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(Continued from Wednesday,)

“Then there was something to the
old man after all,” sald Mrs. Emory,
whose sympathies were as generous as
they were easlly aroused,

“A good deal, I should say, He must
have known that he was coming back
to arrest and almost certaln convie-
tlon.”

Constance’'s glance searched her fa-
ther's fece. She wanted to hear more
of Oakley. Her beart was hungering
for news of this man who had risked
his life to save them, All Ler lingering
tenderness, the unwilling growth of
many days, was sweeping away the
barriers of her pride. “Mr, Onkley was
not hurt?’ she questioned breathlessly,
pale to the lips,

“He is pretty badly shaken up, and
no wonder, but he will be all right in
the morning."

“Where la he now?" she asked,

Her father turned to her,

“Oakley— You look tired out, Con-
stance. Do go to bed. I'll tell you all
about it In the morning.”

“Where s he now, papa?’ she ques-
tloned, golng to his slde and clasping
her hands about his arm,

“Down at the shop, They carried his
father there from the train.”

“Why didn't you bhave them bring
him here?’ sald Mrs, Emory qulckly.
“After this I won't listen to a word
agalnst either of them. I would llke to
show the town just how we feel In the
matter,”

“1 suggested It, but Onkley wouldn't
hear to it. But don't worry about the
town., It's gone wild. You should have
seen the crowd on the platform when
it saw Oakley in the engine cab. It
went stark mad.”

Agaln Constance's eyes swam with
tears, The strike, the murder of Ry-
der, the fire, had each seemed In turn
a part of the tragedy of her life at An-
tioch, but Oakley's return was wholly
glorlous,

Her father added, “I shall see Oak-
ley In the morning and learn if we can
be of any service to him.”

A little later, when Constance went
to her own room, she drew forward a
chair and seated herself by the win-
dow, Across the town, on the edge of
the “flata,” she saw dimly the long,
dark outline of the rallroad shop, with
Its single tall chimney, She thought
of Oakley as alone there keeping watch
at the side of the grim old murderer
who had so splendidly redeemed him-
self by this last sacrifice,

Great clouds of black smoke were
still rolling over the town, and the
woods were still blazing fiercely In the
distance. Beyond ber window she
heard the call of frightened birds as
they fluttered to and fro In the dull
red light, and farther off, In the north
end, the muffled throbbing of the fire
englnes.

If she had had any doubts as to her
feellug for Oakley these doubts were
now a thing of the past. She knew
that she loved him, BShe had been pet-
ty and vailn, 8he had put the small
things of life against the great, and
this was her punishment. She tried to
comfort herself with the thought that
she should see him In the morning.
Then she could tell him sll. But what
could she tell himf The time had gone
by when she could tell him anything.

It was almost morning when she un-
dressed and threw herself down on her
bed. She was disconsolate and miser-
able, and the future seemed quite bar-
ren of hope or happluess. Love had
come to her, and she had pot known
its presence. Yes, she would tell Oak-
ley that ahe had been lttle and narrow
and utterly unworthy. He had cared
for her, and perhaps he would under-
stand, Bhe fell asleep thinking this
and did not waken untll her mother
called her for breakfast.

“I am walting for your father. He
has gone down to see Mr. Ouakley”
Mrs. Emory sald when she entered the
dining room, Constance glanced at the
table,

“Is he going to bring Mr, Oakley
back with him?* she asked nervously.

“He expected to, 1 declare, Con-
stance, you look worn out. Didu't you
sleep well ¥

“No, not very.
coming ¥

“You might go look,” sald her moth-
er, And Constance hurried into the par-
lor, Bhe was just in time to see her
fnther enter the gate, He was alone.
Constance flew to the front door and
threw it open,

“He wouldn't come?"”
breathloasly,

“He's gone,"

“Gone "

“Yes, o traln was made up early
this morning, and bhe has returned to
Buckhorn— Why, what's the matter,
Constance v

For Constance, with a little gasp of
Qlamay, had slipped down into & chalr, |
with bher hands before her face,

I wonder {f they are

she cried
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L oa 20rTy, Constancee, put 1 oaiau'c
know that you especlally wanted to see
bim,"” sald the doctor nwkwardly, but
with a dawning comprehension of
what It all meant. She made no an-
swer,

“What is it, dear? he repeated.

