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CHAPTER XX

The room was very astill aftor she
Bad spoken. Her father did not start
or look directly at her, but, after An
Intervul of sflence, he lifted his eyes
elowly until they met hers

"You have lled to me” Zeldn repeat-
od in the same passionless wvolca,
speaking ms though she wera saving
soma commonplace thing. *I under-
stand perfeotly well why you wish to
continue this trusteeship, 1 shall be
very glad to do what you nsk; only we
must understand each other frankly.
You must tell me the truth.,”

He shrank down slowly Into nls
chalr, but his eyes dld not leave her
face. His hands had ceased trembling,
and he was quite himself, He waited
as though he expected some word of
contrition; but she still stood with her
syes fastened on him, and there was no
kindness in them.

“L have sought your own good. 1
have supposed you would be gratifiad
to contlnue—the trust—reposed In me
—by your mother.”

“If you speak to me of my mother
egaln I shall find some way of punish-
Ing you," she sald, and there was still
no passion In her voles,

"I suppose that when you are ready
you will tell me what this means—
why you have turned agalnst me In
thls way." he begnn, with a simulation
of anger. And then changing to a
conclllatory tonee “Tell me what It Is
that trouklss you, Zee, 1 had hopad
that you were very happy here. I had
flattéred myself through the summer
that ours was a happy home. DBut If
there I any way in which I have erred
I em heartily sorry,”

He bhowed hls head as though from
the welght of his penitence, but he was
glad to escape her eves, When he
Iooked up aguln, he found her Baie
still bent upon him. He pleked up the
fallen pen and placed It on the table
beside the paper which he had asked
her to sign,

“You are a tremendous fraud,” she
sald, with a smile In which there was
no mirth or plty. “You are Immense-
ly clever, and 1 suppose that because I
have some of your evil blood In me, 1
am & lttle bit clever, too"

“Zee! You forget youraelf; you must
be mad!"™

‘T am growlng sane,” she answerad
“l have been mad for a year, but my
reason has come brok to me, I do not
forget myself or that you are my Tath-
er; but 1 remember, too, that you are
an evil man and that you drove my
mother into her grave You killed hay,
with your pettiness and vour hypop-
risy; you are just as much her mur-
derer as though you had slain her with
a knife. But I beg of you. do not think
that you can play the same tactics
with me. I don't ask for the monay
that you have squandered. It isn't
your belng a thief that I hate: It's
your fallure to be a man! It's tha
thought that you would betray the
trust of the dead—of my dend mothar
—that's what T hate you for!"

He took a step toward her menac-
Ingly.

“You are either a fool or mad. You
shall not talk to me so! You have
been listening to Wes—infamous lles.
Rodney Merriam has been polsoning
your mind against me. 1 shall hold
him responsible; 1 shall make him suf-
fer, Iie has gone tpo far, too far. 1
ghall have the' law upon him.”

“You had better sit down,” she =aid,
without fllnehing. “I suppose you usced

to talk to my mother thls way and
thut you succeedad In frightening her,
But I am not afrald of you. Esra Dam-
eron:. If you think you ecan bBrowbeat

me Into signing your deed, you have
mistaken me, 1 was never leas scared

in my Hre®

When she spoke hls name it slipped
from her tongue lingeringly, and fell
upon him llke a lash. In pddressing
him so, she cast off the ldea of kin-
ship utterly; there was no tie of blood
between themi and he was simply na

mean old man, desplcable and con-
temptible. standing on the hrink of a
pit that he had dug for himself, and
feellng the earth crumbling beneath
his feet. She went on, with no break
in the impersonal tone to which her
words had been pltched In the begin-
ning.

