CHAPTER 1TV,

K blare of the circus band had
been & sore temptation to Man-
dy Jones ull afternoon and
evening. Again and again It

1

bhad dragged her from her work to the |

study window, from which whe could
see the wondera so tantalisingly neat.
Mandy was housekeeper for the Rev.
John Douglas, but the unwashed sup
per dishes did pot trouble bher as she
watched the lumbering elephanta, the
reatlesn llons, the long neeked girafMos
and the striped sebris that came and
wen! in the nearby circus lot. And
yeot, In spite of her own ettriosily, fhe
pould not forgiyve ber vagrant “worse
palf,” Hasty, who bhad been lufed from
duty early in the 4¥y. g’a had once
dubbed him Hasty In adpirit of derl

slon, nod the name had cling to hin,

The sarcasm ssemed doubly sppropri

ate tonight, for he had been away |

since 10 that moming, and It was now
past D

The young pastor for a time had en
joyed Mandy's tirades agninet ber hus
pand, but when she began Calilng
shrilly out of the window to chance
acqualntances for news of hlm he sllp-
ped quietly Into the next ronin to Ou
fah tomorrow's sermon, Mandy repew
od her operations at the windosw with
tnereased vigor when thé pastor had
gone. She was barely suved from
pitehing headforemost into the lot by
the timely arrival of Deacon Strong's
daughter, who managed with difficulty
to connect the excited "woman's feet
with the foor,

“Fobh de Lor' sake!" Mandy gasped
as she stood panting for breath and
plinking at the preity, young, apple
faced Julla. “1 was suah most gone
dat time.” Then followed another out-
burst againat the delinguent Hasty.

But the deacon's danghter did ot
hear. Her eyes were already wander-
ing auxiously to the lights and the tin-
sel of the little world beyond the win-
dow,

This was not the first time today
that Mandy had found hermelf talking
to mpace. There bad been a steady
stream of callers &t the parsonage
since 11 that wmorning, but she had
Jong ago confided to the pastor that
she suspected thelr reasons.

“Dey comes In bere a-trackin’ up my
floors,” she sald, “an' s-askio’ why
you don't stop de circus from a-show-
in' nex' to de church an’ den a-cranin’
dar necks out de winder till I can't
get no housework done.”

“That's only human nature” Doug-
Jas had answered, with a laugh, but
Mandy had declared that sbe knew an-
other name for It and had mumbled
something nbout “hypocritters” as she
selzged her broom and began to sweep
imaginary tracks from io front of the
door,

Many times she hnd made up her
mind to let the next caller know Just
what she thought of *“hypocritters.”
put her determipation was usually
weakened by her still greater deslre to
excite Increased wonder in the faces
of her visitors,

Divided between these two Inclina.
tlons, she gased at Julln now. The
shining eyes of the deacon's daughter
conyuered, and she lnunched forth into
an enger description of how ghe had
just seen a “wonde'ful striped ana-
mule” with a “pow'ful long neck walk
right out of the tent" and how he had
“pome apart afore her very eyes” and
two men had gllpped “right out of his
fnsides.” Mandy was so carrled away
by her own eloquence and so busy
showing Julla the sights beyond the
window that she did not hear Miss
Perking, the thin lipped spinster, who
entered, followed by the Widow Wi
loughby, dragging her seven-year-old
son Willle by the hand.

The women were protesting because
their cholp practice of “What Shall the

| Harvosl BeT TRl Gion Tiervapted Ty
the uurequested accompaniment of the
| “hipoehec cooches” from the nearly cir

| eus band.
“It's seandalous!” Miss Perkins siap
ped,  “Seandalous!  And  sonebody

ought to stop It.” . Bhe glanced aboat
with an unmisinkable alr of grievauoee |
at the closed doors, feellng thut the |
*astor was sndoubledly behlnd obe of |
«hein when be ought to be out taking
action agninst the things that her soul
abominated

< wweil. I'm sure 1've done all ihat |
could,” piped the widow, with o meek
wartyred alr, Hbe was aiways mar
tyred, Bhe considered It an appropri-
| ate sititede for & widow. “He can’t
‘blame me If the cholr s out of key to
morrow .

