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was unable to speak. Ksielle's eyes keep Cop, Nan? Will she? She
don't like dogs. She says they eatwomen and girlB."

Itedniond wan voted the conven-
tion city for l!:iO.

F. A. (loff (tf ItoHehurR wn aj-

pointed by the Orange Fire lielief
association to fill the unexpired
lerni of H. L. Shaw of Albany,CLERK HIRE GRAFT

NOTICE TO PROPERTY OWN-
ERS OF ROSEBURG

Ordinance No. 57S of City of
Itosebui'K provides that "No per

Results and Costs!
That ii where John Deere machinery shines. If you

will compare them on that basis you will buy

John Deere.

SPECIAL
Used Fowler Cultivator $ 6.50

Rebuilt Champion Mower 35.00

Light Grading Plow 10.00

FarmBureauCooperativeExchange
RK, Oakland

son, persons, firm or coiporation
Hindi permit or allow any weed,
grans, or bruMi to kiow or Btand,
nor any rubbish to accumulate or
Ktand upon any lot or ground.
owned, controlled or occupied by
them, or on any street, alley, side-
walk or parkin;, upon the half of
the street or alley adjacent to any
lot or proiind owned or controlled
or occupied by him or them, with
in the City of lioseburg, etc." and
providing a penalty.

MAltSllFIKM), Ore, June 14.

Tim Oregon St ale (iniw;t, in an-

nual ,s'B.-(f- Iristiurti'd if h

(;'orne Palmitw, to
ajiiinint a srannc rommUtou tu con-

fer tvii li the Kanm-rs- ' union and
1 Jin Male IVdwarinri of labor rela-
tive to rliam-e- s in the Oregon ini-

tial iv arid releipridum law.
Tin i ii f also adopted a reso-

lution that the Kian-
commit te; ahnist "in Ifniiiutf nome
way of hIkiHiik the Kiitfl on the ex-

tra clerk hire at the Ma'e legisla-
ture."

The srs.slon went on record h

Vroteslinu iiainst "false and
oT clKurettes on

billboard, by the pies.s and by
radio, or any other means detrimen-
tal, to licHith, ami we further

KtnokiiiK of cigarettes by

Property owners nnd occupants
are requested and urged to

AGENTS FORrate in this matter at once in order
to remove the fire hazard, and by
your prompt compliance will also Sean Spray Pump Co.

John Deere Plow Co.
Hoosler and Milwaukee Pump- -aid materially in helping to beauti

L. A H. Electric Ranges
Hood River Spray Co.
Sutherlln Spray Co.fy the city.

A. J. (IK DDES, Kecorder.

clung. And in the newness and
wonder of their happiness they for-

got the child who was watching
them ho Intently, laughter fled
from their faces; a solemn, almost
prayeirul exultation took Its place.

"Aw!" Curtis exclaimed at last.
In deep chagrin. "(Juess it's se-

crets, (irouii folks are always hav-

ing secrets from kids. It ain't
fair."

That broke the spell.
returned with bright blushes of
embarrassment. Nan was about to
attempt to make some sort of an-- .

Hwer to the child when Kstelle
pushed In from the kitchen with
a plate of bran muffins.

"111! Muffins! Have they got
raisins in 'em, Kstelle? Have
they?" Curtis was happy again;
bis eyes sparkled greedily.

"Currants," Kstelle grinned.
Then, "Oh. there's the doorbell.
Kxcusc me, ma'am. Wonder v
It can be at. the front door tills
time of the morning? Looks like
they wouldn't let u family have
their breaklast in peace "

Nan wondered, too aloud.

"Oh." her husband sn rugged,
"probably a magazine subscription
solicitor whose future college
course depends on our kindness of
heart Why. Kstelle! What's
the matter?" he broke off to de-

mand of the maid who had run
into the dining room, her hands
clasping and unclasping in pitiful
distress.

With a fearful glance over her
shoulder toward the hall door
which she had just closed upon
herself, Kstelle darted to the
breakfast table, her face quite
white, her pate blue eyes rolling.