“You have go little sense of honor—
you are so utterly devold of anything
that approaches honor and decency—
the hypocrisy In you ia mo0 deep, that
¥ou can't Imagine that a2 man like my
uncle would never sesk to prejudice
me against you—my own father. Nel-
ther my uncle norf my aunt has ever
eald n mingle unkind word to me of
you. My avnt asked me to go to llve
with her when we came home: but I
refused to do It And I'm glad T did
This closer acrquaintance has given ma
an opportunity that was—in one of
your hypocritical phrases—quite prov-
fdential, of lenrning you as though vou
were a chlld's primer. You have been
8 very bitter lesson, Ezra Dameron!
My mother never rebelled, never ftad
her volee agalnst you, and you sup-
posed 1 should prove quite as samy;
but you see how mistaken you are!™

*“This 18 a game—a plot to trap me.
But it shall fall. My own child shall
not mock me”

*“I hava something mors to say to
you. ] have gone over It {n my heart
8 thousand times In this year of de-
esit. I belleve I have grown a good
deal ltke you. It has besn & positive
pleasure for me to aot & part—shield-
ing you from the eyss of peopls who
were anxious for a bhreach betwoen us
T know as I walk the atreéts and peo-
pie say, ‘There I8 Ezxrs Dameron's
daughter, they all pity me They have
expected me to leave you. They have
wondered that 1 ghould go on llving
witk you when every child In the com-
munity ssesra at the plght of you or
ths mention of your name™

“Shame on you! Bhame on you!™

“1 supposs It Is & shameless thing
te be saying to you: but I haven‘t fin-
lshad yot. And you had better ait
down Tou are an old man and I re-
SNtk yOopT v T aset vam are

L .

Ezra Dameron. There was some one
that told me—that warned me against
you. 1 had hoped that It would never
be necessary to tell you; but it gives
me a keener happiness than I dare try
to oxpress to tell you now."

“Yes, yes; some llar—an Infamous
Har” he muttered, and he looked =t
her with a sudden hope in his face
When he should learn who had come
between him and thls girl he would
exhaust the possibilities of revenge.

Zelda read the meaning of his loak
and she amiled a little, and stepped to
the table and turned up the lamp, and
put his glasses within reach of hi
hand,

“I shall not trust myself to tell you
I shill let you read for yourself a fev
:\'m‘di. written by one who wns not a
lnr.*

He watehed her as she drew out the
little red book, her tallsman und her
gulde. Flo turned it over curiously and
then read, at the place where she had
opened;

"They have told me to-day that T am
golng to die; but I have known It for
A long time. * * * Do for her what
you would have done for me. Do nat
let him kill the swoetness and gentla-
ness in her. Keep her away from him
If you can; but do not lét her know
what I have suffered from him. 1 have
arranged for him to care for the prop-
erty I have to leave her, so that she
may mnever feel that I did net trust
him, He will surely guard what be-
longs to her safely, * * * Porhaps
I was unjust to him; It may have been
my fault; but If she can respect or love
him T wish It to ba po.”

“You see there 1s no question of ly-
Ing here. I found this—in a trunk of
mother's, In the garret—qulte ncclden-
tully, a few days after I came home.
It was Intended for Uncle Rodney or
Aunt Julla and not for me."™

He was stlent for a moment, staring
at the page before him and refusing to
meet her eyes. She sat down and
watched him across the table, Sud-
denly he lnughed shrilly, and slapped
hiz hands together In glee.

“I might have known It; T might
have known it! This is delightful;
this !a rich beyond anything!* His
mirth Incrensed, and he roecked back
and forth, chuckling and beating h's
knees with his hands.

"Zee, Zee, my child” he began,
amiably, “I am glad this has happened.
I am glod that there Is an opportunity
for me to right mysslf in your eyes. I
r:nruld not have asked anything bet-
tef.”

He began to nod his head as was
his way when pleassd by the thought
of someéthing he was about to say.

“Zee, the animus of this ts8 elear.
Your mother hated me—2>

“You needn’t tell me that! Her own
testimony is enough, pitiful enough.”

“But the reason, the reason! 1
should never have told you. I have
hoped to keep It In my own boson—
my lfelong shame and grief. But your
mother, your mother played me & hass
trick, the basest n woman can play.
She marrled me, loving another man.
And T suftersd, how I suffered for it'"

He lifted hla head and ratsed hls
hands to heaven. A mob leapad In her
throat and tears spring In her eyes as
sha rose and bent toward him over the
table.

