DAISY

She Rewards a Patient
Waiter
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The barnyurd fence divided JIncol
Reene's farm from that of his nelgh
bor, Lorenzo Nettle, Jocob lesned
over the fence and looked wisifully ut
the gount framed white mnre that
drooped  delectedly  pear the closed
door of her stable, Her rngged, un-
kempt mane was tangled with bars,
fome of last year's crop.  One eye
was of that dull bue, denoting n sight-
less vision; the other optie, of a soft
brown mildoess, was turned toward
the watchful Mr, Keene. The mare
shifted her sprung knees and wheezed
putiently.

Jacob turned and stumped into the
house, seattering the guthered ehiek-
ens  with  his  sudden  impetuosity.
“Lizzle.” he sald, nddressing hilg wife,
“It's a confounded shame how Loren-
2o trents that mare,
money to bhuy Dalsy off of him.™

Mrs, Keete turped mild Blue eyes on
her Irate lord. *1 wish you had, dear,”
she siuld meekly.

I wish 1 had the |

| glve me first chanee on her.

“Wishing don't do nny good,” soap :

pind Jucob.

“"That's what 1 was thinklng,"” she
admitted tacetlonsty,

*Humph! ‘That's all the sympathy
1 get, Lizgle Koeno,"

“You're making yoursell glek over
thnt horse,” objected Mrs, Keene as
her husbund moved Lils chole away
from bis holf tasted supper.  “If Lo
renzo won't sell Dalsy to you, why
don't you glve up the e "

Jacob glared ont of the window and

swallowed hard. “It nin’t that Loren
20 _don’t want to gell the erittor, Lis
glo,” he explained fmpatiently. “He
adn't got no use for hor with the hrown
horse.  He's just naturnlly s menn
lunks nnd becuise he knows 've been
wanting to buy back Dalsy ever since
Unele Willle so'd It to Lorenzo with
out ghving me frst bid on 16 1 never
heard of & Nettle yet that knew how to
tront o erltter human”
“He glvee her enoogh to ent, don't
he?" usked Mrs, Keene deprocat o [y,
“Yos, nfter he's kept her walting long
enongh, and she gets drink, too, after
awhile.  Dut If she only had half the
attentlon that the brown one gets sha'd
make o mlghty good looking horse”
His wife opened her eyes wide.
Yot she's tereible sprang, and some:
body sald ghe had the heaves, Jacah”
“Heaves or no heaves, Ul bet 1 eonld

mike that eritter ook ke a lady in- |

side of o week,” ussertod Jacol ¢omi-

dently, “I've never forgot how she
looked  when Uncle Willle used to
drive her to church on Sundays,

White ns snow she was, and her mane
ull erinkly ke silk, with a bloe rithon
tled In her forelock, She looks white
ns snow now, don't she? he joerad,
pointing at the sorry processlon enter
ing the Nettle stable. Mrs, Keene arose
and predsed her thin noge to the win
dow,

First there frisked the Nottle dog, ns
If her rasplng bark might luduce groat-
er speidd to the lelsurely progress of the
blighted Dalsy, who shiumbled in with
hanging head. Lorenzo Nettle follow
ed, twirling sn empty corn we sure
on his bhrogd polm and perhaps ensting
A speculative eyve toward the sunset
roddoned  windows of his  wel hbor
Lorenzo Nettle was uot Inhuman nor
was ho hard hearted; e merely lovid
money, and he had learncd that a Hotle
apparent neglect toward Dalsy would
only enhance her value In the eyves of
the nephew of her former owner,

Nor was he mistaken, for senrcely
hadd he elosed the stable door upon the
old mare, now comfortably watered
and fed In her stall, than Jacob
Keene's rotund form bobbed on the
ather side of the fence

“Howdy ™ Inguired | orenzo geninlly,

“Quite some” replied Jucob absent-
I¥. Then, “1 say, Lorenzo, what abont
selling Daluy 3

Lorenzo Nettle straightened sudden-
1y and looked sharply st s neighbor,
“Well, what about selling hor?

