O the ears of the three men sit-
ting lo the great, thoe dulled
room cume the space softensl
strains of fife and drum. They

eame even as Father O'Mara was pro-
testing the safety of the woods,
De Valette sald:

“Hear them! The woods nor any-
where I8 sufe with these cursed Amer-
feans about. The village Is full of
them today—bnckwoodsmen, ruflians—-

o

all manner of cunuille!)
Iu response to uuspoken luterrogn-

tlon from Ruoul de Valotte, Futhoer
O'Mara explained.

*They're recrulting a company In
the village and herenbouts,” he sild, |

second war of
They march to-

“for this everlasting
thelrs with Epgland.
night."

“They make ready, then” querled
Raoul, “for the great battle down the
river under their chlef, eh—how do
they eall that name of a burbarian?—
Andrew Jackson? IEh, but they are
horribly afrald, these Americons!
They are hiding behind bags of aand

down there above New Orleans, The
English will annihilate them. Observe
the Impudence of that vile musie. To-

morrow it will be the squeak of a
mouse. Ha, how they will run! These
Americans,” bhe declured, with an alr
of fnallty, “are beasts."”

Father O'Mara protested:

“Ah, but we must not be bitter, not
even townrd Americnns.”

“It Is a virtue to hate them," de-
clared Raoul. “Heaven loves us for
lt"

“Heaven bhated os when that traltor
Bonapurte sold this beautiful  new
Franve them.” De Valette, who
spoke,  spolke  with  deep  bitterness,
“Now they descend upon us In hordes
—pepsants, low born men, rascals who
work with sheir own hands."”

Raoul sald Mghtly:

“It 18 n curse that will pnss, These
Americans are cuunlng, but not Intel
lgent. Intelligence I8 a monopoly of
gentlemen, and the good God knows
that the Americnns are not gentlemen
They cannot endure. They move too
fust. The English will drive them our
for us Imitnte e, my cousin, and
desplne the Yaukees lightly.”

“Your parish lins not known the In

ki

vaslon like mine,” asserted De Valeite

darkly. “You have not geen every-
thing you bave melt away before thig
curse of Yankee locusts, Before the
Awerleans came my acres stretehed
balfway to the river, 'The overseers
stole, but what of that? There was
plenty there,
eans, a thrice ncenrsed family of Yan-

kees, who took up land from wy bound- |

Ll

overseers did not stesl
They were their own
ey couuted thelr' pence
tradesien They made
cane gruw where wmy
one. They undersold

Thut

‘my erop. What could 1 do?
‘.J‘:Iﬂ righ, and 1 grew poor

sF2

_They bogun to buy. I bud w well
- Acre re they have absorbed wy
) - it vp, And wow what
ave I Joft of all Vatette? This house

the chapel yonder-tbat js ull

Then came the Amerls |

I

You say these Amerlcans will pass,
Itaoul? What, when one famlly alone
has taken wil this from me® And even
that 18 not enough for them, Yester-
day | heard thut thls vulture—this
Yankee, Roderick Steele—hns taken a

faney to my poor mansion itself and
intends to purchase It, Let him dare
to mnke the offer.”

The .uqn.--n'l of (ife and the mutter of
drum bond come yet louder, Raoul
roge o his feet,

“Hark!" cried.  *“*That dirty ea-
gle of thelrs, dues he come to crow

1T

. .|l'l|'1-|I|H-I|]! "

NR i
gl

i 2
&y e 1

*I!

“CHARITY POB THE WOUNDED, EHP"

llke a rooster on your very threshold,
my cousin?"

“Ile¢ bus Insolence enough” sald De
Valette grimly.

Of # sudden cama from outside the
sound of n wonun's volee In song—a
wsong thot muatehed in melody the alr
of ffe and drum and thaf gave It
words ns well; came with it the sound
of dancing feet and the elinking of
tambourine. .
| *What's this?" ¢rled Fathar O'Mara.
| He rose to his feet and went to the
door. throwing It open. As be did so
there dushed into the room a woman.
| Ltnghitie, head held bigh, she pl-
rouetted  neross the floor, finlshing
song wnd danee together, and, with a
flourish of the tambourine, she stood
gnzing o wocking merriment upon the
| three moen.

