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§ e song ™"
U -um:.he song. You are greatly
”.r Gilbert. No one has ever
: .mnmzrn and 1.7

- will except

[t ipe? Ther a7 b

b
B L

h one, I think

laughed.
of the author and come

% is always the song and the sing-

” J‘a GUbert repeated thought-
=Always the s0ng and the singer.

»
‘4.:“5:(“11 would be ‘No' If it were
ety that mother would sing it to
- was 4 greal singer; but she rev.
o .:lf one song &s she sang that”
“ﬂ manuscript song in her hand
to the plano and, accom-

poriss

herself, began 1o = g
Gilbert was 2 singer Ly profession;

e was pever a critic when Mirlam

l "”u was all Miriam: Miriam's voice,
- pand. Yet from the moment

;‘f the girl struck the first chord of that
- song he thought of the song,
: song alone. 1t did not suggest a
. it appealed to no eritical fac-
] eame out of a world of its own,
:'u the portals open untii its echoes

hat ou think of mother's song?™"
“:.,our must have been a grest
» John answered, slowly

The song was only a passing in-
He

1

;, and mother Inspired him.

44 anything after tLey partod.”
«"’1'\- they parted”
before T was born. It is an
. Now I am going to tdke a Nh-
with the work of gemlus, and ask you
wamiet 8¢ the act of desecration. Don't
sorriSed: but T know you play the vio-
a8 © want you to compose an obliga~
“ 1 Bke to #ing the song. hut my velce
¥ sot strong enough for it The violin
of encea! my worst defects if you play
Betore John could answer the door open-
d sad Mme Beaulicn entored
“ hgve come to congratiate you upon
s oight,” she said, hoiding ont her hand
the papers that vou had a great
"

Jobe thanked her

4 knew you would succeed ” Mme Beau.
esntinued: “and T should know shold
font? It s not every singer who is-an

as

| §

. 100" Her voice changed suddenly, |

#e spoke quits sharply. “AlL. you have
Emy song, I ses.”’

“Witk your consent. 1 hope,” John ans-
wnd 8

¥ae

Hitle startied by her manner.
Baaulieu recovercd hLerseif

aghed, but not easily

am only a poor mother, Mr Gilhert,
Stam has set her heart upon th
% d eo—" Bhe mad i expressive
peture. “But you will be careful with it,
maise me. It i= the first time it has ever
e oout of my hands. Remoembere.” the
ok laughter died out of her face, ieav-
2 2 stern and almost passicnate, “if
wnthing daopens to my song whilst you
fhe 8t T will never forgive you.™

e expression in her eyes the tone of
b woice. lingered In John Gilhert's mem-
@y o he walked homeward. For the first
8¢ ba thought of the mother (nstead of
Ssdaughter. and wondered over her story
ol e story of her song. He knew little
#Mme. Beaulien beyond the well-knowa
fwtthat ehe had Leen a great singer who,
& wme whim or fancy of her own. had
nind from: a brilliant public career to a
wiaded life while her reputation was at
Banith. It was impossible to know her
oot 1o realize that she was a woman
@ mesal personality, of intense ferlings
ol grong passions. She was beautiful
& Wt she showed no  disposition to

and

ohliga-

———— e —

ST ST

. found It necessary to

"{’;i“ .-:) i

owhood. .
Bhe seemed equally unambiticus for her

only daughter, and allow+sd John Gilbert—
the author and com-

whose career was prom'sing. but not yet
assured—to come and go pretiy much as

| he liked.

“1 was married for my money,” she had
safd to John one day, with hitterness in
her voice. “I have taken care tha: that
misforiune shail not happen to Miriam

member of his profession within 8ty miles
Mme. Beaulieu's song was again and
agair taken out, only 1o be put back once
more. But at last feeling Rhis conscience
prick him, Giidert determired to make a
final effort to finish the obligeto and re-

turn the song to Miriam who was growing |

anxfous about it
It was two daye since he had touched

the song: and then it had been thrown hur-

riedly into a drawer at the ertrance of an
unwelcome caller. ;

“T won't see &ny one else untfl it is n-
ished.” he sald to himself as he turned

¢ the key, which had heen lef: in the lock.

For the rest, let her choose herself £o

long as she marries an honest man, it i
ali one to me.”’

Gllbert had constdersd the spesch squiv-
alent 1o the maternal blessing: and now,
a4z he looked down upon the song he was
carrying. he smiled

But the smile faded as he mounted th-

Stairs that led to his rooms; for he recog-
niged the scent of a well-known cigarstte.
A lazy, amiable voice accosted him as he
entered.
“Half an hour past lunch time, Jack'’
You grow more irregular in your habits

¢ every day."”

