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With & warolng blast of the horn, &
man, & girl and an sutomoeblle whirled
around o sharp curve and went spine
ning along the country road. On and
ou they raced, shooting past rows of
waple and chestout troes faunting
tholr glory of new lenves In the wsoft
wpring wsunshine, slowing down fto
crom a little brook that wandered
nolally botween clumps of alder busbes,
then on agaln with the fresh spriog
wind rushing past thelr faces and the
buge wotor beneath them purring lke
n glant eat

Comlng wuddanly upon a streteh of
level plke, Billy Weston bent over the
lover and let out the machine another
noteh, Even so nble a driver as Dilly
could not speed a wotor car and attend
to wuything else while he was dolog It;
#0, reslleing that he was Intent on the
long, stralght road before him, Kath
| erine [uston leaned back In ber seat
amd wiudied the face beslde ber erit-
I}mllr.
/ For the past two years—sver sinew

bo hind formed the habit of finging bis

TELL ME ABOUT HER" BHE DEMANDED.

tempestuous heart at her feel In season
and out of senson—Bily's clean shav-
an, clear cut face had been to Misk
Huston ns the open page of a book
But this was not quite the same Billy
from whom she had parted. The hook
had nppeared, so to speak, In a differ
ent edition.

Her mind flew buck to that parting
scene o Billy standing in the middle
of the foor, big and awkward and al
together at her merey.

“But I love you so” he had pleaded
bumbly, “Can't you ever care just a
Httle

“No; 1 never can,” she had replied
impatiently, “und I'm tired of belng
tagued around and guzed at and fuss
od over a¥ “Ne time; It's tiresome, |
wish you would go away,” she had
ouded suddenly,

Bily regarded her with misernble,
anhiappy eyes. “Of course, If you feel
ke that” he sald huskily,

“I do,” she went on cruelly. "1 wish

\you waould go nway so that T needi’t
vor see you. Some day you will meot
soine nlee givl who will llke you, and
you will thank me for belng so frank
with yon," she had ended magnani
mously,

That had been six wonths ago, and
pow she was speeding to Mra, Mon-
telth'a May party In Bllly's motor—n
sitontlon of Mrs, Mdntelth's own de-
vislng. “I bove asked Bllly to plek
you up on his way, remembering what
great friends you two are” the note
bad sall

They breasted a long slope winding
upward between ranks of maples und

Tﬁthing Makes
Life So
Sweet.

P

AS EASY COMFORTABLE
SHOES. NOTHING MAKES LIFE
AS UNBEARABLE AS POORLY
FITTING SHOES., COME TO ME
AND GET ABSOLUTE BATIS-
FACTION.

S. A. GIMRE

543 Bond 8t., Opp, Fisher Bros.
Past kind of logging shoes; hand-
do; always on hand.

! All kinds of shoe repairing neatly

and quickly deas,

sllver birches and slowed down to de
gcend n LIt of wtoep, twisting road,
The “cliug cliug” of the motor grew
falnter,

“Blily," said Miss Huston, “you beve

changed.

“Yeu,” sald Bllly,

“Itave you found that mice girl |
predicted for you?"

Billy fushed,

“You," he wsald,

A wudden sinse of desolation envel
oped Miss Huston, She drew her
wraps more closely obout ber. It
seemod as If without warning the
clonds had swept ncross the smiling

Da Styleesha Wile.
IUBEPPE ds barber ses catohs da
Oh, my, weull laugh w'en you

mee wat he gat!

fihe da face ses 80 sharp like da

m&p&--uummmnu

Har fngers so skeeny, nes notheeng but
bone; L

You 'fraid weell bust w'en
lorlh.k“'ﬂn'. m”"

Mo say, “Dat's a sign she ees vers high

landscape and hlotnu? iwws.;u.: % -ri: mwt d.'n
spring sunshine, ily! talk oun hat

ays folt wure of Billy. Then fn o) W't 800d sess wifs sl she don'ts be

she understeod.

