
His Bicycle Built for Two
By JOHN WINTER

<4cl ting even with a skintlint on a distinctly novel plan.

FROM
Itere to M'anen? Twelve

mites. Keep to your left all the

way. What sort of a road?

I.ook at them hills! ” and Hiram

Dean’s long arm directed his in-

terrogator’s attention to the rugged,

jagged declivities o£ the I’eneguasset
▼alley.

“Switzerland; good view; mountain-

climbing; clear air, lots of it,” jerked
out the nervous little man who was ask-

ing the way. “Business in Boston; im-

portant engagement; devil to pay, not

there in time.”

“Livery stable?” he added.
Hiram looked the contempt he felt for

one so ignorant.
"' No, and you can’t get wings here

either; I guess you’ve got to hoof it.
Yer train leaves Warren in two hours,
but of course you can't catch it. They’s
another train goes to-morrow, at the

same time; you can catch that if yon ■
hurry.”

" Try a farmer with good horses;
where’s a farmer?”

.“Oh, they’re scattered along the road;
but say, don’t you try Silas Crumb, for

he won’t do nothin' for you. He’s the

meanest cuss in the hid section. Fore-

closes every mortgage he lays his hands

on, turns out tenants and won’t be

stood oil one jiffy, durn him! He’s well

lived now, and he'd ought to be, if grab-
bin' laud'll do it.

“Last year the widder Peasley’s son

took sick in the. Klondyke, and lied to be

nussed and doctored there for months.

Old Peasley hadn’t left Jane a cent and,

to git the money for Tom. the widow

giv Silas Crumb a mortgage on her farm.

Tom died, and when the mortgage come

due. the widder could raise only five

hundred out of the six. (The Lord only
know how she done that, but she was a

Pierce 'fore she married Sam Peasley,
and the Pierces arc al! grit).

“

But gosh, it wasn't no use: Silas

druv over in bis rig, foreclosed onto her.

and turned her out onto the rnd, said

it was hard times fer him and told her
she had three years' redemption and not

io forget the interest. She hired out;

hut a woman whose heart's broke ain’t.

much help, and she got only her hoard
and keep.

'• She died last February, ami fiilas
has the farm.”

“ Yes, I see; forecloses on widows;

large heart, general favourite; ought to

lie shot,” soliloquised Baker. “Well,
must be going; find a farmer: make

train: good-by,” and lie hurried down

the road.
"Het horse, or find some other way.

Something’s got to get me to that train.

Twelve miles to the left. Do it some

way," he. said to himself.
Tito noonday sun was streaming down

ill its August blaze; even the chipmunks
were quiet and nature herself seemed

to own up that it was
“

hot as blazes. '
This is what Baker told the signboard,
ns lie unbuttoned his vest.

He struck out. boldly, however, and

ball an hour’s walking brought him to a

big. comfortable-looking farmhouse.

"Red barn and old dog to match,’

mysed Baker as he lifted the knocker.

“Raise a horse; gel that train.”

A heavy step crushed the gravel on

the path which led to the barn, and

Baker looked up into the face of a

gaunt giant of a man. whose- hard,
crafty, old eyes glared grimly from lie-

iieatii his shaggy brows: a dog growled
from behind him, ami was kicked into

sullen submission by his master's hob-
nailed boot.

“I'm Silas Crumb." said he suddenly.
“What do you want?”

“General favorite," said Baker to him-
self. and then, as his eyes passed from
Silas to another part of the yard, an

idea came quickly into the small, round,
closely cropped head of Moses Baker.

“Hear you have bicycle for sale, tan-

fem, little out of date, still good. Want
Jtie, Mrs. Baker and L‘

Silas Crumb unbent at once, as. look-

ing at the prospective purchaser he saw

a chance to dispose of one thing from

which he had failed to wrench full value
for eost.

He had bought the bicycle several

years ago, had never been able to inatte

use of it. and had stored it every win-

ter and exhibited it every summer with-

out having, as yet, succeeded in selling
it. Constant overhaulings bad put him
to an expense which had aroused still

further hatred of this “'white elephant.”
It was now at its old place of exhibi-

tion, leaning against an apple-tree in

tlie front yard, wearing the sign: “For
Sale, Cheap for Cash.”

