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after.a w‘hﬂe T couldn’t stay no.long-
er. It wasn't B wititles-m-o. - wo '

with ©
good, white bread:s 'n' ndon we hed
Was
tm—na—m—-eo‘u.!ﬂn“t Hve ox"t; young -
man, but it was - good enough #r
ug, ‘n ‘twas th' Kndness of th' poo-
pla that wemt with % God b!asa

Old. decrepit and gray, brased in
body, If not tn soul, Arthur Bafley half
ggbbed out his story—tha story of a
Httle Seotch brids, of migfortunes, of
death, of falss friends, and forgwtfal
relatives swho, na he clalms, pess him
—4by on the suﬁs‘)ﬂthont—afnod o:
recng'nit!pn

ATOT!
solna of hia rrlenda. 18 "Mr. Bailey"
smong the people n.t. the misgion on
Ciudittae—s
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City milla. I got meqnaintgd with a
young fellow there after a few yeers
named Whittaker, whose father owned
& big farm out near Filnt, D'ye remem-
ber th' mystery thet surrounded oid
man Whittaket? I'11 tell Fou of't later. |
f Well, Wh:tfaker ' me was  qults

Unlon mma he went with me TFya-
‘member, 1881, —th, 'xplosion? Look st

mel

ms.“whmm I wien ks
cold 'n' me with ne clothea otfsits,
‘N Hesp me I W' epirfit of wy

nie sment me ool in th’ world agln.
Three times they took old Rasor--.
Salve, an' thres times homesickness
fr a.hum be dldn't have esent "Im

EWEY. 1 ein’t copnialnin”, SrEsd e,

far away, 'n’ though ‘youw're young
'n’ with a long Hfe afore Je, yod're
no happler ‘nl-me-—

TtRAY
has brought the old man down to
| where life is no longer wortly the live]
ing, he Has yet one fond hope that
buoys him abave .the hapmes: in the

The old-man bared his arms and legs.
sHis right hand and arm up io the el-
‘bow ware covered with deep, crimson
scars, while the wounds on his legs bad

tand. -and that 18 lf he llvm “the iife

vut-recEntly brokeén oul ayiew. Laris |

al - hig-left-Land qgllyv_ tha-thumb.

“T go every night " th" mission. over
hare, '’ my Angle jimes ms ‘¥ we
pray togethen, Iiurapenpa:nw
cents every day or so, 'n' git
bowl-o—soup—n'- a- 10~:mrb‘bed:
ot Jots of friend y v,

b bt it deti—jre-
will meet her agxin tn heaver. It hs.s
‘only boen for the last two years thet
he has walked without crutches, and
{or the elght yearm of cyippled lifa be-
tore that he stayed with gonerous-
hearted B#1 Conners on Cadiling
square, picking up what littla he
tin earned by gelllng razor-salve and do-
nfng ' L Ing odds and ends of: Jobs. But it is
Huft ' the thought of thia who were once
tur-uear to him. and now ¢o0 cold and

!dlsu'mt. that [» breaking his beart.

reat! I met Andte eway up in Osoade,”
ath-he sald, “in the 1ltds town of Ayr
ati -t —th'—olse ot

FaWathrfou ooty —jue
wng  th' war. She wes the prottiest MHtde
ale cresture you ever saw, wWas Annle Mo-
ity | Ka¥, an’ welghed, Yist 87 pounds.”
Tusei The old muen’'s éayes grow brighter es
cted he taiked of the daya when he was &
here ‘'bit atylish, wlun a plug bat an’ & gold-
Fen * Cheaded cane”
)urs‘ “"You know I didn't ke t° fight,” he
the chuukled, forgetting bis sorrow in the
rais momentary excitpment of teting his
IS slory to an aitentive Ustener, “an' so
rest - when ‘62 cams I got-out like m—wtr!z
san- an' went up to Ayr. I gor. & Job a3 bead
Pﬂ"-.mu}er rr Jim FPiper, *n" then I Dagun
t' cut o swell—come.out with a plu
£, bat 'n’ pold-headdd cans 'n’ begun 2|
aost | court Annls McKsy.
cinf 7 Swreet Anmie Melny.

aMe. . ean’t deseribe -hew'l gatd the old
41eF min, twisting lNis fingers nervously,
ssed D vyt she geighed Jus' 87 poends, -&n'
i;':: wqws’o‘ﬁ an' trim an' pretty, an'
mtic )
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ARTHUR BAILNY,

uﬁ’m—iﬁn’ u(-tll!'l _grhnﬁn w "M

herhmwuaomturwm
T conMn't £'r th' life of we Xkeep her
fave out of my dreams. Thera was Hitle
red-headed Agwis Plper, too, an' she
u'tedmx‘ﬁo,wumltommom
"my Annds, but she diin't--no, sir, an'
tor wammu'nulq.utﬂalam mrlltua
Seatch girl "' ime"
'I'heoldm‘smooﬂswﬂlﬂmlﬂn—
ork shind and shadow. Evarything wes for-
‘gutten as he tetked of the ilttle parn~
dise in Ayr, of the long walka angd rides
they had together through Wiabéicoo
%rﬁnmhhf;dﬂhm
e came over to Detralt an’ oisdd

and Aret two ﬂns'ors. wers nearly black
with steel chips, the result of work
at his trade.

