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| NEW STORE
New Stock

I have just returned from New York
where]l have purchased the most
select stoch ever shipped fo Hills-
boro. | will open one of the store
rooms in the Temiesie Bloc K

DEC.1T08

And offerto the good people of this
city a splendid line of Dry Goods,
Boots and Shoes, Gents' Furnishing
Goods, and a Metropolitan selection
of the celebrated

La vogue Ladies’
Tailored Suits

A full carload of shoesis onthe way,
representing the latest in style and
the best of manufactures.

1 GROSS

Tamiesie Bldg., Main and Third

The Real Thing.

“Epeaking of Joy rides, did you ever
bove n real one?’

“Never go out ‘a a beggy along a
shady lane, withen plug of a horse and
thie only girl In the world! Say, you
don't know what life (s "—Philadelphia
Ledgwr

Wise Old Boy.

Mre. Kleker-1f you are gelng to an-
other one of those banguets 1 don't
suppose you will know the number of
the bouse when you get back,

Mro Kickers Ob, yes, 1 will. 1 un-
serewed W feom the door snd am tak-
g 1t with me! Kansas City Journal

The Presidential Tour.
Thirteen thousand miles of glory;
Thirtean thousand miles of glee;
Thirteen thousand miles of story
For & walting world to pea

Thirteen thousand miles of travel;
Thirteen thousand miles of meals;

Thirteen thousand miles of gravel
Underneath the whirling wheels,

Thitteen thousand miles of scooting;

Thirtesn thousand mtlos of land;
Thirteen thousand miles of tooting
Ity the merry village band

i . ,:‘l

“Clympic \§
[ovyr |

makes good pastry, too”

—Mother. . s r——
The plump, hard grains, selectod (" »

Thirteen thousand miles of mesting:
Thirieen thousand miles of screech;
Thirteen thousand milea of greeting;
Ilirtasn thoussnd miles of apesch!
Washington Evenlng Btar,

from the entire Northwestern wheat | ;::h'.‘ 'i'lu l.;:\;l;;
crop and thepoly eleancd and seonved |- satland -I!I"‘l“ul\ Tammas (dlappoloted uw;r his inaa.
JUst OH tho bill for a peddect pastiy | UM equate tip—Good nicht, Mr. McPher-
Hour - hesides it 1 t||‘.- |l|?||r for ]:uml | wom. Al shall remember ye when ye
bread and cakes and bisenaits, comi this way again,
Olympie Flonr —always the mme, al- Mr  MePherson (husklly)—Ah'm po
iy clean, pure, wholesome and nutri comin’ (his way ngein.- Sketeh,
fious i an nid to rather than o test of a .;
Young housew ife's ability, OUIE 2 T ' yocrapers.
ean't suppl | n “.:I:i "‘u .Ir"‘ 1 L, n “These latest hatn,'
PPy yowwe'll tell you who ci Sald Mo Jaynes,

“Why o they cuMd
' Them aeroplanesT”
To which her hus-

but insist ypon Olywpic—de-
it it—sghere lan't any
Just as good.”

[

2 A

A | Haod 410 reply:
e _ W “Heomuse they come
- Bo very high''
it A7

Boston Heraa.

(']

AT.YOUR GROCIR'S s

FORTLAND FLOUNING MILLS G0, 1oyt ) | tThnet
- = | Bird Dealer—Yes, ma'am, but his
2L - | focnbulury s limited. He doesn't
gwear, and he doesn't use slang.—Chl-
eago Tribum

| Raverasd English,

| A diller a doliar, & ten o'clock scholar,
Wit muKes you come so fast?

' You used to be behind before,

Lut now you'ro first ot laast,

._“
PROTECT YOUR HORSE
PROTECT +~YOURSELF

This is theseason when you need blankets for

your animal, Comeand see our | ~Lippincott’s Magasine.
ORSBE BLANKETS i Says Unole Ebés,

, ‘Now $1.75 and up.
When yon.are driving you endanger your health
nlesg i;m eep warm. Take a look at our hand-

‘ome  PLUSH ROBES, STORM ROBES
L " Prices to Buit.
Give me o call . when you want new harness.
¢ have what you want and our prices are below
C“'“l"t'lili.(]n, g

Bub’“mhl Repairing a Specialty
A. M.CARLILE, Second Street.

