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The Dawsons were double cousins—
grst in days of calm, but second when
storms swept over the land—girls, four-
teen years old aplece, bright, fiercely
energetic and up to date.

They owned two adjoining ancestral

places well furnished with fathers and1
mothers, and from cellars to attics,|
particularly the attics, with chairs lmd1
things, and with servants to dust the
chairs and things. They owned also
one grandmother in common besides|
two or three others In severalty.

Said thelr mothers, Wwhom grand-|
wother - in - common’s  illness called |
away, “How fortunate that school is|
in session; otherwise the girls might|
pe lonely,” & maternal euphemism re-
sulting from long years of practice. |

The term closed, however, without|
the mothers’ presence to soften the |
plow. Grandmother-in-common’s illness
necessitated a longer leave of absence, |
which was granted in a characteristie
message: “We're all right, little moth- |
ers. Stay as long as you please. Loveé
to gram.” |

This was indorsed by the l~‘u'hers"
Dawson. |

That was what the Fathers Dawson
were for—to Indorse. Although much
absorbed In trying to double the output
of the foundry without increasing the
expenses, they still reserved the veto|
power at home. But the possibility of
the overruling two-thirds vote led them |
to preserve the show of authority by |
indorsing, always and speedily. |

The mothers were becoming uneasy. |
The daughters were becoming uneasy‘
too. Usually when these restless fits
came on the girls were tactfully gulded |
into the paths of philanthropy. “Great!
executive ability” their mothers said
they had, and indeed they could dress
dolls or make scrapbooks for children’s

hospitals If necessary, but they just
doted on sales.

When a sale was announeed, thelr‘
subordinates drew a long breath. The
mothers fell to work with a will, ccho—i
ing the remark of Rosa, the cook: “Now
we knows where wese at. -1 can stan'|
on my feets all day makin' canny, an’ |
1 doesn’ complains, but it's dese yere|
surprisin’s dat gibs me de misery in|
my haid."”

The restlessness now worked itself
intd a fever, and as it reached its
Leight simultaneously in both girls
they started on a run from their re-
spective homes and met under the
iinden tree on the boundary of their
ancestral lawns.

In breathless duet they exclaimed,
“0h, Susannah, I have an idea!” “Oh,
Hepsibah, T have an idea!”

Their names were neither Susannah
(always spelled with an “h") nor Hep-
sibah. Their mothers in youthful ig-
norance of what good form would de-
mand in a name later had called them
Nellie and Gracie. The girls early
came to despise these weakly cogno-
mens, and when some Harvard author-
ity in a proud spasm of reform chang-
ed their Uncle Harry’s name to Henry
without so much as saying by your?
leave they promptly said, “We'll
change ours.” Susannah and Hep- |
sibah they became to each other from
that moment, The fathers and moth-
ers at first stoutly resisted, but might
prevailed. The general public now |
knew no others. \

“We'll have a sale—a ‘fresh alr* |
sale” |

Then the embryo “lady board” put |
their heads together and gave their ex-
ecutive ability full play. \

At night the Fathers Dawson's in- |
dorsement was ecalled for.

“A sale? Certainly.”
lef!

When the girls' signal lights greet-
ed each other from their windows,
each Father Dawson started for the
telephione,

“My dear,” said Susannah's father,
“rest easy. A sale is on. They are
quite capable of managing the Pan-
American, you know, and they can
this. The servants, both men and
maid, must by this time be letter per-
tect.” v

When his turn came, Hepsibah's fa-
ther said much the same thing.

The meothers embraced each other
fervently. “The little dears,” they
said and slept the sleep of the unwor-
ried.

This was Friday. The sale was set
tor the next Wednesday. Grandmoth-
il;;ln-common Wwas now recovering rap-

y.

Tuesday night the mothers said to
each other, “We're homesick.”
“Wouldn't a surprise be fun?”
“Let's go home. I should enjoy a
sale when we bayen't worked to get
ready for it
“We won't even telephone for the
carriage. The girls: will need all the
help they can have,” 9
This was tra¢. A sale without the
two. faithful henchwomen called for
:!‘l;mul labor as well as executive abil-

Thus it-was that-the waning W y
‘lyllt&r::d found the two m

lﬂrgmg on foot up the street from the
statjon,

“Look at all the people coming down
the street” remarked Susannah's
mother. “There must be a ecircus fu
town.”

“Yes, or a fire somewhere. They ali
Seem to be carrying something.”

“They are mostly womeh and look
like the Plains people.”

“Not all. There's. Mrs. Gaines.”

