SATURDAY, JULY 25, '08

THE MORNING ASTORIAN, ASTORIA, OREGON.

Destiny and
The Dog.

By EDGAR WELTON COOLEY.
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EACON URIAH PARTRIDGE,
long, lnnk and dignifed, squat-
ted llke n half fed turkey gob-
bler on a lwmb In Mids Cullon's .

ek yard, lolding up the dangllug
Wkirts of his P'rince Albort with hiw left
hand and shaking his right fist spite-
fully at Miss Cullen's spotted bull ter-
tler, cronched threateningly nt the foot
otm&mm; Ing hjm with calm
patient persistonce, Unclg Blmeon
Yates poeked over the plcket fence, his
smooth, rotund face Jooking like the
full moon Just rising above the horizon
Hne, the tenrms courslug down his
cheaks, his mouth preoecupled with an
aggravatiog wein and his fat sldes
shaklng ke a cup of Jelly In an earth-
quake,
| “What in the world,” snovied Sim.
eon, ripping a paling off the fence In
the excemsivoness of his  hllarity -
“what In the world, deacon, are you
dolu’ up In Miss Cullen’s apple tree?"

“Now, Hrother Yates,” roplied the
deacon soberly, his wrinkled forehoad
oozing Ice water and his right hand
grabbing desperately at a pelghboring
Hmb, =1 just clumb up bhere to see I
Miss Cullen's trees had survived the
wiater, and the dog”-  Rut Slmeon io-
terrupted

“Who'd "o’ thought, he mused aloud,
pulllug out his bhandkerchlef and dry-
Ing his eyos—"who'd 's' thought Miss
Cullen's bull terrler would have devel.
opod Into n bird dog? But if he hasn't
got n partridge rroed this blessed min-
ate I'll=1'Il"~ He nearly pulled the
fonce up by the roots.

The descon’s Ire Kindied. "That's
elght!" he roared. “Stand there like a
grinnin’ old Lyens and lnwgh! Didn't
you ever see u mab in a troe before?
Dov't you know when you behold a
fellor critter In distress? Why don't
you climb over the fence and drive
away that fool dog? D'ye, want (o see
mo killed right before your very eyea?”
AtBut It Isn't my dog.” tittered Bim-
eon. “It's Miss Cullen's, and It's In
Miss Cullen's own lot."

“l tell you 1 can't hang obn wmuch
longer," whined the deacon, “I've been
here for an hour. I've got blisters all
over me." ¢

“Well" replled Bimeon, “reckon I'd
better go and tell Mise Cullon"—

“No! Don't you do it!" yelled the
deacon, blushing scarlet, “Don't ye
dare do It! | don't want you to tell
bher. 1 don't waut her to know."

Simetn ripped another paling off the
fouce. His oyes were dancing as If
they were tickled to death

“Why don't ye drop on the dog's
buck and crack lils splne? he suggest.
ed "Why don't yo glare at him with
buruin’ Indignation and scorch his hide
oy’

“You're an Insultin' old wretch”
cried the deacon ungrily, *u jibberin'
ldjit that don't know no betler than to
stand there and lnugh the palin's off
of a poor, lone woman's fencel"

Ho turned to shake his fiat, but lost
his balance and fell. Desperately he
clutched at a Umb and pulled himself
up agaln ont of the very teeth of the
growling terrier. Then he glanced vin-
dictively toward Slmeon, hot Simeon
wis meving away,

W “Hey, Brother Yates!" he yelled de-

g

SQUATIED LIKE A HALY ¥ED TURKEY
GOBBLEN,

spalringly, ™Oome back, please cowe

'back, Brother Yatea!"

“I ain't used to heln' addressed In
such endeariy’ terms, deacon,” replled
Simeon, “and 1 thought mebby my
room wag better than my company.™

“No, no," voclferated the deacon anx.
dously. I didn't mean what | sald, |
Wis hasty. I am sorry, Brother Yates.
Flense don't go away und leave me In
this treel"

Slmeon rested his arms on top of the
pickets and gazed ut him In penslve
sympathy, ““Well, Brother Purtridge,”"
he replied solemnly, “if I can be any
comfort to ye in your last moments 1
allow [t's my OChristian duty to re.
maln."

/ “If you're goin' to de anything,
gusped the other, exnsperated by Sime-
on's dellbernte slowness, “for God's
#ake do It quick! This Umb 18 erack-

,..ll.l.'.“

. “I might turn (0 a fre slerm” mug.

