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An Angel
In Disguise

By Virginla Lella Wents

Copyright, 189, by Ruby Douglas
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At Twontyhled streot  Konnard

turned dismally from Brondway Into
Fifth avonte, Saturday afternoon nnd
nothlug to do! Thanks to that econ-
founded cotton broker, who couldn't be
woon Ll Mouday, he wis obliged Lo re-
maln o town over Sunday, Well, he
might o8 well whlk up to his hotel-a
constitutional of thity odd blocks
would do bl good,

It was the frst week In May, and
in loesl wwelldom wooden boardings
wote already begiunlug to go up and
hideous green shndes wore appearing
down the euntire length of drawlog
room windows, Outside the Borists’
shops tissue papered pots of blossoms
still remalned, savoring of Easter and
April, but the doors stood open reveal-
Ing a rich vista of bloow agninst baek-
grounda of palws, Onee Kennard no-
tiewd wome fashionably frocked women
standing within, choosing the last of
the seuson's violots,

“Bab!" he sald, deliberatoly turning
Lils bend away nnd looking at the spires
of K. Patrick's eathodral Instead,
“Why do women all love those foollsh
flowers ¥

Now, once there was o girl, a nelgh-
bor of his, down on an old Misslssipp
plantation, whoso eyes In certain }ights
matehed the velvety heart of violets,
nud often enough down by the bawling
little brook where the colony of violets
grew hie had told her so. But always
it had been hior way to shake her head
with a tantaliglng lttle sialle and say!

“That's because you write books and
are Inclised to be poetle!™

Pretty much the same apswer she
bad given, too, that nlght when the
mocking birds were singlng In the
moonlight and be had Iald his love—

“Hello, you!” erled some one In the
brightest of volees, suddenly cofning
abreast of RKenuaed, “Weoll, If this
Isn’t luck! lTustend of eatching the 1
o'clock truln foday, os usual, I ran up-
town on an errand for my wife'—

"Oh, so you have, haven't you?'
drawled Kennurd, with apparent Irrelo-
vancy., “Let's see, sent you n wedding
gift from Lonfon, didn't I, old man?™

“A beauty, too!” ojaculated Dan
Archer. "My wife wrote and thanked

A OIRLISH FIOUHRRE WAS LEANING OVER
THE RAILING,

you, I'm sure, But you've unever seen
hor, und you must. Though she Isn't
very well at present; nervous, lonely
and that sort o' thing, you know; has
to have & companlon, Look here, why
not come out with mwe tonight and
spend Bunday? It'll cheer her up, and
Bunday's n beastly day In town, you
know,"

Konnard's protests that It was too
shorlt unotles for Mrs. Archer, ete,
wero not accepted, and at O o'clock,

u
having spent an hour or so at Archer's
club and sent a telegram as precursor,
the two men took a trdin from Jersey
Clty and flew speedily over the coun-
try toward a particnlar lttle subup
ban town, A slight deizele had set ln,
and the landseape wasn't especlally
choorful,

A suburban town on a ralny Bubhday!
Good heavens, what had he put himself
In for? Behind lils paper Kennard
yawned, recalling gloomlily n multitude
of jokes nt the expense of Sunday sub-
urbunites, Bes!ldes, dear old Dan was
n Benadlet now. Alrendy be faneled
he saw the ehange, and they wouldu't
bhave much opportunity” to pal together.

“Pghaw,” e broke out mentally,

dropping lis paper wad dooking out al
the whizzing telegtaph poles, "unoilo
good man spollsd! Wiz doomen wen
to maprry, danyhow? (Credundly, sinee
that nlght down on tho old Migsinel !
plantation, when the  woekiine bl
were singing o the movnlbchi, Ken

naitd had gro® o doparase
monlal Dlesalngs wad had we
write eplthalnmiong vortes),

He found Mrs *:'v:r.-r A oo oy
clous lttle creature, pretty with (hh
prettiness of a Dresden clenhs
but, ak Dau had Inthnated, nelinsl
to “perves” and  dependence. 'hwy
dined alone that nlght. the thiee of
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mom. Mer companion, It appéared,
wis suffering from semething very
unusunl for her, a violent headache,
aad had kept to her room,

“We don't breakfast ti1l ® on Bun.
dayn,” announced Dan as they finlshed
tholr Inst gnme, “so you can lle abed
A4 late as you've a mind to, old man,
For a commuter it's a rollef, I can tell
you, from our ordinary 7 o'clock rush-
od affalrs.”