“Pe man who bis & powerful good
oplnfon of hisse'f." sald Uncle Eben,
syory often turns out to be oue o' dem

| folks whose opinions don’ *meunt to
| wuch, nobow."—Washington Star,

[ The Bonmot and the Occasion.
The clever thligs we think of
Just too late would really pall
Pefore those brighter, keener t

That never coma at all, dhy

A Lost Day.
%1 suppose you had a lovely time

ghopping yestérday.” :
“No: 1 had to buy several things and

’Fur e ” : _ boos d 't have & bit of time to look
. b : 1 27 nores, with house and | alan't have
h'e Ii[,‘.s I .|.,|;T :fl‘ JOH:M::}'I. .h.::r;zrunﬂl- Al Newton atl}iosn around.”—Deuver | lil‘ﬂ_l_%n.
SRR W ! i N -
o 'J.r,-;" & Indepenco.t Tels- qunuil'nli o!. ‘Kb;l.r::iln 'Broa or " Argus and Jourosl, $3.95.
Im. ] "
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KO, BAKER, BANKS,
VIOLENTLY INSANS

Captured in Portland, Sun
day, and Committed

IMAGINES HE 15 GREAT CHARACTER

Threatened to Kill Nurse la Decter's
Office

Kd. Biker, agad 40 years, and who
resides ahove Baoks, was commit
ted w0 the awylum, Monday morn-
ing, Dr. F. A Bailey being the
rxamining physicisn. Baker was
i Portland Bsturdsy, snd entered
De. Rockey's office—the place where
be was trested for & gunehol wound
in his band, accidentally icflicted
a few weeks ago—and threatoned to
shoot & nuree. The woman, by
rare prestnca of mind, sgreed with
him, but seked him to postpooe it
a4 she was very husy. Baker was
then taken to the hospital, where
he te:sme violent. Bheriflf Han-
cock went down and brought him
out, snd Mooday mornicg he wae
~xamined for bis sanity.

The phyeicisn found that he had
been in Oregon 10 years, and that
he hea & wife aod five emall ohil
dren; thst ke was of suicida!
tendency; insomnia and neuralgis;
and in afllicted with celusions ¢f
grandevr, imagiog he is & grest
man—sometimes thinking he is
Christ and sometimes thinkiog that
he i going to pave all the roads in
the world. He has ballocinations
ol hsariog and smelling.

Baler is & native of Dane Coun
ty, Wisconein, aed it is said that
twelve years ago he wss confined
to an asylum.

The patient went to Portland »
few weeks ago aud while st the
bouse of & relstive sccidentally put
s pistol bullet through his Tn!'l
hand. The sccident probably had
something to do with hastenii g bir
mental condition. His wife wse
down frem above Banks, and en
deavored to quiet the husband, but
to no avail,

Baker came out from Portland
peaceably under guard of Bhe iff
Hancock and Emmett Quick, aod
was only boistervus upon resching
town. He then told them he
wou'd kill them both if they took
him to jeil.

A BIG MUSIC STORE

The G aves Music Huse, of Port-
land, one of the large mueic houses
of the West, are holding = sjecial
sale and display of their pianoe at
the McCormick Music Store.

The Graves Music House sell
everything in music, wholesale and
retail, in Oregon, Washington sad
Idsho—and is the moat complete
music house in the West. It is
#aid that four complete military
bande could be marched imto the
store and each man supplied with
an instrument from stock.

In their piann departmen’ the
bave five piano parlors in whic
are shown some of the most dis
singuished makes of pianos in all
of the different sty!e: and sizes.
These parlors sre 20 arranged thal
» chance of comparison of its diffsr-
#ot makes can be made, and the

ianve heard under the same con:
Silionn. ax they would be heard and
used in the home. Among the
pianos so'd wholesale and retail by
the Graves' Music Co. are the artis-
tic Kranoch & Bach, Chickering
Bros., Hcffman, Bteger & BSons,
Strohber and Hallett & Davis, and
the Kranch Bach Sieger & Bon
piano players.

