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Ona Pontoon

By NORA BRYANT

Copyrlght, 108, by Boatrix Reade

or the Orst time In five years Whit:
comb ndinitted to Wimnelf thal he wan
fired, that Lo had ot Inst wearled of
throwing hpossible tie tos across lm.
possible canyons, of climbing the un
elimbnble and secomplishing that which
nelther nntore nor man over hnd meant
to b necomplishisd,

He leaned dgalnst the rope which
morved for o ralling on the old pontoon
bridge and looked op the canyon,
where (he maseive lron stroeture that
wiis the work of his braln was sillionets
ted agomst the wky, 1t was.an April
afternoon ln the mountnins, n Bunday
afternoon, so thint the ring of stesl, the
puling of englnes, the shouts of work-
men, were stilled, The guleh wan ax
penceful ns It wonld be wix montha
hotiee, when the army of  laborers
would depart, leaving only the great,
sllent bridge to mnrk thelr occupaney,

Whitcomb was frank with himself,
He Qld pot deny In these meetings
with himself fage to fueé that this
rontlesuiionn had appeared because of
the prosence of the ecamping party at
the Biden Wee lhunoting lodge up I
Bmith's penk. Not that be had actual
Iy met the purty ns n whole, The men
hnd wandered down to the bridge,
had asked many “fool” questions and
windered back 1o the eamp, At a dis
tance he had seen women ln well made
riding bhabltn and ontlng gowns who
had glven him a borseback thrill, Bud.
denly he wanted to got back to the
land of swallowtalled conts and shim:
mery frocks,

Whiteomb sighed and looked down nt
his corduroys and hunting boots dis
contentedly. The poutoons rocked, and |
& horse's boofs sounded wuddenly nt
the end of the bridge, Comlng townard |
him was a girl leading n sturdy Iltlloj
mountaln pony-a glrl with a bare
bead, where the sun glanced and glim.

"
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WHITCOMD MAD LIFTED HEN WITH OXE
ARM, |
mered on mnsses of copper colored |
halr, a girl with Bawleas akin and |
oyes like sand hill violets, a girl whose |
every slender line breathed bealth and |
vigor, I
The girl In her turn saw & broad |
shouldered man, dark with tan, above
which his blopd halr shone curiously.
The corduroy hunting sult was strauge-
Iy becoming to him, The girl stopped |
before him, '
“Can you tell me,” nhe asked, "t |
there I8 n quicker way for me to uat.l
back to the Blde-n-Wee lodge than by
the long Bmlth road 7"

“Yei," ho anewered, “there Is, and It
you would not mind walting for me to
get my pony I'll set you on It. 1 never |
could direct you from here.'

To his surprise and delight the girl |
acquiesced readily, but as he turned to |
fetch hiw broncho, which he had left
grozing on the shore, he guve n gasp.

“Great heavens!” And, throwing his
grm nbout the amnzed girl, he leaned
s far out with ber as the rope rall
wonld permilt, Hntering the bridge at
n mad poace, the white bell mule lend-
Ing, was the herd of mules used [n
bullding the trestle. There was a bom-
bardment of hoofs that drowned the
glel's frightened ery. The pontoon sank
n foot Into the water, There was a
ront of trampling feet and a rending
crash of the flooy a8 the herd passed
ko close that both thelr foces wore
stung by the nshiog talls; then silence
ngaln b the valley, except for the
wounda of refreating hoofs up the
monntinin roud.

“Careful, careful!™ erled Whiteomb
ks the givl drew hevsell from his arm,
“Wenre nfiontl”

The strnln on the old bridege had
been too greint, The worn flooring had
pinrted, and, still elinging to a bit of
the rope vall, the man and girl were
flonting rapidly downstrenm on one of
the poutoons. This Hitle mift rode well
out of the water, and the rlver, swoll-
on by the spring Meshets o the moun-
tolns, towved them nlong ot o smart
pace. The two looked at ench other
aml suddenty smilled,

“There In venlly not moeh danger,"
s il Vo ooy L VINe flve miloe down

to the rApids, hnd two sl bélow here
the river natrows so that 1 sball bhave
Vg ooy oy g ol
with bits In the moah
time," sprending bis cont on the damp
floor of the pontoon, “do be seated and
be comforfable,”

“Don't you suppose soihe one saw us
and will come to the rescne?’ nsked

e

iteomb shook hin bend dublously.
“I'mi afrald not. The mule boy wan
pot In sight when the thing happened,
and be'll probably apend the remalnder
of the day hunting for hils mules.”

