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sunny-batred girl was a repliea of his

sister, and n some dusty corner of Mr,
| Stagg's heart there dwelt a very falth-
| ful memory of Hanoah,

Nothing bad served to ostrange the
brother save time and distance.

“Hannah's Car'lyn” muttered Mr,

Stagg agnin. “Bless we, child! how
did you got bhere from New York?™

“On the ears, uncle. You see, Mr,
Price thought I'd hetter come, He says
you are my guardinn—Iit's In papa’s
will and would have been 50 In mwame
[ma's will, If she'd made one, Mr,
Price put me on the traln and the con-
ductor took care of me,

“Who s Mr. Price?" the storekeeper
askoed,

“He's a Inwyer. He's written yon
| a long letter about it, It's In my bag.
| Didn't you get the telegrnm ha sent
| you last evening, Uncle Joe? A ‘night
letter,! hie cnlled 1L."

“Never got It," repllied Mr, Stogg
II | shortly.

“Well, you see, when papa and mam-

LOOK UP!

You will feel better for
having known Carolyn of the
Corners. She is a lovable
little girl, who not only
preaches but practices the
gospel of “looking up” and
always making things “a
wee bit better.” To become
acquainted with her is like
letting in the sunshine and |||
looking up at the blue |||
sky. You will want to fol-
low Carolyn through this
story after you have read
the opening chapter.
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CHAPTER |I.
Sl = left me with the Prices. 1 go to school

The Ray of Sunlight. with Edna Price and she alept with me
Just as the rays of the afternoon |t night In our flat—after the Dunra-
sun hesitated to enter the open door  VED salled.”
of Joseph Stugg's hardware store in
Bunrise Cove and lngered on the sill, [¥ou up bere for?” asked Mr, Stugg.
80 the lttle giel In the black frock | The question was n poser and Caro-
and hat, with twin bralds of sunshiny |'¥0 May stammered: “I—I1— Don't
halr on her shonlders, hovered at the ! Buardinns always take thelir lttle girls
entrance of the dim nnd dusty place, | Pome and look out for them?"
She carried a satchel In one band, | "Hum—I don’t know."
while the fngers of the other were | "ore merchnnt mused grimiy, “I—I
- to the rivet-studiled collnr of | B1eSS we'll Letter go up to The Corners
a mottled, homely mongrel dog jand see what Aunty Rose has to say
50Oh. dear me. i'l'llll-‘i‘:“ sighed he nbont It. You onderstand, I couldn't
Witle girl, “this must be the place, | F*8IY keep you If she says *No!'™
We'll just have to go In. Of course [ _."th'..t acle Joe, couldn’t you?
know e must be a nlee man; but be's No," he declared, wagging his bead
such a stranger.” decldedly, ”"Ant! what she'll sny to
Her fect faltered over the dovor sill ”",E‘ 'l:l.f:_. )
and peced slowly down the shop be- Oh! tm-a_l:..n May erfed agnin, nn-!
e s Mo kel et et put both arms suddenly about the neck
At the back of the shop was n small
office closed in with grimy windows.
The uncertaln visitor and her canine
companion saw the shadowy figure of the blg ledger into the safe. After
| ey i nlsers MK ¢ i
The dog, however, scented something H;,;‘np,-.:; ,:,,.l;,:| "l,',, ;‘.,rr.._ :
else, “I'd like to know where that use

.

the best dog, Uncle Joe,'
Mr, Stugg shook his hend doubtfully.
Then he went Into the office and shut

ma had to go away so suddenly they | 0ok at her,

nf her canlne friemd. “Prince s Just |

In the half darkness of the shop he | jexe Gormley boy s now,” muttered |

and his lttle mistress came unexpect- | My, Stagg.

edly upon what Prince considered his “Chet! Hey! you Chet!"
arch-enemy. There rose up on the end '
of the counter nearest the open office | 1)e ytter mystifiention of Prince, n sec-

To Carolyn May's amazement and to |

door a blg, bluck toment whose arched | ;5 of the floor under thelr feet begnn |

back. swollen tall and yellow eyes | 1, pige.
blazed deflance. “Oh, merey me ! squenled the little

