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Second Gousin Barah)

™E
“ARNE JUDGE, SPINSTER,” " LITTLE KATE LIRBY,”

awoke soddenly to It at finding u fAgure
standing at her elbow, wen and ghost-
like, n something from the other world
sho verily believed Iln her firit surprise
and horror, Two years ago this belng
bhad lived—anly to-night she had heard
that she was desd—und she aprang np
and went back with hands spread out
againat the wall, too terrified to screnm,
“Hush! don't make & row—don't you

know me?* croaked the haggard Hgure
“Sophy—Tom's wife!” ejuculated
Buarnh Enstbell,

“Yes—but not dend yet—oh, dear, no
~black as Tom's cont is!" she
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wred the inevitable, Hhe
know yet what an obstinate and
pered may be was, and how Le
arreled with everybody In tarn
father's death. He went luto
e deawing room full of thess odd reso-
lutions, and found Mary Holland there,
“Whero In Barah? be asked, after a
Ianeo round the room had sssured him
!t the sbeence of his second-cousin,
“Surah ¥ sald Miss Holland, spelnging
to her feot, “Hns sho not been with you
fn M, Eastbell's room
“She left It half an bour sinee."

EEZ
A
g-

ben remalned, with a new perploxity to
battle with, and rlsing doubts and fears
to beat down.

Mary Hollsnd entered the room again,
and wan stan at the door, & paler
and more affected woman than when he
bad seen her o fow minutes slnee.

“Gone!" she sald st last.

“What do you mean?"

“That—that Barak Hastbell fa not In
tha house," explained Mary,

“It can't be truel” ejaculated Ronban,

“Stay, lat me think still. For heav-
en's snke give a dlatracted woman time
to think!"

Reuben, In the midst of his excitemont,
remembered nfterward that the demennor
of Mary Holland aronsed in him for an
Instant & halfswondering Interest, aw In
& dream of vague bellnfs and startiing in-
conslstencien; and then tha troubls of
!m‘:‘u chuuh took away all thought of
o ®

‘-"E,!:r brother and the man ha brought
with him,”" sald Reuben, “where are
they 1"

“Ther are in the gallory still; they
could not huve left the reotn without my
being warned."
| “They are In this plot, If plet tere
ean be,” sald Reuben,

Mury Holland ran to the window end
looked back at Reohen,

“Openl" she cried.

Reuben and Mary Holland stepped in-
to the garden, and looked wround them,
It was a dark, dry night, with the stars
hidden mow, and the wind soughing
through the larches on the hillslde with
sich plaintive moanlngs that  Renben
strove to cateh the nocents of his rous
in's voloe amidst them.

“We shall find her (n the garden,” sald
Reunben sssnringly, an he strode wlong
the paths, with which he was nequaint-
od, and directed Mary Holland in » dif-
ferent directlon, When they met again
& fquarter of an howr had pansed, and they
were no nearer the discovery of Sarah
Eastbell, 8She had vanished sway com-
pletely, as by a miracle; and Reuben
stood discomfited by the drawing room
window,

"This Is bBeyond all guessing at,* he
sald, with a half groan.

“The window of the pleture gallery ia
closed and bareed," maid Mary Holland,
“but they are there still"

“I will woe them at onoe,” sald Reuben:
“meanwhile send out the servants to
search the country. There hus been fou)

play hera"

“He said—he promised—"
“Who promised 7" asked Reuben quick-

“Saral's brother,” answered Mary, af-
ter & moment's silence,

"Well—promised what? said Beaben

fiercely,
“That be and his friend wonld net in
any way disturb the pence of this house
~—that they were bere in all sincerity—
that—-" .

“Da you ank me to belleve in that vags-
bond, Tom Ensthell? Bend the servants
abroad, and leave these men to me,” snid
Reuben, passing from her lnto the draw-
Ing moom, and proceeding through the
maom into the hall, and along the corel-
dor toward the picture gallery. He turn-
ed the handle aharply and enterod.

The two men were there. In the man

calty In identifying Thowss Easthell;
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'l shake hands with yqu, if you
me, Just for my sister's snke.”

“Which of you two men will save him.
self from il by telling me where Rarah
Eautbell a7 thundered forth Reuben
Culwick.

Thomas Bantbell's lower jaw dropped
at Mr. Culwick's vehemence, and his rom-
blance of astonlshment was admicably
feigned, unlews he was astonished In real
onrmest. Captain Peterson sat down with
his hands upon his knees, in the attitude
of one who anticipated a nareative of
great Interest to follow.

