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INSTALLMENT SIXTEEN—The Story So
Laura Maguire la wife of happy-go- 

lucky Mike, editor and mayor of Cov­
ington, whom banker Maya la trying to 
ruin for crlttclalng hla banking meth­
ods She la the mother of four children:

Tom. whose real estate Job peters out 
In a bigger city but whose wife, Mary 
Etta, refusea to give up her aecretary 
Job to follow him to the smaller town. 
Divorce la Impending. •

CHAPTER XXIII—Continued
"But she can’t have gone. I tell 

you, she has nowhere to go,” said 
Alec, his face very white.

Kathleen shrugged her shoulders. 
She was the last down to breakfast.

She flourished a small folded piece 
of paper. Alec reached out his hand 
but Kathleen shook her head. " It’s 
addressed to Laura.”

Alec’s black eyes watched fever­
ishly while his mother read the lines 
which Lou had written in a small, 
cramped, painstaking hand.

"Well?” he demanded sharply.
"She says that she thanks us for 

all our kindness but she can't im­
pose on us any longer.”

Mike swore under his breath. 
"Poor little devil,” he said. “I dare­
say she felt as uncomfortable as a 
weed at an orchid show.”

His younger son glared at him. 
"Listen,” he cried fiercely, "may­
be she never went to finishing 
school, probably she doesn’t always 
know which fork to use, but she’s 
instinctively a lady, that kid. I’ve 
met a raft of girls I’d die before I'd 
bring home to Mother. But—” his 
voice broke—"Lou wasn’t one of 
them."

"Alec—” began Laura imploring­
ly. But Alec had slammed the door 
behind him.

"Zowie!” cried Kathleen. "Is our 
little brother sore, or is he?”

"I must find that child if any of 
us are to live with Alec,” Laura 
(aid.

CHAPTER XXIV

The telephone rang eight times 
before Laura finished the dishes. It 
was mostly friends and acquaint­
ances calling to tut-tut about Shirley.

About nine Mike rang up. He 
had learned that a brief memorial 
service was to be held for Pete 
Knight at nine-thirty in the old mis­
sion church near the railroad shops. 
Mike himself was in conference and 
could not attend. But he thought 
Laura might like to. She did, Lou 
was certain to be there, no matte» 
where she had taken refuge.

To save time Laura got out the 
family sedan. But two blocks from 
the house the old motor wheezed, 
choked and died. The gas feed was 
stopped up. Laura wasted precious 
minutes because sometimes you 
could unscrew the bottom of the vac­
uum tank and blow through it and 
all was well. But not this morn­
ing. By the time she gave up the 
struggle and called a taxi it was a 
quarter to ten. She had hopes, how­
ever, of arriving before the church 
was quite emptied, and did. But 
there had been only a handful pres­
ent and these scattered quickly. Al­
though Laura waited outside she 
saw nothing of Lou.

Alec did not appear. When Laura 
called the grocery store she discov­
ered that her son had not shown up 
for work that day. So much for 
Alec's glowing promises of the night 
before. Laura could have wept

*T must find Lou,” Laura told 
herself.

But she didn't find her, or any 
trace of her, and Alec did not come 
home to dinner or telephone.

It grew steadily later, and no Alec. 
He had never stayed out all night 
before. But day had broken and a 
mocking bird was singing outside 
Laura's window before she heard 
Alec's step coming on tiptoe up the 
stairs. Laura got softly out of bed, 
and met him outside his dour.

“Alec, darling, I've been so wor­
ried." There were tears in her voice.

“Sorry,” he said stiffly.
“ I tried to find Lou for you.”
He shrugged his shoulders.
"Forget it. She couldn't be happy 

here. I realize that now."
He turned away and Laura went 

slowly back down the hall.

Un the last Saturday in June Laura 
Maguire decided to run up to the 
city for various and sundry reasons, 
none of them pleasant. It had been 
a month since Shirley's marriage, 
the squalliest month Laura had ever 
experienced Nothing went right 
with depressing monotony.

In the first place Mike continued 
his tirades against Banker Mays and 
the latter retaliated with telling 
force. Every time the Clarion pub 
lished a thrust at the financier both 
circulation and advertising accounts 
felt the shock

Then there was Kathleen. Going 
everywhere with young Gene Mays 
and apparently delighted with his 
pursuit.

