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O L E S  E lB E K A

By M A RCELLE R E B E R .*
♦  ♦

Mrs. P em broke paused a  mo
m ent, w iped h e r glasses, ad justed  
them  m ore securely  on her am ple 
nose and  her sh a rp  eyes looked up 
the  road.

T hrough th e  sm all cloud of dust 
she saw  the day  sh ift stragg ling  
hom ew ard from  an o th e r day of 
toil a t  the P o la r S ta r  mine, w ith 
here  and  there  a d inner pall or 
basket g lin ting  in in te rm itten t 
splashes of light in th e  se tting  sun.

H igher up, w here the jack  pines 
and hem itite  boulders pangled over 
the face of the m ountain  side, a n 
o ther form  had  come into view— 
a tall, slender m an, h is shoulders 
rocking slightly  under the w eight 

’ of the heavy pack-sack. In  his 
hand  a pick balanced lightly as 
he w ound his w ay along. Then he 
caugh t the firs t sigh t of the home
w ard  m iners. A deafening roar of 
derisive laughter, followed by the 
host of lusty voices, w hich sm ote 
the w om an’s ea rs  as she stood list
ening.

"Hello, O le!” called one of the 
crowd, "F ind  th a t m other lode ye 
been a lookin’ fe r? ”

"G reat N apoleon! T here’s no 
m isdoubtin’ th a t none! Sure as 
you live i t ’s Ole Oleson, hot-footin’ 
it back from  the ’ru s ty ’ hills, and 
th e  men from  the P o la r S ta r are  a 
k idd in ’ him  because he a in ’t found 
th a t d ra tted  old m other lode. Shuck 
th a t d r a t t e d  old m other lode. 
Shucks! T here a in ’t no sech a 
th ing," sighed Mrs. Pem broke, spy
ing a  weed or tw o in her pet pe
tun ia  bed, stooping down to get 
them.

"Well, I  a in 't agoin ' to  say th a t 
Ole Oleson is loco, w ith  all his gal- 
av an tln ’ around  in 'm ule stubborn 
ness’ as the men folk call it, h u n t
in’ fe r th a t gold. Come righ t down 
to horse sense, he’s a  c a rrv in ’ , 
m ore rig h t now th an  the hull pasel 
of them  tak e  so m uch p leasure in 
k idd in’ the poor fellow. And, the 
d u ra  fools th ink  because he 's a 
poor Swede, gives them  double li-1 
cense to  bera te  him . Well, w hat 
luck th is time, O le?” asked Mrs. 
Pem broke, as the big fellow cam e 
th rough  the gate.

The m an 's bronze face broke into 
a  shadow  of a  smile. Closing the 
gate, he se t the pick down and 
slid the heavy pack from  his shoul
ders and  rested  them  aga in s t the

picket fence a t his feet. ! stam m ered, for he was a trifle  shy
I reckon you’re as hungry  as under the clear gaze of h e r  blue

a she wolf. You sure do look all ! eyes.
tuckered  out.” | ..Ju s t th lnk  of o ,e Sylvla

H e sagged w earily against the has learned all the books th a t you 
fence before answ ering, m opping I gave her and is a  hungerin ’ for 
his stream ing  brow w ith a faded j more. I t surely does beat every- 
red bandanna. th ing  how th a t girl d rinks up

“I  w ouldn’t m ind it so much, lea rn ing I  never had a chance 
Mrs. Pem broke—the luck and  th a t I when I  was her age, and a f te r  her 
—If it was not for the P o la r S ta r!  F>a Pa  died 11 w as a11 work, nothing 
outfit. You heard  them , I sup- - bu t w ork. and Sylvia had  to  help, 
pose? They flung it a t me hard  ' esP*elallv when she was oid enough 
down th e  road a while ago. and to  wa!t and do o ther things
the whole th ing  is passed a lo n g .1 YeS| i ust th ink  of it: Sylvia wrote 
I t  is not the years I have w asted ; . a  lette r  last week Did you get 
it is no t the money I have spent an answ er to  it, dear?" 
g rubstak ing  m yself; it  is ju s t ad- j The flush of deep crim son w hich 
m itting  I'm  beat, and  the whole flooded the g irl’s face w as no t lost 
ou tfit rubbing the sore.” , on the man, who w as on the point

