Bad Blood

1g the cauge of all humors, eruptions,
boils, pimples, serofulous sores, eczema
or salt rheam, as well as of rbenma-
tism, catarrh and other troubles, The
greatest blood remedy for all tbese
troubles, proved by its unequaled
record of cures, is

Hood’s Sarsaparilla

In usual lquid form or in chocolated

tablets known as Sarsatabs. 100 doses §1, |

I Premainre,
The owl was exhorting the jaybird to
reform.

GAVE HIM TIT FOR TAT.

Bit of Conversatlon Heard at an En-
glish Hallway Statlon.

Young Stevens was on his way north
to spend the week end with his purents
and felt In a particularly jovial mood,
says Tid-Bits.

The train In which he was travellng
stopped at a small village and as a
farmer, who wuas sauntering up and
down the platform, came opposite Ste-
vens' compartment, he was asked by
that youth If he knew that the Duke of
Devonshive wus in the trajn,
| Immedlately the man showed great
interest and sald:

“No! Is he?

“1 think he is not,” answered Stevens,
“1 only asked If you knuw that he was."

THE CHARITY GIRL

| By EFFIE A. ROWLANDS

CHAPTER XVI11,—(CQontinued.)

Audrey fortunately knew nothing of
the disitke and anger she wns causing.
Ry and by she lound the atmosphers
very close, for nnawning had been raised
on deck that formed an impromptu ball-
| room ; and bidding the few around her a

“I know I'm a tough proposition,” ae- 3 | hasty “good-night,” she slipped away,
knowledged the jay. "BI:II how ecan you | The farmer sald nothing but contin- [y, gy~ (hat Heverley HRochfort was
expect me to turn over a new leaf when ued his walk on the platform. As he aiching her and was following close be-

the trees are only in bud?”

Then with a mocking scream, she went
and stole a nest that a trusting robin had
just built.

Mothers will find Mrs. Winslow's SBoothing |

Byrup the b st remedy to use for thelr childrea
during the teething perlod.

Slde Lights on History.

Sam Patch was preparing to leap the
awful gorge at Niagara falls.

“If anything happens to me,” he said,
“averybody will say it was because I
wook a drop too much.”

Then, without waiting for the crowd to
tumble, he jumped,

Shake Into Your Shoes
Allen's Foot-Ense, A powder. It makes th s
or new shocs feol ensy, It isa certain cure Tor
sweating, callous and hot, tired, aching feet.
Sold by all D"{E te. Price 25¢. Trial pack-
mailed FREE, Address Allen B, Olmsted,
¥, New York,

Pleasant for Mice,

“I never knew before what the little
chimney back of the gas stove was
for,” sald the girl as she came out of
the kitchen and stood in the doorway,
“put I know now. It was buillt for
the mice. There Is a nest of them In
there now as nice and warm as can
m‘ﬂ

DOES YOUR BACK ACHE?

Profit by the Experience of One Who
Has Found ARellef,

James R, Keeller, retired farmer, of
Fenner 8., Cazenovia, N. Y., says:
“‘About filten years ago I suffered with
my back and kidneys.
I doctored and used
many remedies with-
out getting relief, Be-
ginning with Doans
Kidney Pillg, I found
relief from the first
box, and two boxes
restored me to good,

' gound condition. My
wife and many of my friends have used
Doan’s Kidney Pills with good results
and I can earnestly recommend them."

Sold by all dealers. 50 cents a box.
Foster-Milburn Co., Buffalo, N. Y.

| came opposite the window agaln be re- |

‘marked that their town had been ex-
| perlencing some excltement,

“What's the matter?" Stevens asked.

“Ihe authorities wouldn't let some
télks bury a woman,” replled the
farmer.

“What was the reason for refusing?"”

“8he wasu't dead,” was the laconle
reply.

And then he strolled away, leaving
| young Stevens biting his lip.

Typewriters Cateh Cold,

The employer looked on with a puz-
zled expresslon while the new stenog-
rapher carrled the typewriter acrosa
the room and placed it on a chalr in
the Immediate neighborhood of & steam
radiator.

“I'11 be ready In just a minute, Mr,
I——" she said, “The typewriter got
cold while the heat was turned off, and
It sticks dreadfully.”

