Chance.

Copyright, 08, hy the Curlis Pubdiahing { ompany.
Copyright. 18, by Kobers W, Coamibwrs

(s T SLED vrOM LAST WHEK]

ROZERT W.
CHAMBERS.

S —

“Put & Vandyke beara on  him"

1 Terrall over his shoulder.
*There! O Lord, but you have hit It!
Put n ticked saddle on the cur—there!”

“Who Is thin supposed to be?™ bogan |

Stward, looking up. But “Walt!" cbue
kied hix host, selzing the wtill wet
sketch and making for the door,

Blward strolled into the bathreom, !

wrashad a spot or two of Ink trom his
@ngers. returned and  buttoned his
walstcoat, then, completing an unhor
rledl tollet, went out and down the
stalrway to the Lig Uving room. There
were n number of peaple there—Mm,
Leroy Mortimer, very fetching with
Ber Japanese-llke coloring. black balr
and eves that slanted Just enough;
Renn Bounesdel, smooth, violet eyed
bloud and rather stunning In a pecul-
farly Innocent way; Mliss Calthness,
wery pale and silmly attractive. and

the Page boys, Willls and Gordon, de- |

Nightfully shy and interested und hasv-
ing A splendid time with any woman

who could sfford tbe Intellectual Iul-|

sure.

Siwnrd spoke pleanantly to them all.
Other poople drifted dowon—Marlon
Pege, who looked llke a schoolmarm
and rode like a demon: Elleen Shan-
pon, plok and white #s & thorn blos-
som, with the deuce to pay lirking In
her gray eves; Kathryn Tassel and
Mrs. Vendenning, whom he dld not
know, and finally his hostess, Grace
Ferrall, with her piguant, almost boy-

fah, freckled face amd sweel, frank

eyes and the figure of an adolescent.
She gave Slward one pretty sun

brovwned hand and lald the other above |

bis, holding It & moment in ber light
elasp,

“Stephen, Stephen.” sbhe =ald under
her breath, “It's because I've a few
things (o scold you about that I've
asked you to Shotover.”

#1 suppose | know,” he sald.

“[ ghould hope you do. ['ve a lelter
tonight from your mother.”

“From my mother?"

“] want you to go over {t—with me—
if we can find & minute after diboer.”

Bhe released his hand, turning partly |

around. “Kemp, dinner's been &n-
mounced, so cut that dog story In two
Will you give e your arm, Major
Belwether? Howard™ to her cousln
Mr. Quurrier, who turued from Miss
Landis to isten, “will you please try
to recollect whom you nre (o take In—
and do 117" And as she passed Siwand
in a low volee, mischlevous and slangy,
“Byivin Landis for yours, as she says
she didn’t have enough of you on the
elifys.”

The othérs appeared to know how to
pair according to some previous no-
tice. Siward turned to Sylvia Landls
with the plensure of his good fortune
go plainly visible iu hbis face that ber
owa brighteved In response.

“You gee,” she sald gayly, “you can- |

pot escape wme. There I8 no use in

Jooking wildly at Agatha Caithness'—|

he wasn't—"or pretending sou're pleas-
ed,” slipping ber rounded bare arm
through the arm he offered. “You
ean't guess what I've done tonight
Nobody can gness except Grace Fer-
rall and one other person. And [f you
try 1o look huppy beslde me 1 may tell
you—somewhere between sherry and
cognac—oh, yes, I've done two things—
I have your dog for yon!"

v > ' |
“Not Bagamore?” he sald (neredulous-

Iy as he was seating her.
“Certalnly—Sagumore. [ sald to Mr.
Quanrrier, ‘I want Bagamore,” and when
_he tried to give him to me I made him
take my check. Now you may draw

another for me at your leisure, Mz, |
Tell me, nre yon pleased?’ |

Biward.
for she was looking for the troubled

pesitation in his face, and she saw It
dawning.

“pr., Quarrler doesn't llke me, you
know'—

“But 1 do,” she sald coolly. 1 told
fim how much pleasure It would glve
me. That Is sufficient, Is it not, for
everybody concerned 7"

#e knew that you meant to"—

“No: that concerns only you and me. him.

Are you trying to spoll my pleasare in
what 1 hive donet"”

“T ean't take the dog, Miss Landls.”

3.

'Sylr!n

| his notion of humor.