"She she's back, sir!" the maid
gasped hoarsely. .

Uoth Nan and her husband rose
from their chairs, like a pair of
marionettes jerked by unseen
wires. No need to nslt who "she"
was. Again their eyes met, but
this time they did not cling. Sim-

ultaneously they glanced away,
neither able to bear what was to
he read in the other's eyes. Hut
as Nan's eyes tore themselves
away from her husband's, they
swept downward over his face. It
was like tho face of a man sudden-
ly smitten with death ghastly
pale, pinched. Lips, caught nnd
froen In the whlslcal smile with
which he had speculated on who
bis caller might, be, had gone blue-gra-

In that sudden draining of
blood from his face.

she took a step forward, but Mor-

gan halted ber and commanded her
to silence with on imperative ges-
ture. His the task to explain. . . .

Curtis was shrinking against the
back of his chair, an utterly be-

wildered and frightened pawn in a
drama whose significance he could
not even faintly grasp.

"Leave the room, Curtis!" Mor-

gan commanded sharply.
The child cowered as if he had

been struck. "iJou't wanna go!" he
w hined. "I wanna see my mother.
Can't I stay, Nan? Can't l?"

"Of course he shall stay with his
mot her " Iris almost screamed.
"Foor little lover! God knows what
they've done to you, but Mother's
home now " She was about to
drop to her knees beside the boy's
chair when again Morgan's voice
rang out.

"Leave the room, Curtis! Go on
to school!"

Without a word Nan stepped for
ward. "I'll go upstairs with you,
Curtis,"- - she said with curioui
steadiness..

"Stay here, Nan!" her busband
commanded sternly, but the girl
did not betray by word or glance
that she had heard. The child
seized her hand, scrambled out of
his chair, and, looking up at her
with fearful black eyes, accompan-
ied her docilely out of the room.

They did not speak until they
were on the stairs. Suddenly the
boy fung both arms about the girl's
small body, and raised frightened,
imploring eyes to her pale, set face.

"Whassa matter, Nan? Aren't
you and Father glad to see my own
mother? Aren't you. Nan? Fath-
er's mad at me and I didn't do
anything," he sobbed.

"He's not angry with you, Cur-
tis." Nan said iu a cold, steady
voice. "He's just surprised to see
your mother. Come! We must
hurry or you'll be late for. school."

"You don't look sparkly any
more," Curtis mourned, tears slip-
ping down his cheeks. "All those
'lectrlc lights have gone out inside
you. Nan. Are you mad. Nan? Are
you? .'

Afterwards, Nan could never re-
member what she said or did dur-
ing those few ghastly minutes after
Iris' arrival. She retained only a
dim picture of herself moving as If
in a nightmare, giving strange, in-

coherent answers to a terror-stricke-

child who had no idea
why he should be terrified. She re-
membered one question and the an-
swer:

"Will my other mother let me

were rolling wildly irom one to Hie
other, imploring help in such ai
crisis as no maid had ever had to
.leal wilh before.

"Show Mrs. Morgan Into the
drawing room and tell her that Mr.
Morgan will join her" Nan began
in a queer, strained voice that
seemed to come from a great dls- -

tamve.
Um she was not allowed tn fin

ish. Jiefore the frightened maid
could stir to carry out the order
the door Into the hall was torn
open and Iris Morgan was swept in-

to the room on the rising tide of
her own anger.

"How dare jou try to keep me
from seeing my own husband.
Kstelle?-- ' The Insolent voice, usual-
ly so musical, now 'shrill wi;..
anger, cm led like a whip auoux

maid. "I certainly shan't
keep you another day! You never
heard anything so impudent in
your life, Jack!" she rushed on, as
if she had seen Morgan not longer
ago than the day before.

Nan gasped her amazement, then
realized that the tall body of her
husband forced an effectual screen
between herself and the woman
who had been his wife. Iris bad
not seen her yej. . . .

