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CHAPTER VIL

HE passing of  Joseph  frowm
Cannon wan complete. It was
ah evanlshment for which there
wis nelther sackeloth nor sur
e, and, though there came no news
him, It cannot be sald that Cansag
pnot bear of him, for wsurely It
Id hear ltself talk, The death of
aas Tabor and young Louden's crime
d fight Incited high dolugs In the
tiotal House windows, Many days
sagos lingersd with the bLroken
ta of morseln left over from the

Bguet of gosalp,
ery litthe of Joseph's adventures
A oocupations during the time of his
ndering s revealed (o us; he always
d an unwilllng wemory for paln and
not afterward wont to wpeak of
yoars which cut the hard llnes
his face, The firat account of bim
rench Canann came ns directly to
windows of the Natlonal House as
Arp, bastening t(hither from the
tlon, satehel 1o Bamd, counld bring It
his was on a September morning
o yoars after the dlght, nnd Eskew,
appears, hid been to the state falr
1 bad beheld mang things strangely
Aroilng Wi constant tosthinony that
s unhappy wotld lnerensoth In sing
nngest of all, hin wmeeting with our
grant scalowig of Canaan, UNot a
me bt of doubt about 1K™ declinred
kew to the Incredulous conclave,
here wan that Joe, apd nobody else
ek up Inoa little box ottslde n tent
the fulr grovonds and sellln® tiekets

“Phore sk that Joe, and nobody olme,
wtuek up dn a little box outslide o fent,”
to wee the Bputted Wild Boy!™ Yes, It
was Joo Loudey! Thiuk you Mr. Arp
could forget that face, those crooked
sypbrows? Hud Eakow tested the rec
oguition?  MHad e spoken with the
puteast? Hod he not!  Aye, but with
such pecullar result that the battle of
words among the giges begon with a
true onset of the regulars, for, neeord-
h.g to Bskew's narrative, when he had
deliverad grimly nt the boy thik charge,
*1 know you—you're Joo Louden!" the
extraordinary reply bad been made
promptly and without change of coun-
tennnce, “Poultively no free soats!"
“What's the matter with you?" Mr.
Arp whirlel upon Unele Joe Davey,
who was enjoylng himself by repeating

at Intervals the unreasonable words,
“Couldn’t of be'n Joo," without any
explanation. “Why couldn't it?" shout-
ol Eskew. “It was! Do you think my
eyes are ae fur gone as yours? 1 saw
him, I tell you. What's more, that boy
Joo 'll turn up here agaln some day.
You'll seo If he don't. Ho's n seed of
trouble and Inlquity, and anything of
that kind Is sure to come back to Ca-
naan!"

Mr. Arp stuek to hin prediction for
peveral months, Then he began to
waver and evade. By the end of the
second year following Ita fipst utter-
ance Le hnd formed the hablt of deny-
ing that ho had ever made It at all and,
flunlly having come to bolleve with all
his heart that the prophecy had been
deliborately folsted upon him and puot
In hig mouth Ly Bquire Buckalew, Lo
eame #o sore upon the subiject that

/ even the hardiest doved not refer to It
B In by presence,

Eskew's story of the ticket seller waa
the anly news of Joe Louden that came
= to Conndn during seven yoars, Anoth
ar cltizen of the town enconntered the
wanderer, however, but uuder elreum-
Etances so susceptible to misconception
that In . moment of llumioation he do-
elded to let the matter rest in o golden
allence, This wns My, Bantey, and the
eiuse of his sllence was the fact that
his weeting with Joe ocenrred In the
“Steaw Collar," a tongh New York re-

rt, In which nelther of them should

nye ben,

\

\ CHAI'TER VIII,

UGENE dld not Inform Canann
or any [nhabitant of his ad-
venture of the “Btraw Cellar,"
uor did any hear of his meeting

with Lis stepbirother, and after Mr

Arp's ndvonture five yours pinsed Into
the Imperishiable before the town henrd
of the wanderer dagnin, and then it
heard ot fest hand, Mr. Arp's prophs
ecy fell true, and be took It back to lie
hoxom nguln, clalmed It an bis own thes
morning of its fuldllment, Joa Louden
had come back to Canann,

The elder Louden wus the first {o
know of Lils prodigal's return, Ho was
alone o the office of the wooden but-
ter diah factory, of which le was the
superintendent, when the young mnn
came in unannounced. He was stlll
pale and thin, His eyebrown had the
same crook, one corner of his month
the same droop, He was only un lnch
or so taller, not enough to be thought
A tall man, and yet for o few moments
the futher did not recogulze his son,
bhut wtared st him, Inguiring his busi-
pess,  During those few seconds of un-
recogultion Mr. Louden wis sothewhat
favorably lmpressed with the stran
BOr's NppenEnnee,

“Yon don't know me,” snid Joe, sl
Ing cheerfully, “Perhinps I've changed
In woven yenrn”  And he beld out Lils
hand

Thon Mr. Londen kuew.  He thited
back In his desk chnle, bis mouth fall
Ing open. “Gomd God!™ he sald, not
potlelng the outstretched band, “Have
you come back?’