Crumb boiled anew each time he saw

it, and realised the generally out-of-

date appearance of this derelict, which

seemed to mock and defy him. But

here was a purchaser!
Silas concealed his joy as well as lie

could, but human nature will out, and

he fairly skipped up the path to the
tree under which his enemy was stand-
ing. As he “skipped,” he fixed his fig-
ure at sixty dollars; six years ago this

incubus had cost him fifty. This little

Air. Baker had, to Crumb, the look of

one whom money might be made al-

most at will.

Baker’s face had assumed a simple,
guileless, almost infantile expression;
his eyes looked sympathetically into the

sharp gray ones of Silas Crumb.
And Silas was deceived. Indeed this

simplicity had deceived wiser men than

he. Throughout the State in which

Baker practised, this look and manner

were well known; it- was only .when

making an extra effort that he assumed

it.
His brother lawyers knew that look

and, when they saw it coming into

Bakers face, they kept their eyes and

ears open with particular care.

“Heft it," said Crumb, wheeling out

the bicycle. “Seems strongly made. Its

heavy, of course, but it runs as easy

as you please. Why, you and Mrs.

Baker kin ride this 'yer bicycle all day.
and not know you'd stepped off your
verandy."

“Been used recently? May be rusty
inside; better try it if you are willing,”
said Baker apologetically.

Now Crumb knew what it would mean

to push that two-seated ton of old iron

on such a day, and he demurred.

"Wait until my boy comes hum: he'll
he here in half an hour; come up on me

verandy and set in me shade.” vie

started towards the house, but the

littleman said petulantly, “Want to try
it now," and turned up his trousers pre-

paratory to starting.
“Well, if you are bound to do it. come

on,” and Silas, having oiled the heavy
chain, held the relie for his companion
to mount to the front seat.

But Baker objected.
“I want Mrs. Baker to sit in front;

fond of seeing where she is going. J 11

sit behind,” and up he climbed.

"I am afraid this is one on you. Silas,”
reflected Baker, as he settled himself

comfortably on the seat. “One on

you.”
Down the dusty road tney went, turn-

ing to the left in response to Baker's

gentle suggestion that it “looked pretty
down there.”

For an hour little was said; Silas,
I>eiit upon demonstrating the absolute
ease with which his machine ran,

strained every muscle to maintain the

speed and Baker, with his feet long
since lifted clear of the pedals, coasted
blithely along, praising their rapid prog-

ress and fanning himself with his Pan-

ama hat.
“Cooler now’," he remarked.
On they went, toiling up the hills on

fool and remounting at the top; the

dust settled thickly up riders and

wheel; the sweat poured down the face

of Silas Crumb, but sixty dollars was not

every day thus easily placed within his

reach, and he bent even harder to his
task.

‘•.1'11 stick him good for this,” he as-

sured himself.

"I told ye it run easy.” he .said aloud
as they rounded a bend and passed out

upon a village street." “Twelve miles
in an hour and a half ain't laid, is it?
We'll get off here amt rest a spell.”

“Yes,” assented Baker, “we’ll get off
here.”

They leaned the wheel against a tree

and Crumb mopped his crimson face with

his sleeve. 2. train was just about to

pull out of the station close by.
“Hi." shouted Silas, “what are ye——”

But Bilker stepped easily on board; he
took a black pipe from his pocket, and

produced a tolmceo pouch.
“t had to catch this train, you see,”

he called back pleasantly. “Tried to

get a horse, but none to be had, and so

I let you bring me down on your aged
machine. That’s why I asked you to

turn to the left, as we rode out of your
yard. .Sorry to have bothered you, you

know, but no other way of getting the

train. You didn’t understand before,
did you? You thought I wanted to buy
your old bicycle. No, Silas.

The train was now moving more rap-
idly, and the last words came faintly
but clearly: "Fine, country, but hilly for

wheeling.” He bowed low to Silas, and

the train and Moses Baker had passed
down the track.

Silas Crumb's journey back to his farm
was one he long remembered. It was

dark when ho trundled his enemy into

the yard and let it fall rattling upon
the ground.

“And I thought he wanted to BUY
it. Ihe durned cuss,” he said aloud,
and then, turning in sudden wrath to-
ward the bicycle: “And durn you. too.”

How to Become an Oldest
Inhabitant.

SIMPLE RULES WHICH GENERAL
BOOTH SAYS BROUGHT HIM

SAFELY TO HIS SEVENTY-
EIGHTH YEAR.