“Where Sarab Enstbell ta!" sald Pe-

Il wan In the drawing

n quarter of 'an hour ago, when I

for my violin,” sald Poter-

son; “surely she bas not left the house

altice? There must be some mistake, Mr,

Culwick, and, mistake or mnot, you will

oxcuse ma for your

manner of addressing Mrs, Eastbell's
ml.v“

Cuptain Peterson spoke with a falter-
Ing volee, and with econsiderable warmth,
ay & man might do whose Mluzuhad
been unnecossuril and hern

! y wonnded,
Culwick regarded blm with graver Inter-
eat. Here wan a being to be wary of, If
this were acting.
“May | inquire your name " sald Heu-

“My oanme Is Peterson, sir—Oaptaln
of the merchunt service—a
Thomns Eastbell's, and If pot
friend, atlll one who does not feel
to allow him to be browbenten
& word of protest.”
“Poterson,” muttered Reuben, half
The name wan wholly unfsmilinr
to him—It had not been mentioned on
that night in Potter's Court, and only
some days afterward by Luey Jeonings,
when It had not lngered In hls memory.
Ca Poterson's dark eyes peered from
wunder his brows st Mr, Culwick, an he re-
peated his name In & low tone, and there
was the falotent smile of sstiafaction
flckerlng over his fresh-colored face st
the discomfiture expressed on Reuhen's,

“You both deoy all knowledge of my
cousins disappearnnes? wald Heuban,

“Wa do," wall Petersan, with grave po-
liteness; and Tom took him oath upon It
at once, by way of adding force to his
denlal, “And now, alr, perhaps you will
toll ua what has happened.'

“And reliove n hrothee's anxloty,” ndd-
ed Tom. “She's the only sister that 1
have got in the world, and we have ul-
wayn been vory fond of one another.”

“Yon overdo your unxiety,” said Reu-
ben, dryly, “and | am still suspiclons of
you. Burah Eastbell bhas disappeared
waddenly from thin house—within the
lant half-hour—and you are the men of
whom she has boen In fenr. To that fact
I swenr before & magistrate to-morrow.
To-morrow the police will search the
howse and grounds for traces of her, I
telograph to-morrow to Scotland Yard
for one of It ablest oMoers to meet us
here,"

Thomas Eastbell was heard to routter
o malediction of the mont vislent kind
npon his second-counln’s promptitodo, but
his friend turoed quickly to him, and
nald:

“Don't glve way, Thoman, Don't let
your sensibilities got the bettor of you,
and lower your character before this wan
of many threats, Yoo have been gnfor-
tunate, In your early days—you bave had
the frankness to confess It to me, und
the generoaity to ntone for it te others—
but your Iater life la without staln or
blemish. Let the police come; you can
face them In your aunt's honse—whers
this gentleman s more no Itruder than
yourself—without a blush upen your hon-
o8t cheok."

"At your perll e ft, If ahe Is not
found," sald Reuben; then he strode frowm
the room, doubtful in his own heart of

me's complicity with the mystory
of SBarah Hastbell's disnppearance,

As the door closed, Tom leaped to hig
feet and went_across to his friend, whom
be clutched by the shoulder neryoualy,

“Has sbe really gone?"

"Yes," mald Ned, coolly; “fortuns has
favored us, and she has left your grand-
mother's eatablishment.”

“There must be no harm done to her,”
Tom sald, trembling; “1 won't have her
burt, 1 swear.”

“You left all c0 me, Tom Rasthell”
suld Captain Peterson; “it's too late to
eomplain, whatever happens.”
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OHAPTER XX,

Only one person slapt that night in the
blg bouse at Sedge HIL While Mrs
Eantboll slumbered, the Ilnmates were
astir, atd not & fow of them abroad, leat
Ing right and left for seraps of tnforma
tien, nnd fafllug In thelr object miscra-
biy, Barah Eastbell had disappeared
laving tot » trace by which she wight
be followed.