“If you mention her agaln I ahall
punish you, Ezra Dameron”
e daid not heed her, but began

speaking with a haste his tongue had
rarely known, The smile that forever
baunted his llps vanished,

“She loved another man when she
married me. I knew it well enough;
but T was glad to marry her on any
terms. Bhe was a beautiful womon—
a very beautiful womnn;" and the an-
ger dled suddenly from his eyes and
volee, Zelds wondered whether he
was realiy touched by the thought of
her mother or whather the little fAlume
of passion had merely burned out As
he continued speaking she listened, ns
though he had been an actor Imperson-
ating a part, and dolng It 111, so thut
he presented no llluslon to her eyes
Bhe was thinking. too, of her own fu-
ture:; of the morrow In which she must
plan her life anew. 8She thought of
Morrls Lelghton now, and with an in-
tenseness that made her start when hor
father spoke his name,

“You have been A better daughter to

me than I could have asked. An In-
scrutable Providence has ordered
things strangely, but—" and he

chuckled and wagged his head, “"but—
very wisaly and satisfuctorily, I sup-
pose your Unele Rodney thought a
marriage between you and hils young
freind Lelghton would be an admira-
ble arrangement; but you have done
ns I would have you do In rejecting
him. Ah, 1T understood—I was watch-
Ing you—I knew that you were lead-
Ing him on to destroy him."™

“I should llke to know what right
you have to speak to me of such a
matier In such a tone. He s o gen-
tleman."

“He i he ia Indeed;” and Damer-
on laughed harshdly. “He Is n gentle-
man beyond any doubt; but you re-
fused him, just as I knew you would.
The force of heredity I very strong,
You mre a dutiful daughter; you even
antieipated my wishes. Your conduct
ia exemplary. [ am delighted™

“1 think you are mad” sald Zelda,
loking at him wonderingly. BEhe had
begun to fes! the straln of events of
the few hours since she had gone to
her uncle's house; she was utterly
weary and her father's strange mannar
bed awalensd & fear In her. Peorhaps
be was really mad Shs walksd to-
ward the door; but he was timing his
ciimax with a shrewd cunning.

“When your mother was engaged to
Morrts lLalghton, the elder”—and hs
paused, knowing that she had turmed
quick!y and was sataring st him with
wonder and dread in her eyes—"whan
your mother was engeged to thia
young man's father™ he repeated,
“your unols was greatly pleased BPut
she was not so sasily caught!*

*Tou ought to know that I betlevs

nothing you say—not o word!® PBut
in her heart she folt a foreboding gthat
this might be true

“You should ask your uncle; or your
Aunt Julls. Possibly we throe are the
only people that remember, I ahould
like to have you quite sure about It
now that you have declded not to mar-
ry tha son"—and he laughed with ugly
gloa,

The front door-bell rang out harsh-
ly, and the old man sprang up:

“You are not at home; you must ses
no one" -

*olly's step was heard In the baok
Rl
“Hever mind, Polly. I'll answer the
o™ sald Zelda. The slght of any
.cher fmee than that of her father
would ba a rellef; but It was § o'clocls,
an hour at which no one ever called
£he expected nothing more than a brief
parley with & messenger boy.

“Fardon me, Miss Dameron—"

Lelghton stood on the step with his
hat In hls hand. He had besn wan-
dering about the streets. He had
passed the Dameron house a dosen
times, held to the nelghborhood by &
foecling that Zelda might noed his pro-
tectlon; and he fAnpally stopped and
mng In a tumult of hope that he
might see her agaln and reassureé him-
self of her safety. As he stepped Inlo
the hall, he saw Ezra Dameron peers
ing at him from the llving-room door

“Good evening, Mr. Dameron” sald
Lelghton, The old man turned back
to the table and his papers without re-
ply; but he listencd Intently.

“l was pasalng” sald Leighton,
truthfully, “and 1 remembered & Mmus-
sige that Mra, Copeland gave me for
you this afternoon, and I'm sorry to
say 1 forgot about It untll now.”