The next wornlog, however, Ken:
nard was up botimes. The rain of the
night before had vaniahed, save for
the last lght shimmer of sliver on the
gross and under the nimond bushes
sdroop with thelr slender pluk
branches, And sueh a morning — all
scintilinting with olive green and gold
sunshine!

Kennard stole on itiptoe from his
close apartment, which seemeod to

breed all the fever driven extrava:

gances of an overexcited world Into
the freshness of the May alr. The gar
don, lke the bouse, was obmequiously
awalting o algnal to wiks. The flow-
ors noemed wtill motionless, holding in
thelr perfume that u breath might not
disturb the wleepers whom the resplen-
dent rislug sn Itself could not attract,
But beyond the garden, through a
bedge of trees whero the honeyed
trickle of song came from the throats
of wild birds,  path led to wide awnke
flelda and meadown

Fowls were crowing, cackling, gob-
bling, gabbling, In matutinal exuber
ance; calves were bounding outside
the milking pen, bungrily bleatlng at
the sight of the usurpation of thelr
rights within; (o the pastures the sheep
ware grasiog Indastriously,

To Kennard as bhe walked along
there seomed to be n vague, expectant
quality In the morning, As if, he sald
to himself, the very freshness and
grace of It all were preparing the way
for something splendidly allve and
dabonalr!

His path suddenly merged jnto a 1it-
tle bypath, largely screened by thick-
ols. At the end was a Bllapidated
summer house, fastened between three
trees on & bank overhangiug a gur-
gling stream, A girlish fgure was
leaning over the rickety ralling, appar-
ently looking at the pebbly, varlogated
mosale of the stream's bottom, She
bad thrown off her hat, and her chin
wan resting In the cup of her two
bands, He could see nothing of her
profile bevause of the mass of dark
balr colled over the back of her head.

Not wishing to Intrude or dlsturb
the girl's evident reverle, Kennard
would have retreated, but at that 'u.
stant, hoaring a twig soap under his
feet, she turned,

Bho felt hia Immedinte vecognition
aud eally Saecd blm,

“I reckon you are a bit surprised,”
she admitted quietly. "“Well, It's the
slmplest wort of a story. The old
estate down there ylelded nothing, and
for three yoars now ['ve been earning
my own living. At present I am Mra,
Archer's companion.”

“For three years, Gwendolent”

“You, You've been In England most
of that tiwe, baven't you? And you've
written several mighty successful
books. Oh, I haven't lost compiete
track of my old friends, you see”
There was still that Inimitable flash
of ralllery In the beauntiful eyes, Koen-
nard notleed. And still “that dear,
blessod Hitle smille.

As Gwondolen's glnnee met the gulck
Qame that spread nevoss the wnn's
opaquae puplls pll the playfulness went
out of het own, and®ie splrit of Ghrust
and parry went out of her soul, An-
other spirit, guntded against. often
erushed out, leaped In again,

“You-—yon ure still the same old Bob,
aren't you?' sald she, with adorable
Incoherence. But Kennard was very
grave, He was looking now where the
girl bad been looking before—at the
mosale bottom of the clear water,

“Yesterdny, Gwendolen,” he sald, "1
shw some women buying violets. Ever
since I've been baunted by the eyes of
a girl I once knew, a girl whom I've
tried, ob, so valnly, to forget. Do you
remember, dear''—

Bhe made a lttle Impulsive, forward
movement; as If to stop his wonds., Hae,
seolng It, held out both his hands.

And then they—well, all at once she
knew that the question he had put to
ber down in Misslsglppl when the
mocking birds were sluging hadn't
been & mere poetic sentiment any
more than hla thought of her eyes had
been, and be, for his part, illuminat-
Ingly realized that the answer she had
glven him that moonlight night hadn't
been an ultimatum,

The morning ale was glving Gwendo-
len Moore the repose and refreshment
denled by a sleepless night, but withal
she looked pale and a little tived.