N\
>
Howard Quarrier.

for awhile, Renn Bonnesdel possessed |
herself of the drawing and held it up, |
amid a shout of lsugiter, uod, to his
excessive nonoyance, Blward saw that
unconsciously he had  caricatured
Quurrier, Ferrall's maliclous reguest
for o Vandyke beard making the cari-
enture dreadfully apparent

Quarrier had at first fushed up; theo
pe forced a smile, but bis symmetrical
fealures were never cordinl when he
smlled,

“Who ou earth did that® whispered
Landis apprehensively. “Mr
Quarrier diglikes that sort of thing.
but of course he'll tnke It well.”

“Did e sver chuse his own dog?’
asked Slward, biting his lip.

“Yes—s0 Bilnky says—in the Caro-
lings last season. It's Blinky; that's
Did you ever
bhear such a laugh? No wonder Mr.
Quarrier is annoyed.™”

The gay uproar had partly subsided. |
rettewed here und there as the sketeb
was passed salong gnd, finally making
the cirele, returned, ke a bad pensy,
to Quartier. He smiled agaln symmet
rically a8 be recelved [t nodding his

compliments to Alderdene

(i, cackled his lordship; *I

no."”

dfdn't draw It, old chap!™

sNor 1. 1 only wish 1 eonld,"” added
Captain Voocher.

“Nor 1, nor I, 'Who did It?" ran the |

chortis nlong the tuble.

“1 didn't do it sold Sylvian gravely,
looklng deross at Quarrler, And sud-
denly Quarrier’s large handsome eyes
met Biward's for the briefest fraction
of # second, then were averted, bBot
luto his face there crept an expression-
| less pallor that did not escape Siward
—n, nor Sylvia Landls,

Presently under cover of a rapid fire
of chatter she sald, “Did you draw
that?"

“Yos: 1 bad no ddea it was meant
for hlm. You may imaglne how Ikely
I'd be to tike any Hberty with a man
who niready dislikes me”

“But It resembles him In & very
dreadful way.”
“1 know It. You must take my

wonl for what [ have told you,”

She looked up at him. *“I do." Then:
“It's n pity. Mr. Quarrler does not
conslder such things humorous. He—
he Is very sensitive, Ob, 1 wish that
fool Englishman had been In Bally-
hoo!" -

“But he didn’t do 1t.”

#Np, but be put you up to It, or Grace
| Ferrall did, 1 wish Grace would let
Mr. Quarrier alone. Bhe has always
been perfectly possessed to plague him.
| She seems upable to take him serious-
{1y, and he slnply hates it, 1 don't
think he'd tolernte her if she were not
his cousin.”

“I'm awfully sorry,” was all Blward
| gald. and for awhile be gloomily busled
himself with whatever was brought to

“Ion't look that way," came a low

volce beside him.
“Do | show everything as plainly as

“Oh." she sald, vexed, 1 had no Ides | that?" he asked curlously.

you were vindictive.”

There was n gllence. He bent for-
ward 4 trifle, gravely scrutinizing a
“pand painted” name card, though It
might not bLave astonished him to
jearn that somebody’'s foot had held
the brush. Somewhere In the vicinity
Grace Ferrall had discoverad a woman
who supported dozens of relatives by
painting that sort of thing for the
summer residents at Vermiifon Polut,
down the coast. Bo, helng charitable,
ghe left an order and, being thrifty,
jnsisted on using the cards splie of
ber busband’s gibes,

People were now Inspecting them
with more or less curiosity. Siward
found his “band paloting’ so unat
tractive that he had just tipped It over
to avold seeing it, when 2 st
Inughter from Lord Alderdene  made
everybods turn. Mrs. Veadenulng wus
langhing; so was Rena Bounesdel, look-
ing over Quarrier's ghoulder ot @ card
he was holding—not one of the “hand”
decorated, but a sheet of pote pHper
containing a dmwing of & man rusah-
ing after a gun shy dog.

The extraordinary cackling laughter | see how nice you can be.™

¢ hix lardehip ohliterated other sounds

of |

“[ seem to read you—sometimes.”
“It's very nice of you,” he sald.
“Nice?”

*Ta look at me—now and then.”

“Oh," she cried resentfully, “don’t be
gricteful!”

“#]—really am mot, you kunow he
sald, lnoghing.

~That,” she rejoined slowly, “is the
truth. You say conventional things in
a4 manner—in an agreeably personal
manner—that Interests women. But
| you are wot grateful to anybody for
| anything. You are indifferent, nand
| you can’t help being nlce to people, so
some day some glrl will think you are
grateful and will have n miserable
| tiine of it.”