A strange, wild, dark woman she
was, with full, thsolent red Hps, great
| biack eyes and figure graceful and
glnuous and lithe. A colored hundker-
ehlef wous wound turbanwise around
the loose musses of bher bluck hair
Bhe ware n shkirt of vivid red, and her
rounded arms were bare to the elbow,
Large gold éar ornaments she had, and
many rings upon ber fingers, and her

ghoes were dust Inden,
| At De Valette she looked and at the

priest.  But upon Raoul she looked
lopger. He tarped a Uttle, _'Sha
Inughid. i

“Who are you?' demanded De Va-
| lette coldly.

“Men enll me L'Acadienne—and oth-
Lor things," ahe sald. Bhe looked agaln
ut Lagul, and again she laughed. She
went ont: “Ebh, then, mesSleurs! A Ilt-
' tle silver to earry on the war? Chard-
ty for the wonnded, eh¥

O'Mara asked guicklys:

“What are yow doing here, my girl?"

“Me?" ste asked, “I'm a wanderer,
M'sfeur L'Abbe. Today I find your vil
luge and some soldiers.
themw, Shall | dance for you, messieurs 1"
Her dark eyes few to Raoul. Bhe
snld, with mocking laugh: “Here Is
oue who would like it. No? Hls face
Is 80 kind" She turped to him de-
Hberately,  “8hall 1 dance for you,
m'sleury”*

He answered guickly:

“Nol"
| Came from outside a hall,
lette turned,
| “Do they summon me? be demand-
ed. He started swiftly toward the
door, But ere he could reach it there
I hod walked fnto the room a tall man of
| bone and blood and sinew, clad In the
dress of a woodsman, A powderhorn
was slung over his shoulder, and he
carrled In his hand a long barreled
rifle. At his heels there followed a
| shrinking youth of twenty—a youth
! with n great shock of straw colored
[ hnir and scared eyes, who carried
| awkwardly a gun that reached from
|_fm.-l to neck,
| The first of the two with long
¢ Btrides ndvanced to the center of the
| room, surveying coolly those thereln.

{ “I'm Wolt!" he erfed. His volce
| wias deep aud resonant, his manner
;the- loose, independent swagger of
those who fear uot and are feared.
“I'm Wolf." be repeated. *“1 nt re
crults—volunteers to serve in General
Jackson's army,  Who'll strike one
blow for liberty? Who'll joln Wolf'a
| sharpshootera? 'l promisie you fght-
Ing enough within twenty-four hours.”

De Valette turged upon him coldly,
haughtily.

“Boouer, sir® he sald grimly, “if 1
bad any dugs left in the keonels of
Valette”

“So. bo!" cried Wolf, unperturbed.
“Frenchies, are yon? No one heére to
come and help us ek the Britsh?
He Indiented the shriuking youth at
his heels. “Here's a young recruit
that I wanted fo show some patriots
sm to. Bur If that's the way it "—
‘He turned to his follower. *'Bout
face, Crawley!®™ he commanded.
“Showlder arms!  Can't force a man to

Da Va-

1 dance for |

N

volunteer. No pafriots here, so0 off
with yon. Forward! March!"
As they passed out the door he

turned. To De Valette he sald:

“Dou't rile the Ameérican eagle,
French. It's got a sting In its tafl.”
| De Valette watched them go, and
| when they had passed beyond his vi-
Blon he turned to L'Acadienne,

“All of you,” he sald coldly. “There's
nothing for you here."

The woman tossed her bhead. Her
lips corved In mocking smile. Across
| the room she went and even to the
doorway.« Yer she did not go through.

De Valetre, eyes from her, thinking
she hind gone, turned fo Raoul and the
priest,

“Iaugh! Canallle!™ he exclalmed In
disgust. “Let us joln my sister, gen-
tlemen."

He left the room. Father O'Mara
followed. But Raoul de Valette re
mitloed behind

He turned to face the woman In the
doorway. The expression of mockery
—the light, scornful mirth—had gone
from her face now. She looked anx-
lous, slmos: haggard. He rounded on
her angrily.

“You come here?" he cried.

Again she was smillog—smiling
mockingly. Bhe sald:

“Eh, so! You are not hard to follow,
M'sleur Raoul de Valette. You ride
your bay horse with the one white
foot all the way from your plantation.
When | meet people | ask, ‘You have
seen a bay horse with one white foot
and a very ugly little gentleman who
rides him? Everybody then say, ‘Yes;
| be went yonder! 8o I come to Va-

'lette. Oh, so easy! 8he laughed
!ngnm. the while looking at him curl-
| ously. At length she went on, “You

| thivk you could hide when you went
from me®*

He replied:

“1 did vot try. Why should 17

“Because you would be afrald to
have me find out you ride here to
murry your cousin, Mlle. Valette.,"

“Why,” he querled composedly,
“should 1 be afraid of you knowing
that?"

