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blm up the siope that morning at Win- was ouly the shifting image of her that

LTSI II LI LTIt iiiiih’;&n 11 33 '!.'?ﬁ | Through the open windows It floated. | ter Hartor—bow the people looked o changed.  Somewhers (he drenmed,
el bl £ D e € B2 = “4og | Indoors some one struck & peal of sl and laughed and clapped (helr bands. whimmically Indulgent of the fancy
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F' O’l' " ’a"a b 44 "T'o thy chamber window roving, love  Bim down; “you hsve frightenasd the tle pleces and suggestions of ber— L
e 1 hath led my feel populace.”  And Tom Meredith bad prilinney, ber courage, ber short uppe

ver chords, like a barp tooched by & But ot the veranda odge be had no-  yet mocking himself for it thers was a
lover, und & womnan's volce wus lifted. | ticed o Hitle form disuppearing around girl whom he had pever seen who wolt
Inlin tarkicas leaned on the pasture | & corner of the bullding, & young girl ed tll he should come. 8Bhe was every
biis and Ustened with upmised bead | runniog away as fust as she could. thing. Until be found ber be could oot
| uod parted lips. | “See there” bo suld s the tribe set Lelp adoring othars who possessel |t
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stoppedd sbouting long evcugh to an: lp, “Uke & curled rose loaf” or bLes
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The Lord sent manna to the chilldren

L
n}' Boorn TA REKINGTON :::x{ | of Isrmel in the wilderness. Harkless swor: “It's wy little cousin, overcome dear voloe or ber pure profile. He had

with emotion. She's been counting po recolleetion of sny lady who had

2ol | hud been fve years lo Plattrille, and a |

He had never passed

CHAPTER l=John MHarkiess, [fresh |
from college, buyes the bankrupt Carlow |
ecounty Herald, at Plattsville, Ind., and
whiarts iu to eform things. His tirst tri-
umph s 0 gompel Hodney MeCune to
withdraw from the can didaey Tor congress
under pain of exposures. He reclaims a
dronken college professor named Flabee
and takes him ou his wtalf, Gossip tells
him of & sirange youny woman named
Hhvrwood who (s vislting the davghter of
Judge Briscoe 1l—Miss Bherwond deoply
interested in Harkless, She hears of the

White Caps. at Six Crossronds, when he
has attucked in the Herald, They threat. |
on veogeance, und the editor (s shadowed
avery nighs by a Platteville friend, opn guard

“Whar's the use of tryin’ to bother
him with ™ old Tom asked bhimeelf.
“He'd only laugh™ He bpoted that
young Willam Todd, the drug.
and wall paper clerk, sst near the
ftor, whittling absently. Martin
kled. *Wlllam' turn tonight™
murmured. “Well, the boys 1l
<ire of Mm."” He locked the doors
Ahe Emporium, tried them and dropped
flie keys In his pocket.

As be cromsd the sqnare to the drug
“itore, where his croules awalted him.

be turned again to look ut the figure of
the muosing journallst. “He oughbt to go
wj there,” he sald and shook his bead
sadly. “I don't reckon Plattvilie’s any
too spry for that young man. Five
yeirs bhe's be'n here, Well, It's 5 good
thing for us, but I guess It sin't exact
1y high life for him."” He kicked n stick
out of his way Impatiently. “"Now, |
where'd that lmp run to?" bhe grum-
bl

The lmp was Iying under the court-
botise steps. When the sound of Mar-
tn's footsteps hoad passed away stw1
erept cautionsly from ber hiding place
and stole through the ungroomed grose
to the fence opposite the hotel. Here |
sho stretelisd herself fiat n the woads |
and took from the tangled masses of
her halr, where It was tled with «
string. a rolled up. crumpled slip of
greasy paper. With this In her fingers
she lay peering under the fence, her
fherce oyes fixed onwinkingly on the
editor of the Herald.