'g:llrl d1d not appenr an Anxlotus as
might bave been expectsd, and Whit-

b snt down beslde het,

“It'will tnke wome thme to foat down
there,” he sald, "and In the meantime
I'Il tle these ropes together.'”

Bho watched his clever fingers In
sllence, and Whitcomb was moved
with a strange desire to tnlk of him-
nelf,

“Do you know, you ire the first east-
orn girl 've spoken to I five years?"

Burprise on the rose tinted face be
wide b,

“1 haven't been back east aince I o
lshed college. At first 1 wrote often,
eapocinlly to—to, well, I wrote often,
blll"-"

“But,” smlled the girl, “you both be-
gan to lose enthunlasm

Whitcomb looked ot ber gratefully,
“Yen, something llke that at least. I'm
afrald sio did, Bhe was o pale lttle
girl, not elghteen, when I saw her last.
Bbe had halr something like yours, but
without those rich, dark shades, 1 was
mighty fond of the lttle girl, but I'm
afrnld I've grown away from the eling-
ing vine type.”

The violet eyes were noncommittial,
“A litle bard on her If she roally
caron.”

Whitcomb sighed, with firm lines
showing mround his lps. “T know it
and I'm golng back there this summer
to find her."

“But, then, perhaps she has forgotten
long ngo. Beventeen s very young."

A dull red showed under Whitcomb's
tn, “"Perhaps sho has, 1=1—1"ve been
hoplng slnce this afternoon that slie

The oyes were scornful now, “Do
you think you've any right to say that
to me?"

“No," moeekly, "but—but you are ev-
erything I've grown to admire In a
womin, so fine nnd stroug, and”—

"Look! Look!" she Interrupted,

The pontoon wos nenrlng a sudden
bend In the river, and they were belng
swept nearer to the shore. But a few
feet nhead of them n great tree leaned
far out over the water, Ith brunches al-
most touching the surface, There was
no time for dellberation, no time to
stop the pontoon, for the force of the
eurrent here was terriflc,

Before the girl conld spring to ber
feet Whitcomb had lifted Ber with one
nrm, while with the other he clung des-
perately to a great branch, The pon-
toon was swept away, and for one
awful moment It seemed that they
must ba drmwn Into the swirling depths
beneath, But somebow, with the ald
of the little strength of the glrl and
the powerful shoulders of the man,
they found them:4ves up on the trunk
of the tree, A moment later they were
sife ashore,

The girl looked st him and spoke
with lps and volee that trembled
“That's twice that you have saved
me."

Whitcomb was holding both hands In
his, but neither of them seemed con-
wclous of the fact, There was a do or
die expression In his gray eres. “I'm
golng to say something, You needn't
mind, ns this will be the last time that
you will ever see me,"

The girl seemed about to Interrupt,
but Whitcomb gave her no opportu-
ulty,

“If—If 1 were free I'd do my best to
make you love me, You are my ldedl
of what a girl should be, That knowl-
odge enn do you no harm, can 1t? And
a8 I ean't help feellng It I am no more
disloynl to that other girl In telling
than In feoling It. Come, we must set

| out for your camp,"

But the girl stood still, The lowering
sun glinted on her benuty untll Whit-
comb turned away with firm pressed
s,

“Porhaps~1f only aho has forgotten®*

Whitcomb turned to bher curlously.

“Would there be~no, I've no right to
ask now."

The sweet mouth dimpled, “If that
little girl had lived out of doors for
five years would you recognize ber,
Jolin Whitcomb?"

Whitcomb put out a trembling hand
and turned ber face full into the sun.
A great conviction lighted his face.

"Morgaret!” he cried, “Margaret, do
you love me stil?"

