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S o m e  Cute Saying*
;’By Little One*

T
H E following batch of little sto

ries is contributed  by children 
to the  L ittle  Chronicle, the 
children’s supplem ent to the 

Chicago Chronicle:
When Louise w as w ashteg her face 

ber mamma told her to be sure to wash 
all around her mouth. Soon afterw ard  
Louise said: “Well, mamma, I can’t, 
jiy  nose is In the w ay.”

“Where’s L ittle  Boy Blue, who looks 
after the  sheep?” Baby Helen was 
asked.

“He’s under the hiccoughs, fast 
asleep,” she replied.

A few months ago a small hay and 
feed store near our home w as partia l
ly destroyed by fire. The next morning 
mamma sent little  Boy on an errand 
near there. H e sôon cam e running 
back, saying, “Oh, mammu, th a t s traw  
bouse down a t Twelve Points had its 
face burned off last night!”

Aunt spoke in a low tone to Allan, 
aged four, w ho Im m ediately asked: 

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

Little Dorothy ran  to her grandm a 
and said:

"Grandma, I am  afra id  I did wrong. 
I ate the last peach, bu t I didn’t  have 
any conscience till a fte rw ard .”

A three-year-old girl sa t on a stool 
with her doll in her arms, looking so 
sad th a t her m other said, “W hat is the 
matter, dear?”

“I was ju s t finkin',” she said in a 
plaintive tone, “ 'a t  my .poor little  dol- 
lie hasn’t dot any papa!”

The five-year-old son of a law yer 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 w om an’s excuse, T have 
nothing to w ear.’ ”

Whereupon the son, in order to  end 
the m atter, suggested: “Why, papa! 
Why don’t you w ear a law suit?”

A Mighty Small One.

Gentleman of the  Old School (to new 
athletic daughter-in-law)—My denr, I 
want you alw ays to look to me us your 
father and protector.

G l o o m .

“Why are you complaining, Edith? 
You talk as if the  W uldrons 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 ns 
us.”

“I know it,” she sadly answered, “but 
I went and got a hat ju s t like hers 
without knowing it. and she's worn it 
three times out in public.” — Chicago 
Record-Herald.

The Late Caller.
“W hat are his shortcom ings?” asked 

her mother.
“Principally his long goings,” an 

swered the daughter, who had been 
entertaining the tiresom e caller for 
more than three hours.—Chicago Post.
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We have started over three thousand 
boys in various parts oi the country 
•n a profitable business on their own 
•ccount. We want a boy to represent

The «Saturday 
Evening Post
In every town. The work cm  be done 
•Jter school hours and on Saturdays. It la
Pleasant, as  Well u n m i i i h a  f 1------------
fines are sold ai 
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No Money L
The first wec&'aa _ _ ______
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Under the brillian t southern s tars  the 
w hite cam ellias gleam ed wuxllke. Be-1 
tw een the  glossy leaves a  slender fig
ure leaned over the  low white wall j 
th a t skirted  the  garden. I t  seemed a 1 
sp irit of the  night, th a t face shadowed 
by dusky hair, gaziug down with 
troubled eyes into the passionate one \ 
raised to her own.

“Camille,” he whispered, “mia bella, j 
m ust I still implore you? I t  is th a t j 
you do not love me, cruel one.”

H e seized her hands imperiously as ! 
if  to  draw  her to  him. They trem bled 1 
in his hot grasp as her voice sighed: j
• “Filipe, it  is you who are  cruel. You j 
know—the graupere is so old. H e has 
none but me. I t  would kill him if  I j 
bliould fly w ith you.”

The g irl's  charm ing patois betrayed’ 
the  daughter of France, while her deep, 
m ysterious eyes were the  heritage of 
some Indian beauty—a quadroon girl, 
bu t none the  less vaunted as the heiress 
of old M. Le Moyne and the  belle of St. 
r ie rre , w here the  color line is but 
loosely draw n. H er granpere planned 
great things for lier w hen they should 
go to P aris  in the  fall. She w as so 
beautifu l; a prince perhaps, or a t least 
a count.

And she? She had already given her 
heart to the  keeping of Filipe, he who 
only owned a sm all lugger plying be
tw een M artinique and  Guadeloupe.

