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Some Cute Sayings
By Little Ones

|
HE following batch of little sto-| ‘
ries is contributed by children
I to the Little Chronicle, the|
children's supplement to the‘
Chicago Chronicle: |
When Louise was washéeg her mce‘
per mamma told her to be sure to wash |
all around ber mouth. Soon afterward
Louise sald: “Well, mamma, I can't.
My nose is In the way."”

“Where's Little Boy Blue, who looks
after the sheep?’ Baby Helen was
asked.

“He's under the
gsleep,” she replied.

hiccoughs, fast

A few months ago a small hay and |
feed store near our home was partial-
1y destroyed by fire. The next morning
mamma sent little Roy on an errand
pear there. He sbon came running
back, saying, “Oh, mamma, that straw
bouse down at Twelve Points had its
tace burned off last night!”

Aunt spoke in a low tone to Allan,
aged four, who immediately asked:

“Why do you tiptoe your voice, Aunt
Janie?”

Little Dorothy ran to her grandma
and sald:

«Grandma, I am afraid I did wrong. \
I ate the last peach, but I didn’t have !
any conscience till afterward.”

A three-year-old girl sat on a stool
with her doll in her arms, looking so
sad that her mother said, “What is the
matter, dear?”

“l was just finkin',” she said in a
plaintive tone, “’at my poor little dol-
lie hasn't dot any papa!”

The five-year-old son of a lawyer lis-
tened to a conversation in which his
mother was insisting on her husband
accompanying her to visit a neighbor-
ing town, while he was objecting, and
finally said:

“I have a woman's excuse, ‘I have
nothing to wear.””

Whereupon the son, in order to end
the matter, suggested: “Why, papa!
Why don’t you wear a lawsuit?”

A Mighty Small One.

Gentleman of the Old School (to new
athletic daughter-in-law)—My dear, I
want you always to look to me as your
father and protector.

Gloom,

“Why are you complaining, Edith?
You talk as if the Waldrons were twice
as well off as we are, Our house is as
large again as theirs, and everybody
knows that they're not half as rich as
us."

“I know it,” she sadly answered, “‘but
I went and got a hat just like hers
without knowing it, and she’s worn it
three times out in public.” — Chicago
Record-Herald,

The Late Caller,

“What are his shortcomings?”’ asked
her mother.

“Principally his long goings,” an-
swered the daughter, who had been
entertaining the tiresome caller for
more than three hours.—Chicago Post.
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CAMILLE OF |
MARTINIQUE

By MARY wW00D

Copyright, 1902, by the
8. 8. McClure Company

Under the brilllant southern stars the
white camellias gleamed waxlike, Be-
tween the glossy leaves a slender fig-
ure leaned over the low white wall
that skirted the garden. It seemed a
spirit of the night, that face shadowed
by dusky bhalr, gazing down with|
troubled eyes into the passionate one
raised to her own.

“Camille,” he whispered, ‘“‘mia bella,
must [ still implore you? It is that
you do not love me, cruel one.”

He seized her hands imperfously as
if to draw her to him. They trembled
in his hot grasp as her volce sighed:

“Filipe, it is you who are cruel. You
know—the granpere is so old. He lmu‘
none but me. It would kill him if I
should fly with you.”

The girl's charming patois betrayed
the daughter of France, while her deep, |
mysterious eyes were the heritage of
some Indian beauty—a quadroon girl, |
but none the less vaunted as the helress
of old M. Le Moyne and the belle of St.
Plerre, where the color line is lmt‘
loosely drawn. Her granpere planned |
great things for her when they should\
go to Paris in the fall. She was N“
beautifiil; a prince perhaps, or at least ‘
a count.

And she? She had already given her‘
heart to the keeping of Filipe, he who |
only owned a small lugger plying be-
tween Martinique and Guadeloupe.

She loved him, and yet she auswered
all his prayers with “Wait!" [ilipe
could not understand it. As the night
wind, perfumed with the scent of a
hundred flowers, caressed her cheek |
his heart was suddenly filled with a |
passionate jealousy, She was so beau-
tiful, and she loved him alone, and yet |
the fates had placed her high above |
him, so that, as now, he could hﬂrvl,\"
touch the tips of her delicate fingers |
with his lips. The hot blood of Spain
that lent color to his swarthy (‘lu-ckl
and fire to his dark eye could not brook |
such thwarting.

“Camille,” he cried impetuously,
me again lmplore you! Come with me,
The white salls of my Santa Maria
will bear you safely to Basse Terre,

“let

’tho'mchge on the water.

‘ landing, be staggered up the walk and

| And here lay Camille.

| heartless.one,” he muttered.

| misery.”

To whom it may concern:

THERE, AMID THE BLACKENED STEMS, LAY
A BODY.

and there I have a friend, a
padre, who will make us one.
my tlower."”