“Yon sald you'd cousider my offor of
$17." protested Mr, Koeene

“1 have consldered It. and 1 don't
consider 1t enough.  Now, Jacoh, you
know your Uncle Willle set great store
by Dilsy! When bhe sold her to me he
snld ghe'd wonde minutes
over to Fray's track the summer the
seven yonr loensts dikdo't come when
they wis due, and you know durped
well you ean't expect 10 got a throe
minnte trotter for £17' No, sie™

Jacobh Keene sat in thoughtful si.
lence for nwhile. “Yon bought that

het three

there Dalsy fifteen years ago, Loren.
0" he stated mildly, “sud the year
the seven yenr locusts skipped Little
Niver was twelve yoars before that,
wo 1 can figure that Dalsy wasn't do
ng

any three minutes when you

bought lier off of Uncle Willle, and if
you pald more'n £25 for her then I'll
eat my hat!™

As Lorenzo 4 not offer to solve the
problem of Dalsy's cost there wns no
occaslon for Jacob to loneh on his df
lnpldated hendgear, Nevertheless that
bafMed gentleman nibbled thoughtful
Iy at its frazzled straw brim.

“INd you never hear of anything In
crenging in value?" asked Torenzo aft-
er awhile

“Not horses—unless vou're trying to
argue that the high price of meat kas
got anything to do with it,” retnrned
Jacob scornfully. “As 1 rememver It
Lorenzo Nettle, the cummer my Uncle
Wilhie sold you Iuisy was the time
whoen 1 bud the typhold fever, and [
wins so slek that | didn’t know noth
Ing about the transaction. Aund when
I was up sgnin and fourd out about
it, why, Uncle Willie hay died, and you
wouldn't sell the borse (o me”

“Iiight enough! Why shonld 1 sell
it to you, Jacob? 8She wias Just the
critter 1 wanted for spare work.
You've acted tarpation foolish over
thnt critter for fifteen year, and you
might o8 well spit it ont now and tell
me why yon want that particular hoss
and no other. You aln't got stable
roomt for her with your two, and she
ain't what you'd eall faney lonking
now, Is she?™

“She Is not," said Jacoh serlously,
“put 1 always lked Dalsy, and when
she was 1 coll TTnele Willle promised
It e ever sold her to angbody he'd
I walted
twelve vears for her, and when 1 was

| glek he

“I expect he thought you waso't go-
Ing to get any better,” remarked Lo
renzo.  “Well, it's all done and gone,

Jucol, and the mare s mine. I you
wanter puy fifty for her, why"
SEIfty Y bellowed  Jacob anerily,

slipping over into his own yard. *1
guess you've got mised In your mind
between  horseflesh thicty venrs old
and cold storage beef”  And he dis-
appeared In the darkening twilight to
sputier his wrath to the patient enrs
of Lizzie.

The next morning at 10 o'clock he
fuced o trlumphant  Lovengo gdcross
the barnyard fonce. “Well, you're too
Inte now, even If you've a mind to give
fifty.” remarked Mr. Nottle,

SWhint do you menn?  You alo't nev-
er sold Dalsy ™ challenged Jacoh.

“Phat’s It."

“Who ta?" nsked Jacob owlishly.

“The minister over to Elmville, He
saw her vesterdoy, and he sent word
by Dan Inst nizht he'd tnke her, He's
glving fifty for her: Secms to know
whit he's about too.”

“Soomu (o me If 1 was golng to sting
n minlster on o horge deal | wouldn't
tnke so much from bim," declored Ju-
cob,  erimson with nuger and con-
tempt,

Lorenzo flushed, “You're mad be
cange you aln't got the price to buy
her vourself"

“T nm mnd becnnge you won't sell
for whnt she ls worth, The lenst you
onn do to mnke things right for that
minister, Lorenze Nettle, 1= to fix that
horse up so shie'll ok respectable for
n minlster to drive bohind.”

“What wonld yon do? demanded
Lorenzo, opening the stable door and
leading forth the ebiect of discussion,

Jacob surveved lls lost opportanity
with tender eyes. T besin by glving
her o pood sermbbing whih warm wa-
ter and yaller soap and rvinse hor good
(il she was white as when Unele
Willle used to drive her. Then I'd
sonk her mane In warm water and
comb onut all the bors and tngles till
It was white and iy, and 'd breaid
A Dlue ribbon tn her forelock. T'd b
her down tHl she shined Hke satin,
and P'd cut her fetlocks gnd trlm her
hoofs and oll ‘em, and I'd have her
new shod, amd then U'd rub Her down
good with lnlment to tike some of
the Kink outer her muscles, With hoer
tnll waving like a white plume she'd
look like of them old batile
chargers, oh®™

“By all your talk I reckon she would,
I s'pose T might o= well do I, thongh'
nereed Lorenso as o sop to W's rather
burdened consclonce.