About Alec she had even less rea­
son to feel happy. Alec had de­
veloped into a deep dark secret and 
Laura was afraid to probe into the 
complexities of his behavior. He 
resolutely kept his own counsel. 
And for ways that were weird he 
had developed a maddening propen­
sity. He had not stayed out all night 
again. In fact, he was usually home 
by nine although he never lingered 
downstairs to visit with the others, 
but went straight to his room. He 
was gone every morning when Laura 
rose. Without breakfast He said 
vaguely that he was dieting to pre­
serve bis girlish figure. He also

Alec, at last with a Job as a grocery 
clerk after a long siege of unemploy­
ment and running around with a flashy 
divorcee. He had brought Lou Knight, 
the town drunk's daughter, to his moth­
er's home when her father died rescu­
ing a crippled boy in a Are.

Shirley, at last married to Jatrd New- 
sum though Ma Newsum wanted him to 
marry Connie Mays, the banker's daugh- 
• • 

said to expect him at table when 
they saw him. And that was seldom 
enough to worry Laura to the point 
of tears.

But on this sultry June morning 
it was about Tom Laura's concern 
was chiefly exercised. Tom had been 
home a month, doggedly working 
away in Colonel Shoup’s office, 
making progress slowly but steadily 
and looking more drawn and hag­
gard every day.

Laura had decided to take the bus 
to the city. It was cheaper than 
the train and money was becoming 
distressingly scarce in her estab­
lishment, with Mike’s business 
steadily submerging. That was part­
ly Laura’s errand in town. Some­
times in a pinch she took orders 
from a Woman’s Exchange for home 
canned fruits and vegetables. It 
didn’t pay a lot and was hot tedious 
work, but Laura had on other diffi­
cult occasions collected several odd 
dollars that helped to turn a hard 
corner.

On the way out of town the bus 
passed what had formerly been 
Joe's place, now christened "The 
Oak Tree.” Laura grinned to her­
self. Shirley was the only comforta­
ble spot on her mother’s horizon. 
The town had nearly burst its side 
with derisive laughter when Shirley 
and Jaird took on the hamburger 
stand. But people who dropped in 
at "The Oak Tree” to sneer, re­
mained to envy. Curiosity may have 
accounted for the rush of business

"The Oak Tree.”

the first week. But it was good 
food appetizingly served in attrac­
tive surroundings that swelled the 
cash register the second and third 
and fourth weeks. “The Oak Tree” 
had become quite the rage, as well 
as the rendezvous for the young elite.

Even Belle Newsum now pointed 
with pride to her son’s achievement.

CHAPTER XXV

Laura's visit to the Woman's Ex­
change was not heartening. It ap­
peared that everybody had had the 
same idea. The market was glutted 
with the products for which Laura 
had hoped to receive orders. But 
she did wangle a small commission. 
Fifty jars of watermelon preserves 
on the strength of one of old Aunt 
Julia's recipes which Laura had 
brought from her father's planta­
tion.

By then it was almost two and she 
was hot, tried, diheveled and hungry. 
She went across the street to a large 
cafeteria which at that hour, fortu­
nately, was not crowded, picked out 
the most economical dishes on the 
menu and, balancing her tray, made 
for a table in a secluded corner 
near a window—only to come face to 
face with Mary Etta.

Mary Etta had finished her lunch. 
Her black eyes looked startled when 
they recognized Laura who had in­
stinctively ppaused beside her.

"How are you, Mary Etta?” she 
asked gently.

"I'm  splendid of course,” the girl 
said, as if daring Laura to think 
otherwise.

"Do you mind If I sit with you?” 
Inquired Laura.

Mary Etta shrugged her sharp 
shoulders. Laura sat down.

"I'm  grieved about you and 
Tom," said Laura at la s t

Mary E tta's lip curled. "Why 
should you be?” she demanded. 
"You've got him back, haven't you? 
Mothers always take their sons 
away from their wives if they can. 
And you can. Because he thinks 
you're perfect"
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ter. Shirley and Jaird buy a ham­
burger stand.

