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Good Reiaona for Opllinlim.
The little world of oiiim Is mil grow-

ing worse to the men uud women who
are doing Ihelr best to make It better.

Sp.aklnfl th Truth,
When a man Mietik the Irulh In lh

rplrlt of Iruth his eye Is us clear a
Hie heavens.- Kincraoli.

VDevils Own.
ABomonwof A Black Hawk War

...... 1

fo'rwSrti, STICI '.CWflKtf Vi 'VGU'e' TO a
hoarse whisper.

"Wal" now see yere, Moffett I'm
goln' fer ter be i plain with yer.
I reckon yer whut yer Buy ye are, fer
thar ain't no reason, fer as 1 kin see,
why we should lie 'bout It. Yer flat
broke, an' need coin, an' I'm takln' ye
at yer own word thet ye dou't care
overly much bow yet git It Thet
true?"

"Jost 'bout o It ain't bo hnngln'
Job."

"H , thar ain't really no manner
o' risk at all. Yer don't even Imv' Icr
break the law, fer as I know. It's
Just got fer ter be done on the dead
quiet, an' uo question asked. I'll tell
yer all yer need ter know. 'Taln'l such
a long story. This yere Joe Kirby he's
a frion' o' mine; I've know'd him a

long time, an' he's In n h of n fix.
Here's how It all happened : Thar wus
an ol' planter llvln' down In Missoury
at a place called Beauralre's l.nndln'.

"Procrastination is the thief of time"
and causes

the Ruination of
many good

Automobiles

motoriiiHii mill h call for Hie police.' a
woman who mi Id dial slie knew some-

thing 11I1011I hoi'ses, said the animal
was oxereonie hy hard work, and she
gave Inst ructions to Hie drlter as to
what he hlioulil 1I0, Afler a few mill-ule-

hud piir-sc- a clf i'lntiry slopped
out of Hi,, crowd anil look u look al
llie horse. The eterinui',v turned to
Hie cop and llie oilier mill said:
'There Is nothing the imiller villi
lliis hore. Hi Is ilred and he Jusl
niinle up his mind In lake a rest. You
know when 11 horse gels Ilred, lie Is
not particular us to where he sirelehes
his bones. My word fur it, lie will be
all rlglil In 11 few minutes and be on
his way."

The uomiin did not agree with him
and Insisted lluit something be done to
iiHcvlalo the iiiiiiiinl's suffering. She
anil the veterinary got into a healed

when die burst without fur-
ther ado decided thai Hie street was
not Hie best place In the world to
stretch Ills honi-- on. so he got up on
nil fours and shook himself. Tlie
ilrlcr hlii'lied ti tit to the wagon, and
Mr. Horse sinned off on his labors us
If nothing lind happened. One mall In
llie croud mi hi Hint he'd be darned If
he eter knew iinill then Hull a horse
could think.

In Had Weather when you cannot list; your car
that is the logical time to have it

UK PAIRED.

In saying that we have only first class me-

chanics we mean that we have the highest paid
combination of auto-electricia- auto me-

chanics and lathe men.

In saying we guarantee our work we mean to
the complete satisfaction of the customer.

HAVE YOUU CAR OVERHAULED
AND MADE READY FOR SPRING.

Deschutes Garage Co.
Agents for NASI! Touring Cars and Trucks.

ENTERTAINERS IM HARD LUCK

But to Put It Mildly, They Wr Un.
fortunate in Their Selection of

"Enlivening" Song.