"Leave the room, Estelle!" Iris
commanded Imperiously. Then
her voice changed, became arch,
laughter-rippled- : "Dear Jack! Are
you loo stunned to speak? It's Iris,
darling, come home again! And
there's my little lover! You haven't
forgotten Mother, have you, sweet-
heart? Naughty mother, but she
didn't mean to be gone so long
Oh! Why its Nan Carroll, isn't
It?"

Arrested In the act of stretch-
ing out one lovely hand to her for-

mer husband and the other to her
son, Iris Morgan stared blankly
at the glil whose presence there
was apparently the last thing she
had dreamed of. lllue-gree- eyes
grew wider and wider, then sudden-
ly narrowed until the thick bronze
lashes almost touched. Dropping
her hands, .which had not yet
touched either husband or son.
Iris' tall, slim body straightened,
stiffened.

"I see!" she said slowly, Icily.
"No wonder Kstelle tried to keep
me out of my own house. Appar-
ently it's high time I came home!
So this is what tho saintly Sir
Calahad has come to."- -

Nan's head jerked up. Her
brown eyes blazed. Involuntarily

Wh l k In k products. 1 20 West
Lane, i'hone J 97.

too much and scratch up the furni-
ture. Will I have to Bell Cop?
Will I, Nan?"

"No. You shall keep Cop, Cur-

tis," she remembered answering,
with grim determination.

At last the boy was gone, almost
happy again because of that prom-
ise, but with a lingering backward
glance toward the closed dining
room door. Did he love Iris, too?

Nan asked herself, and did not
even realize that she had added
that betraying "loo."

Ka telle found her standing on
the last step of the stairs a
stiff, white-face- blind-eye- little
thing-- .

"Phease, ma'am," Estelle whis-
pered, coming close enough to
touch Nan's loosely clasped, cold
hands "The mister sent me to find
you. He wants you in there," and
she jerked her head toward the
dining room. "Listen, ma'am:
don't you let her get away with
nothing! Stand up for your rights,
Miss Nan! You're his wife now,
and she ain't got no more right In
this house than than a cockroach!
Don't you take a word offen her,
Miss Nan "

Blindly, but with odd dignity,
Nan made a slight gesture of dis-
missal toward the maid, then
walked with stiff jerkiness toward
'the dining room door. Her grop-
ing hand found the knob, was
about to turn it, before Estelle's
words penetrated Into her dazed
mind. "You're hlB wife now "

She passed an uncertain hand be-
fore her eyes as if to dispel the
mists through which she had been
moving. Of course! What a fool
she was to he so frightened! She
was John Curtis Morgan's wife!

Estelle, watching from the stairs,
saw the little brown head go up,
the slim boyish shoulders straight-
en, before Nan turned the knob.
With a sob of relief, the maid dart-
ed nround the staircase to the
kitchen, to pour the latest news
bulletin into Maude O'Brien's avid
ears.

"She's going to fight for her
man, Maude Cod bless her!"
Estelle exulted. "Fair knocked
her out, It did. I thought for a
minute that tho poor little dear
would pack her things and beat it,
leaving that hell-ca- t to get her
claws Into the poor mister again."

"What stumps me," Maude
O'Brien marveled, scowling pro-
digiously and clattering the dishes

CRATE AND FINANCIAL STATE.
M t IN I

Myrtle Creek Broccoli Pool.
fiarcia Mugglnl Co $11,801.03

" r1V v I fyAnnpAustiii I
" i I K 1 H, 4ulharof I Cash sales 179.50

Total sales $11,980.53
Money handled $12,034.72

' CUATES
Sold to Garcia Maggtnl Co 11,6(19
Sold for cash - 190
Lost

In the sink to keep her words from

penetrating to the illnins room, "is
why the high nnd miphty Lady Iris
come back? Anyone thut was blind
in one eye and couldn't see out of
the other cotllda seen she didn't
care a snap of her finger for the
poor dear man when sh ehad
him"