“Mercy me!" Interrupted the spinster,
“1f there Ian't Julln Sirong aJleaning
right out of that window a:lcoking mi
the cireus, and her pa o deacon of thn!
chnrch, and this the bouse of the pas-|

tor! IU's shocking! ] must gu 10 ber.”
“Mn, let me mew, ton,” begged \\'imu|
as be tugged at his mother's skirts.
Mre. Wiloughby besitated M las
Perking was certaloly taking -a loug
while for ber, argument with Jull
| I'he glow from the red powder outside

the window was pusitively ainrming. |

“Desir me! sbhe sald, 1 wonder if
there can be o fire” And with this
pretext’  for Investigation she, oo
Joined the little group at the window,

A few moments later, when Douglas

entered for o fresh supply of paper,
the backs of the cotmpany were Lo
ward him, He crossed to the study
table without disturbing bis visitors
and smiled to hlmself at thé eager
way In which they were hanging out
of the window,

Donglas was o sturdy young man of
elght and twenty, fraok and boylsh In
manner, confidént and light bearted in
spirit, He had seemed foo young to
the dencons when be was appointed to
thelr chureh, and his keen enjoyment
of outdoor games and other healthful
sports robbed him of a certain dignity
in their eyes. Some of the women of
the congregation bad been Inclined to
slde with the deacons, for it hurt their
vanity that the pastor found so many
other interests when he might have
been sitting In dark, stuffy rooms dis-
cussing theology with them, but Doug-
las had been elther unconsclous of or
indifferent to their resentment and |
bad gone on his way with a cheery nod
and an unconquerable comviotion of|
right that had only left them founder-
ing. He intended to quit the room
now unnoticed, but was unfortunate |
enough to upset a chalr as he turned
from the table. This brought a chorus
of exclamations from the women, who,
chattering, rushed quickly toward him.

“What do you think of my naughty
boy, Willle? wsimpered the widow.
“Hedragged me guite to the window.”

Douglias glanced amusedly first at
the five foot six widow and then at
the helpless red halred urchin by her
side, but he made po comment heyond
offering m chalr to each of the women.

“Our cholr practice had to be entire.
ly discoptinuved,” declared Miss Per-
kize sourly as she accepted the prof-
fered chalr, adjusted her skirts for o
stay nnd glanced defiantly at the par-
gon, who had dutifully seated himself
near the table,

“I am sure I have as true an eéar as
anybody,” whimpered the widow, with
an Injured alr. *But 1 defy any one
to lead ‘What Shall the Harvest Be?
to an accompaniment llke that" She
jerked her hand In the direction of the
window. The band was again playing
the “hoochee coochee.”

“Never mind about the cholr prac-
tice,” muld Douglas, with a smile, “Tt
s =24l not skill, that our congregation
needs (n Its musie. As for that music

out there, It 1s not without its compen-

watiohl, VHY, the mmall boys would
rather bear that band than the Rnes!
chureh organ in the world ™

“And the small boys woull rather
sor [he cireas than o hear you preach
most likely.” snapped Mina Perkins
11 wak adding ineult 1o lujury for bim

toipy 10 cauwalo et

OFf vourse (hey woild, and o wou'd
wotiid Al e growanups B8 eyl wnly
tell 1l truth wbout 14" sald Douglad,
Imughing

“What ™ exclalmed Mise Perkine,

“Why wotY' asked Douglas, 1 am
sure | don't know what they do inside
the tents, but (he parade looked wery
promising.”

“Phe parnde!™ the two women ech
oed in ooe breath. “Did you see the
parade Y

“Yeu, Indeed,” sajd Douglas enthual:
astieally  “But it dida't compare with
the one | maw &t the age of elght.”
He turned his bead to one side and
looked luto space with a reminiseent
smile, The widow's red baired boy
crept close to him

“The Shetland ponles seemed s
swall as mice,” he continued dreamily,
‘the elephants huge as mountains, the
great calliope wafted my soul to the
very skies, and | followed that parsde
right into the clreus lot.”

“Did you seed jnxide de tent?™ Wi
Ile asked eagerly.

“] djdn't have enough mopey for
iuat,” Douglas answersd frankly. He
turned to the small boy and pinehed
his ear. There was ssdl disappoint

n

In the young pastor's arma was a white,
spangled burden of humanity.
ment In the youngster's face, but he
brightened agaln when the parson con-

fessed that he “peeped.”

“A parson peeping!" cried the thin
lpped Miss Perkins

“] was not a pargon (ben,™ corrected
Douglas good naturedly.

“You were golng to be” persisted
the spinster.

“T had to be a boy first in spite of
that fact.”

The sndden appearance of Hasty
proved a diversion. He was looking
very sheepish.

“Hyar  he is, Mars Johm; look at
him!" sald Mandy.

“Hasty, where have you been all
day 7' demanded Douglas severely.

Hasty fumbled With his bat and
sparred for time. “Did yo' say whar's
[ been, sah?"*

“Dat's what he done ast yo'" Mandy
prompted threateningly.

“I bin 'celved, Mars John,"” declared
Hasty solemnly. Mandy snorted in.
eredulously. Douglas walted.