While writing a book at Northamp-
ton. Mass., and a neighbor of Profes-
sor Whitney, Itaphuel I'limpelly tells
In his reminiscences, Miss Alice Whit-

ney told htm the following at once
humorous and pathetic story:

"They hud us guests staying with
them n inlssiouury and his wife from
the south sims. The woman wns
tall and of siern uspert ; the hum, her
second husband, was a small uud
timid creature. due evening. In 11

attempt to Introduce a Utile liveliness
Into llie solemnity. Mrs. Whitney
ioked her sons. Just home from col-

lege, and hrr daughter to sing some
college songs. So gtilhi-rin- around
the piano. lth their bucks to the nn- -

liieliee. the olllig people begun 'The
King of till' I 'llllllll'iil !IiiiiIn.' As

t In- - song progressed Hie missionary
holy grew more und more erect and
severe, and when it eiinio 10 Hie serv-

ing up of ronM m!.sloiiiiry hf, rose
In linger, nml w ith lo-- hlio k skirts
rustling vn. wulkeil so,. mnlv o'll of
the r n. followed timid.' her
shrinking Utile hiislniinl.

"Then Mrs. Whittle l.iirt out wl'h-'(lh-

children, children, whul linw ou
done? Her first his iinil wii mien
by cannibals !' "

How Weather Affects Steel.
In the heat of summer, owing to ex

pansion, u steel bridge Is appreciably
longer than It Is In the winter, und at
various times ot the ycur it may he
longer on one side Hum on the oilier.
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rperiiiTiteil him tolruil ine, bin voice
never eenslni: iik f followed the dim
trail. I mailt mil little of what lit
wild, nor did I question lilm. The
trail ended before a two-roo- lug
rnliln, so deeply hidden In the woods
o to be revenled nii'rely dy a slimmer
of light chilling out from within
through elilnks In the wiills. Tim funi-Me- d

for the latch and finally opened
the door, lurching across the threshold,
dragging me along after him. There
were two men ut a sloppy table, a dis-

reputable looking white woiuuu stir-
ring the contents of a pot bung over
the open fire, and a fellow behind the
bar, attired In a dingy white apron. It
was all sordid eunuch, and dirty a
typical frontier grogshop; but the
thing of most Interest to me was the
proprietor. The fellow was the same

Individual whom I had
watched disembark from the steamer
that same afternoon, slipping In the
yellow mud as he surmounted the
Jiank, dragging his valise along after

' him. So It was this fellow passeDger
who had given these fugitives refuge;
It was bis presence In these parts
which had decided Kirby to make the
venture ashore. He glanced up at our
entrance, the glare of light overhead
revealing a deep, ngly scar across his
chin and a pair of deep-se- t, seowllne
eyes.

"Back In time fer supper, hey. Ken-

nedy," he growled, none too cordiully.
"Who's yer frlenT

"A feller whut's goln' ter enlist.
He's all right. Jack." the deputy hic-

coughed thickly. "Le's liquor, an' then
we'll eat. I'm payin' the bill so
whut's' it ter yer?"

"Jfuthin" 'tall; eny frlen' o' yers gits
ther best I have."

IIe-e- t out a squat bottle on the bar,
and thinking It best to humor the both
of them I poured out a stiff drink,
fully aware that Rale was observing
my features closely.

"Seen yer afore sumwhar, ain't I?"
"I reckon." I replied Indifferently,

watching Tim fill his glass. "I worked
my way up on the boat ; saw yer on
board."

"Sure; that's it; 'tain't in my line
ter ter forgit a face. Yer ain't en-

listed jitr
"No ; I reckon I'll wait till maunin',

n clean up a bit fnrst How 'bout
earn soap an' water 'fore I eat? an'
yer cudn't loan me a razor, cud ye?"

"War I got plenty o' water, nn' may-
be cud scare up sura soap. Tim yere
he's got a razor, an' if he's a frien' o'
yers, I reckon be mought lend It ter
yer.

The deputy gulped dwn his drink,
and smacked his Hps, clinging with
one hand to the bar, regarding me lov-

ingly.
"Sure; he's a friend o' mine. Shave

him myself soon's I git sober. Whut's
thet? Yer can't wait? Oh. all rlgh'
then, take it yerself. Mighty fin' razor,
ol' man." ,

t

Rale found roe a tin basin, water, a
bit of rag for a towel, and a small,
cracked mirror, in which my reflection
was scarcely recognizable. He was a
man of few words, contenting himself
with uttering merely a dry comment on
Kennedy, who had dropped back into
a convenient chair and buried bis face
on the table.