“Ps-s-st—ye-ow 1" | girl, und she hopped off the trapdoor;

The rising yowl broke the silence of yu¢ the dog uttersd n quick, threaten-
the shop like a trumpet eall. The Httle | {ne prowl and put his mugzle to the
girl dropped hér bag and sclzed the widenlng sperture,
dog’s collar with hoth hands, “Hey! call off that dog!” begged a

“Prince !" she cried, “don’t you speak | muMed volce from under the trapdoor,
to that cat—don't you dare speak | “He’ll ent me up, Mr. Stagg"”
to 1t !" “Lie down, Prince!" commanded

“Bless me!"” cronked a volce from | Carolyn May hastlly. “It's only a boy.
the office. You know you like boys, Prince,” she

The tomeat uttered n second “ps-s-8t | urged.

—ye-ow " and shot up a Iadder to the | “Come on up out o' that cellar, Chet.
top shelf, I'm going up to The Corners with my

“Bless me!" repeated Joseph Stagg, | little nlece—Hannah's Cur’lyn. This
taking off his eyeglnsses and leaving | 1s Chetwood Gormley, If he ever stops
them In the ledger 2o mark his place. | growin® longitudinally mebbe he'll be
"What have you brought that dog In | g man some day and not a glant. You
here for?” stuy right here and tend store while

He came to the office door. I'm gone, Chet.”

“I—1 dido't have nny place to leave Carolyn May could not help feeling
him,"” was the hesltating reply. some surprise at the finully revenled

“Hum! DId your mother send you | proportions of Chetwood Gormley, He
for romething?” wns lathllke and gawky, with very

“No-o, sir,” sighed the Uttle visitor. prominent upper front teeth, which

At that moment p wore daring ™y | gave n sort of bow-window appearance
of sunilghit found It way through the | his wide mouth. But there was o
transom over the store door nnd Mt up good-humored twinkle In the over
the dusky place, It fell upon the | grown boy's shallow eyes; and, If un-
slight, binck-frocked figure nnd for an | pouth, he wos kind.
instant touched the pretty bead as |
with an suoreole, lgalld, He stepped quickly out of the

“Bless me, child!" exclalmed Mr. | wpy of Prince when the latter sturted
Btagg, “Who ure you? for the front of the store.

The flowerllke fuce of the Hitle gir) Onee out of the shop In the sunlit
quiversd, the blue eves spllled blg | street, the llttle girl hreathed a sigh
drops over her cheeks, 8he approached | of rellef. Mr, Stugg, peering down at
Mr. Singg. stooping ond squinting Inlgwr sharply, asked:
the office doorway, nnd placed o timld “YWhat's the matter?”
hand upon the brosd band of black l—J— Your shop & awful dark,
crepe he wore on his contsleeve, Uncle Joe," she confessed., *“I can't

“You're nol  Hoonoah's Car'lyn? | geem to look up in there
gquestioned the hsrdware denler huskily, | “‘Logk up?" repented the hard-

“I'm Cor'lyn Moy Comeron,” she | ware dealer, puzzled,
confessed. “You're my Unele Joo, 1I'm “You, sir, My pupa says never to get
very glad to see you, Uncle Joe, and— | in any place where you can't look up
and 1 bope—yaou're glud o see me— | and see something brighter and bet-
und Prince,” sho fHulshed routher fal- | tor phead,” sald Carolyn Moy softly,

teringly. [ “He suys that's whot woakes e worth
“Pless me!" murmured the man | Wving”
ugnlu, “Cih, he doos, does he?" grunted Me,

Nothing so wlartling ns this hnd en- | Stugg
terodd Bunrise Cove's clilef vhardware | He notleed the heavy bug In her
emporium®” foF MAnY nod many o year, | hund mnd took it from hen Tustantly

Hunnah Stage. the bardwore mar- | her relensed flogors stale lolo his free
chaut's ouly #ister, Lud goons away |hand, Mr, Stuge looked down at the
freuns Domng guile Bfteou years provie | Httde hood In bis  pelm,  soiewhst
ously, Mr. Btagg had pover sesy Honp- I winrtled snd oot o Jttle dismeyed,
nah sgain; but this slight, blueeyod, | The wuln slrest of Buurise ove on

.

