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shiook my saul! He who had taken
the nnr--mnlnv hodl wlwo taken from
me sowething | wos pnover to have
neatn, and w very wonderful thing it
wis=falih Iu the gooduess of men,
My eyes hod ween evil, The world
| had cammltted Itn first oMenne oguiont

INTHE PLEARINE

A TALE OF THE NORTH COUNTRY
IN THE TIME OF SILAS WRIGHT

IRVING BACHELLER.

EBEN MOLDEM, D1 AND |, DARREL OF THE MISSED (LS,
RELHHO UP WITH Lizzit, LTC, E1C

Wheti | anked what were “nospanics
she told me that they were purt of
the wuges of w good ehfdl, 1 wan
botter puld for my vare of the wuter
melon vine, for ie growth was meas
sured with a string every tday and kept
me loterested.  One wornlug 1 found
five blossoms on IL T plcked one wnd
carrled It to Aunt Dool,  Another 1
destroyed o the tragedy of eatehing

n bumblebee which had erawled Info
Its eup.  In due time thres suall mel-
ons appeared,  When they wers an
big a8 baseball I pleked two of thom.
COne 1 tasted and theew awny aw 1
rinto the pump for rellefs The other
I hurled ot & dog ou my way
school,

Ho that last melon on the vine had
my undivided affection, It grew In
Kize abd  reputation, snd woon |1
learned that a reputation s about the
worst thing that a watermolon cun
nequire while It In on the vipe, 1o

ant things about I When 1 wos
boy people used to trent chilldren und
walertelons with n Nke solieitude,
Hoth were a subject for Jests und
produced sitmilor reactions In the bu-
man countenanee,

At last Uncle Peabody agreed with
me that Jt was about lime to plek the
melon, 1 decidiad to plek it tmmedinte
ly alter meeting on Bundoy, so thal
I could give It to wy sunt snd uncle
al dlupertine, When we got home
I ran for the gardet= My feel and
thowe of our frieods and pelghbors
had Uternlly worn & path to the mel-
un,  In eoger haste | got my little
wheelbarrow snd ran with it to the
entl of that path. There 1 found
nothing but broken vioes! The melon
had vanishod. | rao back to the
house aliwost overcome by a feeling
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thnt bour of pride when 1 should
Uring the melon had present 1t Lo 1oy
aunt and unele,

“Untle Peabody T shouted, "y
melon s gone,”

“Woll, T ovun!” sald be, “somebiods
st 'a* stole 10"

“Iut 16 wan my welon,” T sl withi
o tremblipg volee,

“You, nod 1 vom I too bad! But,
Hurt, you alo't learned ylt thut there
ire wicked people in the world who
tome ubd take what don't belong o
o

There were tears In my oyen whon
| nskwd

“They'll bring It back, won't they?"

"Nover !" suld Uncle Peabody, *T'm

afradd they've ot It up”
Ho bad no sooher sold It than s
ery broke from my lips, and | sunk

ilm- woil iy spleie wis po longer (he
white antd bentilful ting 1 had been,
Uik, thereln is the boginniog of wis-
||!--m undd, looking down the long visa
|of il yours, | thunk God for  the
ereat burvest of the Jost waterinelon.
Betier thiugs bad oome tn 1y place—
understinding wnd whiat mere, often
I have salaly (eded 1o ewtlioate,  For
|ym- \hing that sudden wevelation of
the ligurl of childbood hnd lified my
|unut'- out of the eold storuge of »
puaritanle wpiril, snd warmed 1o nte
wew life wud opened iis door for me.
It the ufternoan she sent me over
to Wills' to borrow a lttle ten, |
stopped for o fow minutes to play
with Houry Wills—a boy bpol guite
moyeur older than L While playing
there X discoversd § plece of the
riud of tny telon i the doorsard. On
that plece of rind T saw the cross
| whieh 1 hnd mnde one doy with oy
| It was Intended to In

(bl
Wewte that the woelon was solely and
| wholly mige, 1 felt o fush of anger,
| M1 hade you” 1 suld as 1 appronched
bk,

"1 hate you," he mnswered,
| "You're s soake ™ 1 mid

We now stood, face to face and
breast 1o Lresst, ke o polr of young
roosters, He gave we o shove and
told we to go home. 1 guve bm o
shave nod told bim T woulda't, 1

pushed up close to bhim again and |4

wo glared ioto each other’s eyes

| Suddemy bo sput In omy foce. 1
guve i o serateh on the foreliond
with my fOogeroalls,  Then we fell
[upon ench other und rolled on the