“N ever m ind! Ole, you are  still of speaking bu t fell silen t again, 
young and strong, and, I  dare  say, i Ole Oleson boarded w ith  M.s. 
your two hands a re  still w illin’ to  Pembroke, when he was no t scour- 
find som ething to  do to  get a  rise ' ing the hills fo r the m other lode, 
in the world and se ttle  down com-1 Four years ago, his f irs t ven ture  
fortable and be happy th e  res t of into th a t p a rt of the country, 
your life to  m ake up fe r the days while coming down a narrow  tra il 
of w eary toil and d isappointm ents w hich led to  the river, a  ra ttle  
of the hills. Come on in the house ' snake rolled from  the steep bank 
and refresh  the inner m an w ith on the trail, coiled and  s tru ck  him 
a bite of real vituals, and you’ll feel ere he was aw are of it. He hur-
a lot m ore cheerful,” coaxed Mrs. 
Pem broke.

Ole followed the woman, a fte r  a 
long w istful look a t the fas t b lu r
ring hills.

A m usical laugh fell upon his 
ears, and a golden-haired girl c a m » 
through  the doorway.

ried on to the river. T here he 
found a cam ping party , who, see
ing th a t he w as ill, rushed to  him 
and  inquired w hat was the  m at- 

i ter.
"A ra ttle r ’s got me,1 

them ; then he heard 
I and before he knew  w hat w as hap-

the m at-

he told
wild cry.
was hap-

"Sylvia!” exclaim ed Ole, “I was pening a  young girl had throw n 
w ondering w here you w ere hiding.” herself upon h e r knees, unlacing

”1 heard  you ta lk ing  to  m other, his heavy boots. At th a t m om ent 
H ad to  rub  my eyes to  m ake sure  a terrib le  fit of nausea seized him ; 
it w as really  you. D idn’t strik e  , when he recovered, he learned tha t 
it, I  suppose, O le?” j th e  girl had Insisted In sucking

Instinctively  the girl took h e r th e  deadly soger’s poison from  the 
answ er from  h is face. She flushed wound, saving h is life. The girl 
a little  as she sa t down on a low ’ w as Sylvia. He loved her a t  firs t 
stool by the bay window, switch- . sight, and his love grew  as the 
ing the subject hu rried ly  before four years passed by.
the m an's lips could m ake a  reply.

"I am  getting  along w onderfully 
well w ith  my lessons, Ole, and the 
punctuations don’t  bo ther me h a rd 
ly any  a t  all. I t  will take  your 
b rea th  away, honest it will.”

H er seventeen years had dowered 
the girl w ith  a wild rose type of 
beauty, as she sa t there  softly  fold
ing da in ty  creases in her smooth, 
w hite apron ; all th e  fran k  in
nocence of the child spoke in her 
fa ir  young eyes. She w atched him 
h a lf critically  w ith  th a t  BUbtle, 
m ysterious look w hich springs up 
from  the deeps of the new wom
a n ’s heart.

"I am  glad th a t you a re  m aking 
headw ay w ith  the books, Sylvia. 
I was th ink ing  som etim e ago, th a t 
you a re  very quick to  learn ,” he

He knew  th a t the P o la r S ta r 
did not have the m other lode. He 
had alw ays felt sure of tha t. He 
had probed around  on the breast 
of old M other E arth , try ing  to  find 
its hidden place, but, a f te r  four 
years of alm ost constan t search, 
he w as defeated.