He looked at her, smiling; she un-
derstood well enough why he had
comae,

“Please put off your coat and come
{n. We are alone, futher and 1, having
a qulet evening at home!"™

“Thank you; I can't stop; but Mrs,
Copeland wished me to ask you to
come In to-morrow afternoon, She has
an vnexpected guest—a friend from
Boston—and vou know she llkes every«
body to appreciate her friends!”

“PThank you, very much. I shall coma
it I posaibly enn”

(To be continued.)
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Knife nnd Fork in One,

Probably the Indlana man who in-
vented the comblned iable knife and
fork wae alarmed by the recklessness
with which his rural
ascqualntances  han-
dled their cutlery
and wanted to save
them from cutting
thelr throats. Maybes
he had labored des-
perataly trying o
cut a large amount
of salad on a smali
plate without put-
ting bhis foot on the
salad. Maybe he was
a onearmed man.
However that may
he devised an Implement which
It 1s a fork

be,
bhas many advantages.
with a slot In the shank. In this slot
is a wheel with a knifelike edge whlch.l

acts as A rotary cutter, cutting the
food when rolled over it. The udes of
such man Implement are manifold. It
Is handy In cheap restaurants, as it
reduces the necessary stock of table
utenslls and saves tlme In washing,
and If It ever comes into general use
among that c¢lass of people who at-
tempt to eat peas with a knlfe, it will
doubtless mark an era In the advance
of wable department.

Why He Hurrled Awnay.

A qulet, bashful sort of a youpg fel-
low was making a call on a girl one
evening when her father came fmo
the parlor with his watch in his hand.
It wans about 9:80 o'clock. At the mo-
ment the young man was standing on
A chalr, atraightening a pleture over
the plano, The girl had asked him
to fix {t. As he turned the old gentle-
man, a grofl, stout fellow, sald:

"Young man, do you know what
time it 187"

The bashful youth got off the chalr
nervously. “Yes, sir,” he replied. “I
was just golng."

He went Inw the hall without any
delay and took higs hat and coat. The
girl'a father followed him. As the
caller reached for the doorkmob the
old gentleman agaln asked him If he
knew what time It was.

“Yes, sir,” was the youth's reply.
“Good-night.,”  And he left without
walting to put hia coat on

After the door had closed the old
gentleman turned to the girl

“What's the matter with that fel-
low? he asked. "My wateh ran down
this afternoon and I wanted him 10
tell me the time so that I could set
{t"—Denvar Post.

“PMague” Hothers Engineers,

The “red water plague” Is a matter
which I8 recelving attention from en-
gineers in different parts of the coun:
try, and while they have shed consld-
erable lght on the matter, thers s
much yet to learn about i, The trou-
ble consists of a dlscoloration of the
hot water with a rusty sediment, the
cold water at the same time being
much less nffected, although not en-
tirely unaffected. Under the hot wa-
ter faucets marble bowls become red-
dened and the first rush of hot water
from the fancet after it has been ghut
off for a few hours has a distinet
rusty appearance. Copper flush tanks
and metal ballcocks are affectad sert
ously where the disecloration of the
watsr 18 more marked.

The Way They Maite,

*It hardly ever falla™

“What are you talking about now?™

“When a woman Is called a bundle
of energy nina timas out of ten she has
a husband who fsn’tL"—Birmingham
Age-Herald .

Within the last two centuries about
fifty wetals have boen dlscovered by
chemist explorers, but use has besn
found for only a few of them.

It's sasier to bocome & bero thasm M

s to hold the Job.

'BIRDS OF A
FEATHER

By TEMPLE BAILEY

(Copyrighy, tpan, by Associnted Literary Pross.)

When Ward .Davis heard that her
pame was Jennle Wright, he smiled
and sald: *It ought to be Jennie
Ween.”

