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Youth
We Operate Over 

7000 Miles of 
Highways.

World’s Longest
Stage Line

Stage« leave Cottage Grove daily 
for all California points.

NEW SCHEDULE:
5:15 a. m., 2:15 p. m. 

10:50 p. in.
Fare« from Cottage Grove to —
Yreka $9.00
Redding $12.50 
San Francisco $15.50
Los Angeles..  $27.35
Information, tickets, folder, from 

Howe’s Confectionery, Agent. 
Phone 97.

U? ill Irwin <
<
<
< 
<
I

Stage Terminal
Main Street, Cottage Grove, Ore.

BUTTON-LOCKS 
installed in

10^
Each Schlagb Button Lock comes 
to you as a single self-contained 
unit. No adjusting necessary. No 
complicated mortising. Simply 
drill two holes in the door, slip the 
lock into place, and draw up with 

two machine screws.

knob 
Io Lock.

just turn the 
KNOB 

to Unlock

(Continued.)
“Hello!" she said, slapping the 

hot cakes before the three miners, 
vho all reached for them simul­
taneously with their forks. 11Didn’t 
I see you at the holdups?”

1 * Yes, ” I replied. * * I 
held up, but I was there.”

“Got us
Bi.rnabay, addressing the miners, 
“held up and robbed—that stage 
company!” Forthwith, addressing 
ret me but them, Mrs. Barnaby 
hunched forth into her narrative 
of that ndvenutre, beginning with 
her mortal certainty, when she took 
the stage ut Pleated’«, that some­
thing was going to happen, 
time, I seated myself in a 
place at the other end of the table 
ii. the attitude of one who expects 
to be served. Mrs. Barnaby, whirl­
ing on a gesture as she described 
die killing of the horse, beheld me 
there, broke the narrative off short, 
an (I turned her guns from the stage 
(onipany to mo.

“Well, who asked you to sit 
d< wn?” she asked.

“I—I wanted board,” 1 replied, 
feeling somewhat de trop.

Mrs. Barnaby regarded me with 
small, brown, deep-set eyes, and 
expression seemed to brand 
simple business proposal as an 
nit.

1 * Regula r, or 
quired.

“Regular,”
Barnaby was 
slrrply that 1 
fortably if she had guessed 
chose hor establishment.

“Got a job?”
“Oh, yes!” 
“At what?” 
“Reporter on the 
“Editor, huh? 
itors. You pay 

ibid Mrs. Barnaby.
“How much?”
“Ten a week—for you!”
Meekly, I reached into my pocket, 

1 i mbly T produced a gold eagle, 
: pologotieally T gave it to Mrs. 
Bi rnnby. She rang it on the pine 

hl“ before she lifted her skirt to 
a.- indiscreet height for those days, 
r xealing a pair of men’s cowhide 
’ »» boots. Into the leg of the

wa«n't

robbed,” said Mrs.

t ransient ? ’ ’

I faltered, 
looking at 

I wondered

Convenient. Charming. Distinctive. 
No building completely modern with­
out Schlaoi Button Locks. Types for 
ell doots. Glass knobs or metal knob. 

In all U. S. standard fuushes.

Knowles & Graber

fr3 H

1MPER1AT
Barber Shop 1

630 Main, P. S. Bukowski, Prop.

BOBBING
Curling, Dyeing

Long Distance Hauling 
Piano Movin'’ a Specialty 

Any Tim, Any Where 

Chestnut Transler 
Chestnut Brothers, proprietor! 

South Sixth Street- Rear First 
National Hank.

Brooder Coal
By .ack or ton.

STORAGE AND GENERAL 
TRANSFER
Office phone ii 

Residence phone 155 L 
. ——J!

II

City Transfer Co.
JESS LANSING 

Proprietor

FURNITURE MOVING 
AND STORAGE

Piano Moving a Specialty. 
Phone 99; Rea , 189-J

r< treat, she dropped my coin.
“And you’ll get no ham with 

•our ‘Jggs, neither,” said Mrs. 
E rnnby, flouncing into the kitchen. 
“Last to be had in camp was eat 
by those hogs.” Whereupon the 
nearest of the three miners turned 
upon the others and dropped a 
solemn wink. And I began to per­
ceive that Mrs. Barnaby’s 
v.as worse than her bite.