"Tim's a good fellow, an' I never saw
him so blame drunk afore," he said, re-

gretfully. "He an' Kirby hed a row.
an' I reckon thet's whut started him
drinkln'."

"A row ; a quarrel, yon mean?" for
getting myself In surprise. "Who's
Kirby?"

"Joe Kirby; yer sure must know him
If yer a river man. Slim sorter feller,
with a smooth face; slickest gambler
ever wus, I reckon.

"Why, of course," getting control of
myself once more. "We picked him
op, long with Tim, down river. Hed
two women with 'em, didn't they?
run-awa- y niggers?"

Bale winked facetiously, evidently
rather proud of the exploit as It had
been related to him.

"War, ther way I tmderstnn', they
wa'n't both of 'em niggers; however,
thut was the story told on board. This
yere Joe Kirby Is pretty slick, let me
tell yon. One of 'em's a white gurl,
who just pretended she wus a nigger.
I reckon thet even Kirby didn't catch
on ter her game at furst; an' when he
did he wus too blame smart ter ever
let her know. She don't think he
knows yet, but she's liable fer ter find
out mighty soon."

"But he cannot hold a white wom-

an," I protested stoutly.
"Can't, hey I Wal', I reckon there

are ways o even doln' thet, an' If thar
be, KIrby'll find It I reckon she won't
find no chance ter raise a holler fore
he's got her tied good an' strong."

"Do you mean," I asked, bonified,
"thathe will compel her to marry
him?"

"Sum smart little guesser, ain't yer?
I reckon she's In a right smart way ter
do It, et thet"

"And wus this the cause of the quar-
rel between Kirby and Kennedy7"

"War, I reckon It wns; leastwise
Tim wndn't be mixed np in the affair
none. They hed It prorty blame hot
mi' I reckon thar'd 'bin a dead deputy
If hedn'r bin fer me, Tim thimght l!

FIVE-R-Od

WMaminiasw'rBKin4, no
wns n iiru"y jma irnrir m m frv?r
yere ter liquor, an' eat. Ther Joke ov
It Is. he never know'd thet Joe hed told
me all 'bout the fix he wus In, afore
we cum ashore. 11 , It wns all fixed
up whut wus ter be done only we
didn't expect the steamer wus goln' on
north. Thur's sum boys wantln' a
drink ; see yer agin."

I finished shaving, making no at-

tempt to hurry, busily thinking over
this new situation. In the first place
why had Kale' told me all this? I felt
convinced the man had some purpose
In his conversation, and that he had
not finished all he Intended to say,
when the entrance of customers com
pelled his return to the bar. His part-
ing words Implied that. I'erhaps the
revolt of the depuy made It necessary
for the conspirators to select another
helper to properly carry out their ne-
farious scheme.' and Bale had decided
that I might answer, I hoped this
might prove the'explanatlon and ile
tennlned to seek the earliest oppor-
tunity to impress upon that Individual
the fact that I was desperately in
need of money, and decidedly Indiffer
ent as to how It was obtained.

The two soldiers, whose entrance
had interrupted our talk, remained at
the bar drinking until after I bad
completed my toilet, and were still
there listening to a story Rale was
telling when the slatternly white wom-
an announced that supper was ready
to serve. Tim slept soundly, while the
other men remained engrossed In tbelr
game of cards. Rale glanced about
at these as though to reassure him-
self that they were Intent on their
play then, removing his apron, he
crossed the room and drew up a chair
opposite me.

"All right, Sal," he grunted shortly.
"Bring on whut yer got."

He remained silent, staring moodily
at the fire, until after the woman had
spreml out the dishes on the table be-

fore him. Then his eyes fell upon the
fare.

"Nice looking mess that," he
growled, surveying the repast with un-

disguised disgust. "No wonder we
don't do no business with thet kind ov
a cook. No. yer needn't stny--g- o an'
nuke up them beds In the other room.

