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By THOMAS BARBER JUDSON.
tCdpyrlght, 1909, by American Press Asso

ciation.]
It was visitors’ day at-Ludlow street 

Jall.New York. Ludlow street jail Is 
a very i gentle, counterpart of the debt
ors’ prison o f the olden time. Its in
mates are those In contempt of the 
inheritance and certain other courts, 
federal bankrupts, execution and judg
ment debtors and breach o f promise 
hnd alimony men.

John Decker had finished his break
fast of rolls, coffee and an egg—he 
could have breakfasted more heartily 
had be. been able to order from a 
neighboring restaurant—and was sit
ting in the lounging room reading a'

. morning paper when a card was 
handed him. He looked at it, frowned 
and said:

“ I understood when I was put in 
here that no prisoner was obliged to 
see his wife. Tell the sheriff that I 
claim the immunity promised.’ ’

The message was delivered, and pres
ently the sheriff himself appeared.

“Your wife says, Mr. Decker, that 
she has come with the olive branch, 
and she told me to say in case you de
clined to receive her that she has your 

■ son Johnny with her and wishes to 
know if  you will see him.”

The hard lines on Decker’s face re
laxed.

“ Yes, if  you will bring him in here.” 
The sheriff retired, and In a few 

minutes a boy of six came bounding 
Into the room and, springing into bis 
father’s arms, covered his face with 
kisses. They were returned in - kind, 
while a tear Stood in the man’s eye.

“ Mamma gave me a message for 
you, papa. She says she was told that 
you were hiding money.”

“ Who told her that?”
“ Mrs. Spitfire.”
‘That Jezebel! She made all the 

trouble.”
"And mamma says I was sick and 

baby was sick, and she was turned out 
of the rooms, and nothing to buy meat 
or medicines, and”—

The man put his hand on the boy’s 
mouth.

“Never mind all that, Johnny. I can’t 
bear It.”

“ And mamma says she’s been study
ing stenography and has got a. place. 
Bhe doesn’t wish you to stay here any 
longer.”

“What does she wish me to do?” 
“ First to forgive her for putting you 

In here.”
“What next?”
*T wish you to come home.”
“Johnny, dear. I wish I coqld do 

both, but 1 can do neither.”
“ Not for me. poppy? Please do—Just 

for me. you know.”
“ Very well: I’ll do the first for you.” 
“ And you’ll come home?”
“ No: I can’t do that.”
“ Ob. pop. please do!”
‘There will be time enough to  con- 

elder that in the future.”
“No. there won’t. Mamma says— But 

I wasn't to tell you.”
“Tell me what?”
‘That it’ ll be too late then.”
“ Oh. it will be too late! In other 

words, she must dictate just when a 
reconciliation may take place.”

“ What's that?”
“ Make it up.”
“ No, that isn't it. I know why, but 

I won’t tell. Mamma says you’re so 
proud. That’s one reason.”

“ I don’t understand. Johnny.” 
“ Mamma says if I tell you you’ll 

never come home. You must Come 
home without knowing.”

The father studied the boy’s face 
musingly for a time and at last said: 

“ Well. Johnny, 1 could never refuse 
you auythfng. I’ ll forgive your moth
er for putting me in here, and I’ll come 
home, wherever that may be. I sup
pose it’s in n dirty garret. But tell 
your mother that I won’t permit her 
to do the work for the family. I know 
where I can get $10 a week as porter. 
It’s pretty hard to take such a place 
after having employed a hundred men 
myself, but I’ve learned that what 
can't be cured must be endured.”

“ Oh, poppy!” The boy threw his arms 
spasmodically arouud his father’s neck, 
gave him a quick hug and kiss, jumped 
down and ran away to announce the 
success of his mission.

It was several days after this before 
the red tape that held John Decker in 
prison for not paying his wife her ali
mony wan cut and he walked out a 
free man. The hour was 5 in the aft
ernoon. Boarding an elevated train, 
he started for an address uptown that 
had been given him as the abode o f his 
Wife and children. Leaving the train, 
he passed down a crpss street. Com
ing to the number that had been given 
him as his family abode, he concluded 
there had been a mistake. The place 
was a handsome apartment house. At 
the elevator be asked the uniformed 
boy if he knew, where Mrs. Decker 
lived.

“ Fifth floor,” replied the boy. 
Wouderlngl.v the ex-prisoner entered 

the elevator, and when it stopped John
ny’s eyes were glistening through the 
grating. In another moment a,reunited 
family were clinging In one embrace.