“Aliseruble time ¥

“Whaiting for you to say what never
will enter youar head to say.”

“You mean 1—I1"

“Flirt? No. 1 mean that you don't
fiirt, that you are always dreamlly
occupled with your own affalrs, frow
which ligtlessiy congeninl occupation,
when drawn, you are 50 unexpectedly
plee that a gitd Immedistely desires to

| turned his lordship onabashed.

| you know™

| reminds me of n good one"—

| vislble

A0 e oo T daure you. 1've
teen talkiog sbogt you o Urace Ver
rull 1 asked to be ploced beskde you
st diuner. | Wil her | badu't had half |
enough of You o the ol Now, wha!
do juu ibink of yewreell (o wlug Lo
ulie 1o A stmceptible girt? 1 think e
fimoral.”

They both were lsughing wow, Bev.
ernl people giwneed mt them, lling In
wympathy.  AMenrdede togk that oppon
tunity ‘to revert to the sketoh, furilah
Ing & spociisen of his own lnboitable
Jaughier s a rnning accompaniment

It the stoey of Quarrler wnd his dog

in North Careline vutll he had every
body, an useal. ladghing, bet st the
story, but at bim, all of which demon
strathon war bitterly ofeusive to Quar |
rigr. He turned his oyes vies ou Miss
Landls spd oun Siward, then dropped |
them .
The hostess arose, A rustie and
flurey of silk aod lave and the sceraping
of chalrs, a lingering word or logh, |
and the color vanished from the room, |

| eaving & clrcle of wen ln black stand
| Ing aroiind the table

Here and there n man, lghting =
clgarette, bolted hin colles aud cognac
and strolled out to the gunreom. Fer
mll, gesticulating vigorously, resued
his preprandial dog story (o Captain |
Voucher. Belwether buttonholed Al
dordene and bored him with an In: |
terminably facetlous tale until that
pobleman, threatened with maxillary
dislocation, falrly wrenched himsell |
joose and came over to Blwand, squint. |
ing furiously,

“(4d ans!™ he muttered. “His chop |
whiskers look lke the chops of a
gouthdown ram, and be's got the wits
of one. Look here, Htephen, | hear |
you fell lnto no end of~a kerape in |
town''—

“Tu guoque, Blinky? Oh, read the
pewspapers and let It go at that!"

“Just as you like, old chap!" re
“All 1
meant was—anything Voucher and 1
can do—of course’'—

“You're very good. I'm not dead

“iNot dead, you know!" repeated
Mujor Belwether, coming up behind
them with his sprightly step. “That |
He sat |
down and lghted a cigar; then, valnly
attempting to control his countenince
as though rogulshly snticlpating the
tréent awalting them, he begun another
eundless story

The Page boys, very callow,
much delighted and a little In awe of
such a celebrated personage, Inughed
heartlly. And altogether there wag'suf- |
ficlent attentlon and sufficlent laughter
to make 0 vory respectable noise. "This
being the major's cue for an exlt, he
rose. one sleek hand ratsed in spright
Iy protest as though to shield the in
indies, to whoss bournes he
was bound, fran an uproar oo M
cullne and mighty for the ears of such
f sex.

“Axusl”

up uml

very

Alderdene, getting
pattering aboul the room In
his blg shlny pumps. “Give me 8

peg—somebody !
Mortimer swallowed his brandy, lUn

mutiered

gered, ted the decanter, mechanieal

ly con=idering 1t= remaalning contents

and his own cupaecity, then: |
“B re, capinin?”

inly,” sald Captaip Voucher :
briskiy
“1'1 go and shoo the major into the

gunroom,”™ nhser ve( Ferrnll—"unless"~

looking questioningly st Siw ard

“I've  dale with your wife” ab-
gerved thitt young man, strolling to
ward the hall

The Page boys, Rena Bonnesdel and
Efleen Shunuon wers sented gt o eard

tible together, very mnch engaged
with oite another, the sealed pnek 1y
Ing neglected on the green cloth, a

vast pink box of bonbons heslde It not

neglecied

OFHara and Quarrier, with Marion
Page and Mrs, Mortimer. were [
mersed (n the game, alrendy stooy

faced and oblivious to outer sounds,

About the rooms were distributed
gicls en tete-tete, girls eating bonbons
and watching the cards, among them
S8ylvin Landls, hands loosely vlma;n-:l'
beliing her, standing at Quarrier’s el |
bow to observe and profit by an ex- |
pert performance. ‘

A8 Biward strolled In she raised her
deinty head for an Instant, smiled In
sllence and rvesumed a stody of her
finnce's game.

