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CHAPTER 1.

In a large wooden building not far
from the seashore, a building attached as
school house to “Munster's DBoarding
Academy for Young Gentlemen,” I,
Hugh Trelawney, then scarcely ten years
old, was moping nlone. 1 had only ar-
rived two days before from London,
where I had parted from my father, n
traveling lecturer in the causa of whnat
was then known ns the New Moral
World, My mother had long been dead,
nidd I had fed a somewhat neglected
life, sometimes accomwpanying my father
on his wanderings, more often being
left to the cure, or carelessness, of
rtrangers, At Ilast I had been sent to
Sonthampton to complete a4 very per
functory ednestion,

It was afternoon, and a half-holiday;
my new school fellows were playing close
by, 1 was too used to loneliness to be
very miserable, 1 merely fult an outeast
for the time lieing, and took no interest
whatever In my new associations,

As 1 sat thus, I muost have fallen into
a brown study, from which a slight
sound startled me, and Jooking up, 1 met
the flnsh of two dirk eyves which were
intently regarding me.

“Are you the new Yoy 7" sald a clear
YolIen,

I nodded, and stared at my Interroga-
tar, n girl nbhoat myv own nee. whose
black cyebrows were knitted curionsly.
Her arms and neck were Lare, and she
was fondling o kitten, whose liggome
movements seemed to have something in
common with her own besuty.

“What is your name?" she continued,
in the same clear questioning tone, alto-
gether with the manner of a superior
who was not to he trifled with,

“Hugh Trelawney.”

She continued to regard me with the
Enme keen seruting, nnd then said, “Why
don’t you go out and play with the other
boys ¥

“I don't eare about play., I am tired."

“Tired with what¥ sle questioned,
quickly.

I made no reply, T had mennt to fm-
ply that I was low-spirited and dull, She
understood me, and troubled me with
no more questions.

Gilad to direct her attention from my-
eelf, for her bright eyes troubled me, I
stroked the kitten, which she had placed
upon the floor, and 1 began to qunestion
in my turn,

“Are you the schoolmaster's daugh-
ter.

At this ghe langhed with such a good-
humored sympathy with my blunder,
that my first impression of her began to
improve, and 1 saw that, besides being
n rather imperious, she was a very
pretty, young lady.

“1 am a stranger here, like yourself,”
she said, “My people live far away in
South America, and are very rich, My
mother is dend, and I don't remember
her, My fother has sent me here to be
tuught; but I shall soon go baeck to him.
He is a grent man, nnd when he gave me
these earrings, he told me my mother
had worn them befors me, and he kissed
them, We lve far away from here, in
a brighter place. Don't you hate Hog-
land "'

This was rather n startling query, but
being in n state of mind bordering on
disgust for life in general, 1 readily as-
sented,  Her eyes gleamed.

“It is a dreary place,” she erled: “duall
anid misernble, and it rains nearly every
dny, Bot It is different where [ come
from. It Is alwnys bright there, and
there are flowers everywhere, and the
trees are full of froit; and there are
bright insects, and beautiful snakes
without stings, that ean be taught to
twine round your neck, and feed out of
yonr hand."”

It seemed that T was transported to
the land of which she spoke; her eyes
were s0 sparkling, her face so bright and
sunny, her form so foreign in {ts slender
besuty—nand her earrings glistened, and
her benutiful ivory teeth gleamed—and
I saw her walking in that land, a won-
der among nll wonders there, with fruits
and flowers over her head, and brilliant
inscets flonting round her, and lnminous
snnkes glenming harmless in her path,
and dusky slaves walting upon her, for
for 1 bhad been a studious boy, fond of
reading wild books of travel and ad-
venture, and of picturing in my mind the
wonders of foreign lands.

When she next spoke, her elear, im-
petitous tone was greatly changed and
softened, nnd a kinder light dwelt on
her face.

“If you will come with me,"” she said,
“l will show you the place. There s
not much to see bot the garden.”

