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CHAPTER XVI—{Continued.)

Thomas Eastbell was not prepared for
his sister's firmness. Sho was right; she
was chapged. This was not the woman
of two years ngo, who had some Lopes
of him, and whom he had talked over
more than onpe—who had been afrald of
him, and had vot been sltogether wanting
in affection for him; this was some obe
whom be had scarcely expected to fud
at Bedge Hill

“You would ruin me If you could,
then,” he said; “you would stand between
me and my share of the good luck which
has come to the old woman. You would
llve on rich as a Jow, and leave me 1o
starve, or steal—to go to the workus, or
the prison,”

“I think that possibly I am in the
way,” said the gentleman by the fire-
place, lutruding upon the conversation for
the first time; “you and your brother con
arrange thin lttle matter so much bet:
ter without me, Miss Eastbell"

Tom's friend rose and went softly out
of the room, aud through the open bay-
window, into the night air, where be
was lost to vlew,

“Will you tell me who that is?" sald
Barah, pointing to the window through
which Captain Peterson had disappenar-
el

“A naval officer—merchant service,”
Tom explained; “an intimate friend of
mine—a regular swell"

“The last time 1 saw bim, it wans in
Potter's Court," zald Barah Enstbell de-
clulvely: “he came in and out of No. 2
ut uheertain hours of the night, and guve
directions to men who were hls brothers,
and who seemed of a lower position than
himself. He took away with him, I rve-
member also, packages of bad money. He
was & eaptuin then, but it was of & gang
of colner!"

Thomns Bastbell sat back In his chair,
and glared at his sister. Sarah looked

up.

“Youn want money, I suppose?”’ she
Baid.

“Who doesn't 7’ he added, with n short,
slinrp lnugh,

“How much will aatisfy you, and take
you from this house?"'

“Grandmother does not want o part
with me,"” he sald; “but if you and I are
not likely to agree, and matters can be
arranged, a good round sum—annnnl-—
payable in advanee, and my name down
o the will for a falr shure.”

“That cannot be."

“Then give me a lump sum now, and
have done with me. I'll go abroad—I°ll
take nnother name—1'11 do suything.”

“I have money of my own. [ must
arrange with you, and spare that poor
old woman. Ah, Tom!" she said, sadly,
“let her think the best of you till the lust.
T net for grandmother In my own name,
and for everytihing, Bo It is In my power
to help yun a little, but you must not be
too extortichnte. I hold the money—
grandmother holds the money—In trust
for others.”

“You don't mean

“Never mind what T megn,"” waid
Burah; “all my meaniogs belohg to the
future, when I mny be no richer than I
am—when 1 shall have oothing to do
with this house"

“But grandmother——"

“Leaves all to me—trusts to my Judg-
ment in everything. By making me your
enemy, Tom, you make yourself a beg-
'!.l‘.“

She could not lmpress this fact too
strongly dpon a gentleman of Mr, Thom-
as Ensthell's turn of mind, and he sat
with his hands clutehing his knees, per-
plexed nt lust by the problem which she

and down stalrs at all bours, and the
servants banging ahutters and locking
doors as if we were In a prison. Somebody
csme Inte my room last night, blunder-
fug, but I could not find out who It wos"

“Into your room?’ nskad Sarah, very
anxiously now, “where was Hartley

4] puacked her off two days ago. She
gnorted in her sleep ke a horsa. 1 want
rest, child, not the nolse of a steam on-
gine In my ears.”

“You are too oll to rest alone—you
cannot lock your door even,” sald Sarah.
“I must come back as in the old days,
grandmamma, if you send Hurtley away.
Why shouldn't T have my Jittle erib in oue
cdrner of this great room, as when you
and I were sharing life together in St
Oswald's T

“You're mighty antious about ma™
gald Mrs, Bastbell fretfully, “and yet
you have flounced yourself off for three
days, and without rhywe or reason.”

“I was anxious about Revhen Calwick
—1 could not rest longer without secing
him. He is very poor, grandmother,”
said Barah: *he has been very unlucky
in lite, I found him in w back room in
Denrey Lupne—n hall-sinrved, lagganrd-
luoking man, borne down by the disap-
pointments of his life. This wns Ren-
ben Culwick—in whose house we are—
who was otice our friend when we were
poor and low—who raved me when I hard
not power to help myself. This s the
man forever foremost In my thoughts,
Why should I hide It from myself or
you 1"

Bhe buried her head in the bedelothes,
and the shriveled hand stole forth and
rested on the fowing mass of raven Ldir
there.