Now, Mrs. Gaines was an. intimate

What a re-

Iriend, and with smiling faces they!
stopped to greet her. To their aston. |
Ishment, she only gave a viclous littla|
flirt to an out of date orange colored |
workbag hanging from her arm and
walked by with avérted face.

Not far behind her was another ac-
quaintance from whom they recelved |
oRly a cold nod. |

hat in the world! Do they think
mother had the smallpox, or have the |
Dawsons falled, or what Is the mat-
ter?”

“Oh, look at that woman! I do be-|
lieve she has Grandfather Dawson's
white bell hat. T know there isn't an-
other in town."”

“And that one with the allk waist
hanging out of a water pitcher! There
must have been a rummage sale.”

The horrible truth flashed upon both
ot the same instant.

“My old rose waist!" gasped Susan-
nah's mother, i %

“My Grandmother Pelham wat
pitcher!” moaned Hepsibah's mother,

There was mo question now. 'l-'l\'ory
one past whoin their hurrying steps
led them bore some half forgotten treas-
ure seen only at housecleaning time. |

They were women of mw\a:-mimou(.“
never willing to destroy anything apout |
which fond memories could twine, and
their large ancestral attics were filled
to overflowing with what Rosa signif-
feantly called “heaps of plunder,” the
accumulations of several gpnomtlnns‘
of Dawsons, Pelhams and Gaynors and
the reapings of many Christmas har-{
Vests.

They rushed on, growing more and
more sick at heart as they met here
and there among the throng friends
who dwelt within the circle of Christ-
mas giving. When they reached the
lawn, out of the tumult of their souls
rose a bubble of pride that, awful as it
was, the girls had displayed their usu-
al executive ability.

Under the linden tree sat Hepsibah,
the cashier, with a goodly pile of mon-
ey before her. Patrolling the grounds
and keeping an eye on each grinning |
negro in charge of the heaps of goods,
which had been carefully assorted,
classified and grouped around the trees,
walked Susannah, the genersa! mana-
ger.

The mothers had been too long un-
der the yoke to make a scene, but as
they walked from one ancestral tree to
another and read the gorgeous placards
tacked to the trunks their emotions
were many and deep:

“Shoemakers’ tools
grandfather Dawson.”

“Infant wardrobe
branch,” mostly rags.

“Great-grandmother Pelham's wed-
ding dishes,” a mos. disreputable col-
lection of pans and crockery ware,

“Great bargains in Christinas pres-
ents. Good as new; some never used.”

At this finishing stroke the Mothers
Dawson fled each to her own house
and wept behind closed blinds. “They
will never forgive us!" they sobbed.
“No wonder Mrs. Galnes didn’t speak!”

A sudden shower put an end to the
sale. A little uneasy in their souls, the
girls went in to report results. When
the Interviews were over, it was not
the Mothers Dawson who came out|
with drooping heads. On the contrary, ‘
these emancipated ladies sped down
the lawns and shook hands in solemn
compact under the linden tree,

Said Susannah’'s mother, “Hereafter
I am to be boss of my own ranch.”

“Same here,” said Hepsibah's moth-

usea by Great-

of the Gaynor

er.
Then a blush of shame spread over
their faces that even in this their hour |
of independence their speech should

| betray their daughters' influence.

“I mean that from this time forth I |
shall control the affairs of my own
household.” i

“And I mean that the same conclu- |

| sion has been reached by me." ’

They have a hard job before them.

How He Kept Informed on Clocks, |

A fad more or less general is the col-
lecting of old clocks, from the tall
grandfather variety to the curious
timekeepers of foreign make. The gar-
rets of old farmhouses from Maine to
the Carolinas have been ransacked for |
the former, and there is many a man |
and woman in New York who keeps an
eye on the pawnshops of the foreign
districts for curious and ancient things
from abroad.

“It is almost impossible to keep them
all running,” complained a woman who
has two dozen aged and valuable clocks |
scattered through her Madison avenue |
home. “They seem to be In good order
and run along for awhile, then all of a |
sudden they stop for no reason at all.

“I have found an old German who
knows more about the ways of old
clocks than any one In the city. I sent
him my German prize a few weeks ago, |
and when it did not come back after
the usual period of waiting I went to
his shop. What do you think I found
him reading?”

The friénd did not have the slightest
idea. a

“It was a little German volume with
a title something like this: “Thirteen
Hundred Reasons Why a Clock In Per-
fect Order Won't Run.”—New York
Tribune,

The Churchly Handmaliden,

Mr. Edwards and Mr. Wells, ward-
ens of a prominent c¢ity church, were
not In accord oncerning the new ree.
tor's _ntroductiopr. of extreme, ritnal,
into the service,

Mr. Bdwanrds was aggressively on the
rector's side; Mr. Wells quite the re-

e A R et ot ' vty
though brief dhﬁx_u which Incidental-
Iy suggests the pogsibilities for' efpan-
sion of the servant problem.