Joa's innd fell,

"Yow ['ve come bnck to Capann.”

Mr. Lopden plainly recelved this aw
no pleasant surprise. “What for?* he
k] slowly

“To practice law, father.”

“What ¥

“You," snld the young man  “There
ought to be wn openjug bere for me.
I'm & gradunte of ns good a lnw school
as there Is In the country.”

Mr. Louden leaned forward, a hand
on each knee, his brow defply eorru-
gnted,

“Who do you think In Cannan wonld
put a case In your bands?”

“Oh, 1 don't expect to get anything
jmportant at the start, but after
awhile"—

“With your reputation7*

“But that's seven years ago, and |
suppose the towi's forgutten all about
It and forgotten o too, 8o, you see, |
can wake o frosh sturt. That's what
1 came back for™

“1 don't belleve, sald Mr, Louden, |
with marked ugpeasiness, “that Mra.
Louden would be willlug to let yon
e with s

“No" sald Joe gently, U1 didn't ex |

peet 1t Well, 1 wou't keep you from
your work. 1 suppose you're pretly
busy." I

“Yea, 1 am” responded his futher |
promptly. “Iut 'l see you agaip be
fore you go. 1 want to glve you somoe
advice

“Not go I

Whore

"“T'm pot golog,” suld Joe
lag to leave Capann, 1 mean
will 1 find Kugene:™

“Al the Toesin oflee; he's the ns-
sistanut editor. Judge ke hought the |
Toosin lust yenr, nnd be thinks a good |
denl of Bugene., Dou't forget I sald
to come to see e agnin before yon
go."

Joe came over to the older min nd
hold out bis hand. “Shoke haads, - |
ther,” he sald. Mr. Louden looked at
him out of swmall hoplacable eyes, the
steady hostility of which only his wife
or the lmperious Martin Plke, his em- |
ployer, could quell, He shook hls
head.

“1 don't see¢ any use o IL"” he an-
swered, "It wouldn't mean anything,
All my life I've been o bard working
man and an ablding man.  Boetore you
got In trouble you never did nnything
you ought to. You ran with the low
ast people In town, and 1 and all your
folks were ashamed of you. 1 don't
weo thnt we've got 4 cull to be any
different now." He swung round to
his desk empbatically on the lust
word, and Joe tarned away and went
out quletly.

But It was a bright worning to
which he emerged from the outer doors
of the factory, and he made his way
toward Main street at a llvely galt
As he turned the corner opposite the
Nationnl House he walked Into Mr,
Bskew Arp. ‘The old man drew back
nngrily.

“Lord "o merey!” erled Joe heartlly.
“ft's Mr. Arp! | almost run you

down!" Then, as Mr, Arp made no
response, but stood stock still in the
wiy, starlng at him Oercely: “Dou't
you know me. Mr. Arpt" the youns
man asked. “I'm Joe Louden,”

Eskew abruptly thrast bis face close
to the other's. “No free seals!" g
Lilssed savagely and swept neross to
the hotel to set his world afire.

Joe looked after the ieate receding
figire and watehed It dlsappear Into
the Munln street door of the Natlonal
Mouse, As the door closed he beeamo
awnre of 8 mighty shadow upon thy
pavement and, turning, bebeld a fot
young man wearing upon his foreliend
i gear gimllar to his own waddling by,
with eyes fxed upon him,

“How are you, Norbert?' Joa began,
“Don't yon remember me? I"— Ie

came to a full stop as the fat one,
thrusting out an under lip as his only

token of recognition, passed balefully
o,

Joa proeeded slowly until he came
to the Tocxin bullding. At the foot of
the stalrwny leadipg up to the olllces
Ho hesltated for a few moments, Then
he torned away and walked toward
the quieter part of Maln street,  Most
of the peaple he met took o notles of
him, only two or thege giving him sec
ond glanees of half cogulzgance, s
though he reminded them of soms one
they could not place, and It was not
putl) he had come nenr the Plike man
wlon that he saw o full recogoltion o
the eyes of one of the many whom he
knew nnd who had known Wm In his
boyhood 1o the town. A lady, turning
# corner, looked up carelessly and then
haif stopped within a few feet of him
an If startled.  Joe's chooks went o
sudden crimnon, for It was the lndy of
his old drenms,

