“Amaryllis, here’s the doctor.”
The humblé country practitioner
stepped forward, and even in the
dim lamplight could be ecen the
flannel cuffs, hiatus of gray stock-
ing between old trousers anc{clumsy
bpotﬂ_. frayed linen twofold collar,
silver watch chain and greasy, ready
made tie that betrayed the small lo-
cal practice.
“Amaryllis, wake up, wake up!
Doctor’s here. God knows you've
called enough for him.”
The woman on the bed, whose
name seemed & jest, opened her
heavy, vague eyes, conghed faintly
and groaned.
“Is it Dr. Watson, Janet?” she
asked.
“Of course! There's none other
for miles,” was the testy reply.
Dr, Watgon went through the or-
thodox farce of feeling pulse and
taking temperature, but saw at a
glance that she was at the last whirl
in her dance of death.
“Has she made her will?” he
asked softly,
However, Amaryllis caught the
words, and in a cracked scream of
excitement sgid:
“That’s it! That’s it, doctor! I
want to make a will. I cgn’t die
easy, Janet, get him pen and ink.”
“It’s nonsense, doctor,” said Ja-
net. “Let her die in peace. She
need make no will; she’s no kith nor
kin but me, her gister.”
“Put the pillow under my head,
both ];lil]owa,” called the patient.
“T’m choking! Yes, that’s it. Now,
doctor, for God’s mercy, do what I
asl—Janet will let me—or I can’t
die easy.”
Janet’s face grew black with an-
ger.
“She’s dot fit to make a will, and
I’m all she has in the world,” said
she.
“Listen, listen, doctor! I'm in
my mind; I can’t die easy. It’a short
enough—#£3,000 and the cottage to
Janet, the rest to Charles Harford,
now on the training ship, the Mon-
mh.”
The doetor took out a stylographic
pen and picked up from the fender
an old letter, on only one side of
which there was writing.
“Stop, nt.oPI" said Janet. “She’s
mad. There’s no such person. Ask
her who he is.”
“God forgive me!” groaned Am-
aryllis. "Iﬁ; die happier if some
one knows. I've been a wicked
woman.”
The doctor sprinkled some eau de
eologne on her head from a curious
old silver bottle that stood on a
chair by the bedside and gave her
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Watches, Clocks, Jewelry despite the efforts of death to check

her speech.
“Father and mother were cruel,
good people, and I was s blithe
young woman that hated church
and pealms and dull Bunday books,
go when he came, Frank Harford,
the handsome sailor, he had m
heart for the asking. They wou
none of his addresees, for he wasn't
a God fearing man, they said, so off
we went with no blessing from par-
gon, but & curse from father. It
lasted for ten years well enmagh. I
had a little house, not in cold Nor-
folk, but here in this village, and he
as my brother when on. land,

ior he was most while at sea. How-
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ter come fo say he Was dead. T kept
nearly all of the money, and when,

two years she died, I sent no
more, but I‘T;d the chlid watched,
and he’s ‘Charles Harford’ on the
Monarch, And, doctor, since I've
been ill and seen the on 1 feel
[ can’t die without doing right, so
make the will, for love of God!”

The doctor began to write.

“Stop!” said Janet, who dyring
the tale iad walked up and down
like & wild beast. “It’s all madness;
she's delirious.”

The dying woman heard her
words.

“In the box under the bed you’ll
find all Frank’s letters.
prove the story.”

In a few minutes Dr. Watson had
finished .the short will and read it
to Amaryllis. Janet sat grimly on
the black horsehair sofa and did not
offer to raise her sister to sign.

“Come, Miss Webster,” g;l’ said
impatiently;
time.”

She did not move.

“What about witnesses?”
asked.

“Tll be
“You"—

“Not me,” she replied hastily;
“that would make my legacy bad—
I know that. Father was a law-
yer.”

The doctor knew this was true
and was at once vexed and per-
plexed. '

“To ease her”— he said.

“It’s no use,” ehe broke in; “T'll
not.  Will she last three parts of an
hour? I can get to Mr. Trelois, our
nearest neighbor, in the time and
bring him.”

Dr. Watson looked st his patient.

“Yes, perhaps an hour, but be
quick!”

Janet put on an old black hat
that looked like a bonnet flattened
for country wear and a rough shawl
of sham Shetland fleece, opened "the
door, letting in more of the cold air
than was necessary, and went out,
slamming it henvily.

The doctor sat down by the bed-
gide, then recollected he was hun-
gry, and as Amaryllis did not an-
swer his request he rummaged in an
unlocked eupboard and found some
bread and cheese, which he ate rav-
enously, moistening it with some
brandy that he found in a bottle by
the bedside, despite his strict orders
against alcohol in any form. He
made up the fire and sat in front of
it, longing to smoke, till its genial
warmtg1 crept gently through him
and sleep overcame the poor man,
who had walked five and twenty
miles that day on his ill paid rounds.
The noise of the opening of the door
aswoke him, and, conscience stricken,
he hastened to the bed. 1lis
was still alive, but on the very lim-
its of the borderland. There was
still time. He turned to Janet.

“one mustn’t lose

she

one,” he a'nsﬂred.

him in quiekly.”
“He’s not with me,” she replied
stolidly. “He was out.”

Dr. Watson looked at his watch.
“It's two hours since you started;
'.h‘ 9

Janet gave a dreary smile.
“Theys‘ him every minute.
I waited. He was too drunk when
he came in.”

A bright idea came into the doe-
tor’s mind.