I rose awkwnardly, as if at a word of
commnnd, nnd followed her. Ashamed,
yot plensed, to be chaperoned by a glrl,
1 wondered what my school fellows
would think of i, They were playing
erlcket.  They paid no attention to me,
but looked at my companion with a curl
ous and not too friendly expression. She
passed along lmperjonsly, without delgn-
ing to cast a single look in their diree-
tion; and I noticed that ber dark brows
were knitted with the former unpleasant
exprossion.

Our first visit was to the top of a high
knoll behiod the house, whence we eould
#ee the sarrounding country, and, some
miles to the southward, the distant een,
with a white frost of blllows on the edge
of silver-colored sands.  The gir! looked
ot the passing salls with much the same
peculiar expression she had worn on our
first encounter,

“Are your clever?' she asked, sudden-
ly. *1 mean, do you know much?”

I explained to her that my acqulre
ments wore very slender, and merely con-
sisted of the stray crumbs of knowledge
which I had been enabled to pick up at

day schools, 1 conld read and write, of
course, and knew arithmetic as far as
the rule of three, and had got through
the first four decleusions in the Latin
grammar; but all was a chaos, and 1 had
no necomplishments,

“If you are not elever, and know so
little," observed the girl, thoughtfally,
“toke care of the other boys. Why don't
you make friends with them? Why do
you like to sit alone, and be sullen? If
there were girls here, I shonld mnke
friends, I know, Dut boye are different:
they have eruel ways, and they hate each
other, The boys hate me,” ghe pursued,
“because they think me proud. I am not
prond, but I am quicker and eleverer
than they are, and 1 come from a hetter
place. 1 beat them in the class, and 1
have helped the biggest of them some-
times, when they were too stupid to un-
derstand,"

We were soon wandering ride by side
in the quiet garden in the nelghborhood
of the school house, Wver and anon, I
heard the shouts and eries of my play-
mates; but they were wafted to me as
from some forsaken life,

A spell had been passed npon me, and
I wns in a drenm. As I write, the
drenm surrounds me still.  Years ehb
backward, clouds part, the old horizons
come neprer und nearer, and I nm agnin
windering in the ogulet shade of trees
with the shining young face at my
ﬂil!l?.

What T remember last Is a sudden
sound dissolving a spell. A bell rung
loudly from the honse, and my compan-
ion uttered an exclamation—

“That is the bell for tea," she exelaim-
ed. “You had better go."

And she ran before me up the path.
She was nearly out of sight among the
garden bushes when, urged by euriosity,
1 took courage, and ealled after her.

“What I your name?" 1 eried.

“Madeline,” she replied. “Mnadeline
Graham.” With that she wns gone. For
o moment, I stood bewildered, and then,
with quite a new light In my eyes, I
made the best of my way into the house
and joined the boys at the tea table.

CHAPTER II1.

Munster was a feeble-looking but tal-
ented little man, with a very high fore-
hend, which he was constantly mopping
with cold water, to subdue inordinate
headaches; and Mrs, Munster was a kind
créature, with an enormous respect for
her lord, and quite a motherly interest
in us hoys, she having no children of her
OWTI.

The manner of these good people was
kind towards all; but their treatment of
Madeline Grahinm was blended with a
senge of restenint almost bordering on
fear. It wag obvious that they had been
Instrueted to treat her, with more than
ordinary solicitude, and it was equally
obvious that they were liberally paid
for so doing,

When she broke from all restraint, os
wos the cass oceaslonally, their concern
for her personal welfare was not unmix-
od with a fear lest open rupture might
rob them of the installments derived
from their wealthiest pupil. Madeline,
on her side, was perfectly conscions of
this; but, in justice, It must be said that
she geldom took undue pdvantnge of hor
position

The more T saw of Madeline Graham,
tne more the thought of her possessed
me, and blended  with my quietest
dreams.  After that first interview, she
held somewhat aloof for many days, but
lier eyes were constantly watching me in
school.  Bhe seemed desirous of keeping
me at a distanee, Gradually, however,
we came together ngain.

