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Th* river wag licking the piles of 
die old wharf la a caressing sort of 
way. the aky wan black overhead, and 
occasionally a few big drops of rain 
fell out of the heavenward murklnesa 
and spattered the planking of the 
wharf In the glow of a few dim lights 

-that were scattered along-Ota, -edge. 
Dent was standing in the glow of one 
of these lights looking upon the river. 
Ho was thinking of a home In the 
country. of a time five years ago. and 
of a girl with whom be had had a lit- 
tle misunderstanding. During the es- 

trangement, the girl had married an- 
other man and gone away; and Dent 
had felt a deep loneliness ever since. 
And to-night, as the roar of the river 

7 filled his ears, he was thinking of what 
might have been. 

‘‘Ye look like the man aa the worn- 

an wants to see, Mister,” 
Dent felt a tug at the corner of his 

coat, and looked down. A barefoot 
child was looking up Into his face. 

"Do you think so?” asked Dent. 
“Yes, I reckon ye are.” she said, 

"there was to a long scar across the 
man's cheek.” 

-hrvTrtnntartiy Dent toucBea the sear 
with his finger He had got that from 
a knife wound while protecting the 
girl from a ruffian half a dozen years 
ago. 

‘‘An' the woman said your name 
would be John Dent; an’ 1 reckon 
now that’s It; aMUt, Mlater?" 

“Where’s the vrt&nan?" Dent had 
thrust his bands into his pockets and 
turned about. 

“I was to tell you to follow me. If 
ye’re the man.” 

“I guess I’m the man, little chap. 
Lead on.” 

The. child hurried away, and Dent 
followed cloaely. Half a dozen blocks 
up the street, they turned into an al- 
leyway and soon entered a building. 
At the top of a third flight of atalrs 
the child opened a door. 

“Ye’re to come in here. Mister; an' 
she as sent me ter ye is a lyin’ on 

the bed over there.” 
Dent pat bis hand upon the child’s 

head gently, then pushed past her to- 
ward the bed. But as he approached 
the woman half raised herself on the 
bed and fell cringing and moaning to 
the farther side. 

"She’s got off again,” said the child. 
"She was talkin’ sense all light when 
she sent me after ye." 

John Dent had stopped and was 
gating at the woman on the bed. 

“Great Heaven!” he exclaimed un- 
■ der his breath, "an* ye’ve come to 

0_ this!” 
"I reckon ye know her, then. Mis- 

ter?” the child said, having caught 
his words and looking up into his 
face. 

“Yes—that Is, I used to. Where do 
yon live, little chap?” 

"Across the hall here 
“Well yon can run along now—i'll 

atsy here.” He placed a coin In the 
child's hand, and she moved away to- 
ward the door. 

“I’m glad you’re going to stay,” she 
nag, “’cause it’s iota of bother to 
wait on sick folks.” 

When the child was gone. Dent went 
to the bedside. The woman, stul 
©ringing against the wall at the back 
of the bed, stared-into his face, but 
there was no light of recognition in 
ker eyes. * 

"Kittle,” he began, tenderly, “don’t 
ye know me?" 

But there was no reply, mod only a 
▼scant stare met his eager Inquiry. 

Dent stood s moment by the bed- 
side, then turned and went out of the 
room and down stairs, having closed 

In the glow of on* of theae light*. 
and locked the doer behind him. In 
a lev minute* he returned and found 
the women*atili in the rrmgi&f poei- 
tkm In which he left her Taking a 

cup at water he again went to the hen 
"Kittle, you’re to take this medi- 

cine.” he aaid, holding a tablet be- 
tween his Angers. 

But the woman only stared. Dent 
waited a moment; then, setting down 
the cup of water, he reached over and 
took the woman In hla arms Then 
sitting on the edge of the bed. he held 
her In his lap and. forcing the tablet 
between her teeth, after a mixture of 
force and peranaslon. succeeded In 
getting her to swallow It. Then, plac- 
ing her upon the bed again he drew 
the covering carefully about her and 
sat down near by. still holding one of 
her small hands whrch be began 
stroking tenderly. 