“We'll have to change all that sort
of thing, sweetheart” Kennard was
saylng an hour later as they sauntered
happily toward the house, “And you
were not at dinper lnst night—you
were 11, Was that"'—

“Your telegram, sir,” she broke In
with mock severity, while the dimples
went rioting, “Look, there are Mr,
nnd Mrs, Archer coming down the gar-
den to meet us”

“Why, Mr. Kennard, you know Misa
Moore?" cried Mrs, Archer foolishly.

“Well, rather. And, Dan,” cried
Kennard, turning boylshly upon that
astounded Individual, “you were a
brick to bring me out here to spend
Bundny.; You were an angel In dls-
gulse—that's what you were,”

Table Dalntindis,

I could Lotter ent with one who did
not respect the laws than with a sloven
and unpresentable person. Moral qual
Itles rule the world, but at short dis.
tances the senses are despotic—Emer
Bon,
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What Bowser
Knows of Cals

Gives His Wife the Benefit of
Some Investigations In Nat-
ural Hisgry,

FLY LIKES OUR SOCIETY

This Is Why Little Pest Seeks to Enter
Houses—Queer Things About
: Horses and Cows.

[Copyright, 1904, by C. IL Buteliffe.)

‘N k. BOWBER'S general demenn-
or wus paternal ss be came
home to dipher and hung his
hat on Ity accustomed peg.

Mru, Bowser was nssured that It pre-
suged somcthing, but just what she
could not guess. He treated bor with
futherly consideration all through the
menl, and It was not untll its finish
that be said:

“Mrs. Bowser, we have a family cat.
You have no doubt seen bLer lle down
many tinmes 7’

“About a million, I think” she re-
plied.

“Then you must bave noticed her
turn arousd In a elrele two or three
tmes previous to lying down?”

“Yeu"

“Why does she do It? Why do all
cats do 1t¥ 4

“Locklug for a soft spot, 1 suppose.,”

“That's about the way I expected
you to anawer, Perhaps forty out of
fifty men would have answered the
same way. We have the lessons of na-
ture right under our eyes all the time,
and yet how few of us give them any
attention! We look upon a naturalist
with the greatest awe, and yet he Is
only a man who keeps his ayes open.”

“If yon bad a house to run you wonld
find that yon had something else to do
than to speculate ns to why cats turn
nroumd,” said Mrs, Bowser as she
thought of the work she had done that
day,

4 Why Cat Turas Hound.

“I am twice as busy as you, and yot
1 speculate, | not only speculate, but
I ascertain facts, The cat, as I may
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HRE WAB HTRUCK BY THE WHEEL.

tell you, Is descended to us from a wild
slate, Bhe has never lost all her say-
ugery, In her wild state she turns and
surveys the locality for danger before
secking repose. That tralt continues
with her into domesticlty, There you
have it, and I hope you will remember
It. In case a lndy cals and there Is a
conversation about cats"—

“There will be no conversation about
cats,” she Interrupted.

“Then remember what I have told
you for your own good. You have seen
hundreds of fles trylng to get Into the
house, haven't you?"

“That reminds me that we ought to
have three new screens.”

“Don't try to awitch off on any tan-
gents, Mrs. Bowser, but answer me
why a fly wants to get lnto the house,
He bas all outdoors to himself. No
traps or fly paper awalts bhim there,
He can ronm from Maine to Californla,
and yet he Is fool enough to want to
get Into the kitchen and be knocked
down by the cook. Why 18 1t? + DIid you
ever give the matter a thought ¥

“Several thoughts, Mr, Bowser. The
fly finds a greater variety of food In the
house, You don't find 'em In an empty
house,”

“Well spoken, but not the facts, A
fiy, Mrs. Bowser, Is un Ingoct of séntl-
ment, e Is not generally so taken,
and that's where people make thelr
mistake, While he appreciates the com-
puny of other flles he apprecintes that
of humnan belngs more. 1If barred from
human beings he takes to the horse
or cow, [His sole object In entering a
house Is to by near the cook or mem-
bers of the fawmily, Every time he I3
repulsed his feellngs arve hurt, 1 don't
gay you are gullty of murder every
time you kil a fly, but T do contend
that If people nppreclated the situation
of affalrs there would be less fly kil
Ing, Take It and remember It that the
fly would keep far from you If he
wasn't lonely and dld not wish for Lin
man soclety."