“Tell me about ber,” she demanded, mw he Uum;w&mﬁa‘
loaning back in her sentend regurding ‘Morican lady %o gooda like heem;
bim with amused, tolerant eyes, He ":n'" Roes wife se ds “wwell “Ment

Bo Billy wos trying to make ber| An' looka so stylessh baycauss she
Jonlous, w08 “sloem, "’

Bhe bad read a wtory like It once-
about & man who told the girl whe
bad refused to marry him an lmagl
niry tule of hls engagement to anoth
or girl, wheteupon girl No, 1 bhad
burst lnto tetrs and promptly thrown
berself Inte the man's arms. Well,
Billy would find that she would nol
throw herself into hls arme, Sbe
would play up to him. Afterward-
well, she might relent afterward, Bhe
bad come to regard Bllly differently
during the past six montha,

"IMlly"her volee was reproachful-

“arent you golsg to tell me about
ber 1"

“1 would If } knew bow,” sald Billy,

“In she protty 7

“Bhe's beautiful.”

“Light or dark?"

Billy turned a rdlant face to his
tompanion. “Her balr s dark—as dark
an yours,"

Miss Huston smiled tolerantly. He
wis too houest, too transparent, to play
80 dellente n gnme,

Bhe oponed her eyes on him under
her hoavy motor vell, “Of course you
love her very dearly,” she sald lightly,
To her chngrin a hot flush dyed ber
face from brow to chin,

Billy drew n tense breath,

“Love her! 1 eannot talk about It
It's like saying my prayers,” he sald
reverently,

Miss Huston leaned back In her seat,
Why bLad she never realized before
how lovuble Bllly was?

They wsat In sllence, thelr thoughts
keeplug time to the monstrovs beat of
the motor as the car swung smoothly
along the hard road, Blily spoke Arst

“Bhe will be nt Mrs, Montelth's,” he
sald half ahyly,

Of course she would. It the motor
eontinued to tear nlong at its present
rate and they didn't land In & heap ot
the foot of one of the steep hills, sbe
would be there In about half an hour.
Dear, clumsy Billy! She bad balf a
mind to tell bim that she understood.

His next move was more akillful,

“I'm mighty grateful to you for put-
ting me on the right track,” bhe went
on reminiscently, VIf It bado't been
for you— Geat Scotl” he broke off,

“what a fool 1 used to make of iny-
self! [ doo't wonder you had no use
for me."”

That he should refer to the past so
lightly plqued her. He beeded to b'i
tnlion down u little. |

“Why bother about the past when |
you are sure of the present?’ she
flashed back, |

“Why, Indeed?' Billy wos his cbnl‘-[
ful, smiling se'f again,

“Only 1 was no end of & fool anll
I've alwnys felt that 1T wanted to apol
oglge to you for ranting around as
did. Though It was real enough to me

at lenst 1 thought so thea-—-and 1 wes |
terribly cut yp when you threw mo |
over,” he went gp cheertfully, “and for |
a good while wieeward, too"

“And then™ [

“Oh, then 1 met—ber.” Zuly's voleo |
was very gontle, He turned impul
#ively toward bis companion. “When
you see hor," he sald radiantly, “you
will understand,"

A shadow crossed Miss Huston's

face, Of course the whole, thing waa
only & ruse of Billy's, but for & begin- |
ner his part was remarkably well
played,

There was a lttle jolt as Billy less- |
oned spoed; then the ecar swung
smoothly Into a wide shaded drive-
wiy leading to @ rambling old stone
house. A lnughing, chattering crowd
filled the wide porch—tea tables were
belng set In the old fushioned garden,
but as Mra. Montelth gathered ber in a
vigorous embrace Katherine was con-
scious of but two things—that at aight |
of them a slender, dark eyed girl had |
left one of the groups and followed
Mrs. Montelth to the wide stone steps, '
gnd that Bllly had cleared those steps
two at & time and was holding the'
girl's hands ns If he never meant to let
them go.

Mrs, Monteith smiled as her eyes
followed Katherlue's, |

“0Of course he hns told you all about
it," she laughed. “Come, Bllly, don't
monopolize Miss Deering-—-yon engaged
people are so selflsh.  Don't yon see
I am walting to Introduce Migs Huston
to your flancee?"”