“Ob, nothing. I wanted to tell him
about something, that s all. It doesn't
matter now.” Bhe glanced up Into his
foce with a sudden doubt. “You didu't
see him; you are quite sure he went
away without your seeing him; you are
not decelving me?"

“Why, of course, Constance, but he'll
come back."

“No, he won't, papa,” shaking her

bead sadly. “He's gone, and he will
never come back. I know him better
than you do."

And then ghe flad promptly upstosss
to her own room.

This was the nearest Constance came
to betraying her love for Oakley. She
was not much given to confidences, and
the ideals that had sustalned her in her
pride now seemed so childish and un-
worthy that she had no wish to dwell
upon them, but whenever Dan's name
wns mentloned In her presence she
looked frightened and gullty and avold-
ed meeting her father's glance,

It seemed, Indeed, that Oakley had
taken final leave of Antloch. A new
manager appeared and took formnl
charge of the destinles of the road,
Under his direction work was resumed
in the shops, for the strike had died K
natural death, None of the hands was
disposed to questlon the 10 per cent
cut, and before the winter was over
the scale of wages that had been In
force before the strike was inasugurated
was volontarily restored. The town
bad mo criticlsms to make of Johnson,
the new manager, a qulet, competent
official; the most any one sald was that
he was not Oakley. That was enough.
For Dan had come into his own,

Early In October there was a flutter
of excltement when Turner Joyee and
his wife left for the east to be Oakley's
guests, When they returned some
weeks later they had a good denl to
say about him that Antloch was frank-
Iy curious to hear.

He had taken his father to Burton,
where his mother was buried. After-
wanl he had joined General Cornish in
New York,

While abroad the financler had effect-
ed a combination of Interests which
grouped a number of roads under one
management, and Dan bad been made
general superintendent of the consoll-
dated lines, with his headquarters In
New York city. The Joyces were but
vaguely Informed as to where these
lnes were, but they did full Justice to
their magnitude, g8 well as to the im-
portance of Oakley's new connection.

The dull monotony of those fall days
In Antloch was never forgotten by
Constance Emory. Bhe was listless and
restless by turns, She had hoped that
she might hear from Oakley. She even
thought the Joyces might bring her
some message, but none had come,
Dan had taken her at her word.

Bbe bad made no friends, and, with
Ryder dead and Oakley gone, she saw
no one and finally settled down Into
an apathy that alarmed the doctor.
He, after some dellberation, suddenly
announced his intention of golug east
to attend a medical conventlon,

“Bhall you see Mr. Ouakley?' Con-
stance paked, with qulck Interest.

“Frobably, if be's in New York when
I get there."

Constance gave him a scared look
and dropped her eyes. But when the
time drew near for his departure she
followed him about as If there were
something on her mind which she wish-
ed to tell him,

The day bhe started she found cour-
age to ask:

“Won't you take me with you, papa?"

“Not this time, dear,” he answered.

Bhe wag quiet for a moment and then
sald:

uli‘p" you
him 7

“Tell who, Constanee, What?'

“Mr. Onkley.”

“What about Oakley, dear?’

Bbe looked at him from under her
long lashesa, while the color slowly
mouuted to her cheeks,

“You are not golng to tell him what
you thek you know 7'

The doctor smiled.

“lI wish you would grant me the
possession of ordloary sense, Con.
stance, 1 am not quite a fool.”

“You are a precious,” she sald, klss-
ing him.

“Thank you. What message shall I
give Cakiey from you?