Mrs. Deekor’B money had been in
vested in her husband's business. One 
o f the largest debtors to the firm who 

• had contributed principally to the fall- 
lure bad astohlshed Mrs. Decker by 
paying her Ills debit, a fortune in itself. 
She wisely brought about n reconcilia

tion1 with her husband before be knew 
that she was Independent, knowing 
that after he was aware of It his posi
tion would lie very different.

There followed a happy reunion din-
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The wife of Deacon Hiram Platt had 
been dead three years when it came 
to his ears that people were wonder
ing why be didn’t place a tombstone 
at her grave. At her death the sor
rowing husband hnd fully intended to, 
give her a monument thirty fret high; 
three months later he had reduced the 
height to fifteen feet; then .be had gone 
down foot by foot until be figured that 
a common gravestone would be all 
that was expected. One may have his 
own ideas about such matters, but 
when people begin to talk he must 
consult the ideas of others to a cer
tain extent. Therefore Deacon Blatt 
bustled around to put up a stone.

About the time the deacon lost his 
wife Mrs. Samantha Taylor, living iu 
the same village, lost her husband. 
She also had a thirty foot monument 
in her mind, and she also sculed it 
down to a plain, cheap stone. Fur
ther, there came a time when gossip 
criticised her for the unmarked grave, 
and she set about doing something. 
She had removed to another village, 
but gossip follows one everywhere. It 
thus came about one summer day, 
when the deacon drove out to the 
country graveyard to fix up things, he 
found the widow there for the same 
object. The graves of their dead were 
not fifty feet apart. The deacon had 
a look of sorrow on his face and the 
Widow had tears in her eyes as they 
Bhoak hands.

“ He was a noble man.”  said the dea
con, referring, of course, to the lament
ed Taylor.

“ And she was nil that a wife should 
be,” replied the widow, referring, of 
course, to the lamented Mrs. Platt.

“ I am glad to know that you mourn 
him.”

“And I am glad to know that you 
mourn her.”

“ Her time bad come, and she had to 
g o ."

“ And the same with him.”
The weeds had to be clenred nway 

and the mounds rounded up and sod
ded and the stones set. They worked 
together at this. They sorrowed for 
about half an hour, and then it was 
something else. When their backs ach
ed and they were ready to quit work 
for the day the deacon helped her into 
her buggy with the remark:

“ I hare seemed to feel Mrs. Platt 
looking down on me this afternoon.”  

“And I have felt the presence of my 
dear lost husband." she replied.

Then they both looked very solemn; 
and she drove away to return on thè 
morrow and find the deacon there be? 
fore her. He repeated that her la
mented was a noble man, and she r e 
p ea ted  that bis lamented was all that 
a wife should be. They out down and 
lugged away weeds and briers and 
brought dirt and sods, and when they 
rested they sat close together on an 
old bench.. It was during one of these . 
resting spells thnt the deacon sighed 
three times in succession and said: 

“ Widder Taylor, when night hnd 
come and you were sitting alone in 
your lonesomeness did you Over think 
it possible thnt you could find another 
man as good ns George was?”

“Why. while he was a noble man, 
there must be other noble men in the 
world.”  she replied.

“ Yes, widder. and other noble wom
en. though I never had no fault to find 
with Banner. I am sure we loved 
’em.”

“ Yes. we did.”
“ And it grieved us to see them go.” 
T t  did.”
“But they are better off In that 

brighter land.”
Then they parted and went home, 

and it was noticeable that neither 
looked as solemn as before. They were 
not smillug, but the solemn looks had 
somehow chased themselves . away. 
The next day was to see the end of 
their work, and they both got there 
early. The deacon seemed to press 
the widow’s hand when he helped her 
out of the buggy, and she seemed a 
bit confused over it. but tills may have 
been all imagination. By midafter
noon the stones were In place, and as 
they retreated a few paces to survey 
them the deacon solemnly said: 

“ Widder, if your lost husband can 
look down on earth he is seeing that 
stun and saying to himself that It’s 
good enough for anybody.”

“ Yes.” she sighed, “and your Ban
ner must say the same thing. We 
could have got monuments, of course, 
but” -

“But monuments attract lightning,”  
finished the deacon.

“ And are blown over in high winds.” 
“ And crows use them to roost on. 

Yes, I think our lost ones ought to feel 
quite chirpy. We have the best two 
lots here.”

“And they are picturesquely situ
ated, deacon."

