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" parlor matches?

‘picture hat, who, on being told that
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QGreat Star Coming. |

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, whick 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. [and let himself out of the house. . He

Just Before the Scrap.
Wife—I wonder how they make those

Husband—The process' is very sim-
ple. 1 once made one.

Wife—Indeed! How did you man-
age it?

Hugband—By first making a fool of
myself in your mother’s parlor during
our courtship.—~Chicago News.

inevitable Cigarette.

“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 & melodrama with the usual pol-
ished villain, isn’t it?"’

“Yeﬂ-”

‘‘Better give me something back in
the parquet circle. My wife can't
stand cigarette smoke.”” — Chicago
Press.

One of Many.

- Mifking — How does your friend
Hooker spend his time since “he retired
form active business?

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

A Position of Trust.

““You say your son has risen to a po-
sition., of great frust in the com-
munity?'’

““That's what he has,”’ answered
Farmer Corntossel.
they’ve made him custodian of their
most precieus treasures. He drives an
ice wagon in‘summer and a coal cart
in winter,”’—Washintgon Star, "

Picture Hats In Theaters.

It is announced that further attempta
are to be made to cope with the hat:
nuisance at matinees by providing cloak
rooms free of charge. Bomething also
might be done by improving the quality
of the plays presented. There is agood
deal in the retort of the lady with the

those behind her could not see, said
that they were not missing much.-—
London Punch.

[ ed it, along with other names."” |

I Reuben Cnlwick.

“The folks say [~

Perrin’s Pile Specific |
- The INTERNAL REMEDY
No Case Exists it Will Not Cure

St. Helen’s Hall

Home and day school for girls, Ideal
location. 8 ous bullding.
equipment. Academie, Coll'

Modern
Frepar-
ation and special courses. usie, Elo-
cution, Art in ¢harge of specialists.
Nlustrated “catalogue. Easter term
opens February 1, 1904,
ELEANOR TEBBETTS, Principal

perience has established it aa
a fact. Sold by all dealers. You
sow —they grow. 1904 Seed
Annual posipald firee Lo all ap-
plicants,

D. M, FERRY & CO.
DETROIT, MICH.

Liver Pills
That’s what you need; some-
thing to cure your biliousness, |
and regulate your bowels. You
need Ayer’s Pills. Vegetable;

gently laxative. §.0. Ayezce

(Want your moustache or beard
a beautiful brown or rich black? Use

BUCKINGHAM'S DYE

NABAUA, N, A

‘sluggish waters that flowed on beneath
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WATLRPROOF
OILED CLOTHING
e EVERYWHMERE.

famous the world over They are madein
Mur)cllowfwalwdutua
SIGN

TR | A
ADOVE . Tﬁmm" eers sell themn.

TOWER (ODOSIONMASS. U IA.

NORTH-SOUTH-EAST-WEST

| lay upon her lap.

SOWER’y
: -
=

o

= “ANNE JUDGE, SPINSTER.'

CHAPTER II1,—(Continued.)
“A queer young woman,” muttered
Reuben, as he walked to the front door

drove into the city of Worcester with
his face graver and more thoughtful than
he had driven away from it that mom-
ing-—althopgh he had foreseen much of
the result+of his journey, and had pre-
pared for it. He should remember com-
ing te Worcester again to the last day of
his life.. Tt 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-
cideat of his arrival until he was in Mud-
dleton’s coffee roonh, and the waiter was
leaning across the white tloth toward
him.

“Beg pardon, but he's been—the young
man who helped to carry the luggage last
night for youn.” g .

“Has she?” said Reuben.

“Yes, sir. And he said that he thonght
half a crown a precious little, consider-
ing how he had spoiled his things with
your trunk. The infernal trunk, he call-

“She said that?”

“He tried it on very hard for another
shilling, but I told that I had my orders
from you direet, 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, “becanse
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?” asked
“A womanish kind of
face—with big eyes—Dblack eyes?”

“Oh, no, sir—not a bit womanish, He

was as full of pock-marks as a eribbage
board, and his eyes were particularly
small, sir.”
“Yery good—or, rather, very had,”
said Reuben Culwick; “half a erown
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 the room he had quitted—this for the
instruction or amusement of another
waiter coming downstairs.

“Mad as a March hare, Bob,” he said,
sententiously, '

“Who?" said Bob.

“Forty-eight.”

“That’s young Culwick, ain’t it?"

‘6Ya"'

“Oh! he always was a rum 'un.”

CHAPTER 1V,

Reuben Culwick had an early dinner
at Muddleton's. After digner he spent
some time poring over a time table, und
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 cateh the 5:15 train for London.”

