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Aune loved the guecr street, the ven-
1 posite, with its unfash-

rable chureh of
y nable parishicners and sweet tongued

LeN, amethvst light stealing &oross
the I¥ndecape of roofs, the fret of trains

tl.shing past in aerial passage not far ’

{ and leaving a plume of vapor Ve- |
bind, the passing of many people along
the pavements reaching into smoky per- |
spective.

These impressions were a ripening |
contact, helping to wake her to newer
perceptions of life, making her real: .o
that she stood unsupportod inacrowided,
strugsling place.

Sho had the exhilirating sensations |
of a daring and capable swimmer who |
plurges into deep water where only his
own skill can keep him afloat.

Her eyes wero shining, her  color
hizh, @s she hurried up tke narrow
stairway and entered the sitting room.
S old man wwas standing by one of the
windows and turned expectantly as she
came in. It was Dr, Ericsson. He look-
ed at ber with ccol, friendly scrutiny.

“I've been waiting for you again.
There's something witching about you,
Anae,”” he said helplessly. ““You’vo
quite spoiled me for solitude. Every
dinner I bave away from you is like
sawdust.”’

Anne laid her arm lightly around his
shoulder. She was a little tho taller.
There was something charmingly auda-
cious in her young face and protecting
attitnde contrasted with his gray hair
and sixty odd years. She had the im-
petuosity and assurance of a fresh run-
ner who fears nothing on the long, mys-
tericusrace just begun. He had the half
defeated expression of ane approaching
with lagging steps the end and who
thinks little even of the winning of that
race which nevertheless must be run in
one fashion or another.

‘I never knew a man so eager for
compliments,”’ she said, her lips curl-
ing in playfuol scorn. *‘Shall I fib and
say every meal is lonely without you?
Not a bit of it. I come home so Lungry,
uncle, dear, and the man at the corner
sends in such good chops. I put on a
blouse and dream over my coffee, while
Nora in the kitchen sings Irish melo-
dies in an adorable voice and with a
creamlike brogue.’’

She laid her finger under his chin
and looked into his eyes.

‘‘But when you do come, you dear,
cynioal creature, I shelve dreams gladly
and don’t care a pin for Nora's songs.
Satisfied?"’

She hurried away to change her gown,
and Dr. Ericsson was left alone in the
dusk. He listened in a dreamy way to
the maid crossing and recrossing the rug
covered floor, his arms hung by his
sides, his eyes were fastened on a trail
of smoke diminishing in the sunset.

Thirty years before, then a young
Swede newly arrived in America for a
bout with fortune, he bad married the
sister of Anne’s mother. They had set-
tled in New York, and by degrees he
became sunccessful and rich. His wife
was a beauty, his children’s future
bright, and life went well. But trouble
came. His children, with the exception
of Olga, the youngest, died during
schooldays, his fortune intrusted to
false friends went to help their specu-
lations and was lost. Now, in old age,
he was a physician of reputation, bat
poor, possessing a fa:shionably inclined
wife, whose weekly lctters from Paris,
where she hng elected to live when Ol-
ga’s schooldays in Switzerland were
over, were wearying longings for the
vanished wealth. His daughter was al-
most a stranger to him. She had gone
away a child, she was now a woman of
20. What sort of a woman, evolved by
her mother’s worldliness and a false
systemn of education, he hesitated to
consider. His life was spent in the de-
pleted family mansion on Waverly
place with one old servant, amid furni-
ture masked in gray holland and por-
traits of his lost children blinking
through gauze sheetings. Only his pa-
tients and friends had prevented him
from becoming like the piano in the
corner, which had almost forgotten how
to vibrate.

But he knew what a home might he
since Anne came to New York. He was
deeply fond of her, wholly in sympathy
with her. His gaze wandered to a
shadowy pastel on the wall before him
where her deep eyes were touched by
the sunset's fire. It seemed to tell him
much. Hers had been a stern, starved
girlhood up to the present year. After
college days and between the ages of 20
and 23 she had been chained to the bed-
side of an invalid father, her life a
strain when it was not stagnation, un-
used energy fretting her heart, what
should have been the sunniest period of
her life drifting by in shadow.