Madeline had not exaggerated when
she boasted of excelling the other schol-
ars In brightness and Intelligence, Her
momory wns extraordioary, and tasks
which taxed all the energies of boyhood
were ensily mastered by her quick and
restless braln.

It so happened that T myself, although
in many things dull and indifferent, was
also gifted with a memory of uncomanon
tennecity, In all tasks which demanded
the exercise of this function I took a
foremost place. Madeline wns my most
formidable rival, and we began, quletly
nt first, but afterwards with energy, to
fight for the mastery.

The competition, instesd of severing,
brought us closer to each other. Made-
ling respected the splirlt which sometimes
eubdued her, and I, for my part, loved
hier the better for the humanizing touches
which my vietory frequently awalened.

We liad been friends six months, the
quist round of school life had become
fomilinr and plensant to me, when, one
dny, at breakfast, I noticed that Mun-
ster wore a very troubled expression,
ns he broke open the largest of a num-
ber of letters lying before him. Within
the letter was a smaller one, which he
handed to Madeline silently,

With impetuous eagerness, she opened
nnd read it, It was very short. As she
glanced over It, her bosom rose and fell,
her eyes brightened nod filled with tears,
To hide her trouble, she rose and left
the room.

A whisper had passed round the
school—“Madeline Graliam Is  going
away.” Going awny? Whither? To
that far-distant, that mysterions land
whenee she had coms, and whither |
might never follow her? Going away
forever! DPassing westward, and taking
with her all that made my young life
beautiful and happy. Could this be?

1 shall never forget the agony of that
day. I have had blows since, but none
harder. I have felt desolation since, but
none deeper. After school, I hung round
the house, haunted every spot where eha
might be expected to appear. I yearned

to hear the truth from ber own lips, I

paced to and fro like n crimnal awalting
his sentence. I ecould not bear the sight
of the other boys but kept to the secret
places, moody and distracted.

Quite late in the evening I wandered

into the garden—a favorite resort of
ours. The sun had sunk, but his slowly
fading light was still tinting the guiet
place, and the shadows of trees and
bushes were still distinet upon the
rround.
I had not been here long when I heard
the foot I knew, and turning, I beheld
my little friend hastening toward me.
She was pale, but otherwise composed,
and said at onee,

“Have you heard that I am soins'
away? I have just got a letter from my
father, I #m to go buck home immedi-
ately. Beel"

So saying, she placed in my hand the
smull inclosure which she had received
from Munster in the morning, I remem-
ber every word of it now. It was writ-
ten in o large, bold hand, and ran as
follows: .

*My Own Darling Little Madeline:

“You will bear from the good people
with whom you are living that you must
comeé home at once. Wish a kind good-
bye to all sour friends in England; per
haps you may never see them again,
Come without delay to your loving fath-
or, RODERICK GRAHAM."

Prepared as 1 had been for the blow,
it did not fall so heavily as it might
have done, I straggled with my feelings,
and choked down a violent tendency to
cry. She percelved my cotisternation,
and was herself moved. But there was a
quick, strange light in her eyes, ns if she
were contemplating something far away.

“I have prayed many a night that my
father would send for me,” she sald,
thoughtfully; “and now he has done so,
I searcely feel glad. Shall you be sorry,
Hugh, when 1 go?"’ .

At this open question I broke down
utterly, and burst into a violent sob. She
put her hands in mine, aond looked earn-
estly into my face.

“I thought yon wonld be sorry. None
of them will miss me so much as yon.
We have been grent friends; I. never
thonght 1 conld be such friends with a
boy. 1 shall tell my father of you, and
he will like you, too. Will you kiss me,
Hugh, and say good-hye?"