“Does the cold affect them?" he
asked, “That's something new."

“Yes, sir. I find that It does, very
‘much, Some machines regularly tnke
cold If left long In n cold room. It's
especially hard on old machines that
are pretty well worn, making them very
unmanageable sometimes, I've known
the cold to remain In an old one until
it had been several hours In a wnrm
room, when It gradually became better;
but, usually a machine ylelds to three
or four minutes of warmth"—New
York Press,

Plg Iron and Diamonds.

When Iron Is prosperous preclons
ptones are always In the ascendant.
.Last yvear the productlon of plg lron
renched the enormous total of 25,000,
'IDOG tons, the price rose and at the
present time Iron products cannot be
obtalned at dellverles sooner than four
to six months. Last year the United
Btates Imported diamonds to the value
of $34,000,000, by far the Ilargest
amount In our history. Diamonds and
pig iron travel up and down the scale
 together.

Use A
NEW PERFECTION
Wick Blue Flame 0il Cook-Stove

Because it’s clean.
Becauseit’s econom-
ical,

Because it saves
time.

Because it gives best
cooking results.

Because its flame
can be regulated
instantly.

Because it will not overheat your kitchen.
Because it is better than the coal or wood stove.
Because it is the perfected oil stove,

For other reasons see stove at your dealer’s,
or write our nearest agency.

Made in three sizes and fully warranted.

"Ra

with latest improved

cannot be equaled

La TIPD tor its bright and
steady light, simple construction
and absolute safety, Equipped
burner, Made of brass throughout

and beautifully nickeled. An ornament to any room,
whether library, dining-room, parloror bedroom. Every
lamp warranted, Write to our nearest agency if not at

your dealer’s.

STANDARD OIL COMPANY

(INCORPORATED)

best on this Coast.

rees, Shrubs.

Portland, Oregon

The Finest Gardens‘

¥ Are always reported when Portland Seed Co.'s "Diamond Brand"
Seeds are planted. Why? Because we sell you the kinds that grow
QOur handsomel
A Annual tells all about our Seeds,
Fertllizers, Incubators, Brooders, Poultry and Bee Supplies,
f mwwm 260 W also have 8 mecal matalog

'PORTLAND SEED CO.

lllustrated and descriptive
lants, Roses, Spray Pumps,

Etc., Book Ne 261 frea on request.

SpoKane, Wash.
o’

lind her.

Once outside the awning Audrey drew
a deep breath. A few couples were stroll:
ing to and fro, but she passed them and
went swiftly aft.

Had she been less dnzed and weary she
might have wondered at the sound of n
slight ery quite cloge, but she was think-
ing of Jack, nnd all else wns lost upon
her,

“I will just breathe some air and then
go helow,”" she sald to herself, "It was
stifling in there!"

She stood looking over the moonlit
waters for a moment, and then turned to
go, As she did so, she was suddenly
blinded, a sense of horrible fear and help-
lessnes came over her, a strong, sickly
smell penetrated to her braln. She tried
to scream, to struggle—In vain. Her
limbs lost their strength, ter brain reeled
—she knew no more.

There was great commotion on board
the Mona that night. By some mis-
chance Lady John Glendurwood had lost
her footing, and had fallen overboard
futo the still, deep waters below, and,
by a miracle of merey, Beverley HRoch:
fort had been near at hand, had plungad
into the water, and, at risk of his own
life, had succeeded in saving hers.

This was the news that was telegraph-
ed to John Glendurwood up in Scotland,
and which coused his cheeks to turn
ashen gray, and then made him rush
wildly to the statlon, en route for the
south, while Audrey lay still and white
on her luxurious ecabin bed, carefully
watched by Mrs. Hungerford and Lady
Daleswater, whose usually impassive
countenance was pale and perturbed.

“The shock to the nerves has heen very
great,’ said the doctor, who was sumn-
moned hastily: “but for Mr, Rochfort's
bravery, my dear Lady Daleswater, her
ladyship would not be alive now.”