John tried to look pleased.

"I would bave hurried up if T had known
You would be here, father.'™

“Don’t 1 always turn up to tender my
cougratuiations when you have made a
hit? By Jove, old boy, I am proud of you.
Why didn't you keep the old name,
though? Wasn't it good enough for vou?”

John murmured something uninteiligible |

and rang for lunch. He bad been influ-
enced by other than professional motives
when he had decided to take 2 =tage name,
He had fathercd his easy-going pazent al-

¢ most from boyhood, and it wus owi g to

the embarrassing readiness with which
this topsy-turvy arrangement was
celved by nis parent’s numerous fr-ends
and creditors that the son bad eventpally
acopt a separate
residence and a different nsme.

re-

“f have been cutting out the notices™ |

Erooke continued, producing some col-
umns of print. “I ulways told you that
top note of yours would make your for-
tune. Huilo! What is this?"

John turned to see Mme. Beaulleu's
song in his father's hand.

A Mme. Beaulleu's,” he answered.
“T am committing & breach of trust in jet-
ting you see it.’

He put out nis hand to take the manu-

IS &

seript, but BDrooke moved it out of his
reach

“Mme. Beaulieu's, ts 1t* Is she going to
publish t?”

“It is her property, not
tion,”” John explained

Brooke walked to the piano, and threw
up the lid with an excited bang

“Do Kunow that your Mme ieau-
Heu is In possession of a muasterplece?”
be said. There was a light lo his eyes, his

her composi-

you

breath came quickly as he turned 1t 2
pages. “There I8 money in it, my boy
money.”

John knew the look and the tone only |

too well

It su't our money,” he rejoinec, with
cexled disgust. But his frown van-
ished a2 his father began to sing

uncor

The soay Had impressed him deeply when |

Miriam sang it. But his father's volice,
rate-toned, emotional, vibrating beneath
the power of gome sudden inspiration, held
him as with a spe'l.

And then, with a start that drove the blood
from his face, he saw that the drawer was
empty.

He searched the room hastily, and with
a4 growing feeling of alarm. He had cer-
tainly lef: the song in the drawer. who
had darsd o remove it? Ome thing was
clear—tha! it was gone, and gone hopeless-
Iy for it must have beem stolem, and he
had no clew to the tnief.

He was stilt swmnding, half dased. in
front of the open drawer when he was
aroused by a {ooistep, and Brooke entersd
with the song In his hand. For an instant
he looked taken aback al the signt of nis
song. As & rule John was oul at that
hour.

“Just dropped in to return some borrow-
ed properiy,” he expiained airiiy.
rowed without leave, for you were out
when I came in night before last.”

“l am out every night. You know that”
John answered, harshly. “I think you
know, too, that I should not have lent that
SONg 1o you, or to any gne.”

“Well, perhaps I do,” Brooke laughed.
“Don't look so flerce, Jack. 1 never ask
favors that I know will be refused, and [
wanted that song. 1 was never so taken
wiih anyihing before.”

With painful seif-control, born of leng
years of close intimacy with a nature
lower than his own, John heid his tongue.

“Mme. Beaulleu has no idea of ever

“Bor- |

answered, smiling. “T think I am a Httle |

afraid of feelings that last for a life-
time."”

A few dayvs later John Gildbert found
himself seated by Miriam’'s side at St
James' hall Mme Beaulieu had passcd
into her seat frst. followed by her daugh-
ter, and John found himself talking to
the latter with less fear of interruption
thar he had ever known before. He was
so absorbed that he had almost forgotten
Mme Beaulieu's presence until a startled
exclamation from Miriam called his at-
tenton to her. He saw at once that shs
appeared to have been taken suddenly {IL
Her face and lips were colorless, and shae
was Jookin: as= if about to faint. Miriam
was asking her 10 come out of the heated
atmosphere of the hall

Mrie Beaulieu shook her head. At that
instant she caughi John's anxious glance,
and as she did so her eyes flached end
her snlor came back with a rush,

“It is nothing.” she said drawing her-
self ap. “Take no notice of me. They are
just going to begin.*

Thinking i1 best t0 appear uneoncerned,
John =at down again and opened his pro-
granme. Glancing over it mechanically
hiz eve was caught by the name of the
detutante In whom Mme. Beaulleu was
interested. She was going to sing. What!
What was she going to sing?