The liberal policy of the Graves
Music House with customera has
made them many friends and they
are proud of the fact that many of
their sales are made to peop'e who
bave been introduced to them or
referred to them by their old cus-
tomers.

None but slandard makes of

anos are sold by the Graves

ueio Co, and eve'y piano sold is

| plaeed under a full guarantes both

by the manufacturerand the honee,

Mr. L. G. Bmith, one of their
represeniatives, has been in town
for & number of daye, and has
placed seversl piancs here.

town yeeterday. '

A. Anderson, of Hilvelia, waz »
county seat visitor yesterday.

John Zimmerman of the Maple
Hill seotion, was in towa yesterday.

The street commissioner ia pre-
paring to fix up the plankiog at
soms of the street corners, where
the plank is in bad shape. Bome
of the places need ‘shimming” up
a little, and, an soon na the street
p'anking now contemplated is put
down all the bad places will be put
in repair,

“Mysterious Billy Bmith,” the
ugilist whose star was bloted out
Ey Joe, Walcott, the great negro
fighter, wae in the city yesterday,
coming out to attend circuit court,
His wife has apsuit against Wash-
ington County for damages done to

it fell through s brit:’u down in the
southeastern part of tte ocounty.
Bmith looks like an ordinary -

nees man, and has no resemblan
to a “pug.” His oase will not coms

J. T. Rooks, of Vinelands, #res fa.

Yer trotting horse, last Fall, when|

BOSERPACKS TRUNK

Wife Proposes to Visit Her Moth-
er, Who Is Victim of Accident.

SAMUEL HAS HIS OWN WAY.

Heedless of Mra. Bowser’s Protests, He
Finishes Balf Imposed Task, Forget-
ting Nothing—Cat ls on te Philese-
pher's Game.

By M. QUAD.

[Copyright, 1308, by Associated Literary
Presa. )

k. BOWBER, you will bave

to come bome at once, |

have a telegram from

"M
mother saylug that she has

run a fork through her foot and wauts
me to come up there at once, | want
to get away ou the § o'clock train, and
1 shall take my truck along.”

Buch was the message Mr. Bowser
received over the telephone at mid-
afternoon, and bhe walted only to reply:

“What in thunder was she tramp-
lng around on forks in her bare feet
for?*

Mrs. Bowser had pot been fesling
well for & week, and the pews upset
bher. He got home to nd bher lying
down as she walted,

“This Is a pretty bow-de-do, | must
say,” be blurted out aimost as be got
inside the door,

“But it can’t bo helped. What makes
it worse ls that this Is cook's day out.
Bhe went just before the telegram
came."”

“Hang the cook!
do with 1t

“8he could do my packing.”

“Not on your life! I am right bere
to do it myself. | biame the old lady

What's she got to

“YNIS IS A PRETTY HOW-DE-DO, 1 MUST
BAL”

for walking around on forks when she

could bave just as well walked on

something else. But if you must go

you must. Was It a pitchfork, a table
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up for seversl daye yel, o |
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well, couldn’t you go to a restanprant
for your dioner 7™ !

“Certalnly! But you just hear what |
1 say about that fork business, Sup- '
fime she had telegrapbed that n brick
bouse had falien on Ler apd then two
bours Iater wired that It was all n |
mistake? Don't people know when
brick houses fall on them? Don't they
know when they run forks lnto thelr
feet?™

Overhauled Mr, B.'s Work.

Ax soon as Mr. Bowser was out of
the bouse Mra. Bowser begnn unpack-
lug the trunk. He had topped off with
two bats, and both were crushed as
flat as pancakes.

Iler bearskin furs came next

Two of his nightshirts were a close
third.

Then was revealed ber toothbrush
and his mzor and mug.

Then a pair of her old shoes that had
been siiting In the closet for six
monthe.

Then one of her stockings and ona
of his socks rolled lovingly together.

Then n pair of his discarded alippers
and a fur trimmed skirt.