In fact, when she returned 
my smoking hot eggs and 
steaming coffee, she seemed to have 
accepted me as a regular boarder. 
Her manner became almost confi­
dential. She spoke of the difficulty 
in getting decent provisions—“The 
last bar’l of flour I ¡»ought was 
great stuff for hanging paper, and 
that’s the best you can sav of it” 
—and the rivalry of Jim Huffaker 
—“that thievin’ squatter?”

“Where’s your tent?” I inquired.
“Out back/’ replied Mrs. Barna-' 

by. Then she saved me the em- 
hnrrassment of asking further ques 
tions by adding: “I live there with 
another lady—the one that was 
with me when they got us robbed.”

“Mrs. Deane?” I asked, my 
eagerness betraying me into bold 
question.

“How’d you know her name?” 
responded Mrs. Barnaby sharply, 
end then: “Oh, yes, you was galli- 
' fintin ’ round with her by

bark

with
my

the dead

M ean- 
spare

Mrs. Deane- -Sat

uncom-
wli v I

In the Entrance
Her Eyes Were Searching the 
Far Distances.

horse. Everybody gallivants 
ter, or tries to.”

“And Mr. Deane!”
“Ain’t no Mr. Deane, ’» far 

tisible to 
Barnaby. 
Lock, as 
gone too 
a pile of soiled dishes and sped 
beck to the kitchen. When she 
1< turned, it was only to slam dewn 
another plate of hot cakes, remark­
ing that if those didn’t fill me up, 
I wasn’t going to get filled. She 
did not reappear, even though I 
dawdled over my eating. Nor did 
I ny feminine figure part, the flap 
of the front door. Evidently Airs. 
Deane breakfasted early.

So at last I finished, wiped my 
fingers on my handkerchief, and 
strolled out of doors. Automatically, 
as though no longer governed by 
ny conscious mind, I turned not 
toward camp but up the hill. Be­
hind the walled tent of the board­
ing house stool a smaller tent, it. 
door-flaps hooked back to tnke ad­
vantage of the sun. And in the en- 
1 mnee sat Mrs. Deane. Her eyes 
were searching the far distance.. 
Hot hands lay in her lap. They 
held a newspaper.

The same automatic impulse 
which had turned me in the direc­
tion of the cabin carried my feet 
toward her. Hor eye. fixed them­
selves absently on me for a moment 
before she gave n litte start, leaned 
Lack in her chair. My sharpened 
intuitions told mo that she had 
suddenly drawn some imperceptible 
certain of feminine reserve. Then 
she smiled; a slow smile which 
1 egan with her deep blue eyes and 
seemed to run. like the morning 
sunlight down a peak, 
warmed hor firm, shapely

“Oh, good morning, Mr. Gilson,” 
she said, conventionally but cordial­
ly

I approached, stood at her side. 
I was six feet one in those days. 
I must have towered above her; 
ri-d for an instant I read in her 
eye. something akin to panic. Did 

all kind, of fruit I »ho tremble! It was no moro than 
a flutter, but it suggested fear. 
Then she rose suddenly and—

“Let me get you a cnairl ” she 
si id. She had dropped the news­
paper. As I picked it up and re­
stored it to hor, I saw that it was 
this morning's Cottonwood Courier. 
Aly eye followed her swift, <<asy 
ivovement into the cahin, caught 
dimly a background of feminine 
i.eatness n»d decorative instiect— 
i pine hunk covered with a clean 
sheet in lieu of a spread, a worn 
I ut well swept strip of ingrain 
carpet, a mirror in a plush frame, 
n picture superfluously decorated nt 
the corner of its frame with bows 
of blue ribbon. And there floated , 

• < ut to me a subtle suggestion of ! 
perfume, which went to my head 

i like wine. She returned with a 
i rough pine chair, set it beside her 
own.

“I’m a fellow boarder of yours,” 
I said as we seated ourselves. 

'“I’ve just given my digestion into 
| the care of Mrs. Barnaby.”

Courier.”
Well, I know 

in ndvaneo! ”

WANTADS
■------------------------------------- ■
LAGS WANTED.—MUST BE OF 

good size, cleaa and of absorbent 
material. 5c the pound. The Sen 
final. tf

WANTED—2000 HOP PICKERS
500 acre« of cluster hop«. 

