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LBERTA

Is The Coming Wheat
Granary Of The World!

You can buy land that will produce from 35 to 50 bushels of winter wheat, 45 to 60 bushels of
barley and from 60 to 100 bushels of cats, from the Canadian Pacific Railway Company, at $12 and
$15 per acre, one-tenth cash and the remainder in nine years at 6 per cent interest.

This land is in the Bow river valley east of Calgary, in the chinook belt of Alberta, along a main

line of railroad, is well watered, free from rock, gravel and alkali and covered with grass which will
make two tons of bunch grass hay per acre!

One Sod Crop Actually Pays For The Land And The Railroad Company Will Help You Farm:

It.

If You Raise No Crop You Make No Payment!

You Can’t

Lose

Thirty practical farmers and investors of Umatilla and Union counties have bought this land.
Ten car loads of work horses and farming implements are being shipped from Pendleton into this new

district this spring.
The Alberta winters are not severe.

These farmers know a good thing when they see it.
The country is visited regularly by warm chinook winds

during the winter season and cattle winter out and stay fat without hay or shelter.

Hundreds Of Wide Awake Americans Paid For Their Land With Their 1908 Wheat

It is no experiment.

Crop

Hundreds of new homes are being built, railroads are being constructed,

thousands of acres have been broken out and seeded and it is the last new country on the American

continent.

Buy direct from the railroad company and get low prices and easy terms.

It wants your citizenship in Canada and it wants traffic to haul out.
for vour land.

you.

The weather is mild and open.

The company wants

It will help you pay
It will fence, break sod, drill wells, build houses or do anything for its settlers.

It costs but $55 to maKe the round trip from La Grande to Calgary and return, by getting our cheap rate.
Inquire for the date of the next trip.

Jonathan Johnson, Canadian Pacific Land Dept. Pendleton. Oregon.

Go and see Alberta now.

Or ). E. Reynolds. La Gnnde. Oregon.

The Mystery

IheYeIIow Room

By GASTON LEROUX

Copyright. 1008, by Brentano's

CHAPTER X.

“We Shall Have to Eat Red Meat—
two centuries old, perbaps old-
er. Under its signboard over

Now."
T the threshold & man with a
crabbed looking face was standing,
seemingly plunged In  unpleasant
thought, if the wrinkles on his fore-
head and the knitting of his brows
were any Indicatlon.

When Rouletabille and 1 were close to
him he delgned to see us and asked us
in a tone anything but engaging wheth-
er we wanted anything. He was no
doubt the not very amiable landlord of
this charming dwelling place, As we
expressed a hope that be would be
good enough to furnish us with a

breakfast, he assured us that he had
no provisions.

“You may take us In,” Rouletabille |

sald to him. “We are not policemen.”
“I'm not afrald of the police, I'm

not afrald of any one,’ rteplied the |

man,

I had made my friend understand by
a sign that we should do better not to
insist; buot, belng determined to enter
the inn, he slipped by the man on the
doorstep nnd was in the common room.

“Come on,” he sald. "It Is very com.
fortable here.”

A good fire was blazing in the chim-
ney, and we held our hands to the
warmth it sent out. It wns a morning
in which the approach of winter was
nnmistakable. The room was a toler-
ably large one, furnished with two
heavy tables, some stools, a counter
decorated with rows of bottles of sirup
and alcohol.

“That's a fine fire for roasting a
chicken,” sald Rouletabille.

“We have no chicken, not even a
wretched rabbit.” sald the landlord.

“I know,” said my friend slowly—*1
know. We shall have to eat red meat
now."

“] confess I did not In the least un-
derstand what Rouletabille meant by
what he had said, but the landlord as
moon a8 he heard the words uttered an
oath, which he at once stiffled, and
placed himself at our orders as obe-
diently as M. Robert Darzac bad done

| door and called to somebody to bring

| wrge, handsomes eyes, who regnrded un

| don't let me see him!"

| the eggos, which had Leen broug't to

| much?

when hie heard Rouletabille's mysteri
ous sentence, “The preshytery hng lost
nothing of its charm nor the garden iis
brizhtness."