Kathleen, who despite herself, be­
comes Interested in Ritchie Graham, 
who aids her father in fighting Mays. 
She thinks of her mother's hardships 
when he tells her his wife wouldn’t 
starve.

Kathleen tells Ritchie she has no wish 
to live in poverty.
*
Was there a sob behind her voice? 

Laura could not be certain.
"No, Mary Etta, I haven’t got 

my son back. He’s under my roof, 
yes. But his heart isn't.”

"Why did he marry me and make 
me care when he wanted someone 
so different?” cried the girl in a 
tormented voice.

"Then you do care, Mary Etta?”
“Care!" Mary Etta laughed bit­

terly. "Do you think anyone could 
have had Tom and not care?”

"Why didn’t you come to Coving­
ton with him?”

"Because he didn’t want me. Be­
cause he's sick of the sight of me. 
He'll marry someone like you of 
course when I divorce him. My law­
yer mailed Tom a notice yester­
day.”

"Mary E tta!”
The girl’s haggard face twitched. 

"There’s no use living on chained 
to the corpse of a dead love. I can 
at least set Tom free.”

"And yourself?”
Mary Etta shivered. "I swore no 

one should ever matter enough to 
upset my life. I vowed I’d not be 
submerged as my mother was. But 
if it’s any satisfaction to you, I didn’t 
pull it off. You see,” her voice 
sank, she looked away, "Tom does 
matter. More than anything on 
earth. You don’t know what it’s 
been like this past month. Wanting 
him! Missing him! Longing to go 
down on my knees and beg him to 
love me again.”

Laura glanced at her wrist watch. 
“Can you be packed and ready to 
go home with me by six?”

Mary Etta started violently. "Go 
to Covington?”

Laura nodded. "If your lawyer 
mailed Tom those divorce papers 
yesterday, he got them this morn­
ing. And he’s been in hell ever 
since. I'd cut my arm off to spare 
him that. But I can’t. Only you 
can change Tom’s hell to heaven."

Mary E tta 's hands clenched. 
"Tom will be glad to be rid of me,” 
she insisted,

"Tom loves you, Mary Etta. But 
he believes you’re disgusted because 
he hasn't been a violent financial 
success like Harvey Leigh. Tom 
thinks you want a divorce to marry 
Leigh. And Tom will'give you a 
divorce if you ask for it. But you 
mustn’t. Shirley and I may be his 
ideal. But you are the woman he 
loves. You’ve got to go home with 
me tonight and tell Tom it's been a 
nightmare, but it’s over.”

Mary E tta’s thin hands gripped 
the table tremblingly. "And I 
thought you hated me.”

Laura laid her hand gently on 
the girl's quivering shoulder. "It 
doesn’t matter about me. I bore 
Tom. I reared him. I’ve done ev­
erything I could for him. But long 
ago he passed from my keeping into 
yours. I don’t hate you, Mary Etta. 
But I am afraid of you. Because 
you can make or break my son.”

Great tears stood in Mary E tta's 
haggard eyes. "If I could be sure 
Tom wanted me—”

"I am sure.”
“Oh, Mother!”
Mary Etta had never called Laura 

mother before. Laura stooped and 
kissed her while their tears mingled.

She would not come into the house 
with Laura. She was afraid of a 
public rebuff at Tom’s hands. She 
asked Laura to tell Tom she was 
waiting outside in the car.

“Come.” His voice sounded thin 
and stretched, and when Laura 
opened the door he was sitting at 
the reading table staring straight 
before him, and the face he turned 
to her was ghastly. And then she 
realized that he was alone.

“But where's Alec?” she asked. 
“Your father said Alec came in al­
most an hour ago.”

"He went out again.”
"But Mike didn't see him.”
Tom said nothing only his eyes 

were very sorry for her. And sud­
denly Laura knew. Maybe she had 
suspected all along.

"He’s only been pretending to 
sleep at home?” she whispered.

Tom nodded and Laura staggered 
a little.

" I’m so terribly sorry,” said Tom, 
laying his hand on her arm. "You 
don't deserve such trouble as this.”

She came back from a long dis­
tance to stare at him blankly and 
then to remember that after all Tom 
was also flesh of her flesh and he 
at least could be snatched from the 
burning.

