THE TATTLE-TALE,

She Got a Chance to Turn the
Title on Her Accuser.

By TEMPLE BAILEY.

|opyricht, I8, by Assoclated Literary
Preas.)

[*atricia and the professor were the
fast Lo lenve the breakfast table

“Bo Muary Morrls and Willlston are
vugiged,”  the remarked
“lgveryinady Is talking about §t.*

Putricla looked up ut hlin, startied.

“Why, It's a secret!™

The professor shrugged his shoul
doers. “Nothing Is a secret when it is
once told, apd the pews came (rom
our landlady. ™

“Mrs. Murdoch? Why, 1 told Mrs.
Murdoch,” Putricla confessed.  “She
anked. me such direct questions that 1
couldn’t easily evade, but 1 npever
dregmed she would tell”

“And Mary Morris pever dreamed
that you would tell” the professor re-
wurked.  “That's the way all gossip
|||-gll'hi >

“Prhink,” safd Patricls, Gaming, “that
you are very unpleasant to eall it gos-
=ip"

“Do you know the name we have for
Hitle girls whe talk too much? he
usked her gravely.

She shovk her head

“Tottle-tale.” be told her.

O she funge out, “how rude you

rofessor

ara!™ Then her Hp quivered. “You are |

horvid to mnke wme so uncomfortable!™

When Patrlcin’s lip quivered it was
thne for o mere man (o lny down his
weapons, and the professor was he

gluning  burriedly, I didn't mean,”
when Mary Morrle appeared at the
tloor

“Oh, Putricin,” she reproached, “did
vou tell Mrs, Murdoch ™"

“Yes," Patriclu admitted, 1 did, but
1 didut think she wonld repeat ft,
Mary.”

“Aud I didn't think you would,”
Mary  condemuied "1 thought  yon
oomld keep o secret, Pateicia

*Oh, Mary!” Patricla’s tone was dls-
tressed

“1 thought 1 could trust yon, Patri-
e And nway she went, and Pa-
tricly delivered o passionate opinion to
thie professar

“Nohntly gseems to think that I should
have had to Ue to evade Mrs Mur-

“TATTLE-TALE]' 1EASED AND RAN

HHE
FROM HIM, LAUGHING.

docli's questions. She just wormed It

out of me, and | can't evade ke some |

peaple,”

The professor vose and cuoie uround
to her. “You kuew 1 wouldn't burt
vou for the world.”

“But yeu have hurt me' Patricia
oblied, and 1 wish you'd go away, 1
don't want to speak to you aoy more—
to yon or to Mary Morris or—any-
body!™

Then she fled from the diniog room,
and the professor had to take hig pun-
jshinent, for Patriein refused to make
up.  She did not stay for the after
breakfust chat that bad become so
much to the professor.  And after din-
ner she shut berself 1n her room and
could not be coaxed down to sing the
lrish melodies that had been the de-
Hght of the hoarders.

“It's ton had,” the professor sald In
a worrho * to Mary Morris.

“Yes," ooy ugreed, “but T can't do
auytliing with her. 1 went to her with
tears In my eves and begged pardon,
but she sald that yon and 1 were just
alike: that we bad judged her—and she
would ubide by our judgment.”

“Poor lttle Pat!” said the professor,
tenderly.

He didn't like to say how much he
missed her, the Nitle friend whom he
Lag come to know in the big boarding
hoase.

Oun  Saturday he sent her some
flowers—pansies tied with pale purple

ribbon, with a little eard, “For
thonghte”  And Patricia bad sent him
8 perfanetory dittle note of thanks

and hed not worn the pansies, How
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Pen No. 1.—Headed by Major 11,

been shown three times and won three prizes; l1st at
Caldwell, Idaho; 2nd at Boise,

The Fruit Grower, monthly
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Hatching
Utility Stock combined in one

a fine two year old cock that has

. Idaho; 8rd at Dallas,
are eight exceptionally fine vear-

ling hens that have averaged 20 eggs each per month
EGGS from this pen $1.50 forl §.

Pen No. 2. —Headed by a Cockerel, of fine shape and size, and ex-

ceptional color, a deep cherry red, and red clear to the|
Mated to him are ten fine large pullets of my |
own raising. Some of my best layers are in this pen. |
EGGS from this pen. $1.00 for IS.

Call and we will be glad to show you our stock.

L. C. HOOVER

Monmouth, Oregon
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could he know that she had slept with
them against her cheek and had press-
el two purple ones in her Testament?

It was all very unplensant and un-
happy, and it mizht have lasted long-
er If it had not been for Mrs. Mur-
doch.

The blg landlady told one day a bit
of seandal. It related to the hus-
band of a meek liftle woman who al-
ways appeaied at the breakfast table
in a red tea gown,

Mrs, Murdoch, having breathed her
precions hit of news iInto the ears of
a half dozen soinsters, -rejoieed In the
finrry of exciting comment. And ex-
citement lent to her chieeks when she
came i to the Sunday dinner a red-
ness that was Increasiad by the warith
ufl the day.

Tuls Sunday mweinl was a dinoer to
confure with,  The bowrders ate and
pradsed, and Mreso Muvdocl was just
III.?II.IIII!_L{ back in ber chair when the
husbund of (be ludy who wore the red
ten gowu burst ypon Lhe scone

| He went stralght up to Mrs, Mur
dowch wnd thundered, “What have youn
been suying about weto wy wife?”