Then the deacon led her out to the 
gate and her buggy. They walked at 
a slow pace, and neither seemed to 
notice that he was holding her hand. 
When she bad been seated In the 
vehicle the deacon rested a foot on 
the bub of a front wheel and sighed 
and said:

“ Purty lonesome for us,’widder.” 
“Yes. purty lonesonme, deacon.”
“ I think I’ll drive over to see you 

tomorrow afternoon.”
“ I’ll be expecting you.”
“ And we’ll talk.”
“Yes.”
“And we’ll talk—and talk.”

/!W e will.”
And three months later, when they 

•were married, the gossips were mean 
about It. They said that the couple 
badi dene tbelr courting in a grave
yards hut we know better. It was 
donò Just outside the gate.

Her Effort to Correct Her Error KhouC
Charles and Mary Lamb. |

Charles Lamb, the beloved Ella of 
the essays, wrote both tragedies and' 
comedies, but was not a successful 
playwright. When his farce. “ Mr. H.? 
was produced at the Drury ,Lane the? 
ater it failed conspicuously, and the; 
genial author, who was in the audl-t 
ence, himself joined with companion
able vigor In hissing It.

It is, ludeed, an airy trifle, too slight 
in texture for the professional stage; 
but it has proved a hharmlng play tor- 
a m a te u rs . At a rerent performance 
by a college dramatic society a little, 
dialogue took place between two ladles 
in the audience which would certainly* 
have delighted Lamb himself could bet 
have heard it

“  ‘Mr. H., a farce in two acts by 
Charles Lamb,” ’ read one of them 
from her program. “ Do you know, 1 
had quite forgotten that Lamb was a 
dramatic author.”  ‘

“Oh. my dear.”  exclaimed her neigh
bor, with a superior smile, “ of course 
he was! Surely you must remember 
that he and his sister collaborated 
with Shakespeare.”

“ Collaborated with ShakespeareP’ 
exclaimed the first speaker, startled 
out of her politeness. “ Ridiculous! 
What could have put such an Idea— 
Oh. you must be thinking o f the Tales 
From Shakespeare.’ by Charles aud 
Mary Lamb.”

There was mirth in her voice, and 
the superior person, flushing, perceived 
that overhoRty “cramming”  for the oc
casion had led her into error. She 
tried to retrieve herself. '
: “ I did not meau collaborated with 
him, of course.”  she explained loftll-r, 
‘That was merely a slip of the tongue.
I meant translated him.”  — Youth’s 
Companion.

AN ESKIMO CHURCH.
The 8ealskin Sweatbox Finally Went 

to the Dogs.
; The missionary sent to the States for 
a magic lantern and the necessary 
slides. Thirteen months later they 
reached him.

Everything in Baffin Land dates 
from that ever memorable magic lan
tern exhibition. From 300 miles around 
the expectant Eskimos came in behind 
their dog teams to participate in the 
wonderful event. The sealskin church 
was filled to overflowing. The specta
tors were packed as closely as sardines 
in a tin. The scent of sperm oil and 
blubber and sweat soaked furs min
gled in the air. Although the ther
mometer outside registered 40 degrees 
below zero, the perspiration poured in 
streams down the faces o f  the enthusi
astic audience. And when the strag
gling list of arctic explorers who have 
touched at Cumberland squud have 
long sihee been forgotten the recoj- 
Jectlon • o f that magic lantern show 
Will linger in the minds of the Eskimo 
from Meta Incognita to Cockburn Land, 

But a few nights later a sad fate 
befell the .sealskin church. It was 
eaten up by a pack of hungry Eskimo 
dogs. These savage creatures, starved 
almost to death, made a raid on- the 
edifice during a blludlng snowstorm. 
Managing to get on top of the roof, 
they soon tore holes in the sealskin 
covering, and. in spite o f the exertions 
o f the missionary and bis entire con
gregation. they actually ran away with 
the greater portiou of the frozen skin, 
which, at a safe distance, they pro
ceeded to devour—Everybody’s Maga
zine.

Lingoring Superstitions.
“ Will a lucky gentlewoman give an 

unlucky one a tiny mascot to bring 
luck?” runs an advertisement in an 
English paper. Here was a poor soul 
-¿for if there is a creature on the face 
of the earth whose fate calls for pity 
it is a gentlewoman who is dow n - 
keeping in her poverty some of that 
superstition or faith, whatever it may 
be called, which Is the only thing that 
keeps ralsforune from crushing the 
sufferer. If only she could get the 
right charm she might induce fate to 
look kindly on her! People call this 
a practical age. but evidences o f su
perstition continue to appear. A law
suit hot long ago revealed the fact that 
an astrologer kept a motorcar tjnd had 
a fine house, etc., all of which came 
out of the proceeds of n zodiacal mag
azine.