[]

tortwl Slmeod ealmly, “Mebhy it we
N the ook aod ladder truck”—

‘Nol'" efnculated the dencon. “For
goolnass’ sake, pleass den't do that! 1
don't want everybody in town to know,
I want to keep It quict, They wouldn't
understand.”

"Will, then,” declured Blmoeon doubt-
fully, “there be ohly one more hope for
yo, Brother Parteidge—If you had o
balloon,"

"0 Lord!" moaned the. descon
"Cau't yo quit actin' the fool, Brother
Yaloa? Can't yo suggest somethin
fedsonuble?

Exaspernted beyood endurauce, Par-
tridge nhook hin fist at Bimeon. Crack!
Bough, deacon, Prince Albert and plug
hat struck the ground In a confumii
henp.

There was a terrified scrambling, o
mufed growl. Then something long
and lank, with fowlog balr and pro-
truding eyes, dashed straight for Uncle
Blmeon. Crash! A section of the pal
lng feuco gave way, and up the sirect

bare of head, Miss Cullen's bull terrier
clinging grimly to bis conttall and fap-

“roon, poon, PooN!" NE PUPFED,

plog from slde to side like n disabled
rudder,

*Go It, deacon! Go It, dog!" yelled
Uncle Blmeon, Jumping op and down
and swinging his old felt hat. “Go It,
bame ye, go it

Uncle Blmeon leaned against the rem:
napt of the fence and shook It till It
squenked. Ile held his two pudgy
hands agninst his ample sides and
rolled his eyes I misory.

“Won't somebody please come and
make me stop lnughin'?™ be yelled, “If
they doun't I'm goln' to dle. The dea-
con—the dog! I'll blow up and bust. 1
can't never llve loug enough to get
through lauglilu’. They'll have to post-
pone my funeral ¢l 1 stop lavghin', 1
never knowed anybody counld move
thelr legy an fast as the deacon dil.
I--I—he-he!" His streugth gave out,
and he sank, a gurgling heap, upon the
sidewnlk,

When finally he arose the dog was
erawling under the fence, a ragged
plece of black cloth In his jaws, At
sight of it 8lmeon was thrown (nto an-
other spasm of mirth, from which be
had not entirely .recoversd when he
reached Migs Cullen's door,

His knock was answered by the lady
In person. She was of uncertaln age,
fuclined to be angular and decldedly
deaf,

“Good afternoon, Miss Cullen!" shout-
od Blmeon, "I was wonderin' have
you seen Deacon Partridge today,
mum?"

Miss Cullen’s brow darkeped., “No,
1 haven't,” she sald. “He promised to
help me beat a carpet, but he hasn't
ecome," .

“Well, mum,” glgghed Blmeon, “If
you'll eall your dog I belleye you'll se-
cure clreumstantial evidence of the
deacon's good Intentlons.”

But Miss Cnllen's deafness prevented
her catching the drift of the remark.
“Anyway," she replled, aggrieved, “it
seoms to me that If a man won't keep

rlgs hier he won't do It afterward."

Ihat's so, mum," answered Simeon,
“But If you'll let we help you I'll be
glad to do It, I've Just got to beat a
garpet or somethin' to keep my mind
off that man's Sprintla’ abilities or I'N
be a physieal wreck," o

“Then come tight i, Mr.
anid, benming wif md?ﬁfm'u him. *I
apprecinte your kindness vory much.”

“Don't mentlon it, mtm," gurglad
Blmeor, “Now, If youw'll fust show
ma''— =

“Well, first,” she sald, gnzing into his
eves affectionately, “there’s a feather
bed upstalrs, It you'll throw it out the
winder for me.”

Up-the stops went Slmeon, but when
he reached the top he heard some one
knocking on the front door. Glancing
out the window, ¢ saw Deacon Par-
tridge on the stoop below gaxing un-
eislly about and acting more nervous
than otherwise.

Catelhing up the feather bed, Simeon
pushed it through the openlag and
chucklod to himself as he saw ¥ fall
squarely upon the deacon’s head amd
bear him to the ground. In another
Instant & heavy mattress hod follow-
ed It
“Now, Mlss Cullen,” ohserved Sime-
on when he hnd gone downstalrs again
and opened the door, “If yow'll come
nud sit on the stoop and rest, mum,
" e notleed with satisfaction
that somethlng was wriggling desper-
ately under the feathers,

O, you e so considernte,  Mr.
Yates," chirmped Miss Cullen, follow-
Ing him out of doors: “Some wen are
0 thonghtless of others' comfort,
Now, do you know," she adided, setting
Lierself on o step with her back towanrd
the bedclothes, *1 belleve that the
deacon wouldn’t care bow hard his
wife worked just so he had good

clothes to wear and nlanty of wies

the deacon dashed, pale of countennuce, | “I only

hls promise to a woman before he mar. |

Yites" she |

things to eat”” The feathor bed was
maoved convulslvely,

“Well, Misa Cullen,” begun Blmeon,
“I've always thought that If I had a
wife I'd trent her like a wife ought to
h t“".dt“ ]

Miss Cullen coughed softly and deop-
ped her eyes. “Mr. Yates," she asked

presently, glencing at him bashfully,
“why don't you get married?”