After he had defrayed the expenses of
his board and lodging at Muddleton's he
sut with his hands in his pockets, con-
gidering many things of grave perplex-
ity. The waiter left him—when busi-
ness took him into the eoffee 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
habit of doing, .

“Why shouldn't 17" 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 placos—
everything but injuries,” he muttered,
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.

“What is the use? I shall only hear
the recital of her grievances, real and
imaginary—disturb her anhd 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 ghe is.”

He did -not see the use of it in the

the arch of the bridge, and at which he
gazed so steadfastly—he had even turn-
ed away as 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 8t. 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 elad in a black and white
striped cotton. dress, who was sitting
with her elbows planted on her knees,
her hands supporting her temples, and
her face' hent close over a book tHat
As Reuben advanced,
he saw that the watcher on the threshold
had tired of her volume, and eclosed her
eyes, P

“Can yon tell me where—-"

Reuben Culwick paused in his in-
quiry, for the white, pinched face, and
the big black eyes were the face #nd
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-
jously at her as she lay in her swoon to
be deceived, despite her feminine. guise
at this crisis, and the taller woman that
she ldoked in it.

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

& Second Gousin
BY THE AUTHOR OF

o'clock last mnight, when you helped me

b

* “LITTLE RAYE KIRBY.”

unison, but then he had awakened her
from slumber, and there was no sign of
B on her countenance. There
was a certaln amount of contraction of
the eyebrows, that might have indicated
2 half scowl at the trayeler for waking
her thus unceremoniously..
_know me?’ | Reuben said,
is and question.

“No,” was the slow reply; “I've never
seen you 5.

“Not at Worcester station, at ten
with a heayy portmanteau that I was
selfish enough to let you carry for me?’
he continued.

“I help you with a portmantean?" said
the girl, seoffingly, .“at Worcester sta-
tion! Yes, that's very likely.”

"It was you,” said Reéuben, sternly,
as he continued to stare at her, and as the
girl's cool denial of the fact began to ag-
gravate himg “why de you tell me that it
was not?” ' '

The young woman did not answer read-
ily. Bhe rose to her feet—a tall, angular
girl, smitten sorely by poverty—and iean-
ed against the door post, peering at her
gt;leltionel'. with her brow still contract-

“Why should 1 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 wlint you are talking
about,” was the sullen answer.

The girl was turning away, as if with
the intention of passing into the house,
when Reubén remembered the object of
his quest. 3

“Will you tell me, please, in which of
these small establishments resides Sarah
Eastbell 7" 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 Bastbell, and if you have 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 is it that you want?”

“You are Sarah Eastbell!” said Reu-
ben, with a new interest asserting itself;
“then 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. .

“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.”

“8he will see me,” replied Reéuben Cul-
wick.

The statement concerning Mrs. Iast-
bell’'s idiosyncrasies was destined never
to be completed, for a shert, sharp
“Sarah!” in an excmitiafingly high key,
that was like thie 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, acru-
pulously clean, wwith 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, yvellow, 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 Kast-
bell, who has heen past business for the
last ten years?” ¥y

It was a crisp and not wholly shrill
voice, now that it had dropped an octave
or two. The visitor walked to the bed-
gide, sat down in a rush-bottomed chair
that was there, and looked hard at her.

“When I saw you last yoa were a
bustling little woman, carrying your years
well,” said Renben Culwick tendérly; “1
am sorry to find on old friend brought
down as low as this.”

“It can't be Reuben, can it?' she
asked eagerly.

“Yes it can.

“Now to think of that, after these
yvears, and here!l” said Mrs. Eastbell,
“That’s kind of you, Reu; I'm very
glad,” and the oM ‘lady fought hard with
the sheets, and got a thin, yellow hand
above the bedclothes, and extended it in
the direetion of her nephew, laughing in
an odd chuckling way that portended fu-
ture hysterics, If she were not carefnl
Reuben shook the hand in his, and the
girl stood by the mantelpiece, watching
the greeting furtively.

“What made you think of me?” smaid
the old woman, after a moment’s pause,

“l came to Worcester last night; 1
heard this morning for the first time that
you were here.”

“Who told you?”

“My father.”

“Yon are friends, then? He has for-
given you?’ she said.

“Na?"

“Ah! he will presently,” said Mrs.
Bastbell, with an easy confidence; *‘there
are many good points about my brother
Simon, and it is only a question of time.
All things eome round in time, Ren—even
good luck. That's what I often tell our
Sally.” :

Sally winced suddenly at this introdoc-
tion of her name into the discourse, and
Reuben looked mcross his prostrate rela-

~ “That's right, Reu—always live in
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‘just as you haye done—and say how scr-
ry he is for all the past,” said the old)

“I would not build upon his offering :

you any help,” said Reuben Culwick.

