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A TALE OF THE NORTH COUNTRY

of wmy kod and of my resentment. | ‘ doar of WMe ofies and sel me down
would go and live with the I!urlle|-|.| e dosk, The eold alr of the
Lorge, T would go the way (hey hllli elght bud ebilled toe and | wan whiv-
goue and Bod them. T koew It was| ering,
ten fillew nwny, bl of cotree e¥erys [ “You st thore and T bave & Ore
tindy know whore  the lllmtl"ibﬁlﬂ[ Rolng In n winute and get you wari.
lived nnd any one would show me ) gp”
I would run wnd got thoere bafore| He wrapped me in his cout and went
darke and tell them int 1 wasted @ 10t (he buck room and bullt n fee
Wyi with them nod overy duy | ""“‘ﬂl It o small stove and brought me In
play with Bally Dunkelberg.  Unel| gpl st me down beslde 1. He made
Peativdy wan ot half ux nlee (0 pIOY | wior porddge In u ketile while T ast
wilth a¥ ube wWas, | holiing my littde hands over (be stove
I heard Uncle Peabody drive awnfs (o warm them, and o pogke of com-

IN THE TIME OF SILAS WRIGHT

IRVING BACHELLER_

AuTion or

EBCN HOLUEN, 781 AND |, DARREL OF THE MESSED IBLEY,

KELMRG UP WITH Lz, B, ene

I diweovered it T wan In doupor-
ate paln ond trouble wnd 1 gt to
my feet and o, 1 dide't kuow
whepe 1 wow going, 10 seemed ot
thut any other pluce woulil be botter |
than that, My feet took me |m.~mrd|rI
the barn aod T erawlid under 10 and
hidd there. My lip begun to feol better,

by and by, bul blg and queer, It
ntuck out w0 that 1 eould soe it 1
henrd  thy  uncle coming with  the |

horsen, 1 concluded that [ would
wtay whore I waw, but the dog cnme
nod suifed and barked wt the hule
through which I had eenwled ax if |
saylng, "Here be Is!" My position
wun  untenable, T oame  out.  Bhep
began trylng 0 clean my clothes with
bis tongue.  Uncle Peibody  siood
nenr with the hopses. He looked ot
mwe,  He stuck his foger lnto lln-|
botey on my cont upd smelt it |

"Well, by=" be stopped sud cume |
closer and aaked, |

What's hnppened 1

“hew shung e 1o gnanered

"Where tid yo flod so much honey |
thaut ye could go swimmin' o W3 b
nsliod,

I lLewrd the door of the house opey
suddenly sod the voles of Aust Deel

“Penbody ;  Peabody,  oome
quiek” she called.

Unele Peubindy ran to thé house, but
1 tayed onl with the dog

Thraugh the open door 1 heand Aunl
Deel saylng: “I con't stan' It nny
longer and | won't=-not soother day— |
ayes, 1 enn't stan' It That boy [u n
oy lar pest.” |

They catwe out on the vernnda, Une

tle Peabody sald nothing but 1 conld
e thal b couldn't stand It elther,
My traln was working fast,

"Come here, ®e" Unele Penbody
enlled,

I knew It wos serlous, for he had
1ever enllnd e “uir™ hefore, 1 \wnr.||

here |

| wtny here—ayes!=ho alo't

GO GA S HER AT, NG e
mowly to the siops,
« "My Lord!™ Aunt Desl exelulmeod, |
“Look at thar Np and the boney wll |
over him—ayeal 1 ol yo-l enn't |
wan' "

“Say, bay, I there anything on this
plew that ye wlo’t tUpped over? Unclo
Peabody wsked In n sorrowful tone,
"Wouldn't ye ke to tp the hoose |
over?

I wan wear brenklog down 1o this
T

“I went Into the but'ry uwod that
pan Jumped on to me!

"Dldn't you taste the honey?'

“Noo* 1 drew o my breath and
shoak my boad,

“Llar, too!™ sald Aunt Deel,
can't stun' It un' 1 won't”

Uncle Poubody was sorely tried, hut |
I wan keoping down his soger, His
voles teewbled nw b suld:

“Bay, 1 guess you'll have to-—"

Uncle Peubody stopped.  He had

|

| boen detven o the lust ditel, but he

ladd pot steppsd over It However, |
koew' what he lind started to say and
sat duown on the steps o great de
Jectlon,  Bhep followed, working st
my eont with bis tongue,

I think the sight of me must have
touchied the benrt of Aunt Doel,

“Fealwndy Bayues, we musin't

tie |

| eruel sull ale In o softer tone, and

thon she brovght » rag and Legan lo
nsnlst Bhop o the process of cleah:
log my cont. “Good lund!  He's got to
B0l v
other place (o go "

“Hut i you con't sten' 16" sald l'll-]
cle Penbody.