Ax Reuben rode to Worcester he sean
ned the hedge rows, and the dey ditches,
for a trace of her; he turned inte yawn-
ing labes where all was of ag Indistin.
guishable darkness; he reined In his Lisrse
fty times to listen to the nolses of the
tight—the shriok of a distant ougloe, toll-
Ing on with its luggage through the coun-
fry to soms bustling ceuter; the rattle
of the traln, the rustling of the troes,
the whirring of a night bird Tn the long
grams of the meadows, the yelping of dogs
In the farm house yards, as he danned
by, He found his way at last to Wor

cester, and wont alowly, hopelessly along

and endeav from his bewildered bealn
hﬂmmaumhrh«dimm.
when the mald Hartley entered with

breskfast on s little tray, and set it down
on n coffes table at his side.
Thers was & letter lying an the tray,
sddressed to himself, The superscription
wis [n & sirange hand, a fine bold band-
writing, charscterized by too many floyr-
ishea to be wholly satisfactory, and he
took up the letter euriounly, broke the
seal and read the following epistle:
“Bir—After your discourtecus behavior
of yentorday evening, I cannot, with pat.
Isfaction to mywelf, remain a guest in
your annt's establishment. 1 feel com-
pelled to withdruw from a position whick
it is Incompatible with my dignity 1o re-
tuin.  T'have lutrosted Mr, Thomas Enst-
bell with my kind regards to his grand-
miother, to whose hospitality and invaria-
ble kinduess [ am forever deeply indebt-
ed. My servant will enll for my violin
Iin the course of next week. I beg 1o re-
maln, wir, pour obadient servant,
“EDWARD PETERSON."
There wan u deep furrow on the brow
of Reuben Culwick when he had finjsh-
od the porusal of this letter,
“Why was this man allowed to leave
the houso?’ he maked. *“He who calls
Bumself Captain Peterson.”
“1 dido’t know that he wiN gone, sir,
Not that I could have stopped bim, Mr,
Culwick, as all the servants were away
when I saw him last.”

“When was that?
“AL five o'clock this moeni He wan
talking to Miss Holl fust

whore 1 stand, sir—and T think that they
were having a fow words, | dou't know
for certain, but I tijnk so,”

“You muspected them?" sald Retbon
quickly.

“N-no, slr, I don't say that,” was the
quick snswer, an the woman flinched be-
fore his steady gaxe; “but 1 was earions,
of course. It's ull in wuch a muddis, sir,
Just now, and Miss Holland's very kind;
ahe's Béen alwayn very kind to all of un,
but I wanted to hear what they had to
#ay, becsuse poor Miss Sarah was nngry
at those two belng together in the garden
last night.”

“Those two—which two?"

“Miss Holland and the Oaptain,”

“Sarnh was angry,” repeated Regben
~"with whom 7"

“With Miss Holund; just befors you
came. Bhe suid she couldn’t trust her,
I henrd that av I waa pasaing with my
mintress’ gruel, quite by accident.”

"That will do," said Renben, moodily;
“don't sy any more. 1 will wait for
Miss Holland,™

{To be continned.)

THE BOY AND THE MERCHANT,
Bundry Teats, & Pinal Cholos and a
Huge Mistake.

A merchant prince of Washington,
beoding additional help, inserted the
following advertisement In a mornlng
paper;

“Boy Wanted—§4 a woek; $0 to the
rlght one.”

A group of two or threo dosen appll-
eants awalted the merchant the next
day In bis office. One at n time they
were admitted, apd to each In turn the
merchant sald:

“Take this book and read on without
pause or break until I tell you to
stop.”

The boy would take the volume and
begin to read. The merchant after a
moment would rise with & sharp ex-
clamation and drop & heavy paper-
weight on the floor, This usually would
excite the curloslty of the render, who
would pnuse and ralse his eyes from
the text to sea what was golng on
But If he refrlued from dolng this the
merchant would put bim to another
tost by iaking n puppy dog from a
closet aud beginning to romp with It.

All the boys but one fell before the
test of the puppy dog. They stoppad
reading, they looked op at the romp
with smiles, and some of them even
went so far as to say:

“What's the dog's nume, mister?”

Those who falled like this were bid-
den to depart. But the one hoy who
did not fall the merchant took by the
tnnd. "I want you," he sald, “for it ia
plaln that you are master of yourself,
I told you to keep on reading, and Yyou
kept on, though to test you | dropped
an lron paper-welght and played with
& puppy dog. I'll take you, therefore,
into my employ at 84 a week, and If
yum do ns well as 1 think you will
your salary will be ralsed to $0 & week
within nine montha"

The boy, who had an honest, open
countenance, sald: “I thank you, sir,
Mother will be glad to hear of this, 1
will report for duty at 8 o'clock to-
nierrow mornlng. "

And, bowing politely, the lad with-
drew, holding his eap In his hand.