"Mary Etta is outside in her car. 
She thinks you hate her and she's 
breaking her heart for you.”

"You must be mad. She filed suit 
for divorce yesterday."

"I know. But she doesn't want a 
divorce, Tom. She wants to be tak­
en into your arms and told you love 
her. Better than life. Better a 
thousand times than you have ever 
loved me or Shirley or any other 
woman.”

"But I do love her like that,” said 
Tom simply. "I always have."

He was gone. Taking the stairs two 
at a time. He had forgotten his 
mother and Alec. He had forgotten 
everything but the woman who was 
his to have and to hold.

(TO BE CONTINLEDJ

G rantland R ice

Bee sleeps on a couch in the sitting 
beer and smoke up the place she can't 
room is absolutely foul.

By KATHLEEN NORRIS

WE ALL love ourselves 
so much that it is hard 
to believe anyone can 
stop loving us. A wife feels 

a stunned surprise when she 
learns that her husband’s af­
fections are wandering else­
where. Her heart remembers 
the happier days when every 
word and glance from her 
met his devotion and his ad­
miration, and while she is not 
looking about for the affection 
of other men, nor expecting 
to be regarded as irresistibly 
attractive to men, she DOES 
feel that it is astonishing, as 
well as humiliating and agon­
izing, to have old Phil turn to 
another woman.

A child is deeply hurt if
Mother even pretends to like 
some other child as well or 
better. A careless word from 
anyone we love, an evaded 
engagement, just the change 
in a tone of voice, will cut us 
to the soul.

Girls write me that the ardor of 
the boy of the moment seems to 
have cooled.

Lonely Mothers.
Mothers have suffered untold 

agonies over sons who have been 
weaned away by life and by new 
friends, or by exacting, jealous,

, beautiful young wives. To be a 
mother at all is almost inevitably 
to suffer this loss, and the world is 
full of gentle, wistful elderly women 
whose lives could be so easily glori­
fied by a postcard, a call, a mes­
sage from some loved son—but who 
never receive it.

Of late years a new phase of this 
old, old story has developed. I 
mean the independent daughter.

Some daughters m arry at 20 or 
22; set up happy little homes, go in 
for the ideal round of babies, hos­
pitalities, home and social interests. 
Other daughters dance and flirt for 
a year or two, plan kitchen showers 
and bathroom showers for the other 
girls, wear bridesmaids’ frocks, but 

J don’t marry.
Independent Daughter.

Then at perhaps 24 or 25, they 
demand independence. They want 
to go away from home, to join Peg 
or Joan in a separate establishment, 
to manage their own friendships and 
coming and going, to report to the 

i family at home only when the fancy 
strikes them. They take jobs, in­
teresting jobs in bookstores or tea­
rooms, or they join friends who are 
doing interior decorating, selling 
real estate, or studying art. danc­
ing, photography. They build for 
themselves lives so fascinating and 
absorbing that they really don't 
need Mother and Dad any more, 
and often they are somewhat heart­
less in their frankness in showing it.

"I've lost my daughter,” writes an 
i Illinois woman on this subject. "I 
have two older sons, both married, 
but I can't live with either, and 
see my two grandchildren only oc­
casionally. My girl was my Joy, 
companion, my great care since her 
father left me to marry another and 
younger woman. Now Beatrice is 
gone, too, but not to a husband. I 

i could bear that. But she’s keeping 
a sort of bachelor establishment 

| downtown, in our home city, with 
two other girts, one of whom is a 

' hard, divorced, disillusioned crea- 
j ture of about 30. Bee is only 21. 
She earns 322 a week fitting on baby 

| shoes—she adores children, and her

Millions of those who follow 
baseball on the field or through 

the sporting pages of the country 
have become steamed up over the 
stretch batting battle between Ted 
Williams of the Boston Red Sox and 
Joe DiMaggio of the New York Yan­
kees. Here are the two great mod­
ern hitters, the ranking class of 1941 
with .400 or thereabouts set as the 
winning goal.