“None"

“Noner"

“He won't want to hear from me"—
shyly.

uwh,. pot?'

“Because be just won't, papa. Be-
sldes, 1 expect he has forgotten that
such & person ever lved."

are not golng to tell

“What 1s It, dear? he questioned
anxlously. But she gave bl no aon-
8wer. Bhe was crying softly, unre-
Strulnedly, It was all over. Qakley
Was gone, and with him went her only
bope of happiness. Yet more keen
than her sense of paln and personal |
loss was her regret that he would nev-
er understand tbhat she respected aund
adwired bim as be deserved.

“I wouldn't be too sure of that. What
wns the trouble, Constance?! You'd
better tell e, or I may say something
lmu‘ -,

“Oh, you must pot say anything”—
in alarm—*you must promise.”
“Constance, what did Oakley say to
you that last day be was bere at the
bouse ™

'mtltoly from ber father's face to me
| window and back agaln, while her

| color came and went. There was a far. |
| away, wistful look In her eyes and a |

sad little smile on ber lps. At last
she sald softly; “Oh, be sald a number
| of things, I can't remember now all
| be did say.”

“Did Oakley tell you he cared for you 7

Constance hesitated n moment, then,
reluctantly;

“Well, yes, he did, And I let him
go, thinking I didn't eare for him,*
miserably and with a pathetic droop
of her lids, from whieh the smile had

fled. "I didn't know, and I have been
80 unhappy ™
“On!"

Constance left the room abruptly.

When he reached New York the first
thing the doctor did was to look up
Onkley. He was quick to notice a
certain constrdint in the young man's
mauner as they shook hands, but this
Boon passed off,

“I am awfully glad to see you,” he
had sald, "I have thought of you ngain
and again, and I bave been on the
point of writlng you a score of times,
I baven't forgotten your kindness to
me"l

“Nonsense, Oakley. I liked you, and
it was a pleasure to me to be able to
show my regard,” responded the doc-
tor, with hearty good wlill.

“How I8 Mrs. Ewory aud Miss Em-
ory ¥

“They are both very well. They were
Just a little hurt that you ran off with-
out so much as & goodby."

Oakley gave him a quick glance.
“She 1s—Mlss Emory i stlll In Antl-
och?"

The doctor nodded.

“l dldn't know but what she might
be in the city with you.” Dan explalin-
ed, with evident disappointment.
“Aren't we ever going to see you In
Antioch again?' Inquired the doctor,
He put the question with studied In-
difference. Dan eagerly scapned his
face, The doctor ndgeted awkwardly.
“Do you think I'd better go back?"
he asked, with a perceptible dwelling
on the “you.”

The doctor's face became a trifle red.
He seemed to welgh the matter care
fully, then he sald:

“Yes; 1 think you'd better. Antioch
would like mightily to lay hands on
you,"”

Dan laughed happily.

“You don‘t suppose & fellow could
dodge all that, do you? You see, 1 was
golng west to Chicago In a day or so,
and I bad thought to take a run on to
Antloch. As a matter of fact, Cornlsh
wants me to keep an eye on the shops.
They are dolog well, you know, and
we don't want any falling off. But,
you understand, I don't want to get let
in for any fool hysterics,” he added im.
patiently,

Notwithstanding the supposed confl-
dence Iln which telegrams are transmit-
ted, Brown, the day man at Antloch,
generally used his own discretion In
giving publicity to any facts of loecal
interest that came under lLis notice.
But when he wrote off Dr. Emory's
messnge announcing that he and Oak-
ley were in Chleago and would arrive
In Antioch the last of the week he held
it for several hours, not quite knowing
what to do. Finally he delivered it in
person, a sacrifice of officinl dignity
that only the exigencles of the occn-
slon condoned In bhis eyes. As he hand-
ed it to Mrs. Emory he sald:

“It's from the doctor. You needn't
be afrald to open it; he's all right.
He'll be back Saturdny night, and he's
bringing Mr. Oskley with him. I came
up to see If you had any objection to
my letting the town know."