Under this rhythmic rubbing and 
the InAuence of the narcotic Dent had 
given. Kittle soon fell asleep and was 

breathing, regularly anti even peace- 
fully. For four hours the man sat 
there at the edge of the bed. rubbing 
the small, thin hand of the woman, 
while the rain poured upon the roof. 
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“Said I could marry ya, if I’d have ye." 
humming a dismal strain. For awhile 
he had watched the young but wan 
face on the pillow grow pale and pink 
by turns. Then he had made a sur- 

vey of the room with his eyes. 
“D—n!” he muttered. “There’s nev- 

er any telling about how things will 
come out." 

He glanced at the candle, which 
was now almost exhausted. Then he 
drew a new one from his ample coat 

pocket, lighted it and set it beside the 
expiring one. 

“Tallow candles,’’ he grunted, “an’ 
gas goin’ to waste in this town." 

Another hour passed in silence, ex- 

cept for the rumble of the rain on the 
roof not ten feet overhead. Then the 
woman opened her eyes and looked up. 

"Is it you, John?” she asked Quiet- 
ly. searching hia lace with her eyes. 

"Tea. Kittle; the child came for 
ma Did you send?” 

“Yes. I remember that 1 sent 
There is a note for you. I was to give 
It to you sometime. But I got so ill, 
I knew 1 should have to get it to you 
pretty soon.” 

“Where's Joe?” asked Dent 
Kittle put her hands to her face and 

shuddered. 
: “He is dead.” she said, “killed in a 
riot in Daggerty’s saloon. It was Joe 
who left the note for you.” 

“The dev-” 
“Yes. They brought him here; and 

be made me leave the room, while 
Daggerty wrote the note for him. It's 

Kittle’s thin hand wandered under 
the pillow and presently came out 
again with an envelope In it John 
took it and broke it open. 

“Dear John.” he read by the dim 
candle light, “it’s at) on account of a 
lie I told Kittle about you. And now 
that I’ve got a big hole in my Side, and 
they say I've got to die, I don't mind 
telling yon straight, so you can come 
on and marry Kittle if you want to, 
and make her somehow comfortable— 
for God knows she .bps bad a rough 
and tumble time of it since she mar 
rled me. I’ve been a devil and treated 
Kittle like a dog sometimes. But I’m 
sorry for It now, and it won’t do you 
any good to stamp around on my grave 
and kiek over the head board. If there 
it any; se 1 dtm't mind telling you this, 
too. Hope you'll take pity on the 
poos little soul -I’m leavlag behind. 1 
am ^tMtrs. Joe Unemaa.” 

“What is ft, John?” asked Kittle, 
when he had finished. 

John hesitated a moment. “Said' it 
was aB oo account of a lie be told ye 
sbout me. little one,” he answered; 
“an*—an’ said I could marry ye. if ye’d 
have me. Wb*t about it, Kittle, are 

ya wllttn’ to go back with me five 

both M Kittle's hands and *M lifting 
her * lowly toward him. 

"If 1 get woll. John." 
A beautiful wan smile for a noant 

played about her Hpa. than she allowed 
her tired head to drop orer upon 
John's ample breast. 

THE EAR OP THE COUHT. 

Counsel at Lsst Had Got What He 
Desired. 

Many years agi. t;hcn Hagh !*■ 
Bond was Judge*»f the United States 
Circuit Court, and was holding a term 
of the court Ip Raleigh, N. C.. the" 
late Henry A- Oltllam, afterward 
judge oftiie Superior Court oTTSTT 
state, appeared as counsel in some of 
the caaaa that were being tried before 
the Baltimore Judge. During theee 
t-lala the rulings of the court were 

uniformly against the ettenta of Judge 
Ollllani, and frequently Judge Bond 

l would say to Judge Oilllam that there 
waa no merit In his contentions dnd 
Instruct him to proceed to something 
else. « 

After the session of the court had 
been concluded. Col John VV. Hins- 
dale. one of the leading lawyers of 
the court. ga\e a dinner to Judge 
Bond, and Invited all the Raleigh 
lawyers who had attended the 
court. 

In the meantime Col. Hinsdale had 
asked .Indue Bond what was hla fa- 
vorite dinner dish and had been told 
“hog'B head and turnip sallett.” 