In letters clear—horribly distinct—he

' read the title of Mme. Beaulieu's sonz,

coming before the publlc again, I sup- |
pose.” Brooke remarked, after an awk- |

ward pause.

“None.” John answered, shortly.

“Strenge whim, her retiremant”™
father eommented. “I suppose she and
her dsuglter live quite secluded lives
now? Don‘t see much of the world?"

“Very littie. And now let us discuss
some other subject,” the son rejoined
curtly.

The clder man rose unabashed and took
up his hat.

“Now you wiil have your back up for
a month, I suppose.” he =aid. *“l wish
you had (nherited my amiability, Jack.”

“lI am thankfu! I didn't inherit your

| tween

and against it his father's name in fuil—
Frarciz Hamiiton Brooke. For an instant
he was stupefied.
home to him—the temporary disappear-
ance of th® manuscript, his father's guilty
air in returning it, and the motive of it
all. As he recalied each circumstance he
heard Miriam whispering to him. She
was olnting to the programme, and look-
ed frightened

“What does it mean?
song’ Who has done 11 ™

Gilbert looked into her eyes. She was
close to him-—closer than she had ever
been before~yet there was a gulf be-
them that seemed as

Is it mother's

| never be bridged

his |

“Tt is your mother's song.”

given to the world. Did you see the peo-
ple Lstening? Tomorrow it will de mur-

| @ered in every academy in London.™

Then everything came |

it it could |

he eaid, |

| “and my father has done it."” He could not |
bear 10 hear the song again, still less to i
face further explanation and questioning,

and ‘n another moment he had slipped

awa$.
“Huven't I done enough all these
years?' he said to himself, as he went

rapidly through the streets. ‘‘Haven't 1
helped him, housed him, paid his dehts?

i 1T kept nothing from him. He might have

. left me

principles,” John retorted, a sudden blaze '

of passion overcoming all his efforts at
scif-control.
But Brooke only laughed.
“Untransmissibie, dear boy,” he re-
sponded lightly. *1 never had any-"
The obligato was a success. Miriam
was delighted, and her mother pleased.
Altogether John felt that things were
going well with him. That he had not
vet spoken definitely to Mirtam was less
from diffidence than lack of opportunity.
He never met either mother or daughter
outside their own drawing room. Again
and again he had offered them tickets for

ny honor.”

He strode on recklessly.
so full of shame and anger that he was
conscious of nothing but a furious desire
to meet tha man who had dore this shame-
ful thing

. with sentiments in his breast such as few

concerts and theaters; but Mme. Beau- |

liru seemed to shrink from going out,
and her daughter could not go without
Ler.

He was greatly surprised,
when he
Mine.

therefore,
entered one afternoon to find
Beaulieu reading a letter, and

Miriam with concert tickets in her hand, |

She held them up delightediy,

“You would never take them from me,”
John said.

Mme. Beaulleu saw that he was hurt,

| and hastened to explain.

“By Jove, father, you ought to have heen |

a singer!” he exclaimed, astonlsnment and
admiration in his eyes.
“l ought to have been a great many

things that I am not,"” Brooke answered,

rising lagily as the servant entered. *In
which respect. my son, 1 do not differ
widely from my fellows.”

Somehow, Gilbert did not find it an easy
tier to write the obligato. A large
tion of his time was passed at the theater,
and his few spare hours seemed to he the
common property of every unsuccessful

por-

“l am not going to ailter my mode of
life, only to change my mind for once,
at the request of an old friend whose

]

i

dsughter makes her debut upon this oc- '

casion. Bhe has =ent me two tickets; but
if you cap go with us I will write and
ask for another.”

It was an afterncon concert, and Gil-
bert accepted with gratitude. As Mme.
Beaulieu sat down at her writing tabls
he turned to Miriam.

“Your mother does
friends, I see.”

“No; nor forgive her enemies.” Miriam

not forget her

have had the misfortune to entertain to-
wards theoir parents,
““M1. Brooks has gone. Gone to the Con-

“Tha publication shall be stopped. T will
£t it bdack It shall oe yours again. I
Swear it

“How wil! you get it dack again®’ Mme.
Beanleu askad diséainfully. “De you
think theee people will give it up now™’

“They shail™ John answered dogzedly.
“Surely you must sce that they have no
Power to keep the song.”

