
TWILIGHT.
Slowly Ulen the long June day, 
Softly rolls the earth away,

Lovelier light at length divining. 
All a dream of misty bloom. 
Trembling stars and golden gloom. 

Larger heavens and sweeter shining— 
Which is dearer, dusk or day?
Where the glory dyed the dark. 
Lost in light the ruby spark.

Violet gleam and saffron splendor. 
Melt ami mingle into one. 
When the long June day is done.

All the depths throb close and tender— 
Is it day. or is it dark?
Love! the long June day had life. 
Silver showers and sunny strife—

Now its rosy wraith fades o’er us! 
Eld’s vast twilight fills our eyea. 
Yet what freedom of the skies

Parts the star sown way before us— 
la it death, or is it life?

-Harriet P. Spofford in Harper’s Bazar.TALE OF CRIME,
XI. Theodore, chef de surete, sat in his 

cabinet deeply perplexed, his two el­
bows on his desk, his head on his hands. 
He was musiujf.

"And was it going to last, this, which 
had been going on for so long awhile? 
And these assassins, were they going to 
end by beating him? Were they going 
to compel him by adverse public opin­
ion to send in Lis resignation?

“Pai bleu! It looked so, and as if they 
did it on purpose, passing the word from 
one to another to force him to get out of 
their way. Eight assassinations, one 
after another! Crimes of the worst cali­
ber. with startling details, which peopled 
alike with horrifying visions the sleep 
of the bureaucrat and the concierge. 
And not an assassin, for all their skillful 
work, had they been able to lay their 
hands upon. They had fled, every man 
of them. They had disappeared, van­
ished—piff, like a puff of air. Celerity, 
dispatch, their motto, and to go without 
leaving an address behind them! Frank­
ly. it had begun to pass the bounds of 
all reason.

"And now to top off these eight other 
crimes there was still another, a ninth 
one—a murder like the others, accom­
plished the evening before under similar 
conditions."

The chef de surete pulled himself to­
gether. threw back his head like a war­
horse sniffing battle, and—the door 
opened.

It was his secretary who presented 
himself, liearing a card in his fingers.

“A gentleman, monsieur, who insists 
upon seeing you. He declares," and the 
secretary smiled a little at the absurdity 
of the idea—"he declares himself in a 
position to furnish yon with definite par- 
ticv.’ur* regarding the crime of yester­
day."

"Ah. the crime of yesterday!" The 
chief turned quickly. “Then bid him 
enter." said he. and while the secretary 
regained the anteroom to do his bidding 
M. Theodore cast his eye upon the card 
liefore him.

"Frederick Bouscal,"he read in a half 
voice. "Bouscal. Bonscal. It seems to 
me that 1 know that name—that I've 
heard it somewhere."

He scrawled a line upon a scrap of pa- 
per and handed it to the secretary, who 
returned it. ut the moment ushering in 
the visitor who had asked to see him, 
dismissed him with a word and was 
ready for the matter in hand.

M. Theodore raised his eyes. Before 
him was a man simply but neatly cloth­
ed. and with a frank and honest counte­
nance. though veiled as by a cloud with 
sadness.

"You have particulars to give me. have 
you not?” questioned the chef de surete. 

Paiticulars of the crime of yesterday?" 
"I hope so. monsieur.”simply respond­

ed the visitor.
"Ah. hope so! You are not sure, then?" 
"It rests with you. JI. le Chef, whether 

1 am or not All depends, in fact, upon 
an operation, the means of which yon 
alone are able to furnish nie.”

"Explain, if you please."
•Certainly, and at once, though doubt­

less you have heard it spoken of. M. le 
Chef—a certain scientific procedure 
which permits, under certain conditions 
better even than description can do it. a 
reproduction of the portrait of an assas 
sin. Briefly, behold my meaning. You 
know, of course." lie continued, "that 
in the phenomenon called vision the ob­
ject which wc see throws, or form«, npou 
a screen in the eyeball itself—in plain 
words, upon the retina of the eye—an 
image which remains there nntil dis­
played by another It has been proved 
also that this image continues even sfter 
death."