“I'm proud to know ye, Car'lyn,” h{"l

this warm afternoon was not thronged
with shoppers. Not many people nos
ticed the thd, shambling, round shoul-
dered man In rusty blnck, with the pe-
tite Ngure of the child and the mon-
grel dog passing that way, though a
few ldle shopkeopers looked after the
trio In surprise. DBut when Mr. Stagg
und his companions turned lnto the
pleasantly shnded street that led out
of town towannls The Corners—where
was the Stagg homestend—Curolyn
Mny notieed her uncle become sud-
denly flustervd, She saw the blood
food Into his face and neck, and lhel
felt his hand loosen ns though to re-
lense her own, The little girl looked |
ahead curlously at the womnan who was '

npproaching.

She was nol a young woman-—that
15, not what the c¢hild would enll young. |
Carolyn May thought she wus very
nice looking--tall and robust, MHer |
brown eyes fMushed an Inguiring glnm‘o|
upon Carolyn May, but she did not
look at Mr, Stagg, nor did Mr, Stngg |

“Oh! who is that Indy, Uncle .!m-T“l
nsked the Hitle glel when they were
out of earshot.

" Her unele's thront seemed |

“Hum !

“Rut—whnt dld this Iawyer send |to need clearing. “That—that ts Man-

dy Parlow—Mies Aminnda Parlow,” he
corrected hlmself with dignity.

The flush 40 not soon fnde out of
his face as they went on o silence,

It wns half n mile from Masln strest

The hard: | to The Corners. There was tall tim-

ber nll about Sunrise Cove, which wns
bullt along the shore of n deep Inlet
eutting In from the greant Inke, whose
blue waters sparkled ns far o8 one
right see townrds the south nnd west,

Uncle Joe assured Caro'yn May when
she asked Win, that from the highest

“Oh! Who ls That Lady, Uncle Joe?

hill In sight one could &ee only the
luke and the forest—clothed hilis and
valleys.

“There's lumber camps all about.
Mebbe they'll interest you, Lots of
bullding going oo all the time, too"

He told her, ns they went nlong, of
the long tralus of cars and of the
strings of barges golng out of tho Cove,
all Inden with timber and sawed
boards, tuillstuffs, tles and telegraph
poles,

They came to the last house In the
row of dwellings on this strect, on the
very edge of the town, Carolyn May
saw that sitached to the house wos
smaller bullding, faclog the rondwny,
with n wideopen door, through which
ghe glimpsed benches and sawed lum-
ber, while to her nostrils wos wafted
n most deliclous smell of shavings,

“Oh, there's & carpenter shop!” ox-
clnimed Carolyn May. *“And |s that
the enrpenter, Unele Joe®"

A tall ol man, lean-faced and close-
Iy shaven, with a hawk's-beak nose
stenddied by n buge pair of stlver-
howed epectancles, came out of the
shop ot that moment, & Juckknife In
Ms hand, He saw Mr. Stogg nnd,
turning sharply on his heel, went In-
doors nygnln,

“Whao I8 he, Uncle Joe?" repented
the Hitle giel, “And, If 1 asked him,
do you wpose he'd glve me some of
those nive, long, curly shavings?"

“That's Jed Parlow—nand he wouldn't
give you any shavings; especlally
after having seen yon with me” sald
the hurdware merchont brusquely,

The pretty lndy whose nume Was
Parlow and the gueerdooking old ear-
penter, whose pame was llkewise Par
low, would nelther look at Unele Joe!
Cvenn wuch o Hitle giel ne Carolyn Moy
cottld wew (hat ber uncle and the Far

luws were net friendly,

By and by they eame in sight of The
Qorners—n place where another rond
crossed this one at right angles,

In one corner wus a white ¢hurch
with a square tower nod groen bhllndas,
In another of the four corners Was so
u blg stare, with s coverad poreh nll
neross the front, on which were shel
tered certuin agriculturnl tools,

There was no sound of lfe at The
Cornors save a rhythmle “elank, elank,
elank™ from the blacksmith shop on
the third corner,