Crippled by an Hxploeion.

1 was on the second floor,”” said the
old man, the sad light coming fnto hle
eyes again, ' 'n’ Whittdkar was on the
third. He was-saying sofsething t me,
'm' 1 thought it might be samathing
above that mads th' quear rumble, then
the whole bullding seemed t° ba torn
int’ bits an” I fell on th' floor with
sumthin® heavy on my cheet. J{ tore
me up considerable, but I had & strong
ALY, O whon I Goni
Whittaker's father jeat climbing iat* his
buggy. I wanted t espeak ' him, but
ho aaw me sn’ waved hls hand &3 hs
driv away.

¥ ‘Good-by. Balley,” he eed.

. “D'ye remembar? That was th' last
&5 was ever heard or seen ¢ WHhit-
taker. Ho aissppeared then sa clean !
‘a8 though he’d been takes up In th'i
2ky, D'va kmw," the old man spoke
confidentially, "I think sometimes he
hitched 2 stun to his neck sn’ vrmt
| down t° th'. river.’

The 0ld man paused and ahaded his
eyes with one sea:red hand For a tew
TAGIHEHts Do |

he bowed his head and mm achs came .
Jbetween. his closed fingare.

. 'Tb waa fest weven years &go the
first day of March, at 4 o'clock, T th'
afternoon,”” slghed the old man, “that
Annie died "

“Frr almoat 50 ywata.” he oontihusd
after &'moment, "‘my Annie hed halpod
me throngh, an' been with me when

wasn't night. 1 had got caught In
a shaft at Grarnd Rapids ab' was &
cripple then, an’ a little after Axnnle
want, oy children moved away. I
couldn’t. blame 'em. They got mar-
#lod, an' here I am a poor old crip-
ple on th’' strest. But gay, Wwas
—(mantioning ‘s relative), &  ohrii-
Han ¥ pess ma on bhe wtreat Wother
éay ‘n’ not even jaok at meT "
The Hepe of an

Betwean hls sobm the old men told
how hs had becoms an outcast upon
the world in hip old 2ge aAnd how
he_ had nothing to Mve for but the
hope that sotns day “he would mest
his Mttle Scotch girl tn heaven.' How
te had Sreamed nights o a “bonnie
fao” that looked so much ilks ths
dear one lying In Chariotte comatary.
" AS years passed azill - cold . winters.
okme and ‘went, the poon, old ohap
found it bard somatimss to Hve. Then
he want to his frisnds at ths cousty
houwe,

“They're christinna there” he sald,
roftly, *an’ they judge a man by the
hourt that’s in iz, ‘s’ Dot B
clothes oo his back. But, d'ye know,
it’s hard, 'm’ sometimes you gk o
thinkin' of other thingw en'—an'—wall,
I allos felt sort of uncomfortabla
out there. They would take good cars
of ms, God biesa ‘em, an! &f youi
wantsd . w, shirt you'd git it But
 yor'd git homesick, -Minder—~homesick

& Somes here™ Bo-seld, ‘dn' T m_ma
o - : P
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i’rﬁ'Mtdnﬂﬂngrlmﬁ, an‘

I was gick, But when ahs went, thibgs [§-

rr Amnls ‘2 beslde ma trmn mornin’
til night, ‘2’ {n my &reama she lays
her own dear head aside mine wher-
aver it happena t' ba™

A differant light wes in the oMl
man's ‘eyes. He,,pmﬂad. and his fios
was almost young.

“‘Cnarlotte. ain't, very a5, b sntd,
“'n* summer I pray at ths haad
of my Hitle Svotch Annie; th’ little
girl who's makin’' a hum £t me
above. - J. Q. OORWOLD, -
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DOX M. DIGHINSON EXPLAIRS HI8
FOSTTTON,

Don :M‘. Dlakinson, doring the caUrve
of the Hodge will case, made the state-
ment thet for some Débole elcohol ‘was
a merve food. This remark came in the
course of e long, @y law argument
SBince then, Mr. Dickinson has made the
following explanation of ks posiien:

“The ne M Dot cover
the grouwmd,” he said, *'I belteve, and
have strong medical enthorities to hack
me up, that aicollol I a !opd."

tiag T
'Dantg»iat&&beeaaa. It!sonntrur
to my praciice for 50 years past

say anyting 1n ifie papera about my

its food praperiies, eud wiwn they @ '

Weshingion, I-bave rever sesn an of-
ficdal intoxioated Buch a person would
becoms a nulsance and woeuwld not be
tolerated fn anciaty. Just the same as
& man would ‘who might stulf himself
full of meat, ] Nia Drain refuesd to
 work, He would get gastiiils, wouldn's
he? We are not 1alking about the ex-
cutsive Use of alodhiol, as-a food, for
which. I say again that thers is vefy
eminent medlcal authority.
“Of the hundreds of peraona whom I
k.now uss s.’:eohol #t b safe to say that
nmnunt to anyﬁ:!ns profes-
mniltr, «or- otlierwire, do rot use al-
cohal to excass—or ﬂvegr cowd ot hold
their own"™
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The Wily Indian,

A Eaneas  blackzmith. makes tofmh-
hewks and sells them to the Indlans on '
the western agencles. The iattsr sell
ﬂ:em te eastm tourm't.u as curiosities. i