IE 1 thought I could yat the right
kind of & woman,” Slmeon stammered,
“a woman like you, now”"— ‘The bed

Bimeon turned bis bead and coughed
violently,

“Oh, Mr. Yates," broke In Miss Cul-
len, blushing becomingly, “if 1 thought
that you would have—that I would
make you a good wife"— She dropped
ber sparkling eyes groundward. The
feathor bed shook with renewed en-
gy,

“But I thought you sald that you and
the deacon”— began Himeon,

“Oh, pol” Miss Cullen Interrupted.
meant that the deacon wanted

to marry me. Why, Mr. Yates, you've
'E‘" Dbow that persistin’ old hypo-
| erite pestered me.” The bedding
| experienced a sudden tarrific upheaval,
| Bimeon acted as If he were golog to
| explode. “Why, if | bad let blm 1
 bonestly belleve he would have got
(Gown on his knees. I know 1 aln't as
young as 1 once ‘was, but I reckon I

know n man when I see one. Now,
you, Bimeon"— Agnin she glanced at
| hlm shyly.

“Well, then,” sald Slmeon, bls eyes
twinkling, “if I should ask you to mar-
£y me would you promise to"—

"O-h, Blmeon!™ blushed Miss Cullen
softly, “l—I—yes, T belleve 1 would,
Blmeon.”

“Would you promise,” continued Sim-
eon, pinching himself to keep from
laughing aloud when be saw something
under the feather hed behaving senn-
dalously—“would you promise to slck
your dog on that old idjit of & Dea-
con Partridge If he hangs around here
any more?’

No sooner bhad he uttered those
words than from the midst of that pile
of bousehold necessities there came
the vislble Indications of a terrifie
storm, followed by the subdued but
unmistakable sound of ripping cloth,
and the next second feather bed, mat
,tress and deacon arose In concert, and
there, In the astonished presence of
Miss Cullen, stood Partridge, his arms
and lega tangled In the environments
of blue striped ticking and his head
and shoulders covered with a speckled
coating of downy feathers. Feathers
protruded from his eyes; feathers vi-
brated on the end of his nose: feath.
ers waved majestically from the tips
of his ears. He couldn't see or hear
or speak for feathers. He could searce.
Iy breathe for feathers,

“Pool, pooh, pooh!™ he puffed, blow-
ing great bunches of feathers from
his mouth. “Ahchoo! Ahche-0o!” he
sneesed. The tears were running down
his face, making the feathers stick the
closer to his searlet cheeks.

Miss Cullen sprang to her feet, press-
ed ber trembling hands to her eyes
and shrieked.

“Well, well!” sald S8imeon, regarding
bim with overmastering hilarity.
*Well, well, this is the first time [ ever
see a partridge runnin' around half
plcked. Say, why don’t you go out be-
hind the barn and singe yourself?"

The deacon could not =peak. He
could not do anything but open and
shut his mouth like a chicken with the
gnpes and go “Cut, cut, cutl"

“Why, he thinks he's an old settin’
hen!" exelaimed Blmeon, eying him
wonderingly. “Shouldn’t wonder but
he'll be a-scratchin’ up your flower bed
next, Miss Cullen. Bay.,” he added to

l
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the perspiring deacon, “why don't you |-

fiy up in a tree and go to roost agalp?”
“I-I didn't come bere to be laughed
at” whimpered Partridge, extricating
himself from the ticking and nearly
erying with Indiguation., “1 came here
to eall on Miss Cullen,” o o
“Hub!" replied Bimeon, pressinghis
hands agaivgf his quiverlng sides atid
reganding the other with austerity,
“Hnh, d'ye reckon Miss Cullen hasn't
anything to do but to entertain oyster-
riches? Why don't you rud s waysome-
wheres and stick your head In the
 Bgnd " -
“] fell you I afn't goln' to stand here
and be Insulted by no squatty old hip-

;pyﬁgumognhg‘!" shritled the descon an-
P T = W e
e . e+ T LS,
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‘Ruther be a hippypotamouse than to
' be a featherweight,” snapped Simeon.
«“If you've 8o blame brave, why don't
fou fisp your wings and crow? Why
dot’t you let folks know that you're a
Shanghaf that's not afeard of anything |
In the barnyard éven If your pinfeath-

and mattress falrly rose in the alr,| "