On the fourth corner of the crows
roads stood the Stage homestend —a
wide, low-roofed house of anclent ap-
pearance, yet ln good repalr, Neat-
ness was the keynote of all about the
place,

“In this where you live, Unele Joe?"
asked Carclyn May brenthiessly, “Oh,
what a beautiful big place! It secms
nwful big for me to lve inf"

Mr., Stagg bhnd halted st the gate
and now looked down upon Carolyn
May with porplexed brow, “Well,
we've got to =ee about that Arst,'" he
muttered. “There's Aunty Rose—"

Carolyn and Prince make the
aoquaintance of Aunty Rose,
and the latter's attitude Is not
very reassuring to the lonely

little girl. Carolyn's first ex.
periences In her new home are
told In the next Instaliment.

(TO BE CONTINUED)

SEES LITTLE IN ALHAMBRA

| Writer Says Famous Building Ex.

pressea Mere Beauty, Without Any
Sense of Power or Vigor,

The Alhnmbra I8 on the shoulder of
A mountain. It overlooks the town,
PBart Kennedy writes In the While
World, It was bullt by the Moors, nnd
1 take It that it was bulit overlooking
the town for the usual renson. The
rullng Moors lved therein and they
wished to be In a position to give the
nonruling Moors “what for™ when they
becnme too critieal, There Ix a ot of
human nature 'n raling people just ns
there Ix In ruled people. A benutiful
place, this Albambra, But to me Its
architecture expressed decndence and
woenkness, There wns nothing strong
or massive nbout It. Whethier n rnce
expresses truly Its character In nrchi-
teeture or not 1s not for me to say. To
s uble to glve a relinbile opinion as to
this would necessitate the lyviog of a
life that laxted through a couple of

thoasand years, But certalnly the Al-

hambra 414 not suggest powoer and
vigor. Benuty, yes, and also fancy,
tiut nothing more,

But on the Cuesta de los Muoertos
[the LI of the dead), which was out-
side the actual palace of the Alham-
b, wero three massive SquUare tOWers,
They expressed strength.  In them had
lived—centuries before—the Moham-
medun soldlers of the gunrd, These
towers impressed me nnd 1 often went
to seo them In the moonlight, for then
there seemed to be In thelr strength
and power some welrd effect.

Insects Still Used as Food.
Talea of the use of Insects as food
aro very frequently discredited, The

| locust and wild honey fare on which

John the Baptist 18 described ns hov-
ing lHved Io the wilderness hns been
claimed by some to havoe been a plant,
such as Is to be found In Hermuda
under the nama of torneln, or more
popularly *locust and wild honey."
On the other hand, there have been
enrnest supporters of the theory that
the manna on which the people of
Isrnel fed was an Insect excretlon,
While the development of agriculture
and ecommercinl facllities have ren-
dered the use of insects as food In
most cnses unnecessnry, In other times
and under other conditlons men huve
not desplsed the Insect a8 a means of
subsistence; and even today varlons
{nsects are eaten and rellshed by men,
although thelr relative Importance as
food 1s now of course nlmost neg-
Hglble.

Painters Have Long Lives,

Palpting and longevity seem some-
how connected. Junmes Sant died Iate-
ly at ninety-five; Sidney Cooper, the
enttle painter, oxhibited five cnuvases
nt the same fige nnd dled at ninety-
nine: Thomas Maoequold lived to be
nlnety-two, nnd John Mnssey Wright
worked up to the day of his denth
ot pipety-three. DBut, of course, the
most famous long-lived palater the
world has known wos Titlan.  Born in
1477, he lved Just n yenr short of n
century, His cunvases are a8 fresh
todny ns when they came from his
Lrush, although they are mostly be-
tween four bundred and five hundred
yeurs old, Beveral flne exnmples are
In the notlonnl gollery,

Its Jlase,

She="1 heard u nolsg yvery lnte when
you came In" He (facetionsly)—"Was
it the night fulllug¥ She (sternly)—
“No; It was the duy breaking”