“Don't go on so, Sally—1 won't forget
Iim. 1 promised long ngo that [ would
never forget Reuben Culwlek, didn’t 17
1l keep my word. As soon nm ever 1
am strong enough the will we talked
about shall be prepared.”

Barah passed from the room, and stood
roflecting on the sheep's-skin mat out-
side the door. A woman passing in the
distunce nttracted her attention, and
geemed to shape her motives, for she
beckoned to her eantiounly, and even went
a few steps toward her.

“You should not have left your mistross
whilst I was awny,"” Sarah sald reproach-
fully; “she is too old to be left. Watch
this room till T retarn, and see that no
one disturbs my grandmother by passing
noisily along the eorridor.”

Barah left Miss Hartley te marvel a
little ot the instroctions which she had
rocelved, and went thoughtfully down-
stalrs, pausing now and then to consider
the new position of affairs, Bhe possed
Into the garden. Bhe wans hot and fever.
isli, and the night was close, Iun the ool
fresh alr she might be able to shape vut
o better, clearer course, if the current of
events should furn sgainst her and her
project for Tom's departure from Sedige
Hill. Bhe had grown very mtuch nfeald
of him, of late days; she had lost every
atom of confidence; and the man whom
he had brought into the house had been
i well-known character in Potter's Conrt,
for whom the police had made inquiries
during ler short stay there,

Bhe had left the house some hundred
yards when footsteps on the gravel path
arrested her attention, and checked her
further progress. They were coming
slowly toward her—and she shrank st
onee into the shadow of the trees, with
the instinct to be unpercelved and watch-
ful. Trouble had come thickly in her
way, and she must fight agalnst it as best

she might.
There were two persons advancing In

had set him to solve, He did not know | her direction—who could they be, at that
that she hud risen till her hand fell \lsbl-lhnur of the night, but Thomas usthell

Iy ot his shonlder and then he started, as
at the touwch of n pollce offfcer.
“Make up your mind to go away, and

go away soon—before grandmother has |

time to guess what you are, and what

your life has been. To-morrow—the next |

day at the farthest.”

“It's hard. It's beastly unfalr,” he
muttered as Sarah left him with snother
waming of the evils of delny. He refloct-
ed on the matter after she had gone;
if Qarah were perplexed what to o,
eqnully was he perplexed now as to the

right conrse to pursue. A false step might |
ruln every chance that he had, He had |

come for money, but he did not know
what to usk, or how much money was
at his sister's disposal.

Captain Deterson eame back Into the
room, and shot and fasténed the bay-
window ecarcfully after him, as though he
wera nervous about thieves. Having se.
cured the bolts to his satisfaction, he wd-
vanced .nl'll_‘ toward his friend.

“How have you got on with her, Tom 7"
he naked in 4 low tone, as hoe dropp=d
foto bis old plnee by the mantelpiece.

“She remembers yon at No. 2 Potter's
Court, old fullow, She can swear to you
In any court of justlee in the world,”

"It swkward,” sald Captain Peter-
son thoughtfully. “What did yoo tell
me that this girl wns weak and nervons
for, and that she and her grandmother
were only lving together? Didn't Mary
Holland count for anything 7

“l tkought thut you would be glad to
soe Lo agnin,” said his companion with
A short lnugh.

“1 am not afeald of her,” sald the oth-
er, “but [ don't make out your slster ex-
actly, She's daugerous, She would not
stand nlce about blowing up the whole
thing, | can see. How lotg does she give
you to clear out ¥

*Till wmorrow plght—or the day af-
tor that”

“What we make up our minds to do,
Tom, must be dond guickly,” he sald
“You hnad better loave sl this In my
hands, 1f sou don't leave It to mue—1
ahall cut the whole business to-morrow."”

Tom Eastbell left the whole manags
ment of Lis ofalrs to Captuin Peterson
forthwitli,

CHAPTER XVIL

Raralh Esastbell spent the next hour
with ber gravdmother, who had been led
to her room durlng the conference in
the great picture gallery. The old Indy
had left word that she wished to pee
Sarah dirvctly that shie was disengaged.
atd our lierolne had procpeded upstairs
wpon recelving the message, and found
Mre. Enstholl in bed, lying there rigld
and anllow, as in the old almshouse days
The maid in attendance upon Mrs. Fast-
bell guitted the room as Sarah entered
softly, but not so softly s to escape the
gulek ears of the grandmother.

"Sally—what a dreadful time you have
been™ anid Mrs. Easthell

“l have been talking to Tom."