Late that afternoon n re'nvenated
Daufsy, as white ns the sluple tlower
for which she was named, was tarned
fnto the daisy prown meadow 1o capor
awkwardly abont on her singulatly
trim fest. The blue ribbon dangled
above her astonlshed pood ove and
gave her a decldedly mkish appear
ance, but with her knees hidden in the
clover and dnisies she looked very
handsome ns she moved slowly to and
fro. wipping daintlly with her worn
toeth and soft white Javob
Keene stood afar and lookad on her
snow white form with tears In his
eves and wes not ashamed. To him
she wis the vne horse be had always
desired, and now she wou'd never be
his.

That night at 11 o'clock he wus called
forth by the excited hired mun to Lo
renzo Nettle's barnvard. “What's the
matter? he demnnded anxfonsiy.

“She's  deud,” snapped Lorenso,
“That horse 18 dend. Thit eomes of
washing her and"—

“I've done that lots of times, Mr
Nettle,” protested his hir d man, *only
1 Buess you let her omtdoors (oo soon "

one

Thisse

]

“And she hasa't been pald for,” went |
on Lorenzo bitterly. “1 expect T cum
sell her to the soap factory for five’—

“I'll glve yon seventeen,” sald Jacob

]

qulckly.
“Well, of all the-1'll take it, cash
now,” sald Lorenzo. and there fol-

lowed  brief transaction that made
Tneoh Keene the owner of the long
coveted horse, only now she waese white
and stiff. Jacob said he would hury
Dadsy in a corner of his meadow whare
his favorite dog was interred. and it
was u silent processlon hended by the
brown mare which drgged the blan-
ket on which reposed the 1T form
of Dnisy
The first thrust of « sharp spade in
e moonlighted turf of the mecdow
happened to glance shar;ly  across)
Daler's fank, and to the horior of the
onlooker she kicked 1 d'y, rilaxed her
stiffencd museles, shivered o d slowly
serambled to her fect
“anot dead, but steevinge” " quoted
Dan [Tarmon under his broath as the
dlzconcerted Lorenzo turred shorly
| about and went back to b, =-hi e Ja-
cob Keene, with 1] conces’ed dellght,
eurefully led his long walted for pet
Into the comfortable stall

The Evil Eye.

The superstition known as the
evil eye is by no means dead as yet.
It is still universal among savages
and most semisuvages, and in |
many of the eountries of Enrope it
still holds sway, In gemote corners
of Russia, Austria, [talv and Bole- |
min, a8 well as in other sections of
Europe, the * peasan's  vesort to
charmg to stave off the innence of
the evil eve as much as t did a
thousand vears ago. The supersti-
tion is still sbrong among the Arabs
and neeroes of Africa, ag well as
among the black people of the West
Indies and the southern states.—
New York American.

A Chapel In a Mine.

One of the most remarkable
places of worship in the world is
the miners” ¢hapel in Myndd Men-
igld’ colliery, Swunsea, where for
more thun fifty years the workers
have cach morning assembled for
worship. This sanctuary is situated
close to the bottam of the ghaft and
is lighted by a solitary Davy safety
lamp hung over the pulpit from
the eeiling. The oldest miner in
the colliery is generally chosen to
officiate.

Gratitude.

There is a beautiful little etory in
Emergon’s “Journale,” of which his
son, the editor, Dr, Edward W, Em-
erson, said the poet was very fond.

A cerfain widow was so poor that
she cked out the one thin bed cov-
ering by laving an old door over
verself and her little childeen.

“Mamma,” one of the children
gaid one hitter night, “what do
those poor little children do who
haven't got a door to cover them ?”

Looking For Trouble.

“I think my wife is the limit for
meeting tronble halfway,”

“How's that

“Why, our bahv’s only six wveeks
old. and she’s alveady worrving he-
anse <he's afruid he mav 1narry
some girl we don't like,” ;

Zook the Painter,
your paper for you.
IN THE COUNTY COURT OF THE

STATE OF OREGON, FOR THE

COUNTY OF POLK.
In the matter of the

estate of
Samuel H.