He had noticed that she wore soher
little gowns to class, gowns which
contrasted strangely with the pinks
ond blues and hellotropes of the
other girls at the summer school,

She had a sober manner, too, which
was relleved by s birdllke brightness.
And she went on her sedate and busy
little way alons, studylng hard while
ushers danced and played cards, or
ate shore dinners at neighboring
beaches,

To Ward she seemed, in spite of
her totellectusl occupation, closely
allled to the women he had known in
his childhood. Bhe seemed the type
who would be busy about household
things. He was glad when he dls-
covered that her work in the winter
was In a kindergarton. There seemed
an eternal fitness In the fact that she
Itved dally with little ehldren. But
now and then, the thought came to
him that she would be at her best
crooning a lullaby at her own hearth-
stone,

Such thoughts never entered his
head when he made merry with the
other grown-up scholars who were
secking the knowledge that should
advance them in the professions.
Most of these other women wero
bright, scintillating, beautiful ecrea-
tures, who seemed made for fun and
frivolity. Those who were not beau-
tiful and brilllnnt were Intellectual
machines, whom no man could seek,
becanse they would not admit the
need of masculine companlonship.

Ward Davls, having taught English
to countless students, both in the
summer and the winter schools
of the university, could not quite un-
derstand his Interest in Jennie

Wright. Girls had come and Fone.
m
/
f
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Poring Over & Volume of Anclent
Cookery.

end be had remained heart whole
and fancy free. When he had dreamed
of marrlage for himself, he had
thought he would select a wife of
rare . attalnments, with culture and
beauty. He had made up his mind
that no teacher or toller should
tempt him from his ambition, and
now this little Jennle Wright was
beglnning to hold for hlm an Inter-
est which was amazing and discon-
certing.

He avolded her except when she
came to his classes, but fate peemed
to bring them singularly together.
Thelr tastes were simllar, and I he
went to the college art gallery, he
was sure to find ber in front of his
favorite pletures, BShe spent hours
In the Ubrary digging among old
books, and It pleaged him one day to
find that ehe was poring over a vol-
ume of anclent cookery. It seemed
to fit In with his ldea of her domestic
qualities.

“That lsn't In Iline with your
studles,” he chided her with a laugh

in his eyes. “You ought to be read
ing finger plays and things like
that.”

As her eyes laughed back he felt
a sudden thrill. It was ns If & wild
bird had fiashed past him, and had

then hidden horself away o a
thieket.
“I ke ocook books"” she sald

“They are my solace when things at
the boarding bouse go wrong. I lke
to read about good things to eat—
just at this moment | have been rev-
oling in & recipe for Brunswick stew.
Did you ever laste one?™

“Yeu, Indoed” Ward's tone was
pager. My grandfathor was a mighty
bunter, and he would bring home
squirrels, and there were always
corn and green peppers and onlons
to make It savory, and lomatoes to
to Its flavor.”

;

thought her charming, with the Aush
on her cheeks, and with bher kindling
eyes, Hut he knew It wouldn't do,
Ho felt that fattery would be dis
tastetul to her, and that she would
fly away.

“Please,” he urged angain, but she
shook her head.

“l have so much to do~ she
pleaded,

Never baving been thwarted, Ward
made up his mind that some day she
should go with him, but he bided his
time. And, before he knew It, he
was woolng his lttle Jennle Wren
like a gallant Robin Redbreast

He was deeply, profoundly ln love
for the first time, He felt stirring
in bis heart all the primeval in-
stincts. He wanted a home with this
woman In it. He wanted a future in
which this Httle creature should be
at hls side, cheering him, helping
him, sustaining him, He smiled na
he analyzed his feelings;, “Tthought
I longed for a mate of gny plumnge,
but I am no more fitted, with my
qulet tastes and love of homely bnp-
piness, to unite with a soclety wom-
an than Is a plaln robin to join his
fortunes with a humminghblird.™

His sense of protection mnde him
want to surround her with every
safeguard, and when one day, upon
thea campus, he found her being
badgered by a group of Eay Young
students, his blood bolled. Behind a
screen of vines he sat on the porch
of the old Ubrary and heard them
tease her about him, They bad read
his secret before her modesty would
permit her to understand and now
they were taxing her with It

“Little mouse,” sald a gny girl In
blue, "to think that you should carry
off the prize.”

Jennle's inquiring glance went
from one amused fhce to another,
“Why—! haven't won any prize,” she
sald. "What do you mean?"

