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Tell the People“Why” in

Your Advertisement

Why they should buy of you
Why you offer Bargains
Why you sell cheaper

Why you lead competition
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The Faith of
M a ri

| A Case of Too Many
Wires

By AGNES G. BROGAN

| A great city. There Is a noise ln the
| streets, over the streets, under the

Ings In the morulng rolls down from
the north like the ebblog tide and flows
up agnin In the evening. And all night
the whirl goes on, but a different whirl.
There 1s n glow of electric Ughts; the
| streets are full now not of workers, but
|ur pleasure seekers, They pour into
the theaters, into the hotels, into the
restaurant.  And then they pour out
| ngaln.

Captives In the cage of the city jall,
Imuu moved sbout like bees In some
mammoth hive, and not unlike the
buzzing of bees came the continuoal
b | hum of thelr low voiced conversation
¥ | Here rough faced men passed the anx-
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[ stréats, A whirling mass of human be- | well.

£NOW (DAT L COUIA De SO CIEVer, PeTer—
conld of myself earn so much money,
enough to bring me to the far America.
But we, alone—1 did it" The trlum- |
phaut tone turned now'to ove of deep
compasslon. “And you, my Peter”—
the girl sald quickly—"they have made
you suffer. Because of a cruel. wicked
mistake they bave placed you here
behind their great locked doors.

“ He Is married In this country,’ the
men tell me, but | ask them how ciu
that be. It Is foolish, for |s not my
Peter my husband, and have I not here
our printed records? But the Interpret-
er s very stupld, and be will not un-
derstand, nnd he tells me over and
over agaln, ‘Peter Olaf ia married.’ so
I come away angry." |

The girl tossed her head. “Be brave,
peloved.” she sald, *and all will yet be |
|

“Do not grieve that 1 must go
pack, for so they have ordered. ‘Re-
turn at once to your own country,’ the
stern man said, as though that were
punishment to me, 1 am glad—glad
o go,

“Here the people are so strange and
fine and grand: here no one cares."
Mari caught her breath sharply. Tears |

| welled in the golden black eyes. Bhe |

wuited, wondering at bis sllence, and |
then, with a sudden hopeless gesture, |
Peter stretched forth his arms.

“Muri,” he murmured brokenly, “If
I could but touch your hand."

“Have 1 not, then, the same long- |
iug?" she answered tremulously. “But !
when they have learned their mistake, |

Pity These Poor Little Children
Of New Jersey's Moral Outlaws

Why your store is popular

Peter, when they know of their wrong, '
then they will set you free, and you

5| lous hours, engaged boisterously In a
’I game of cards, while over there others

e —

Take the Folks into your

Confidence

Don’t be afraid of your com-
petitor---remember the fel-
low who first gets to the fore
with his bargain news has
an advantage over the par-
rot who copies your method,
your progressiveness has
forced him to give the peo-
ple what you first offered
them freely. Don’t you be-
lieve the buying public will
be quick to see the differ-
ence? Well, rather

‘Make You Statements In.

an Attractive Way

In other words, talk to the
buyer though the newspaper
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sut lost In deep brooding dejection.

Ope figure dlone seemed to stand
apart, different from them nll 'l‘ms|
difference might bave been accounted |
for by the jaunty suit and cap and
the high white collar which the young ‘
man wore; but, after all, it was a cer
taln Infectious light of good humor

b [ in the bhoylsh blue eyes, an lrrespon.

sible alr of happiness, which distin |
guished Peter Olaf from bis compan- |
long in erime. Onece aguln he walked
the length of the long room, keeping
time to his step by a subdued though
merry whistle; then he piaused sociably |
at the side of a prisoner who glowered
up at him. Peter spoke with a soft |
foreign accent.

“That makes twelve times around,” |
he said. The man addressed lnmber-

| ed to his feet, Jolning the youth in his

wiulk,

“What chu here for?" he growled

The boylsh blue eyes widened, while
a dull red crept to the blond hair on
Peter's forehead. *“Bigamy,” he nn-
nounced briefly. The elder man stood |
still with a muttered exclamation.

“Bigamy,” he repested, and exclaim- |
ed agaln—"bigamy, a kid like you?
What chu do it for?"

Peter Olaf shook Lis head. 1 didn't
mean to” he sald slowly. *“I1-—1 don't
know,

“It just happened. Far away in Rus-
gla wns Marl Before 1 eame to this
new country Marl and 1 were mar |
rled. -
“Qome day 1 would send her money;
then she must come to me  So I told

| her we would be rich here and happy.