"Hnnh!" Estelle snorted, dnh-In-

the tears from her eyes
her apron. "That don't bother
me none. Mnude! That crook Craw-

ford that she run off with give her
the air Oh, Lordy! Listen!" Bhe

gasped, as a scream rose and rose
till it reached cre-

scendo, then broke abruptly.
(To 'Be Continued)

O 1929 4r NCA
SERVICE INC

Total 11,863ously hat his sois bewilderment
Increased. "You're right, Curtis,
Nan and I simply couldn't wait an $ 396.84

11,3S7.0:
17S.SB
75.00

other mlnuie for Chrl st m !'.; We
gave each other our Christmas

Expenses
Paid to growers
Balance in bank
Inspectionpresents last night.

Nan blushed vividly but laugheM,
..$12,034.72Total

Expenses and Inspection per crate
too,, a throaty little sound that was
rather tremulous, but lich with
happiness.

JUNE'SUNDAY NIGHTS
If you have no church hmne, we

Invite you to tile Baptist Church
Sunday evening at eight. A pro-
gram of popular Interest and a
Hervice of profit.

Aw no fair!" Curtis accused
were " t

Grower's net average per crate.. .90

Pool's gross average per crate $1.01
GEO. I). WEAVER, Bookkeeper.
HA V ALLEN, President.
E. V. WEAVER, Secy.-Trea-

them, his expressive black eyes
clouding sulkily. Then he hright- -

ned: "what did you give each
other? Don't grown-up- have a
Santa Claim like kids do? Did

Party wanted to assume small
unpaid balance on beautiful grand
piano, will sacrifice for immediate
sale. Your old piano accepted as
part payment. For information
write Mr. Janz, 433 West Sill St.,

Kugene, Oregon.

Eat barbecue sandwiches and
live forever. Brand's Road Stand.

Father give you a swell present,
Nan? Can I see it?"

Nan and John glanced at each
Nan saw that for the moment he Fish at Idleyld PmKother, then their eyes caught and

;THI3 HAS HAPPENED
Kan Carroll, secretary, is In love

with her employer, John Curtis
Morgan, HiiccesHl'ul hiwyer, and
UecideH to resign. She ingera,
however, when she learns Morgan
Ih to derend a supposed frienit,
llert Crawford. Nan suspects
CrauTortl and Iris .Morgan, the
adored wife of John.

Mbrgan wins Crawfoul's acquli--
ul. lie leavea at omv, closely

followed by his. She writes she
will never return, cleverly omit-
ting reference to Crawford. Nan
savo Morgan from de.j.ialr by

him more deepjj into bis
work. For six months hi e acts as
longdistance hom;c keeper top' him,
winning the lovu of liu'.e Curtis,
his 'sou, and bringing comfort to
u man who Ironically ihir.La tiily
of another,
', Nan returns, from tier bar

and Morgan tells her ho is
il!v.oYcing( Iris. JIu proposes to

Aflttr their marrlao they are
lireyenled from going mi (heir
jioueymoon by the unexp cted ar-

rival or a pleading ciieiil For
1hnv months this raro'.etl e

continues, mid Nan Is on

Jhuvergo of despair. Nan real
i.tm- she enn stand no mote, and
liystvrtciiHy goes to her room "
)m$S ber bag. Morgan nmis lier
tltw, and confesses that ho lovs
J)cpbut has belie vel sliu married
hinr out of pity and iovu of the

"liojjj She tells him she thought
Ihiughnsl of Iris had uivvctucd

to nor.
NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY

CllAI'TFH XXXV
I yootl morning. Father.' Good
morning, Nan." Curtis, pan! wig a
111 He as usual from his bui rleil
olfty'tH to bathe, dresa hiniHeH
iiiHi, reach the broakl'ast iahlj on
1iint, slipped Into his chair Hit;
nett morning and was making a

ere is BlODGETTS slant. h
on aasoline '

i

divu for he cream pitcher when
something about his htepmotb r

one reason. . .

whij the James H. Cheeks

are envied

for their chauffeur !

haired his greedy bund In mid-air- .