Mr. Edwards, baving exhausted hls
argumdents on his unresponsive brother
warden, sald:

“At least you will own that art is the
handmaiden of religion.”

“Yes,” returned Mr. Wells savagely,
“and I wish religion woull give her &
wonth’s notice!™

fof the mouth.

-watehing—and

| rourq
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THE GIRL |
OPPOSITE §

ve..By Leslic Gray &

Copyright, 1902, by Mc(lure's Newspaper
Syndicate

Sudden starting of the elevated train
fairly jerked Alston Davis into a seat.
His armful of papers slid to the floor.

As he stooped to recover them his
glance fell upon the face of the girl
opposite,

It was delieate and sensitive, framed

In a soft mass of hair. There was
something attractive in the clear pallor
of her cheeks and the appealing droop
Yet Alston smiled grim-
Iy.

“One of the clinging type that I de
spise,” he said to bimself. *The kind
that seream at a mouse, and all wom-
en are more or less of that varlety. It
only how stubborn Ursula is
when she argues that they have cour i
age,

shows

Courage!” |

But the girl must have become con- |
sclous of his contemptuous scruting,
for a flush rose to her cheek and she
turned toward the window. Thus ad
monished.  Alston  betook himself to |
his paper. |

He had just buried himself in the |
stock quotations when the sheet was
almost torn from his hand. Some one
lurched heavily against him.

He looked up in surprise not un-
mixed with anger, but the aggressor
was already part way up the aisle, It
was a woman who staggered blindly
up the car. Now she turned uncer-
tainly so that he could see her face.,

She was no pleasant sight. She was
‘k  haired, black browed, middle
aged and drunk. Dirt and grime had
taken all vestige of respectability from
her shabby clothes. A rusty black
bonnet was perched rakishly on the
back of her head. From beneath this |
gray-black locks straggled. On one
cngek was the mark of a bruise. As
she again lurched past, evidently grop-
ILg for the door, her eyes were fixed
1. a glassy stare. Her lips muttered |
unintelligibly, |

alston’s ear caught a sigh that was |
half a sob. The girl opposite was gaz- |
Ing at the woman with fascinated, fear |
d’Jated eyes. Others in the car were
smiling. Now, as a |
lhureh of the train flung her into an
|

i
|
|

THE OIKL TURNED TO HIM DEFIANTLY,

empiv seat, there was an audible tit-
ter. Not a hand was raised to belp
her, {

In a minyte she was on her feet|
agale, but the shock bad turned her
and she began a second lzbored
paseae up the car.

Tle girl had sunk into a miserable
little neap. Alston watched her half
pitytugly, half anxiously. *“She was
Just (he kind of a girl to faint away,”
he totd himself. 3

| you could only know how often I have

emiles died away. Toere was such un-
velled contempt in her flashing eyes
that every man cowered.

Alston watehed her in shamefaced
wonder. This creature of fire and pas#-
sion, this avenging goddess, was very
different from the shy girl who hld;

sktrunl\ before his gaze

Almost before he realized the train |
bad stopped, had started and Tweu!y-l
third was left far behind. The girl
opposite did not come back to her seat.
Sne had left the ear with her charge.
As he thought of the gray eyes that
had not flinched during that journey
fown the aisle the satistied look of the
self appointed judge had given place
to & new humility.

. . . . . . .

“Alston, I want you to meet Miss
Harcourt,” his sister Ursula said as he
strolled into her drawing room a nighy
or two later. He saw a slender figure
in pale gray and a delicate face framed
in soft hair. His heart gave a great
throb

‘You have often heard me speak of
Elizabeth™ jut she broke off in as-
tonishiment, A slow flush had erept up
to the roots of her brother's hair, and,
turniug, she saw it was vividly re-
fleeted in the cheeks of the girl at her ‘
side,

*0Oh, then you have met before? And
I had bLeen congratulating myself that

I would be the first to make you
friends!" |
“Yes, we have met before” Alston

answered unsteadily, in pity for the
blushing girl, and he bent down in his
courtliest manner and kissed a hand |
that trembled. \

Ursula, observant sister, saw that |
explanations were due, so she ntuloi
away. Alston promptly sat down be- |
side Miss Harcourt on the big divan, |

“Can you forgive my impertinence in |

staring at you the other day?' he
asked, too impetuous to waste time on |
preliminary conventionalities,  “Oh, if

|
thought of you sinece that afternoon

and how 1 bave loathed myself! Ev-
ery man of us in that car was a ead,
too fearful of public opinion to show
that poor creature the commonest hu-
manity. You put us all to shame by
your courage. 1 dared not tell my sis-
ter that we were friends, but 1 want
to be. Will you let me show you that
I nm not utterly a coward?' He held
out his hand appealingly.