Mrs. Emory saw no reason why the
knowledge of Oakley's return should
be withheld, and in less than half an
bour Antioch, with bated breath, was
discussing the news on street corners
and over back fences,

That night the town council met In
secret pesslon to couslder the welghty
matter of his reception, for by com-
mon consent it was agreed that the
town must take officlal actlon. It was
suggested that he be given the froe-
dom of the clty. This sounded lurge
and met with instant favor, but when
the question arose as to how the free-
dowmn of the city was conferred the pres-
fdent turned, with a slightly embar-
rassed alr, to the member who bad
made the motion. The member ex-
plained, with some reserve, that he be-
lleved the most striking featore had to
do with the handing over of the city
keys to the guest of hunor, But unfor-
tunately Antioch bhad no clty keys to
deliver. The only keys that by any
streteh of the lmagination could be so
called were those of the courthouse,
and they were lost.

Here an appeal was made to the
Hon. Jeb Barrows, who was usually
called In to straighten out any parlla-
mentary tangles In which the councll
became involved., That emlnent states-
man waos leaning dreamily sgalnst a
plllar at the end of the council cham-
ber. On one of the cards he had al-
rendy penciled the brief suggestion,
“Feed him and bhave out the band"
He handed the card to the president,
and the council heaved & sigh of relief.
The momentous gquestion of Oukley's
officlal reception was settled.

When Dan and Dr. Emory stepped
from No. 7 Saturday night the statiom
platform was crowded with men and
boys. The brass band, which Autioch
loved with a love that stified critieism,
perspiring and in dire baste, was turn-
ing the street corner balf & block dis-
tant. Across the tracks at the rallroad
shops & steamn whistle shricked an e
static welcome

Dan glanced at the doctor with &
slightly puzsled alr.

“What do you suppose li the mat-
ter?” he osked unsuspiclously,

“Why, man, don't you understand?
It's you!™

There was no need for him to say
more, for the crowd bad caught sight
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"Toere be I8! Thére's Uakiey!”

And In an Instant Antloch, giving
way to wild enthusiasm, was cheering
fteelf binck In the face, while above
the sound of cheers and the crash of
music the steam whistle at the shops
sbiriezed and pealed.

The blood left Onkley's face. He
|lmkal down at the crowd and saw

Turner Joyce. He saw MeCllntock
| and Holt and the men from the shops,
who were, ¥ possible, the nolslest of
all. He turned belplessly to the doe-
tor,

"Let's get out of this,” he eald be-
tween his teeth, The crowd and the
noise and the excitement recalled that
other night when he had ridden Into
Antioch. Ag he spoke he swung him-
| #elf down from the steps of the coach,
|nnd the crowd closed about him with

A glad shout of welcome,

The doctor followed more slowly. As
he gnlned the platform the Hon. Jeb
Barrows hurried to his side,

"Where 18 he to go, Doe?" he panted,
“To your house or to the hotel 7"’

“To my house.” '

“All right, then. The crowd's .spoll-
ing the whole business. I've got an
address of welcome in my pocket that
I was to have delivered, and there's to
be a supper at the rink tonight., Don't
let him get away from you."

Meanwhile Dan bad succeeded In ex-
tricating himself from the clutches of
his friends and was struggling toward
A closed carriage at the end of the plat-
form that he recognized as the Em-
orys’,

In his haste and the dusk of the dull
October twilight he supposed the figure
be saw In the carrlage to be the doctor,
who had preceded him, and called to
the man on the box to drive home.

As he pettled himself he sald re-
proachfully:

“I hope you hadn't anything to do
with this."”

A slim, gloved hand was placed In
his own, and a laughing volce sald:
“How do yon do, Mr. Oakley 7"

He glanced up quickly and found
himself face to face with Constance
Emory.