"T've gut W slan’ —ayes =1 ean't
stan' 1, but T've got lo—uyes! 8o
lave you"

Aunt Deel put me to bed nlthough |
It wan only five o'clock. As 1 lay)|
looking up ot the shingles o siogulir |
resoliition chme Lo e, It was bhoro

T

If you have pride in the farm
living why not show it by naming the farm and doing your
correaponding on printed stationery? Ask us about it,

Buy and Bank
In" Monmouth

TELL your friends and tell them to tell their friends
to muke Monmouth their business und banking conter,

You can see what ah endloss
ing that will be,

Help the First National Bank in its Upbuilding plans. |

Irn C. Powoll, Prowident; J. B, V, Butler, Vice Progident;
E. Lo Kilen, Caslier; Emmua Parker, Ass't Coshier

FIRSTNATIONALBANK

& Orosom

Menmouth
Q\N:

It will work to the advantuge of
hoth our town and the country surrounding.

o v domelne for the companionshly

that gives you a home and a

chuin of welfure promot-

—

$1.50 per
year

Heral

Read your own

OUR COMPLEXION is

will correct that, Then

every day, and you will

gard and yellow, Your eyes are losing their
lustre. The trouble is with your liver, Take
Chamberlain’s Stomach and Liver Tablets, They

and hot cakes, take frequent bathsand a long walk

beautiful as ever, Price 25 cents per bottle.

Chamberlains Tablets

muddy. You look hag-

avoid meats, hot bread

soon be as well and as

h _GuodPrmur:g i’l_ 1I1-a Prt;duct of the Herald Print Shop

‘ s gentle volee redssured ma,

I wautehied Wim (hrough the dpet wln-l

dow. T could loar Aunt Dwel wash-
Ig the dishes In the kitchen, 1 got
out-of bed very siply and pul on my
Sutiduy clothes, 1 wenit to the oped

| window, ‘The wun had just gone over

the top of the woods, 1 would have

| o hurry 1o get to the Dunkelbergs'

before datk, I erept aut on the top
ol the shed nnd descended the Ind
der thut Jeuned ugulost 1. 1 stood &
tiorent lstening,  ‘The dooryard wan
covered with shadows and very siill,
The dog wost have gone with Unele
Peibody, T ran through the gerden
to the rond aod down It ns fast s
my bare foel could eacry me, In thot
Glrection the nearest bouse was ol
most o mile away, 1 rewember 1

| waw ont of breath, and the light was

growing dim before 1 got to g, 1
went on, It sewiped 1o me thet 1
hnd goue nearly far enough te reach

| my destination when 1 heard o buggy

cormiug behibod me
“telloy 8 yolee enlled,

1 turned and looked up al Dug Drae

per, In a single buggy, dressed to hie

Bumlay sult,

“In It much further to where the
Dunkelbergs lvet" | nsked,

“I'he Dunkeibergs?  Who be they ™

It seemid to me very strange that
be didn't know the Dunkelbergs,

“Where Bally Duokelberg lives”

Tt wos o elincher, He laughed
tind swore and sald;

“Git in here, boy.
there”

I ged Into the buggy, and he struck
hils horse with the whip and went gals
loping wway In the dusk,

By nnd by we possed Rovin' Kale,
I could Just diseern her ragged form
by the rondilde and ealled to ber, He
wiruck his horse and gnve e a rude
whake and bade we shut up.

Tt wax dark snd 1 felt very cold nnd
bognn (0 wish myself home In bed

“Aln't we most to  the Dunkels
bergs' T 1 nekind,

“No=not yel," he answered,

I burst (nto tenrs und he shook me

I't teke yo

| roughly nod shoved me down on the

buggy Moor and mald:

“You Iny there and keep still; do
you hear?*

“Yen" 1 sobbed,

1 Iny shaking with fear and fAghts
Ing my sorrow und keeplog ns still a8
I eotld with It, until, wearled by the
strnin, § fell nsleep,

