time the humiliation was overdone.
Their superiors had humiliated them

personally and pointedly at the larger

towns and by wire at the stops between. | ¢y.own upon might lead to a town. but

Their equals on the other trains had

erable, their inferiors and worse, the

a numbed understanding that he must | from his automatism, and he raced on

he |

after
but

have been quite senseless
siruck—not for very long,
few moments anvway.

Yet as he dragged himself around
and sat up, he saw that he could scarce-
ly have lost consciousness.
thrown him off half-way around a
curve, and the red light of the caboose
was still visible at the farther horn of
the crescent.

He gazed at it stupidly and rubbed
his eyes with his swollen knuckles, but
still the red light persisted there, and
it came to him slowly that the train
must have stopped.

The wagon road the tramp had been

for a

_ - he couldn't tell how far off it might
humbled them as they slunk into the |

sidings; but what was entirely intol-

very hobos stealing rides on the train,

had mocked them and rubbed it in.

Thirty hobos had boarded the train |

at the hill bevond Lavern, overborne
the weak® crew, broken into a car of
foodstufrs, and, after eating what they
wanied, Jhad scgttered the rest along

the right“of™way till it had ceased to |

amuse -them¥

The crew had found it best to sulk | . .0 not straight on the track, but

very silently in the caboose at the end " were lying actess It in every direction.

of the train till the volley of stones
smashing through the windows told that
the tramps had departed.

ward for revenge,

The object was still asleep Wm the |

“empty” at the middle of the train.

The crew had come upon him some |
hours before; but that was before they |

be, or in which direction.
was there, and now that he was hurt
the hobo thought he might get the crew
to let him ride to the next station; if
not, he might hide himself somehow.

He was wondering only whether he
could cateh them in time to ask them
to let him on again; and if they
wouldn’t, he was planning where he
might hide from them.

Then he saw that something was
the matter with the train. The cars

. The roofs had slid down and the sides

- bulged out.
Then, as

one man, the crew of No. 32 sprang for- |

had learned the personal advantages |

of enforcing the rule to eject tramps,
and before they had laid out the last
two passenger trains and the Trans-
continental, and received the tele-
graphic comments thereon.

Harring kicked the” object to con-
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Big boards and barrels

far as the tramp could see througlh the
darkness, the wavy line of cars zig-
zagged crazily over both sides of the

“What do you want to hurt a'

MIDRNNT

NI

The hobo kicked the boards and the
groan sounded again.” He leaned over,
and, with a queer, silly feeling at his
weiakness, tugged ineffectually at the
planking. His fingers kept letting gZo
their hold and he sat back helplessly,
but he knew the man underneathh was
conscious now, for the mutterings were
audible, though still incoherent.

“Nuwmber ten ten .
ten ten damn .
ten ten . ten the
man underneath was saying as the
hobo tugged over him.

The tramp tore a board free and
the man below shuddered and twisted
his head in the rageed hole,

“Number ten, damn vou,” he gasped
in pain from the weight of which Lis
lungs were relieved,.

“Stop ten R - - -« JOR
damned hobo,” he gasped as the pain

- gripped him again, *stop ten—the ex-
- press train behind us,” he l‘Xl'liiilll'nl

e » » IOD B
BN . e

madly, “stop it
lantern there .
e o+ . Tun!—

The hobo understood at last, and
Harring sank back again unconscious.

The tramp was running mechanical-
Iy, automatically, at the trainman’s
bidding. From far away the whistle

> w . Ul

"

- of No. 10 came to him, half startled him

They had

The train
: _-.;¢|11|1|L Instead of 1'nllli‘!t;.:’ around the -l

more consciously. His legs wobbled
queerly he forced themn and he
stumbled between the tics, sometimes
stagegering two or three steps back-
ward to save his balance before he
could lunge madly forward again.
The second screech from No.o 10
echoed past him, and, as he looked
fearfully ahead and did not see the
engine, he suddenly recalled that he

LS

h

was on the curve and spurred on more |

desperately, throwing himself forward
now as he stumbled and pressing him-
self up again with his free hand when
he fell. It was quite two hundred
vards to the beginning of the straight
stretech which he must reach to signal
the train.

Again No, 10 whistled, but now the

ahead, seemed to the trawmp
to come through the woods at his side,
and, as he glanced .'.&‘.l'--h'. it seemed to
come directly thrqugh the
where a path ran t!h'uu:h the trees.