“Stolen!” she cried. Yes, you are rght.
Stolen. But it was written for me. It was
mine by right. 1t would have beiongsd to
0O one else had not that woman come be-
tween us. Would vou have me give it up
o Ger? No. I kept 1t and she never sang
it; and now she never wiil. For she s
dead: And you—and so you are her s n

“Whati 90 you mean?’ John asked, feel-
ing iike one ETORINg in the dark. ""Was it
my falbers song ™

“Yes,” Mme. Seaulieu answered, looking
at him pow with a .Kkeen, penelraling
glance. as though watching the eff:ct of
oer worde. “‘Your father wrote that song
for me, and I stcie it lest it should de given
O—your mother.”

The mist lified drom befors the young
man’'s eyes, and with it the burdem of
ébame tha® had for a momen: rested on his
soul Al that momen: a flood of harmony
suddeniy enfolded his senses.

|
‘_

It was Miriam singing the song that his

father bad written for her mother in the
days when their world was youug.~london
Truth.

ROBERT GOULD SHAW,

(The Monument by Augustus St. Gaudens)

Fixed in one desire,
Thrilled oy one tferce fire,
Marching men and horse,

And he the youthfui rider—one soul, one '

aim, one foree.

Onward he doth press;
Moving, but inotionless;
Resolute, intent,—

As on some mighty errand the willing '
L

youth were ben

Onward, though he hears

Father's, sisters’ tears:

Onward, though before him

—Grief more near. more dear—the break-
ing heart that bore him.

Onward, though he leaves

One who lonely grieves:

Oh, keep him, Fate! from harm,

{ For on his dewy lips the bridal kiss is

warm,

What doth he behold

Making the boy so bold?
Speak with whispering breath!

| O Fate, O Fame. O radiant soul in love |

His heart was |

He reach>d nis father's house !

tincny ” the untidy servant who waited on |
his father announced, with an air of im- |

portasce. “But he left a letter for you,
sir, ir. case you called, in nis room.”

“l will come in,” Gilbert said.
naed not wait.”

He tore the letter open and glanced
through it. It was short and to the point:

“Dear Old Mortality: Don’'t be nervous.
Your friend, Mme. Beaulisu, won't prose-
cute, Accopt my tharks for your discov-
ery, and don't be hard upon your {\-’\\or old

“D

“You

John stared blankiy at the paper. His
mood had changed, and he felt too crush-
ed to be angry

“Well” he said, “T suppese I must go
now and see Mme. Beaulieu.” And to
Mme. Beaulieu he went.

He had vaguely thought out to himself
a few phrases of apology and contrition,
but they were driven from his mind by the
unexpected words with which she greeted
him.

“And £0 you are Hamilton Brooke's son!
Why 8id you come here to deceive me un-
der a false name? To think that I should

. have trusted vou—trusted you!”

“You knew bim ™’ faltered John,

“Krew him'!” she cried, all the passion-
ate energy of her pature burstin~ forth.
“Knew him! 1 teil you he loved me, yes,
he loved me then: and he wrote that song
for me. It was mine, mine! The only
thing left me from the storm that wreck-
ed my life. And now—it has been stolen

with glorious Death!®

Eyes that forward peer—

Why have they no fear?

Because, through blood and blight,

They see the golden morning burst ana
bring the living light;

See War the fetters strike

From white and black alike;

See, past the pain and scorn,

A nation saved, a race redeemed, and free.
dom newly born;

Bee, in the days to come,—

When silent War's rude drum,

Ere civic wrong shall cease,—

Heroes as pure and brave arise on battle-
flelds of peace.

—R. W. Gilder in the Critic.

An Important Function Stimulated.

The Kkidneys exercise most important
functions, which are so0 wearisome that
they tax to the utmost the strength and
endurance of these busy little organs.
Every breath, every pulsation of the heart,
every movement of a limb, every thought,
makes waste, and necessitates the develop-

vl

ment of new atoms. The used-up particles ,

in the blood are sified from it, and dis-
solved in a watery fluid by the Kkidnevs,
which then discharge this fluid into the
biadder. A train of disasters to the sys-
tem would follow if these ‘“‘ashes.’ so to
speak, were not thoroughly strained off
and discharged. This is the case when tha
kidnevs become inactive, Hostetter's
Stomach Bitters, by restoring their activ-
ity, not only keeps open a most important
outlet for impurities, but prevents digeases
of the Kkidneys themselves, which, when
inert, become liabie to fall a prey to dia-
betes, Bright's disease, mephitis, albuman-
uria, and otrer maladies specially incident
to them, which, although not specially
rapid in their progression, are particularly
obstinate and fatal