“Yos," sald Margaret. And there was
no sound on the river bank but the
rippling of the water, :

The Dead Sen,

The Dead sen I8 1,300 feet below sen
leavel, There can, of course, be ho ont-
lot for the Dend sen, aud the volume of
from 6,000,000 to 10,000,000 tons of wi-
ter that the Jordan throws Into |t
every twenty-four hours muost be car-
rled nwny by evaporntion, Not o soll-
tary dwelling 1s on [ts eonsts, and there
fano lving thing I '8 waters, As we
stand on the north shore the soa
gtretehes out some foriy<two miles to-
wird the south and Is, on nn averase,
olght miles wide, "The witer I8 of a
graenish Llue and ag eloar 4 crystal,

Those Mool Questions,

“Hello,” savs the moan. weein= hi
friend sally lig forth whil pole il net
and bolt basket. “Gol

“No," replles the Trietil twesing on
him solemnly. “Noi 'mocelng to oland
ot my head and kA uy halr fros
falling ont, What e ron thin%k I
‘was golng fishing¥"'—"iek,

¢ hehing

The Elevator Boy
Sounds a Waming

Feels It a Duty to Wam Those
Whe Look Down on His

Profession,

e

[Copyright, 1000, by . C, Eastment.)

Ot the past ten years the run

ning of an elevitor In a saky
sernper haw come to be recog-

nined as & profession Instend of

@ Job. An vlevator boy does not appest
In conrt and talk t4 the jury, lke n
lawyer, but be Iy expected to keep hils
dignity and be able to advise n tele
graph boy or a distriet messenger
what constitutes assault and battery
or falke pretenses, He does not crowd
In whon there Is a street aceldent and
announce thot he Is a doctor, but ha al-
ways kecops rags, cotton batting and
#weet oll on hand to render first nld to
the wounded, Only jealous minded

"DULBY, ¥OU MADE A MISTAKR IN THE
ROOM,

people will deny that he Is a proles

slonul, There could be no more deadly

Insult to an elevator boy than to stop

him on the stroot and ask him If he 1s

out of a “Joh”

If the profession of running an ele
vator ever comes to be looked upon
with contempt and If the elevators
themselyes ure ever removed from all
bulldings and the tennuts compelled to
walk the boys themselves will have
been to blame for It. Taking my vwn
experience and the Investigations 1
have made durlng the lnst year, 1 feel
It & duty to ssund a note of warning.

What the average elevator boy has
got to look out for and steel his heart
against is falling In love with the ste
nographer and the typlst. Every sky
scraper holds from five to twenty of
them, and the first thing they do la to
mwake friends with the young gentle-
man who runs the elevator. They want
his Information. They want his advice.
They want his candy and popeorn.

I was warned when [ secured my
first engagenent to beware of the ste
nographiers and typists. 1 was told
that they Liad soft, sleek and Insidions
ways, The Loy whose place 1 took
sat down with tears In his eyes and
sald to me:

“Sammls. they will smile, they wil!
glggle, they will flirt, they will sizgh,
they will call you ‘Bobby’ and pile on
the soft soap, but thelr ways arve the
ways of the decelver. When your for
tune Is gone they will throw you awuy
like an old shoe,"

Two weeks Iater, despite this warn:
Ing, T was in love with the golden
haired typist ln room 248, I was call:
Ing her “Goldle” nnd she was calling
mo “Ducky.” 1 was an lanocent heart
ed boy, and how conld I tell her that
ber halr was bleached and that she
wis working me for lunthes and thea.
ter tickets?

T wanted to die for Goldie.

I wanted to pour all my wealth Into
her lap.

I wanted to knock the head off ol
Saunders for winking ot ber, She was
lu my thoughts by day aund In my
dreams by night,

I bought her eandy. 1 pald for her
lunches, 1 sent her bouquets, T went
hungey In order that she might have
street ear fare, We were ad good 9s
engnged for two weeks, and | was
wondering whether we should take in
Florldn or Nlagura falls on our bridal
tour when the blow fell, The agent of
the bullding bad been keepiog tab o
me, aud he had found me enreless ani
indierent to the lves of my passen
pers,

“Sammis” said he, “yvour elevator
wibbles. Youn bring up with o Jerk
You run puast the sixth floor, Yon
come down with n bang, Yon seare the
old mald on the seventh floor, and you
eauge the fut man on the eleventh (o
use cuss wonds., You are In love. It
alwnys acts this way. Choose between
your engageieit and Goldie"

“I scorn your engugement, siel” was
my heroie reply, and 1 went up to se
Goldle and ask Ler If she wanted
live out at Bensonhurst when we were
witl,  She Jooked me steaight In the
eyes and replied:

“Bohble, you have made n mistake I
the room, The glel whoe fs dying
wed you s four doora farther down
the hall"

Through a pull with an alderman 1
obtalned avother engngement. Tl
agent of the bullding seemed favorabl
Impressed with me, but he thought
to say!