They deserve all the plaudits and
the hoarse huzzas of those who fol- I 

low the base hit 
from the single to 
the home run. But 
if a few of these 
millions don’t mind 
I’d like to take 
them back into a 
y o unger co u n try  
and tell them the 
story of three m a­
jor hitting contests 
that I believe over­
shadow W illiam s 
and DiMaggio.

It may be the en­
croaching years. It may be the 
humidity. But I ’ll stand on the fig­
ures and the class, as the multi­
tudes of 1941 stifle a laugh.

Cobh-Jackson—1911
When the American league season 

of 1911 opened Ty Cobb, the Georgia 
Peach, had led his league four suc­
cessive seasons. At the age of 25 
he was just coming to his peak.

That same year a tall, lanky en­
try from Brandon Mills, S. C., had 
reported to Cleveland from New Or­
leans. His name was Shoeless Joe 
Jackson, "The Carolina Crash- 
smith,” picked by Cobb, Ruth and 
Speaker as "the greatest natural 
hitter that ever lived.”

”O, the brave song his black bat | 
sung” as Shoeless Joe stepped into 
the ball. Cobb, on
his way then to nine 
s t r a ig h t  b a tt in g  
championships and 
a run of 12 league­
leading years out of 
13 in a row, kept 
waiting for the Car­
o lin a  r o o k i e  to 
break. Cobb started 
above .400 and he 
kept above .400. But 
he couldn’t shake 
oj? gangling
challenger with the
free-wheeling and effective swing.

And those were the days when Ed 
Walsh was spinning his famous 
“ spitter” through—when they were 
using emery balls, and every type 
of fuzz to make the ball dip and 
skid and duck and slide.

About Jackson
Who was this rookie who could 

neither read nor write, who had 
gone shoeless in most of his earlier 
games, to challenge the great Cobb? 
Connie Mack had turned him back 
in 1908 and 1909. Cleveland had 
turned him back to New Orleans in 
1910. Why, we’ll never know. For 
his lowest average in those years 
had been .354.

Even a blind man could sense the 
lyrical smoothness of his swing. 
That year Shoeless Joe carried Ty 
Cobb to the wire. Ty finished at 
.420. Jackson, the rookie, at .408. 
Ty needed his greatest year to beat 
Jackson out.

Was Shoeless Joe merely a one-. 
year fluke?

A year later Cobb found himself 
down the stretch, again batting 
above .400, with Jackson now in the 
lead. Jackson was .420. It was 
here that Ty, applying winning psy­
chology. refused to speak to Jack- 
son in a Detroit-Cleveland series and 
Shoeless Joe, wondering what he 
had done to offend a friend, fell into 
a brief slump.

At least this is the story of those 
days. In any event, Ty went on to 
win with an average of .410 against 
Jackson's .395.

In those two seasons the Shoeless 
Swinger had averaged .402 for his 
first two years in the majors, yet he 
couldn't lead the league.

Cobb and Speaker
Cobb had run into a close call 

years before against Larry Lajoie, 
the most graceful ball player of all 
time and one of the game's great 
hitters. But he came to the cam­
paign of 1916 for his tenth consecu­
tive shot at the batting champion­
ship. Today they rave about one 
year at the top.

Here was his chance to lead his 
league 10 straight years. Cobb 
went into a tailspin. He batted only 
.371 as Speaker finished at 386.

He had been facing such pitching 
stars as Cy Young, Walter John­
son. Ed Walsh, Addie Joss. Rube 
Waddell. Eddie Plank, Chief Bend­
er. Jack Coombs. Smoky Joe Wood 
—an amazing galaxy.

Except for this one year interlude, 
Cobb would have led the big parade 
13 straight years. As it was he came 
back to make it 12 out of IS and to 
finish with a 24-year average around 
.363.

We are removing no credit from 
the extremely able hitting of Ted 
Williams and Joe DiMaggio. We are 
merely offering them a target at 
which they ran sboet.

Cobb—Jackson—Lajoie—Speaker 
—they were “far away and long 
ago." But they could lather that 
whirling apple. Don't let anyone 
tell you differently.