Mrs  Murdoch (urned  pale,
before bad her sins of gossip been
brought howme 1o her. “Nothing,” she
st mitnered

“You bave told enough to make her
unhappy, 1o make her aecuse me—me
What righ! Lad you?”

Mrs Murdoelh took refuge In the ex-
cuse of the weak., “Well, 1 was told"—

“Who told yeu?" His black eyes
swent the board

The eyes of the slx spipsters met his
|serenely. Not from them had come the
| first telling of the tale.

Bur Patrlels fushed, as the fnnocent
will at times whh_the memory of for-
mer 8ing upon them, The flush caught
Mr=. Murdoch's desperate cye

“It seems to me that 1 heard it from
Miss Patricla,” she murmured.
| “Ou" Patrleln gasped, bot bhefore
lg[m could say more the professor was
| on his feel

Nevel

|1 think you wmust tuke that back.
Mr< Muprdoch” Ilis voice was stern.

“Miss I'ntricia is incapable of such a |

thing. T think every oue here will
agres to that.”

“Well," AMrs Murdoch evaded, “vou
know she told me about Muary Morris'
engugement.”

“Hecanse you wormed it out of her,
and she wis too truthful to be able to
evade”—the professor's tones cut ke
steel—-"and T nm sure that if this gen-
tleman will vestizate the storles he

has heard he will find that your source |
the

lof informatlon wis ontside of
honse, hut that within the tale has
been spread by yon, and you alone

“And pow,” he proceeded, “1 wonld
suggest that you apologize to Miss
| Patricia at once or | shall feel com-
pelled to give yon notice, aud | am
sure that others will follow  One ean-
pot afford to live where one [s lkely
to be held up in this way."

Mrs. Murdoch's eyes glanced warlly
about the table. saw that popular
oplnlon was with the professor and
surrendered.

“Oh, of course.” she rald, “]1 was
mistaken. It waso't Miss Patricia

“Thank yon,” the professor said
gravely, “and now, as we have only
our coffee to forege, I would suggest
that your boarders withdruw while
you satisfy this gentleman as to the
source of your Informntion.”

He stalked out at the head of a long
Hne, conslsting of Mary Morris and
Williston and the six spinsters and,

at the very eud, Patricia

wiag o lttle hulbibub of comment and
of laughter, under cover of which the
professor sald to Patricia, “I'd have
knocked her down If she bhad been a
| man.”

Patricia’s eyes were shining. “Oh”
she suld, “how goosd vou were to de-
fend me hefore all those people!™

“It wasn't entirely  unselfish” the
professor admitted 1 hoped T might
win forgiveness.'
| And Patricla accorded i, and they
| went for o walk together in the beanty
of fhe autumn twitight. and when
ithoy came back they were engaged.

“1 am going to tell everyhidy,” the
| professor declarned

Putricin’s exyes Gushed their delight,
hut her lips were nimtinous
“Pattle-tale!” she teaged and ran from
him. laughiug, to the sheiter of her
| roum

An Impostor.
“Mebbe you'l (ke to put a plece

about we in yer paper.” quavered the |
[old man. hobbllug up to the elty edl- |

| tor's desk

“Whit have vou done?* demanded
the arbiter of pubiliciiy's desting.,

sNothin® wuch, tut 1 was a hundred
yeurs ol yesterday.”

“A hundred, e But can you walk
without o stick and read flne print
without glasses?"

“Nenot

“Yon are an lnpostor!™

The old mun bhroke down and con-
fessed Le wns only nloety-seven,—
Clevelund Leader

His Luck.

Tom—1 wish that 1
good luck.  Dick- 8o he's generally
eky®  Toni- Lucky! If he walked
out of the window In his sleep at dead
of nlght there would be another man
going by below carrying a feather bed.

had Alfred’s

The Harder Task.

“My ambition is to write a bistory
of the world. There 18 no task more
ditenlt, 1 imagine”

“Oh, | don't know, My ambition is
to coneoct 0 new anecdote'—\Wash-
ington Herald.

Professional Cards

Laura Price, M. D.

Office over Postoffice
Bell Phone
Cifice 193 Res. 194

L. L. Hewitt, M. D.

Independence, Oregon
Office in Cooper Building

Oftice honrs: 9 to 12 a. m. and

2 to 6 p. m. Both Phones.

Dr. J. O. Matthis
Physician and Surgeon

Office in Postoffice Building

| Calls answered promptly
both day and night.

| Both Phones.
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When they reached the hall there

Want a Small Farm?

Everybody does. Out at Walnut Acres
there are Several acres that when the expert
walnut man was there, though not the very
best for walnut—of course vou know that
walnut have to have a particular ground in
a number of ways. This land is a deep,
black soil—there is nothing better in Polk
County for hay, grain and vegetables. This
land we are offering on a little payment each
month and only 4 per cent interest. For
special prices and terms write,

SMITH, WAGONER CO.

311--312 Lewis Bldg.
Portland, Oregon

SPECIAL AGENTS
HICKS Real Estate Co,
GROVE A. PETERSON,
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W. A. TUCKER

Real Estate

Fruit
Poultry
Dairy
Farms

Grain
Pasture
Timber
Lands

Monmouth, Oregon

W. W. Newman

General Blacksmith
and Horse shoer

Cold Process tire setting
a specialty

Wood work and Wagon
Repairing

City Meat Market

Highest Cash Price Paid for Veal,
Pork and Mutton. Once a cus-
tomer, always a customer. Sat-
isfaction guaranteed.

HIGHEST CASH PRICE Paid for All Kinds of HIDES

A. D. ELDER, Proprietor
Monmouth, Oregon