A moment later, when Quarrier had
emerged brilllantly from the melee,
she looked up ngain trlumphantly, sup-
posing BSlward was lingering some
where waiting to joln her. And she
was just a trifle surprised and disap-
pointed to find hlin nowhere In sight.
8he had wished him to observe the
brillianey of Mr, Quarrier's game.

But Siward, outside on the veranda,
was saving st that moment to his
hostess, 1 shall be very glad to read
my mother's letter at any time you
choose.”

“It must be later, Stephen. I'm to
eut In when Kemp sends for me, He
Las a lot of letters to attend to. Tell
me, what do you think of Bylvia Lan-
i7"

“] l\lke her, of course,” he replied
pleasantly,

Grace Perrall stood thinking &8 meo

ment. “That sketch you mnade proved
a great success, didn't it?  And she
Inughed under her breath.

“DMd t? 1 thought Mr. Quarrier

geemed annoyed'—

“Really? What & muff that eonsin
of mine i8. He's such a muff, you
kuow, the: the very sight of his point-
ed heard and pompadour hair aod Lis
complacency sets me in fidgets to stir
him np*

»1 don't think you'd best use me for
the stick pext time” sald Siward

| to by gasolipne.”

| waman who knew her so well

flo's not my cousin, you know.”
Mrs. Ferrall shrugged her boykh

slously, “who was that girl?”
“What girl? he asked coolly, look-
ing at his hostess, now the very Incar-

“What = chnemine Indletment von

e ——

pretty Inughing mouth, her boyish sun-

sy arh foeek lpg

shoulders: “By the way,” she sall eu-|

untion of dellcate mockery with her Stapleton,

S Sol'T (8D Tue, T sipiee 1

"' sarry™—

“YWae #he pretty, Blepben ™

“Yeu aha sald sulkily, "1 wish you
wouldn't”

waaueauee! Do you (hink Lo aoins
to et you off without some sort of con |
fession? If | had time now-Lit |
hiaveh't, Kemp has buoslness letiers
He'll be fartona wo 1've 2oL o tuke Wis
cunds or we won't bave any peniiles

Shie retredtod bmckwand, with & gu)
nod of malice, and turoed o oentey the
bouse aud mer Bylvin Landis face o
fuce In the hallway,

“You miny!” ahe whispered
youn axbaed ¥

"Very much. dear. What for®™ And,
cateting wight of Siwanl outside lo the
stariight. diviged perhaps something
of her hostoss' meaning, for she laugh
ed uneaslly, llke & child who winces
gnder ndiern eye,

w“You don't suppose for & moment.”
abe bhegan, “that | huve”

“Yeu 1 do. You niways do™

“Not with that sort of man,” she re
turned nalvely. “Tle won't”

M Ferrall regarded her susplielons.
ly. “You always piek out exactiy the
wrong man to play with” y

They bhad moved back slde by sidae
inte the hall, the hostess’ arm linked
fn the arin of the younger glrl

“I'hie wrong man¥ repeated Bylivia,

“Aren't

instinetively freelng her arm, ber
straight breows beginping te bend ln-
ward. .
“1 Qldn't méan that-exactly. You

know how muoch 1 eare for his mother
~and for him.” The obstinate down-
ward trend of the brows, the narrow-
Ing blue gnze, sigoaled mutiny to the

“What In so wrong with Mr. Bl
ward T she nsked.

*Nothing. There was ay affelr’—

“This spridg In town, [ know It
that all?

“You, for the present,” repiled Graee |
Ferrall uncomfortably. Then: “Far
goodness' sake. Syivia, don't cross ex-
amine me that way! | eare a great donl
for that boy"— !

“8a do L I've made him take my
dog.™ !

There was an abrupt pawse, aod |
presontly Mm. Ferrall began (o lmugh

“I mean it really,” sald Bylvis qulet- |
Ily. *“1 ke him Immensely.”