The man pushed open a lttle side

him half n dozen eges and n plece of

seefsteak. The commission was quick-
iy executed by a strongly built young
woman with FBenuatiful blond halr and

with curlosliy.

The Innkeeper snid to ber roughly:

“Get ont, and If the Green Man comes

She disappeared. Rouletabille took
him In a bowl, and the ment, whick
wng on n dish, plneed all enrefully be
gide him In the chimney. anhooked o
frying pin and a gridiron and began
to beat up our omelet before proceed

ing to grill vur beefetenk. e then or-

HE Donjon’ inn was at least dered two bottles of clder and seemed

to take as little notlee of our host na |
| our host did of him. The landlord let’
us do oar own cooklhg and set our
table nenr one of the windows.

Suddenly 1 heard him mutter:

“Ah, there he Is!"

His face had changed, expressing
flerce hatred. e went and glued him- |
gelf to one of the windows, watching
the road. There was no need for me
to draw Rouletabille’s attentlon. He
had already left our omelet and had
folned the landlord at the window, 1|
went with him. |

A man dressed entirely In green vel-]
vet, his head coversd with a bunts-
man’s cap of the same color, was ad-
vancing lelsurely, lighting a pipe as he
walked. He carried a fowllng plece
slung at his back. His movements
displayed an almost aristocratic ease.
He wore eyeglusses and appeared to
be about five and forty years of age.
His hair as well as his mustache were
ailt gray. He was remarkably hand-
gome. As he passed near the inn he
hesitated, ns if asking himself whether
or no he should enter {t. gave a glance
toward us, took a few whiffs at his
pipe and then resumed his walk at the
snme nonchalant pace,

Rouletabille and 1 looked at our host.
His flashing eyes, his clinched hands,
his trembling lips, told us of his tu-
multuous feelings.

“fle has done well not to come In
here todny ! he hissed.

“Who 18 that man?' asked Rouleta-
bille, returning to bls omelette.

“The Green Man," growled the Inn-
keeper, “Don’t you know him? Then
all the better for you., He 18 not an
nequalntance to make, Well, he Is M.
Rtangerson's forest keeper.”

“You don't appear to like him very

¥ auked the reporter, pouring
his omelet into the frying pan.

“Nobody likes him, monsieur, He's
an upstart, who must once have had a
fortune of his own, and he forgives
nobody because in order to live he
has been compelled to becole a serv-
ant. A keeper is us much a servaut

as any other, fsn't he? Upon my |
word, one would say that he Is the
master of the Glundler and that all
the land and woods belong to him.

He'll pot let a poor crealure eat n
morsel of brend on the grass—his
grass!"”

“Does he often come here?”

“Too often. But I've made him uu-!
derstand that his face doesn't please |
me, and for a month past he hasn't
been here. The Donjon lnn has never
existed for him! He hasn't had time-»
been too much engaged in paying
court to the lundlady of the Thre
Lilies at Saint Michel. A bad fellow.
There Isn't an bonest man who can
bear him. Why, the conclerges of the
chateau would turn thelr eyea awny
frow a4 picture of him!"”

“The conclerges of the chatenu are
honest people then?"

“Yes, they are, as true a8 my name's
Mathlen, monsieur, [ belleve them to
be honest."

“Yet they've been arrested?

“What does that prove? But Idon't
want to mix myself up In other peo-

| ple's affairs.”

“And what do you think of the af-
falr?"

“Of the attanek on poor Mile. Stanger-
son? A good girl, Much loved every-
where In the country., That's what 1
think of ft—and many things besldes,
But that's nobody's business."

“Not even mine?" Insisted Rouleta-
bille,

The Innkeeper looked at him side-
wuys and sald grufily

“Not even yours,"

The omelet ready, we sat down ab|
table and were sllently eating when |
the door was pushed open and an old
woman, dressed In rags, leaning on «
stick, her heand doddering, her white
halr hanging loosely over her wrln-
kled forehead, appeared on the thres-
hold.