K ath leen  N orris Says:
When Your Daughter Breaks Away

(Bell Syndicate—WNU Service.!

room, so when men come in to drink 
go to bed, and when she does go, the

MODERN BACHELOR MISS
Here is a mother who wants her 

independent dauehter to follow the 
dictates of the old song, “Tie Me to 
Your Apron Strings Again." She 
wonders if there are any other cases 
similar to her own. Struggling to 
bring up the child, after the loss of 
her husband, she succeeds until the 
bonds of her home begin to weaken. 
The daughter, now a woman, ap­
pears to value her complete liberty 
more than the opinion of her mother, 
who thinks her place is fixed, until 
marriage. The, young daughter es­
tablishes herself in a downtown sec­
tion of the city with another girl 
and a divorcee as roommates. Work­
ing for a small salary the trio croud 
Into a small space, and, according to 
the mother's measuring rule, live 
very unsatisfactorily. She believes 
that the girl's health, at least, is be­
ing impaired by her mode of living 
and asks Miss Norris to advise her 
where she has failed and how she 
may entice her daughter back home. 
The advice given by Miss Norris is 
sage and may be read by many 
mothers with benefit to their aching 
hearts.

father still sends her an occasional 
check.

Advice Not Wanted.
“I would gladly keep house for 

her and her friends—that is, decent 
friends, but they don’t want that. 
No advice, suggestions, warnings 
from an older woman for them! 
Sometimes they don't make up their 
beds at all; Bee sleeps on a couch 
in the sitting room, so when men 
come in to drink beer and smoke 
up the place she can’t go to bed, 
and when she does go, the room is 
absolutely foul.

“She brings me candy and books, 
kisses me, says she loves me. But 
it seems to me a strange kind ol 
love that doesn’t take obedience and 
respect into consideration, and a 
strange world when a girl that age 
can break away from the guidance 
of home. It has made me nervous 
and brooding, this knowledge that 
my own child prefers the society of 
others, and I seem to have dropped 
most of my own interests and to 
have lost hold on life because of it. 
I had always thought that when her 
schooling ended she would be at 
home for a year or two and then 
marry; I feel my life and mysell 
a failure, and am wondering if you 
know of similar cases, and whether 
there is any cure, and where the 
fault lies?"

She signs it “Deserted Mother.”
Yes, of course there are similar 

cases, Deserted Mother, thousands 
of them. In these days girls flock 
to our cities, even from the most 
luxurious and pleasant of homes, 
coop themselves up in small apart­
ments, eat in cheap restaurants, run 
about in the rains of winter and the 
soaking heats of summer perfectly 
convinced that the change is royally 
worth while.

Winning Her Back.
Your Beatrice is only claiming the 

right that has always been her 
brothers'; the right to feel her own 
feet under her, and to carry her 
own share of life’s responsibilities 
If she has had the right home train­
ing, if she has a code, however 
broad, she'll come back.

Not back home, not to be ques 
tioned, criticized, managed any 
more. But back into your heart 
through her wifehood, her mother 
hood, her growing up to meet the 
problems about which you've been 
telling her, and the failures and 
humiliations from which even your 
love can’t save her. Occupy your­
self with an equal Independence 
meanwhile, get interested in some­
thing that will make you interesting 
to her; stop reproaching, brooding, 
regretting. In that way, and only 
In that way, will you win her back

C L A S S IF IE D
DEPARTMENT

TRUCK PARTS
H eavy-duty Motor*, axel* p a r t * ,  
bodies, tires, hoists and used truck*.

TRUCK WRECKING COMPANY 
10th & S E. Hawthorne. Portland. Or*.

RABBITS AND SKINS ~
POUL’IRY AND RABBITS WANTED. 

Good w hite fryer rabbit sk ins >1.1® 
per lb W rite postcard for prices and 
inform ation. Ruby & Co., 935 8. W. 
Front. Portland, Ore.

FILM DEVELOPING
FAST SERVICE

R oll D eveloped and Two Print* from  
Each Good N egative

25c
W ESTERN PHOTO C O M PA SI

Box w -4265 P ortlotd . Ore.
I 8 PR IN TS AND TWO ENLARGE­

MENTS 2oc— Made by Portland’s larg­
est retail kodak fin isher. S atisfac­
tion guaranteed. Q uality P icture Co. 
Box W3573, Portland, Oregon._______

HELP W ANTED___
WANTED 2000 HOP PICKERS
HARVEST STARTS TIIE LATE PART  

of A ugust. F am ilies preferred. 600 
A cres o f high trellised  hops. E xcel­
lent camps, big crop, long season. 
A ll accom m odations in addition to  
day nursery for children furnished  
free  to pickers. R egister in person 
at Ranch O ffice, or w rite to E. 
CLEMENS HORST CO., IN D E PE N ­
DENCE, OREGON, for fu ll particu­
lars.