When her father died, she had fcund
herself wholly orphaned and free to
plan her future according to her tastes.
She had a small income, a thorough ed-
ucation and the talent of being able to
write with splendor and force of what-
ever she felt deeply. The controlled
yearnings for freedom had grown into
one desire, and she had gratified it.
The old home was rented, and like a
young David entering the camp of the
Philistines she had come to New Yecrk.
Three things she had determined on—
to live alone, work, fill her days with
impressions of life, fling away bocks
and study men and women.

When the maid appeared with can-
dles, Anne followed her, a bow] of roses
in her hands. The newspaper woman in
severe, collared gown was gone, and in
her place was an exquisite creature akin
to the flowersand the starry lights. Her
shoulders and arms gleamed through a
gauzy black bodiee. A modish knot
showed the fine abundance of her hair.
Cue rose was fastened at her bosom,
where it flamed in splendid warmth.

Dr. Ericsson locked at her critically.
She was more than pretty; she was im-
perfectly lovely, or, rather, beautiful
withous fulfilling conventional canons.
Daring quiet moments her face was se-
rene and alluring, the dark hair upon
the pale brow like banded velvet, the
liguid brown eyes poetically thought-
ful, ibe mouth appealing. Softness,
strength and color were all there. But

{ resting familiarly on her clbow.

saw 1t.  She toid him of hor newspaper

1
work, its mewness, its dehight, of tho

novel sho had commenced and how
sometimes she rose at dead of night to
make a note of an 1dea or o phrase, of

all her faiths, dreams and prejudices.
To him she was piteously youthiul. To
her he was oid, wise and weary.  He
had settled all with destiny.
buckling on her armor.
the heart he hgd lost throbbed in her
bosom. He longed thae whe impossibie

might be made possible and sho might |
| keep it forever so, valiant, free, happy.

*I suppose you know David Temnple
very well by this time?” ho asked.

“You'd be surprised if you knew how
seldom he has spoken to me,” she said,
“‘Ho
sometimes scems o marvelously con-
structed machino instead of a man. He
works so Lard. He scems ablo to attend
to 20 things at once.™

“Yes; to lead is in his blood.”

“That’s it,”’ she nodded. “If he'd
been born in a forest in tribal days,
they’d have made him chief. Or can’t
you fanecy him a pirate, or a stapendous
criminal with a horde of cringing fol-
lowers, or a cardinal with an eye to
picrce a conscience and subjugace a king,
or a gencral like Napoleon, gazing in-

“Well, goon,” she said, leaning closer.
differently over the fields of the dead?
Do you know,”” she said in an awed,
childish way, “‘I like him?"’

““All women like himn,”’ snapped Dr.
Ericsson.

*“Do they?”

“It’s a feminine instinct which noth-
ing can kill to like the man who domi-
nates you—and who can do without
you?"’

‘““Well, go on,” she said, leaning
closer.

‘“Women and their affairs,’* said Dr.
Ericsson, lighting a cigar, ‘‘engage Da-
vid Temple’s thoughts very little. He
is not intolerant, he is simply indiffer-
ent, although most masculine in the
gentleness coming from a consciousness
of his own strength. It seems to me as
if a woman could never fill his many
sided life. There are men born with the
love of woman in their being, and it
grows with their growth. To possess it
too strenuously weakens a character and
often perverts what should be a rever-
ence into a taste. To possess it with a
separateness from the other interests of
life suggests the lack of some vital and
spiritual fiber. I’'ve felt this with Da-
vid. If he ever marries, it will be be-
cause his intellect suggests it as wise
or because his physical nature is en-
slaved. The two will scarcely blend.”’

““Yes, he suggests all you say. By
the way, who is Donald Scfain—his
stepbrother?’’

*“Oh, have you seen him?"’

““This afternoon. His face haunted
me all the way home.”’

“I see you have Vaudel’s ‘Desert
Monk’ on your shelf. You've read it.
The pictures are Donald Sefain’s. Fine,
aren't they? I half believe he made
them just to show what he could do,
and then from ‘cussedness’ flung down
his pen. He's done no serious work
since.”’ »

““Do tell me about him,’”* and Anne,
leaving the table, wheeled a low arm-
chair to Dr. Ericsson’s knee.