“Young mun, we want no nonsensi
tiore.  Running an elevator fs busines:

There ave 1o less than Shaitrnsts mak

mg e T uarters Y.l !
and, knowing how mueh the people
love them, they are foking no chances,
Bownre of the typlats. Flee from the

stenographers, 1f yoi find love bud-
disg In your young henrt come (o e
and got o good spanking.”

I atarted In with herole resolves, but
I was a fuiliiro after the first 'week, A
black eyed typlst with muoch gold In
her front teeth smiled at me as she
went up., She laoghed at me as she
eame down. Bhe chucked me under the
chin on her third trip, and on ber fourth
shie whispered:

“Bammis, it 1 n ease of love at first
sight. I can’t live without you."

Three days later 1 got the bounce,
The trust magoates were complaining
that my elevator wabbled and that 1
showed n deslre to ron them all down
into the bosement or np against the
roof. 1 walted In the vestibule for the
bluck eyed girl, but when she appear-
ed and I spoke to her ahe replied:

“Don't ask me, Boblile, 1 have only
been here n week!™

Bix different times have 1 loved, and
slx different times have | recelved the
bounce, 1 bave now cenped to love, No
matter how good looking the girl who
tukes my elevator and no matter how
sweet her smile or how deliclons her
glggle, I keep my storn digulty apd
permit of no familiarity. There &re
occasions when I am chucked under
the chin and 1 besr the whispered ex-
clamation of how sweet 1 am, but the
alevator never wabbles by a hale's
breadth,

But s it the snme with other elevator
boys? 1 ask. Alus, no. Wherever 1 go
I find them growing cuareless of thelr
duties because the sentiment of love
has touched thelr hearts. A month ago
& young man running an elevator In a
prominent skyscrnper confided to e
that be was o Jove with a stenogrh-
pher In the bullding, She was twenty-
four and be sixteen, but he did not care
for the difference In thelr ages. In-
deed, be thought it better to have an
gunt and a mother and a sweetheart
all In one. She had patted him on the
back; she had pulied his ear; she had
praised his complexion. In her insldl-
ous wiuy she was lurlng that boy on to
his doom. | struggled with him, but It
was no use. s lnfatuation was com-
plete. Three days later while thinking
of his darling he bumped his elevator
agninst the roof and hurt three passen-
gers and got the bounce. When he
went to the woman of his heart for
sympathy and to ask her to walt untll
bhe could strike nnother engagement
she pretended that she had never seen
or heard of him before and that he
must have become Intoxicated on sodn
water,

Today 1 conld nnme twenty elevitor
boys who are In love, That means
twenty accldents soouer or later. It
also means twenty bounces. There
should be posted up ia every elevator
in the city a notlee reading:

“Any girl speaking to the elevator
boy on any matter outside of business

will be compelled to walk up aud
down stairs therenfter

If you are uhout to take n public ele
vitor look first at the boy who rans it
If he Is pale faced nnd noxions look
Ing and seems to have something oo
Lls mind turn rour back on that eag:
and take the stalrs. That boy s o
love and ls worrylng as to how le car
support a wife on 81 a week.

1f, on the contrary, he Is chowins
gum and whistling to himsell step
right in and be holsted.

That boy hus nothing greater on hi
mind than a het on the races,

I have loved and shall love again

TORIA, OREGON. =

Wa vuhhe,  LEat gty "8 TSwYe no
more untll T get throngh elovatng wo
elevator, The profession i a noble one
and growinz nobler every day, and the
true olevator Loy I8 belng rocogmized
as the hordworking hero be |s, and
even If It bocomes necessary to appeni
to the law and n leglslative Investigut-
Ing committes he should be protected
agalost the machinations of the other
mex. At least that Is the opinlon of

BAMMIS,

The Elevator Boy.
Per M. Quad,

What He Wanted,

“I'm glad you've wiked up at losi’
I've been sitting here two full hours™

“Yes, hut what do you want of me?”