HOP PICKERS WANTED
W IGRICH RANCH located fiv e  mile*  

South o f Independence, Ore. 400 
acres good picking no seed less hops. 
H igh w ages paid. Modern shady  
sanitary policed camp, w ith store, 
butcher shop, restaurant, cabin*, 
ten ts, stoves, wood, running water, 
electric  ligh ts  dance hall, nursery, 
straw , showers. V isit ranch or w rite  
for job. Address:— W IGRICH
RANCH, Box B, Independence, Ore.

FOR SALE_________
GROCERY, LARGE STOCK AND F i x ­

tures, $2000; sam e owner eight years. 
Rent $45; heat and w ater furnished.
1601 - 4th St., Bremerton, W ash.

HOW E.— Sac. $6500 Stock and fix ., 
Graftts Pass. Aged widow m ust re­
tire. P lease do not an*, un less able  
to  finance. W rite 960 Tyler, Eugene, 
Oregon.

For Sale. Good Grocery stock and 
fix tu res. E st. 25 yrs. In main part 
o f good college town. Good leas*  
require about $2500. For details.
H. A. Stearns, 137 Oak St., Ashland, 
Oregon.

Monkeys, Parrots, Love Birds, Finches,. 
Supplies. W holesale and retail. 
Canaries wanted. M ontavilla Pet 
Shop, 422 S. E. 81st Ave., Portland, 
Oregon.

For Sale. C onfectionery fountain. 
Beer and w ine business. Good cold 
storage. Good paying business. Mrs.
H. G. Moe, The M ission, Dayton, 
W ashington

Sell or L ease— 1860 A. stock ranch or* 
river. Irr. bottom; whgat land, exc. 
range, Elec, avail. Good cond. Buy 
personal. Age. X. H ansen, Rock
Creek, Oregon.

It 500. Grocery, beer, service  station , 
hay, feed, liv in g quarters. $1100 
m onthly turnover. Sm all town, good 
schools. On main highw ay. Sick­
ness cause o f selling . Standard  
Service, A thol, Idaho.

B E E R , wine, sands.; liv. qtrs. No 
com pet. Prop, lnclud. W alk-in re- 
fr ig . L ogging list. B ox 35, Alpine,. 
Oregon.

P A C I F I C
UNIVERSITY—

W. n. OIERSBACH. 
President

A C entury o f Continuous 
Service  to  the W est 

For Inform ation writ* to
DR. H. F. PRICE, Dean 

F orest OroT*, Oregon 
SO M inutes W est o f Portand

Watch Your 
Kidneys/

H elp T h em  C leanse th e  Blood  
o f H arm fu l Body W aste

Your kidney* are constantly filtering 
waste matter from the blood strdfcm. But 
kidneya sometimes lag in their work—do 
not act aa Nature intended—fat’ to re­
move impurities that, if retained, may 
poison the system and upset the whole 
body machinery.

Symptoms may be nagging backache, 
persistent headacne, attacks of dizziness, 
getting up nights, swelling, puffiness 
under the eyes—a feeling of nervous 
anxiety and loss of pep and strength.

Other signs of kidney or bladder dis­
order are sometimes burning, scanty or 
too frequent urination.

There should be no doubt that prompt 
treatment is wiser than neglect. Isa  
Doan’s Pills. Doan’s have been winning 
new friends for more than forty years. 
They have a nation-wide reputation. 
Are recommended by grateful people the 
country over. Ask your neighbor!

Doans Pills
WNU—13 34 41

"All the Traffic 
Would Bear"

•  There was a time in America 
when there were no set prices. 
Each merchant charged what 
he thought “the traffic would 
bear.” Advertising came to 
the rescue of the consumer. 
It led the way to the estab­
lished prices you pay when 
you buy anything today.