““It’s a bit of a story. Can you reach
me amatch? Thank you, my dear. This
is very cozy.”” He sat back and half
closed his eyes. ‘‘When David Temple
was about 15, his father, as hard and
sterm a man as ever lived, married a
Frenchwoman, a widow with a boy of
6. Some people know and a great many
suspect there never was a Mr. Sefain,
and the boy Donald was as surely John
Temple’s son as David, for whom he’d
have cut out his eyes; he loved him so.
Well, Mrs. Sefain was a beautiful wom-
an, an adventuress with the manners of
a duchess. I never saw her in a bro-
cade dress without thinking how well
she’d look on one of those little pompa-
dour fans, all covered with roses and
things. Donald is the picture of her. I
think his eyes and smile—the latter too
rare, God help him—would glorify a
plain face into beauty. After five years
of the most absolutely perfect marital
misery Donald’s mrother dicd, and he
was left in old John Temple’s care. It
was a hard fate.”’

“Why? He didn’t like him?’

‘“‘Like him? He hated him as only an
intolerant, conscientious man can hate.
Donald was a constant reproach to him
and a reminder of his married unbappi-
ness. Heo never let David be friends
with bim, never. You see, Donald
hadn’t a fair chance. He was a lonely
little sonl. ”’

“Why didn’t he set his tecth and
make something of himself?’’ said Anue
with the defiance of a champion.

‘“Ah, that’s what he should
done exactly! But he didn’t.
at 20, after lcaving John Temple’s
house ho went from bad to worse. His
face teday bears scars of the odds against
him. II¢’s a failure. I tried to get noar
him, but Le wouldn’t let me be lis
friend. It is one of Lis perversities to
affect the poor and mingle with the tn-
fortunate. Anything prosperous inspires
@ morbid dislike in him; all that’s de-
formed, shunned ; all that lies in shadow
finds favor in his sight. He’s a strange
and silent creature, drinking feverishly,
cultivating his worst instincts, finding
an unreasonable satisfaction in offering
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CHAYTER 1IV.
A fresh, bright afternoon, a vagrant
from =pr coming between stretches

of torrnd heat,
The stene hall leading froin the ed-
ttorial rooms to the stairs was deserted
s David ‘Pomple stepped from his oftice.
1 var voices and  laughter
cponed doors, the din
ts and shricking from fae-
tor vs soundingg at that height
Like the growing howl of a mch. When
Lio tarned the corner, he saw Anne Gar-
k, her hand vpon the brass seroll-
worlz around the elevator.
tired and very young.
A protest leaped into David’s heart.
He had sometimes experienced the same
feeling for a city child contentedly

Vs ol

threading beads in the gutter, a wish |

to transplant it to something more hap-
py, to a meadow where breeze, suniight
and leafago were a symphony. At the
; thouzht a grim smile twitched his lips.
Miss Garrick was weary of peace and
loved the treadmill work in the noisy
world. She had told him so.

*“Ilave you rung?’’ he said, reaching
her side.

*“Yes, but there's some delay below,”’

said Anne, peering down.
{ *‘I'll emphasize the fact that the edi-
tor and one of the best writers on The
Citizen are waiting.”” A flash of humor
came into his eyes and he kept his fin-
ger upon the bell until its vibrations
awoke cchoes in the shaft. It was no
use, and David looked distressed.

“We'll have to take to the stairs
Give me your parasol and lot’s muke
the blest of it.
way.”’

They went side by side down the
seemingly never ending iron stairway.

““Are you tired?’” he asked when the
second landing had been reached. ** Wait
a minute.”’

David took off his hat and stood fac-
ing her. They wero in deep shadow,
the sounds of life above, below, seem-
ing to skim around without touching
their isolation.

“Miss Garrick. I've wanted to say
scmcthing to you for several days,”’ he
said, smiling. ““I want to take back
what I said about women being unfit
for newspaper work. You have done
splendidly and against great odds.”’

*‘Ob, do you think so?”’ And tho col-
or czme into Anne's cheeks. “‘I did find
the work hard, and it’s been so hot.™’
Her glance became a little challenging.
“*&nd do you think a woman may be
still feminine even if she is not an ex-
otic?"’

