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Oreat Star
According to astronomers, the star of

Bethlehem, which conducted the wise 
men to the birthplace of Jesus, will 
appear once more in 1910 or 1911. 
Josephus, the Hebrew historian, speaks 
of this star, which is now known as 
Halley's comet, and since his time it 
has appeared on twenty-three occasions.

Look Up.
Some men never see anything but 

mud while they are traveling through 
life, although the sky is lovely over­
head.—Somerville Journal.
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Just Before the Scrap.
Wife— I wonder how they make those 

parlor matches?
Husband—The process is  very sim­

ple. I (mce made one.
Wife—Indeed! How did you man­

age it?
Husband—By first making a fool of 

myself in your mother’s parlor during 
our courtship.—Chicago News.

Inevitable Cigarette.
give you two seats"I can give you two seats in the 

front row of the parquet,” said the man 
in the box office.

"Let’s see,” said the man, "the 
play’s a melodrama with the usual pol­
ished villain, isn’t it?”

“ Y es.”
"Better give me something back in 

the parquet circle. My wife can’t 
stand cigarette smoke.” Chicago 
Press. ‘N

S e c o n d •a r a h

One of Many.
j^Mifkins — How does your friend 
Hooker spend his time since *he retired 
form active business?

Bifkins—Oh, he flsfites all summer 
and lies about it all winter.

A Position of Trust.
"You say your son has risen to a po­

sition', of great trust in the com­
munity?”

"That’s what he has,”  answered 
Farmer Corntossel. "The folks say 
they’ve made him custodian of their 
most precious treasures. He drives an 
ice wagon in ‘summer and a coal cart 
in winter.” -—Washintgon Star.
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Picture Hats In Theaters.
It is announced that further attempts 

are to be made to cope with the hat 
nuisance at matinees by providing cloak 
rooms free of charge. Something also 
might be done by improving the quality 
of the play's presented. There is a good 
deal in the retort of the lady with the 
picture hat, who, on being told that 
thoee behind her could not .see, said 
that they were not missing much.-*- 
London Punch.

Perrin’s Pile Specific
The INTERNAL REMEDY 

No Caso Exists i t  WU1 Not Cnro

CHAPTER III.—(Continued.)
“A queer young woman,’’ muttered 

Reuben, as he walked to the front door 
and let himself out of the house. He 
drove into the city of Worcester with 
his face graver and more thoughtful than 
be had driven away from it that morn­
ings— although he had foreseen much of 
the result-of his journey, and had pre­
pared for it. He ahould remember com­
ing to Worcester again to the last day of 
his life.. It was a new beginning: even 
in the rain last night he had stepped from 
the commonplace to a something like ro­
mance, but he had forgotten the first in­
cident of his arrival until he was in Mud- 
dleton’s coffee rooi ,̂ and the waiter was 
leaning across the white Cloth toward 
him.

“Beg pardon, but he’s been—the young 
man who helped to carry the luggage last 
night" for you.” ,

“Has she?” said Reuben.
“Yes, sir. And he said that he thought 

half a crown a precious little, consider-* 
ing how he had spoiled his things with 
your trunk. The infernal trunk, he call­
ed it, along with other names.”

“She said that 7”
“He tried it on very hard for another 

shilling, but I told that I had my orders 
from you direct, and could not afford to 
advance, and that it was like his impu­
dence to come at all. I said that, sir,” 
added the waiter,^deferentially, “because 
he got awful saucy, and we had to put 
him out of the house. His langwidge, sir, 
was bad.”

“What kind of a man was he?” nsked 
Reuben Cnlwick. “A womanish kind of 
face—with big eyes—black eyes?”

“Oh, no, sirr-not a bit womanish. He 
was as full of pock-marks as a cribbuge 
board, and his eyes were particularly 
small, sir.”
»• -“Very good—or, rather, very bad,” 
said Reuben Culwick; “half a crown 
poorer, and the man has got the money 
instead of the woman.”