Oh, how he w anted gold, and 
lots of it, for Sylvia! I t  w as a l
w ays for Sylvia. He would lie 
under the star-jew elled sky, alone 
in the solitary hills, and dream  
w onderful d ream s th a t gold could 
m ake come true.

He had no t confessed his Jove 
to  Sylvia. Well had he concealed 
it. Did she love him ? Could It 
be possible th a t  she loved Hal 
Tem pleton? W as it to Hal th a t she 
had  w ritten?  A g rea t struggle  was

going on in the h ea rt of the man 
I t  w as Sylvia's m other who came 
to  the rescue.

again.
"It would be too bad to  go aw ay 

w ithout saying good-bye to Sylvia.
"Sylvia, do you know  th a t Ole's 1 canno t do it, a f te r  all these years

given up search ing  for the m oth
e r lode?”

The girl sank  back in m e deeps 
of the window, confused, her face 
flushing very pink.

"Oh, Ole—it don 't mean you

of splendid com radeship
Som ething im pelled him  in the

d irection  of the old tra il tha t 
w ound upw ard, w inding along in 
the rea r of the sca ttered  row of 
tum hled down m ining cabins. For

have stopped the search? I  w as years it had  been abandoned by 
feeling su re  th a t you would find men, com ing and  going, the
It—t h a t —m aybe you w asn’t gold uialn road having long since taken  
locoed a f te r  all.” She stopped lts place.
abruptly , seeing th a t her w ords 
h u rt him.

Somehow, H al T em pleton—son of 
p a rt ow ner of the P o lar S ta r mine.

“Yes, Sylvia, I  am  planning to w ith his handsom e, cynica l face 
head back east in the morning. I t  an<i fla tte rin g  tongue, popped into 
had to come. I t  has been home his m ental vision. And Sylvia, he 
here, w ith  your m other and  you. thought, had not cared  when Hal 
all these years. I ant likely to was packed off to  an eastern  col-
m iss you both .’ lege. Sylvia had w ritten  to him

The g irl w as trac ing  a  pa tte rn  then?  T h a t she received a reply 
w ith  her fingers on the floor of w as n ° t  known. B ut she cared! 
the window, her eyes dow ncast. H er w arm  blushes had told him  so.

“I was th ink ing  maybe you E very  nook and cleft ■ of the 
would find a  job a t the P o lar j w inding tra il held sw eet memories. 
S ta r .” ' It had lured them  both for many

"I couldn’t stay, Sylvia, and—the j a quiet a fternoon  of c h a tte r  when 
P o la r S ta r—well, I  couldn’t stand  1 he had been forced to re s t up a
going there. Perhaps, now th a t 
you w rite le tte rs—” he halted  a t 
th e  open door, "you m ight w rite 
a line to  me—som etim e?”

Again the pink flush flamed over 
her face, bu t she did not answ er.

O ut in the garden. Ole, a fte r  
pulling hard  on his cigar, aw oke 
to the fac t th a t It was not lighted. 
Soon the usual c la ttering  sound 
from  the k itchen floated ou t to

day or two from  the  laborious task  
in the hills H ere he had listened 
to h e r firs t lessons from  the pre
cious books he had bought for her. 
W hy had she fled from  him w ith 
out a w ord?

On and  on he wound his w ay to 
w here the riotous vine maple 
sp rang  nearly  w aist high. Ole stop
ped dead still, a rre sted  by a  small 
w hite scrap  of paper lodged in a

him. They w ere clearing aw ay  the j sm all scrub oak bush. A minute, 
d inner things. He knew  they  would ' and he w as w earily  m arch ing  on 
be ou t in the garden  soon. In  h is , again. He reached fo rth  for the 
p resen t mood he did not feel in- , flu tte rin g  slip of white, tu rn in g  It 
d in ed  for conversation. W hen th e  over In his fingers. On It were a 
women sought the cool, fre sh  air, , few words, in pencil. Before the ir 
he had taken  him self off to his ' m eaning daw ned upon him, he 
tidy little  room  upstairs. Sylvia. , spelled out th e  words, " I love you, 
listen ing  to  his heavy steps, felt and I  miss you very, very m uch.” 
th a t he had purposely avoided her. j T h a t was all. H e could ga ther 
and she knew  th a t he was gather- | no th ing  from  th e  washed ou t lines
ing his few belongings. He did not 
appear dow nstairs again th a t eve
ning.