The door of the cabinet opened anew 
and the secretary of XI. Theodore re-en 
tered. holding m his hand a roll of pa­
pers. which lie lai 1 before his.chief. then 
turned *n l was gone again as quickly as 
he had come. M. Theodore lifted it up 
and ran his eye over the contents.

"You are named Frederick Bouscal, 
are you not. monsieur?" he demanded 
presently, addressing his visitor.

"Yes. M le Chef. Frederick Bous­
cal"—

"Your age?"
Fifty-eight years. M le Chef." 

■Hum-m-m!" XL Theodore rapidly 
twirled tbe sheets beside him "Twenty-
eeven years." he murmured, as if think 
Ug aloud. So it was you then who 
wsa imprisoned two years age and con­
demned for contumacy and tbe theft of 
1.000 florineF

A sudden flush empurpled tbe coun­
tenance of the visitor

"No. mousieur." bareaponded. with an 
effort, in a dull voice "No. it waa not 1 
—it was—my sou!"

An employee of tbe Credit Agricole, 
ws* be not? And—you are ignorant of 
what baa become of him."

"Abeolntely It 1* 15 month* that his 
mother and I have been witboat new* of 
him."

Pardon me. monsieur." said the chef 
de surete. "I have reopened a {«inful 
wound, but I listen to you—yon vere 
•eying"-----

The men jsssert hi* bend ecru** hi* 
brow and eyea to clear hi* vision, thee 
raenmed:

•1 wa* «eying. M. le Chef, that tn th* 
c«a* which occnpie* u* now th* rrpro-

di'.ctiou of the as*a*su>'« portrait should 
l>e entirely posr ible. It is probable, if 
not sure, that the eye of the corpse now 
lying upon the slab of the morgue con­
tains the exact reproduction of the fea- 

, tures of the one yon seek. With your 
permission I will draw it from them.” 

“Draw it, but how?”
“2y ¡ihotography—it is my business,

| II. le Chef. And this matter, this eub- 
jeef I speak of, 1 have studied it long 
and almost with passion, for I hold it to 
be. in case of success, one of the most 
useful and beautiful applications of 
no lern science. I know it can be done. 
» have myself experimented, and in one 
i .stance have reproduced the lineaments 
cf t'.ie physician who had leaned above 
the bed of the dying.”

The uiau spoke with animation, and 
while speaking his voice vibrated, his 
eyes burned, his whole countenance was 
illuminated, irradiated with the light of 
a legitimate pride.

"Then so lie it. monsieur," agreed the 
chef de surete. "Take your instruments 
to the morgue tomorrow morning at 10 
o'clock. I will see that the clerk is in­
structed. Later on I shall myself be 
there. 1 have the honor, monsieur, to 
wish you good morning."

In the obscure nook at the morgue 
where he had inclosed himself, in ac­
cordance with the arrangements made 
at the office of the surete. Frederick 
Bouscal, his body bent, his face drawn, 
watched anxiously the result of his last 
washing. The plate was there before 
him in its bath of quicksilver, into which 
he had dropped it awhile ago with such 
fear and infinite precaution.

S -nsitized? Vitalized? At least it 
should be. and if the conditions of tbe 
crime were such as he supposed them, 
and the victim before dying had really 
seen her murderer’s face, the portrait of 
the assassin would be there under that 
bed of gelatin en traine to melt away.

His throat closed as by a grip of iron, 
the opera or held himself immovable, 
hearing only, with painful distinctness, 
the gurgle of the water as it dripyid 
upon the faces of the dead in the adjoin­
ing chamber, the plunge of his blood as 
it throbbed and hammered through the 
arteries of his heart.

And at last the moment came—the 
moment that was to reveal to him all or 
nothing. He rose—that poor, trembling 
photographer rose, 1 say, tc >k it care­
fully by its dripping edges, that plate 
upon which his fate was hanging, half 
closed his eyes, held it to the single ray 
of light that filtered through the yellow 
pane, to stagger back with a groan of 
anguish, to let it crash into a thousand 
pieces. His son! Good heavens! The 
face of the murderer, the face of the son!

Five minu^« later when Frederick 
Bouscal. the 'photographer, came from 
his nook, and the chief de surete. await­
ing him with impatience, hurried to 
meet him, he saw immediately Ly the 
pallor of his face, by his somber eveu 
that he had nothing good to announce to 
him.