In a dim, far-off way Audrey heard all
this and pondered over it. She tried to
ransack her beain to account for the ac-
cident, but In vain. 'Bven when Jack
came, and she felt his arms holding her
close to his beating heart, her memory did
not clear: she could tell him nothing, for
she knew nothing herself; it only trou-
bled her to think about it. 8o Jack took
the doctor's advice and refused to allow
nny more questions,

““She is saved, thank heaven, and that
{s all T care!” he said, rather hrokenly,
to his sister, and then, when he found
himself face to face with Rochfort, he
went straight up to him. “Rochfort,” he
said, quietly, “hitherto 1 have judged you
harshly ; henceforth I will try and amend
for that judgment. I owe my wife's life
to you. Here s my hand. T only hope,
some day, I may be able to show my grat-
itude to you and to repay you for what
you have done."”

Beverley replied by some graceful
words, but as he was alone, he walked
to the odge of the yacht and looked
across the waters.

“Here endeth the prologue,” he said
to himself; “now the drama is about to
begin. /

CHAPTER XIX,

The party on board the Mona was
broken up. Audrey's nerves were shat-
tered for the time, so that Jack was not
happy until he could remove her from
the yacht to the land.

“What do you say to a short honey-
moon all alone with me before we go back
to Craiglands?' he whispered to her per-
sunsively, and his heart rejoiced at the
sgmile and blush with which she received
this idea.

And o, despite all Lady Daleswater
conld say, he earried his point, and three
days after her accldent Aundrey left the
Mona and went to the quietest and most
solitary part of the island that was to
be found.

She had one brief Interview with Bev-
erley Rochfort, and her volee trembled as
ghe tried to speak her thanks. Willle
Fullerton was standing by, and somehow
it pained and angered him to hear her
doing this

“Had I been on board 1'll stake my
existence it would never have happened,”
he murmured to himself, not understand-
Ing why so curlous and strong a doubt
of Rochfort's bravery and honesty should
eroas his mind, but perfectly assured of
fts existence all the same. The day they
left the Isle of Wight Jack seemed full
of mystery,

“Now, I wonder if you haye the least
|dea where you 'are going to, my lady?"
he observed, merrily, as they reached
London and changed trains,

“Home to Craiglands, of course.”

“No, not to Craiglands just yet."

“I really cannot imagine, then, but”
with a shy little blush, “I—I don't care
where it Is as long as you are with
me."”

They smiled and chatted on, bappy and
serene, till they reached thelr journey's
end.

“Now do you know where you are?”
Jack asked as they drove through some
dingy streets In a cab, leaving Murray
at the station confiding her disgust te
her fellow servant, the successor to Hen-
ry Downs,

“Na,” she mald In bewilderment. “I1
have never been here before.”

“And yet you lived here all your life.
This is Broadborough, Audrey, and At

“And are you going to take me to sce
Jean, dear Jean! Oh, darling, how ean
I thank you? How good you are to me!
Jack, you must thank her, you must he
good to her, for ehe was the dearest and
the best In the world to me, Jean, dear
Jean! Oh, how slow this horse {s going!”

“Audrey, I shall begin to be jealous of
Misa Thwalt,” Jack observed, with a
twinkle In hls eye, “She has left tha
home., Mr, Lulworth has adopted her,
You see, I know all about it, I have
heen husy writing while yon were dream-
ing.” They entered a house as Jack
spoke,

“Then Jean knows I nm coming?" Au-
drey cried, excltedly, and then, the next
minute, she had flown up to a slender,
gray-robed figure and had flung her arms
about It with a reckless disregard for the
astonlshment of the neat servant-mald,
or the portly, kind-faced Mayor,

“Audrey—my queen!"

“Jean—darling "

The joy of that meeting was not to be
adequately deseribed.  All Jean's fears
and stifled longings were swept away
now. Her Auvdrey was not changed; she
wns as sweet, as dear as ever, and how
beautiful!

Jack, after cordially greetlng his girl-
wife's friend, left them to themselves for
a moment; and then, after he had chat-
ted with Mr, Lulworth, who gazed with
mingled awe and deference on Andrey,
scarcely believing his eyes, he turned to
the two girls,

"Now, Audrey, 1 think, if you make
inquiries, you will find that Miass
Thwait's trunks are all packed and that
we can take our departure together.”