She loved him, and yet she answ ered 
all his p rayers  w ith “W alt!” Filipe 
could not understand  it. As the night 
wind, perfum ed w ith the  scent of a 
hundred flowers, caressed her cheek 
his heart w as suddenly filled w ith a 
passionate jealousy. She w as so beau
tiful, and she loved him alone, and yet 
the  fa tes  had placed her high above 
him. so tha t, as now, he could barely 
touch the  tips of her delicate fingers 
w ith his lips. The hot blood of Spain 
th a t lent color to his sw arthy  cheek 
and fire to his dark eye could not brook 
such thw arting.

“Camille,” he cried impetuously, “let 
me again implore you! Come w ith me. 
The w hite sails of my Santa Maria 
will bear you safely to Basse Terre,

the  wreckage on th e  w ater. F ilipe  
had sunk on hla knees, a s  if fea rfu l o f 
recognizing a beloved face am ong 
them. B ut the  Santa  M arla, driven  
on by a sudden breeze, headed s tra ig h t 
for the quay th a t lay nearest to  w here  
the w hite w all still showed am id  the  
Stricken garden.

H ardly conscious of having m ade the 
landing, he stnggered up th e  w alk  and  
leaped the  wall. A groan escaped his 
lips. There, am id the  blackened stem s 
of the cam ellias, lay a  body. I t  w as 
burned to a crisp fur beyond recogni
tion, bu t the lover could no t doubt. 
Around w as silence, desolation, death . 
And here lay Camille.

"She was w atching for me—for the  
heartless-oiie,” he m uttered.

Then sudden fury  seized hlm. “ I 
shall not leave you here, m y flower 
one!” he cried. "T here m ust be places 
on this accursed island still untouched 
by fire. I will lay you to sleep th e re  
under frag ran t blossoms, and then p e r
haps the  sain ts  will ease me of my 
m isery.”

Stripping off his coat, he w rapped it 
tenderly about the  body, h iding the  
face, and bore it down to the quay.

Again the  favoring w ind sprang  up. 
and the  Santa M aria crept slowly down 
the bay, and still the  voice of Felee 
thundered  from  the  peak w reathed  In 
forked lightnings. H er ashes fell 
ceaselessly on the  shrouded figure a t 
the  foot of the  m ast and  on the  head 
of the pilot. His hands and face were 
blackened and burned and hia eyes 
were blinded by smoke and dust, but 
his hand still kept the  helm and the  
Santa M aria her way.

» • * * » « •
The D ixie’s deck w as crowded w ith 

anxious men, for w ere they not a! 
ready entering  the  g rea t zone of ashes 
th a t surrounded th e  fa ted  island? 
Through the  gloom cam e the gleam of 
a sail. “Ship nlioy!” brought no a n 
swer.

“P robably refugees and  too dazed to 
speak,” one m an said com m iseratiugly.

“No; not dazed—only dead,” ano ther 
replied, for Pelee had added another 
victim  to her list, and  the  sain ts  had 
released Filipe from  his misery. P e r 
haps—who knows?—he found hin flow
er one again in all her rad ian t beau ty  
where cam ellias ever bloom.
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To whom It m ay concern:
Notice is hereby given th a t on and 

afte r November 1, 1903, all coal will be 
sold for cash only. This rule will a p 
ply to all alike.
tf LEW ISTON FU E L & 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: o w n e r 
can have the same by paying damages. 
Dec. 4-Jan. 3*

Thousands say that

MCCLURE’S MAGAZINE
Is the best published at any price Yet it 
is only Jo cents a copyt $I.oo a year

In  e v e ry  n u m b e r o f M c C lu re ’ s th e re  are

Articles of intense inter
est on subjects of the 
greatest j* national j* im
portance.

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

IN  1904

M c C lu re ’ s w ill be m o re  in te res tin g , im p o rta n t and  e n te r 

ta in in g  th a n  ever. “ E v e ry  y e a r b e tte r  th a n  th e  last o r  it 

w o u ld  n o t be M c C lu re ’ s

Subscribe n o w  fo r M c C lu re ’s fo r 1904 . an d  g e t th e  

A l  L L  N o v e m b e r and  D e c e m b e r num bers  o f 1 9 03  free.