“Ah, there you are,
noux! It's long slnce we saw you
last,” sald our host,

“1 have been very 1, very nearly
dying," sald the old woman. “If ever

Mother Ange-

" you should bave any scraps for the

Bete du Bon Dley"—

And she entered, followed by a eat
larger than aoy 1 had ever believed
could exist. The bLeast looked at us
and gave =0 hopeless a mian that I
shuddered. 1 had never heard so
lugubrigus a cry,

As If drawn by the cat's ery a man
followed the old woman In. It was
the Green Man. He saluted by rals-
ing his hand to his eap and sented
himself at o table near to ours,

“A glass of cider, Daddy Mathieun,”
be sald,

As the Green Muan entered Daddy
Mathlen bad started violently, but vis-
{bly mastering himself he sald:

“I've pnot mote clder. 1 served the
Inst bottles to these gentlemen,”

“Then give me a glass of white
wine,” sald the Green Man without
showing the least surprlse,

" ous,

“T've no more white wine—no more
anything,” sald Daddy Mathlea sarlily,

“How s Mme. Mathlen?"

“Quite well, thank you."

So the young woman with the large, |
tender eyes whom we had just seen

| was the wife of thls repugnant aud

brutnl rustic, whose jealousy seemed
to emphasize hils physleal ngliness,
Rlamming the door behind him, the

innkeeper left the room. Maother 4n-
genoux was still standing, leaning on
her stick, the cat nt her feot.

“Yon've been [, Mother Angenoux?
Is thnt why we have not scen you for
the lust week?" asked the Green Man,

“Yes M. Keeper, 1 have bheen alile to
gel up but three times to go to pray to
Bt. Genevieve, our good patroness, and
the rest of the time 1 lnve bheen lylng
on my bed. There wis no one 1o care
for me but the Bete du Bon Diea!”

“ild she not leave you'?"

“Nelther iy day nor by night.,”

“Are you sure of tlhat?"

“As 1 am of purndise,”™

“Then how was 1t, Mme., Angenoux,
that all through the night of the mur
der nothing but the cry of the Bete do
Bon IMen was heard 7

Mother Angenous plauted herself In
front of the forest keeper and struck
the floor with her stiek.

“1 don't know anythilng about It"
ghe said. "“Buot shall 1 tell you some
thing? There nre no two ents in the
world that ery ke that, Well, on the
night of the murder I also heard the
cry of the Bete du Bon Dieu outside
and yet she was on my Koces and did
not mew once, I swear, [ erossed my
self when [ heard that, as 1f 1 had
heard the devil."”

1 looked at the keeper when
put the lnst questlon, and I am muoch
mistuken If 1 did not detect nn evil
smille an his lips. At that moment the
nolse of loud quarreling reanched us
We oven thonght we heard a dull
gound of Llows, as If some one wis
belng beaten, The Green Man quickly
rose and hurried to the door by
glde of the fireplace, hnt It wns opened
by the landlord, who appearcd and
gald to the keepor:

“Don't alarm yourself. monglenr, It)
I8 my wife, She has the toothache™ |
And he langhed, “Here, Mother Ange
noux: here are some seraps for your
ent”

e held out o packet to the old wo-
man, who took It engerly and went
out of the door, closely followed by
hor ent

he

e

“Then you won't serve me?" asked
the Green Man,
Daddy Mathleu's face was plneld

and no longer retalned s ex
of hatred.

pression

“I've pothing for yen--nothing
you, Tiake ¥y urself o,

The Green Muon quictly reefilled his |
plpe, Ut i1, bowed (o us and went out
No sooner was he over the throedleld |
than Dunddy Mathlen  =lagoa i the

door after Wlm, and. turniug t
with eyea hloodih

Il‘r“I
t uud [rulbhiug

for| "

at the month, he hissed to us, ﬁlmlihlp
his clinched fist at the door he lnulj
Just shut oo the wmnn he evidently
hated:

*1 don't know who you nre who tell
me “We shall have to ent red meut |
now," bot If It will Interest you to
lanow ij—that man Is the murderer!”