The strect ran fAnt aod gray In the
slowly guthoring dusk stealght to the
western borison, where the sunset em-
boers were strewn In long, glowing, dark
rod stregks, The maple trees wem
clenn cut silboucttes aguinst the pale
rose and pearl tints of the sky uhova.|
and n tenderness weemed to shimmer I
the alr. The aditor often vowsd to Dlm.
solf he would wateh no more sonsets
In Plattvillee. He thought they werw
making hlin morbld.  Could be have |
sharsl them 1t would have been Qi
forent

His long, melancholy face grew lom- |
gor und more melancholy In the twi
lght, walle Willam Toadd patlently
whittled penr by, Plattville bad often |
Nlsensacd] the editor's hablt of =llence,
and possily the reason Mr. 1arkless

agtgig

wWHs suel oA ogulet man wis that there

was pnobods for bl to talk to: bt his

bearem did ot sgmwe, for thie populs
tion of Carlow county wins a thing of
pride. bolng greater than thet of sev
ernl hordoring countles,

A lent figure came slawly down the
street. and Willam Todd bhalled It
cheerfully “Evening, Mr. Plabee ™

“A pood ovening, Mr. Todd,” an-|
swernd the old man, pnasing Ah, Mr
Haorkiosws, 1 was looking for you." He
had not seewed to be looking for ans
thing bevond the boundartes of his owiy
dreams, bt he appronched Harkless
mEEing prrvonsly al some papers in
bis pocket, “T have completad my notes
for onr Saturdny oditlon. 1t was qoite
@asy, wir. There t8 moveh dolng*

*“Thank you, Mr. Flabee"” sald Flark
It na b took the miabusceript Have
you tinished your paper on (he earfier
I hope the Hoer
Al wmay bave the bonor of printing 1t
This wns a Torm 11 oy U d

‘I shall be the reciptent of bonor
sir,” returned Flatws Your kind offor
will spoadt my work, bmt 1 fear, Mr
Harkless, | very mouch fear, that your
kinduess alone protpte (L, for, deeply
ns | desire i1, | cansot truthrully su)
that my casayw appear to inerease our
clreviintion.”™ He made an odd, teon
bled gesture ax be went on: “Thoy do
nol sevm o read them here, aithough |
Mr., Martin asiunres me that be eare
fully reperuses my article on Chaldean |
decorntion whenevor he rearrunges his
exhibition windows ™ He plodded on a |
few pacos, then turned Irresolutely

“Whant s It, Fisbee T paked Harkioss

Fiabee stood for a moment as though
about to spesc; then be smilisd fuintly,
shook his bend and went his WR,'
Harkloss waved bis band to him in|
farvaell and, drawing a penell and a
Mﬂfﬂ)ﬂlhﬁpﬂ‘l‘.mwb{
Jure his eyes in the waning twilight hy
the editorial perussl of the ltems his |

Uhristion sy mixlinm

od lnes be sat up stralght o his chalr,

| pacing up and down In front of a cot-

glnneod over them meditatively, mak- |
Ing anlterntions Lere and there.

The Ilast one Fishee had written as
follows:

Miss Sharwood of Rouen, whom Miss |
Brisoos knew at the Mlsses Jennings' fin-
ishing schonl In New York, Is a guest of
Judge Briscoe's household |

Flsbee's Items were written In ink
There was a biank space bepeath the
lnst. At the bottom of the page some.
thing had been seribbled In penecil
Harkless valnly tried to decipher it;
but the twilight had fallen too deep,
and the writing was too falnt, so he
struck & match and held it close to the
paper., The actlon betokened only a
languld Interest. But when he canght
sight of the fiowt of the four subscrib-
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paper in his pocket and
st off mapldly down the village street
At his departure Willlam Todd looked
up guickly., Then he got upon his feet,
with a ynwn, and quletly followed the
editor. In the dusk a tattered little
figure rose up from the wesds Across
the way aond stole polselessly nafter
Willlam. He was In bis shirt slecves,
his walsteoat unbuttoned aod loose. On
the pearest corner Mr. Todd encounter.
wl a fellow townamen who had been

tage crooning to a protestive baby held
in bis arme. He had pavsed In his vigll
o stare after Harkless

“Wheee's he bound fer, Willlam?*
Inguired the man with the baby.

"Briscoes’."- gnswered Willlam, pur.
suing his way.

*1 rechoned he would be” obhserved
the other, tumming. to his wife, wbo sat
s0 the doorstep. “1 reckoned 5o when
I see that lndy at the lecture |ast
nighe”

The woman rose to her feet. “HI,
Bl Todd!™ she spld, "“What ye got
od to the back of yer vestY Willlam
pansed, put bis band bebind bim aond
encouuteted 4 paper pinoned to the dgn-
gling stomp of hin walsteoat. The wom
an Mmn to bim and unpiomned the paper.
It hore 0 writing. They took It to where
{he yeliow Inmplight shone out through
the open door and read
“@6r Bir—-Foler harkls all yo ples an

How long bad it bevn sincee he hud
heard & song or any dscourse of music
ofther than that furnished by the, Plart
vitle band? Not that he had 09 taste
for a brass band. But music that be

| loved always gave him an ache or de

lgbt amnd the twinge of reininlscencos
of old gay days gone forever. Tonlght
bis wemory leaped to the last day of

f Jung gone seven years to a morn-

Ing when the little estuary waves
twinkled In the bright sun about the
boat In which he sat, the trim launech
that beought a cheery party asbore
from thelr schaoner to the cualno land-
ing at Winter Harbor, far up on the
Maine const.