To Rhoda Peterson, John W. Peterson,
Charles A, Peterson, George M.
Peterson, Mary A, Starr and Grove
A. Peterson, greeting:

In the name of the State of Oregon, |
You are hereby cited and required to
appear in the County Court of the State |
of Oregon, for the County of Polk at
the Court Room thereof, at Dallas in
the County of Polk, State of Oregon |
on Saturday, the 11th day of November |
1811, at 10 o'clock in the forenoon of
that day, then and there to show cause, |
if any there be, why the following des. |
eribed lands should not be sold, to-wit:

Beginning at a point 590 foet Suuth'
and 200 feet East of the Northwest |
corner of Out Lot No, Twelve (12) in
the town of Monmouth, Polk County, |
Oregon, running thence South 184 feet, |
thence West 75 feet; thence North 184.1I
feet; thence East 76 feet to the place of
beginning. 1

Wirness:  The Hon.Ed F. Coad,
Judge of the County Court of the State |
of Oregon, for the County of Polk with |
the Seal of sxid Court affixed, this Tth |
day of October, A, I, 1911,

[sEAL] Attest;

E. M. SsitH, Clerk.

SIBLEY & EAKIN, Attorneys.
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GRAND-MOTHER may not be as
spry as she used to be, but she is in
close touch with her worlc_l for all that,

The telephone enables her to make many calls as ghe
pleases, and in all sorts of weather.

Formal gatherings have their place, but it is the many

little intimate visits over
yvoung and interested.

the telephone that keep people

-

Grand-mother’s telephone visits do no stop with

her awn town.

The Long Distance Service of the Bell

Telephone takes her to other towns, and allows rela-
tives and friends to chat with her although hundreds

of miles away,

The Pacific Telephone & Telegraph Co.

Every Bell Telephone is the Center of the System

WESTERN

P. E. CHASE. Manager.

lMonmouth,

List"yoﬁi' property with the

REALTY

COMPANY

First door West of Perkins Pharmacy

- Oregon

The HERALD

Neat, Newsy

and Clean

N ob work neatly done. Prices reasonable

——

THE

Herald and Pacific Monthly one year,
Herald and Pacifice Homestead one year. ...
Herald and Weekly Oregonian one year. .

Herald and Daily Telegram one year,

$1.75
1.60
2.00

: NOTICE TO CREDITORS
Notice is hereby given that the un-
| dersigned, Eliza E. Hawley, has been
[duly appointed by the County Court of
[the state of Oregon for Polk County
executrix of the estate of John H.
Hawley, deceased, and has qualified.

All persons having claims against the
| said estate are hereby required to pre-
sent them duly verified with the proper
| vouchers within six months from the
date of this notice to the said execu-
trix at her residence in the city of Mon-
mouth, in Polk County, state of Ore-
g(ln.

Dated and first published September
29, 1911,

Evriza E. HawLey,
Executrix of the estate of John H.
Hawley, deceased.

OSCAR HAYTER, Attorney.
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NO. 10,071,
TREASURY DEPARTMENT.

Office of the Comptroller of the Currency
Washington, D, C., August 24th, 1911
Whereas by satisfactory evidence

presented to the undersigned, it has

been made to appear that,

“THE FIRST NATIONAL BANK
of Monmouth, in the town of Monmouth
in the County of Polk, and Stateof
Oregon has complied with all the pror
visions of the statutes of the United
States, required to be complied with
before an association shall be author-
ized to commence the business of bank-
ing,

Now therefore I, Lawrence O. Mur
ray, Comptroller of the Currency, do
hereby certify that

The First National Bank of Moo
mouth, in the town of Monmouth, it
the County of Polk, and Stute of
Oregon, is authorized to commence th'
business of banking as pro\'idnd‘ m
Section fifty one hundred and sixty
nine of the Revised Statutes of the
United States.

Conyersion of the Polk County Bark:
Monmouth, Oregon.

In testimony whereof witness MY
hand and seal of office this twenty
fourth dey of August 1911 )

LAWRENCE 0. MURRY,
Comptroller of the Currencl
(Seal)

—

HAIR SwircHES made from
combings. Enquire at this office.