The girl gave him her hand. “I Lave
thought about you, too,” she confessed
shyly, “but not as a cad. 1 was atraid
that you would think me too forward.
And I was rude too. You see, I recog-
nized you from one of your photo-
graphs, and I knew you were neot a
coward. I knew [ should meet you
when I came here today"— She paused,
and a rich tide of color swept over her
cheeks.

Alston had meant to take her hand,
but sudden intuition made himt draw
her to him instead.

“We shall be friends—and lovers,”
he whispered. And she did not say
him nay.

Painting a Prince In Sinm.

A well known New York artist, who
has just returned from an extended
journey In the far east, tells how he
attempted to paint the portrait of a
native prince in Koren:

“Por more than three hours the
prince sat motionless and without a
word, like a statue, ‘It is finished,' 1
told him at last, and he jumped up like
a child and ran over to see the work.
His delight was unbounded. and he
seized my hand and began to shake §*
in a most enthusiastic manner. |

“Suddenly he beecame grave and|
stared at the picture in a m,\'s(lllmv(
way. He looked and looked, and Hu-r.1
peered around at the back of the can
vas, He seemed horrified beyond e
pression.

“‘What Is it? I inquired.

““You have not put in my jade or
nament,' said he in despair.

“I had painted his portrait full face
and as the Koreans have a strang
habit of putting small buttons of goli,
silver, jade or amber behind the le:
ear these, of course, did not appear.

“My explanations did not satisfy the
prince, so I did a rapid sketch of him
in profile, bringing in the jade ornu-
ment,

“*That is all very well," said he, ‘but
now where is the other eye? "

| than two years ago, I'll bet.
| riage is somewhat rickety now, and u

A BUSINESS EDUCATION., l

It Is as Neoessary For Girls as For
Boys Nowadays,

Time: The usual period of helpless-
ness after the death of the head of the
family His womankind, brought up
with expensive education, have been
taught that they should not bother
thelr pretty beads about business, and
now that they are left with very little
ready money, a collection of debts and
a lot of (to them) Indecipherable hier- |
oglyphics on paper the ald, old ques-
tion arises, “What sbhall we do?"

Why on earth do not parents give a
practical edueation to their daughters?
What if they do marry? Marriage is
no  security things are nowadays, |

ns

, |

= e
I
\:" 4 ' [

““WHAT SHALL WE DO?"
The husband is likely to fail, to fall ill,
to die before he has laid aside any-
thing, and then what {8 to become of
the wife?

It iIs a waste of time to spend large
sums on expensive music and drawing
masters when not one girl in five has
enough talent to make it worth while,
but every girl is capable of being train- |
ed in business habits, and there is not |
the smallest reason why she should not [
be as Intelligent and able in this branch |
as her brothey. |

That women have a good business ca- |
pacity is plainly shown in France, |
where the greater part of the retail |
trade is in their hands. Let a father |
explain his business to his daughters
that they may not despise the source of |
their income and that they may appre-
clate the value of money.

A father who has property In the|
shape of farms and other real estate
would do well to interest his daughter
in the management of such real estate,
in the dralnnge of lands, the leases of
houses, the eollecting of rents, ete.

Such a practical training will make
a girl a better wife, capable of helping
ber husband with her advice and coun-
sel, and if she does not marry it will
make her an independent woman, able
to stand alone.

And, in any case, every girl, be her |

station in life high or low, \should be
taught a practical way of earning her
living and of managing what income

she has. HELEN CLIFTON,
e |
Uses For the Baby Carriage, J
“Did you ever notice the uses to |
which baby carriages ave put?' asked
the observant man. ‘“Just look at those ’
children taking those puppies out for
an alring. The youngest child was |
graduated from that perambulator lesy ‘
The car |

cureful mother would hardly intrust an
Infant to it. but it makes a good play- ‘
thing for the children.

“1 see laundresses wheeling baskets ‘
of clean clothes home to their custown- |
ers In baby carriages. It beats walk- |
ing and earrying a big basket. Only
this morning 1 noticed two poorly clad
girls gathering odds and ends of boards
thrown aside by carpenters who were
building a house. They put their stock
of fuel in a baby carriage. I snppose
they will take the baby out {n that
same perambulator this afternoon.”—
New York Press.