With “which words Daddy Mathleu |
Immedintely left us,  Rouletabille 1'1.--i

turted townrd the fireplace and sald:
“Now we'll grill our steak. HHow do
you ke the cider? I's a Hitle tart, |
but 1 Hke It
We gnw no more of Doddy Mathleu
that day, und absolute sllence reigned
In the lnon when we left It after plue-
ing O franca on the table In payment
for our feast,
Rowletubille at
three mille walk around
Stungerson’s estnte, He
sowme ten mioutes ot the
tarrow rond Llack with soot pesr to
gome charcoal burners’ huts In the
forest of St Genevieve, which touches
oo the rond from Eploay to Cor
bell, to tell mwe that the murderer
Ll certaluly passed that woy lu'fure|
eutering sronnds and concenling
kimsell In the little clump of trees,
*You don't think, then, that the |
keeper knows suything of it?" I asked,
CWe sholl see thut later,' bhe replled,
“Fop the present 'm not interestod o |
what the lindlord sold about the e,

off on n
I'rofessor
halted for |
corner of u |

onve  Het

L

|
|
|

The Inpdlord bites bim, 1 dido't 1 ie
you to breakfast at the Donjon Inn
for the suke of the Green Man," |

Then Houletabllle, with great pre-
cuuthon, gllided, followed by me, Il)-‘
ward the Hitle bullding which, stand- |
Ing near the purk gate, served for the
home of the conclerges who had been |
arvesied Hhat morning, With the skill |
of st perobat e got Into the lodge by |
b uper whindow whileh had Dbeen 1--“!
upett aud returned ten mlnutes liter, |
[l sald only “AL!™ o word which in
his mouth sigultied maoy thlngs. l

We were about to take the road lead. |
Iy to the elinteau whien a considernhble |

stie ot the pork gote ptiracted our st
tettlon. A enrrlnge bad arrlved, and

gorne peanle bnd come from the cho-
tenu to meet [t Itouletnbille poluted
out to me n gentleman who l]l'ﬂi‘.'{'ll!ll.‘d'
from I

“That's the chlef of the Paris po- |
Hee™ he nald, “Now we shall see |
whnt Frederle Lorsan has up his

dleeve and whether he 1s so much clev: |
erer thnn auybody else”

The carrluge of the ehief was follow. |
od Ly three other vehlcles contalnlng
reporters, who were also deslrous of
caterlng the parle. But two gendiarmoes |
me] at the gote had evidently
recelved orders to refuse admisslon to
nybody. The ohlef of pollee ealmed
thelr hmpatience by undertaking to
furnish to the pross that evenlng all
the Inforiantion he could give that |
would uot Interfere with the judlelal
!T.l]'ni“'j i |
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| Burnnugh
s Samples free,

Information Conzerning Elghth Grade
Final Examinations,
I. Dutes:
Three examinations annually, Each
county superintendent to #soject
months for his county.

() January 21-22, 1009,
(b) May 13.14, 1909,
) June 10-11, 1008,
(d) September 2-3, 1009,

2. Program:

(a) Thursdays—Arithmetle,
Ing, History, and Civil
mont,

(b) Fridays — Grammar, Physlo
ogy, Geography, and Spelling

3. Sources of Questions:

(n) Clvll Government
States Constitution,

(b) Geography State |
of Study: Redway and Hi,
Natural School Geography,

(¢) History—ILlst of toples
History Out'ine in State ¢
of Study anid Currenl Eve

(d) Language—DbDuehle
ingllsh  Grammar,
ming,

(e} Reading The 10
g nid to the Comty 3 e
et

Wwrit
Govern

he ap lleoants o
in reading, which shai b
L such superintendent a4

plicant s s an ing on The

£y Speling — Ul hiy
from Hed's ord lensn
Lwenly p ren o
I Lanin
T | b4 14
poalley n ro
i SR e
Leimce
Sut TR
The fira. B 1 rude o
o for the year 1000 will

lunuary 21-2

Teachers pre a l p classes
sambaatho , wi| o repo)!
flte the nambe Y npplic
least thirty days before abos
essectlfully,
I . CONL
1. of Beh

Reason Enthroned.

Because meats are. 80 tasty they
are consumed In great excoss, This
leady to stomach troubles, bilious
ness and constipation, Revise yo
diet, let renson and not a pampoered
appetite control, then take a few
doses of Chamberlaln's Stomach and

| Liwer Tableits and you wlill soon be

ngain,
&

wull Trey It. For sale at

Mayfleld's drug store.