“Indeed, sir—yes, sir,” and the waiter 
departed.* Outside the door he tapped 
his forehead significantly, and jerked his 
thumb over his shoulder in the direction 
of thé room he had quitted—this for the 
instruction or amusement of another 
waiter coming downstairs.

“Mad as a March hare, Bob,” he » aid, 
sententiously. j>~

“Who?” said Bob. —*
“Forty-eight.”
“That’s young Culwick, ain’t it?” 
“Yes.”
“Oh! he always was a rum ’uin.”
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Liver P ills
That’s what you need; some­
thing to cure your biliousness, 
and regulate your bowels. You 
need Ayer’s Pills. Vegetable; 
gently laxative. L Z tfV i'j.

Want your moustache or beard
a beautiful brown or riel»black? Use

B UCK IN G H A M ’S DYE
nrrr cm or t>srooim oe «. r. g u t * co-. menus, w. s.

NORTH’SOVTH-EAST’WEST
YOU Wlbfa rIN»
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WATERPROOF 
OILLP CLOTHING 

EVERYWHERE.
TM bejt meteiah Ailled worluncn and 
w ty-JAenw ao experience ho* im jr
TOWERS 5f,dm CoataandHab 
feme the world aer Thqr art made in 
block oryelkwfor aH kinds of met work, 
and every «ament bearing the SION Of 
Tile rlJH omaranfeedtogivexk 
bfbettn All relate dmten setf then 
ÛLTOUB COJOIC«JUlI.tlJL

CHAPTER IV.
Reuben Culwick had an early dinner 

at Muddleton’s. After dinner he spent 
some time poring over a time table, and 
finally rang the bell.

“I shall want my luggage taken to the 
station this afternoon,” he said to the 
waiter who had doubted his sanity. “I 
wish to catch the 5:15 train for London.”.

After he had defrayed the expenses of 
his board and lodging at Muddleton’s be 
sat with his hands in his pockets, con­
sidering many things of grave perplex­
ity. The waiter left him—when busi­
ness took him into the coffee room again, 
number forty-eight was laughing to him­
self, just as lunatics of a cheerful frame 
of mind, or of no mind at all, are in the 
babit of doing.

“Why shouldn’t I?” Reuben Culwick 
said to himself; “I shall not have another 
chance—she’s one of the family—I may 
never see Worcester again.”

He beckoned the waiter to him.
“The St. Oswald Almshouses are at 

the top of Foregate street, are they not?”
“Yes, sir—in the Tithing.”
“Ah! the Tithing. I have been so long 

away that I forget names and places— 
everything but injuriee,” he mutte.-'ed. 
He did not go direct to the Tithing, but 
wandered round the cathedral and stroll­
ed to the bridge, over which he looked 
at the Severn, and where he hesitated 
strangely. j

“What ¡b the use? I shall only hear 
the recital of her grievances, feat and 
imaginary—disturb her and myself—feel 
myself in the way, and leave her none the 
happier. What’s the use of my going, 
after all?—I am as helpless, poor and 
blind as she is.”

He did not see the use of it in the 
slnggish waters that flowed on beneath 
the arch of the bridge, and at which lie 
gazed so steadfastly—he had even turn­
ed away ns from an unthankful task, of 
which the river warned him, when a sec­
ond impulse set him with his face from 
the railway, and took him with rapid 
strides in the direction upon which he 
had first resolved. The church clocks 
were striking three when he paused at 
the gateway which opened upon the in­
ner quadrangle of St. Oswald. The doors 
of some of the almshouses were open, and 
at one »of them was a faint sign of life 
in the form of a young woman, poorly 
but neatly clad In a black and white 
striped cotton dress, who was sitting 
w'th her elbows planted on her knees, 
her hands supporting her temples, and 
her face' bent close over a book that 
lay upon her lap. As Reuben advanced, 
he saw that the watcher on the threshold 
had tired of her volume, and closed her 
eyes.

“Can yon tell me where------”
Reuben Culwick paused in his in­

quiry. for the white, pinched face, and 
the big T>lack eyes were tke facerE J  
eyes of the strange girl who had volun­
teered to carry his luggage last night, 
and collapsed by the way. He could 
not be mistaken; he had looked too anx­
iously at her as she lay in her swoon to 
be deceived, despite her feminine. guise 
at this crisis, and the taller woman that 
she looked in it.