“A blg prize,” sald the girl in blue
explaining; “all of us et our caps for
the professor, and now you have won
out—"

“Oh,” Jennle's face flamed, “but |
haven't—why, who ever thought of
such a thing—"

“He did, and we d41d4,” chanted the
girl In blue. “Oh, you blind little
mouse.” And away they went

Ward dared not approach her as
she sat alone looking out over the
campus, He knew how ghe must feel
to have had her affalra talked about
by irreverent tongues.

But that afternoon he sought her
out. "You refused my Invitation once,"
he sald gravely, “to go to my old
nurse's, Pleage don't refuse me now
~—1 want you."

With a new self-consclousness upon
her she dropped her head.

“Please don't ask me" she pro-
tested. "“I—I] think I ought not to
go.”

"Whyr'

"Because,”

“Because of what those girls sald
to you on the porch this morning?”

IGY”.I‘

“And it Is true. And it 1s becaus.
of that that [ want to earry you off
with me this afternoon. [ want to
talk it over with you—may [ Jennle
Wren?”

Suddenly she was enveloped by theo
Joy of his love for her., “Oh, yes,” she
sald breathlessly. “I'll be glad—to
talk it over.”

In the dim, cool dining room of the
old farmhouse, where the alr wna
sweet with the [fragrance of honey-
suckle, Ward told her the story of
his awakening. “1 mneed such a
woman ns you to complete my HNfe”
he sald. “1 need the comfort of you,”
the qulet content that your présence
glves me, the rest, the peace, the joy
of wvour gentle womanhood” He
smiled whimsically, “Do you know
the words of the old song: ‘Wil You
Have Me, Jennle Wren?' "

And Jennle, true to nursery rhyme
tradition, whispered “Yes"

Hungarian Banks,

Paul Nash, the American consul gen-
ernl at Budapest, In his report to the
department, reviewlng financial con-
ditlons In Hungary, shows that every
branch of Industry In that country ls
financed by banking concerns; run-
ning from the manufacture of ma-
ehinery to the export of nuts, and yet
there has been only one bank fallure
of importance In 40 years. The asalst-
nnee of the banks 18 & necessity for
Hungarien Industry because the in-
dividual Investor, as in most agricul-
tural countries, doea not regard manug-
facturing with any degree of enthusi-
asm, and but for the banks and the
government little progresa would be
made toward Industrial Independence

The Royal Petticoat Colonels.

Most of the women of the royal fam.
{lles of Europe are honorary colonels
of regiments, In effect the sponsors
of these reglments, but they are actu-
ally permitted to wear the regimental
uniform with a skirt Instead of the
masculine trousers. The Kalserin is a
colonel, 80 18 the caarine. The ¢crown
princess of Roumania, who likes to
pose In ploturesque garb, bas, of
course, not missed the oppartunity of
being photographed In  regimentals.
Most of the German grand duchesses
are colonels of regiments. The latest
colonel In petticosts Is the crown
princess of Germany, who Is sponsor
for the Elghth dragoons

Trus to Life.

Gunner—Did you see the new subur

ban drama? They have real vegots
bles and real chickens In the second
act

Ouyer—Is It reallstic?

Gunner—] should say so. The chick-
ens go to the next nelghbor's and eat
the vegetables Instead of eating those
{n thelr owner's garden.

Big Income—ahip entering the hap
bor.

Too many people Judge the world by
fhalr own breadth.

A man can be run down In the street
as woll as In health,

You want to be sure of your foob
ing before you elimb too high,

The increase In the price of leather
bas made shoes plnch more than evar,

Benpers—A woman is always chang
ing her mind. Jenners—Not when shg
decldes that she wanis a ne Py wn.

1t ts a poor friend that will pat you
om the back and kick your feet out
from under you at the same tima.