I could not mnswer for tears; but I
put my arms round her neck, and 1 did
kiss her—a pure, true, loving boy's kiss,
worth o million of the kisses men buy
or steal in the broad world. My tears
molstened her cheek as I did so, but she
did not ery herself,

8he was altogether calm and superior,

SOCIETY WRECKED HER LIFE.

In Soclety.

A woman in society is obliged to
keep late honrs. S8he must attend re-
ceptions and balls. 8he seldom allows
herself a quiet evening at home. Her
whole time is taken up in keeping en-
gagements or entertaining in lier own
home.

Her system becomes completely run
down as a consequence. She soon finds

Tired, Nervous, Aching, Trembling,
Sleepless, Bloodless,

Pe-ru~na Renovates, Regulates, Re~
stores.

A Pretty New York Woman's Re=
covery the Talk of Her
Numerous Friends.

Mra. J. E. Finn, 83 East High
street, Buffalo, N. Y., writes:

reuna Medicine Co., Columbus, Ohio.

Gentlemen:—*'A few years ago 1 had
to give up social life entirely, as my
health was completely broken down.
The doctor advised a complete rest for
a year, As this was out of the ques-
tion for a time, I bLegan to look for
some other means of restoring my
health.

*'I had often heard of Peruna ag an ex-
cellent tonie, so I bought & bottle to
see what it would do for me, and it
certainly took hold of my system and
rejuvinated me, and in less than two
months I was in perfect health, and
now when I feel worn out or tired a
dose or two of Peruns is all that I
need,""—Mrs, J, E. Finn.

Mrs. J. W. Reynolds, Elkton, Ohlo,
writes:

“I owe my health and life to Peruna.
Wa rarely enll ina physician, in fact
it hng been years since I have taken
any other medicine than yours. I am
afraid of drugs, and although I have
been sick many times I have taken only
your medicines. They are wonderful
indeed. We have & very large house
and entertain a great deal and I do all
my own work, thanks to Peruna.''—
| Mrs. J. W. Reynolds.

Free Treatment for Women.

Apy woman wishing to be placed on
| the list of Dr. Hartman's patients for
| free home treatment and adviee should
immedintely gend name and symptoms,

|
| 5 .
ldumnr_:n of disease and treatment al-

bowing down to my boyhood, compas- herself in & condition known as 8¥8 | ready tried. Directions for the first

sionating and cheridiing me. 8he was  temic catarrh. This has also been!momh'n tioatmont willl be

nenrer womanhood than I to manhood;
and she took my worship in gentle state.
A queen, kissed by a loyal subject, could
not offer her cheek more royally than
little Madeline offered her cheek to me,
“There is a ship to sail in two days,
ghe said, “and I must go awny to Liver-
pool to-morrow, early in the morning."
L] - L] L] L] L .

As 1 write, recollection darkens, the |
sun. sinks behind the little garden; the
little ghape fades awany, and it is dark
night. I have been in a very disturbed |
sleep, and pm awnkened by a harsh |
souml in the distance. It is the sound
of enrringe wheels,

I hear the hum of voices in the house

below, 1 creep to the window, and look | —

out. A traveling earringe #tands at the
door, and a sleepy-eyed coachman yawns
on the box.

From the house porch ecomes Mrs,
Munster, and by her side the little figure
that I love.

The proud spirit is broken this morn-
ing, and the lttle eyes look soft and
wet, Madeline clings to her protectress,
and nods adieu to the servants. The
conchman eracks his whip, the horses
break into a trot, the little one leans out,
and waves her handkerchief until the
cnrringe rounds the corner and is hid
from view,

Madeline! Little Madeline!

I have fallen upon my knees by my
bedside, and am passionately kissing
the loek of hair I begged from her last
night. My heart seems breaking. All
the world has grown dark for me in a
mowment,

(To be continued.)

Peking's Monasteries.