Then one of his day 'shirts and &
half used cake of sapolio.

Then s calico apron which she gen-
erally wore on sweeplng days.

Then a dump of stuff consisting of
hairpins, a tapeline, a plece of chalk,
a cookbook, an almost toothless back
comb and a palr of his sofled cuffs.
These were dumped in to fill a certaln
eavity,

Then came a strata of socks and
stockings and neckties and woolen
gloves, with an sbandoned corset for
a sort of keynote.

At the bottom of the trunk were two
ragged walists, a pair of Mr. Bowser's
trousers, five of his collars, ooe o:;
l -

Mrs. Bowser had the
of the trunk and on the
returped from his diuner, and
sat down he sald:

“1 think | deserve a little bit of

his wife's trunk.”

“] know It.” she repiled.

“And the few that can want all day
to do it in."”

ll!-'ll

“And I was just thirty-seven minutes
by the clock packing a trunk that
could have gone around the world."”

“I know.” »

“And nothing forgotten or out of

“Yes, you deserve credit. 1 can't
Imagine bow you could have dope It."”

Apnd during the rest of the evening
Mr. Bowser went around with bhis
chest swelling out and a smile on his
face, and he was so good that the cat
took three or four distrustful looks at
him and said to herself:

“Oh, no, old boy, you don't fool me!
You are just getting ready to make
things hum tomorrow night!™

It Sounded Hopeful.

A young man who was not particu-
larly entertaining was monopolizing
the attention of a pretty debutaute
with a lot of uninteresting conversa-
tion.

“Now, my brother,” he remarked in
the course of a dissertation ou bis fam-
lly, “is just the opposite of me in
every respect. Do you know my broth-
er?

“No,” the debutaute replied demure-
Iy, “bat 1 should like to."—Lippincott's
Magaxine,

‘Degrees of Hinger.

“I'm simply starving!
short story writer at the Hungry club.
“1 wish they'd begin dinner.”

“l pever saw you when you weren't
starving,” sald the poet.

“I'm pever as hungry as you are,
though,” the short story writer de-
clared, “because 1 write prose.”

Don't Want Any Drops.

Hank Stubbs—The pext thing you
know airships will be goin' right over
your head.

Blge Miller — Ez long ez they go
“right over,” Hank, I'll be satisfied.—
Boston Herald.

BRAN MESSGE
BY WIRELESS,

By MARTIN ANDREWS.

(Copyright, 1968, by American Press Asso-
clation.]

This s an age of rationallsm. Ev
ery day we aré more Inclined to cons
demn superstition and certaln frauds
by which It is supported. But while
we are losing faith in the miraculous
there Is a growing disposition to ex-
plain wonders sclentifically. -

1 am especially subject to thought
transference, and so Is my wife
When together a thought no' sconer
enters the head of one of us than the
other, gives expression to it. | im. a
sclentific man and expect the time to
come when one will be able to detect
the subtle cause or weans of this coms
munication,

Bome years ago 1 went as sclentist
on an exploring expedition. We were
| obliged to enter Into un ocean that was
then comparatively unknown. Our
maps were the best that could be ob-
tained, but had not recelved the same |
| attention as other districts. Besides,

convulsionis beneath the sea are cons
“stantly occurring to change the con-|
ditions. -

We were salling northward, within
& hundred miles of a coast running
northeast u;d‘mthwut. It was near
midnight. was sound asleep In
berth. Suddenly 1 awoke. wu::g.
curred during this awakening 1 am
mot golng to attempt to explaln except
negatively. It was not a dream. It
Was not a vision. 1 heard nothing, I
saw nothing. It was rather a con-
sclousness. In that infinitesimal bit of
which I passed
to a wide aw
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timbers, and | looked out of the pert-
hole.  The night was starlight, and
there was but a falr wind., Neverthe-
loms whnt hnd ocenrred had (mpressed
me thoroughly with a setse of danger.
1 arose, piut on my clothes and wend
an deck., The officer In charge, Joba
Jucobson, was pacing the after deck.
There was no land o sight, nothing
but a broad expanse of ocean.