• • •
“Sylvia! Oh Sylvia! W here in 

the world has th a t girl run  to? 
Hey, Sylvia! W on’t you come and 
say good-bye to  O le?”

They w aited, bu t the girl was 
now here to be seen or heard. Mrs. 
Pem broke grew  flustered, w iping 
her face w ith  an  am ple fold of her 
snowy apron.

"I declare It isn 't like her to  be

below. The balance was gone. A 
give aw ay bit, to rn  from  one of 
Sylvia’s le tters. She had copied 
from  th is the very  one she had 
sen t to H al Tem pleton.

Sham ed-faced, he tu rned  about, 
search ing  for such o ther portions 
as m ight be lu rk in g  around, sw ept 
there  by th e  breeze. About one 
hundred  feet fa r th e r  along ano ther 
shred  caugh t his eye. R eaching 
fo r it, off the upper edge of the 
tra il, he slipped, a stone rolling 
u nder h is foot. He kicked a t  it.

ru n n in ’ off th a t way. I  suppose ' Suddenly he hurled  him self down- 
she Is ou t of sigh t studying th a t w ard, a  low, wild c ry  escaping his
precious book." j lips.

Ole had picked up his luggage j "The rock is quartz! Gold-bear-
Irresolutely; now he laid It down ' ing  quartz! Why, It's gold!” He

fell upon his knees and his wild he visioned it would be when he 
'h u n g ry  s ta re  of fascination  gave 

place to hot, ferocious yearning.
He stood up, staggering  like a 

m an drunk  on too m uch old wine, 
w ith the tigh tly  clinched rock

found it. 
of joy.

Ole’s faculties were slow In re
tu rn in g  He had been gold 
ed so long, Now he was stunned

He gave a  m ad shout

... .  lode. carefully  gauging its courseth ere  from  the pocket of a pass- .¿„v,, . . .H and richness, scram bling to theing m iner? No, his experienced 
eyes told him  no. I t  w as not pos
sible.

He stood w aist deep In the 
tangled vine maple. ’ a  half-dozen 
yards from  w here he had seen i t

h ighest point of the ridge, where, 
for the firs t time, he got his di
rection.

He saw th a t he w as on a  parallel 
line w ith the dyke of the P olar 
S ta r mine, the sam e being a series------------- ----------- ........ » m e  L/riiig a aeries

Nowhere was th ere  any  sign of a  of shoots w hich Intruded th rough  
ledge or boulder w ithin the sweep the fissure of the dacite wall from  
of his vision the m other lode. He m entally  sur-

A loud thum ping  noise sm ote veyed the distance from  the P o lar 
upon him —w hat w as it?  He list- S ta r mine and smiled the golden 
ened; it w as the loud beating  of sm ile of one who has won a g rea t 
his own heart. O ver head a band victory.
of squaw king ravens w as sailing  All a t  once the g rea t yellow lode
by in search  of the putrid  odor was blotted out. Down the tra il
th a t evidently  had reached the cam e Sylvia. He saw  h e r w earily
acute m em ber by w hich they  w ere th row  herse lf on the ground In a
led. aroused him from  the trance- ; fit of violent sobs. Ole stum bled 

quickly dow nward, try in g  to  find 
a  w ay out o f th e  m aples to the

like s ta te  into w hich his find had 
plunged him. The next in s tan t
blind rage seized him. He had ; trail, and In a few m inutes was 
told the old wise heads th a t he’d a t  her side.
find the m other lode. j "Sylvia! Sylvia!” he cried, "w hy

Madly he sp ran g  th rough  th e  did you run aw ay from  m e?”
The girl tu rned  up her head, d is

closing a tear-sta ined  face. The 
next m om ent she tu rned  aw ay and 
looked fa r across the hills.