The big black eyes blinked like a cat’s 
la the sun, and the lashes quivered in

unison, bat then he had awakened hey 
from slumber, and taere was no sign of 
recognition on her countenance. There 
was a certain amount of contraction of 
the eyebrows, that might have indicated 
a half scowl at the traveler for waking 
her thua  ̂unceremoniously.

“Do you k^ow me?” Reuben said, 
changing hla tone and question.

“No,” was the slow reply; “I’ve never 
seen you before.”

“Not at Worcester station, at ten 
o’clock last night, when you helped me 
with a heavy portmanteau that I  was 
selfish enough to let you carry for me?” 
be continued.

“I help you with a portmanteau?” said 
the girl, scofflngly, . “at Worcester sta­
tion ! Yes, that’s very likely.”

“It was you*” said Rèuben, sternly, 
as he continued to stare at her, and as the 
girl’s cool denial of the fact began to ag­
gravate him; “why do you tell me that it 
was not?”

The young woman did not answer read­
ily. She rose to her feet—a tall, angular 
girl, smitten aorely by poverty—and lean­
ed against the door post, peering at her 
questioner, with her brow still contract­
ed.

“Why should I help you?” she said at 
last; “can’t you help yourself?”

“You fainted away; you were weak, 
and gave up, Why deny this?”

“I don’t know what you are talking 
about,” was the sullen apswei.

The girl was turning away, aa if with 
the intention of passing into the house, 
when Reuben remembered the object of 
his quest.

“Will you tell me, please, in which of 
these small establishments resides Sarah 
East boll?” he asked.

The girl paused, and then swung her­
self rapidly ronnd and faced him.

“What next?” she cried angrily,’' ‘and 
what’s next after that?” she added; “I’m 
Sarah Eastbell, and if you hâté any­
thing to say against me say it. I’m not 
ashamed of my name; I never was—I 
never did anything wrong in my life— 
now, then, what la it that you want?” 

“You are Sarah Eastbell!” said Reu­
ben, with a new interest asserting itself; 
“thpn you are—no, you can’t be,” added 
our hero, exhibiting again that incoher­
ence which had already bewildered the 
waiter at Muddleton’s.

“Will you tell me what you want 
here?” asked Miss Eastbell, peremptor­
ily- U

“I want to see an older lady than your­
self, of the same name, and residing, I 
believe, in one of these almshouses.'’ 

“Oh, indeed—what for?” was the cau­
tious inquiry. •

“A friendly call—that’s all,” answered 
Reuben.

“My grandmother is not well enough to 
see company.”

“She will see me,” replied Reuben Cul­
wick.

The statement concerning Mrs. East- 
bell’s idiosyncrasies was destined never 
to be completed, for a short, sharp 
“Sarah!” in an excnttiaiingly high key, 
that was like the twang of a wire, and 
left.a humming sound in Reuben’s ears, 
came from an inner room on the left- 
hand side of the doorway.

“Coming!” said the tall girl, and she 
disappeared at once, and left Mr. Cul-> 
wick on the threshold, half resolved to 
follow her, and before Reuben was pre­
pared for her reappearance she was 
standing in the doorway again.

“You can come in,” said the girl sul­
lenly.

She led the way to a small room, scru­
pulously clean, with a bed in the center 
Of the room, and an old woman in the 
center of the bed. There was nothing 
to be seen of Mrs. Eastbell but her face, 
and a grim, yellow, parchment face it 
was, cut up by a hundred wrinkles.

“Well, sir,” said the head above the 
sheets, “will you please to state what 
business you have with old Sarah East- 
bell, who has been past business for the 
last ten years?” r.

It wire a cf lip iU dnot wholly shrill 
voice, now that it had dropped an octave 
or two. The visitor walked to the bed­
side, sat down in a rush-bottomed chair 
that was there, and looked hard at her.