An whe enme to hor half stop of sur
prise, startled, he took his cournge In
two hands and, Hifting bis hat, stepped
to her side,

“You--you remember me?' he stam
mered

“You," she nnswered, a little breath-
leanly,

AL, that's kind of you!™ he cried
and begnn to walk on with her uncon-
welounly, *1 feel lke n returned ghost
wandering about—lnvistble and nnree-
ognized, Bo few people seem (o re-
member me!"

“1 think you sre wrong. 1 think
you'll find everybody remembers you,"
she responded uneasily.

“No; ' afreald not,” he began, 1"

She Intercupted him. They were not
far from her gate, and she saw her fa-
ther standing In the yard directing a
paluter who wias nt work on one df the
cant dron deer, The Judge waw appar
ently In good spirits, Inughing with the
workmnn  over some joxt betwoeen
them, but that did not lessen Mamle's
HUrvousness.

“Mr, Louden,” she sald lu ns kindly
& tone ns she could, T shinll hive to nsk
you not to walk with me. My father
would not lke t."

Jou stopped with s jerk.

“Why, 11 thought I'd go In and
shuke bands with him—and tell him
I

Astonlshment that partook of terror
and of awe spréad Itself Instantly upon
her face,

“Good graclons! she cried. “No!*

“Very well,” sald Joe humbly, *Good-
by."

Joe gat him meditatively back to
Maln street and to the Toosin bullding,
This time he did not hesitate, but
mounted the stalrs and knocked upon
the doar of the nssistant editor.

“Obh,” sald FEugene. “You've turned
up, have you't" *

“I've come back to stay, Gene,"” sald
Joe.

Bantry dropped his book. "Exceed-
Ingly Interesting,” he sald, *1 suppose

i you'll try to find something to do. I

dou’t think you could gt a place here.
Judge Plke owns the Tocsln, and 1
groatly fear he has a prejudice against
you."

“I expect be bas,” Joe chuckled,
somewhat sadly, “But 1 don't want
newspaper work. I'm going to practiee
law."
“By jove, you have courdge, my fest-
ive prodigal! Vealment!"

Joe cocked his head to one side with
his old look of the friendly puppy.
“Yon always did like to talk that novel-
etty wny, Gene, didn't you?®" he sald
Impersonnlly,

Eugene's eolor rose.  “Have you
saved up anything to starve on?' he
aukod erinply.

“Oh, I'm not so badly off. I've had a
salary In an offiee for a year, and [ had
ohe pretty gomd day at the races”—

“You'd bettor go back and have an-
other,” sald by stepbvother. “You don't
secn to compreliend your standing In
Connan"

“I'm beginniug 10" Joe turned to
the door. “It's fuuny, too, In u way.
Well, 1 won't keep you auy longer. 1
Just stopped o to say good day.” He
punsed, faltering.

SAN right, all right,” Eugene sald
briskly. “And, by the way, | haven't
mentioped that [ saw you In New
York."

“On, 1
would."”

“And you pesin't say nnything about
it, I fanecy."

“1 don't think,” said Joe="I don't
think that you need be afrald I'll do
that. Goodby."

“"Be sure to shut the door, pleass, It's
rather nolsy with it open. Goodby."
Bugene waved Lis band and sank back
upon the divan,

Joe went ncross the atreet to the Na-
tlonn! House. The sages fell ns silent
as If he had been Martin Pike. Joe
had begun to wreite hig name In the
rogleter. “My ftrunk 1§ stlll at the
station,” he sald, *“I'll glve you my
check to send down for It."

didu’t suppose that you

"Exeuse me,” sald the clerk. "“We
huve no rooms."
“What? cried Joe Innocently, He

looked up Into the condensed eves of
Mr, Rrown, “Oh" he sald, "1 gee.”

Donthly silence followed him to the
door. but as It closed behlnd blm be
heard the outbrenk of the sages like a
tidal wave striklug a dump heap of
tin cans,

Two hours later he descended from
an evll ark of a cab at the corral at-
tached to Beaver Beach and followed
the path through the marsh to the
erumbling pler, A red bearded nian
wos sented on w plank by the water
edge fishing.