"Go away. Ole! P lease go,

tw isted v ine m aple th icket, now 
th ro ttling  spear oak and chicqupin 
burs and bram bles w ith his bare 
hands, his lips bu rn ing  d ry  He had 
ceased to voice his though ts any 
longer.

B a tte ring  his w ay through, he 
searched wild-eyed and  panting.

" I’ll find you, old m other lode, 
and prove I ’m right. Oh, so I ’m 
a young plp-ln-jay, am  I ? ” he m ut 
tered aloud, "and a  sm art aleck. 
I'll show you,” he gloated.

Once he stopped, exhausted, ex
citem ent oozing from  every pore 
and fibre of his being He re
newed his s tren g th  and  rushed 
on again. He parted  th rough  the

_ she
cried, her voice shak ing  w ith emo
tion.

"But, Sylvia—I shall no t go aw ay 
—fo r some days, a t  least.” He 
w atched her, amazed, his voioe had
thrilled  w ith som ething of the old 
excitem ent. Sylvia moved slightly, 
bu t did not lift h er head.

"I mean, Oie, I—I  m ean—I did 
not w ant you to see me, go—so- I 
cam e up here,” and she b u rs t into 
tears.

Ole cam e nearer, touching her
m aple and  spear oak. Ahead of shoulder, cu t to th e  soul by hei 
him loomed a c liff of rock He distress.
battered  his way perilously to it 
and around  It to  a low hum py 
ridge.

’A h!" he exclaimed, in suprem e

"Sylvia?"
No answ er, save the convulsive 

sobs.
I f  It w as about the letter, now ?

besatisfaction. "H ere you are, all , You see, I  have no claim  t o  
screened off on both  sides. Care- j angry  w hat If you did w rite to 
fully he picked his w ay over and j Hal Tem pleton?
around th e  ridge, runn ing  an ex 
perienced eye along the broken 
face of the  g rea t dyke. Still he 
searched. H e gave a  wild c ry — 
there! T here w as the fissu re ' A 
wide ribbon-like band of g littering  
yellow m et his sta rtled  gaze, grow 
ing w ider as It followed the g rea t 
porphory con tac t w esterly—just as

'I—I did no t w rite  to—to Hal! 
I t  w as to  you, Ole, D idn 't you 
teach  me to read and w rite?”

Now he strode near, his h ea rt 
beating  wildly.

"To me, Sylvia? You w rote th a t 
le tte r  to m e?”

B ut she looked a fa r  over the 
(Continued on page 4.)

Port Orford’s Natural Deep Watei Harbor
THE KEY

To the Development of the Great

Mid-Pacific Coast Empire
Depth of Water from 30 to 42 feet.

No Dredging.

No Sunken Rocks.

No Pilot Service.

Protected from North and Northwest 
Storms of Summer.

Requires Limited Protection from 
South and Southwest Storms of Win
ter.

*

Repeatedly Selected by Board of Ar
my Engineers as Harbor of Refuge 
for Pacific Coast.

All Year Round Harbor for Deep Sea 
Fishing.

9300-Ton Vessel leading in Port Orford Harbor.

Port Orford Chamber of Commerce
PORT ORFORD, OREGON

The logical tidewater outlet for the 
great Mid-Pacific Coast Empire with 
its inexhaustible supply of rich natural 
resources consisting of 1-14 of all the 
standing merchantable timber in the 
United States, vast deposits of copper, 
iron, gold, chrome, cinnabar, coking 
coal, granite, marble and a wide vari
ety of the more precious mineral; and 
its great diversity of agricultural 
products.

Center of the Great Recreational Re
gion of Southwestern Oregon.

All Year Round Harbor for Deep Sea 
Fishing.
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