There was g moment's sllence, and
then Dan sald, the courage that had
brought him all the way to Antloch
suddenly deserting him:

“It's too bad, isn't {t? 1 had hoped
I ecould slip in and out of town without
any one being the wiser."

“But you can't,” with a little air of
triumph. *“Antioch I8 golng to enter
tain you. It's been in a perfect furor
of excitement ever since it knew you
were coming back."

“Well, I suppose there is no help for
it,” resignedly.

“Where 1s my father, Mr. Oakley 1"
“I guess we left him behind,"” with
sudden cheerfulness. He leaned for-
ward so that he could look Into her
face,

“Constance, T have returned because
I couldn't stay away any longer, 1
tried to forget, but it was no use.”

Hneé naa WIthUrawn Der nana, puc ne
had found it again, and now his fingers

closed over it and held it fast, He was
feeling a sense of ownership,

“Did you come to meet me?’ he
asked.

“l came to meet papa."”

“But you knew 1 was coming too."
“Oh. no!"

(To be continued,)
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Makos Kidneys and Bladder Right

If you don’t see any funin
Marshfield drop around to the
shooting gallery on Front St.

Prizes offered for best shots.

Pull the
BELL CORD
Wet Your Whistle Then Blow

J. R. HERRON, Prop.
Fromt Street, : : Marshfield, Oregon
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TheC.B,R.&E.RR.
and Navigation Co.

TRAIN SCHEDULE NO. 2.

In Effect January 1, 1907.
All previous schedules are vold.
Bubject to change without notice.
W. 8. Chandler, F. A,
Lalse, freight agent; general offices,
Marshfield, Oregon.

manager;

No, 1, | Trains,
Dally |
Except Sunday. | Stations.

Leave 9;00 a. m.|Marshfield,
9:30 a. m.|B. H. Junction.
9:45 a. m.|Coqulile,
Arrive 10:30 a.m,|Myrtle Point.

No. 3. |
Datly |
Except Sunday, |

Leave 10:456 a. m.|Myrtle Point.
10:30 a. m.|Coquille,
12:00 m. |B. H. Junction.
Arrive 12:30 p.m.|Marshfield.

Extra tralns will run on daily
special orders. Trains to and from
Beaver Hill dally.

SKATING

Open afternoon and even-
ings, 2to 5 and 7 to 10,

RINK —aw
Announcements: [/ . veros,

Business Directory

Doctors.

E. E. STRAW, M. D.
PHYSICIAN AND SURGUEON
Digeases of the Eye, Ear, N¢
and Throat a s ity, |
Office in bar¥'s Building,
Marshfield, ‘ at |

.

DR. HAYDON

Offien o‘gpoltn Unlon Purnium Blose,
1060 17 nd 2 wrs

Hpecial attontfon to disenses of he

PR e I
Marshfield, . - m‘ .I

DR, J. W, INGRAM, .

Physician and Burgeon. |
Ofce over Bengstacken's Deug Stave.,
Phones—Offies 1621; residence THS.

. M. RICHARDSON,

Physician and Burgeon.
Diseases of eye, ear, noso and throst
A specisity. 4
Ofice in Hidorado Block. i

Lawyers.

E. L. 0, FARRIN,
Oity Attorney, Depuly Bist. Asgly.

Lockhert Bullding., Marshfiold, @rs

Marshfleld, +« =« « Qregen.

week diys only.

their own skates,
10 cents admisgsion
Gentlemen evenings,
Bpecial attention given to

to

J. W. BENNETT,

Prices:
25 cents for use of Rink OMce over Fianagan & Beastt
Bank.
skates. 3
15 cents for those using Marshfleld, =« =« « Osages.

0. F. McKNIGHT,

Upstairs, Bennett & Walter bloak.

m“w.