“Sign as witness,” he ssid. “If
the legacy is bad, it does not matter.
You'l !et it just the same as next
of kin,
“Do you think I didn't kpow
that ?” replied Janet, with a hoarse

“Pm not such a fool,” she an-

ﬁ.mly. “But, oh, it was
the garden!” )
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Love Is a Most

Beloved Torment

By Mrs. FRANK LESLIE

(g:«-:-v}‘ love a good thing|
S|  Adam loved Eve and LOST PARADISE; Paris

- Pash' loved Helen, and thousands of lives wero offered as a
F. L hecatomb to her charms; Cleopatra loved Antony and
O USSEFs| lost both Egypt and her own lifo; Henry VIIL loved &
good many wives and OUT OFF THEIR HEADS
80 that he might love yet another one better, and so on.

“Cherchez la foemme,” commanded the subtle diplomst when a
puzeling erime or complicated mystery was brought before him. And
he was wise, but in rather a one sided fashion, for if women have
often incited men to erime or conspiracy they have also very often
committed erimes themselves for the sake of some man, and have
also allowed themselves to be used as tools thst the man they loved
I_might attain the success of a erime in which they did not sympathize,
| In fact, I do not know whether the disastrous effects of love have
| fallen most heavily upon the masculine or the feminine majority of
mankind, but it is safe to say that 90 PER OENT OF THE RE-
SULTS OF LOVE HAVE BEEN DISASTROUS TO THE
RACE.

And yet do we wish to do away with love! Had we the re-
modeling of & world, of which we so loudly complain at times, should
we modify existing conditions very essentially!

I FANCY NO'l:. ESPECIALLY IN THIS MATTER OF LOVE WITH
IT8 DISASTROUS RESULTS. IT I8, IN FACT, OUR “DEAREST FOE"

AND SURELY GOOD PEOPLE ARE BOUND TO LOVE THEIR ENE-
MIES AND CHERISH THOSE WHO DESPITEFULLY USE THEM.

" RN

Cupid is not a benevolent deity; quite the revetse. In fact, he
far- more nearly resembles Puck and, Ariel, those “tricksy sprites”
whose chief delight seems to be in tormenting and teasing the very
mortals they prefer to serve. But yet we cannot do without Cupid,
We could far “better spare a better man,” and those whom he kindly
refrains from tormenting are always VAINLY COAXING him to
visit them.

Let us say, then, that love, like fire and water and sir, is s good
servant, but a bidd master. But here again olir own words mock us,
for are we not always declaring that LOVE IS LORD OF ALL,
and, if so, how dare we speak of him as a bad master |

We can in a measure contyol conflagrations and floods and avoid
cyclones while adapting fire and water and sir to our own uses, but
who has got out a patent for & love eseape, or a love embankment, or
& beneficent love trade wind, or a safety latitude for lovers !

LOVE I8 INEVErABLE; LOVE |18 DANGEROUS. LOVE I8 ESSEN-
TIAL TO HAPPINESS; LOVE |8 DANGEROUS TO PEACE LOVE I8
A BAD MASTER; LOVE I8 LORD OF ALL LOVE SMOULD BE KEPT
IN SUBJECTION; LOVE LAUGHS AT LOCKSMITHS. LOVE, IN A
WORD, 18 A NECESSARY EVIL, A MOST BELOVED TORMENT, AN
IDOL AT WHOSE FEET WE THROW OURSELVES EVEN WHILE
KNOWING THAT UNDER THOSE FEET YAWNS THE QULF OF DE-
BPAIR. \

“There’s just life,” he said. “Brina""m “apm Pm |.|V0 on ﬂnf

By Fermer Qovermor CRAWFORD of Kamses

my lifetime I have participated in the crude civilisa-
tion of the ploneers and am now a student of the com-
4 plex soclal and economic conditions of this rapid age.
H People are living faster than they did in my boyhood
days, but the question is, Are they any bappler! I
DO NOT BELIEVE THEY ARE AS HAPPY.

In those early times in Indiana, when everybody who came along
the highway from Louisville that led to Bedford and the north stop-
ped under my father's roof, with no more thought of offering pay for
his hospitality than he had of asking it, there was & more humane
and sympathetic feeling among mankind. People knew each other’s
needs and extended help with big hearted gemerosity. It was the
same way in Kansss during its early settlement—friendliness and
brotherly treatment were the dominant traits, and the LUST OF
MONEY MAKING had not begun to show its corrupting influence.

R RN

Today the happiest people in Ameriea are living the plain but
wholesome lives of countrymen. They are on the furms, getting an
honest living out of that grandest of all callings, agriculture, and they
are the backbone and mainstay of our nation.

NEITHER A PANIC IN WALL STREEYT NOR THE ARTIFICIAL
LIFE OF f CITY TOUCHES THEM. IN CONTENTMENT, MANLI-
NESS AND THEY RANK ALL THE OTHER SONS
OF MEN. ;
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MRS. CORA PONTIFAX.

The Only Woman Horse Tralmer and
Joekey In the World,

Mrs, Corn Pontifax of Laporte, Ind,
is the only womnn horse trainer and
Jockey In the world. This daring wo-
man has earned guite an enviable repu-
tatlon among horse lovers and owners
as an expert in breaking colis to the
saddle and barness. Many of ber
horses, too, have won trotting races on
the track, suecesafully competing
againat well known horses driven by

men.
How Mre. Pontifax came to take up

such n strange occupation for a woman

ia an interesting story. Fourteen years
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