Judge Bond occupied the head of 
the table, and noticing the diah of 
hog's head and turnip sallett Imme- 
diately before him had the waiter 
present the same to Judge Gilliam 
with hla compliments. The waiter 
did so. and Judge Gilliam seized the 
knife and commenced to saw on the 
hog's ear. remarking at the time “that 
this was the first time during the 
week that he had had the ear of the 
court."—New York Times. 

Thought Aunt About Due. 
Sir Edward Monson, the veteran 

English diplomat, who is now visit- 
ing America, served under Lord Lyons 
on Washington under Lincoln’s ad- 
ministration. and has many interest- 
ing stories of Lincoln to relate. 

"A distinguished old woman," he 
said the--other day, ''once- called on 1 

Lincoln and railed and stormed over 
some fancied wrong that she had tuf- 
fered at the government's hands. 

“Mr. Lincoln listened to her po- 
litely, he talked to her in the kindly 
was he talked to everyone, and then, 
after she was gone, he turned to me 
and said: 

" 'Little Edith heard the other day 
that a neighbor had shot his dog be- 
cause it had. grown old and cross. 
She studied the matter out awhile 
and then she looked up In her moth- 
er's face and said: 

‘Mamma, when do you think papa 
will shoot Aunt Martha?’" 

Gold win Smith’* Good Work. 
A unique figure is that of Goldwin 

Smith of Toronto, who was S2 years 
old the other day. He has lived and 
done public service in the United 
States, Canada and England, and en- 

joys a large share of esteem and af- 
fection in each country. Many years 
ago he took front rank as a scholar 
and thinker. A Toronto paper says of 
him: “In the country in which for 
much more than a generation Goldwin 
Smith has made his home he has 
borne his full part in the fray of 
human affairs, sometimes on the win- 
ning, sometimes on the losing side, ex- 
hibiting always a rare degree of per- 
sonal force and courage of conviction, 
but never falling also to manifest the 
patience, courtesy and dignity that 
are—alone consistent with-real eml* j 
nenee of intellect and integrity of 
heart.,r 

Flaming up th* nwwiUiimUs, 
Gleaning In the valley. 

Love blooms gold by palace walla. 
Lights the dark town aitay. 

For this truth Is plain and clear. 
To dtny were treason. 

When the gorne ts out of bloom, 
Klaslng's out of season. 

Every day they claim its prise. 
Light heart lad and maiden. 

Every dny climb hand In hand 
With the bright spoil laden 

"Hey!” they sing, and “Ho!" they shout 
(This is rhyme and reason). 

When the gorse Is out of bloom. 
Klaslng’s out of season. 

Sharp thorns lurtt beneath the flames. 
Pain may come to-morrow. 

Pluck the burning, lova-lit boughs. 
’Twill be worth the sorrow. 

Love must last throughout the year. 
To deny were treason. 

When the gorse is out of bloom, 
Klaslng's out of season. 

—"The Lady." 

Too Woll Trained. 
L. They were showing the baby off to 

a group of Admiring Friend#. The 
poor kid was made to go through his 
paces like a trained dog. 

“How doea the Chicken go?" prompt- 
ed mamma. 

"Chirp, chirp," said baby, obedient- 
ly- 

/si- “Ah. the little dear,” exclaimed the 
Admiring Group. ,— ^ _ 

"How does doggy go?” 
"Bow. wow, wow" placidly Replied 

the Prodigy. 
“Oh, you little wlzzikio/* fussed the 

Admirers, with true politeness. 
"And how doea papa go?" 
And here a fuany took came into 

baby’s eyes, as he straightened up and 
said, soberly: 

"Shut up oor noise!” 

The Truth of It. 
“Yea," said the Brat shade in the 

EJysian fields. "I am «r Walter Ra- 
leigh.’' 

KReally?” exclaimed the new ar- 
rival. "Say. tell me, what was the 
real cause of your trouble with Queen 
Elisabeth?" 

“Well, m tell you,” said Raleigh: 
"she wanted me to call her 1 Is’ and 
smoke cigarettes with her and 1 

do it, because you I now*.. 

vSmi 

Down English Lanes 

(Speclftl Cormpondntre.) 