“When I saw you last you were a 
bustling little woman, carrying your years 
well,” said Reuben Culwick tenderly; “I 
a in sorry to find on old friend brought 
down as low ns this.”

“It can’t l»e Reuben, can it?” she 
asked eagerly.

“Yes it can.^
“Now to think of that, after these 

years, and here!” said Mrs. Eastbell. 
“That’s kind of you, Reu; I’m very 
glad,” and the old lady fought hard with 
the sheets, and got a thin, yellow hand 
above the bedclothes, and extended it in 
the direction of her nephew, langhing in 
an odd chuckling way that portended fu­
ture hysterics, if she were not careful. 
Reuben shook the hand in his, and the 
girl stood by the mantelpiece, watching 
the greeting furtively.

“What made yon think of me?” said 
the old woman, after a moment’s pause.

“I came to Worcester last night; I 
heard this morning for the first time that 
yon were here.”

“Who told ybu?” ,
“My father.”
“Yon are friends, then? He has for­

given you7” she said. _
’“NTT”
“Ah! he will presently,” said Mrs. 

Eastbell, with an easy confidence; “there 
are many good pointa about my brother 
Simon, and it in only a question of time. 
All things come round in time, Ren—even 
good luck. That’s what I often tell our 
Sally.”

Sally winced suddenly at this introduc­
tion of her name into the discours», and 
Rsubsa looked across his prostrate rsla-

tivs toward the young attendant, who 
drew a pattern on the floor with the point 
of her boot, and did not retnrn his 
glances. . i  ■ . ... -

“Sop)e day Simon will walk in h e m -  
just as you have done—and say how Ber­
ry he is for all the past,” said the old 
woman; “sometimes I He awake fancy­
ing I can hear his footsteps coming serosa 
the paved yard toward me.”

“I would not build upon his offering 
you any help,” said Reuben Culwick.

“I don’t want any help. Eight shil­
lings a week keeps more life in me than 
I know what to do with. I’m very hap­
py, though it’s an awful place for flies. 
Sally does s  little work when she can 
get it, and is a dear, kind nurse, who 
never tires of me. She’ll read the Bible 
half the day to me, when I’m too ill to 
run about much—a good girl, Sally!”

“I am very glad to hear it,” answered 
Reuben.

He would not have dispelled the old 
woman’s faith in her granddaughter by a 
word—by any question hinging on last 
night’s mystery or to-day’s prevarication. 
This was s  woman who had faith tn ev­
erybody, and 'extracted happiness even 
from an almshouse in a shady corner of 
Worcester City.

“When I am gone, I should like some­
body to get Sally a good place—you don’t 
know any one who wants an honest, 
hard-working, truthful girl?”

“Not at present," said Reuben, glanc­
ing across at Sarah Eastbell again, who 
was still tracing hieroglyphics on the 
floor. ̂  She looked up this time aB he re­
plied to her grandmother, and shrugged 
her shoulders either at the old woman’s 
criticism or at the wild idea of her being 
Indebted to him for her future position 
in life.

“Will she be wholly alone in the wocjd 
some day?” asked Reuben Culwick, in­
quisitively.

“She has not a friend—she will make 
plenty, of course, but she has them to 
make.”

“My cousin Mark was her father, then. 
Is he------”

J‘Yes—he’s dead. So’s his wife. They 
were a worthy couple, but they were 
very unlucky, and so better out of the 
world tbhn in it,” Baid the grandmother, 
“when they died last year I offered Sally 
part of my home, and my sister tried to 
do something for Tom, but he went to 
sea.”

“Does Sarah sleep here—live with you 
altogether?”

“Yes,” answered the old woman; “Ifa 
very Belfish of me to keep her to myself, 
but, please the Lord, it will not last a 
great while longer. She’s . young—she’s 
industrious, and will be always able to 
get her living, anywhere; and if you hear 
of anything that will suit her, you will 
bear her in mind, Reuben?”

“I shall not forget her,” said Reuben, 
dryly.