Crescent

Spomrdaneously facing about to the di- |
rection of The shriek, the tramp raced |

| ing

- into the cut-off,

track. Some were rolled over on their

“ides.

put nowhere in the long lige- _was ;
there a sound or sign of life, although |
- the little flaring wick in th¥ red”lamp |

at the rear of the train still burned.
The tramp pulled the lamp from its

fastening and walked along the wreck- !

age, until, from under a pile of boards
at his feet. he heard a groan.
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The pound of the train now came to

dirt of the path spread before him.
Yet he lurched over it with high, strain-
ed strides, and, still feeling for the
treacherous ij,%::: when they were no

and boxes were thrown about, and as | longer there to trip him, he slipped at

lrst. DBuat his stride soon adapted it-
self and he reeled on to beat the train.
-Tn beat the train! The exhaust of
the Transcontinental's great engine al-
* hissed through the trees about
,-yet he had to beat the train. He
to beat it, but he could hear it
Mning so fast that his little steps
S"t‘?!inml nothing. He could feel the
paint of his muscles and the beat of his
feet upon the path, but compared with
the tremendors rush of the train, he
seemed held by a weight,

opening |

track!

hurled the signal lantern from
and seemed to gain a little.

The track showed plainly before him, |

almost at his feet, so plainly that he

| knew the headlight of the engine was
almost over the spot where the path |

crossed it. To beat the train there—to
beat the train., He didn’t know where
his strength came from or that it came
at all tll it stiftened
steadied him. He was ten

near the crossing.

To beat it now—to win at the finish!
The white glare of the headlight smote |

his eves but he shut them and threw
himself forward blindly, with his arms
thrown out.

It was the end of the race, ani

wildly. madly now, the engine—the big,

pounding engine beaten by the little
man—roared to try to frighten hiwm

away and win after all; but the little . (
' that Blanchard knox!—Ilet me know

man wouldn’t be frightened or cheated.

With the blind, reckless burst of his
triumph, he gathered himself, hurtled
forward—and beat the train to the |

tracg.

“The ecrazy, damned hobo.,” the en- |

gineer of No. 10 sputtered to the group | . : .
: » | we are just gettingeher interested in

which gathered about the pilot. *“Sui-

cide ; suicide, that's what it is. Jumped
and |
threw himself under the wheels. Heard |

he was
' through and ecaught up the card and

“Phought he might be crazy and I | carried it out in the vard, where it

right out of the bushes there

me whistle, didn't vou? But
bound to kill himself.

gave her sand and reversed her; but
he was under the wheels as soon as
[ saw him. Sulelde; suiclde . .

I'll get raked for killing him!

Lord!”

and
Killing him?
A
and winded, burst through the group
and eclung, panting, to the engineer,
“Thank God y* stopped. Thirty-two's

Madly, thinking only to win |
the race, and to lighten himself, he
him |

his legs and |

feet from g st ; | 8 -
the track, but the train was almost as | m“:-]\hi' b S tuld_ st
don’t want anvbody nagging you over |

jnu-:tv:ll'd for Judith.

- table.

1

%

In the opening ahead he saw the ——
track where it crossed his little path, |
and he had to beat the train to that |

the world, my dear.”

; able to make here? It would give

I|

g

| ture. They went to Paris, and there

. | Judith was kept selecting and buying
' | antil her head whirled.

' she eame into Mrs. Loring’s sitting-

' photo of a young man with an up-
.| standing shock of ecurly red hair, &

|

{
l

Took the Rose From Its Vase.

home with them and threw her, some-

- what unwillingly, into a whirl of so-

cial activities.
“ou must write me sometimes,

letters, so I will send only cards that
all the world may read.
card will bring you my heart—all my
heart, Judith.”

carly in September there came a
“1 am coming
through your city,” it said, “on my
way to Cambridge. If you want to

|
|
+
-
|
|

L
i
|

|
i
|

But every

lon:

see me—atd I'm scared stiff you don’t, |

since I have heard of the devotion of

if I may stop off for a ook at you.
“Roger.”

“She musn't see him, Kit!”
Enid, who saw the card on the hall
“TIt will undo all our work if
that big, good-looking, red-haired crea-
ture comes on the horizon now when

Blanchard Knox!™
Moved by a sudlen

Katherine opened the hall door and

a window. The high wind swept

lodged under a hvdrangea and stayved!
Some  davs later Judith received a

crledj - 8etting sun turned her bright hair to |

- berness of her maid’s black dress were |
|

- ereature more beaunt:fol.