“Dearest, you mean [t generousiy,
with your usoal exnggeration. You |
have hesrd that he has been foollsh,
and becunse he's so young, so lkable, |
every Instinet, every lmpulse la you |
i aroused to—to be nlce to Wm"—

“And If that were (roe”—

“Ihere |8 no harm, dear’— Mm
Ferrall hesitated, her eyes softening
to u graver revery. Then looking up,
“It's rither pathetie,” she sald In @
low volee, “Kemp thinks he's fore
doomed, like all the Siwards. It's an
hereditary falling with him—no, IUS |
hereditary damndtion. Siwanrd after
Sihward, generation after generatlon,
you know”— She bit bher Hp, 1 inking 1
A moment “His grandfanther was n |
friend of my grindparents, hrllllunt.‘

In

batidsome, genwrons and doomed! His
own Mther found dying In
dreadful tu Loodon. where he |
had wandered when stupefied—a Sl |
ward! Think of it! So you see what

WwWas

resort

Mre. Kemp Ferrall,
that outbreak of Stephen's meahs to
those whose famllies have been New

Yorkers slnce New York was. It 18
siilbous, It is wore tluh ominous, It
menns that the master vice has selzed
on one more Siward. But I shall nev-
er, never admit It to his mother.”

The younger girl sat, wide eyed,
gilent. The elder's gaze was upon her,
but her thoughts, remote, centered on
the hapless mother of such a son.
_“Quech indulgence was once [fashlon-
able. Moderntion is the present fash-
fon. Perhaps be will fall Into lne,"
sald Mrs. Ferrall thoughtfully. "The
main thing I to keep him among peo
ple. not to drop him The gregnrions
may be shamed. it If anythlng. an}
ineldent bhappeus o delve bl o L T
by himself, It te Lonld berome sl
tary, therp's net » * AT T4
foi him. It's a pity. 1 know he menn
to make himself the exception to the
rule—and look! Already one carousg
of his has landed him in the duily pa-
per=l"

Sylvia fAvshea and looked up, *'Grace,
max 1 ask you n question

(To be continued)

mare for sale. In foal by
Would trade for good cow,
Write or-call on J. W,
sut

Brood
Taffla.
wood or hay.
Bullard, Independence, Orugu..

For sale—A few good cows, colls
and work horses, Engquire of L. B
twe miles south-west of

it;

We hereby offer $1000 to anyone proving by chemi-

analysis or otherwise that CYRUS NOBLE con-

5 anything excepting pure straight aged whiskies.

it is distilled in un old-fashirned -till and contains

. those scc wary products ./ dir lation which the

U. 8. Agriculiural

Revenue Department rule must be present tu entitle
the distillation to be called v hiskey,

Alcohol does not contain these constituents,

Neither does cheap so called straight whiskey made
in @ continuous or many chambered still,

Money talks.
CYRUS NOBLE—a pure—old—honest—whiskey

quart bottls of GENUINE CYRUS

aged in wood.
NOBLE direct to you, all charges paid 4 ﬂ
to the nearest railroad express office. ®

W. J. VAN. SCHUYVER & CO.
Esteblished. 1864 105-107 Secand Stregt, Portland. Oregon

BUT AT THal LinE AnD Ml TO-DAY
W. ). Van Schuyver & Co., Partlund, Oregen
Enclosed plesse fod $4.90 for whach pleass send me of sace by d. four
e, peepaid. quarty
Mams e RS - i
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REST, ROMP, RECUPERATE

At the Seashore

Newport l

possibilities. An ldeal climate, diversion of récreation—perfect bath-
ing—fishing—riding—driving and exploring make Newport a moat

Is & delightful resort and a happy combination of pleasure ground !
charming and popular play ground. ll

JOUTHERN PACIFIC

Has &
SPECIAL SUMMER EXCURSION RATE TO NEWPORT OF
$4.25 Season
$2.55 Sunday to Monday

from

Independence, Oregon

Ask for our booklet, “Outings in Oregon,”

G. A. WILCOX, Agent

' Wm. McMURRAY,
General Passenger Agent
Portland, Oregon

The Salem Steam Laundry
GUARANTEES YOU PERFECT WORK

Leave order at D, Taylor's Barber Shop, Independence, Oregon

Independeance,

Ghe Court Resort and *
German Lunch Place

FRANK H.UOLLINS, Proprietor

367 State St. Salem, Oregon Phone (17

The Willamette Vally Company

Light, Power & Water at Very Reasonable Rates
S o g S

WATER RATES-~(Water by moter applies to resi-
dences only,) Residence rate on meter applies to ous-
tomers only who pay $3.00 and over at the rate of 30e v
per 1,000 gallons; minimom $1.00 per month.

ELECTRIC RIGHT AND POWER RATEe
Residanos, 15 conts per K. W,
Business houses, 25 cente per drop and 5 cents per K. W.
Power, rates on applieation.

PHONE MAIN 41

-

OFPICE AT WATERWORKS
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