’ | down upon the grass moeaning and | gronnd and Wit and  seratehed with
;“:: :" rYigdy that cak to the [soblig. 1 Iy smidst the ruius of | feline férovity.
" 0 k0 Rod #ee my watermelon, the simple folth of childhood, It was

They looked 1t over and suld pleas- | us If e world mod ol ote Joys bad | parted us, Our blood waes bot, aod

colng to un ewd,

Aunt Deel wpoke In a low, kindly
toue and came and HUfted me (o oy
feer very tenderly,

“Come, Bart, don't feel po nboul
that old melon," said sbe, "It eln't
worth I, Come with me, Pm golog
to glve you a preseat—ayes 1 bel”

I wan still erying when she took
me to her tronk, snd offered the
grateful mssungement of candy and
0 belt, all embroldered with blue wnd
white bends,

“Now you see, Bart, bow low and
menn anybody I8 that tukes what
dou't belong to 'em—ayeus! Th y're
siukes!  Everybody hates ‘e an
stamips on ‘eln whea they come In
Blgpt—nyes "

w abomiontion of the Lord was
n her look pod manner. How 1
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with a disabled or halting timepiece. Bring
it to me and have ‘r put in order.

Sl the stable,

Mrss Wills ron out of the house and

[ leuklog through the skin of our fuces

fa letle.

| “i1e pitcliogd
Plulned,

| 1 couldn't spenk,

*Gu rlight home=this minute—~you
srut ™ sild Mea. Willls In  anger,
“Here's your ten, Don't you ever cuine
hire ngaln”

1 took the tes and started down the
roud weeplng,  What a bitter day
that waos for mel 1 drended to fuce
my ount aud uncle,  Coming through
the grove down by our gate I el
Unile Peabody, With the Keen Ine
wlght of the futher of the prodigal son
he hud seen me coming “a long way
off" and shouted

"Well, lere yo be—I1 was kind o
worrled, Bub"

Then s exe caught the look of de
| Jeetion in my gait and figure, He hur
tled townrd me, He stopped ns 1
ciie sobblug to his feet,

“Why, what's the matter?" he aeked
| gontly, W he took the tea cup Trom
iy B, i sat down upon his heels.
} 1 could only fall lnto his arios and
| expross mysellodn the grief of child-
| hoodl. Te hugged me closo nnd hegged
| me to toll him what was the mat
ler,

“That Wills boy stole my melon,”
1 eald, and the words came slow with
s,

vOb, no, be dido't,* sald Uncle Pea-
baily,

“Yes he did. T saw a plece o' the
rin'"

“Well by—" sald Uncle Peabody,
stopping, as usoal, at the edge of the
preciplee,

“Hi's o sonke,” T ndded,

“And yon fit nod he scrutched you
up that wuy?"

“I scratehed him, too."

“Twom't you say o word about It to
Aunt Dowl, Don't ever speak o' that
miserble melon nglin to anybody:
You seoot ground to the barn, an'
'l be thiere In o minute and fx ye
p

He went by the rond with the tes
nnd T ran wround to the lone and up
Uncle Peabody  met
wie there In o moment amd brought n
pull of water snd washed my fuce
so that I felt and looked more respect:
uble,

The worst wns over for that day.
hut the Baynes-Wills feud had hegun,
It led to mapy o fght o the school
wird and on the way home, We were
so evenly watched that our quarrel
went on for o long time and gathered
Intensity ns I continued,

Onpe June doy Uncle Pesbody and
I, trom down Ih the felds, saw o
tine corrlige deive In at our gute, He
stopped aid Tooked Intently.

“Jernsalem four-corners!”  he  es-
eluimed.  *It's Mr. and Mrs. Horace
Dunkelberg.”

My heart beat fast at thought "of
the legendity Dunkeltergs, Uncle

on we" Henry ex-

$1.50 per
year

Read your own Herald

looked we over from  top o toe,
“Heavens ! he exclaimed. “Go down
to the brogk and wash the mud off
yor feet on' logs."