CHICAGO, July 2. —Secretary Alger has
decided to send 2,600 regular troops to
Chicago July 22 to take part in the
veiling of the Logan monument,

un- |

A wholesale
rience with Ripans Tabules begun 18 months ago. o coa
not recall a time when he was not troubled with constipation, Nothing-
g&ve more than temporary relief ; but, since taking

dealer in New York City relates that his fret expe.
Prior tqthulomd&

Ripans Tabules

! nobody has had more perfect digestive organs than he. The bowala
perform their functions with regularity ; there is no distress after

, no headache, no heartbum, no dirziness—not of a dyspeptic nature,

The same gentleman also relates that * if he occasionally siays a little teo

late at the club and meets convivial companions, a Tabule taken before
going to bed wards off every unpleasant after effect.” N

- s oa D o

real Vegetable
- Jhie prescrips
tio: of & famous French physicdua, will quick!y cure you of all nes
vous or diseases of the geierative mP.g &oh ne m‘ Mag)
Insomiim, Pamaln the Back, Semiinal Emissions, Nervous Debility,
Pimples, Uafliness to Marry, Exhausting Drains, Varleoeele an
Coustipation, It stops all losses by Mi or night.  Prevents guick.
2}( S8 O ’d: unrg-;.’w bich if net :n?'\.;a.ﬂ.:m spgr...&r,g,q‘ ang
i the borrors of Impotency, € X clealses v
BEFORE ano AFTER kidaeysood the urinary oreans of all it parities. -
CUPIDENE strengthens and resto: °s small woak organs,
The reason sufferers are not cured hy Doctors is hecsuse ninety per cent are Wg
0 Lewt] N

=

Prestatitis. CUPIDENE s the oniy kuown remed ¥ (o cnre wiihout ah operation,
A writtea guarantee given and money reforned if ©1X boxes does not Y
&. box, six for $4.00, by muail. Send foi FrrEGvuiar and testimouindg,

Address Davol Medicine Co., P, O, Box 2776, San Francisco, Cal.
For sale at Lang's Drug Store, Front and Columbia streets, Seattle, Wash.

FLY ON THE FLYER!

hg e | o . e

SEATTLE-TACONA ROVIE
Four round trips daily, except Sunday. Sundays—Fiyer or State of Washington:
Time Card—Leave Seattle T:45, 11:110 a. Leave Seattle 7.20 a. m., 12:00 m., 500 p. m,
m., 245 6:15 p. m. Leave Tacoma 9:30 a. m,, 2:30, 7:30 p, m.
Leave Tacoma 9:30 a. m., 1.0, 430, 8.0 . SEELEY, Jr., Agent,
p. m. Seattle Telephone, Main 178

Table service unsurpassed, Tacoma Telophone, 211,
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GOOD HEALTH AND HAVE PLENTY OF SPAR

A Periect Kitche

YOU ARE_COOKING YOU WISH T

e

EVER CONSIDERED HOW MUCH DEPEN

NEAT, COOL KITC

A Summer Kitchen...

HAVE YOU

HEN IN SUMMER? YOU WANT TO ENJOY

E TIME TO BE OUT OF DOO

RS, AND WHEN

o]

0O BE COMFORTABLE.

time and

Is one that is

“ for comfort.

333333333 EeEEesc

P o

is done.

Modern needs demand a range that is ready for use at 2 moment’s notice; that is
n working condition as soon as lighted; that gives quick results; that is efficient, safe

these conditions is

THE GAS RANGE.

It is ready whenever vou are  You don't have to wait for the fire to burn or the heat to come

333323333 PceEEEEess

e

R oy
405

equipped for good work, for prompt work, for economical work, for convenience,
The first item for such an equipment is an efficient range.
a fashion, with a peor range, but there’s no satisfaction or real economy in it.
energy consumed with a wood or coal range in kindling and replenishing fires, in disposing of ashes, in removing soot, smoke and dirt.
Take account of the fuel wasted before and after actual time of cooking, of the food poorly prepared, spoiled or wasted from lack of control of fire,
of the discomfort and danger to health from using such a range in warm weather.

The Range You Need.

and economical; that causes no unnecessary labor or discomfort.

do, and does it quicker, better and cheaper in the bargain.

GAS AND ELECTRIC LIGHT CO., ‘

No. 216 Cherry St., Above

You can cook, after |
Consider the |

The range that mecets

The consumption of fuel stops as soon as the work
It broils, boils, bakes, roas’s, stews, simmers—in short, does anything and everything a coal or wood
range can

SEATITLE

| Telephione Main 96, —=a

Second Av.
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