Wough ot &

Lord Preolunel Y ottt [
make n favorahle oot
father of the helysasy o "
~Favorable! Why, w I L B ]

[ was looking for Lls dgnghion
bhe sald he thought T wis | 1.2
a handout, ~Chlengd New

Perfeotly Necure,

An old Parmer

sedf for aleoping under the restols

permons by observing. “Lor’, #Iv when

you are (n the pulpit we know It ls ail
right!" —London Btandard,

opee exegued U

1 wl heem da “styleeshness’” notts so

wood
For keepn da houss an' for helpin' her
muooh
To nursa da baby an' oarry da wood.
He wuy, “1 no care esf she nevva do
Hu, wat you theenk dat
For talk een heed hat?

Wat good eesa wifz esf she don'ta be |’
wt?

«~T., A. Daly In Catholle Standard and
Timus. .

His Fatal Ervor,

They were sented on a park bench in
the gloaming.

“Mins Wiggins—Nellle, dear,” he sald,
“will you marry me¥’

“Really, Mr, Goodwin—er—George,
this s so sudden. But—well—assure
me that you have no bad habits—do
not drink, gamble and the like, and I'll
think about It.”

“l pever drank a drop of liquor in
my Nfe,” answered the young man, *I
never play cards and regard prize fight-
ing and horse meing with disdala™

"George," she sald, "I—er—think you
may hope.”

“And as for baseball” continued
George, “I detest it, and”—
“What!" she exclaimed.  “Yon detest

our great and glorlous natlonal game?
Then all bets are off, Georgs; 1 ean
never be your wife,"—Chleago News.

Valuation.

Artist—How much for the glass of
milk?
‘Peasant—Oh, nothing

much! You

' might just paint me a lttle pleture for

it!—Fllegende Blatter,

Outrage lndeed,

Colonel Bluegrass—Did yo' hear of
that White Cap outrage lnst night, sub?
Judge Bludsoe—No, sub, I did not.

Colonel Bluegrass—A most dastard-
[ ly affalr, suh! The scoundrels over-
| powered Major Bowle on a lonely road,

tled his hands and feet and with the
! ald of a funuel and by bolding his
nose poured a glwds of water down
his throat, sub!—American Spectator,

The Legle of Yoeuth,

“You ecalled grandpa a oaughty
name,”

“1 only sald he was an old fuss.”

“That was very naughty.”

“But papa says you're a fuss too.”

“That bas nothing to do with grand-

"

“Why, yes, It has, mamma—Iif It
runs in the family."—Cleveland Plain
Dealer,

Consolation,

“Amid all de slings and arvors of
Injustice dat so Inginer'ly conflicts de
cullud man,” sald Brother Utterback,
“dar am one pompous consolation—no
nlgger ever comes homé and gits a
beatin' fum de wife of his buszom
uh-kase of a long blond halr she hap-
pens to find on de lapel of hls coat
Uck! Nassah!'—Puck.

And That's AllL
“Yes," sald the wise bachelor, “wo-
man's Just a creature of Impulse,

When she will she will, and that's all |

thare 18 about t."

“That may be true,” replled the
young man who had hoped to be mar
ried, “but sometimes she merely says
ghe will."—Phlladelphin Press.

Eduontion,

“Do you think the theater s a means
of educating the publie?"

“Certainly,” answered Mr. Storming-
ton Barnes.

“But all this dancing It presents 7

“My dear sir, the tendency of all ed-
ucation at present ls largely athletie”

' —Wasblngton Star.