“You will have years to talk to him—
I msy be only with rou & fow more days
It's awifully tirlng, this up and down
stalrs husiness. Not half as comfortahle
as at Bt Oswald's after all. 1 wish that
1 had pever left the place™

“You are tired to-night, and despon-
dent, that's all. Will you try snd rost
now ¥

“Rest In this honse, Sally!™ eried the
oM lady lronically, “there isnt much

'-lau of that, with people tearing up |

and Peterson, plotting together agalnst

[the pence of Sedge HULT They were soon

cloke upon her; they could have heard
her loud breathing had they listened; but
they were deep In conversation, and un-
mindful of & watcher. The path wun
brond and white, and their figures were
ensily distinguishable, striking at Saraly
Eustbell's heart with a new surprive and
nn awlul setse of treachery, They were
those of Captaln Peterson and Mary
Holland'—the former talking n a low
and energetic manner; the other latening
with her gaze directed to the ground, and
with her hands clanped on the bosem of
her dress. There was a light gauze scarf
on Mary Holland's hend, apd the cnds
futtered in the night breeze as she puss.
ed by, There was not & word which
Sarah could cutch at—it was a new phase
of mystery for which she wns not pre-
pared, which seemed to place her very
much alonie in the world after the dis-
covery.

When they were in adeance of her,
Barah stole from her hiding place and
proceeded In thelr direction, keeping to
the shudow of the trecs, SBhe paused
before entering upon the brond and cpen
spiee of ground In front of the house
where they were standing, and whome
Captain Peterson was still debating with
the silent woman still looking on the
gronnd.  Bhe watched them  sepurate
without s glance toward vach other, the
man entering the picture gallery through
the bay-window, and Mary Holland pro-
coeding to the French window of the
drawlng room.

Barsh followed her, still elinging to 1he
shadow. 8he renched the deawing room
to find the blinds drawn before the win
dows, and the windows closed. As she
pansed to consider her next step, the
shadow of Mury Holland was thrown up-
ot the blind—a strange appealing phan-
tom, with its hands upralsed an If in sup-
plleation.

Barah’s hand shook the window frame.
There was another pause, and then the
bllnd was snatched hastily aslde, and
Mary's face was pressed aguinst the in
ner side of the glass.

“Who's there?"

“Let me in. It is I—Sarab,” roplied
our herolne.

Mary Holland unfastened the window
and admitted her. Both women looked
iml-nl_r at ench other—and both were very
pale.

Mary Holland walked slowly from the
window, which she bad unlocked to admit
Sarah Eastbell, and sat down lo the arm-

| ¢halr by the fire. There was n painful si.

lence. erch young woman waiting for the
other to speak, and each on guard,

I It was Mury Hollisd who began at
nst

“L had no idea that you were In the
garden, Sarah,” she sald slowly; “were
you not afraid ol eatching cold, at this
Iste hour of the night?”

“Weren't you?' was the qulck re
joinder.

“l wanted freah air," sald Mary,
speaking slewly; “I had been fn atrend-
foce upan your grandmother all day, ard
| whe kan been more than ofdinarily exumt.
ing. But you have been traveling, and
ware [atigued.™

“T wan fatigned.” sald Baral Eastbwll,
“until | reached this hoose and found It

full of change—and you changed with
all the rest.”

“l bave not changed in any one de-
srea” sald Mary Holland, clasping ber

B | bands suddenly together; "1 am the same

“My friend—end hers?’ said Sarah

]
woman that I have ever been.” |
meaningly. |

- l “Yes," unswered Mary, and she met

again the steady gaze of her Inquirer. Tt
was @ pale, pensive face, with a l.‘lﬂ!j
outlook from the full gray eyes, and one |
coild searcely doubt the truth unpon itl
even then.

“Bot ** bogan Barah, Inwiu'lolu.uly.I
when the other interrupted her.

“Byt I am a young woman with more
secrets than one upon my mind, and they I
huve come more closely to me of Iate
days, And now I am more helpless than
1 thought T was," she sald, >

Sarah Eastbell drew a chair toward
ber, and sat down by the side of Mary
Holland.

“Mury,” she said tetehily, “I hate peo-
ple with secrets, and there ls enough mys-
tery about this life without your adiling
o it. Wil you trust me, or will yon
not ¥’

“My ehild, I am five or six years older
than you. Why, 1 have scarcely leamed
to trust wyself yet! When I have full
confidence in Mary Holland, T may put

that had given character to her before
this; “but loving and respecting her geno- i
ine nature as [ do, still I must keep my
troubles to myself.”

“Yon have nothing to tell me, then?"

These are strange times, and [ mast be '
strange with them. Bear with me, Sarah
Eusthell."