REPORT OF THE conprrion]
OF THE

Astoria Nat'l Bank

At Astorig, in the State of Oregon, at
the close of business, July 15, 1908:

RESOURCES,
Loans and discounts... ... $437627.22
Overdralts, sccured and un-

BRBULED . . i s 6,567.06
U. S Bonds to secure cir-
gillstlon . . . 47 500,00
. 5. Bonds to secure U, S,
Deposits . ............., 20,000.00
Other Bonds to secure U, S.
deposits . . ... ......... 34000.00
Premiums on U, S. Bonds,  3.043.00
Bonds, securities, ete.....,. 5288821
Banking house, furniture,
and fixtures ............ 403000
Other real estate owned.., 823341
Due from National Banks
(not reserve agents)..... 250477
Due from State Banks and
Bankers . ............... 499047
Due from approved reserve
agents .. ..., 12970061
Checks and other cash
T L P T b 2/98:11
Notes of other National
Banks . ....... Pl Aty 1,900,00
Fractional paper currency,
nickels, and cents........ 345.02
Lawful money reserve in
bank, viz;
Specie . .........5376507.75
Legal-tender notes  1,220.00 7772775
Redemption fund with U,
Treasurer (5 per cent
of circulation) . 2,375.00
Lo . iviini Vi e ey P90 32.63
LIABILITIES.
Capital stock paid in......$ 50,000.00
Surplus fund ........,.... 5000000
Undivided profits, less ex- :
pensés and taxes paid... 1750847
National Bank notes out-
standing . . ............. 4160000
Individual flc;nn-i!& subject
to check ... 332206662
Demand certificates of de-
Posit . ...o.... . 84694546
Time certificates of de-
posit . .......$257,270.33
Certified checks. 141.75
U. S. deposits S0,000.00 676,424.16
Total  oiviieesnivnaree s 3885:83263

State of Oregon, County of Clat-
s0p, £5.:

I, J. E. Higgins, Cashier of the
above-named bank, do solemaly swear
that the above statement is true to
the best of my knowledge and belief,

J. E. HIGGINS,
Cashier,

Subscribed and sworn to before me
this 20th day of July, 1908.

E. Z. FERGUSON,
Notary Public.
Correct—Attest:
GEORGE W. WARREN,
GEO. H. GEORGE,
A. SCHERNECKAU,
Directors.
REPORT OF THE CONDITION

OF THE
First N

ational Bank

Of Astoria, at Astoria, in the State
of Oregon, at the close of business,
July 15, 1908:

RESOURCES,
Loans and discounts
Overdrafts, secured and un-

gecured . ... ieeiin.. 264664
U. S. Bonds to secure cir-

culation . .....cceiinnn 47.000.00
Premiums on U. S. Bonds  1,400.00
Bonds, securities, ete....... 55430.00
Due from National Banks '

(not reserve agents)..... 71,146.56
Due from State Banks and

Bankers : ....icoaneese SLOTLTS
Due from approved reserve

BRI . s sl v aanol TR 10900
Checks and other cash

e S T et 147727
Notes of other National

Biaks o satsvvvilos 5,265.00
Nickels and. cents......... 671.85
Lawiful money reserve in

bank, viz;
Speeie’, v $190,50000
Legnl-tender notes 370,00 190,870.00

Redemption fund with U. -
S, Treasurer (5 per cent
circulation . ...,

hx

2.350.00

Total .

oo SORR046,03

LIABILITIES.

Capital stock paid in,....
Surplus fund .,..........:
Undivided profits, less ex-
penses and taxes paid...
Watiopal Bank notes out-
standing ¢ soegzo g

| [ndividusl deposits subject
to chédfk ;. ..8634723.72
Demand certifisatds of de-
L1 $189,726.84
80000 795,250.56

.$100,000,00
25,000.00

20,795.47

47,000.00

]\n'-t-}f a1 10wk
Certified checks, .