Encournged to Sing at Work. ,

At the works of & firm of soap mak-
ers In England the givl employees are
sncouraged to sing part songs while at
work. The object ts to relleve the
monotony. In the departmoents that
number more than thirty girls and
have not nolsy machingry they are en
couraged to slng durlug the last hour
of work In the morning and In the

———

The End of the World

of troubles that robbed E, H. Wolfe, of
Bear Grove, In, of all usefulness. came
when he begin taking Electrie Bitters,
Ho writes: “Two years ago kidvey
trouble eaused mo great suffering, whish
1 never woull have survived had I not
taken Klectric Bitters. They also cured
mo of general debility.” Bure cure for
all stomach, Liver and Kidney come
plaints, Blood diseases, Headache, Diz-
giness and weakness or bodily “deeline.
Price 00c. Guarantsed by Charles Rogers

Astoria & Columb
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ONE OF AMERIOA'S FASTEST STEAMERS
Commenotng Monday, May 14 1
STEAMER TELEGRAPH

Wip Make Round Trips Imfly Ex
. Hunday, !lcl':m. Ly o

POﬂllnd ’ A“Oﬂ.

and Way Porte )

TIME CARD
Hisamer Telm-pw Portland
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Bleamer 'rnhTfn h from Axlorin
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MEALS SARVED A LA CARTE

] Telegraph will slop st 'I'lLlllld-
inga down and up river when having
passengers (o land or by belng signalled:

Portland Landing - - Alder 8t. Dok |

Astorla Landing - - Callender Dock
E. B, SCOTT, Agent, Portland

c.nmmlpmco..ammi
PHONE 2211 MAIN,

A TicKet

Means more than your mere
transportation if it s over

Short Liae to
Chi ca‘o

AND BEST AS WBLL,

A wish to know
nhu?“czformll traveling will
be gladly told by,

RV, HOLDER, Gen, Agt,
1583 ThirdSt. -  Portland, Ore.

THE MILWAUKEE

“Thi Pioncer Limited ” St. Paul to Chi- |
cago. “8hort Line ™ Omaha to |
Chicago. “South-West Limited " Kansas |
City to Chicago,

No trains in the service of any rail-
rosd in the world equals in equip- |

]
!
|
1
|

ment that of the Chicsgo, Milwaukee | ==

& Bt. Paul Ry. They own and operate !
their own sleeping and dining cars and
give their patroms an excellence of sar- |
vice mot obtainable elsewhere, :

Berths on thelr slecpers are longer,
higher and wider than in similar cars on
any otber line, They protect theit traine |
by the Blosk system.

Connections made wita all trans-con-
tinental lines in Union Depota.

H. 8. Rowe, General Ageat, Portland
or 134 Third Street_ corner Alder.

SAN FRANCISCO
PORTLAND S. S. CO.

Rock island-Frisco Lines,
140 Third St., PORTLAND, ORE.

BEGINNING FEB, 15, 1906

TOURIST

SLEEPERS

Great Northern Railway

“The Comfortable Way"
Route of the famous Oriental Limited
For detailedl information, rates, ete, call on or address

N DIoxSON, C. T, A,

=

TRAVELER

and he will
tell you the

NORTH CORS LINTED

Electrio] Lighted.
Js® the'Crack \Train Jof them [all for
COMFORT and ELEGANCE-

The ticket office at Portland °
255 Morrison St., Cor, 3d.

Fare Including berth and meals, $15; |
Round-trip, §25. |
|

Steamer Leaves Astoria for San|

The MORNING ASTORIAN

60 CTS. PER MONTH

Francisco Every 5 Days.

Conneats at Sank rancisco\with Rail
and Steamer Lines for Scuth,
ern Cal fornia,

{

G. W, ROBERTS, Agent.
Astorla, Oregon,

aftarnoon.

] PORTLAND, OREGON,

i
. D. CHARLTON, <
Assigtant General Pussengor Agent.

SALT LAEE (ITY, COLORADO
SPRINGS, DENVER
Stop-Over Privileges Granted.
Choice of Routes Hast of Colorado

Pointas,

For Ilustrated Phamphlets Pie
turing Colorado’s Beautiful Scenefy
write

W. C. McBRIDE, Gen. Agt
184 Third Strest PORTLAND, OR.

‘Astoria’s Best Newspaper

A. 0, D, KERRELL,
Qen. Pas. Agen*
ﬂ! Ban Franolsse, C