“aAnd It's the gime with the mosqul-
to, I suppose? she querled.

“Ixaetly, T am glad to see your in-
terest Incrensing.'

“Bot If the nosouito. (s seeklng hu-
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mivn Rydipddsy 'whi GG yod Tuinp ot
of bed the other night and do all that
swearlng? Why dld you bat at two
ot three In the room with the plllows?

Why dldn't you hung out a sign of,
'Human Sympnthy Found Here? ®
Can't Winme Mosqulto,

“Don't run things into the ground,
Mrs. Bowner, If the mosquito takes a
bite or two while looking for human
sympathy It's all in the way of graft
snd ¢an't be blamed. I have no recol-
lection of any such incldent as you
pame, We bhave owned horses and
mnﬂ

“"u‘ﬂ

“You have had every opportunity of
studying them both,”

“I remember when one of our cows
kicked you over, and when one of the
borses ran away with you,”

“Amd you are probably sorry I didn’t
get killed. However, ¢an you tell me If
both lfedown and get up the same way 7’

“l should say they did. If they
don't, what of it

“What of it?7 If you go to the store
fo buy tea and they give you catnlp,
what of 1t7 A horse neighs and a
cow bellows, and you might as well
nsk what of It. Can you lm,
the question I asked you?'

“They both lie down and get up the
same way.”

“They do nothing of the sort. A
horse¢ sinks down behind and a cow
in front. A horse rises on his front
legs and a cow on ber hind ones. If
a lady should ever call here"—

“We shall talk about the heathem,
probably, Instend of horses and cows.”

“But why do these animals lie down
and get up In different ways?' per.
slsted Mr. Bowser. “You should learn
for your own benefit.”

“I'm sure I don't know.”

Ways of Horse and Cow,

“Then [ will proceed to Iuform you,
A cow slunks down on ber knees first
that she way examine the gruss and
see If there are any bumbiebees’ nests
around. A horse sinks down behind
first that he may take a last look st
the clonds and see what the weather
18 to be, In rising n cow is still looking
for those nests, and the horse wants to
know If there ls golng to be a thunder-
storm that day. I ask no credit for
what I am telllng you, though it has
cost me mauny xears of observation,
For Instance, how many persons. in
this town conld tell you why cows and
horses switeh their talls?

“They do it to keep the flles off, of
mnm‘-'l

“Ha, ha, ha! That was the very an-
swer | expected. It Is the very one
most people would give, and yet It's
wrong. The tail switching I an In-
voluntary motlon and I8 practiced
when there isn'l a dy wiihin a mile,
Let a man stand still, and he will put
his hands Into bis pockets. Let him
sit down, and he will cross one leg
over the other. These are things you
should think of Mra. Bowser. Any
time you want to ask me any ques-
tlons about natural history I"—

Mrs, B, Asks Questions,

“1 want to ask a couple now. How
many teeth has a horse, and why has
a cow teeth only on one jaw?'

Mr, Bowser was bowled over In a
minute, but he didn't stay bowled, He
riallled and answered:

“A horse has thirty teeth, and any
fool knows that a cow has teeth on
both jaws."” L.

“The wmale borse has fourteen teeth
and the fewale only twelve, Mr. Bow-
ser, while the cow bas teeth ouly on
one jaw, and that ls the lower one.
Can you tell me why this Is so?"

“Because it [su't, It isn't so within
forty rods."”

“But It s, Any veterlnary surgeon
or work on anatomy will tell you so

“Woman, don't try any tricks on
me!" shouted Mr. Bowser as he turned
red and white, “I sit down bere this
evening to give you a few lessons in
natural history, and you try to turn the
whole thing into sarcasm. You talk of
corroboration., I will now go out and
get such proofs that I am right and
you are wrong as will bury you right
out of sight. By thunder, but you have
choek!"