“She shall come and tell you when I’m 
gone, if you let me know where you 
live,” added Mrs. Eastbell, in a.brisk, 
business-like manner; “it is as weU to 
arrange these little matters.”-

“I live at Hope Lodge, Hope stfeet, 
Camberwell.”
— ‘̂That’s right, Ren—always Uvs in 
Hope, my lad.”

It was a feeble joke, which nobody ap- | 
predated but this lifcht-hearted old blind 
woman, and she appreciated it for the 
three of them, and lay chuckling over it j 
until it nearly choked her.

“I am going now,” said Reuben Col- i 
wick, stooping over her; “good-by, aunt.” \ 

“Good-by, lad; thank you for fc visit 
which wiU cheer me up for days; and 
think of something for my Sally, if you 
can.” ,

How strongly impressed that sullen 
girl by the fireplace was on the old wom­
an’s mind he did not entirely compre­
hend until this last moment of their meet­
ing. . i

“Grandmother!” said Sarah the young­
er, deprecatingly; but Mrs. Eastbell went 
on, the thin bony hand clinging to her 
nephew’s tightly.

“She's everything to me, but I wouldn’t 
mind parting with her at once—to-mor­
row, if yon ahould hear of a decent situa­
tion for her. Anybody can mind me, and 
I don’t want to stop ths way to her ad­
vancement. She’s clever at her needle; 
she reads well; she’s quick at figures; in 
any tradesman’s shop, now, she’s be very 
handy—and ahe’a only seventeen. So 
young, Ren, to be alone in the world 
after I am gone!”

“Yes,” said Reuben, “so young!”
So young, and so willful and deceptive, 

he thought also, after he had parted 
with his aunt and said “Good-day” to 
Sarah Eastbell; and walked into the 
little square cdurt yard,' where the rain 
had begun to patter briskly, as though 
there had been no wet weathe# for weeks, 
and it was coming down to make up for 
lost time.

(To be continued.)
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"I hove used Ayer’s Hair Vigor 
for thirty years. It is elegant for
a hair dressing and for keeping the 

t the ends.’’— 
Grsntfork, 111.

hair from splitting at ths ends”’’—
îcnfelder,J. A.Gruencnfel

H a ir - s p l i t t in g  splits 
friendships. If the Hair­
splitting is done on your 
own h ea d  it loses friends 
for you, for every hair of 
your head is a friend.

Ayer’s H air Vigor in 
advance will prevent the 
splitting. If tne splitting 
has begun, it will stop it.

« .te a k e ttle . All

I f  your druggist cannot supply yon, 
send o s on* dollar and we w ill express 
you a bottle. Be sore and g ive the name 
o f  your nearest express office. A ddress, 

J. O. AYEK CO., Low ell, Maas.
--y

Mia Ifnnwlailw aa# ___k,t ils  itn o w ie a g e  or eg g s#
„ "Some physicians declare,’’ remarked 
the statistician, "that there is as muph 
strength in a couple of eggs as in a 
pound of beef.”  ‘

"H uh!” snorted the actor, "are you 
sure they mentioned beef or Limburger 
cheese?” —Philadelphia Press.

BIG CROPS I PAYING CROPS I
Are alw ays reported w hen Portland  
Seed C o/e “ Diam ond Brand”
are planted. WhyT 
you the kind th at gro  
th is coast. Our 100 pam  Seed Book 

n t free.

needs 
Because we se ll 

th e best on

No. 1M te lls a ll. Sent 
PORTLAND SEED C O ., Portland. Oregon
H eadquarters for Bee and Poultry Supplies
* I ^
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Mr. Farmer

A  Y o u th fu l  E s t im a te .
“Now,” said the Sunday school teach­

er, in her most winning tones, “which 
little boy can tell me about the still 
small voice that Is within us?” 

“Flease’m,” said the freckled boy at 
the end of the seat, “my uncle has one.” 

“He has?”
“Yes’m. He’s a ventriloquist.”—Bal­

timore Herald.
B e a t o f  K easo n a .