“A gemmen in de circus done tole
me dis mawnin' dat ef | carry wnlel
fo' de el'phants he'll let me In de cir
cus fo' nufin’, an' I make a ‘greement
wid bhim, Mars John, did yo' ebber
seed an el'phant drink?' he asked,
rolling his eyes, John shook his head,

wWell, sah, he jJes' put dat trunk a
his'n Into de pall jes' once an'—swish—
water gone.”

Douglas laughed, and Mandy mut
tered sullenly.

“Well, sah,” continued Hasty, "1 tote
water fo' dem el’phants all day long,
an' when I cum roun’ to see de circus
de gemmen won't let me in. An' when
I try to erawl under de tent dey pulls
me ont by de laigs an’ beats me' He
Jooked from one to the other, expect-
ing sympathy.

“Sarves you right” was Mandy's
unfeeling reply. “If yo's so anxious fo
be n-totin’ water, jes’ yo' come along
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Monuments to be in place before Memorial Day should be ordered now,
bofore the usual rush season. I have a large stock on hand and, besides,
a full carload of Hastern Granite coming by rail and & large consign-
ment of Scotch Granite on the sea to arrive soomn.
deslgns and reserve any of this stock.
be as good as can be procured anywhere and my prices are as low.

Correspondence solcited and promptly answered.

Wea will gladly show
I strictly guarantes my work to

' Salem Granite- and Marble Works |

WILTON W. MARTIN, Proprietor

eutulde and tole sotoe fo' Mandy.™

“ ean't do no W' earryin’, Mandy.”
protested Hasty, "T's hurted i ma
.rm L

“What hurt yo'?™

“Tiger.™

‘A llger? eacialmed Ihe wamen 1
ar sl

Done chewed It mos’ off” b de
elared solemic, “Tencon Elverson, B
gocdd 11, an' be eays I's burt bad.”

mDescon Elverson!” cried the spin
ster. “Wan Dencon Elverscn at the
elreua

“HHe¢ wan In de lot, stryin’ to look
in. same us @e.” Hasty answersd In
nocently

“You'd better take [asty luto the
kitehen” anld Douglas to Mandy, with
a dry smile. “He's wiking too moeh
for a wonnded man”

Mandy disappeared with the dis
griveed [usty, advising him; with ope
seorn. “to get de tiger to chaw off his
inlgs, so's be wouldn't bave to walk

ne mo.

The warnen gaged at each ofher with
lips  cloxed tightly, Elverson's be
harior was beyond thelr power of ex
pression. Miss Perkine turoed to the
pastor as though he were somehow 10
blame for the dencon’'s backsllding
but before she could Bnd words to ar
gue the point the timid littie deacon
sppearsd lo the doorway, utterly vo
ponsclious of the hostile reception that 4
Hasty bad prepared for bim. He
glanced nervously from gne set face
to the other, then cougbed behind his
hat. '

“Wia're all very much Interestad In
the circus,” sld Douglas, “Can't you
tell Gs about 17

“1 just went iote the lot to ook for
my, son” stammersd the deacon “I
| feared Poter had strayed.”

“Why, deacon!™ sald Mrs. Willongh
by, " “I just stopped by your house
and saw Mr Elverson putting Peler
to bﬁl "

The deacon was saved from farther
embarrassment by an exclamation
from Julia, who had stayed at the
window, . “Oh, look; something bas
happened ™. she eriedd. “There’'s »
ecrowd, They are coming this way."

Douglas crossed quickly to Julla's
side and siw an excited mob collect:
Ing before the entrance to the maln
tent. He bad time to discover oo
more before Mandy burst in at the
door, panting with excitement and roll-
ing ber large, white rimmed eyeballs

“AMars John, a lttle cireus girl done
fall off ber hoss!™ she cried. *“Dr.
Hartley say can dey bring her In
heah 7" |

“Of course,” said Douglas, hurrying
ountside.

There were horrified exclamations
from the women, who were aghast at
tho idea of a circus rider In the par-
sonage., In thelr helpless indignation
they turned vpon the little deacon, feel-
ing intultively that be was enjoying
the drama. Elverson was retreating
toward the door when he was sudden-
Iy thrust aside by Douglas.

In the young pastor's Arms was a
white, spangled burden of humanity,
ber slender arm hung lifeless over his
shoulder. The slik stocking was torn
from one brulsed ankle; ber halr fell
across her face, velling it from the un-
friendly glances of the women. Doug-
las passed out of slght up the stair-
way without looking to the right or
left, followed by the doctor,

Mandy reached the front door In
time to push back a crowd of (ntrud-
ers. She bnad barely closed the door
when it was thrust open by Jim.

“Where Is she?" he demanded.