*‘Oh, I like the exotic woman!" said
David as they went on. *‘I like a wom-
an sublimely useless, providing she’s a
lot of other things. You have proved
your right to tho career you've chosen,
but you're one of a paralyzing minority.
Why don’t you acknowledge it?"’

His tono was intentionally provoking,
and Anne laughed, her glance a nega-
tive.

As they stepped from the shadow into
the light of the lower hall the glare
through the archway of the door dazzled
them.

‘‘It's a lovely day,”’ said David. **The
atmosphere is amazingly clear.”’ They
paused for a moment on the doorstep
und looked at the picture of the city.
‘‘Every detail,”’ he added, ‘‘shows with
the accuracy of a photograph—the blue
in the shirts of those laborers, the
brown of the trench, the violet green of
that bit of grass, the flags in the blue
air. Are you going to walk?’ he asked
abruptly.

**Yes; there’s such a good breeze.

‘“If you've mno objection, I'll walk
with you.”

A pulse of exulta‘ion quickened in
Anne’s heart as they went up the
swarming street, David adapting his
steps to hers.

““Tell me,"” ho said curiously, “what
Dr. Ericsson thinks of your independent
spirit, "’

‘‘He takes it entirely for granted.”

“I am behind the times, I suppose,’’
he said, with a short laugh. **Well, I
can’t belp it. Idon’t like the independ-
ent woman. Oh, she has virtues! But
when woman rses her inconsistency
and self doubt she loses her chasn.*’

““‘She needn’t. If she's in earnest and
loves it, why shouldn’t she work and
live alone as I do”’—

“‘But you live with your uncle, don’t

you?"”’

““No. Iam much more comfortable
asIam. I came here sure of a small
income. 1 earn that sum twice over

now, I live alone, and I'm writing a
book.”’

““Really.””

They continued in silence, and then
David looked at her squarely.

“I am thinking what an amazing
gulf lies between you and your great-
grandmother. Wouldn’t she scold you
if she could come back? Wouldn't she,
though?”’

“I dare say,’”” eaid Anne placidly,
““but I wouldn’t approve of my great-
grandmother, nor of my grandmother
either.”’

David threw back his head as a boy
does before a shout of laughter, correct-
ed himself and looked at her with
weighty seriousness,

““Really, impertinence couldn’t go
further.””

Anne’s smilo was both naive and
speculative as she continued :

““‘My grandmothers had no spirit, no
originality, went in for artistic fainting
and wrote silly love rhymes. They wero
as savorless as oatmeal without salt,
those admirable, chimmey corner woin-
en. Their husbands thought nothing of
crying ‘Tush’ at them, and they ‘tush-
ed’ beautifully. Ob, they wouldn’t be
at all popular today.”

said David™®vith some awe.

mising. “‘I hate the new woman. You

I am the awakened woman.”?

a desire for progress she could not ex-
ist. She is the result of extremes past
and present.”’

“‘Many of her?”’

| ““She’s everywhere.

You can rest by the |

‘*‘No,”” and the denial was tncompro- |
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L emim with men or a plaything or
1ointellectual machine; sho’s a wom-

. e satd, and there was musice in
the weord, **She believes that marrying
1 she loves—and she can’t love

weali, the stupid, the hopelessly

“But you are not a ncw woman?” said
David with some awe.
pose for which she was created. -She's
not ignorant of the existence of evil,
but it has not tempted nor bardened
her. But best of all, she’snot a paragon.
Her aspirations are high and good, her
faults alluring. Now you know my

3y the time her home was reached
they were very well acquainted.  Anne
felt herself come very near the gentlest
tide of David’s nature as she gave him
her hand. 1o clasped it earnestly as he
looked into her untroubled eyes.

““New York isdead in summer time,”’
be said irrelevantly. ““All one’s friends
away! So few people one cares to talk
to anyway !"’ .

An unrcasoning sense of gladness
filled Anne. She knew he was waiting
for her to spealk.

“Dr." Ericsson spends many of his
evenings here. When you feel inclined,
come in too."’