His voicg bad softened to infinite
tenderness. Camille leaned heavily
against the wall, and her words were
broken by longing- as she whispered,
“I cannot"—

A hot tear splashed down upon his
hand, but he drew it away roughly.
“Enough of tears!” he cried bitterly.
“They cost you nothing, while I—1 am
eating my heart out for you. But you
have said ‘No' once too often. I swear
to you'—and he raised his hand aund
pointed to the distant mountain peak
half cloaked in vapor—*1 swear to you
that your sleeping Pelee shall wake to
life before I again seek for your love!”

Camille gave a ery of anguish, but it
fell on ears all unheeding. Filipe
strode down the road toward the quay
with never a backward glance. The
girl's face was as waxen as her name-
sake's, and like a rudely broken flower
she sank on her knees against the wall.
Above her sobs came the rumble of
Pelee's volice, but she did not hear.

. . - - . . .

It was at Basse Terre that the news
came to Filipe—came in a swift sue-
cession of horrible rumors, each more
terrifying than the last. Pelee had
awakened. And St. Plerre? No one
knew.

And Camille? Fiflipe prayed In bis
heart when his dry lips refused to
move. S0 benumbed were his senses
from snguish and suffering that the
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Our l'ln hooklet zives portraits of
some of our most sinceessful boy
agents and their methods.
The Curtis Publ Co.
476 Arch Street o
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with wreckage.
“% met huge tidal waves that swept away
o her crew, for she could not fail the

pllota eyes, bloodshot by long hours
of vigll,
heaps which alone remnained to tell the
story of Bt. Plerre.

d of the man at the helm. The

were fixed on the blazing

Swoller: bodles were now added to

Fillpe
had sunk on his knees, as it fearful of
recognizing a beloved face amobdg
them., But the Santa Maria, driven
on by a sudden breeze, headed straight
for the quay that lay nearest to where
the white wall still showed amid the
stricken garden,

Hardly consclous of having made the

leaped the wall. A groan escaped his
lips. There, amid the blackened stems
of the camellias, lay a body. It was
burned to a crisp far beyond recogni-
tion, but the lover could not doubt.
Around was silence, desolation, death.

“She was watching for me—for the

Then sudden fury seized him. *I
| shall not leave you here, my flower
unu!" he eried. "“There must be places
on this accursed island still untouched
| by fire. I will lay you to sleep there
| under fragrant blossoms, and then per-
haps the saints will ease me of my

Stripping off his coat, he wrapped it
tenderly about the body, hiding the
face, and bore it down to the quay.

Again the favoring wind sprang up.
and the Santa Marla crept slowly down
the bay, and still the volce of Pelee
thundered from the peak wreathed in
forked lightnings. Her ashes fell
ceaselessly on the shrouded figure at
| the foot of the mast and on the head
of the pilot. His hands and face were
blackened and burned and his eyes
were blinded by smoke and dust, but
his hand still kept the helm and the.
Santa Maria her way.

. . - - L > .

The Dixie's deck was crowded with
anxious men, for were they not al
ready entering the great zone of ashes
that surrounded the fated Island?
Through the gloom came the gleam of
a sail.  “Ship ahoy!" brought no an-
swer.

“Probably refugees and too dazed to
speak,” one man sald commiseratingly

“No; not dazed—only dead,” another
replied, for PPelee had added another
vietim to her list, and the saints had
released Filipe from his misery. Per-
haps—who knows?—he found his low-
er one again in all her radiant bLeauty
where camellias ever bloom.
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Notice is hereby given that on and
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A. B. Chase
J. D. McGARY,

MANAGER
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Piano Sale

Among the many Pianos we represent are
Steinway & Sons of New York
Kranich & Bach of New York
Behr Bros of New York
Chickering Bros of Chicago
Schaeffer of Chicago

Emerson of Boston

CHANT MUSIC CO
LEWISTON

MOSCOW
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Thousands say that

MCCLURE'S MAGAZINE

Is the best published at any price Vet it
is only lo cents a copy, $1.00 a year

In every number of

Articles of intense inter-
est on subjects of the
greatest o national % im-
portance.

McClure’s there are

Six good short stories,
humorous stories, stories
of life and action—and

always good

IN 1904

’

McClure's will be more interesting, important and enter-

taining than ever.
would not be McClure’s

Free

“Every year better than the last or it

Subscribe now for McClure's for 1904, and get the
November and December numbers of 1903 free.

THES. 5. McCLURE COMPANY, 623 LEXINGTON BUILDING, NEW YORK, N. Y.

after November 1, 19083, all coal will be
sold for cash only. This rule will ap-
ply to all alike.

tf LEWISTON FUEL & ICE CO.