Unual accommodation« furnished in 
addition to nurseries for children 
rnd welfare workers. $1 deposit 
required for reservation of room or 
It nt. All deposits refunded. For 
particulars write E. C. Horst Co., 
Independence, Oregon. ug!6c

FAYING BUSINESS IN COTTAGE 
Grove to trade for a ranch. 

Write letter to “Business,” care 
Sentinel. No questions answered 
at Sentinel office. jylBtfc

WAN T E D—A GOOD FAMILY 
cow. Jersey or Guernsey, must 

lie a bargain, for cash. State age 
r.nd when fresh or when will 
freshen. E. L. Williams, Dorena, 
Oregon. jy26tfc

FOR KENT NEW COTTAGE AND 
garage. Inquire Bunge's station. 

Cottage Grove. jy29tfc

HOUSE AND TWO LOTS FOR 
sale. Joe Burnette, oast Main, 

i.ear Seventeenth street. jy29ug23p

COMFORTABLE, MODERN HOME 
for sale, one block from pave* 

meat on west .Main. Acre of 
giound, well watered, city water, 
concrete walks, 
and berries, garage and gravelled 
roadway, chicken house and scratch 
fhed, fruit room, three big oak 
tievN. D. J. Scholl, ag2tfc

I OK SALE TWO 2 TON TRAIL 
era. 1040 south Sixth street.

Cottage Grove, Oregon. ag2 9(M)p

BLACKBERRIES— HIMALAYAS.
Evergreens and Victorias, a cent 

f pound. Pick them youraelve« 
Henrv Rissuc, »even miles up Mos 
by creek. ag2-5p

WANTED- WtXIDCUTTER. I 
also have one tf-ycar old black 

Pcrcheron mare, well broke and 
sound, weight 1500 pounds, for 
sale or trade for milk cows. Waller 
G Allen, north end Woodson’s 
ante park. .g2 5p

FOR S\LE RED \ND SPRINGS, 
cream separator, heating stove, 

3 burner gasoline stove, fruit jars, 
two .ash tubs. 50-foot hose, sew 
iag machiae. Phone 124 J. ag2e

with

as is 
Mrs.the eye, ’ ’ replied

Then she seemed to pull 
though already she had 
far. She gathered up

until it 
mouth.

“It’s safe, I think,” commented 
Mrs. Deane. “Bhe’s an inspired 
cook—though she has little enough 
to work with here.” Her trouble 
is that she’s too generous. She 
tart to be a little gruff to guard 
herself against herself.”

“I can readily understand 
I replied. Then Mrs. Deane 
up—very serious now- 
ing Wt a past phrase 
five, asked:

“Did you say—that you were 
rn editor!”

It had been long since I had 
opportunity to confide is a woman; 
rnd I fairly reveled in the luxury, 
tilling the story of my struggles 
with mining, my lucky call on Mar­
cus Handy, and my first night on 
a newspaper. She seemed amused 
nt first; then a shade crossed her 
expression and—

“You didn’t tome to interview 
me!” she asked suddenly and rath­
er breathlessly, 
chilled like a dash 
my glowing mood, 
to clear myself.

“No—why should It We haven’t 
r. society column as yet,” I added 
with an awkward attempt at subtle 
gallantry. “Besides. Sunday is my 
day off. There’s no paper on Mon- 
< sy morning.”

She did not answer this. A 
noment of silence followed until 
she turned the subject with:

“This must be wonderful—for 
a man—this life up here!”

“It is,” said I. “And why not 
f .r a woman!”

“Is anything so wonderful for a 
woman as for a man, I wonder!” 
rhe asked. “You must remember, 
too, that we can’t go to the Black 
Jack and the Comstock Lode.” 
She smiled ut that mid-Victorian 
conceit; and I smiled back.’ To 
Mrs. Deane’s generation and mine, 
the picture of a lady in any estab­
lishment whore hard liquor was 
sold publicly, seemed so impossible 
nt to be humorous, grotesque.

“Then you don’t really like our 
e<inp!” said I, almost 
My oue night on the 
Courier had begun to 
spirit of local pride.