And Marl was glad. At first 1 wrote
to her long letters, and then"— Peter
stopped_ abruptly. When be spoke
agafn Lls tonge was barder, more ¢on-
stralned.

wiell, In the house where 1 board-
od llved Binca. 1 was lonely here in
the strange country—oh. very. very
lonely.

uBinnea was most kind nnd beautifol,
Together we went to many places—
out upon the ferrybonts in the moon-
light, down to the sinds of the sea
And Mari seemed to fade away S0 far

[ 1 could scarce remember her face, It

grew dim like a dream one has almost
forgot.

wind so 1| did not send to Marl
the money, May not one have a new
wife in a new country when one ghall
pever return to the old? Blanca also |
bad a lover who would have married
her.

wThis she told me" The boy pass-
ed his hand mcross hie forehead. “So
what could I do?" he asked. “Could
[ lose Blunca?' And then that very
day when we Wwere married Marl
comes along to this country. Alone
gshe had worked and gaved, and Dow
she 1s here. e

wAnd Mari nsks them to find me
tor her—the officlals—and when they
find me 1 am married again. So you
gee It 1s bignmy. That is what they
toll me, and I must be held for trial”

The boy clutched the prisoner’s sleeve
fearfully. “What will they do with
me?" he cried

The hardened man, whose owa erlme
had brought suffering to many, stared
disgustedly Into the trightened face

“Do with yon,” he answered fercoly
—*“do with you? 1 dou’t Enow, but 1
hope they will lock you up 1 hope
they make you work as she never
thought of working—that little Russian
thing vou deserted. Chances are Lhay
That Innocent,

| mort of dogged devotion |

| she turned back to smile at him,

will busten back to our happy home
land.

“There will 1 be to welcome you and
gee in the gurden our fruits and flowers
are growing and upon the hills our
sheep. So you will be content und hap- |
py forevermore, 80 you will never care
again to wander.” .

“Muari,” the boy cried out in despalr,

“how may I then come to you—I who

am so unworthy ¥

An attendant Inid a kindly band upon
the girl's shoulder, “Time's up be
reminded. Marl looked back through
the screen with reproachfnl eyes.

“You unwoerthy, Peter?” slie sald ten-
derly. “You"— Then obediently Mari
followed on up the stalr. Outside be- |
fore the jall a dark faced Itullan paus-
od to adjust the golden barp which he
enrried. At his side, in blzarre cos-
tume, tripped a red lipped girl. With |
a swift sldelong glance at the man she
filrted her beribboned tambourine,

“1 go in there, Tonl. she sald. "1 not
play on the boat today.” The Italian
¢tood looklng down upon her with a

“You go to see him, Binnen," he sald
—*he who was not your husband. He
fool you and lie to you, yet you can for- |
glve?" The girl shrugged her shoul-
ders.

“What do 1 forgive?' she asked part-
ly. “He leave her for me. If he leave
me for her"—Bianen's eyes narrowed—
“hut Petro he not do that,” she sald.
Halfway to the impressive entrance
“You
walt for me, Tunl?"' she called, and the
Itulinn answered with sad resigna-
tlon:

“Always 1 wait for you, Blanca."

She smiled at Peter also, showing her |
pretty white teeth, ns he drew near the
forbidding screen.

“Hello!” she greeted him gayly.
“'Hello, but 1 eannot shake hands."

“Would you?" Peter nsked her grave-
Iy. “Would you if you could?"

“Why not?' lnughed Blanca. “You
wiil be free,” ghe added quickly. I ask
thie man ot the desk if they send you
to Juil, and he frown, and he say he
think not. They send you back per-
haps where you belong. But, Petro,”
she whispered softly, “when you fre
free you will come back to me? Prom-
ise. | nm your wife." |

The boy leaned wearily agninst the
screen.  Through It came the fragrant
breath of roses in her halr,

“Promise, Petro,” the girl caressing-

ly implored him.
“I will come back to you, Bianca"”
he answered evenly. She lnughed a

“little as she turned away.

“Goodby,” she sald. And ns she
enme out ngaln Into the light and
found the Itallan siill waiting in pa-
tlent hopelessuess Binnca noticlpated
the burning question of his eyes

“No," she said, slowly shaking her
head: “no, Tonl: he never come back
to me: never, any more.” The mun
leaned forward, unbelleving.

“He told you that?" he asked eagerly.