- his feet and held out his hand.
inspiration,

letter from Joyee (Christie, one of the

- wrote; “left vesterday;

man — Bender — blood-spattered

Jove right under the wheels ., ., ., Cuthberts’ neighiors,

cone to Cambridge,” she
said he passed

“Roger’s
through that town von are in.

Gands is wild about him!

~him vou were engaged to a rich fellow

all over the track 'round the curve and |

what stopped vye? Ran over
man? . . Lord! 1It's the erazy
hobo we swung off 'bout here. . . .
Lucky f'r you he got on the right o’
way and f'r us, too—the poor,

- erazy hobo—"

But the engineer ofiNo. 10 was kneel-
and finzering vgently the rough

" ¢loth of the sleeve of the man lyving

_ Cunwer the piiol.
him clearly as he ran: but the smooth |

Aant

of western New York,

“Poor, crazy hobo,” he murmured
very softly, “poor, erazyv hobo.”
ucncral Fersning’'s Keligion,
General Pershing was understood to
be a Preshyterian, but according to
published reports, he has Iater been
confirmed as a Illi‘llllh‘l‘ Of the ['1‘[!11‘5(-
Episcopal church, The Living
Church, an organ of that faith. states

that the confirmation service took

place in France, and was conducted |

- Ella has anyv chance, thoungh.

I don’t think
Roger
wouldn't let any of us see the picture

down there. Are you?

" he owned was in his wateh.”

|
|
|
|
|

|
i
|
!

!
!

I

by Rt. Rev. Charles H. Brent. bishop |

It is said that
General Pershing desired to unite with
the Episcopal church in memory of his
wife, who was of that faith, She and
their three «daughters lost their lives
in a fire at the Presidio militarv buil4d-

ings at San Francisco, August 27 1915

taste and skill,

“And he didn’'t ston to see me, or
write,” thought Judith drearily. “Oh,
Roger, T hope she loves you!”

That October Judith's father died,
and when the debts were paid there
wasn't much left. To her sisters’ cha-
grin, Judith deeclined to live with
e¢ither, or to marry Dlanchard Knox,
but went to another e¢ity and set up
a modest sewing establishment,

In the sixth year of her work Mrs.

Elethea Loring, one of her patrons,

asked her if she would not like to
travel abroad. Teo travel! Judith’s
heart twisted a bit painfully. Roger
and she had used to plan to see the
world together when they'd got the
money !

“I'm going abroad next month,” said

Mrs. Loring. “My daughter, Lavise, i3

' in England with friends. She has writ-

I "

ten me to bring her a maid.

' she went on, a little doubtfully; *“I

thought with your exquisite

Would you mind go-
ing if I pay you more than you are

of you

©Maryland State Archives, msa_sc2929 scm3542-0205.jpg

He is
looking, oh, =0 handsome, Judith! Ella |
She told

- ability they sent him there two years
'ago to take charge of their great

' Jndith heard Roger Cuthbert’s voice.

"on the chiffonier!”

- with quick, indignant fire.

- going to wait another day to ask you

' “JEWELRY” OF MASAI WOMEN

| Telegraph Wire Considered Choice Per
sonal Adornment by Females of
British East African Tribe.

- Of all Africa’s many tribes, none 19
“more distinctive than the Masai, that
warlike race of British East Africa,
whose women are regarded as the best
looking of all negroes. They are slen-
idﬂl‘, well formed, and lack the abnor-
‘ mal hips so characteristic of many oth-
er natives. Pride in personal adorn-
ment is shown by ornaments of a re-
markable nature, telegraph wire being
coiled about their arms and limbs in
spiral faslion.

So awkward is this remarkable jew-
elry that the wearer cannot walk prop-
- erly, nor can she sit down nor rise like-
" other human beings. Round her arms
ORh SUtning. WSV S S ' she has wire coiled both above and be-
low her elbows, while still more wire is
coiled round her neck horizontally, till
the head seems to sit en an inverted
iron salver. Put on at an early age,
these ornaments must remain unless
' they are sawed off, As a result of this

(‘umpr&ssiun the limbs remain like
“mere stilts, the wire frequently be-
coming embedded into the flesh. Be-
sides this iron wire, often weighing 30
pounds or more, great quantities of
' beads and iron chains are hung in va-

plant there. His salary, of course, is rious ways round the neck.

remarkably good, but Lavise will not | During the period of engagement the

need to marry a rich man.” She smiled girl wears round her head a band cov-
' ered with cowries from which hang a .

confidentially. *“I hope—I think he

will be my 2011.111.131; one day. But | aumber of strings forming a bridal veil.

