N A MOOTED GROVE

A Tangle That Was Settled In
Court and Then Out of Court.

By RICHARD BARKER SHELTON.
(Copyright, 18, by Assotiated Literary
Press.|
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The Man She Did Not Pick and!
What He Discovered.

By CLARISSA MACKIE.

[Copyright, 138, by the Mall and Express |
Company.]
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Learn to Laugh.

Learn to laugh A good laugh
better than médicine, rn to tell a
story A well told story is as wel
come as a sunbeam in a sickroom.
' to keep your own troubles t

yourse!f I'he world is too In H
care for 3 - ill§ and sorrows. Lear
to do somwething for others. Even it
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yourself.—Exchange.
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“Ten years ago that fellow borrowed
the pas to to this
country.

“And now bLe's worth millions, eh?’

“No. He scems sort of thriftless. |
Owes for lis passage money yet."—
Louisville Courier-Journal.
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bed of a water course and into the
small canyon. IHer heart sank, for
there was nothing save panse of
shiimmeri sniny

an ¢

1S on
the I

afford some ¢

d cactuses might
rom the sun, and
edge of the
he paused
Another step and
the ylelding sand.
the Least s
his haunches and ti
tual leap forward
his head and fell a
yund beyond
g sand,

sclousness

e leav

sl

sand.
shrilly.
in

h shot over

strained
1 her face.

d her
hands. When
nothing
12 in the

his
his

sohbed

wis

How borrible it was! If Lightfoot

bad not tossed her over his head into

g~ oy -
~ . T S S

ot R
o3 8

l
l
|
|

THELF

OW SANL

WAS

or Juds

She
limbed
the

and
necks of
lert for a

1 loved

whooped

foet ¢
them
“The quicksand!™ + cried sharply.
“You caun Lightfoot went

down there!” » pointed with trem-
bling fingers at the quivering sand at
her fect,

The two wen halted at the edge of
the sand and looked up and down the
canyon. T
Bailey's fa

Juck Hi

ir eyes met, and Judson
¢ blanched to a dull gray.
den's faw set firmly.

"\\.1' ¢ ot 'N‘l { v nH.ur
One of us 'l have to cross here,
He looked the ot squar
the ¢

way.
Jud."”
ly In

fwed bis dry lips and tried to

he said suddenly.
len's face paled.
he called thickly
to eross ov

“Beth,"
“one of us has got

r

Wi

{ 1 1 one

¥¢
ao you
1

want?
Ke a choice!
Beth was trembling with agitation.
“Don’t ask me. I cun't choose!” she
cried appealingly. |
“You've got to choose,” satd Buck |
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It's a chance to
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She watched with bated breath as | ppe ymmediate cause of the trouble
the sorrel sprang forward and ”“"Hut Melilla, Morocco, which has cost
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SPAIN-MOROCCO WAR

Cause of the Trouble With Moors
at Melilla.

KABYLE TRIBES TO BLAME.

Their Attack on Some Spanish I\‘q"nes‘
Near Melilla Before the Spaniards

Were Ready Precipitated the Crisis. |
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FOLENTA.

A Woman T

s of Her Introduction to |
e Italian Dish. |

Did ever eat polenta? He
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cook
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3 1 most attractive, ¢
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The polenta was served, and I tasted
it. Was it good?

“It certainly was, but I had eaten it
hundreds of times before, only we pro-
sale Americans call it cornmeal mnsh.

“Truly, that is polenta: A nan
makes lots of difference, doesn't
she concluded.—ITouston Post.

Praise.
“Your sses,”” she said, “hawv
made a great difference in your ap
pearar

“Do you think
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" he asked.

ook so intelligent with

» Record-Herald

The Retort Unkind.
Gerald--A  gentle defined

one who never give 1. Geraldin

an;

“Yes.
them on

Y

Then no gentlen you gi |
me a ne ¥ time you call.—New |
York Press. |

Finding His Level. |

“Am allus finds his level,
sald Uncle Eben, “an' you's lucky !4-;
be let down ea by experience in
stead of arrivin® wif a jolt.”"—Wasn-
ington Star.
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A Beneficent Rule.

“So you are ninety-four years old!
To what do you attribute your long
life?”

“A good many things have contrib-
uted to i, the most important, I thiuk
being the carxe which I have always
taken not to get into a fight with a
‘bigger man than - myselt."—Chicago
‘Record-Herald.

MULAI HAFID, SULTAN OF MOROCCO.
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Spanish Forts In Ruins.

Rif coast came into possession
in after the Moors had been
driven out of Europe in the fifteenth

century and were pursued into Africa
To prevent a second Moorish invasion,

Spain began at once to fortify this
coast, and by the middle of the sev
enteenth « ury from Ceuta to Me
lilla and eastward as far as the Al
gerian frontier was a strong line of
fortificati Most of the forts are

now far advanced in ruin, and all are
obsolete. had been evac
even as carly as the beginni
nineteenth century and, with the con-

Some

sivancg 4f zuce y Spanish govern-
ors, becanre the stronghold of pirates
until the latter were swept from the

gea by the combi

f of France, |
England and the Unlted St

tes,

Ne oreaa ana ripe ocaker.

The lecturer at the cooking school |
sometimes enlivened her remarks with
an anecdote

“The eighteenth century baker,” she
said, “was a pipe cleaner as well, just |

as the barber a little earlier was a
surgeon.  Everybody in those days

smoked clay pipes, provided, the same
as cups or spoonsg, by the coffee houses,
Well, each morning a waiter carried
his master’s stock of pipes—some hun-
dred perhaps—to the nearest bakery.
The baker would boll them out, then
dip them in liquid lime, then bake
them dry. They came out of the oven
as sweet and white as new."—New
Orleans Times-Democrat.
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PRINCESS SUSETTE

AND THE SENTRY.

A Spell of Genuine Joy For the

Royal Baby.

By HARRY C. CARR.
There was a vivid flash in the sun-
shine as the sentry by the palace gate

raised his saber in salute to the Prin-

cess Susette,
Her highness had run away from her
nurse and stood peeking out curiously

into the great world beyond the gates.
The children of the lodgekeeper were

ing mud pies in the creek that
ed the palace grounds. The 'rin-
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ake mud pies.
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On one side the sentry could hear

the hoof beats growing louder, and
through the shrubbe he caught a

glimpse of a pony cart driven hard.
On the other side he heard the splash
of water and the happy shout of the
lodgekeeper's children.  The llps ot
the lonely little princess were begin-
ning to quiver again when the sentry’s
saber flashed a defiant gleam as it rose
in salute,

“Pass!" said the sentry shortly.
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down the rond and sh made  her
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A Conundrum.

When is a piece of wood
arch? When is conver
ruler.
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