Tonlght be saw the pleture as plainly
as If It wore yosterday. No reminis-

he bed slipped! Denrest and joltlest of
the faces was that of Tom Meredith,
clubmate, classmnate, his closest friend,
the thin, rdheaded thind baseman. He
codld see Tom's mouth opened at least
A yard, It seemed, soch was bis frantie
vociferousness, Agaln and agein the
choers rang out, “"Harkless! Hark-
less!™ on the end of them. In those
days everybody, particularly his class.
mates, thought he would be minister
o England In a few years, and the or-
chestrn on the easino porch was piay-
lng “The Conquering Hero Comes™ in
his honor and at the behest of Thw
Meredith, he knew,

There were other peetty lndies be
pldes Mrs, Van Skuyt in the lnunch
load from the yacht, but as they touch-
d the pler, pretty girls or pretty woin.
e or Jovial geuntlemen, all were over-
woked In the wild scrumble the collegn
men wade for thelr bhero, They haled
him fortl, set bim on high, bore him on
thelr shoulders, shouting “Skal to the
Viking! nnd carried him up the wood
ol Digl to the ensino.  He heard Mre.
Van Skuyt say: “Ob, we're pmd to It
We've put In st severnl other plaoes
whore he had friends!™ He remember
od the wild progress they made for

(it could be lHfted with follness and
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But the present bhour grew on him |

Copyright, 1899, by Doubleday (@l MeClare Co. . womnan's volee alnging Bchubert's “Ser- the hours till you vame—been hearltig  quite her eyes

Conpviphe, 196R, by NeCluve. Thilitie /B Co. ‘Ii onade” enme to him at last as ho stood | ADOUT you for o good while, Bhe basn't| g jovely stranger on the street in th

PP . . 3 * + =“' | by the pesture bars of Jones' feld and been able to ik or think of anything o days without a thrill of delight and

I!!IlilHI0ll!liIIIHIINDINI’IIlNNNNIlNNND.iNI tessssssntsstsend lstencd and rested his dazzled eyes else, She's only fifteen, and the crucial | wuermth, If bhe never suw her agalr
o - - "staff hud Just left in Lis bands  He | on the big white face of the woon. ;‘I""”"’“ I8 1o "“"."' for her. The groat | gud the vislon had oaly Insted for 1

arkicss has arrived, and she bas Bed™ | ¢iime it takes a lady to cross the stie

walk Mfom a shop door to & earrisg

a8 he lenned on the pasture bars. [t po was always a Hitle 1o love with ber

bad bewn & rvpinlecent day with bls

because shie bore dbout her sotiew!iee

but suddenly o memories wped, end oo a1d every pretty girl e ever s
ﬂ{' FOSCE thak, WRE SERey Bonuwert’s | o coouestion of the faraway divioin
“Bervonade™ across the way touched One does not pass Jovely strangers (o

him with the urgent personal append | ope weroets of Plattyille

that n present beauty had slways beld
for Lim
tremolo, yet enme to his ear with a
certiln tremudous sweetiiss, It was

It was a soprano and without | v .o prurkless dreamed

Miss Hriscy

wis pretly, but not at all in the way
For tive yesrs
the lover In him that had lovd so of
ten had been starved of all but dreams

woft and slender, but the listener knew | o000 o (wilight and dusk In the sum

powor If the singer would,

mer, when strolling he cnoght sight of

It mpoke | " woman's skirt fur up the villig.

only of the ong, yet the Ustener| .o.o00 nair outhined In the darkness

thought of the singer. Under the

he dreames! that the owner of the

§§§§
exil
£uf
it
Hi
ERiR

long known himself for a sentimental-
Ist. He bhad almost given up trying to
cure Wimself. And be knew himself
for a born lover., e bad always been
In love with some ooe. [n his earller
youth bis affections bhad been so con-
stantly Inconstant that be finally eanw
to setthe with bin self respect by Pec-
ognizing n himself a fne constancy
that womnhiped obe womnan always, [t
winter evenings when be stamd ablone
At the vmbers.