Mr. Bowser went to the butcher and
was told that Mrs. Bowser was right.
He went to a llvery stable and was
told the same thing. He went to a
grocer, wWho bad been n farmer, and
was sat down on some more. AS a
last resort he visited his family drog-
gist and got it In the neck agaln, and
the druggist added:

“Bowser, make a tho
and find out how mm?;o
has got!"

He left the store bolling over and
seelng red, but salvation was at hand
A boy and a wheelbarrow came run-
ning down the sldewalk at n 2:40 gait,
and as Mr. Bowser didn't get out of the
way he was struck by the wheel and
rolled Into the street, and when assist-
ed home by two kind pedestrians he
knew that Mrs, Bowser's solleltude for
his welfare wonld prevent her having
another word to say about horses or
COWS, M., QUAD,

ugh job of it
teeth an ass

— e Pl
Ketbﬁ?l Him o Lover.

Mrs, Bharptongue—D'ye mean to say
you've been marrled ten years an'
never had n quarrel with yer husband?

Falr Stranger—That Is true, mad-
!m.l‘

“And ye always let him have the last
word ¥

“Yes, madam, I wouldn't for the
world do anything to lessen my hus-
band's love for me. He might get care-
loss,"

“Carcless " |

“Yes. We are jugglers by profes-
slon, and at two performances every
day I stand against a board while he
throws knives"—New York Weekly.

Undigested Food

When any portion of food remains in the stomach and refuses to

d%‘ it' ¢Il.ll;: the gommw . This : m fﬂ:

rapidly ferments, irritating ¢ coat o stomac
particularly the head, suffer in

while other parts of the body,
[
So _long as thi mwmmamm-
is es 4 the

consequence,
diuonﬂort continues, A

BEECHAM’S PILLS

stop all fermentation, sweeten the contents of the stomach and give
:{ugal assistance that relieves the stomach of its burden., The use

eecham's Pills gradually str the nerves and
soon restores them g @ no:ml,mmm

Beecham's Pills positively cure all stomach troubles, while their
b“e:ld]i‘ii:llmeﬁect- on the liver and kidneys greatly improve the gen-

Beecham’s Pills have been used and recommended by the gen~
eral public for over fifty years. ’

Sold Everywhaere in Boxes.

100 snd 356,
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APPLARANCES

Often a person is sized up by hig appear-
ance; by the tone that surrounds him.»And
more often a business house is sized up by
the stationary it uses. = A cheap letter
head or a poor bill head gives a mighty
poor first impression and makes business
harder to transact. Good printing costs no
more than poor printing. The first im-
pression is half the battle in business.
You wouldn’t employ a “sloppy’’ sales-
man; why put up with ‘“sloppy’’ station-
ery, that gives a wrong impression of the
importance of your business, Let us do
your printing and help you to make that
ten strike.

The . S. Dellinger Co.

- ASTORIA, OREGON
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ASTORIA IRON WORKS
{Neleon

JOHN' FOX, Pres, er, Vice-Pres. and Su
F L BISHOP. Secretary asmn?ﬂﬂmes mnx.rz::i

Designers and Manufacturers of
THE LATEST IMPROVED

Canning Machinery, Marine Engines and Boilers
Complde Cannery Ouvits Furnished.

Foot of Fourth Strest.

~

CORRESPONDENCE "SOLICITED

S00N BAY IRON & BRASS WORKS

ASTORIA, OREGON

IRON AND BRASS FOUNDERS LAND AND MARINE ENGINEERS

Up-to-Date Saw MIll Machineryj

Frompt attentiongiven tofal. repair work

Tel. Main 2451

|

18th and Franklin Ave,

®

60 CENTS PER
MONTH

ASTORIA’S BEST
NEWSPAPER
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Guarantees to its ‘Advertisers .
A Larger Clrculation

* Than Any Paper Published
In Astoria

OUR BOOKS ARE OPEN TO INSPECTION
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