“I am alone in this house, where there
#are many enemies now,” said Barah; |

“why should T trust you any longer? Yon

together In the garden for half an hour
to-night., You two are soon felends, Has

you 1"
“On the contrary, 1 tlink Captan
terson detests me very cordinlly.” |

—that two years ago he was in lll.lu|
with coiners—that 1 knew him by sight

means danger to honest people?

“Honest people can surely take caro
of themselves ngninst such petty knavery
ns his, and his friend's,” sald Mary, al-,
most contemptuously; “1 have warned
him that we are on our guard (n lhll'
house,"

“Will they defy me and remain?’ was
the rejoinder.

“For a while, perhaps—until they are
woury of a life thut is unsulted to them,
or nntil your grandmother known the
truth of your brother's raseality, with
which she should have been sequainted
long sinee."

“1 conld not ses this day. I wantad to
keep her heart light to the last,” mur-
mured Sarah; “and now my falschood
turns upon myself, and puts that poor |
weak life in danger too. For they would
be glad of her death,” she said In an ex- !

now-—nwfully nlone!
{T'o be continued,)

AVOCADO PEAR |8 QUEER.

with Northern FPablic,

The Spanish name for this Is aguom-
vitte (corrupted, like our word from
the Agtec, ahuncatl). The name “alll-’
gitor” “is a rough corruption from the
above and ought to be frowned out of
ke, *

center 1s o large husklike core, lnclor‘
Ing the seed. Between this core and
the skin is the meat, which when ripe,
Is of a rich, ereamy yellow and tastes
as much like beef marrow ns one thing
cun be compared to another. It Ia
sometimes eaten with a dressing of
salt, pepper and oll, but {s generally
used as 4 basls of & salad,

When cut open the core drops oul
and It Is seen that there s a double
lining, resembling a thin, brown leat
or #kin, betweon the meat and the in:
terlor core, One of the linings clings
to the menat nnd the other to the core,
The lining belng removed from the
meat and the outer skin of the pear
out off, the fruit s trented the same a8
the meat of chicken or lobater designed
for salad. A ripe avoeado pear costing
40 cents will make as much salad as a
wooll-slzed lobster or a chicken and is
mueh cheaper,

The use of this fruit s not confined
10 the natlves of the West Indles and
South Amerlean countries, but Is grow-
ing In favor with Amerlcans who have
fu opportunity to taste it. Twenty
years ago there were not more than
100" of them consumed In New York
Clty during the season, while at pres
enit the siles of one firm alone average
from 800 to SO0 every week of the sea-
son, which lasts from about June 1 to
Nov, L

There 1s one curlous feature about
the avocndo pear, says the Jackson-
ville Times-Unlon, with whieh proba-
bly few of those who have eaten It are
familinr.  The seeds, mixed o a Jelly-
llite substance, are contained within
the ¢ore. If the core Is split open and
a pen or sharp-pointed stick dipped into
this jelly-llke mass, uslng the bhalf of
the core as o cup and stirring the
seeds and Jelly together. the compound
can be used as nan indelible Ink. The
mark made by It Is at first of a dirty
cream color, but becomes darker with
time, finnlly assuming a deep ralmon
hue, and there is no known acld which
will remove It

_ Feminine Financler,

Grocor—Well, Ittle girl, what can [
do for you this morning?

Little Girl—Mother sent me to get
change for a dollar and sald to tell
you she would give you the dollar to-
mMorrow.

Obliging.

Mistresa (to new cooki—And remem-
ber, Jane, we breakfast every morning
at 7 o'clock.

Jane—All right, ma'am. An’ If I'm
not down in time you needn’t walt on
me.

As Bugxested,
Riggs—It strikes me that the fool
killer is neglecting bis business.
Diggs—He's kept pretty buasy, 1 wup- |
pose, but you might send him your ad- |
dress, ‘
|

Self-laudation sbounds among the
unpolished; but nothing ean stamp a
man more sharply as Ul-bred. —Bug.
ton.

Common sense Is Instinct, and
enough of It s genius—H. H. Shaw,

FEAR IN THE PRESENT DAY.