I'll watch things yere."
I Judged the fellow had come over

intending to resume our Interrupted
conversation, but hardly knew whut
he had best venture. I decided to give
bim a lead.

"I alu't got no money, myself," I be-

gan to explain, apologetically, "but
Tim thared he'd pay my bill."

"Sure, that's all right; I ain't a wor-ryl-

none. Maybe I might put yer in
an easy way o' gettln' hold o' a little
coin thet is if ye ain't too blame

"Me."' I laughed. "Well, I reckon
I don't aim fer ter he thet. I've bin
ten years knockln' 'bout between New
Orleans an' Saint Louee, steambontln'
mostly. Thet sort o' thing don't make
no saint- - out'r eny kln'd man, I reckon.
What sort'r Job Is It 7'

He eyed me cautiously, as though
not altogether devoid of suspicion.

"Yer don't somehow look Jut the
same sort o' chap, with them ther'
whiskers shaved off." he acknowledged
soberly. "Yer a sight better lookin'
then I thought yer wus, an' a sight
younger. Wha wu it yer cum frum?"

"Frum Saint Louee, on the boat, if
thet's what yer drlvin' at."

"Tain't what I'm drlvin' at Whar
else did yer cum frum afore then?
Yer ain't got no bum's face."

"Oh, I see; well, I can't help that,
kin I? I wus raised down in Mlssisslp',
an' run away when I wus fourteen.
I've been a driftln' 'long ever since.
I reckon my face ain't goln' ter hurt
none so long as the pay b right"

"No, I reckon maybe it won't I've
seed sum baby faces in my time thet
sure hed the devil behind 'em. Whut's
yer name?"

"Moffett Dan Moffett."
He fell silent, and I was unpleasant-

ly aware of his continued scrutiny, mj
heart beating fiercely, as I endeavored
to force down more of the food as an
excuse to remain at the table. What
would be decide? Finally he spok(
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I Was Unpleasantly Awar of His
Continued Scrutiny, what Would
He Decide?

once more, but gruffly cnoughi leanlnr

BUNGALOWS

His name wus Beaucalre, an' he lied n
son named Bert, n
cuss, I reckon. Wal, this Bert ruiined
away a long while ago, an' never cum

j back ; but he left A baby behind him
a gurl baby which n quadroon slave
give birth to. The quadroon's name

, wus IVIln, an' the kid wus called
ni ne, lilt them names In yer head.
OI' Beaucalre he knew the gurl wus
his sou's baby, 'so he brought her up
'long'wlth his own daughter, who wus
named Klolse. They wus both 'bout
ther same age. an" nobody seemed ter
know thet Bene wus 0 nigger. Fer
sum reason ol' Beaucalre never set
her free, ner the quadroon neither.
Wal, Kirby he heard tell o' all this
sumwhar down the river. Yer see he
an' Bert Beaucalre run tergether fer
a while, till Bert got killed in a row
in New Orleans. I reckon he tol' him
part o' the story, an' the rest he picked
up In Saint Louee. Knyhow. It looked
like a d good thing ter Kirby, who
ain't passlo np many hetg. Ol' Benn-calr- e

wus rich, un' considerable ov a

sport; people who hed seed the gurls
sed they wus both ov 'em beauties n
Klolse the white one hod an inde-

pendent fortune left her through her
mother. So Kirby, he an' a feller
named Carver a, planned It
out betwixt 'em ter copper ol' Beau
calre's coin, an' pick np them gurl
along with It"

"But how cud they do thetr"
"Luck mostly, I reckon, an KIrhy's

brains. The plan wus ter git Beau-calr-

inter n poker game, ease blm
'long a bit, an' theu break him, land,
niggers, an' all. They didn't figure
this wud be hard, fer he wus a dead
game pimbler, an' played fer big
stakes. It was luck, though, what glv'
'em their chance. Beaucnlrc hed sum
minln' claims up on the Kevre, an' hed
ter go np thar. It's a long, lonesom'
trip, I reckon, an' so the other two
they went 'long. They got the ol
chap goln' and cotnln', an' finally cod
died hltn 'long till he put up his big
bet on a sure hand. When he found
nut wlmt lied happened the ol' gent got
so excited be flung a fit, an' died."