The morchant gave him, the bext
mornlng, §25 In greenbacks to deponit
In bank. “You are master of yourself,”
e sald, “and without fear I give you a
pokition of trust at once."

The boy set out for the bank, but
never reached it Nelther did he ever
return to Lls employer agaln, He Qs
appeared complotely, He was a scoun-
drel and thief,

Thereafter. In engaging help, the
merchant was gulded by reforences
rather than hy tests.

In London recently two anclent

Ashant! Toronation throbes, upholster-
ol In bhuman skin, were offered for
sale. These are sald to have been
brought from West Afrion by a will-
tary officer, The thrones are enibiems
of Ashant! royalty, and without them
the wsuccessors of N'Kwanta and
O'Finsu eannot be crowned, The pur
‘haser incurs a certaln responsibility
i thelr safe custody, and might well
hecome the vietlm of one of those
nmusing Latrigues which novellats have
woven round the stolen sacred stones
of the East.
There 18 a speclul class of farm la-
borers in Sweden who are glven so
many scres of land for their own nse,
in consldemtion of wo many days' la-
bor during the year for the owner of
the farm. They are a sort of tixture
to an estate, and their like exlsts In
0o other country.
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T started on the small sofa In the
n aleove besids the reading lamp,

and there were only two people
In the room. One of them stood on
the hearth rug, with his back to the
fire, looking down on the other as she
mat fingering the manuseript on ber
lap.

“Why do you want to read ItY" she
anked
“Because you wrote It," he an-
swered, with great simplicity.

Bhe frowned. “You ought to say,
It's because my other stories have been
so successful, and I get such nice
puffa in the papers*

“Those reasons may suffice for the
rest of the world, but they don't for
me!"

“Perhaps you expect too much!” she
enld, and stodled her manvscript
deeply.

“Do 17" he naked, and studled her
profoundly, The clock ticked loundly
and the fire crackled

“By the way!" she remarked. “You'll
be the first person to read this story
of mine, so that [ shall be impattent
for your verdiet!"

“I'll rend It to-night and report to-
morrow,"” he assured her, promutly.

"Does the first necessitate the see-
ond?’ she asked, ralalng her eyebrows.

“As far as I'm concerned,” he an-
swered, lowering his, whereupon she
held out her story with a heavenly
smile; but he, beiog of a grasping dis-
position, took Arst the manuseript and
then the band that held it, and—oh—
well!

The clock ticked loudly and the fire
orackled,

Two hours later he stood in his own
front hall, turning bis pockets Inside
out by the light of the midnight oll;
then he searched for the front wteps
and examined the pavement outside,
and finally patrolied n eertaln street
to a certain bouse till o certaln small
bour of the morning when he re
turned to his aboue uttering unholy
words.

“"What are you looking for? she de-
manded, on entering the drawing room
the next morning.

“Notbing," be answered, rising hast!-
iy from an evident Inapection of the
carpet. His faco was pale, and his
searching eye ronmed uneaslly over
the furniture.

“I thooght you might have dropped
something!" she suggested, casually,

“Ob, no!” he responded, definantly.

Bo she sat down on the sofa, ber face
very grave, but the corner of her
mouth alightly twitching,

“Well, what do you think of It ™
she Inquired.

“OR!™ he wmald, with & start.  *““That
story of yours? It was great—really
nbsorbing! 1 can amsure you It kept
me awake untll 4 o'clock this morn-
Ing."

“And yet It Is comparatively short.
You must read very slowly! Do tell
me what you like best nbout jL*

“Oh, well," he floundered, T Hked it
all Immensely, but what appealed to
me especially was that—er—scene
where the berolne—er—gots the best
of "

And, paying no heed to ber blank
looks, ho bastenad on Inte the mafe
waters of abatract Hterary erltlclam,
saying: “In those few pawsiges you
show a breadth of view, a right ap-
preciation of value, n mense of the
tonal aignificance which, If T may be
permitted to say #0, In quite above
the averaga"

He felt that be was doing well, but
at this point she brought him back to
earth.