Gabriel de La Rochefoucauld,
To-day we are far removed from fear of heat,
of cold, or of wild animals

coats, bouses and firearms.

individuals we find In every class!

|week in wnother way to forget thelr sad fate..
|fulness in the majority of cases Iy found in the laborlng

“Not yet. Only this,” said Mary, look- classes in Inebriety. It la not to wine or mlcohol, how-
ing up again; “I will ask for the old confi- :ﬂer, that the wealthy classes have recourse in order to
denece, which appears to be sinking away forget thelr troubles. Generally subject to beart weak
without any power of mine to stop it. | pess, the members of our high soclely arve mentenced by

their physiclans to & regime of water

tims of their parents and of thelr ancestors, who Lave lef

them bodles charred by teo abundant

burnt out by too long continued diet of truffles. Thus It
happens that they generally demand of the druggist polsons
know what my brother is—yon cm,.w!whleh will stupefy them or emmble them to avold pain
what his compnanion is likely to be. And ‘Houaleur fears a touch of toothnche—quick, bring coealne.
yet you and that man were whispering Madame feels & suggestion of headache—get sone cere

brine or antipyrine.

Only the voar of a cannon or the declaration of A war
Captain Peterson fallen in Jove writh |, nem.{ed to cause the fear of living to give place to the
leur of dying Then, as of old, the fear of death takes
Brothers, relatives and friends
“You know that he I8 a villsin then! are belng killed. Mankind, for a few weeks or a few
months trembles as did the man of anclent tlme,
crisls of madness euds, clvilization takes np Ity work
in Potter's Court—that his presance here Then the weakening processes Legin agaln, the races con
tinue to grow old, and man, pursued by fear of suffering,
takes recourss to theory and to sclence, and yet In spite
of all he doss or thinks, fear llves on undestroyed, hidden

possession of humanity.

and Inaccessible,

[ JAPAN WILL TRIUMPH THROUGH HER LOYALTY.
By Sir Edwin Arpold,
Although po wvalue could possibly

stricken among us ls Infinltely better protected
from all danger than was the most powerful
ruler of anclent days. Nevertheless we possibly
are becoms only the more fearful
in & tralo we hear a corpulent man shout: “Cloge
that door. Don't you feel the draft?’
lis tuac of & person terrified by the sight of some greal
danger. Our own epoch .8 not content, however, with fear
ing lllness alone; it fears life also, How many despairing
How many trugedles
fuith—implicit faith—In Sarah Bastbell,” And their origin solely in the disgust felt for life iteelf!
slhie said, In those old crisp tones of voice How many suleides are due to the dread of a struggle!
And bow many unfortunates there are who, feeling re
pugnance at this brotal manner of solving the problem,

custom, In Japan

We have caps,
The most poverty

How often
Ons,

The tone

dnogers.

And forget. | 2ard personally of

They are the vic

feedliig, and blood have the honor to

of lUnking forever

There

The
; her need

shev g good skin

electrifled in order
one?
she tukes up offers

ment,

dnre to make him into parngraphs.
silent potentate 1 was set thinklng of the anclent legends,
und of the sun goddess, and of Avalokiteswara. Now that
I ean only recollect, It Is stlll with something llke awe, as
well as with profound respect and sympathy, that 1 recail
the stendfast brows and the stern, sad iips of his Imperial
Majesty Mutsuhlto—whose Order of the Rislng Sun I

In suprewe revirence by all around, but & reversnce which
had In It passiopate and unchanging affection as well as

national loyalty has not as yet divided

Itself frow the actual worship given to the dynasty whoso
origin loses Itself, in the (houghts of forty-five millions of
homogeneous people, amid the mysterles’ of the Invisible
Time was, of course—and only a few years ago—when such
a proximity as ours to that divinely descended personag
would have been impossible, Incredible, madly presumptu
‘Three times afterwards even | myself had the privi
lage of vespectfully watching from near at hand the dark,
serlous, unchanging, lntrospective countenance of him upou
whom 18 focused the absolute devotlon of the Japanese peo-
ple, In & manuner not only unparalleled elsewhere, but hardly
even comprehended.
wondertul natlon which Is the mightiest of all her forces,
and which wlll bring her fu honor end (rlumph out of all

It Is thls traditional sentiment of the

I shall not attempt to dwell upon what 1 huve seen and

hils Imperial majesty. Other pens way

Whenever | saw that

bear, and of whom I am the humble

aervant and well wisher—belleving, as I do, that In his
august hands Providence has placed the duty and the glory

together the East and the West Iu a

union which once appeared lmpossible,

VANITY IS MODERN WOMAN'S HANDMAID,

By Mrs, Desmond Hamphreys ("'Rita’).
never was an age when woman's vanlty

whs 80 Impressed upon the public mind and su
absolutely paramount In her own.
to rule the press by her unqualified defects and

Bhe seems

of curlng them. Bbe Is apparently

wrongly made to begin with. That is a good
sendoff for the corsel manufacturer and an ad
vertisement for senseless Idiots who write of
sixteen Inch walsts as a desirable possession. Fias
It must be crenmed and massaged and

to keep it in condition. Has she & bad

Then she is more to ba pltled, for every journal

her & remedy. Is she too slender? ILo!

thera appeals to her the Inventor of anatomical develop
Is she stout? Are there not delectable tablets and

GED. P. CROWELL

uccemor to E. L. Smith,
uidest Bstablished House (o the valley.)