As Exemplified.
Having given his order twenty min

utes before and seeing no Indications 
that his dinner was ready, the man 
with the sparse whiskers beckoned to 
a waiter.

“ My frleDd.”  he said, “ perhaps I 
have made a mistake. Is this a pay as 
you enter restaurant?”

“ No. sir.”  responded the young man 
in the white apron, yawning. “This is 
a dinner cooked while you wait res
taurant.”

Thereupon he resumed bis dreamy, 
contemplative attitude, anil the man 
with the sparse whiskers waited some 
more.—Chicago Tribune.

A Reply to Gladstone.
,“Gladstone had no great scientific 

knowledge.”  said an English writer, 
“and at a dinner, when Faraday,- de
scribed an Important new scientific 
discovery, the premier showed Indiffer
ence. 1

“ ‘After all.’ he said, hiding a yawn 
behind his hand, ‘what use will it ever 
be?’ .

“  ‘Why,’ said Faraday, ‘there’s every 
probability, «ir , that some day you’ ll 
be able to tax it.’ ”

A Turn Down.
Snaggsy—Beg pardon, mister; Fm a 

stranger In dese parts. Farmer Har
row-W ell, 1 dnnuo of. anybody that 
wants to git acquainted with ye. 
(TurnB away.)-Boston Trituscrlpt
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DEPARTMENT STORE

Sells Everything..

in we
it for you

I -

we sell everything

M B  PRINTING
is an art. If you wish your 
Stationery to be done in an 
artistic manner so that it 
will favorably impress the 
recipient, have it printed by

W E  SENTINEL

H e Flathead LakeTransportation Co.
11m  —  i r > i w i i T T i i - m T T M n w i r w i i s n w i i w f

Operates the only steamboats on the lake, In both 
passenger and freight service, the Klondyke and 
Montana, also the Arm passenger boat Flyer, the 
fast boat o f the lake.

For the present the Klondyke will make dally 
trips between Poison and Somers with freight, 
and the Flyer will make daily trips with passen
gers and express between Poison, Dayton, Rollins 
and Somers. On account o f  low water at Poison 
the Montana Is not In service. For further in
formation apply to our agent at Poison or the 
company, Somers, Montana.

GEO. A.' FE88ENDEN, Gan. Mgr. 
S o m e rs«  M on ta n e '

The FIRST NATIONAL BANK

. iC. B. HARRIS. President 
J. L. MclNTYRE, Vlce-Pres.

Poison, Montana
CAPITAI. $25,000,00

A. W . PIPES, CashierCashier
J. M. GORDON, ^sa’ t Cashier I

Modera Facilities Abundant Security
Prompt Service , .

The Only Bank on Flathaad Indian Reservation

WE INVITE YOUR BUSINESS
Safety Deposit Boxes for Rent : : : : Drop in when in town

The Grandview Hotel
r .  L. 0 8 AY CO., Props.

Light, airy rooms overlooking Flat- 
head Lake. Strictly first class

RATE $2.00 PER DAY
Special rates by the week or month

W HEN YOU  W A N T  A N YTH IN G  IN

Furniture, Carpets, Rugs, Linoleums, Shades, Portiers
Curtains Etc.

~ And can’t get it in Poison; come or send to

LEW SWITZER, The Furniture Man
KAUSPELL, MONTANA 228 MAIN STREET

0. P. J. Mosby & Co.
Wholetale and retail dealers in

CIGARS
Your patronage solicited

KALISPELL -  -  -  MONTANA

W
0
0
D

hat’s  the use
f  waiting ’till the bliz
zard Gomes?

1 1 1 i ■
rder your wood NOW 
and have It
ellvered before prices 
raise.

C. B. HARRIS, Ptes
P, C. MeSTRAVION, Vice-Pros

‘  IV. N. N0FFSINGER, Vlce-Pres 
O. H. M0BERLY, Cashier

The Kalispe/I National Bank
Kalispell, Montana

County, City, State Depositary

C. H. RAKEMAN
General Merchandise

Special Sale of Furniture and Stores, Fin,
Lumber, Windows, Doors, Lochs and Nails

AH Kinds o f Building Paper

_______:il ‘ir