I ran for the brook and before 1
il returned to my uncle I heurd the
harn blow,

“The  Dunkelbergs !—the  Dunkel-
borgs!  Come quick!” it seemed (0

Y.
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Mr. Dunkelberg was a blg, broad-
shouldered, solomn-looking man, Some-
how hls fave reminded me of a lion's
which T hnd seen in one of wy ple
ture books. Tie had o thiek, lotg, oul
gtonding mustache and side whiskers,
and deepeset eyes wod hieavy eyebrows:
He slood for hulf a moment looking
down nt me from o grent heght with
his right hund (o bis pocket, I heard
o Nitle Jingle of colns down where
s hond wase It exelted my curlos:
Ity. He tonk # step toward me and
I retreatid, 1 feared, u lttle, this
b, No-like man, My fedrs left me
sudderly when he epoke In a small
squedhy volce thut reminded me of

tha ohirping of o bied du

-

“Little boy, eotne here and 1 will
ke youn n preseut” shld he,

It reminded me of my disippolnt-
| menit when uncle tried 1o shost hix
;mm Wtom squirrel and only the eup
epneie.

! I wont 1o W and he luid 8 Wiver
plece In the palm of my howl, Ayt
Dewl begin to hheey alout getting din
| nier rendy while Uncle Prabody and
EI mil down on ihe porch with our
ghentn, among whom was n prefly,
Woeoyed glel of abhoyt my own age,
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“Bally, This ls Barton Baynés. Can't

You Shake Hands With Himi* Sald
Mra, Dunkelberg.

with long, golden-brown
bung in curls.

. “Bally, this Is Barton Boynes—can't
you shake hands with hlm T suld Mrs,
Dunkelberg,

With n smile the gl eame and of-
fered e her hand and made o funny
Bow and sald that she wis glad to
soe e, 1 took her hand awkwandly
nud mide no reply. 1 had never seen
many glrls wod bod no very high opin:
lon of them,

Ay we sut there I heard the men
talking about the great 8ilus Wright,
who had Just returned o his hotne
In Conton. He had not entersd my
conscloustess until then.

While 1 sat lstening 1 felt o twenk
of wy halr, and looklog nround 1 sow
the Dunkelberg girl standing behind
me with a saucy smile on her face,

"Won't you come and play with
me?” she nsked,

I took her out In the garden to
show her where my watermelon had
lain. At the mopent 1 couldn't think
of anything else to show her. As we
wilked mlong 1 observed that her feet
were In duloty  shiny - button-shoes.

hinir  thut

my feet thot were brownéd by the
sunlight and seratched by the briers
The absent watermelon dido't seew to
Interest her,

*Let's pluy house in the grove,” sald
she, nnd showeld me how to build «
house by laylng rows of stones with
an opening for a door.

she.
Oddly enongh T hod heard of hus-
bunds but hud only o shodowy notlon

WhE none o our house,

“What's that?" 1 asked.

She laughed und aoswered: “Some-
body that o girl 18 marvied o

"You mean a futlier?”

"YTos"

“Ouce 1 had a father,” I boasted.

“Well, we'll play we're mureled snd
that you have Just got home from a
Journey.,

meet you at the door”

glad enongh to see her,

—————

my sunt drew 1o her broath and ex
olalined, “Wy ™ and turned very red
1 kbwwed ler very wwiftly and gins | and covered her face with her nap-
gerly—ke oue pieking up n hot conl | kin, Unele Peabody iaughed so lond-
~und she cnught me in her arms | 1y that the ebickens began (o cackle.
nnd kissed me thgee times whille hop | Mr, nod Mres, Dutkelberg alsg éoversd
bt bale threw [ta golden vell over | ihelr facen.  Aunt Deel rose apd went

“pon muet kies me” whe prawpted
In n whisper,

Buddenly 1 begnn Lo be ashoued of

“Now you be my husband,* sald

of what they were, 1 knew that there

You go out in the woods
and then you come howe and Il

I i1 as she biade me but T was not

our fices,

"0, T'im owo gled to see you," she
minld an whie deew away from we and
shook back her hair, |

“Ciolly ! thin b fon T 1 s, |

“Now gno to sledp wnd Ul wll you |
nowtory,” mid she,

Then sl Lold pretty tabes of fair
Jen ntid of graod ludies and noble geo-
temen who wore  gold conts  and |
wwords and dismonds and ks, aud |
sl wonderful words In sach o wan- |
dorful way., 1 dire say It prospered
wll the letter in my ears beoive of |
the mystery by which s meunioge |
wore partly hidden. I bhad wany
fuestionn to unk nnd sbe told we what |
were falcles und silks and diamnedands
Foand mrandl latles and nedils et sinen