“Mike," anld Joe, “bave you got room
for ma? Can you take me i for & few
days, untll T ind a place In town where
they'll let me stay?"

The red bearded man rose slowly,
pushed back his hat and stared hard
at the wanderer; then he uttered a
howl of Joy and selmed the other's

bnisdds It Wi aid whook thesn wildly,
“giiory e on Db bie shontod, IS
Jog Louden come back! We never

“Ezcuse me," sld the clerk., *We have

no roumas.”

koew how we missed ye ti ye'd gone!
Plaoe fer ye! Can [ find 1t? There ain't
a lmp o perdition o town, Inclndin’
wyself, that' woublnt R me §if 1
cottldi't! Ye'll have old Maggio's root,
wmy oyn nupt's, Ye remember how s
usd o dance? Hu, ba! She's been
burnin® below these four years! And
we'll have the celebration of yer re
turn this pight, Theré'll be many or
‘omn will come when they bear ye're
buck In Cansan! We'll all bope ye're
goln' to wtay awhile!"

-~ (Te be continued.)
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The Policy-Holders' Company
Purely Oregon and Absolutely
Mutual to Policyholders

Built on a Common Sense
Foundation

Keep the Mongy in Orcgon

The very best Life Insurance
for an Oregonian

Perfection in Life Insurance.

A company conducted by men of high
repute, skilled In fAnance, having asso-
olated with them life Insurance under-
writers who use safe methods and
plain Insurance contracts that have
been tried and stood the test of time,
with moderate expense of conducting
tho business—Profits from all sources
balong to the polleyholders, and must
bo distributed to them in dividends at
the end of cnch year.

Oregon Life is the only Pa-
cific Coast Company which
includes all of the above
mentioned features,

Portland, .

TRANSPORTATION.

Oregon

Steamer - Lurline
Night Boat for Portland and
Way Landings.

PABSENGERS. FREIGHT,

Loaves Astoria daily except Sunday st
Tpm

Leaves Portland Daily Except Sunday
at7am

Quick Borvice
Good Bertha.

Landing Astoria Flavel Wharf.
Landing Portland Foot Taylor Bt

C. M. JFOWLER, Agent.

Phone Main 2761,

Excellgnt Meals |-

“Reganoo,” by Ataerton. “Mr.Jim and Mrs. Jimmie,"
“Before Adam,” by London. “Helma,” by Eldredge.
“Kate Meredith,” Financier Wyne. “The Malefactor,” by
Oppenheim, “Later-day Sweethearts,” “The Wierd Pic-
ture. !‘Fishing and Shooting,” by G. Cleveland, “The
Family,” and Thomas W. Lawson's Great

“Friday the Thirteenth”
All ¥1.25 per Copy

E. A, HIGGINS CO,,

MUSIC BOOKS STATIONERY

Come See Qur Enamelware !

To the housewife: If you wish anything in white-
ware, Enamelware, both in gray and green, we can
please you with our excellent line.

Tinware in Japaned or plain is excellent ware—
now on display—see our window.

Everything for the home at reasomable prices,

_T_heFuard

& Stokes Hardware Co., Inc.

Successors to Foard & Stokss Co

BIG REDUCTIONS

Wall Paper
30 PER CENT OFF

On account of the large new spring stock comingand
to make room in our store we offer 30 per cet
off for the next few days. Buy your
wall paper now while it is cheap,

Eastern Painting & Decorating Company.

Ao

H. B. PARKER, E P. PARKER,
Proprietor. Manager.

PARKER HOUSE

EUROPEAN PLAN.

First Clasa in Every Respect
Free Coach to the House.
Bar and Blillard Room.

Good Check Restaurant

Good SBample Rooms on Ground Floor

Astorla, Oregon for Commercial Men

THE GEM

C. F. WISE, Prop.

Merchants Lunch From
and Cigars 1:3oa m. to 150 p.m.
Hot Lunch at all Hours a5 Cents
Corner Eleventh and Commercial

Cholce Wines, Liquors

ASTORIA OREGON

. Y

To Be Happy
and Gay

Means not only good things to eat, but also the best of things to drink,
and the best of all good drinks is Bund & Carleon's

Rye and Bourbon Whiskies,
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Cholce Wines and Champagnes.
THE COMMERCIAL

THE TRENTON

First-Class Liquors and Cigars

602 "Commercial Street.
Corner Commercial and 14th. Astoria, Oregon,