The Summer Girl (to her companion) 
What do you suppose it is, dearest, 

that makes the sea murmur so?
Testy Old Gentleman Behind (who j 

has encountered a mooning couple in 
every' secluded nook along the shore)— 
Great Scott! Miss, you’d murmur if 
you had to listen to all the sentimental 
nonsense the sea hears.

I f  Mr. a ster , whose lifetim e has 
spent la  Improving naS ta­

in s  the yields #f fkna ereps, 
i prove to your entire satlefoo- 

Uon. that where you aew  grew 40 
bo. o f Oate, Balner’e norte will give 
yon 100; where you tako e f H b e .  
of Corn, Salner'e aorta w ill aeafce II 
UOl u i  aw Berltr in W ti am  
Whoa* triples your yield, sad ea 
Potatoes gires 7M bu. par acre, 
a» found below, would yon then a y  
te lm fe  Seedef WeU, air. we can 
prove and convince yoa positively 
U you w ill read Saber's catalog.
Saber’s Hew National Oats.

Oreataet Oata e f  the eeatnry. 
Salaer’» Oete has the endorsement 
e f the U. a  D ept of Agriculture 
aa the very beat sa t o f  ever too 
sorts tried bv them. Every other 
■ett mnet take the back seat.

-Y ea r National Oata yielded for 
OM at the rato o f UT bu. par acra.“

raya: “ I  never row anything like 
B oer'sN atloeal Oata. It yielded 
form e su  bu. per acre.”

SSS Bu. par A ora.
H. * . Nye, St. Louie Co., Vet 

“ Your National Oata wee a eight 
worth seeing—4 f t  tall, a solid stiff 

not a stem lodged, yielded 
1 bu. per acre for me I”

SI O Bu. par Aera.
V . B. Uraner, Ranaom On., V. St 

••aaleer's National Onta Is great. 
It made the aatoalahlag yield of 
a t  Ira. par aere I”
N ow  M r. F a rm e r

Tour land Is Just ea good, and
yoa ere surely Just es good a  
Sumer, will you not beat m is Oat 
raeordialtM T______

Spelts or Emmer, 
SO B u . p orA ors. 

Wonderful Spans, manreletB 
■pelts, profitable Spelts, the farm­
er1.  firm fHend, flonrlablng every- 
where aad yielding to bu. ef grata 
and 4 tons of splendid straw hay 

r acre beeldee.
Home Builder Corn.

Was named because RO acres in 
1S01 produced so bountifully that It 
built and paid fora beautiful home. 
See Baiter'« catalog. It la the big­
gest eared early and heaviest yield- 
rag Yellow Dent Corn wo know.
Billion Dollar Grass 

and Teoslnte.
A  noble pair. Blllloa Dollar 

Brass, the moat talked of grass ea  
earth, makes 14 tons of fine bay 
per acre, while Teoslnte astonishes 
and startles you with to tons of 
green food per acre, rich In sugar 
aad milir and food values.

Petitoes— 736 Be  per Acre.
The Editor o f the Rural New

___ r’e Early Wleooneia Potato
yielded for him 9 3 6  h a . per acre, 
aad wa have several aorta that 
w ill beat that reoord.

Parmer, Attention I B elie f 1104 
Potatoes may bo worth soca bu., 
then 10 acres at 716 bu. per acre 
would mean (4,414.00 and you can 
pocket that money. If you plant 
Baber's Potatoes.
Far 10 eants In Stam ps
and the name of this paper, wa will 
send you slo t o f form eeed samples. 
Including so m e  o f the above, fully 
worth |  io.oo to get a start, together 
with our mammoth 140 page Illus­
trated catalog, well worth fioo.00 
to  each and evety wide awake 
gardener and former. A ll this wa 

1 lbs but Me la  postage stamps

-----  E v e r la s t in g .
Mrs. Newed—I find my lessons In, 

breadmaking have saved ug a lot of 
money.

Mrs. Pott*—Bnt I thought yon could 
not eat it, yon said 

M rs/Newed—We don’t; hot I make 
playthings for the baby out of it, and 
they never break or wear out—Tld- 
Blfa.

JOHN A.SALZER
S E E D  CO.

L A C R O S S E  . W I S .