“I will,”” he said gratefully.

Aud he did. Often after busy days
during which scarcely a word was ex-
changed between them he would find
himself strolling through the sultry
night to the grateful coolness of Anne’s
rooms. Dr. Ericsson was generally
there, but sometimes they were alone.

The unusualness of unhampered com-
radeship with a bright, young and pret-
ty woman, their long, satisfying talks
on subjects whimsically varied, the in-
dependenco  of Anne’s solitude, her
courageous position as a worker, level
with his own as a maun, appealed to
David with a charm new in his experi-
ence.

As he grew more and more interosted
his visits beeaine more frequent. They
became good friends. Sometimes while
the moon looked over the roof tops and
the candles flamed in the night breeze
Anne sang to him. Sometimes Dr. Er-
icsson and she dined with him, mostly
in cool, suburban places, requiring long
drives along the almost empty avenues

and through the massed shadows of the |
Sometimes on David’s roof top, |

purk.
made comfortable with rugs and ham-
mocks, they three saw the day die and
the stars gather like eyes to watch the
clashing ways of life. Every day his
fondness for her deepened. She was his
comrade and friend. Hoe felt himself
her silent champion and protector.
"TO BI CONTINUED.]
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. life with a
- M= modest  home
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the bare neces-

the future the
mistress of a
stately man-
sion, coatain-
ing the com-
forts and luxu-
ries of life. In
that dreamland
of the future
\there will be
rich carpets on
the floors, fine
e paintings on
=% the walls, a
== =~ magnificent
sideboard loaded with silver and dainty
tableware in the dining room, musical in-
struments, books and all that the heart of
a sybarite could yearn for, and—a baby.

To either man or woman, all the com-
forts and all the luxuries of life and all the
wealth in the world soon become a bore
and a weariness, unless there is a baby for
whom they can both contrive and plan and
work. A woman who, through iznorance
or neglect, suffers from weakness and dis-
ease of the delicate and important organs
concerned in wifehood and motherhood,
blasts all these hopes.  Either she will be
childless, or will lose her own life in the
struggle of maternity, or her babies will be
born puny, sickly and pecvish and unable
to withstand the ordinary ailments of child-
hood. Dr. Pierce’s Favorite Prescription
surely and completely cnres all these del-
icate complaints. It is the discovery of one
of the most eminent living specialists in
women’s diseases,— Dr. R. V. Pierce, for
thirty years chief consulting physician to |
the Invalids’ Hotel and Surgical Institute, |
at Buffalo, N. Y. The “ Favorite Prescrip-
tion '’ acts directly upon the sensitive or-
ganism concerned. It imparts to it health,
strength, vigor, virility and elasticity. It
fits for wifehood and motherhood. It
robs maternity of its perils and insures a
healthy, robust child.

Free. Dr. Pierce’s Common Sense Med-
ical Adviscr. Send 21 one-cent stamps to

€.

cover mailing only for paper-bound copy.
Address Dr, R. V.

Cloth-bound 31 cents,
Pierce, Buffalo, N. Y.
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i prompted David’s next words. '
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T.I. McIKENNY,
DRUGGIST.

Fine Imported #® Domestic Cigars

Absolutely Pure Baking Powder,

bonate of Soda.
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< APLTAL BREWING (0. &
£ “OLYMPIAN STANDARD”| 3
§ * AND EXPORT +* {
f LAGER BEKR. &
; S YOUR PATRONAGE IS SOLICITED. ..

0999.9000000000000

MARK W. JONES

DEAIT.ER IN

STOVES axo TINW ARE

1 424 Fourth Street, Olympia. Washington,

Made from Power & Weightman's Cream of Tartar and English “ic:u'-iPLUMBING’ STEAM and GAS
1

Guarauteed to give satisfaction or
money refunded.

Extract Lemon, from the Sicillian Oil, free from the !nil:vl'.principlv.
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BAKING POWDER

Is cqual to any of the high

BB A riced brunds.
=04 — il
SN LM- AARAAURAUR AR R AR QR A
2}
Q Onily 25 Cents a Package.

Sawuer & Filley.