“He pot tell me,” Binuncea replied,
with a shrewd little smile “He not
need to tell me; [ know.”

“Reloved!” the man euntreated and
spoke no other word. For a moment
the singing girl swaged her tambou-
rine teasingly before ber mocklng face;
then. suddenly serious, she gnzed at
him neroas the tinkling bells

“Your kind, Tool" she sald gently;
“the slow kind. 1t is the best™

And rur out upon the pler another

ln an attempt to stamp out the mornl lawlessness.
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It's not amusing; it's tragic. These two tols are some of the unfortu-

nate “Pineys” of New Jersey, children of moral ontlaws of the pine

belt of that state. 1f the state does not redeem them and thelr hun-
dreds of illegitimsate brotliers and sisters they will grow up to be the same sort
of {lliterate, imbecille, degenernte persons that their elders now are. It's pitl-
ful; it’s horrible. A recent official report of the New Jersey commissioner of
charitios and corrections to Governor Fielder shows that these “Pineys’—80
cnlled becaupe they llve In the pine belt of lower New Jersey—have lived a
law unto themselves for & century. The state is just wakening up to the ter-
rible situntion. The investigation 1s likely to result In wholesale prosecution

| THIS pleture probably makes you gmile, It ought to make you weep.

NEW HOMEJSEWING
MACHINES
HAVE NO SUPERIOR

0 Days Special

at 25 Per Cent Discount

CRAVEN BROS., Agents

DALLAS, OREGON
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Star Transfer

WE MOVE ANYTHING
THAT 1S MOVEABLE

PROMPT SERVICE
G. A. and L. C. MUSCOTT, Proprietors

Ellis’ Confectionery 1062

Phone Stands:—Webster's Confectionery 511
Barn 1074
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® h s Oll would won't do It r!"-"'-ik'"- . . girl sat, her opraised fuce glorified In
baby face of yours will carfy FoU  ¢ne jight of the setting sun. ber dark "
]uSt t e same a y through. You'll only be .m‘mmd eyes Olied with dreams “Deported,” BLBCTRO-TEBR;:]}:{E.T_: AND ELECTRO-SURGEON
“Deported?” questioned the boy ea- myrmured a pitying volce. but the im- pec .

if he came into your store.

gerly. The mun turned on his beel
“Yea," he grufliy —“sent
back where your kind belong >

nnswerel

migrant girl was smiling happlly as
she followed the loug Hoe Into the
great white ship Marl bad enternd

Cancers and Tumors

No Knife and Loss of Blood. No Plasters and Pains for Hours or Days.

i w . Peter Olnf stood cunsidering. He gnon the journey into her promived
Tell hlm hy”--that s the seemed to see ngaln the little village ::uul - } POLYPUS, GOITRE, PILES, FISTULA, STRICTURE,
that had been his home, the tiny school SHYSIOLOGIC TREATMENTS For
sa where he W art had gone —
house where he and Mart bad gone so DISEASES o ORI, e sk o n % =

secret of successful news-
paper salesmanship.

F* L S T = = & TP e e o T e e e e

many years ! wgether. Then across his
memory Sashed a pleture of Blapca—
Blapnca of the rcrimson [ps and laugh
ing eyes. The greal caken doors Just
beyond the heavy acrern opened now
and closed with much gruting of locks
As through n mist he saw the Agures of
w0 officer and a girl

afForty-five’™ rang out the officers
volee and the girl's slender figure came
townard him

wareringly. Indistinctly

Readers of this department who may
be interested In the growing of alfalfa
should send 1o the department of sgrl
culture at Washington for Farmers’
Bulletin No. 3%, prepered by J. M
Westgate. The author has spent years
in stodying the growiang of aifnlfa in
every state in the Union, and the bulle-
tins referred to gives the results of his
resparch. The author Is s Kansas man
and lad extensive experience In the

Weuralgia, Neurasthenia, Gout, Rheamatism,
Diseases of the Liver, Stomach, Kidneys, Bladder, Prostate,
Asthma, Bronchitis, Catarrh, Dyspepaia, Constipation.
Dallas, Oregon, Telephone 1303
619 Washington St Hours: 0-12, 2.5, 7-8,
1%, Block Bast of 8. P. R. B Daepot. Sandays: 9-1.

Dr. Toel has again been compelled by many new cases to extend hin
stay in Dallas New patients will again be sccepted and Dr. Toel will
stay in Dallas until be bas finished their cases.
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