DEALER IN

Dry Goods, Groceries,
Boots and Shoes,
Hardware,

Flour and Feed, etc.

Th in old-estallished house will con-
tinue to pay cash flor all its goods; it
paye no rent; it employvs a clerk, but
does not have to divide with a partner,
All dividends are made with costomers
in the way of reasonable prices,

Lumber

Wood,
Posts, Etc.

Davenport Bros.
Lumber Co.

Have opened an office in Hood River.
Call and get prices and leave orders,
which will be promptly filled.

THE GLACIER

Published Every Thursday

attach to any oplnlon of mine upon
technical military problems, at the
present juncture | venture to recall
the incidents and pictures of & memor-
able day which I passed In the com
pany of his Imperinl Majesty the Em
peror of Jupan, with his military staff,
and some 35,000 troopé detalled for the
annual maneuvers. Never can I forgel
the glory of that early dawmn, along the

wondrous unguents for reducing inartistlc measurements
W due proportion? Has she no color, or too much Reme-
dles for both defects flare before her sight In the columns
of any feminine or unfeminine weekly that covers the
bounteous book stalls! Does he shape of her nose, or the
color of her halr, or the mole upon her chin offend her?
She need no longer fear to “cast out,”" or remove, or have
removed, any such personal unsightliness. The handmalds
of Vaulty stand on every side, L not this the age of the
worship of the beautiful?

a line each |
news fit to g

you may kn

50 A YEAR.

Advertising, 50 cents per inch, single
column, per month; one-hall inch or
less, 25 cents,

Reading notices, b cents
nsertion,

THE GLACIER prints all the loeal

wint.

When yon see it in THE GLACIER

ow that others see it,

clted whisper. “I rend it In their faces, 818 EDWIN ARNOLD. njape of the southern hills, which
I earnot trost them—or you, I am alone sweep through all the length of coast, from Kamakura and
lovely Fnoshima, over the foot of splendld and stutely Fuoji
Yama to Gotemba, Olso and Nara itself.
vancing up the steep paths, many thousand strong—horse,
itoot and artillery—but chiefly foot, to hold the long vldge
This Tropic Frult Orowing In Favor agalnst some detested epemy deploying in the vast flaty to
[the eamtward and southward, Right ahead of os, In the
conter of the position, not far away, was & breakfust table
roughly Improvised out of four ammunition boxes, aud
over these thrown a richly embroidered tablecloth of slik
purple in color, with golden klku—the Imperlal chrysanthe
mum—worked by hand upon it, the only touch of anythlng
|Iike luxury visible throughout the vast martial display
It has much the shape of a large- Though the sun was yet hardly bigh enough to touch the
slzed bell or pound pear and welghd snow upon Fujl Yama with saffron and rose, his Imperial
from a pound to two pounds. In tha Mafesty was there drinking tea from a small sliver cup,
The young soverelgn was held, as one might easlly see,

We were ad | pay ita devolrs to

gowned, colffured,

e, Never worry

cellent & cure may

or conslder any human creature but—herself!
she achieve perennial youth and be able to smile defiance
it beauty doctors and thelr nostruma.

It 1s an appalling thought, when one looks at the mod-
ern woman, how -much Is real aud bow much art?
will wash, whit will take off, and what sort of face will

What

Morplieus? It is only to be expgeted

that 1t will differ matetlally from that of the beautifully

tinted, massaged and artificial beauty

who takes {or thinks she does) twenty years off lier age by
dully and nlghtly service at the temple of the beauty spe
olalist, whose cult she has bullt up and whose comfortable
Income ahe suppllesa

There s but one efflclent method of preserving the skin,
preventing wrinkles, and defylng gray halra
who would defy the raveges of time must never shed n

The woman

over anything in life, and never love
Thus will

For, however ex-
be, prevention Ix a million times better.

ROCKING THE BABY.

1 hear her rocking the baby—
Her room s just next to mine—

Aud 1 faney 1 feel the dimpled arms
That round her neck entwline,

As she rocka and rocks the baby,
Jn the room just next to miune.

I bear her rocking the baby
Hach day when the twilight comes,
And 1 know there's a world of blessing
and love
In the "baby bye" she hums,
1 ean see the restless fingers
Playing with “mamma’s riugs,”
And the sweet little swmiling, pouting
mouth
That to her In kisaing cliugs,
As she rocks and slugs to the baby,
And dreamns a8 she rocks and sioge.