"Leaving" Kirby ownln all the prop-

erty?"
"Kvery picayune, niggers an' all. It

wus sum sweep, nn' he hed signed
hills o' sale. Wa'n't nobody cud git it
away frum him. Wal' Joe he didn't
want fer ter make no fuss, ner scare
the gurl none, so he went down ter
Saint an' made proof o' owner-
ship afore a Jedge he know'd. Then,
with the papers all straight, he, an'
the sheriff, with Tim yere. the deputy,
run up the river at night ter serve 'em
quietly on the (laughter the white
one, Klolse. Kirby he didn't aim ter
be seen at nil, but Just went 'long so
thar wudn't be no mistake. Yer see,
them papers had tor he served afore
they cud lake away tho niggers. Kir-

by wus goln' ter sell them down river,
an' not bother 'bout tho land fer
awhile, till after he'd bed a chance ter
shine up ter this yere gurl Klolse. He'd
never seen her but, enyhow, he got
thet notion In his hed."

"She wus the daughter; the white
one?"

"Sure; he hed the other by law.
Wal, when they all got thar, nobody
wns home, 'cept one o' the gurls, who
claimed fer ter be Bene the one
who wus a nigger, thet Kirby owned.
NebilV tnow'd which wus which, an'
so tbi-- J lied ter take her word for It
Thry t'udn't do nuthln' legal till they
faun! the other one, an' they wus
sit Ha' round wultin' fer ber ter turn
np, when the nigger gurl they wus
watchln' got away."

"How'd she do thet?"
"Don't noboddy seem ter knojv.

Damn funny story. Way they tell it,
finmhodv must'r knocked Klrhv down
an run nn" with hop WhnnM ,11,1 tt
stole the bout In which Kirby an' the
sheriff cum up the river, an' Just natur-
ally skipped out the sheriff's nigger
an' all. It wus a slick Job."

(To Be Continued.)

HORSE HAD A TEMPERAMENT

At Least Animal Seemed to Prove
That It Had the Ability to Think

for Itself.

Trlma donnas and artists
are temperamental, but It Is not often
that such a trult is found 'In a horse,
as was the case In an Incident
which occurred on one of the uptown
streets the other afternoon, says the
New York Times. The horse wns at-

tached to a delivery wagon. Mr. Horse
evidently thought that he had done
enough work for the day. so without
further ceremony he lay down across
the tracks of one of the trolley lines.

A crowd soon collected, fo! lov ed by
the usual excitement with u sinn11'11

More Important Thnn Air or fins

Kire Tersonal Injury
Theft Property Damage
Trnsportatlon Collision

Automobile
Insurance

BKND PARK CO.
J. C. Khodea I have just contracted for

the building of 1 4 modern
5 --room bungalows in Park
and Mill Additions. These
will include baths, base-

ments, plumbing complete,
and double constructed

To Car Owners
If your car needs repair-
ing, why not have it done

by an experienced me-

chanic? --one who has had

years of experience.

My aim is to ha every customer utit-fie-

Give me a trial.

A. W. BONTRAGER
135 Greenwood Ave.

Phone Red 881

WHY!
does our repair work

pay you best?
We Use Only Leather of

Quality.

Our Workmanship Is Careful
and Efficient.

Let Us Convince you it
pays to have

SHOE REPAIRING
done properly

CHAMPION-SHO- E

SHOP
Oreonwood Ave.

Wright Hotel Bldg.

throughout.

Easy
Terms
J. RYAN & CO.

First National Bank Bldg.

r'wiTtiam-nwim-ii.i m T-J