THES. S. McClURE COMPANY, 623 LEXINGTON BUILDING, NEW YORK, N. Y.

HOTEL LEWISTON
Dill & Eichenberger Block

LEWISTON. IDAHO
Steam  heat, hot and cold w a ter In 

each room. Newly furnished th rough 
out.

F irs t-c la s s  re s ta u ra n t and  hom e  
coo kin g .

M R S . S. 8 .  HAWES, M a n a g e r

Coeur d’ A lene M arket

F. B. SEARS & CO.

Fresh and Salted Meats at Wholesale 

and Retail. Fish and Game

The Mint “
Morrissey &  Baker, PrApVietors

Choice liquors, wines, brandies and  
cigars. A club room in connection. 
C lark Building, M ain Street.

Welcome Saloon
D . A L L E N ,  P R O P R IE T O R

_____  • '!#••• -ir.

W est M ain Street'.
Lewiston, Idaho

The Log Catbin
A . L .  T H O M P S O N  & C O .,

Proprietors.

The best W ines, Liquors and C igars.

The Palace Saloon
F. R O O S , P R O P R IE T O R

Cedar Brook M cBrayer W hiskey
Best on E a r th .

Main Street, head of Third.

The U and I Saloon

M ain Street, head of Fourth . 

Give us a  Call.

The Pacific Saloon
415 Main S tree t ' ' ’

F R A N K  W A L D R IP ,  M an 'ag er.

R efurnished and keeps the- beat of 
Goods. A cordial welcome to, all.

Gem Saloon
S M IT H  & W A L K E R ,

Proprietor«.

Main Street, head of Third. 
Choice Wines, L iquors and Cigars. 

LEW ISTON, IDAHO,

Cactus Saloon
C H A R L E S  M IX ,  P ro p rie to r .

A G entlem an's Resort.,
Main Street, Opposite the Rgymdnd.

Castle Saloon
C H A R L E S  P A R K E R , P ro p r ie to r .

C orner of Main and T hird  Street*. 
Our Specialties: Hanco and  New

York Beer and -C astle  W hiskey

A C ME  OF P E R F E C T I O N
In Fountain  Pen c o n s tru c tio n

Quaker City Self-Filling Fountain Pens

T H E B E , A M ID  T H E  B L A C K E N E D  STEM S, LAY 
A BODY-.

and there  I have a friend, a good 
padre, who will m ake us one. Come, 
my flower.”

Ilis  voicp had softened to infinite 
tenderness. Camille leaned heavily 
against the  wall, and lier words were 
broken by longing- as she whispered, 
“ I cannot”—

A hot te a r splashed down upon his 
bund, hut he drew  it aw ay roughly. 
“Enough of tenrs!” lie cried bitterly. 
"They cost you nothing, while I—I am 
eating  my heart out for you. But you 
have said 'No' once too ofteu. I swear 
to you”—and lie raised his hand and 
pointed to the d istan t m ountain peak 
half cloaked in vapor—“I sw ear to you 
th a t your sleeping Felee shall w ake to 
life before I again seek for your love!"

Camille gave a  cry of anguish, hut it 
fell on ears  all unheeding. Filipe 
strode down the road tow ard the quay 
w ith never a backw ard glance. The 
girl's face w as as waxen as her name
sake's, and like a rudely broken flower 
she sank on her knees ngalnst the  wall. 
Above her sobs came the  rum ble of 
Pelee’s voice, but she did not hear.

•  • * • • • •

It was a t Basse T erre  th a t the  news 
cam e to Filipe—cam e in a sw ift suc
cession o f horrible rum ors, each more 
te rrify ing  than  the  last. Pelee bad 
aw akened. And St. P ierre? No one 
knew.

And Camille? Flfipe prayed In hia 
heart w hen hla dry lips refused to 
m ore. So benumbed were his senses 
from  anguish and suffering th a t the 
memory of his oath had no longer

FOUNTAIN PEN PERFECTION

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

Free Press

Any reliable tim e saver is eagerly 
welcomed by the m odern business man, 
Probably the m ost forceful illustration  
of this condition of things in recent 
years was the enthusiasm  with which 
the fountain pen was greeted. It 
seemed to mean the saving of so m uch 
time and annoyance for so m any people 
th a t its  sale was simply phenominal.