“What Is It? asked the officer as |
Jolned him. .

“Why do you ask the question™

“Why? You wouldo't be coming W9
bere nt this time of night for nothimg.
Besides, you look as If you'd seetn &
ghost.”

“John,” 1 replied, “will you do somme-
thing for me without a reasouT”

“What Is 1t?"

*“That's shoreward out there, sa't
it? 1 pointed westward.

“Yes"

“Put her off to nerthwest."

“Good Lord'! What for?

“It was to be without a reason.*

“What will the old man do o méT™

“I'll take the responsibility and
between you and him.  Come,
be quick! There's dauger abead?

He seemed to catch an inspiration of
fear from me and gave the necessary
orders. As the ship was rounding te
her new course | went to the poet
gunwale and looked over.

“Come here, quick?" 1 called to the
officer.

He came and looked over the side
with me.

“What's that?" | asked.

“1 see notking,” e replied.

“Not that whitish line out therel*

He contloned to peer and suddenly
eried ander his breath, “Great heawv-
ens!" then guve the order to the belme-
man to sheer off to starboard. Hesaw,

We got only a glimpse o
change of course served to
away from it. For a time
stood with bated breath,
mwent expecting a shock or to
lold beneath us grating om
Then 1 went below and called
tain. *

We saw no more evidences of the

sunken reef, but on reaching the nemt
port learned that it had been recently
discovered by others. Its appesrance
dated from the last earthquake om the
const.
1 made a note of the day,
minute, as near as the latter” pos-
sible. that my warning came to me,
and when some months later | rebars-
eod to my wife | told her my stoey.
Without waiting to bear me through
shie interrupted to tell me that
was away she had dreamed
our ship salling toward a sunken
Sle tried to warn us off, but could
do so. Her terror awoke ber.
locked up the date and found W
with my memorandum,

A reference of my warning o
tific causes may be weakened by
dependence on a dream. Dreams
now belleved to be simply mental
tivity of the dreamer. But why should

L

the dark water to reappear farther o,
t for eur

g
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she

awnke? And, If so. why could not what
was experienced be communleated? §
ean concelve of my wife's communient-
ing her experience to me

thought transfercnce as readily as N
can conceive of a message sent By
wireless telegruph to o vessel far ot
at sea. This process may some day be
solved.. How she gained a

eried the oL our danger is & problem & seluiien

of which must bhe more remote,

Pat's ldea.

They were talking about the compen-
sations of nature In waking the ladk
side stronger If the right is pareiysed,
the right eye keeoer if the left o
blind, and so on.

“Sure, that's right” sald Pat *“1
knew a man with one short leg, and,
faith, the other was longer,”—Balth
teore American.

Easily Answered.

“Pa.” sald littlg Willle Skulebagger,
“teacher told us to be prepared tomor-
row to tell what meter “I'he Charge of
the Light Brigade' Is In."

“That's easy.” replled W. Bkulebag-
ger the elder. “Gas meter, of course.
—Cathollc Btapdard and ‘L'Ymes.

The Fast Pace.
Husband—And may | ask why pou
find It 50 DeCessary to buy an antomeo-
blle? ;
Wife—Obl, dear. we must keep la the
running.—Baltimore Ameriean.

*Arry on Lack of Clarss.
"Ere’s wot puzzies me a lot [

Habout your bloomin' country ‘ere:
Hit mykes no diff'runce wot you've get
Nor ‘ow much you can myks a year,
HItU's hall the syme; your kids han mine
Ply merrily hugon the street;
Nobody seems w draw the line

]

Wrile hover "orie she'd
Her folks would:unub 'er jolly
But 'ere she's counted just as nlce
Has rich folks, han she's jus

“hon 'er hat fat
When Hi hath nothin® 'm'. clark,

#an, bless me, hit's expensivé too!
e'Ve goL n twenty dollar fiat.
wants to dress the wye they do

Han py
Ayt
Heve
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vale. and hill.

L wleep too late to note
mornings cold and chill
the mountains wrapped in hase,
ty bulldings tall,

wuy the busy days,;
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