1 hoar her rocking the baby,
Slower and slower now,
And 1 know she Is leaving her good:
night kiss
On ita eyen and cheeks and birow.
From her rocking, rocklug, rocking,
1 wonder would she atart,
Conld she know, through the wall be
tween s,
She was rocking on my heart?
While my empty arms are aching
For a form they may not press,
And my emptier heart ls breakiug
In its desolate loneliness.

I list to the rocking, rocking,

In the room just next to mine,
Aud breathe a tear in silence

At n mother's broken shrine,
For the woman who rocks the baby

In the room just next to wmine.
—Philadelphia Telegraph.
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OM knew littie about the theatrl

cal section of the great city, but,

latterly, he had been reading a
good deal of jt, and felt that be was
not wholly unversed in ita geography,
Inhabitants and customs.

Kver since Edith Blythe had left
Stautonville to go on the stage, Tom
had been a subscriber to and a devoted
reader of all the dramatic and seml-
dramatic pewspapers on which he
could lay a hand.

Once in & while, fur down the sireet,
he would spy some one, who by the
polse of her head or the manner in
which she walked, made hlm think for
& momeut that she was Bdith, but each
time he was ted.

But at last she cams, caught In the
eddy of the crowd, and was almost
past him before he could reach ber
slde.
Th

one of the big restanrants full of peo
ple who laughed too udly and looked
as though they were all—men and
women—accustomed to eating and
drinking too mueh, but at a quiet place
on the avenue, which Tom had discov-
ered during previous visits.

And st the luncheon they talked—
talked of Mtagntonville, where nothing
seermed to oocur.

“I've been away for four years'
sald Edith; with half a sigh, “but 1
don't imagine that 1 should find the
place changed so much after all, should
&

UChanged,” replied Tom, with hls
hearty laugh, "nothing ever changes in
Stauntonyille.”

“You bhave not, at any rate.”

“T have not changed In any particu.
lar, T hope

“Not In anything, Tom ¥

Edith was not looking at him aw ahe
asked this last question, but out of the
window. The question was innocent
snough In Its wording, but there was a
lttlo half minor eadence In her volee
as she naked It that lent significance to
the waords.

“Not in
very soberly.

“1 take the Stauntonville Clarion,
Tom, #ud I have alwiays been expect
Ing to read that you were married,
Haven't you found the right woman
yet

“You know that I found the right
womnn long ngo, Edith, and 1 am still
walting for her. I will always be
walting for her.”

“8p. SBtauntenvllle—and you—never
change! [ have been llving In a world
of constant change for so long that it
secms strange to think of people who
do uot change.”

Toere wos the same dreamy, half
minor cadence ln her volce, as of one
who was ndulging In retrospection and
saw & pleasant, If not regrettable,
vislon.

“But you, Edith, In your world of
constant change, have also remalned
unchanged. You are what you were
before—just Edith. And you khow
you are the only woman I ever loved
or ever could love. Are you still de
termined to make a career for your
self apon the singe? I tnke It that you
have besn falrly saccessful, but do you
never think it might have been better
to have closen the other life? You
know It Is not too Inte | am always
walting for you."

“l have been falrly stuccessful" she
replled, “and when I met you 1 was
just coming from rehearsal. 1 have
bheen engaged to play the second role
in the company of Misa ——, the star.
And It hegins to look as though suc
cess were not far ahead of me.

*But do you know that when I was
engaged, Miss — asked me to lunch-
eon with her and had a long talk with
me. It seems that shie took some sort
of a fancy to me and was [nstrumental
in obtalning the engagement for me.

“She asked me If I had fully deler-
mined to make the stage my lfe work,
and when I anpswered 1o the aMrmative
she sighed. Then she went on to tell
me Just whit the life, In all fts drudg.
ery, Its uncertainty and its destruction
of bome tles meant,

“She asked me If 1T had ever been
in—well, 1 dean | told bher about you. |
She nsked all sorts of questiona about
you, and then—then she—but you don't
know her, so why shonld you be Inter

anything,” Le answered,

right on and tell me what she sald.
What did she advise you to do?"

“Bhe sald that success, eyen success
like hars—and you know that she Is
one of the most popular actresses In
the country—was not worth the price
oné pald for It. That any woman had
better marry and seftle down ln—In a
village like Stauntonville than ever
achieve stardom. In short, she advised
me to marty you"

Tom leaned suddenly across the ta-
ble and took Edith's hand. He utterly
forgot that they were In a publie res
taurant.