Housnge cuslpgs have beon nvend-
wd whileh are mode of Womd pulp ool
[T, [TCTER

It Is diMeult o Judge & womin by
the things she dossn't sy,

IF BACKACHY OR
KIONEYS BOTHER

Eatl less menl, nlso take glass of
Salts before ealing
breakfast,

Urle seld In moat excites the kid-
neys, they become overworked; gel
slugglnt, ache, and feel ke lumpn of
lead, The urlne becomen cloudy; the
bindder is frritated, and you may be
obliged to meek rellef two or three
times during the night. When the
Kidneys clog you must help them flush
off the body's urinous waste or you'll
be a real slek person shortly. At first
you fool a dull misory in the kidney
roglon, you suffer from backache, slck
headacheo, dizzinenn, stomach gota sour,
tongue coated and you feel rhoumatie
twinges when the weather In bad,

Kat less meat, drink lots of water;
also get from any pharmacist four
ounces of Jad Balts; take a tableapoon-
ful In n glass of wiater bofore broakfast
for n few days and your kidneya will
then net fine, ‘This famous salts s
made from the acld of grapes and lom-
on Julee, combined with Hthin, and haw
been used for gonerations to clean
clogged kidnoys and stimulate them
to normal activity, also to noutralize
the acids in urine, so it no longer |a &
source of treitation, thus ending blad
der wonkness,

Jad Salts s Inexpensive, catnot In-
jure; makos a delightful effervescent
lithin-water drink which everyone
should take now and then to keap the
kidneys clean and active. Druggists
hore say they sell lots of Jad Balts to
folka who bellove in overcoming kid-
noy trouble while it is only trouble,

Adv

t rire treat il "

Baby Cu..

Uiet [ie

PiSD’ s
Granulated Lyelids,

Your Eyves inflamed by expo-
sure 1o Sn‘ Dust anil ind
Eyes .Juil'l'-\' relieved by Merine

yeRemedy, No Smarting,
just Eye Comlont At
Your Druggists or by mail 60c per Bottle,
For Boak of the Lye free write b2
Murine Eye Remedy Co., Chicago.

Clear Your Skin
WhileYouSleep & o

with Cuticura ) \ %
Soup 25¢. Otment 25¢ & 50 >

3 7 BEHNKEW

In the biggest, most parfectly eguipp
Husiness Training Behool In the North-
west.  Fit yoursell for a higher position
with more meney, Permanent positions
assured our Groduates

Write fur catalog-—Fourth and Yamhill,
Portiand

-

Hard to Beat This

Women seem to be more given to the
“marrying habit” than men. A Boer
woman named Do Boor has been
“spliced” to no fewer than seven differ-
ent husbands, and Is the proud mother
and stopmother of 68 children, while
her grandchildren number well over
200,

Cutloura Heals Eczema

And rashesa that Itch nnd burn, If
there In n tendency to plmples, ete.,
prevent thelr return by making Cutl-
cura your dally tollet preparation, For
free samples address, “Cutlcura, Dept
X. Boston.” At druggists and by mall,
Soap 25,'Olntment 25 and 60.—Adv,

Hides, Palts, Saca™™ Wool & Mohair

Wo wmnd ol pon hove,  Weibe for Prices and Shipging Toge.

THE H. ¥, NORTON COMPANTY,

16tk and Johnson 8ta,, Portland, Ore
Bellinghs

Beattle, Wank, m, Waah,
Poultry, Butter, Eggs
Prod

SHIP rei.iuer i

to the urlulullahh :h-niln h’:‘u‘n dm
Do ssiron of TOF MARKET :
F. M. CRONKHITE,
4547 Froat Street, Portland, Oregen

ELECTRIC MOTORS

S e
BUY DIRECT %
—_— g

Veal, Pork, Beef,

Iy buying direel from us st wholessls prices
wid save the plumber's profita. Write us to-
dny your noeds. We will give you our rook-
bottom “diroot-to-you” prices, f. o b, il or
Lont.  Wa setunlly ssve you from 10 to 38 per
oot All goods grusrmntoed,

Northwost headquarters for Londer Water
Hysloins and Fuller & Johison Koglne

STARK-DAVIS CO,
212 Third Strest. Portland. Oregon

-
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