Boyce—] wonder what makes & dog
howl when music plays. Joyee—l]
fon't know, unless the musle awakeny
the fleas

Comfarable Prison,

Cettinjo, the capital of the kingdom
of Montenegro, has probably the most
remarkable prison In the world. No
walls surround It and the Inmates,
who furnish thelr own cella just aa
they plense, speem to stay there only
because they find their quarters com-
fortable. The diet ta lberal, with
wine on oocaslons and cigarettes to
taste. There Is no work to do; no
distinotive garb s worn; and com-
paratively free Intercourse ls allowed
with the outside world. On ceftaln
fenst days the prisoners are allowed to
gntertain thelr friends,

A Bad Stomach

will cause you untold mis-
ery, for when this organ is
out of order the entire di-
gestive system becomes de-
ranged and the first thing
you know, you are real

sick. The best medicine to
correct, sweeten and tone
the stomach is Hostetter's
will convince you of that
fact, It is for Headache,
Indigestion, Dyspepsia and
OSTETTER
CELEBRATED
STCMACH
ECONOMICAL LIGHTING €O,
46 NOKTH SIXTH STREET, PORTLAND, GREGON
ind Glamware, Aladdin Kerosens Mantle Lamps
wndl mopplies for nll mukes of Mantie Lampa.
Areits wanted. Send for Catalogue and Frics
ATRIPTO PORTLAND FREE
» CUT RATES IN
PAINLESS DENTISTRE
4 Palnleas Extraction .....Fred
Gold Filling, . .. .. i
?n:‘:'c?ﬁ: l:rr::::

Stomach Bitters and a trial
Malaria. Get
Dealors in Gasoline Lighting Bywtemd. Manthes
dat. GEO. C. HOGAN, Manager.
S Bilver Plllings ,.....
Molar Guld Crowna, ..

Bridge Work, K. Gold,, . .82
Iniay Filis, PureGold -]
Very Nies Rubber Plate... .
dent Rubber Plute on | A 1]
ALL THIS WORK I8 GUARANTEED.
Don't throw your money awuy. A dollar saved
stwodollnrsearned. Ouroriginal relintile Modera
"ainlens Methods snd our purfosted office equip-
oomt paves un timonnd your money,
10STON DENTISTS, 5ih @ Morrison. Perland
‘ntrance F1%a Morrlion, opposite Postoifice and Meler 8
‘rank.  Bamabilbed fn Portland 10 years. Open erecings
sl ¥ and Shrclavs sntil 12:300 for peaple wha work.

——

Hereditary Instingt,

When baby turns away from the
amiable visitor who I8 trying to make
frlends, and rushes to mother and
burigs his face In her skirts, he {s do-
ing exmctly what It was wisa for chil
Ired to do In the anclent forest, when
itranger and danger were the same
‘hing, end not just rhymes as they
we now, >

And Neither Means It
A man who has kept nceirate count
inys that of ten men you meet elght
vlll eay something disagrecable, while
ilne, out ten woman will BAY gOmes
hing agresnh'n

eI G4 0000000 0000000

“FACTORY TO HOME”

]

:

b} DO YOU ENOW what Sectional Fur-

¥ miture 3?7 It comes o pou in sections,

} hmocked down. Vou set it up yourself and

y saoe oll deaters” profits and freight. It is
all solid oak, It is simple to set up, Money

t bk if you are not salisfied and pleased.
Huy from the factory.  Sow one-thind to
one-hall. SEND FOR CATALOGUE.

PETERS MANUFACTURING Co0.
Seventh and Hawthorne Ave  Portland, Oreges
900000000006 00000000

E DENTISTRY

REASONABLE RATES

Foll St of Towth auly.. . $5.00
Bridy work w Tenth with-
ol Flades, . $350 e $5.00
Had Rubber Plates oaly . 57.50
Good Rabler Plutes naly. $5.00
Gald o
e 0
Gald o Porradein Fillags, 31
Svwr Filgs waly .50 ts §1

R
Our WoRK BUARANTIED PERFEOT

Bpecli]l suenflon ta  oyt-af-town P,
work oy lered s S Mo Kies Sk o
| armeialig. Lok alienTans:  Freer opereior's
THE NEW YORK DENTISTS
DR K A STURDEVANY, Mgr.
Bewsleminfpn: Sdn Simiwine
Portiand,

R L G Fowth and Beviown.