"Well.” said he. "nothing?”
"No," responded Bouscal, "nothing.”
“Allons! no matter Try it a second 

time. Do it again."
“Impossible! The transparency of the 

cornea is destroyed. 1 wished to wash 
it, and 1 burned it through mistake in 
the vials. 1 salute yon. XI. le Chef!' 
And Frederick Bouscal turned away.

The next morning the commissaire < f 
the quarter of Terne*, forwarding to the 
prefecture his regular report, headed it 
with the following item:

"Today at 10 o’clock a summons to ICO 
Rue Laugiere. A call from the con­
cierge, suspicious of charcoal fumes 
from tbe room of the Bonscals, man and 
wife, his locataires. The door by my or­
der was forced. Too late—they were 
dead, both of them, side by side upon 
the Led, a brazier of lighted charcoal 
plainly indicating the tuanmrof their 
death. A double suicide—poverty the 
cause.”—Tit-Bit Prize Story From the 
French.

Tbe People «Vlio Kojoy Fan.
People so fond of humor that the ri­

diculous is of more importance to them 
than their welfare will be highly gratified 
by the proposition of the railroad line3 
east and west to run excursions to the 
World's fair at one fare for the round 
trip. The joke is as rich in quality ns it 
is large in quantity. Thirty hours is the 
length of time mentioned as making the 
trip from New York to Chicago. No 
stop over checks will be allowed. No 
sleeping cars trill be provided, no juirlor 
cars, no chair cars. The jolly excursion 
ist. it is supposed, will sit bolt upright 
in the redolent atmosphere which hangs 
about the day coach as the result of a 
long contact with tobacco, cold lunches 
decayed fruit and [«erspiration. and for 
30 hours, with no opportunity to stopoff 
for sickness, will watch the changing 
landscape with open and bloodshot eyes. 
When he arrive* at the World's fair, he 
will be permitted to stay one week if he 
is alive.

No provision is made for extending the 
time to persons for whom the joys of the 
excursion have been too poignant and 
who may l>* reqnired to spend two or 
three weeks in the hospitals recovering 
from tbe delirium of insomnia or the ty­
phoid fever which they have picket! up 
in tbe holid.-y coach. —Chicago Herald

The Mutlon <»i ■ Hwinoalng Alslu

On»- uf the most recent application* uf 
rhrono-jihotograpby—by which 1« meant 
pilot.igraphy applied by mean« of a serie* 
of abort and rapid exposure* to tbe rep- 
rewntation of moving object* in ancce. 
« ve pomti< «1«—ba* been .leviael in France 
for tbe «tu ly of tbe (trimming motion* 
of ft th. A rayfiah was < b wen •» the «ob­
ject of inveaiuatloo. and tbe *ucce**iv* 
photographs were taken at interval* < f 
•ne-tentb of a aecond. They ahow com­
pletely tbe movement of tbe fin. and 
present a eimilarity to the photograph* 
that bare teen obtained of tbe motion* 
of tbe wing» of a flying birl

Tbe awimming action begin* with a 
lifting of the front part of toe fin Thia 
lifting motion ran» rapidly backw.rd 
«long tbe fln. tbe front part l«ing in the 
BMantun* depressed one* more, and juat 
before tbe whoa cea*** at tbe tail tbe 
■novement recommence* at the front end 
rf the fcv—TonW* Companion.
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JOB» PRINTING

KEELEYX

.Of Gregari
Forest QroVe and fy$ebui*g.

<L- ; ait r •

For tha Care of
Liquor,

N.orphine, Cocaine, Chloral
and Tobacc Habits.

HEIJEDIE? 
sqd 

TI^El\TN[EflT
Are just the same as at

DW/I^HT 
and are authorized by 

Dr. le^lie e. Keeley.
Complete, Permanent 

Cures Assured.Over 100,000 Persons have BEEN CURED AND NO SUCH THING as Failure is Known.
BEWARE Or

l;akes and Imitators!
C rr»spjide!i33 and parsoml visits 

at either Institute or at the Portland 
consultation office, Thi d an Morrison 
Streets, i vitad.