Estray Notice

One black cow and one red calf, no
brands visible; taken up by E. R.
Wills, one mile east of Lewiston; owner
can have the same by paying damages.
Dec, 4-Jan. 3*

HOTEL .. LEWISTON!
LEWISTON, IDAHO

Steam heat,
each room.

hot and cold water In
Newly furnished through-

out.

First-class restaurant and home

cooking.

MRS. S. B. HAWES, Manager

[

|

Coeur d’Alene Market
F. B. SEARS & CO.

Fresh and Salted Meats at Whaolesale

and Retail,

Fish and Game

The Mint ™

Morrissey & Baker, Prdphistors
T O

Choice liquors, wines, bre nn]lcs and
cigars. A club room in umnectlon.
Clark }hmdmg Main Street.

Welcome Saloon

D. ALLEN, PROPRIETOR

| Cotie
West Main Street.

Lewiston, ldaho

The Log Cabin

A. L. THOMPSON & CO,,

Proprietors.

The Dbest

The Palace Saloon

F. ROOS, PROPRIETOR

Wines, Liquors mul (_lgarl.

Cedar Brook McBrayer Whiskey

Best on Earth.
Main Street, head of Third.

fhe U and ISaloox;

Main Street, head of Fourth.

Give us a Call

’

The Pacific Saloon
415 Main Street '
FRANK WALDRIP, Mm'-g-r

Refurnished
Joods,

and keeps the. bhest of
A cordial welcome to, all.

Gem Saloon

SMITH & WALKER,
Proprietors.

Main Siureet, head of Third,
Choice Wines, Liquors and Cigars.
LEWISTON, IDAHO.

Cactus Saloon

CHARLES MIX, Proprietor. -

A Gentleman's Resort.
Main Street, Opposite the Raymoénd.

Castle Saloon

CHARLES PARKER, Propn-tor.

Corner of Main and Third Streets.
Our Speclaities: Hanco and New
York Beer and-Castle Whiskeéy

“-ACME OF PERFECTION

In Fountain Pen construction
Quaker City Self-Filling Fountain Pens

NO DIRT, BLOTS OR SPILLED INK

FOUNTAIN PEN PERFECTION

The Quaker City Self-Filling Pen Fills Itself and
Thereby ﬂlll a Long Felt Want

!-rtf Press

Any reliable time saver is eagerly
welcomed by the modern business man,
Probably the most forceful illustration
of this condition of things in recent
vears was the enthusiasm with which
the fountain pen was greeted. It
seemed to mean the saving of so much
time and annoyance for so many people
that its sale was simply phenominal.

But the fountain pen was not by any
means perfect and its users soon dis-
covered that the bother was only con-
centrated, Instead of being dispensed
with. The finest fountain pen woull
write indifferently well as long as there
was ink in it but, when that gave out
our busy man had to stop, unscrew an
inky cap, hunt around for a filler and
the particular ink recommended by the
manufacturers of that particular pen
and so on through a long process of
annoyance,

The manufacturers of the Quaker
City Self-Filling Fountain Pen have
overcome all this bother and produced
a practical writing tool which is as
easy to use as if one were simply writ-
ing with the filler needed for the old
pen. There I8 nothing to unscrew,
nothing to squirt, nothing to lose or get
out of order. Its construction is sim-
ple and substantial and the operation
of filling it so simple that you wonder
nobody thought of it before.

It is merely necessary to dip the pen
pressing It slightly, lift up as usual and
go on writing. Its capacity is no less
than the bothersome kind.

We feel that we are not over-praising
the Quaker City Self-Filing Fountain
Pen when we say that it repre-enu the
acme of pen achiev

use a pen !

No syringe used.

Wholesalers

;- " 812 Drexel Buxldmg,
: - PHILADELPHIA, PA.

USED IN LEADING BUSINESS
HOUSES ALL OVER THE COUNTRY

A GREAT GIFT

COSTS $1.00

(Teller.)

QUAKER" CITY' FOUNTAIN PEN CO

l-"

.Scventy Dollars a. gross to

Name

Address

7

City or town AR,

dollar for which send me by
return mail one Quuker City
Self-Filling Fountain Pen

Only fountain pen that never spills ink, never inks the fingers,
needs no filler, can be filled from any ink well, anywhere! Greatest .
gift of the year, for business men, students, sctiool children--all who

Looks as well and works far better than any high-priced pen on
the market. Doesn’t get out of order, doesn’t write by fits and starts. -
Built simply and well, lasts long and writes perfectly all the time.

It Cost $3700 to Perfect. Protected by Patents
$1.00 brings it to your door

Money refunded and no questions asked if you are not
ENTIRELY SATISFIED. As far ahead of the old-fashioned
fountain pen as the modern one is ahead of the quill.

.

812 Drexel

Building
Phila., Pa.

Enclosed please find one

vt