But the fountain pen was not by any 
means perfect and its users soon d is 
covered th a t the bother was only con 
centrated, Instead of being dispense,1 
with. The finest fountain pen w oull 
write indifferently well as long as  there 
was Ink in it but, when th a t gave out 
our busy man had to stop, unscrew  an 
inky cap. hunt around for a  filler and 
the particu lar ink recommended by the 
m anufacturers of th a t particu lar pen 
and so on through a  long process of 
annoyance.

The m anufactu rers of the  Q uaker 
City Self-Filling Fountain Pen have 
overcome all this bother and produced 
a  practical w riting tool which is as 
easy to use as if one were simply w rit
ing with the filler needed for the  old 
pen. There is nothing to unscrew, 
nothing to squirt, no thing to lose or get 
out of order. Its  construction Is s im 
ple and substan tia l and the operation 
of filling it so simple th a t you w onder 
nobody thought of It before.
• It is merely necessary to dip the  pen 
pressing It slightly, lift up as usual and 
go on w riting. I ts  capacity  Is no less 
than the bothersom e kind.

We feel th a t we are  no t over-praising  
the Q uaker C ity Self-F iling  Fountain  
Pen when we say th a t  It represents the 
acm e of fountain  pen achievem ent.

NO DIRT, BLOTS OR SPILLED INK

O n ly  f o u n t a i n  p e n  t h a t  n e v e r  s p i l l s  i n k ,  n e v e r  i n k s  t h e  f i n g e r s ,  

n e e d s  n o  f i l l e r ,  c a n  b e  f i l l e d  f r o m  a n y  i n k  w e l l ,  a n y w h e r e !  G r e a t e s t  

g i f t  o f  t h e  y e a r ,  f o r  b u s in e s s  m e n ,  s t u d e n t s ,  s c h o o l  c h i l j d r e n - a l l  w h o  

u s e  a  p e n  !

A  G R E A T  G IF T
COSTS $1.00

L o o k s  a s  w e l l  a n d  w o r k s  f a r  b e t t e r  t h a n  a n y  h ig h - p r i c e d  p e n  o n  

t h e  m a r k e t .  D o e s n ’ t  g e t  o u t  o f  o r d e r ,  d o e s n ’ t  w r i t e  b y  f i t s  a n d  s t a r t s .  

B u i l t  s i m p l y  a n d  w e l l ,  l a s t s  l o n g  a n d  w r i t e s  p e r f e c t l y  a l l  t h e  t i m e .

It Cost $ 3 7 0 0  to  Perfect. Protected by Patents

$ 1 .0 0  b rings  i t  to  yo u r d o o r

M o n e y  r e f u n d e d  a n d  n o  q u e s t i o n s  a s k e d  i f  y o u  a r e  n o t  

E N T I R E L Y  S A T I S F I E D .  A s  f a r  a h e a d  o f  t h e  o l d - f a s h io n e d  

f o u n t a i n  p e n  a s  t h e  m o d e r n  o n e  i s  a h e a d  o f  t h e  q u i l l .

N o  s y r i n g e  u s e d .
■ i "  .  »  , . »

S e v e n t y  D o l l a r s  a  g r o s s  t o  

W h o l e s a l e r s

812 Drexel

Building  
Phila., Pa.

the
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QUAKER
color, wtooe sullen

with wreckage. She had 
met huge tidal waves th a t  swept away 
her crew, tor  she could not fall the 
Tiand of the  m an a t the  helm. The 
pilot's eyes, bloodshot by long hours 
o f vigil, were fixed ou the  bluziDg 
heaps which alone rem ained to tell the 
story of St. Pierre.

Swollen bodies were now added to

CITY FOUNTAIN PEN
< o .  v y .  ■ •

8J2 Drexel Building, 
PHILADELPHIA, PA.

CO

USED IN LEADING BUSINESS 

HOUSES ALL OVER T H E  COUNTRY

Enclosed please find one 
dollar for which send me by 

return m ail one Quxker City 
Self-Filling Fountain Pen

N a m e  .................. ...........

A ddress  ............ .....................

City or town  ____ .............. ..........

‘T e lle r.) ✓  State l  .......