F. L. Taylor. Medical Director, Frank Davey, Manager
FOREST GROVE.

F. P. Lonergan, Physicician in Charge.
C. B. Campbell.Business Manager. 

ROSEBURG.

Tillamool^ Lumbering
TILLAMODK,

Saw & Planing
All kinds of turning done Io ord-r. 
M< Hidings him! l<ack«*lM of all kin«ln.

Co.
□REDON

Gives the County and City News tn till], be­
sides all the important telegraphic news 

and selected miscellany, and com­
ments fearlessly and indepen­

dently upon all topics.
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Letter Head*, Note Heads, 
Hill Heads, Statements, and 
Envelo)«, Pusille«« Card«, 
Visiting Cards, Placards, 
Shipping Tags, Posters, 
< iutter-SnijiesaiKlCirculars. 
Coiiiiiier.ial Job l’iluting.

LEGAL BLANK PRINTING
Wedding and Hall Invita- 
tions, Ticket«, Folder« and 
Look work done to <»rder. 
We keep the liert qualilleH of 
pap«‘r card*, and stationery, 
an<l can alwayw guarantee 
aatiiifaction in that line.

i TILLAMOOK
¿7 _

* ■

MACHIA'/^
New Type, new I' xtir-s, in fai t 
eve ytliing nee led in a first daw« 
printing o Hee is found in the 
IIk •>>!.:<• ii r establishment. 
Th • plant is very extensive 
Io.- a town of the sice and 
uldiliolis in the way of 
Isi.ders, cuts, type and 
machinery are living 
made nil the time. 
TIk- imu'liinerv and 
fixtures are of the 
latest and n 
approved kill 
anil « e >■ de 
partinent 
as complet.' 
as inn lai 
banal in 
«•oiu.try

|MI|M»r IM 
pr in ted 

n the very 
Ih»mI btyleoi 

the mt, aa to 
in ec h a n i «• hI 

mid ty |s»griipli- 
iil iip|MMirmi<*e, 

the print in <dear, 
the advertisement* 

artistic, mid the very 
la*st quality of ]Mi]M*r 

im used. No efforts are 
M|Mre<l tomake the IIk \i>- 
iuii r the Irt’rt county 

newH|Ni)M*r in < irrgoii, or 
the Sorth West, for that 

matter. You tiee I not feel 
ashamed to M*nd the . Ik tin.I hi r 

east to friends or pr«»s|M»< ti vv 
iniuiigr.ints—¡Im ap|M*araii>-e will 

convince anyone that we have a 
proM|N*roiiM mi«l enterprising ««Minty.

Mills J HEADLIGHT

Proprietors Electric Light System.
We make a •li*«*omit of ten per cent. 

f«< s m-Ii ord«*r«i.
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il»THE *■
• • BUREAU SALOON
C. H. SMITH, Proprietor.

0
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FINE WINES, LIQUORS AND CIGARS.
. ----------------- - --- -----------------

Tillamaak.DreFirst St., Opp. Dcciaer-tal.

s ?I ?
I

Grand Central Billiard Hall.
C. B. HADLEY, Proprietor.

dianoti and Kigali
Fini Billiard ind Pool Tablas

TILLAMOOK, OREGON

The IIkUil.Hiiir iw theohlest 
1 h| er, the lea«ling and 
has the largest «•irrulati«»n— 
larger than the «*ir< illation 
of nil other <<»unty
It has I wen here 5 years and

STOOD THE TEST WHILE
other ¡»a|wrs have «••»inc and 
g«mr. If you pay for it a 
year in advance, you are in 4 
likely to low* your money. 
Hul*M*ri|ilioti price for the 
IIk i hi luirr 91 .50 in advam-e.

PIONEER PAPER

I
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i

If you wish to giiverti-e 
Tillain«s»k County, send the 
Ilnhl.ioilT ahroa« I. It will 
from time to time contain 
reIlaide descriptive articles 
regarding Tillaims/k ami its 
wonderful rewoun*eeaml will 
let the world know of «Mir 
ficellent titulier, our neh 
fanning ami dairy lands, 
ami «Mir magnificent rivers.