Fortunately they were cut off from
the gencral view by a bank of palms,
and thelr waiter, discretion personified,
promptly retired when he saw that his
presence was not wanted.

“And you are going to marry me,
Edith

“I bhave & very high opinlon of Miss
K——, and attach much welght to her
opinlon,’” she replied, demurely. “Bat
are you sure you still want me?’

“1 told you that things neverchanged
In Stsuntenville. You must go back
with me to the world where things
never change, Just send Miss K—- a
little note to the effect that you have
tnken her advice; It Is only a few
blocks to *““The lttle church around the
corner,” and we can leave for Btaun-
tonville this afternoon.”—Indlanapolls
Bun.

Early Precoclty of Great Men.

The youug Mozart wus seated In his
cradle, composing A scherzo In B minor
for the left hand.

“What doest thou, meln Neber kind 1"
inquired the coming maestro's mother,
In very fulr south Germanese.

The chlid wonder waved ber aside
with his chubby filst.

“Mutter,"” be sald In vexed though
prattling tones, “you haf Interrupted
de flow of chenfous. 1 was chust hold-
Ing & sustalnet seventh, sostenut cum
largo, ven you proke In upon me mit
your ldle inquirings.” He paused and
rested his bulbous head on Lis tiny
bhand. T canpot take oop my work
again yet. I am vot In de humorings
for it. Vere ls my bottle?"

“It Is varming In de ofen.' replled
his doting parent. ‘I will pring It so
quickly."

And as she stamped heavily from
the room the child artist puckered hia
tiny Hps and skiifully whistied, for lml
first time In publle, & wooden shoe
march that was in perfect rhythm with |
his maternal parent's ponderous foot
steps.

Savings Bank Laws.
1t is anticipated that several of the
Southern Htates will soon pass savings
bank laws slmilar 1o those of New |
York and the New England States

First of Amerioan Strikea
Three hundred shoemakers whe
struck for higher wages In Philadel |
phia in 1578 were the first workingmen
to mdopt such tacties In this country

A man must be mighty crooked

estod in what she sald?™

“Why sbould T be luterested? Go|

these dayw to get tuto the penltentiary. |

B(IN TON BARBER BHOP

L.l HAYNES, Puor
The place to get nn ensy shave, su upto-date
hair ent, and to enjoy the luxury of s porvelain
binth tub.

M E. WELCH,
THE VETERINARY SURGEON.

s returned to Hord River and 14 prepared
to doany work ino the veterinary lne, He can
be found by calling st or phoning to Clarke’s
drig store

'l'lll'l NEW FEED STORE,

On the Mount Hood rowd, south of town,
keeps constantly on hand the best quality of
firoceries, Hay, Grain and Feed at lowest
prices

D. F, LAMAR, Proprietor

E['I{EK:\ MEAT MARKET,
MeGUIRE BROS, Props

Denlers In Freph and Cured Meats, Lard,
Poultry, Frults and Vegetables.

FREE DELIVERY

.@ ‘& -

OREGON
Sngm LINE

axo UNION PACIFIC

TIME SCHEDULES

PHONE 33

Derant Portiand, Or. | ABRIYE
—
Chicago (Balt Lake, Denver,| ¢:Xp m
Portiand Fu. Worth, Omaha,
inl Kansas Clty, 8.
e m. Louls,Chleagosnd
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Huntingion.
pantio | 8% Paul Fest Mafl | 10308 o
press
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vin
Bunungton
BL. Paul Atapile Express. ! Tida,
Fast Mall
600 p. m.
Bpoiane

70 HOURS
PORTLAND TO CHICAGO

No Change of Cars.
Lowsst Rates. Quickest Thme.

OCEAN AND RIVER SCHEDULE
"I»O_I_PDI'I‘I-?ID.

SRopm  |Al sailing dstes| 60
’ ubject uf change| e
Fer San Franciseo—
Bail every § days
Dally | Commbia Miver | 500
l'l_hm‘-. Gleanarn. Ex l:na;
Baturday | To Astoris and Way
o p m Landings
s m Wiligmetle Wiver, -
Mon., Wed. e
aod Frl.  Balem, Indepen- et
depon, Corvhllis
aod way landings.
T00s m Tamhill Miver. “me
o Ml Nen, Woa
and Il,m o
Lr. Snsks Mver. |Lv.Lawiston
e m 500 & m.

axoept Riparia to Lewis
.ﬁﬂn | to ton bﬂlyun-.p

A. L. CRAIQ,

General Ageot Portlaad, Ov.
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& . BOAR, i gest, Hosd River,