"Mi' gosh. Nan! WIiiir.u matter
with you? You look all all glory!
Don't she, Father don't she?"

He stared at Nan's vivid, stick-
ling little face with avid curiosity.
He 'groped in his small vocabulary
tor more potent words of descrip-
tion; "I never saw you look so
so spaikly, Nan. You look hue you

. got about a million 'lecliic Unlit
urued on inside you. inn 'I

k1iu Father?" He turned to his . J. Blodgett, chauffeur to
Mr. James H. Cheekfather eagerly for continuation

then bin black eyes blared even
vt,th'r. "(iolly! Father, you look

One of the Cheek ears at a famousKJfoSjr jfj(15rY v5fj?' fellow who owns it seeks to better

.kl -- 'dfcJ

he same way! W'hassa matter
with you two? You look like It
was already Chrlstuuis -- "

i.lohn Curl Is Morgan laughed
aloud, no unrestrainedly, so joy

cation men and expert mechanics are
constantly sending out warnings.

And today there is no need of using
"wet" gasoline. Shell 400, the "dry" gas,
exactly refined to eliminate heavy, "wet"
petroleum fractions, goes completely vap-
orized into your motor. No condensing
droplets run down the cylinder walls. All
of it goes into power and mileage full
value for your gasoline money.

Yellow and red pumps identify Shell
400, the "dry" gas. Thousands of conven-
ient stations sell it.

POUTHERNERS distinguished
Ajk A southerners like James H.
vi--M Cheek, son of the founder of
Maxwell House Coffee have a reputa-
tion for hospitality that is richly de-

served. Even their household affairs seem
to run more smoothly !

And people in the exclusive district in
which the Cheeks live actually envy them
the driver of their fine cars. Blodgett is
never late: his cars purr silkily while
theirs are being overhauled ; the Cheeks
never have automobile worries.

"How do you keep those motors run-

ning so sweetly?" other drivers ask the
Cheek chauffeur.

"A lot of it is in the gasoline," Blodgett
confesses. And he tells how he avoids
crankcase dilution by using "dry" gas.
He learned it from a lubrication man who
once showed him how thin motor oil could
really get like water or kerosene
thinned from "wet" gasoline. "And you
can't expect even a high-price-d automo-
bile to run very long on oil like that!"
It is now a well recognized fact that oil
dilution from "wet" gasoline is one of the
most serious menaces to automobile mo-
tors. Manufacturers and dealers, lubri

IMPORTANT TO EVERY MOTORIST
the kind of gasoline

g sji41 fcLHi T4SS - iM
"3 v

r

fca I : m
' "I road an aj in tlic news-rJnp-

and- 1 started taking
Lydia E. rinklintn's N'cgctaWo
Comtvnnd and I will recom-
mend this medicine to any
woman who is in had shape
like I was. I used to get so
tired nfTer a few hours work
that I was even afraid in my

Thin beautiful sewn passenger Lincoln
is hard driven but it gets very good care,
lllodqett keeps it running sweetly on
Shell J,00

Ilere Is a typical ex-

ample of old crankcase
oil after "wet"
line was used. Oil 04
aasoline ruined long
beforo it had run a
thousand miles

Shell 400 in the same
car would dilute your
oil very little. Perhaps
8 or 9 in a full
thousand miles not
enough to hurt its lu-
bricant qualitiesown house in the daytime. I

didn't care if I lived or died. I

have riven birth to eight boys
nnd I feelstrone right after, since
I have taken the Compound."

Mn, Maud hicycrs, 460 E.
23 m Stat, Lhwuciiu:, louxu

gasXoticc the cars at Shell stations. Cars that
show care not all new or expensive makes
by any means, but driven by thoughtful
people leho know the sound value of Shell
400, the "dry" gas

New motors have no room for the hard carbon that comes from burned motor oil. It is important
that you use an oil that forms no hard carbon. Shell Motor Oil leaves only a little soft soot that blows easilyway