Weo repair all kinds of Machinery,
Hteam nnd Gaw Eogines, Guus and  Bi-

oyoles. Heat of work our Bpecialty. @ :

beginners every after-
noon. Marshfield, - == « Qregea.
Best of order always main-
tained. J. W. BNOVER
1 Attormoy-at-Law
D. L. Avery, Offce: Rogers bullding
Manager
Marshfield, Oragoa
COKE & OOKR,
Attorney-at-Law, .
Marshfield, - =« - Geagen
Nalson Iron Works -
PIXLEY YRR,
F. E. NELSON, Prop :m
worneys-at-Law,

Phone 701 . ., mu“ I

Office over Myess' Hiove. [

Real Estate Agonts.

We manuinctore Castiogs In Iron and
Hronge lor Haw Mille wod  Loggfog
Camps. We make the best Sheaves and
Road Spools for Loggurs, : : '

- . _ . __ __ |

TELEPHONEZVM

ORECON

MARSHFIELD,

F. H. BRIGHAM
ARCHITECT AND SUPERINTENDENT

Plans and gpecifications

Claims Sustained

UNITED STATES COURT OF CLAIMS

ThoPuhll:lllmu :Jht :‘ll’ j “ s :..‘...‘

L e e " is in fact the T8

lar Uu.uridgmr‘t’humu hly n:'ad-:ml in al:;':r

detall, and vastly enriohod 1n every part, wltﬁ

the purpose of sdapting It 1o meet the Inrgor

w saveror roquirements of snother geoers.
oy

Weo are of the opinion that this allogation
moest o riﬁ and nogurately desoribes the
waork that hos been acceomplished uwod the
rosult thit has been reached, The Diotionary,
: It pow stands, has becn thoroughly re-

ited in every detail, has been correoiod in
ovar{.part. und I8 ndmieably udapted to mest
the or pud severer requirviuonts of &
generation which demands wore of popular
{:Elulnnul knowledge than any goderation

rat

£ the world bosever coutalned,

It is porhups nevdiess to add that wo refor

to the dictionary In our Judiclild work wa of

tho highest authority in wocuracy of defin.

tlon ; and that in the future e i llmrnt 11

will be tho suuree of constaat referonce,

CHARLES O. NOTT, Chief Justics,
LAWRESNCE WELDON,

éﬂlﬂ‘ LAV
RTON L*F.KIJ-!

mmuu:r
The above refors o WERSTER'S
INTERNATIONAL DICTIONARY

North Bend,

—_—————————eee——

made for all classes of
buildings,

Oregon
PHONE 541

STEAMER FLYER
M. P. Pendergrass, Master

TIME TABLE.

Leaves Marshfield 7:80, 8:00,
and 10:30 a, m., and 1:00, 3:80
and 4:00 p. m.

Leaveas North Bend at 8:15,
9:45 and 11:156 a, m,, and 1:45,
85:16 and 6:00 p. m.

Makes dally trips except Sun~
days. Fare: One way, 15
cents; 1ound trip, 26 cemis.

THE GRAND PRIZE

(the bighost pward) ven to the luterna.

tional st the Worid's v B Louls,

GET THE LATEST AND BEST

You will be tnterested in owr E!
W

Apeciine i priges, sont fres,
G. & C. MERRIAM CO,,

Canstanoa’s wiance wandered madi-

of Dan and & bhundred volces cried:

Steam Dye Works

Ladies’ and Gen u."uuu-nll clean-

DIER LAND COMPANY

North Bend,

Real Estate Brokers
Qrogoa.

McPherson Ginser Co. §

Cigars sand saloon sup-
plies,

California Wises & Specialty '
Front 8¢., Marshfledd

Coos Bay
Steam Laundry

el e

MARSHFIELD ss¢ NORTH BEND

All work mqu
the North Bend Plant

PUBLIOHENS,
UPRINGFIELD, MASS.

ed or .
Philip Becker, Proprietor.

Ty iy