Hare the pastoral beauty ant] serene 

philosophy of ’’The Complete Angler’' 
oeTW awakened in yon a wish to 
spand a modern day in tha footsteps 
of the sweetsowled preacher of the 
simple life who wrote It—to walk In 
the coo! shade of the honeysuckle 
hadgaa _whore—hti onre—walked to 

watch country children cropping cul- 
▼erkeys in the same meadows that he 
trod, and the •‘trouts’’ disporting them- 
selves in the stiver streams he fished, 
to meet perchance with honest Cori- 
don and Brother Peter at an inn? 

If yon are in London, nothing Is 

■ore easily accomplished. The book, 
you remember, is In two parts. The 
aeane of the second part Is laid In the 
hill country of middle England, but 
that of the first deals with the region 
traversed by the River Lea. This 
stream, whither during twenty years 
or more the kindly sempster of 
Chancery lane was wont to Tepatr on 

fishing trips, flows In placid beauty 
past the outskirts of tendon. Inviting 
meek and thoughtful hearts to simple 
cheer and contemplation. Tottenham 
hill, up which Walton stretched hip 

• V 

over. While In Cheshire l the rond 
catches somewhat of the apmt of 
town manners and for the nonce la 
no longer a road, hut High street. It 
ia graced with divers public houaea 
with poetic slgna, as "Rose and Crown.** 
'The Roman Urn." the "Haunch 
of Yen Icon." graced, too, with Pictur- 
esque shops and dwellings, their en- 
trance level with the pave Some have 
dormer windows and gables and some 
have lattices that swing out; some 

have their gardens beside them on the 
street, but with high brick walls to 
screen their pleasant walks from the 
public gaxe. One thinks of them as 

still echoing on wet nights to the 
sound of clinking pattens and calls of 
link boys. Past all. the street goes not 
In. a hurried straight line, but In lela- 

1 nrely curves, whereby you see at one 

time but a modicum of all that the 
thoroughfare has to show and of that 
a part alwaya slipping around a turn, 
continually lures you on. 

The River Las. 
So through Cheshunt you come 

shortly to Broxbourne. where nearly 

Th* Crow Inn. 

legs on many a line, fresh Way morn- 

ing when the seventeenth century 
was not so old as he. Is s'ill Totten- 
ham hill, though In these eventful 
centuries the metropolis has crept 
northward till Tottenham town Is 

quite swallowed up and the monstrous 
double-decked trams, gaudy with In- 
sistent adTertisemen's of soap and 
milk, rumble through It binding White- 
chapel to Edmonton two miles further 
on. If Edmonton strikes you as a 

familiar name It Is because it was at 
"The Bell" there that John Gilpin, 
good citlsen of c. edit and renown, was 

to have dined upon that fateful day 
when he mounted the calender's horse 
and galloped, much against his will, 
quite past Edmonton ioto enduring 
literature. 

Waltham Cross. 
Through a land of market gardens 

the old highway winds. That la 
probably why there are so many 
costers’ carts on the road—queer dim- 
inutive donkeys about the slice of 
rocking horses and as patient, their 
small feet twinkling and paltering on 

the hard roadbed till ones heart is 
touched by their industry. Following 
them., you come, by and by. around 
a bend upon the village of Wall ham 
Cross, with Its antique cross In a fork 
of the ways, and an old-fashioned Inn. 
The cross is one of the very few re- 

maining memorials to the good Queen 
Eleanor, who. dying in the north some 

six centuries ago, was borne thence 
to London over this road and in every 
tows where the funeral cortege rested 
there the king ordered that a cross 

“of canning workmanship" should be 
erected to her dear memory. Readers 

Cottas* in Cheahunt. 

of the Angler wUl remember that it 
wu at an ale bouse near Waltham 
Cross that the king of those beggars 
lodged who afforded Piscator such en 

tertalnmeut __1. * 

Ancient Pillory Near Abbey. 
A mile away, in the entry of tbe 

parish church at Waltham * Abbey, 
stand a pillory and a pair of stocks 

a century ago wait printed a very 
tasteful edition of the Angler. The 
channel of the artificial New river— 
really new In Walton's day—here 
Tosses the line of the high road. 
Passing through a wicket, you may 

s turn down the fields toward the slen- 
der spices of Lombardy poplars, whose 
long line half a mile off marks the 
course of the Lea. A shady road past 

l a mill leads to the hank of the little 

j river, flowing Braid rushes and willows 
and by green meadows, where wild 

| flowers grow and the earth smells 
sweet—a scene of such perfect earth- 
ly peace and beauty that we seem to 

hear again the voice of, the reverent 

master of anglers saying: ‘Til tell you. 
scholar, when 1 sat last on this prim- 
rose bank and looked down these 
meadows 1 thought of then) as 

Charles the emperor did of the city of 
Florences-*tb*t they were t<xvpleasant 
to be looked on bUt,(wly on holy 
days.’" 