“Go way fum here!” cried Mandy
as her eyes unconsclously sought the
stalra.

Jim followed the direction of her
glance and cleared the steps at a
bound, Mandy pursued him, muottering
angrily. Deacon Elverson, too, Wwas
about to follow when a grim reminder
from Miss Perkins bronght bim around,
and he made for the door Instend. He
started back on opening It. for stand-
ing on the threshold was a clown in
his grotesque makeup. HHis white
clothes were partially concealed by a
Jarge travellng ulster beld together by
one button. In ene hand he carrfed a
small leather satehel In the other a
girl's sallor hat. A little tan coat was
thrown across his arm  The glggles of
the boy hiding behind bis mother'a
gkirt were the only greetings recelved
by the trembling old man In the door-
way.

He glanced uncertainly from one un-
friendly face to the other, walting for
a word of Invitation to enter, but none
came.

(Continued next week)

Biliousness and Constipation

For years I was troubled with bil-
fousness and constipation which made
life miserable for me, My appetite
falled me, I lost my usual force and
vitality. Pepsin preparations and cath
artics only made matters worse. I do
not konow wher el should have been
today bad T not tried Chamberlaln’s
Stomach and Liver Tablets, The tab-
lets relleve the i1l feeling at once,
gtrengthen the digestive [functions,
purify the stomach, liver and blood,
helping the system to do its work
naturally.—Mrs, Rosa Potts, Birming-
ham, Ala. These tablets are for sale
by P. M. Kirkland.
| For a burn or scald apply Chamber-
lain's Salve. It will allay the pain al-
| most instantly and quickly heal the
[lnjumd parts. For sale by P. M. Kirk
land.

Polk's Gazetteer.

A businesa directory of each cdty,
town and village In Oregon and
Washington, glving a descriptive
sketch of each place, together with
the location and shipping facllities
and a classified directory of each
business and professlon. R. L. Polk

You're sure you're getting the genuine when you buy from us.
No danger of refilled bottles—No danger of buying
l-l.nahphedial:\'lus NOBLE bottes and

genuine.
We are now selling for the first time in 44 years direct (o the cone
sumer in distriots where you are unable to obtain this lamous brand.

Tw
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off as the

Pure—old—hooest whiskey at an honest legitimate price.

QummdmthUniudhmGomMuYOUl
contain all the secondary constituents that make it real WHISKEY —
The government officials state that any distillation that doesa'’t is

W. J; VAN SCHUYVER & CO. "

Establshed 18064 105.107 Secemed Sereet, Porthand, Oregon
SUT AT THIE WINE ARD Mai, TO-BAY
W. ). Van Schuyver & Co., Perthund, Oregen.”

Enclosnd plosse fund $4.90 for whach plesse sond me of sncs by agomn, propeid. four quarte
GENUINE CYRUS NOBLE ’
Homm
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CIGARS OF QUALITY
Smoke the famous L.a Corona 10c cigar

On sale at the stores of
R. H. Knox and Tom Sul-
Hvan.,

Independence boosters,
support Oregon made pro
duct.

AUGUST HUCKENSTEIN, Migr.

SALEM, OREGON

A2

s,

THE KEY NOTE TO

your pleasure may be the fact that
you presented your music loving
daughter, son or wife with am ex-
quisite musical [pstrument from eur
rare stock. You may develope 3 musi-
cal phenomenon unawares. Anyhow
members of the family possessed of
one of our fine guitars, violins, san-
dolins, githers, banjos or cornets ean-
not but make the home pleasant and
cheerful

L. F. SAVAGE
247 Commercial St. Salem, Oregon

' SPRAYING MATERIAL

Roche Harbor Lime, Japanese Ground
Sulphur in linen sacks. No lint. De-
pendable lime and sulphur Spray.

ACID HYDROMETRRS

WILLIAMS DRUG CO.

Sunset Magasine offers tha readers of this paper the best epportunity
of the year
REVIEW OF REVIEWS . ss.oo} ALL FOR

SUNSET MAGAZINE . . 1.50 sa.oo

WOMAN'S HOME COMPANION 1.26

with your order, s beautiful premium,a 7S-page boak
AND FREE illustrated in four colors with 125 Western views.

SUNSET MAGAZINE

SAN FRANCISCO, CALIFORMIA

UNDERTAKING

Day and night calls promptly attended to. Fine parler in cea-
nectlon. An experienced lady assistant
W. L. BICE, Embalmer and Funeral Direstor. Licsnsed by the
Oregon State Board of Heulth.
BICE & CALBREATH
Home Phone:
Beall Phone:

Store, 2800; Res. 3121

independence, Oregon Store, 114; Mes. T8

& Co., Inc., Seattle.