Total . .. . 4088, 046.03

ers aln't all grown oy’

“I'm a man of peace, Brother Yates,"”
replied Partridge meekly. “I'm an
elder In the church, and 1 don't want
to get mad, and I doi't want to |
swear'—

“May be that you're turnin' to an an- |
gel," retorted 8imeon doubtfully, “but |
you look to me more like a dominicker
that's too thin to bile and too totigh fo'
fry. . Anyway, you ought to know tHat |
Miss Cullen’s front yard nin't no’plyce I
for & poultry show,.” '

“Got as much right bere as you hive, |
you old b'lled lobster!” screamed the
deacon wrathfully, “Ain't I, Miss Cul-
len 7" . |

-'Wetll, really, Mr. Partridge," snick-

,ered: Miss CQullen, looking happlly at
Bimeon; “now that Mr.—that Slmeon
and me are engaged—of course”—

“You see, Brother Partridge,” ex-
clatneéd Simeon, “the lady has decifed
that she lsn't hankerin' to warey any-
body that has a manin for breakin'
limbs off of trees, smashin' down fences
and rippin’ optn feather beds; Besides,
there's the dog." Partrldge ghinced
around umeasily,  “You know, deacon,
when a-dog once gots a taste of a

State of Oregon, County &F Cliit-
D, 88
[, S. S» Gordon, Cashier of (ke
above-named bank, do solemuly swédr
that the above statement iz true to
the best of my knowledge and belief
S. 8. GORDON,
Cashier.
Subscribed and sworn to before me
this 18th day of July, 1908.
V. BOELLING,
Notary Public

Cortect—test:
G. C. FLAVEL,
W. F. MeGREGOR,
J. WESLEY LADD,

Directors,

ijM‘"_ .

“l certalnly exténd my congratula:
tlons," sneered the deacon, scowling at
Simeon, “and I' hope I' baven't In-
truded.”

"Don’t mention It, Brother Partridge,”
Simeon grinned, “But, dow, if you'll
gtep Into theé house and let us finish
plekin' you. Feathers is feathore these
days, deacon, and we can't be overpar
ticular what kind of a'bird'they come
off of."

FAT FOLKS

"ONE DOLLAR

mvested in a bottle of these wonder ful, harmless fat reducing tablets and
0 30 days you will be a normal, well- formed person again. Dea't carry
wround your ugly bulk, your ungainly superfious flesh. It makes yo,
miserable, ridiculous and what is mor important, it subjects you to fatm
sonsequences. Sudden death from fa tty Degeneration, Heart Disease, Kig-
aey Tiouble, Apoplexy and Musular Rheumatism—all come from OVER
FATNESS. =

Ji

Thousands of Testimonials From Grate-
ful Persons Prove This

YOUR MONEY BACK IF IT FAMLS
NTI1-CORPU” is

“A

tom, which is proof that it is PURE and HARMLESS. *

66 A “TI-CORPU" reduces FAT from 3 to § pounds a week. It reduces
Double chin, Fat hips and flabby cheeks. No wrinkles result from

this reduction, for it makes the skin :lose fitting and smooth.

éé A NTI-CORPU" strengthens WEAK HEART, cures PALPITATION,
SHORT BREATH and acts like magic in MUSCULAR RHEU-

MATISM and GOUT. -
. per bottle. M back if :
Price $1.00 claim, ummmw&ﬁmhdz
this advertisement and make him get it for you, or you can send for it
DIRECT to us. We pay postage and send in plain wrapper.
FREE 30 DAYS' TREATMENT IN EVERY BOTTLE
We will send you a sample of this wonderful fat
nmedyonmdmdlﬂmuwmfwmul-&-

ing. The samw_le itself may be sufficient to reduce the desired weight.
Mention this 1 aper. Desk 22, ESTHETIC CHEMICAL CO., a1 West
125th Street, Naw York, N. Y. N ' »

Unfermented Grape Juice
absolutely mnon-alcoholic
Concord...........Hoc quart

AMERICAN IMPORTING .CO.

589 Commercial Street

Fisher Br

SOLE AGENTS
Barbour and Finlavson Salmoa Twins and Netting
McCormick Harvesting Machines
Oliver Chilled Ploughs
Malthoid Roofing
Sharples Creams Separators

Raecolith Flooring

others Company

e
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Storvett's Tools

Hardware, Groceries, Ship
Chandiery |

7 'fan' Bark, Blue Stone Muriatie Aci o |
5 d, Welch .
LY Ash Oats, Oak Lumber, Pipe and Filti:gs, Bcr::: w
& i Goods, Paints, Oils and Glass
ishes.zen's Pure Manills Rop'.CottonTwhuMSleb

" We Want Your Trade

ISHER BROS.

BOND STREET

"
"

3
.\

SCO BAY BRASS & IhON HoRig

HOY AND BRASS FOUNDERS LAND AND MARINE ENGIKEERS

Up-to-Date Sawmill Machinery.
| 108 and Franklin Ave.

Promp: attention given 1 all
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A SUMMER DRINK

1 e

L Savipag

1

na