Agaln her mood changed; she asked,
almost tremulously:

“You don't care if I
Raoul 7

“No," he replled

know that,

coolly. “1 wans fool-
{8h not to tell you
before 1 left” -

A little ery left
ber lUps; she sank
to the floor at his
feet.

“Then it 1s truel”
she cried plaintive.
Iy. “Ah, he 18 go-
Ing to get marrl')
They told me so!
But | wouldn’t be-
lHeve It.”

He, looking down
on her, cried sharp-
Iy:

*Don’t do that!™

Bhe asked:

“Haven't 1 been

kind to you?"
“¥You poN't cAnE  “You'll make

Ir 1 KNC.H" THAT, yﬂ“ﬂﬂlf ridiculous.
RAOULY Worse than that
you'll make me ridiculous.”

“Haven't | loved you better than 1
have loved any onef"

He stooped, trying to lift her to her
feet.

“You must get up,” hé commanded.

She selzed his arm, elinging to It

“Raoul!™ she cried. “Raoul! You
ean't drive me away! For three years
I have not look® at any one but you!
And you—you have love' me! You
cannot say you did not! You wiil not
find any one to love you like me!"
Buddenly she thrust bhim from her
fercely.
away to marry a baby! Ha! | see
her come (nto that garden outside
there; 1 look at her well, A ittle
white fool. You would go mad with
such a child—a baby for a wife!"

“Do not speak of Mlle, de Vulette”
he comnmanded harshly.

Her durk eyes glenmed; she laughed
bitterly.

“Me—] am a bad woman. eh#" she
cried. I must not even speak of
m'sleur’s household—of his ladyl"

“Bllence!" He advanced a step, She
did not move,

“Bol" she sald. “You think that ls
the way to talk to me? You are mis-
taken, my friend.”

He sald more mildly lu half com-

elllatiop:
“Come! You understand I'm to be
martied. T've fnisbed with all this

You'll gain nothing bere,”

“Raoul, don't speak to me lka that!™
she crled plendingly. “Won't you
come back with me?

He laughed.

“Ab" she sald brokenly, “you laugh
at that! No, mo! Think about me
::lg‘ one minute, Raoul, What 1

“Nothlng. Just go away."

Bhe repeated It after him slowly.
tensely.

“Yes" be sald, “and quickly” He
grosped her arm., “As | told you, you
will make us both ridiculons . Now,
off with you. ltke a good girl. My
overseer shall bring you a little pres
ent when | come buck.™
"It Is only you I want, Raoal™

"Bt:n now. You'll be home tomor
row.

Sbe looked up beseechingly,

“You want to throw me.

“If I go now to please you." she sald,
“some day maybe you come back to
me? You'll ler mie belleve that, Haoul¥"

“Belleve anyrhing you lke,” he an-
swered Impatiently, “so that yon go."

She turned a little, She suld pit
eously:

“1 make myself obey you. 1 am go-
Ing, Youn see bhow good | am? You
see how | obey ¥

Slowly she turned. Slowly she
crossed the room. At the door she
turned,

“Goodby.” she anld.
Httle while."!

“Goodby for a
And she was goune,

{T0 BE CONTINUED.]

Ancient Doctors of Tibet,

The physiclnns of Tibet 1000 years
ago employed the snme means of ding.
nosing the condition of a sick person
a8 the physicluns of the present day—
they felt the patlent’s pulse, looked
at hls tongue, ele, Among the “reme-
dies” whlch they recommended were
not ouly vegeturion dlet, bLaths, com-
presses. but also missnge aud cupping,
What Is more remurkuable |s thut phy-
slelans who did vot keep their instrn-
ments quite clenn were severely pun-
Ished. The aocient Tibetans were o
this respect extremely modern. The
old Tibetan medicine book prescribes
thant healthy persons shonld “lead an
orderly. seosible mauver of |ife.'—
Chicago Record-Herald.

An Invisible Item.

“Have you yonr expense acconunt?”
asked the junior member of the (irm

“NG'" answered the comwercial trav-
eler. "My expense account is In my
new overcoatr.”

"T'uat relleves my mind. My part
ner was trying to figure whether your
uew  overcont wasn't somewhere In
your expeusre account. —Washington
Star,

Why Teacher Wailed,

“You Loy over o the corner)”

Thus the brutal exuminer to the most
aervous looklug pupil in the cluss.

