fife

| might be so worried that he’d tell
*father.”

"~ “j dom't think that would be
quite falr, do you? Besides, he

Roberta’s brow clouded

*He cam’'t tell him what he
doesn’t know, can'he?” asked Pig-
Y.

“He can say I made him prom-
ise to help me get Ceclia away—
but I don’t think he'd tell father

“Well, be didn't help you. He
sajd you musta’'t make a move on
any account, and something abgut
serious consequences. What did
that mean?"”

“1 don't knew,” nhe unithd
uneasily. “Uniess father's got
seme hold ou him. They used to
be great friends. You gee, I've
beem living abroad and hawvn't
seen Clif for a long time—its =&
year and a half—so I'm mot as
weil posted as [ might be. Any-
way, I think I ought to let him
know 1'm not lost.” ‘ b

“All right. Let him tnow."
Piggy was as hear being sullen as
one of his cheerful nature counld
become. “‘Go and spoil it aH, it
you want to . Just Hke a girl!”

“But—Peter!"

“Go nhead and give the whole
thing away. .I'l get out.™

“Oh, la, la! What on earth’s the
matter with yout?"

Piggy was quite sure that he
knew what was the matter. She
was going to ntess up & perfectly
corking sporting proposition with
sentiment. She wanted to bring
into the game again & fellow who
had already backed down once
and left her in a hole. Of all
despicablé creatures in the known |
world, the one he most hated was
a quitter. Nizxon was a quitter.
Therelore he hated him. To his
mind his reasoning was axiomatic
in its clarity, but he did not voice
ft.

Instead, he sat dumbly poking
into the pint peedles with a twig,
flushed and indignant, and after
regarding him a moment in dis-
may, Roberta sald seftly:

“I never dreamed you'd feel
that way about it. Why, Peter, I
can't do this without you! You've
been perfectly wonderful, and if
anybod¥ can get Ceclia away you
can. 1 thonght I ought to let CHf
know 1 hadn't been murdered, or
kidnapped, or pushed down a
crack somewhere and stepped on.
But I won't if you don't want me
tor — if you think It would spoil
anything.”

“Sure it would. Spoil every-
thing-<é¥éry way,” he grumbled.
“In the first place, ke doesn’t
want you to do this and he'd stop
it if he could. In the second place,
the fewer people who kmow where
we are;, the better. In the third
place, he’d come chasing up here
after you amd gueer the whole
works by showing Thimself, or
something. Besides, I'm not going
to take any more chances thanm I
have to of belng identified with
this busimess. We can deo it by
ourselves, but if you want to get
him into it, all right. 1I'll get
out."”

“I don't want to. You're a lot
better at this sort of thing than
he'd bhe,” she sald frankly. “Bat
s0 far you've dome everything, and
1 »e

“Your turn will come. Don't

fret.”

“AN right. I won't any more.
We're partners, Peter.” She held
out her hand and Piggy teok it in
a close grip. man-wise. Tiny like
the rest of her, it was a figm littie
hand., yet curiously soft. He
liked the feeling of it, but it gave
him again that guesr warm shiver,
and he dropped it precipitately.
Turning way to cover his strange
embarrassment, he caught sight
of the parecel of crackers and
cheese,

_ “Hungry?" he asked, picking it
up.

“Peter! Did you bring some-
thing to sat? Oh, la, la! You are
a wonder! I'm ravenous.”

Peace established hetween them
again, they contentedly munched
their food. Ewideantly luncheon
was in progress at Birehwoed, also
as no one was visible for some
time. Eventually the dloor opened
and a short, pudgy wWoman crossed
the terrace, followed by Celia's

slistleas figure.

“That's mother,” said Roberta.

Pigegy surveyed the lady
through the glass in silence, but
to himself he sald: “‘She certain-
ly looks the part. Cushlons and
Claws, too, I should’t 'wonder.”
cream for hers.
shouldn't wondler.”

The two below, nnumhu ot}

chservation, wa slowly to-
wards a small orebard stretehing
along the hillside to the edge or
the woodland.

“Ouf for exercise, I guess,” h
commented.

“And m" Roberta added.
“Poor Celia!™ -

Presently m
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Thes @ |=
Tyler's Big Z 00!1 On-um wiil

;!;lu {to-r eglc:;' n;’t bo-
ave
iz the o::;; place E them, 157
8. Com'l. , *)
3 Chas. K-smuwu mm
u-

chauffeur was
the garage.

¥
=

] behind  their kennels, made a

Claws, too, I}

solution of Imh'bnlutc of soda,

i
\ Q i
__ 25

dash for him and, were jerked
to a stop at the end of their
chalu. whén they fell to barking.
“Aha!™ said Piggy. ““There's the
rest of the garrison. Turned loose
at night, I suppose. Well—I ke
dogs, but there are times awhen
they're superfluous.
what that fellow™s up to? Looks
uﬂhovu m;wuhoutthé
car.’

The chaunffeur bhad opemned tbhe
wide door of the garage, and a
moment ilater he backed ount
Scott'’s heavy black antomobile,
turned, and drove down the priv-
ate road toward the highway.
“Going for Bas, 1 guess,” Piggy
said. “Listen.’”

Through the ctisp, silent air
camé the hum of the eunginé as
the car turned wuttm up a
slight grade.

““Sure Mike! Come on,”
manded triumphantly.
uWhm?n
“Wherever he's going. Keene,
probably. They can't get away
while he's gone. That just shows
vou that plans arfe no good. Yom
never know what chance may of-
fer.”