“l don't want any help. RBight 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 a 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, Bually!”

“1 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 a woman who had faith tn ev-
erybody, and ‘extracted happiness ¢ven
from an almshouse in a shady corner of
Woreester City. ;

“When I am gone, I should like some-
hody 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 Bastbell again, who
was still tracing hieroglyphics on the
floor., She looked up this time as 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 world
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——""

*“Yes—he's dead. Bo’s his wife. They
were a worthy couple, but they were
very unlucky, and so better out of the |
world than in it,” said the grandmother,
“when they died last year 1 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; “it's

“Somge day Simon will walk in here— |-
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~ Hair-splitting splits
friendships. H?ge air-
splitting is done on your
own it loses friends
for you, for every hair of
your head is a friend.
Ayer’s Hair Vigor in
advance wlll: re:;lnt the
splitting. If the splitt
has begun, it will stophl)tg.

$1.00 & boftle. All druggists.
anea
If your t cannot
and
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| His Knowledge of Bggs. ;

_ “*“Some physicians declare,’’ remarked
the statistician, ‘‘that there is as muogh
strength in & couple of eggs as in a
pound of beef.”’ ;

““Huh!’’ snorted the actor, ‘‘are youn
sure they mentioned beef or Limburger
cheese?’’—Philadelphia Press.

BIG CROPS! PAYING CROPS!

Are always reported when Portland ‘
SBeed Co.'s *Diamond Brand” seeds
are planted. Why? Because we sell

you the kind t w the beat on
this coast. Our 1l Beed Book
No. 156 tells all. Sent free.

PORTLAND SEED CO., Portiand, Oregon. .

{ very seélfish 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. ) i.
“S8he shall come and tell yeu when I'm |
gone, if you let me know where you
live,” added Mrs. Eastbell, in a brisk, |
business-like manner; “it is as well to
arrange these little matters.™

“I live at Hope Liodge, Hope street,
Camberwell.” -

Hope, my lad.”
It was a feeble joke, which nobody ap- |
preciated but this light-hearted old blind
woman, and she appreciated it for the |
three of them, and lay chuckling over it
until it nearly choked her. .I
“l am going now,” said Reunben Cul-|
wick, stooping over her; “good-by, aunt.” |
“Good-by, lad; thank you for-a visit
which will cheer me up for days; and
think of something for my Sally, if yon
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.

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

“She’s everything to me, but I wouldn't |
mind parting with her at once—to-mor- |
row, if you should hear of a decent situa-
tion for her. Anybody can mind me, and
I don't want to stop the 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 she’s only sevenfeen. Sol
young, Reu, to be alone in the world
after I am gone!” :

“Yes,"” said Reuben, “so young!"”

S0 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 court yard, where the rain
had begun to patter briskly, as thongh?
there had been no wet weathed for weeks, E
and it was coming down to make up for |
lost time. i

|
(To be continued.) i

A Youthful Estimate. ‘
!

“Now,” sald the Sunday school teach-
er, in her most winning tones, ‘““which
little boy can tell me about the still|
gmall volce that 1s within us?” |

“Please’'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. |
!
|

Best of Reasons.

The Summer Girl (to her companion) |
—What do you suppose it is, dearest,
that makes the séea murmur so? |

Testy Old Gentleman Behind (who |
has encountered a meoning couple Inf
every seclunded nook along the shore)— |
reat Scott! Miss, you'd murmur if
you had to listen to all the sentimental
nonsense the sea hears,

ey s W |
Mrs, Newed—I find my lessons in.
breadmaking hdave saved us a lot of |

money.

CQMMH for Bee and Polultry Suppllaj

/'SALZER'S
| @r= SEEDS
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because 50 in
produced so bountifully that i¢
and pald fora beavtiful home,
. Itisthe b
sared sarly and heaviest yiel
Yellow Dent Corn we know,
e ——— *

l:-,th Pt talked of on
@ mos l-n-
sarth, makes 14 tons of fine bay
acre, while Teosinte astonishes
55 mfm}l- you wl:_ll:r lttlmi‘cml of
acre, ric
and nﬂkmmood walues,
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JOHN ASALZER
SEED CO.

LACROSSE WIS,

Mrs. Potts—But I thought you could
not eat it, you sald

Mrs.' Newed—We don't; but I make
playthings for the baby out of it, and
they mever break or wear out..-Tid-
BIt& !