i
|

under the cathedral arch of weoting
this romancer of petticonts
& triw lover's sigh and |
Detween, Oy o
bis dady wandoend
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that when your fancy Is puinting a
pleture sou may as well go In for the
who'e thing and make It sumptuous),
and ber eyes were gray. They were
very «arnest, and yet they sparkled and
Innghad to him compankonably, aod
sometlioons he amlled back upon her
The Untioe danced before him through
the lona!y years, on falr nights in his
walks aod cnow to #it by his fire on

To be Continued,

And tounlght, here In Pinttville, he
benrd a vokoe he had walted for oog

Free to Smployers— Farmers, mill

one that his fckle wemory told him be | 000, loggess and dairy men can get
had never heard before, Bot. listening | good help on short notice from the

he knew better—Dbe had benrd 1t oo
ngo. thongh when amd bow be didd o
know, as rich apd true aml Ineffaly
tender as now. [le threw o &on fo |
corpmon senee,  “Misa Sherwondd (s

Ploneer Employment On,
enll 215 Marrison St., Portland, Ore,

Write or

For sale.—Tare seed. A quantity

littie thilng”™ (1e lmage wphs w0 epr of elean tare seed that we will sell for

tally, “with o buwpy forvhiva] o nd spe
thelem” be salil to hilmorolf ARE L
provineinl young lpdy with Ll epes
pose at yom" Thea he felt the vils
lovarees of looli'ne after hils omnie.
maee on n o moonllzht nleht In Ju
man, he i 1) Lo

Feedd Barn, Forest Grove, Ore,

' eenta per pound. Oah at Varley's

White Piymouth Rock agge for

sale, 60 centa per setting of 14 —Mrs,
L. W House,

aR4 him yoR best venagena ls closteR
harkis not Got 3§ das to lHye we come In
wite

“What ye think, WiHlam? asked
the man with the vuby anxiously. Bug
the woman gave the youth a sharp

push with ber hand. “They never dast |

| to do It she corled; “pover In the
world! You hurry, Bill Tedd, Don't
leave him out of your sight one sec
and." I
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CHAI'TER 111, i
MME sireet upon which the Pal
ace hotel fronted formed the
south side of the square and

town, where It turtied to he south for
# quarter of a mile or more, then bent
to the west agnin Some distance
from this second turn there sool

verunda crossing e brogd front, white
half o hondred stalwa seplinels of
ahm and beech and poplar stood guard
uroand it Fbe front walk was bor
dered by goeranioms and holly howke
and boneysuckle climbod the plillnrs of
the et Behind the house there wans
a shady 1itle srcliard, and back of the
wrehiand an old fashloned, very fragmnt
rome goarden, divided by o long grape
arbor, extended 19 the shallow waters
of a wandering oreek, and on the bank
A rustic seat was pinced bepeath the
Y RO

From the first bend of the rond,
where it left the town and becume
after some 1ndecision) a country mgn.
wiuy, callsd the pike, rather than a !
proud oity boulevard, a pathway led
througt the felds to end at some pas-
ture bare opposite the brick bouse.
John Harkless was leaning on the
pasture . The stars were wan and
the foll moon sbone over the felda

Mendows and woodlands lay guiet and | {
| motlonless under the old, swoet mar- |

vel of a4 June night In the wld-.-l
monotony of the At lands there some
tiinea eomes a feeling that the whole
sarth s stretched out before coe. To-
night It seemad to lie 8o, In the pathos
of sllant beauty, passive and still, yet
bresthing an antigne message, sad,
mysterious, reassuring. Rut there had

ram west to the wdge of the >'
A

fronting close on the rond, & large
brick bouse, the most pretentions Mee |
slon (o Carlow connty And yot It wan
a howelike place, with Its red brick
walls ctubowersd bn massca of cool
Virginin creeper and s comfortable
£
£
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wasted in building an

Agents Wanted,

Each set with Sixty Diamond Minutes 3
g2enn never be found—they are gone forever, and as time is money, so is your nmln-\‘a
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INFERIOR FENCE

That takes time to be patching, also to gather up stock that has gotten into a NEIGHBOR'S
FIELD, or to chase your Neighbor's Stock that has gotten into YOUR FIELD.

Buy a Page Fence

And by so doing save time and money, and live in peace and harmony with your neighbor
For 1ull particulars, address

PAGE WOVEN WIRE FENCE CO.

E. ESTES, Manager of Distributary,
MeMINNVILLE OREGON.

ESTERDA

# Somewhere between daylight and dark,

% TWO GOLDEN HOURS

No reward is given to the

Local Agent, Northwestern Wash. Co,
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fAinder, fo they
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P. Parrox, Gaston,
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