“nlit I dn!t ue__v-

“Aw, wake up! I'll cultivate
him while you shop. Vs ahofers

* he eoin-

stand together, lady. Maybe I'll
find out eétliing. Come of.
Hustle!"”

Piggy took thq road to Keene at
a lvely eclip, but Scott’s man, af-
ter the manner of chanfieurs driv-
ing alone, had been egually ex-
peéditious and they did not ever-
take him. Entering the city at a
more discreet speed, Mrs. 8mith's
car drew up before the most prom-
ising-looking dry-goods emporium
facing the public square and Peter
Brown sprang out to opem the
door of the tonneau. As gshe
stepped to the curb, he saluted
respectfully and remarked in an
undertone:

“Now wrap the draperies of
yvour grief about you and sit down
for a pleasant time. It may take
me half an hour or se to Eget
around this guy.”

{Te Be Continued.)

(("n yright by Margaret Cameron Lewis
eleased through Centfral PPress Ass'n.)

The Cherry City Baking Co.'s
bread, pies and cakes are of high-
est quality. One of Qregon's most
sanitary bakerjes. sit it. Worth
while. A Salem show place. (*)

-

Smith & Watkins Tor tire serv-
ice at a lower cost. Vuicanizing
and rétreading, tube repaiving. 1f
you have tire trouble just call 44.
Cormér Court and High Bts. _ (*)

Capital Bargain House, Capital
Tire Mfg. Co., Mike's Auto Wreck-
ing. Three ln one. Bargain een-
ter of Salem. Thousands of bar-
H. Steinbock, 215 Cehtzr

)

NEW BOOKS AT LIBRARY

“THE BEST STORIRS OF 1028"
PART OF COLLECTION

gains,

According to a report issued
from the Salem Public Library a
number of fiew books have been
received there during the past few
days. Among tHem may Be found
the following with the authors
listed:

“The Piper's Fee” by 8.
Adams, “ﬂinﬂnx Winds"” by Kop-
rad Bercovidi, “David
by Charles Dickens, *“Ol
Twist” by Charles Dickens, “
Private Life of Helen of Tryo”

. ¥. Cowing, "North of 36" by
WwWild"” by Jack
Right of Way" hy

“The Inverted Pyruul'? bs BoW.
Sinclair, "“Gentle Jul B#
Tarkington, “Pillars o Ho

by C. M. Young, “He Rnher Bn-
jovyed It” by P. O. Wadehouse,
“Getting Together” by Edna Gels-
ter, “The Best Stories of 132§"
and "Representative Plays"™ by J.
M. Barrie.

In addition to these two books
for children were added. They
are lsted as follows: “Hays of the
Buflders” by Louise Lamprey and
Moon.

" Instead of soda hereafter take |
A Uttle “Phillips Mtk of Mague-
sia”™ in water any time for indi-

gestion or
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leaving thm:wm and
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ohn Erskine, “Sea Lavender” ﬁr
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our Portrait
‘Made During
“Photograph Week”

October 24th to 30th .

-

More than anyone else, the portrait

tributes to the family loyalty and fas spant.og;ghi i f Wif
" ] ikl & ' 4 -

| he young people go away tb see 13 An ‘ P
distant cities. Marriage often aeparatemﬂm '_ | "__

their parents. Business ambitions carry ‘members of

fam_lrhfs tholl::sands ?f }:illles f!;}hn: hom};pp fx
€ exchange o otogra isa y way of Reép- "
ing alive and fresh ol:ae sc:gental plcture of distant loved o
ones. It is a form of family '‘cement’'—it keeps aljve the &
e mast sa,cred sentiment and afbttlon. R
ile parents spend their declining years in lone- &
_someness and asolatwn theﬁonot only long!for the sight of
their children, but hope also for a peep at r grand-
.chiliren as well.
ud they are to possess photographs of “my sen’s
baby'' or ° my daughter’s baby.”
rn much the same way, the exchange of phatogl'gphs
binds together the friends one makes on life's highway—
friends once so intimate that they shared in the intimacies . - . iun
of your family circle. B
Greeting cards or gifts, sent Chri.tmn qg gn ‘New
;(car s Day, help to keep alive such friendshi mtt:.l
riends may themselves buy any gifts you may purchase

for them—except your portrait. £
For this reason, your photograph is the ideal gift 1o

either relatives or close friends. Nothing else is so appro-

priate, so desirable, so eager]y recejyed.

" And when tragedy stalks in the family, when death
corhes, when members of the family are mysteri
missing, when photographic udcnflfu:atlon is require
p!w aphs are exceédingly usefu -

) | Newsmpers deman photographs when you me
prominent in 'social or club activities, when dinge
occur.
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ose who are growing old like to possess
g?splu d?f themselves as they appeared in the first m s
oF you T ek
These are some of the points which portrait phatog-- -
raphers wish brop t to the attention of the pubuc, par- . LS

s 1 ticularly during hotograph Week." ‘ : ¢
) 17 ¥y © postpone ving one %_';:ortrqxt rhadc 18 to mke .
¥ TR certain your future regret. picture of yoyrself, as - :

' | i ou are today, cannot be made tomorrow or next year.
A Mg ‘ *hp picture which might have been fade tnday is gohe e
: forever if it is not made today.- _ R

e

Have your Portrait made dllring '_'Phdtolm'aph we_@k_"

' October 24th to 30th T
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