Of monasteries and lamaseries In
Pekin the number Is endless, The
lamas and bonzes who dwell therein
ean be counted by the thousands, They
are mostly Tibetans and Mongollans,
suppoged to be studying Buddhism
under the direction of an authenticated
Uneal descendant of Buddha himself,
Indeed, in one particular monastery
three lineal descendants are to be seen
for a conslderation. They are regard-
ed as semigods and treated as such.
Of the thiree so favored, fed and flat-
tered, one i{s a youngster of twelve
vears, n bright, lively Mongollan boy,
fully allve to hls own Importance,
high dignity and destiny, yet not
averse to the filling of his bagey little
pockets with the dollars of such ‘“for-
elgn devils" as afford him the oppor-
tunity of so deing. The lamas and
bonzes are A greasy, grimy, dirt In-
crusted lot. The denser the dirt the
greater the reputation for sanetity and
close spiritun]l affinity with Buddha.
Thelr whole time seems to be passed in
enting, extracting dollars from strang-
ers and sleeping.

Nalance Still on the Wrong Bide.

“Do you chaps know you lynched the
wrong man?'

“Well, you've got to make some al-
lowance for the boys. Two or three
fellows we ought to have lynched got
away from us"—OChleago Tribune,

Her Inatructions,

“Sister told me to entertaln you till
she comes down."

“Oh! Bhe did, eh?’

“Yes—and not to let myself get
pumpsd.”—Puck.

called catarrhal nervousness.

If every society woman could know
the value of Peruna at such a time,
if they could realize the invigorating,

have, how much misery could be|
avoided,

Letters from society women all over
the United States testify to the fact
that Peruna is the tomic for a run
down, depleted nervous system.

promptly

]jmnilud free of charge. No free medi-

cine will be supplied by the doctor, but
all necessary directiong will be fur-

ol strengthening effect that Peruna would | nished.

Read what the above ladies have to
| eay of Preuna as a cure for these cases.
Address Dr, Hartman, President of
The Hartman Banitarium, Columbus,

Ohio.

Turkish women eat rose leaves with
butter to sccure plumpness, ‘

NEW PENSION LAWS S5t

Apply to NATHAN BICKFORD, 914 F st,,
Washington, D, C, &th N. H. Vols,, 18:1-03,

Well Drilling Machines

Male strong and durable for hard rock
drilling. Also gnsoline and =team en-
gines, Write for prices and eatalogs of
auything In the machinery line.
REIERSON MACHINERY CO.
PORTLAND OREGON

7S Tested & Trug

GUARANTEED
Used and Sold Everywhere.
PN U ) No. 27—1904,

WIIEN’ writing to advertisers plonse
mentlon this paper.

i Plate trouble {s n eom

the mouth s not rm

we will glnd to m

Extracting free when
ordered.

. A Wik

Upen evening il 9

Perhaps It's Plate Trouble.
fire vuriotus kinds of It, Many plates never
wore right, Others are properly made, but
or wearing the plate.

i your plates are in any way unsatisfactory
and tell you the eause of trouble,

We extract teeth wholly without pain and
all work 15 at lower than reasonablo rates,

Sunduys from 9 to 12

DO YOUR JAWS ACHE?

mon thing, and there

in' proper condition

Rko an exmmination

plates or bridges are

L SR A | T

WISE BROS., Dentists %22 Faiinz Bdc, u & Weshingon st

Oregon, Main 2029

RUSSELL HIGH GRADE MACHINERY

THRESHERS
STACKERS

Write for Catalogue
and Prices

The A. H. Averill Machinery Co,, PORTLAND

OREGON

“BEE LINE’’ BUGGIES=

e —

IVE DBETTER satisfaction than

anything on the market at any-
thing like the price, because they
are made of good material to stand
“Oregon roads’ —iron corners on bodies,

braces on shafts, heavy gecond growth
wheels, screwed rims,

S944
222543444

If you want to feel sure that you are

getting your money’s worth, ask for a
“Bee Line" or a Mitchell Buggy.

WE QGUARANTEE THEM.

MITCHELL, LEWIS & STAVER CO.

SEATTLE SPOKANE

BOISE

PORTLAND, OREGON