“Do you think,” she asked him, ear-
nest and wide-eyed, “that Gregory
ought to have done Y

“Who?" he asked. staggered for the
moment. “What?™ And then recol-
lecting himself—"Yes." This stoutly.
“l think Gregory was perfectly justi-
fled 1 don't mee bow, under the cir-
camatances, he could have done other
wise. I am quite certain that In his
place 1 should have done just the
same thing™

“What thing? she asked, as she
poked the fire with her back turmed.
Then, as be did not answer Immedi-
ntely, she sald, gently: “I don't think
that you quite understand what scene
I referred to, but I'll show you In a

RUSSIAN SOLDIERS IN A WINTER CAMP.

as well as possible to withstand the terrible cold, It Is Impossible to entirely
protect them, and this Is one reason why it 18 balleved that land operations
in Manchuria have been delnyed. A soldier, wounded even slighitly, would be

almost certaln to dle, for to lle on the ground during a Madechurian night,

would be fatal even in the heavy coats and other wraps worn. Every three
Russlan soidiers carry a small {ent in sections, for their own accommoda-
tion in the fleld. It stands about three feet six inches from the ground and
1s supported by three poles, esch In two Jointa like a fishing rod. Frequently
the men piteh the tent over & hole dug In the ground and fillsd with straw.

For extra warmth they tbhrow the excavated earth on the top of the canvas

and put s Iayer of gnow over all

behind,” he finished. “I hope you do
not need It Immediately."

"N.o-0," she admitted, "not to-day,
but 1 really must dlspateh it to the
publishers to-morrow."”

“All right,” he sald, ‘'l call In the
morning!”

“With the manuscripti” she asked
him, smilingly.

“With the manuscript,” he echoed,
despaliringly.

Angd as he went out of the house he
held a brief, Ineffertual conversation
with the butier, punctuated with a §5
bill, and then paced the street for
many bours—prey to thought of for-
gery and flight.

It was the next morning, and he
had been talking volubly and long on
different subjecta when she at length
managed to get In & word

“Well," she nsked, “bave you got
{19 g

“What? he anawered, quickly. “The
meanlea? No! Althongh you seemed
to think sb, judging from the way In
which you avolded me at the reception
last night, and again at the opera aft-
erward. You wonldn't give me so
much as a bow!"

“I didn't see you," she told him.

“YWhere—where was [¥ he Inter-
rupted to explain. “In the dress cir-
ele, on the opposite slde, with my
glasses leveled on your box.”

“That was a waste of time," ale
pald, Impatiently, “and so |8 this. What
Is the use hiding the truth any longer?
Why will you not acknowledge that
you've lost my manuseript?”

“Because 1 baven't,” he nnswered,
doggedly. “No!" (As she stared at
him In amazement) “If that manu.
seript has disappeared, vanlshed [rre-
parably, you are ros[mu:iblo. and you

"

alone!
He strode to the door, then whoel-

ing round, faced her,

“it 1 forgot your story.,” he aald,
harslily, "It was because | tas think-
Ing only of you, If I was absent-
minded, It was becanse yon were pres.
ent. If [—er—lost that manuscript, it
was because, welll 1 suppose yon
know {t—I1 had already lost my heart
That's all.  Good-by!"

And he turned to go. But she was
already at his elbow, and there was
somethiing In ber hand—a typewritten
parcel—a menoseript.

“It has been a pretty bad guarter
of apn hour, hasn't It?" she asked him,
and ber eyes were twinkling—"thanks
to your stories and mine. But you're
not going yet? (For he was turning
the door knob,) *“It lsn't lute, and be-
aldes—"

Here she looked up at blm, sand—
sh, well—! The clock ticked loudly
and the fire erackled!

Her 1deal of a Man,
Bhe—Gertrude says sbe will never
marry until sbhe finda her ideal,
He—What Is her Ideal?
fhe—Ob, any man who will ask her.
—Illustrated Bits,

PIPE SMOKED BY RALEIGH.

Qualnt Relie that Is Descended from
Elizabeth's Time,

Durlng the last fortnight Amerienns
in London buve been tlocking to the
shipping exhibition In Whitechapel to
sée a relle of United Btntes history
which will be interesting llkewise to
thelr countrymen at home. This 18
nothing less than the plpe smoked by
8ir Walter Ralelgh, which is also, of
course, the first ever smoked In this
country, the famous courtler of Queen

Kiizabeth having introduced the “fra-

grant weed" In England on his return
from Amerien. The pipe belongs to
the Prince of Wales, who alwnys bas
sean to Iis being gunrded most care
fully. There is lttle doubit that this 1s
the pipe that Blr Walter was enjoying

when his servant, frightened at the

tloud of smoke, dashed a pail of cold
water vver his master to extingulsh
the flames which he thought
threatening the knlght's life.