We sut down to one of our familline
| dlnners of wilt pork and milk gravy
| and npple ple pow enriched Ly wweet |
iju'u'hl(-n and  presorves  aod frosted
ke,

A query had entersd my wind and
| soon after we bad begen eatiog 1
koo ¢

“Aunt Deel, what Is the diference

. | etween 8 Loy uod a gl

| Thers wng ¢ Uitle sllence in which

to the stove and shoved the teapot
slong, esclabming @

"Guodness gracloun xakes alive!™

The tea slopped over on the stove.
Uitde Penbundy lnughipd louder - and
Me, Dunkelbrg's face was  porple
Hhep came running into the house
Jost wn I mm out of it 1 hed made

{op wy mind thet 1 bad done some=

thing worse than Uppiog over n what-
nol. Thoruughly frightened I ded and
took pefuge beldnd the ash-house,
where Sally fonod me. I knew of
one thing 1 would tever do agaln, She
coaxed me into the grove where we
had wnother ploy spell,

I necded Just that kind of thing,
and what & time It wos for me! A
plensant sadness comes when 1 think
af that day=It was so lotug ago, AS
the Dankeltergs left us | stood look-
Ing down the roud on which they
wore disppenriog. Thot evenlog my
wirs caught m note of-sadness o the
volee of the katydigs, and memory
begtin 1o pluy 1ts part with me. Best
of all 1 remembered the kissea and
the bright blue eyes and the soft curdy
lie with the soell of roses o it

Continued next week
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USANDS OF WOMEN suffer miserably from
periodic attacks of headache, never dreaming

that a permanent cure may be had. Headache
nearly always results from some disorder of the
stomach, liver or bowels, Take Chamberlain’s
Tablets, They will correct the
there will be no more headache, By luie been
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THRIFT DAY,
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some definita aet.”

sive waste of time, money,

1. M. SiMpsoN,

FiR

- Monmouth
B

Don't overlook observing annual thrift day with
Suggestions—lay aside something
for & new savings investment; prepare for the fature
misfortne so it may not happen; make plans that will

have many more suggestions. See us.on THRIFT DAY,
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J. B. V. Burreg, Chairman
Wu, Rppoers, HKOBERT STEELE
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YHE QUOTATIONS NaOYE
ARlE FOR IMMERIATE
SHIPMENT

“SHUBERT” Wants Oregon Furs--All You Can Ship
For more than thirty-five rmn

-

pricen—sending returns out

A “SHUBERT TAG ENVELOPE" on your shipnjent means “more
for your Furs—=“quicker’—"the best and promptest
. GET A SHIPMENT OFF TODAY. )
ruRs' MIRECTTTO _

* /8HIP' YOUR

- A.B.SHUB |
£ WORLD DEALING EXCLUSIVEY I

N RAW FURS
25-2,W. Austin/Ave!Det, W5 ChicagoU. SA.

THE LARGEST HOUSE IV,

AMERICA

“SHUBERT"'’ has been giving Fur Shi ppers an
sendering

SERVICE in the

NLLARGE | WPIMCDIUM | N°1SMALL |GOODUNPRIME | POOR UNPRIME
EXTRA 10 AVERAGE | EXTRA TO AVERAGE | EXTRA TO AVERAGE ‘mm‘"iﬂ‘ A5 TO STLE & QUALITY | AS 10 SITE a QuALITY
1200601000 | 9001 800 | 750t 700 | 60010 500 | 45010 250 [ 200w 125
85010 750 | 70010 600 | 575 525 | 5000 400 | 350t 150 | 125k 15
65000 550 | 5000 425 | 400t 350 | 30010 250 | 25010 125 100w 50
groap | 40010 300 | 2750 225 | 200w 180 | 160w 140] 150 35| S 25
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M“SKRM. WINTER| 30010 250 | 22500 175 | 160t 130 | 1100 . 0 Pt 81
 FALL | 230 190 [ 180w 160 | 15000 120 | 100 30 e 50| It 15!
DON'T SELL YOUR FURS AT“ANY OLD PBICE”_
when “SHUBERT" is paying such extremely high prices. .

honest and liberal assortment {
Vhotter service” ~"quicker,”
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