(ORNER FOURTH AND MAIN STREETS.
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OLYMPIA MARBLE WORKS

. R. DEVER, Proprietor.

Mlonuments, TomasIones, eaccanes

‘ . & T'l' .
Mantles, Grates & Tiling.
Scék-h and American Granite Menuments,

designs and prices,
Fourth and Jefferson Streets, -
™

J. E. CONNOLLY. H CHAMBERS,

oty & Chambers,

NDNEzziann

FULL LINE OF MEATS FOoR THE

WHOLESALE = RETAIL TRADE,

Z We solicit a share of your trade and will strive to please,

Call on or write to us for

Olympia, Wash.

: F.

Corner Fourthh aannd Sts,

AN NN~

~ Fitting, Roofing, Lining, Etc.

Also pure Extract Vanilla, from the Vanilla Bean only, and Pure|

Repaiving Neatly Done and Promptly Attended To.

7

Vi N A S A A A AR

418 Fourth Street.

JOHN BYRNE,

Gald b A A A A L AT D b AAND ATA :]

ALL GRADES OF

FLOUR

At Reduced Prices for Cash.

TEAS, COFFEES, GROCERIES AND FEED,

Telephone 39.

PN W W NP L LN .

PIONEER IRON WORKS

. G. LISTER, Proprictor.

Logging car equipments of all kinds.
A specialty of concaved tram wheels.
Highest market price paid for old cast
iron scrap, brass and copper.

MANUFACTURERIKLOF

MARINE »» STATIONARY ENCINES
MILL MACHINZRY, BRASS AND [RON CASTINGS.

AR

Wrought Ironn Work
Repair work given prompt and careful

attention. Prices moderate.

322 Third Strect. —exStEls”

20

Throat and Lung Troubles.

THE PILLOW-INHALER

is a pillow so constructed and socharged
that it throws off a vapor during all the
night. With every breath taken intothe
body it directly applies to the inflamed
air-passages of the head, throat and lungs

R, Simenson,

- ) i
Olvmpia, Wash.
~ % 2\ Would be pleased to do your Wateh Repairine and guarsntee satis-
faction. Eyes tested irce, and Glasses fitted correctly at a moderate
price,

| THE ONLY

a thoronghly disinfected and properly
medicated air to soothe and cure them.
KNOWN MEANS FOR
LONG-CONTINUED INHALATION.

It has cured thousands of stubborn

Send for free descriptive pamphlet and
testimonials; and kindly be sure to men-

& 50 YEARS'
H 8 HOURS 2 4 l EXPERIENCE
‘ oUT OF

You Sleep In an Air

ThatCures . . « « 2

Catarrh, Bronchitis, Asthma, Grip, *

TRADE MARKS
DESIGNS

COPYRIGHTS &C.

Anyone sending a sketch and desceription may
qQuickly ascertain our opinion free whether an
invention is probably patentable. Communica-
tions strictly confidential. Handbook on Patents
sent free. Uldest agency for securing patents.

Patents taken through Munn & Co. recelve
special notice, without charge, in the

Scientific American,

A handsomely illustrated weekly. Largest cir-

culation of any scientific journal. Terms, §3 &

ear : four months, $1. Sold by all newsdealers.
‘M

UNN & Co.2s1eroacwar. New York
Branch Office. 625 F St., Washington, D. C,

"A.P.FITCH,
ArTORNEV-AT-LAW.

I)RA_CTKCE in all Courts and U. S. Laed

Offices.
RooMs 6 axp 7 CniLeerG BLOCK.
OLYMPIA, : Wasn.

g cases after all other remedies had failed.

tion this paper.

Press Clippings Bureau.
PILLOW-INHALER CO.,
f 31 Corcoran Building, Washington,

D. C., or 1409 Chestnut Street, SPOKAXNE, WASH.

'hiladelphia, Pa.
l YEADSall Northwestern Newspapers for A
0
NEATLY

\ thors, Lecturers, =tate and National Othe
'J()l; l)l{lNTlN 3 EXECUTED

cianls, Financiers and Business Men,
At the oflice of WASHINGTON STANDAED.

References: Old National and Traders’ Na
tional Banks.

Sept, 1%, 1897, 1
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