pipe when he demonstrated to Queen
Elizabeth the weight of a  given
nmount of smoke by weighlng some to-

bacco, smoking It and welghing the

ashes,

Even more interesting than these.
however, are the assoclations of the
plpe with the latter part of the court
favorite’s life. It was his constunt com-
panion when he placed the battlement
outslde the prison at the tower of
London while composing his history of
the world,

To this day the window in the white
tower |8 pointed out where 8ir Walter
smoked his pipe ns he watched his
rival, the Earl of Essex, walk to the
scaffold erected on the green just be
low, and there is equally trustworthy
substantistion for the tradition that
this was the pipe the knight carried
with him to the block when it came his
furn to tuke “the. sharp medtelne bui
4 cure for nll diseases."

For many years the plpe was part
of the Diuke of Cambridge's collection
who, though not a great user of to-
baceo, has one of the finest colleetions
of pipes and snuff boxes In the king-
dom. While the present Prince of
Wales was an active naval officer the
duke gave him Ralelgh's pipe and hig
royal  highness has guarded it as o
cherishied possession, Before he allow.
ed It to go to Whitechapel exhiblition
he insisted that it Le Insured for
$5,000, and It s doubiful whether it
will ever leave the royal enbinet ngain,

To Cut a Botue,

Here I8 a way to do something you
think Is impossible. You can cut of
a bottle by wrapplng a cord saturated
with coal oll arouild it several times
Then set fire to the cord. Just when
it has firished burning plunge the bot.
tle Into cold water and tap on the snd
to break it,

Young man, beware of the girl whe
is too lazy to return your kiwses.

NEW TYPE OF DISAPPEARING COAST-DEFENSE GUN.

moment, if you'll just hand me the
manuscript” ’

“The manuseript?’ be querled, '
blankly. 1

He took two turns up and down the
rosm, then faced her, crimson and '
crestfallen

"I'm extremely sorry to tell you™
he saldl, boarsely, “that your manu- |
seript Is—(the arctic blue of her eyes
frome the 'ruth upon his lipe)—is left

were
It s
probable, too, that Ralelgh used this

GED. P. GROWELL,

Oiden Batabliabed Houss fa the valley |
DEALER IN

Dry Goods, Groceries,
Boots and Shoes,
Hardware,

Flour and Feed, etc.

Th is old-established houss will con-
tinoe to pay cash for all its goods; it
pays no rent; it employs a clerk, but
doed mot have to divide with a partner.
All dividends are made with customers
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 GLAGIER

Published Every Thursday
$1.60 A YEAR.

Advertising, 50 cents per inch single
column, per month; one-hall inch or
less, 25 cants. Reading notices, 5 cents
o line each insertion.

THE GLACIER prints all the local
news fit to print,

When you see it in THE GLACIER
you may know that others ses it.

BO.\' TON BARBER BHOP

L. C. HAYNES, Puor.

The place to get an easy shave, an up-to-date
halr eut, and to enjoy the luxory of & poroelain
bath tub.

v

M‘ E. WELCH, .

THE VETERINARY SURGEON,

Has returned to Hood River and {s propared
to do any work In the veterinary line. He oan
be found by calling at or phouing to Clarke’'s
dfug store.

'l'IiE NEW FEED BTORE,

On the Mount Hood rosd, south of town
keepa constantly on hand the best quality of
Groceries, Hay, Uraln and Feed &t lowest

D. F. LAMAR, Proprietor,

EUBE KA MEAT MARKET,

MoGUIRE BROS, Props.

Dealers in Fresh and Cured Moats, Lard,
Poultry, Frults and Vegetables,

FREE DELIVERY, PFHONE 8

O

SHORT LINE
~w UNION PACIFIC

This particular Crozler-Buffing’on gun defends For#® Sumter In South
Carolina. Slmilar gons are to defend all American ports. When not fring
the gun can be dropped from the position shown here down below the level
of the battlements. The arm which supports the weight of the gun is plvoted
at its base near the eylinders, one of which can be seen above the men sund-
Ing below, The base Is a complicated plece of ‘mechanism.
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PORTLAND TO CHICAGO
No Change of Cars.

Lowsst Rates. Quickest Time,
OCEAN AND RIVER SCHEDULE
FROM FORTLAND,
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