“If you'll excuse me, you're sitting ou
my Latl

Asylam Serenade,
Lady, 1 beg tlice to herk to my diity,
Bung ‘veath thy sl !n the full of the

moG.
Wake, for the nightingeie’s chantlng ro

witey
Near whern the bocrder |s cating L'»

Pprune.

Wake In a horry; dress In o flurey;
Hustle yours if lato oot and galochs;
Pluck o eyringu; fly with the singer
Down where the prettiest mermaldona
wanh,
Lady, I love thoe a mickle and muckle,
Come; entertalts me an hour or so,
I will Jose mohey to you ot penuchle—
Where will you find any lavisher bean?
Lady, art dressing? Don’t keep mo guess-
ink;
Btop not for hooks, and, oh, stay no-
for eyca!
Don't keep me waiting—I1'd have gone
nkating
Buf that my (cotsien are all the wror”
slue.

Lady, I'm only a wandering loony,
Binging his love on a talking machine;
Btill i you deein that my chanson ie

tuney
Pasa mo, in merey, & cold llma bean,
Come, If you won't; stay, If you don't;
Munger kas selzed me, and there llea
the rub.
Bpey about, Nelly: hand me soma Jelly;
Toss me =ome provender, vittles and
grub.
—~Richmond Times-Dispateh.

No Faith In im,

“Guess that rreckied daughter of
Thompson's muost have a steady young
man."

“What makes you think so?

“The old mun was in here yesterday
to buy one of these newfangled con-
tri\:anm that make a big saving In
the gas you burn.”

“l don’t belleve the young man's a
iteady. If he was they'd save all the
gas."—Cleveland Plain Dealer.

There Are No Certaln Ones.

“The only objectlon I have to this
story,” sald the cyuical bachelor, “is
the frequent use of the phrase ‘s cer-
taln girl' The phrase Is grossly inac-
curate, a8 everybody well knows that
all girls are exceedingly uncertaln"—
Chicago News.

Love when true, faithfuol and well
fixed ls eminently the sanctifying ele-
ment of human life. Without it the
poul cannot rench Its fullest height or

hot 1 have found thad 1 ogn dntr

hollness.—Ruskin.

A Tragle Pinkh, |

A watchman’s neglect permitted a
leak in the great North Sea dyke, which
o child's finger could havé stopped, to
become & ruinous break, devasting sn
entire provinee of Holland. In like man-
ner Kenneth Melver, of Vaneeboro, Ms.,
permitted n little cold to go unnoticed
untll a tragic finish finishk was only
averted by Dr. King’s New Discovery,
He writes: “Three doetors gave me up
to die of lung inflammation, esused by
a neglectad cold; but Dr. King's New
Discovery saved my life” Guaranteed
best cough and cold curs, at Charles
Rogers’ drug store. 50¢ and $1.00. Trial
bottle free,

WISCONSIN LAND DISAPPEARS,
CHICAGO, July 25.—A dispateh to the
Tribune from Sheboygan, Wis, says:
Thirty-seven acres of cultivated land
on the border of Long Lake in Fond du
Lae County, sank yesterday and are now
eovered with deep water. The sinkage
is supposed to be due to a slight earth-
quake shock. Farmers in the neighbor-
hood are alarmed and afried to go near
to investigate,

MEN AND WOMEN.

Use Big G for nnoaturad

irritations or ulearations
mucots membranes,

uless, nud oot astrioe.
gont or

g; rent in plain mmﬁ
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Your Field

The business of these

IS OUR FIELD, AND WE COVER IT.
Our field is the district tributary to the
mouth of the Columbia River. We pene-
trate into all the outlying districts, into
lumber camps and isolated neighborhoods.

you, and it is worth going after.. .8pace in
THE MORNING ASTORIAN is reason-
able; contract for some and let these out-
giders know that you are still in business at
the old stand. You may have a ‘‘grouch”
but that won't get business; forget it.
Let the people know what you have to sell;
they may ‘‘forget’’ or have ‘“‘forgotten"

6/HeMORNINGASTORIAN

places belongs to

22 2 A 2 2 22 Al A 2 R R A A R R R R R S Y T

*r

THE ONLY PAPER ON THE LOWER
COLUMBIA HAVING ASSOCIATED
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