Precepts for the attaining of old age

are as many as t lie men who have attain-

ed it. Some drink whisky and some es-

chew all beverages but water. To soma

tobacco is an abomination, to others it

is the staff of life. Slack Twain de-
clared that lie had come safely and

happily to the seventieth milestone of

his life because he had done everything
calculated to shorten and carefully
avoided everything recommended to add

to one's vears.

Now comes General Booth, the seven

fy-eight-year-old head of the Salvation

Army, with seven rules for those who
would live long:

Eat. as little as possible. The aver-

age man eats too much. Instead of

nourishing his body, he overtaxes it,
compelling his stomach to digest more

food than it lias capacity for.

Drink plenty of water in preference
to adulterated concoctions. Water is

wholesome nourishment.
Take exercise. It is just as foolish to

develop the mind and not the body as

it is to develop the body and not the
mind. Perform some manual labour;
dig, walk, chop Wood, or, if you can

talk with your whole body, why, then,
talk; but do it with all your might.

Have, a system, but do not lie a slave

of the system. If my hour to rise is

8 a.m., and at that time I haven't had
sufficient rest. I take longer lime.

Do not fill .your life with a lot. of

silly and sordid pleasures, so that when

you come to die you will find you have

not really lived.
Abstain from indulgences which over-

tax the body and injure not only your-

self but the generations that come after

you.

Have a purpose in life that predomin-
ates above alt else, that is beneficent to

those about you, and not to your own

greedy self alone. If there is one thing
for which I am glad it is that I have

found n purpose which involves not me

alone, but all humanity.

iT*UEUMATIBM. Gout. Sciatica. Lumbago.
iIV are caused by excess uric acid poison
In the blood, which deposits In the muscles
ami joints. RIIEVMO quickly cures. 2/8
and V<k

A Sufferer fer Three

Years obtained In-

stant relief.

SYDNEY SMITH, Carpenter,
O’Neil Street, Ponsonby, Auckland,
New Zealand, writes

For the past three years I have been an

almost constantsuffererfrom Itching Piles,
which at times have been very liad, t!»e
irritation and pain front same I icing most

severe. Hating seen Peters*Pile Cure
advertised a* a sure cure I secured a box.
and am pleased to tell you thatI obtained
instant relief from the first application, until
now I am entirely free from my complainr,
and have been forsome time. lam certain

your Remedy will do all you claim for ft,
andI am recommending it toall my friends

whom I know are suffering with Piles. I
wish you all success with Peters* Pile
Cure, which it honestly deserves.

It cannotbecome 100 generally known

that

PETERS’

Pile Cure.

(EASY TO APPLY)
Quickly ai»d Permanently Cures

BLIND, ITCHING, BLEEDING

or PROTRUDING PILES,
and is obtainablefrom

ALL CHEMISTS AND STOREKEEPERS.

PRICE, 1/3.

Larg;e Box (five timesthe quantity)5.’-

or will besent PostFrke on receipt ofprice by

F. A. PETERS, Sole Proprietor,
19 LORNE ST., AUCKLAND.

Write for Booklet, FREE.

The Name PETERS, Don’t Forget it. J

If" ENGLAND’S LEADING SWEET

111
BUTTER-SCOTCH

k (The CelebratedSweet for Children) a

I Wholesome, delicious, I

I and absolutely pure. I
L Solfl by all Confect loners

}
I

i i Vracers, and Stores. ■!

FAMOUS A
CHOCOLATES II

[ ARE IMITATED BUT IJ
NEVER EQUALLED. V

LARGEST SALE I
IN THE WORLD.

The first |e!l|gJ|Bi|afßl|B]

I
Essential for the preservation of I

the Teeth ig to keep
them clean by constant attention at least

every morning and evening.

CALVERT’S
Carbolic Tooth Powder

makes the work of your toothbrush so much

more complete and satisfactory, because it

perfects the cleansing and also supplies the

necessary antiseptic properties.
Delightfully flavoured and refreshing to use.

Sold by local Chemists and Stores.
F. C. Calvert & Co., Manchester, Eng.

Open sesame.—Hunyadi JdnoaWater te the

“open sesame" of the humanorganism. Speedy,
sure, and gentle. It fulfils ever, indication Ki

health and disease. It is a therapeutical ar-

senal in itself. Indispensable to millions «■
human beings allover the world.
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