“In flashes, I do,”
“ ‘Sort of,’ as the native Yankee 
says. But I’m afraid I’m too much 
i woman to like it wholly. It’s 
terribly brutal in places. I can’t 
r.s yet take all thia talk about gold 
w ith the proper seriousness. When 
they talk to me about ‘cleanups’ 
—isn’t that the word!—my mind 
f:ily pictures the stupendous quanti­
ty of chased bracelets and earrings 
and settings for broaches that it 
will make! I like to sing at the 
I iano and to embroider- little de­
signs and to paint little water-color 
landscapes, and to go to church and 
pretend that I’m really sorry for 
n,y little sins, and to make little 
calls, and to gossip- discreetly as a 
lady should about why John broke 
his engagement to Mary. I love 
gossip. That on the surface. And 
f-ceper down—security!” She had 
preceded that word “security” by 
one of her delicious little rests in 
the rythm 
she came 
seemed to 
tave.

“Yes,” 
almost under her breath, “I love 
security! I didn’t once. I wonder 
it I haven’t a little piece of man 
in me. But.I’ve learned better. A 
woman has to follow her nature. 
Security now above everything. 
Something you can count on.”

(To be continued.)

—and, 
in my

that,” 
looked 
catch- 
narra-

This question 
of cold water 

But I hastened

resentfully. 
Cottonwood 
develop my

she replied.

of her speech; 
out with it, 
have fallen a

she con tinned,

and when 
her voice 
whole oc-

beginning

Anything in Printing. The 
Sentinel.

Adding Machine Paper. The 
Sentinel.

Typewriter Ribbons. Senti­
nel.

&

mr. business 
man!

you don’t have time 
to do all the things 
you want to do.
you can have time to 
do many more things 
if you let printed 
forms take the place 
of letters that are 
expensive to produce 
and take weeks of your 
time every year.
printed remittance blanks 
will save you an hour or so 
every month in shortening 
the time it takes you to pay 
your bills and will save 
more valuable time 
afterwards by keeping for 
you a neat, compact record 
tor quick, easy reference, 
printed order blanks will 
save you hours of time and 
will also keep a neat, 
compact record for easv 
reference.
use outlook envelopes and 
save ope writing of the 
address for every letter.
simplify your bookkeeping 
system let us help you.

the sentinel
printers—publishers 

office outfitters

Special Value 
30x31/, PATHFINDER 

OVERSIZE CORD
$9.95 I

SPECIAL VALUE 
30x3% Good Year All Weather 

Over Size Cord $12.75

HIGH QUALITY TIRES
For Every Purse and Purpose

30x3
PATHFINDER FABRIC

$8.10

30x3%
PATHFINDER CORD

$9.00

29x4.40
PATHFINDER BALLOON 

$11.20

32x4
PATHFINDER S. S. CORD

$16.55

30x4.95
PATHFINDER BALLOON

$16.55

33x4%
PATHFINDER CORD 

$23.45

30x5.77
PATHFINDER BALLOON

$22.05

You’ll Get This Service
FREE

We’ll see that the tire you 
buy from us is properly 
applied and correctly in­
flated. Then we’ll inspect 
it from time to time and 
apply conservation measures 
to prolong its life. Our 
service cuts tire costs.

You can get the famous, nationally known 
Pathfinder Tires now in Clinchers, Straight 
sides and Balloon sizes.
They’re big, burly, handsome tires—made 
in the world’s largest tire factory and 
backed by a standard guarantee of quality. 
They're tires that we are proud to recom­
mend and sell. Whether your size is listed 
here or not we've got it—at a money 
saving price.

WE ALSO SELL GOODYEAR TIRES AND TUBES

COTTAGE GROVE SERVICE STATION
Fifth and Main Streets W. J. Woods, Proprietor

$

Ch?»-Iey Paddock^ 
¿jí saya a champion 
~ ïtvrt have all three

■nd .n '.n.qu.ll.d mark of 
U. for IM rwA *mI« Ma,

sä

*

awx ;:ride-finish^
Th.«< Mm. Mmntisl. in perfect -------1‘r irta
-quick Kart, the full Krida of paww, a*4 
force sustain«! co th« vary «nd 
nac«M«ry to pood gaiolin«. Amociassd d 
Its diKlnctiv« range oi boiling points I 
thi. kind of • p«rformncoi no .pottar 
you .tap on th. Kartar, no mim

bar th. gat, «nd alwaye a I 
of adaquat. power from

That’» why A.
Awocfeted is

ASSOCIATED OIL COMPANY 
QwaRry Pradiirti

MORI MILES TO