The boy over in the corner sbot up
Hke 4 bolt

“Answer this,” continued the efhm.
Iner. “Do we eat the tesh of the
whitle¥"

“Y-y.yes, sir," faltered the scholar,

*And whar,” pursued the expmiver,
“do we do with the bones?"

“P-please, sirv,” responded the neryv-
ous one, with chattering teeth, “we
I-leave 'emn on the s-s-sides of our
p-plates.”- London Answers,

Mrs, B. J Formaythe and daughter
Iréne came home Friday afternoon
from La Grande, Mrs, Forsythe had
her right ankle badly sbrained and
he ligaments in her feot torn I o
fall o stepping from a high walk
when  returning from Presbyterial
Fuesday night In La Grande,
wlll be several weaks before she will
be able to walk without assistance,
and her foot causes her much pain.

The White

L2

o
.

If you want a high grade sewing
machine which is a

WORLD’S' STANDARD

QF EXCELLENGE
BUY A WHITE

The machine is upsurpassed for
simplieity, durability and the char
acter of the work it will do. It I8
made In two styles, the Vibrator
Shitile and the Improved Rotary
Shutile, The lsttter maching sews
either. & lock or a chain stitch
There are a number of styles to
choose from and the wood work is

‘Fred S. Ashley

Bt S

handles the WHITE MACHINE I

Novelized by PORTER EMERSON BROWNE From the Play of
the Same Name by Booth Tarkington and Harry Leon Wilson
COPYRIGHT, 1910, BY AMERICAN PRESS ASSOCIATION

HAD FEW ATTRACTIONS.

The Post of Private Tutor In New York
In 1788,

When a young Englishman named
John Davis landed in New York in
1708 1t was lbis Intention to become the
urchitect of his own fortune by getting
into some fainlly as a private tutor,
This schome he confided to Mr. Carl-
tat, a bookseller, ounly to be discour-
aged. *“Alus,” runs the geotleman's
stutement in a page of Mr. Davis' book,
entitled “Travels of Four and 4 Half
Years In the United States of Ameri:
cqa,” “the lnbor of Sigyphus is not egual
to that of 4 private tutor in Ameriea!”

“Let me examine you a little,” sald
the bookseller *Do youn write a good
hand and understand all the intricacies
of ealealatlon

.l'\‘u‘!l

“Then you will not do for a private
tutor, It Is not your Latln and Greek,
but your handwriting and ciphering,
that will decide your character. Pen-
manshlp and the fligures of arithmetie
will recommend you more than logle
and the figures of rhetoric. Can you
passively submit to be called sehool-
muster by the children and ‘cool massa’
by the negroes?"

“Nl_},"

“Then you will not do for a private
tutor. Can you comply with the hu-
mility of giving only one rap at the
door that the family may distinguish
thit It Is the private tutor, and can you
wait half an hour with good humor on
the steps till the footman or house-
muld condescends to open the door?”

“No:"*

“Then you will not do for a private
tutor. Cnn you maintain a profound
sllence In company to denote your In-
feriority, and can you endure to be
helped Inst always at the table—aye,
after the clerk of the counting house?”

“NO

“Then you will not do for a private
tutor.. Cnn you hold your eyes with
your hands sud cry ‘Amen! when
grice Is suld, and ecan you carry the
children's Bibles and prayer books to
chnrel twice every SBunday ?”

“Nl)."

“Than you will not do for a private
tutor. Can you rise with the sun and
teach til breakfast, swallow your
birenkfast and teach dil dinner, devour
your dinner and teach till tea time and
from tea time to bedtime sink Into In-
slgnificance in the parlor?”

“Ntl."

“Then you will not do for a private
tutor. Do you expect good wages?'

“Yes,"

“Then you will never do for a pri-
vile tutor. Nb. sir; the place of pri-
vate tutor is the last I would advise
for you, for, as Pompey when he en-
tered a tyrant’s dominions guoted a
verse from Buripldes that significd his
Hberty was gone, 80 a wan of letters
when he undertakes the tulticny of a
fumily In America may exclalm be has
lost his independence,”

An African Cannibal Race.
One of the queer customs of the

| Banmba race In Africa is cannlballsm
it |

of a purticularly loathsone form, ac-
cording to a writer In the Geograph-
feal Journal, Familles exchange thelr
young children, who are then eaten.
He continues that the Banmba in
many cases file their teeth, but this
prictice Is not quite genernl. They
arg jovinl despite these singular char-
acteristies.  The- Bunyoros, another
tribe, have apn unpleasant custom of
extracting the four lower Inclsors,
which cunges the upper teeth to grow
forward, lmparting to thelr mouths a
most unbecoming rabbitlke appear-
ance, The Bahlma, he says agaln, be-
lleve vaguely in an all powerful diety,

who 18 associnted wmainly with rain.

thunder and other weather phenome-
na. They endeavaor to propltinte va-
rious devils, most of whom are con-
nected with the prevalent diseases, by
ereeting Joss houses In which food and
beer fre pliced, They invariably car-
ry round the neck wooden charms or
smnll goats' horns which bave been
invested with magienl power by the
medicing men and usually wear wire
bracelels and anklets,

Wormy.