“Jack"—Audrey paused for a moment
—"Jean is to come back with me! Oh,
Jack! You darling!™

Mr, Lulworth discreetly turned his
back, but Jean looked on with tearful yet
joyful eyes as Audrey flung herself into
:wr husband's arms and kissed him warm-
y.

Half an hour later o merry party was
driving to the Broadborough station. Jean
Thwait had to pinch herself to realize
that it was really she herself who was
sitting there opposite that smart, hand-
some young man, and beside her heloved
Audrey, so lovely and exquisite in her
dainty clothes. She was dazed with joy,
speechless with excitement, and these emo-
tions mingled made her pale, delieate face
almost pretty.

How they travelsd to Mountherry the
two girls really could not have told, They
had so much to say, so many exclama-
tions of delight and affection that the
time passed unheedingly, and Audrey
only realized she was back in what would
be her home for some time, when on
alighting she saw the earriage, perfectly
appointed, walting to receive them.

When at last she was alone’ with her
husbund, having herself deposited Jean,
speechless with admiration, in a dainty
bedroom, she had no more words left with
which to thank him, She simply went
up to him, and putting her slender arms
about him, thanked him in a mute way
which touched him inexpressibly.

CHAPTER XX.

This visit of Jean's wns the crowning
point of Audrey's happiness. Jean loved
to watch them strolling together, arm In
arm, through the grounds. Sha was a
dreamer, and she transformed those two
into every hero and heroine of history or
romance. Day by day she found some
new trait to love and admire,

As for Jack, he cordinlly liked the
pale, Intellectual-faced girl; she was by
nature a thorongh lady, dnd her mind
gave evidence of deep thought, that only
required culture to blossom Into great
cleverness.

After they had been at Craiglands a
fortnight there was a bustle and a con-
fosion. Miss Fraser returned to Dingle-
wood House. Bhe brought back with her
about half a dozen guests, among whom
were Mrs, Fairfax and her daughter, the
Honorable Lancelot Twist, and Beverley
Rochfort., Lady Daleswater was to Join
her in a few days, and the earl also prom-
ised the honor of his presence,

“1 suppose we shall be having a wed-
ding at Dinglewood before long," declar-
ed Jack, one morning at runcheon,

Audrey was silent for A moment.

“(ladys will be at Dinglewood next
week, Must we ask them to dinner?"
she maid at length.

“1 really don't see why we should, If
Gladys wants to visit Mountberry she
ought to come and stay with us; she
knows that.”

“But Sheila asked her first, and we
can’t gquarrel at her for accepting an in-
vitation, ean we, Jean 7"

“Why not ask Lady Daleswater to
come to Craiglands when her visit ends
at Dinglewood House?” Jean suggested,
timidly,

“You may do as you like, Audrey, but
1 still maintain that Gladys should have
come to us first; there, kiss me, darling,
1 am going to ride over to Beighton on
business,”

Audrey ran to the door with him, and
saw him mount and ride away.

“Now for our Visiting, Jean,” she said,
and ordered out the barouche, and went
to dress herself for the vccaslon,

called at o number of houses, at
Lady Grace Huntley's, at the Hveresta',
and many others, and ended by alighting
for a few minutes’ chat with Mrs. Thorn-

gate, who wan rather cold toward Andrey,
and then by deiving to  Dinglewood
Hounse,

Amlrey walked into the drawing room,
a slonder, graceful form, In her dross of
dark green velvet, close-fitting Jacket,
und small hat to mateh, Heverley Roch-
fort, as he rose to met the regal girl,
quickly determined that, benutiful as she
alwnys was, she had never looked more
beautiful than now.

Mrs, Watson was knitting by the fire,
grim na & sentinel, and Mes, Falrfax was
dozing over a novel in the most comfort-
able chalr she could find,

“My niace is ont, Lady John," Intoned
Mrs. Watson, rising stifly ; “she Is rid-
lm{."

“Yea; didn’t you know that?  How
strange!”  And Mre. Fairfax Inughed
softly and disagreeably to herself.

“I don't quite see where the strange-
ness comes in'" Beverley Rochfort re-
torted, coolly, e he handed some tea to
Audrey and Jean.

“I merely meant It was strange that
your husband should not have told you he
was going to ride out with Bhella this
afternoon, but, no doubt, he did not think
It was necessiry ; after all, they are wuch
old friends, Lady John, there ls no need
for you to be Jealous."