—not a word. my dear!™ For the first time she dons real clothes,
. consisting of an apron in front, sus-

uite suddenly the Lorings an- |
mgm.ed they were going to Antwerp. A pended from the shoulders behind. The
‘ hairs of the evebrow are pulled out to

One evening there came a caller for
| further enhance her beautv.

I.avise at their Antwerp hotel, and
|
HOW ROMANS GOT THE NEWS

" Bulletin Boards Furnished Information
to the Citizens of the “Capital
of the World.”

(Copyright, by McClure Syndicate.)

vou opportunity to see something of,

In London they were joined by Mrs. |
Loring’s daughter, a beautiful, dark |
girl with a fire and dash in her man-
ner that was but an attractive veneer
that covered a hard and selfish na-

room to find that lady looking at the

good firm mouth, and fine eyes.

“One of Lavise's friends,” she ex-
plained.

“Where does he live?”’ Judith forced
her lips into steadiness.

“He is at Antwerp now. His com-
pany had so much confidence in his

Then Lavise called from the little sa-
“Oh. Judith, bring me that rose

Judith stood still a moment, un- |
certain and trembling. When the Im= |
perious eall was repeated she took the
rose from its vase and drew aside the
portiere.

Through the window a ray of the

Caius Julius Caesar knew the value

- of publicity. As far back as whe® he
was consul (G0 B. C.) he ordered the
publication of senate acts and discus-
sions. These “Acta Senatus” were
published on a whitened wooden board
Roger Cuthbert called “album,” the neuter of “albus,”
‘ " which means white. In imperial days,
at least as early as 29 A, D., there was
an ofiicial publisher, “Curator Actor
um.” This news corresponded to what
~ we get in our Congressional Record
and contained—as our record once did
—the interruptions and the applause.
In 60 B. C., Caesar also ordered pub-
lished “in albo” the private news ol
general interest, “Acta Diurna Populi

Romani.”

gold, and her cheeks above the som-

delicate rose.
thought he had never seen a human
He sprang to

"

“Why, Judith—Judith! How glad
I am to see vou again!®™

“And T vou,” she sal!d demurely, as |
she gave him her hand, “one does not
often see an old friend from home in

Europe, Roger.” Lavise’s eves sparkled'

“So you knew my maid in Amerfea? |
Flow interesting!” she sald. and added | The bulletin boards of the modern

in instant dismissal. “Cive me the  newspapers had their precursors ip
rose, Judith: I hear mother calllng | these white tablets ordered to be dis
you.” ' played publicly by Caesar. In New

Late that evening. tingling with in- | York there are men who haunt the bul
dignation, Judith went to her bedroom. | letin boards of the metropolitan dail
A little nightboy tapped softly on her @ ies, jot down the news displayed there
door. Would mam’selle come down to = on, and later telegraph the items ftc¢
the office telephone, please? " the dailies in small cities which do nol

“Is that you, Judith?’ ecame over support so extensive a news service as
the wire. “This Is Roger, Judy: and | that furnished by the United or the

gince I saw you this evening I'm not Associated Press. So in Rome, the
writer of news letters or circulars copr

jed the news published “in albo” and
sent the most important items to his
" subscriber out of the city. Scandal
was featwred in “Acto Diurna,” and
- gociety news, in modern fashion, wag
furnished by families eoncerned.—

From the Quill.

______—-————

something I ought to have found out
six vears ago, Did vou get that ecard
I wrote yvou just before T went to
Boston asking you If T might stop by
to see yvon at your sister’'s home?”
“Why, no—I thought vou'’d got tired
—J] mean T thounght vou didn’t want to
come! I thought perhaps there was
another girl!” |

“Thought that all this time?”

“Yes,” whispered Judith.

“And I—I thought vou married that
rich fellow they said you had engaged
yourself to!”

“Oh!” eried Judith—a ery that held
heartache, revelation, jov, all coms
mingled. *“But Miss Loring, Roger

"

He answered her unspoken thought
flatly.

“'m not engaged to her—and not
going to be, Judith. T have known her
for some time. I know—but thesd
folks arounc here don't speak ~meh

l

| Unprotected Feet.

With regard to feet we confront
proposition our forefathers wera
not familinr with. High shoes or
Loots were always worm and the
ankles protected. We now live in an
age where we prefer oxfords and the
ankles are exposed., Few wear spats
and fewer wear heavy stockings. Most-
ly silk or other light-weight hose are
worn. How ean we expect to sub-
due catarrhal conditions if we do not
protect ourselves? The soles of the
feet are more susceptible to cold than
are the ankles.—Exchange,

f
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