Shopkeeper (to small ¢hild. whao has
brought back a recent purchaser—
What's the matter with the cheese.
my dear? Small Child-Dlease, father
#ays when lie wants any balt for fish-

fng he can Jdig 'em ap In our back gar- ||

den.— London King

WOMAN'S HOME COMPANION
FOR APRIL,

As apring comes around agaln, the
Woman's Home Companion 1ifts its
own standard another degree with
its Baster issue. The cover design
by Fauny Y, Cory sirikes a true
April note which is faithfully car-
rled out In the entire magazine, A
full page painting by Balfour Ker,
8 one of Lthe tenderest subjects
ever attempled by this artlst, and
“Old. Time Gardens In the Conmec-
deut Valley™ by Charles BEdward
Hooper, with {llustrations by Her-
mun Pleifer, {s an unusually artistic
feature, “The campaign of Hope,"
the tireless flght against tubercu-
losis, is waged with undiminished en-
thusinam and s swakening people
throughout the country,

“The Empty House,” a story im
two parts by Elzabeth Stuart Phelps,
has ite first enthralling installment
in this number, It is a story for
every woman with a busy, sell-sac-
rificing husband to read, “The
House of Healing' by Juliet Wilbor
Tompklns Is galning new friends
with every chapter, .and short ator-
leg of unusual humor and charm and
power [ill out the Hst of fletiom.

Never was Lhe household so well
taken care of: Margaret Sangster,
Woods Hutchinson, M. D., Kate V.
Salnt-Maur, Doctor Jean Willlams,
all give their best work, “May-Pole
Dances,"” “Wood-Block Printing,” “"A
Perfume Garden, Happiness Chest
Miss Farmer's Reclpes, Evelyn Par-
sons' Summer Embrolderies, Music,
Art—these are just some of the con-
tents of this surprising magazine.
The regular departments, Mliss
Gould’'s blg regular fashion section

‘tand the pages devoted to the young-

er reader, are all betier than ever.

Paid Advertising.

You wouldnt hire an unzkilled
maw to do your work in the orchnrd,
the factory or the store, where skill-
ed work was required, The teacher
should be no less a trained man than
atly other professlan requires; he
handles the most delicate product
of soclety, the Child,  Bupply your
schools with a trained teacher by
votlng Yes for Monmouth, H9b1

J, B, V, BUTLER, Sec, Com,

SUMMER NORMAL.

The annual Bummer 8chool for
Teachers will be held in the High
School bullding al Enterprise, com-
mencing July 6, 1910, and continu-
ing five weeks,

All teachers who are planning to
take the August examinatlon should
attend, us speclal review work will
be glven In all subjects requlred for
county certifica es, Methods of
teaching a speclalty,

It a sufficient number to Justify
anroll a speclal primary teacher will
be employed. Tuitlon for term $10.

Please notify the Instructors of
your intention to attend.

J. C. CONLEY, County Supt,,
HARL H., BRONSON,
Princlpal Wallowa Schools,

87b13 Instructors,

Every Day at
HARRISON'S
CITY MARKET

BEEF, PORK, VEAL
MUTTON
FRESH FISH EVERY DAY
FRESH OYSTERS IN
SEASON
Sausage of all kinds Hams
and Bacon—Sugar Cured,
For Dinner—Corn Beef and Cab-
bage, Wienerwurst and Sauer
Kraut. For Breakfast — Liver
and Bacon. ' For Supper—A Nice
Steak. Mincemeat. Chickensat
any time. Orders delivered in a
o T 2 e Jﬂﬂ“&ﬁ

it will be there in time to
for dinner,

Geo. A. Harrison
River Street

Al C.Carpente_r.

91(1 Postoffice Building.

High Grade Watch Repairer

Manafacturing Jeweler Stoni Setter nd Mvu

-

Enterprise, Oregon