There Is a cosy Inn, the Crown, by 
the waterside with pretty gardens at 
Its., back, and_there If you choose, as 

doubtless you will after your long 
walk, you may have tea in one of 
the summer houses. A steaming hot 
put of. hohea. a cold. Joint, a house- 
hold loaf and jam, a bit of lettuce, a 

breere off the river In your face the 
while, and the sunbeams Altering 
through the leafy screen to the music 

i of bird nates-is not_Arcady come 
again? Afterward, when the sun drops 
behind the village hill and the long 
afternoon shadows are swallowed np 
in the gathering twilight it la pleaaant 
to atroll np the tow-path by the river's 
marge in the wake perhaps of Bros- 
bourne lovers two by two. How still 
the air is. There Is none of that tn- 
sect clamor to which the ear Is so 
accustomed hi our American summer 

nights, that tt is never quite realised 
until one is removed from it. 
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to bo tn one of the department stores 
of that town when his eye caught a 
glimpse of a jeweled, belt that he 
thought his fiancee would like to have. 
Going over to the counter he aaked the 
saleswoman to place an assortment of 
them on the counters so he oould 
make a hotter choice. 

•' 'What size do you wish, sirf the 
asked. * 

"The prospective bridegroom blush- 
ed and stammered: 

'Really, I don’t know.1 
“He gazed around the store for a 

few seconds. Finally be said: 
"Can yaa let me have a yardstick 

for a moment V 

a yardstick and he placed It on the is- 
stde of bis arm from the shoulder to 
the wrist, and in a few moment* he 
exclaimed, triumphantly, to the sur- 
prised saleswoman: 

: ‘Twenty Inches, please.'" 
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HERRICK 
ARE DOING BUSINESS 
AT THEIR OLD STAND 

REAL ESTATE 
(S THEIR SPECIALTT 

HOTEL NEVADA 
AMERIOAN AND 
EUROPEAN PLAN 

... J. F. MILLER... 
PNOPmiTON 

~wTl aplin 
FURNITURE 
PAINTS *"S OILS 

PRICES TO SUIT 

Goods sold at a small margin on 

Los Angelos prices. 
Location In largo frame building, nest 

to Las Vegas Times office on tbs 

aorth. 

Las Vsgss,...Nsvsda. 

KYLE MaeBRATNEY 

JEWELER AND WATCHMAKER, 

——— Stewart's Block.--— 

Las Vegas, .... .. Nevada. 

Miners' I .oops and Com passes. 
Byes Tested. Glasses Fitted. 

Somethin! for Your Money 

ARIZONA CLVB 

J. O. MclJSTOSH. 
Sot* Pr**r~imt*r. 

BARBER SHOP... 
First Class Work.____ 

In Arcade Salsen, on Fire! Itmt 

R. B. LAKE, Proprietor. 
Las Vegas, Nevada. 

Laravey & Manuel 
>uo. 

HOFfSESHOEBS 
BLAOK^MITH8. 

\ 

We bny our stock at wholesale, pay 
cash and give our patrons the beneftt 
of same. 

Shop on First Street, opposite lee 
Plant 

John H. Eisenhart 
<SL Son 

Brick Manufacturers 
Contractors for Brick. Stono, Concroto 

Construction, Cement Sktawatka 
amt Excavating. 

BAKERS’ OVENS A SPECIALTY. 

Laa Vagaa, .... ?•••*. «... 

Co to the acsga=.i^.{ -nixa 

Post Office 
JVetus Stand 

Fountain P«n* Ink, Copying Poaoite, 
Blank Books of all Daacriptlea* and 
Writteg Materials of aU kind*. 