As the woman passed he caught
among her mutterings the word “Twen-
ty-third."” Evidently that was the sta-

tiou where she wished to get off. Some
one would have to help her. Who?
The motorman stood stolidly on the
platform between the cars. Alston com-
forted himself with the reflection that
it was no business of his if a woman
got so jolly drunk she could not take
care,of herself. City life superinduces
a certain hardness.

Te quiet his guilty conseclence he
turged again to the girl.

Ste, too, had'caught the word “Twen-
ty-third” It was the next station.
She looked around appealingly. 8he
was the only woman in the car. The
mep were engrossed in their papers or
emiling broadly at the fun.

Her face whitened into determina-
tion. She got up hastily and touched
the woman on the arm. The wretched
creature turned aggressively, but
something of the pain and pity in the
yoyag face seemed to plerce her be-
fu :

street,” shesald thick-
¥, while a fatuous smile spread over
aer face.

“You want to gét off at Twenty
third,” the girl od, gently. “Yes:
{ know. I will helphyou off.”

Alston sprang to Her sidé, “Let me
aelp” he implored. |

The girl turned to him deflantly. |
‘No; thank youn,” she said in cool. even
tones.

Khe drew her slender figure to its fult
hejght aprd took the woman's arm in
hers. As she piloted the trerabling fng- !

MONTANA Grazing Lands at

to $10.00 per Acre.
10 YEARS' TIME TO

- WM. H. PH PP

o Land Commissioner.
for Single Farms or Colonies,

for further
Openings

C. W. MOTT

long the line ~* the

B4 i

uras down the long length of the car the

THE LAND DEPARTMENT OF THE NORTHERN
PACIFIC RAILWAY COMPANY

HAS

Farming, Grazing and Fruit Land
. +R SALE IN ’
MINNESOTA, at $4.00 to $12.00 per Acre.
MAKTH DAROTA Epron bt 436 40 9500

WASHINGTON Farm and Grazing Lands at $3.00

B ¢ : PAUL, MINN. !

For Particulars about Govermment Land and Unocou=
pied Land owned by Private Parties or Companies, suitable

matter descriptive of Northern Pacific Railwey Lands, and
informati'n regarding Industrial and Business

Gener:| Emigration Agent.
Northern Pacific Railway,

$1.00 to to $2.50 per Acre.

ACTUAL SETTLERS.

F. W. WILSEY

Asst. Land Commissioner.

and for maps and printed

Northern Pacific Railway,

—
St. Paul, Minn. |'

LEWISTON FOUNDRY &
MACHINE WORKS

Manufacturers of Stationary En-
gines, Mining and Mill Machinery.

Fully equipped iron and brass.
Foundry pattern shop in connection.
Architectural work of all description.
Special attention given to repairs.
Boiler work a specialty.
J. T. GRAHAM, Mgr.
'Phone, Main 1431,
Cor Main and Seventh Streets,

SALOONS

.. The Mint

& WL
Morrissey & Baker, Proprietors

.

Choice liquors, wines, brandies and
cigars. A e¢lub room in connection.
Clark Building, Main Street.

Welcome Saleon

D. ALLEN, PROPRIETOR

West Main Street.

Lewiston, Idaho

The Log Cabin

A. L. THOMPSON & CO,,
Proprietors.

The best Wines, Liquors and Cigars.

The Péléée galoon

F. ROOS, PROPRIETOR

Cedar Drook McBrayer Whiskey

Best on Earth.
Main Streét, head of Third.

The U.and i Salecn

Main Street, head of Fourth.

Gl\'e' us a Call

The Pacific Saloon
416 Main Street
FRANK WALDRIP, Manager.

Refurnished and keeps the best of
Goods. A cordial welcome to all.

Gem' Saloon
SMITH & WALKER,
Proprietors.

Main Swréet; head of Third.
Cholce Wines, Liquors and Cigars.

LEWISTON, IDAHO.

Cactus Saloon

CHARLES MIX, Proprietor.

A Gentieman's Resort.
Main Street, Opposite the Raymond.

Castle Saloon

CHARLES PARKER, Proprietor.

Corner of Maln and Third Streets.
Our Speclaities:’ Hanco and New
York Beer and Castle Whiskey

We Want a
BRIGHTBOY
to work after
S cEmolHe

' Any boy whol'

reads this ad-
vertisement

count selling
The .
Saturday

. No. money re=
quired. He can
beginnextweek.

Many boyas
maKe over §5 o
weelk. Sameare

THE CURTIS PUBLISHING COMPANY
476 Arch Street, Philadelphla - :

Evening Post