YOf course, had your hushand knewn
he was to have the pleasure of Ml
Fraser's company during his ride, Audrey,
he would have told you," Jean sald, very
quietly, looking Mrs. Falrfux full In the
face with her honest, clear, gray eyes;
"l expect It was a hasty arrangement,
was It not, Mr. Rochfort?"

“l think you must be right, Miss
Thwait," was hia answer. He cared
nothing for Mra, Falrfax'a angry glanoces
he saw that he had made a great stride
in both Audrey's and Jean Thwalit's estl-
mation, “How are all your animals?"’
he sald, coming up to Audrey, and con~
versing Iin a soft, low volce,

Audrey, feeling grateful to him for
his delicate tact, responded more warmly
than she had ever addressed him before,
while Mra, Fairfax fixed her eyeglass on
Jean, and tried to stare down the “im-
pertinent young person” who had dared
to cross words with her.

“Hr—you are an old friend of Lady
John's, 1 presume, Miss—er—Thwalt?"
“Yes," Jean answered, laconically.

“You were edueated together?"”

“Yes,” Jean anawered a wsecond time.

“Ho you are a charity girl, too?" sho
observed, slowly,

“Pardon me. I was, but am no longer.
Would you really eare to hear all my fam-
ily history, madame? 1 assure you It is
most interesting,. My father i

But Mra. Fairfax drew back her chalr,
This low-born creature netually had the
effrontery to be laughing at her.

“l—opr—renlly don't think 1 will trou-
ble you, Miss Thwait."”

“Well," declared Jean, as they drove
away, “so' those are the manners of the
aristocracy, are they? Give me plebelan
ways in future, What a horrid woman,
Audrey, and did you see her face thick
with paint?" x

“She is certainly very disagreeable to
me, Why should she have said that about
Juck?"

“Because ghe is a cat, my dear child,
and she felt she must serateh.”

“Well, T was really most grateful to
Mr. Rochfort, He came to the rescue
most gallantly.”

Jenn was silent so0 long that Audrey
at last lnughingly inquired the reason,

"] was thinking about that man, Au-
drey, you were quite right to fear him;
he is dangerous. Mm. Fairfax Is a vul-
gnr cat; her warfare won't harm you;
but Beverley Rochfort ls a snake, and he
will sting you when you least expect it.
That is my hamble but firm opinfon, I
may be wrong, but 1 don't think so. Be
warned, my darling, trust to your first im-
pulse and shun that man !"

(To be continued.)

Tracklesn Trealns Go Everywhere,

Locomotives without tracks, drawing
behind them long tralns of cars, and
speeding over the highways, are to-day
familiar sights In Buwope, from France
In the west, to Turkey In the east, Un-
der the caption, “Trackless Tralns Go
Everywhere,” Donnld Burns, In the
Technical World Magazine so writes.
Wherever {he ordinary four-wheeled
vehicle ean go, the trackless trolley can
go llkewlse. The author describes one
partieular model, known as the Renard
train, as follows: “This latest prod-
gy, the Renard train, Is a traln of
passenger or freight vehleles, headed
by a steam or gasoline locomotive which
travels over country roads and town
or clty streets. The ordinary rallway
traln ealls for steel ralls and a special
right-of-way; the Renard train has no
necessity for elther of these, but shares
the common highway with the horse-
drawn vehlele,”

Further on, the writer says: “In
France the Renard traln has been used
for military service with marked re-
slts, A convoy so transported ocen-
ples one-elghth the space of one drawn
by mules, or horses, and It travels at
a speed of ten mlles per hour.” Even
Turkey and Persin, two countries
which are noted for theélr backward-
ness In most things, have been qulck to
take up the new ldeas,

Stalled, "

Farmer Hardapple—Pays yeou right
for automobiling on Sunday, nelghbor.
Yeou know the way of the transgressor
Is always hard,

Chauffeur (of machine stuck In
mud)—Well, old man, In this case the
way seems to be extremely soft.

Captain Fritz-Egger, n Swlss caval-
ry officer, has Invented & method of
horse-shoeing by fastening the shoe to
the hoof with metallic bands.