What befell mo thnt nlght while 1
dreamed of playing with the sweet-
foved giel T have wondered often

got rld of we, He bhad proboably put
e aut b the water trough,  Kind
hands had pleked me ap and carried
we to u little vorouda that fronted
e door of o lpw oflice There T
slept peadefully antll daxlight, when
| felt o bugd on my face aml awoke
siddenly, T rewember thar 1 felt
old. A Kindly faced man was lean:
I Over me,

“Hello, boy 1™ sald he, “Where did

you eotne from®™

I wis frightened and confused, bt

“Uncle Posbody ™ 1 enlled, as 1
iroge and luoked about we and bes
un to cry,

T wighiy 1fedd me fn his arme and

4 e cliso to hiR breast and teled
ditort me. 1 oremember seelng

| s wven TZIAS W
|| LAW OFFi:

A Kindly Faced Man Was Leaning
Over Me.

In his arms,
*Iell fhe what's your name,"
arged.
“Hurton Baynes” I sild as soon as
conld speak.
“Where do you Uvey"
“In Lickiysplit"”
“How dlil you get here?”
“Dug Druper brought me. Do you
know where Sally Dunkelberg Hves?"
“Is ghe the daoghter of Horpee
Dunkelbergt”
“Mr. und Mrg, Horaee Dunkelberg,”
I amended,
“Oh, yes, T know her. Sally 15 0
triend of mine. We'll get some hreak-
fast and then we'll go und find her”

he

—

HWa enveind ma throneh  the ober

Note e 1o the night Dug Draper |
| i renched the villoge of Conton dnd

the Silent Woman pass while I was

fort grew In e,

| He dipped potne poreidige ito bowls
and put thom on o wmall table. My
fyen had watched him with growlog
interest nnd I got to the table about
v wonn us the porrlidge and mounied
u chuir and selged n spoon.

“One moment,  Bart,” sld  my
liost. "Hy Jingo! We've furgotten to
wish nnd you're face looks like the
Mry bl of n river, Come here a win-
(1T

He led me out of the back door,
Where there were n wash-stund and &
Pkl modd tin bosin and a dish of soft
soup,  He dipped the pail in o min
borrel otk filled the basin, and 1
wiurhiod tuyself and walted wpot upon
wy host, but made for the table and
began to eat, bl very hunery, af
ter hustily drying my fate on o towel
In o mingte he came and st down
to hin own porridge und brend and
butrer,

When he had fulshed eatlng he set
fslde the dishes and 1 asked:

“Now eould 1 go and see Sally Dune
kelberg T

“What In the world do you wunt
of Bally Dunkelberg?" he asked,

"Oh, Just to play with bher,” 1 sald
I I showed hlm bow I could st on
iy huatide and rulse myself from the
chalr bottom,

“Haven't you any oone to play with
at home?”

“Only my Uncle Peabody.”

“Pon't you like to play with hin¥*

“Oh, some, but he ean't stand we
any longer, He's all tieed out, and |
my Aunt Deel, too, I've tipped over

pvery single thing on that place, 1}
Upped over the honey  yesterdsy—
milt It all over eversthing

rooonid my c¢lothes,
S0 1 want to play with Sally Dunkel- |
berg

“Forward, march!” said he and
Punkelbergs,
we  fnmensely,
twice before, People were moving
about In the streets. One thing 1|
Al oot fail to notiee, Every man
we et touched his hat as he greeted
ny friend.

bf the Dunkelbergs—lorge for that
elllnge, und hnd a blg doorgard with
trecs In It As we csme near the gite
{ saw Sally Dunkelberg phaying with |
sher children among the trees, Sud-
lenly T was ufeald and began to hang |
wek. 1 ooked down at my bore feet
il my clothes, both of which were
lirty. Sally and  her friends had
stopped thelr play and wire standing
in a group looking at ws. 1 heard
Sally whilsper :

“It's that Daynes boy, Don't he |
lodk dirty?’

1 stopred and withdrew my band
fromi that of my gulde.

“Come on, Bart,™ he sald

1 shook my head apd stood looking
wer at that lttle, hostile triba near
me, |

“Go nnd play with them while I step
[t the house,” he urged.

Agnin I shook my hend.

“Well, then, yon walt here o mi
ment,” seid my new-found friend, |

|

Ae left me and T sat down ‘11“‘1"|
the grovmd, thonghitful and silent,

In 8 moment my friend came oul |
with Mrs, Dunkelberg, who kissed me,
nnd asked me to tell how I happened
ta be there,

“1 Just thought T wonld come,” Isald
e T twlstedd s hutton an oy cont,

I'm o reg'ler pest, |

I want to play with her n lit- | g
e while—Just & woe little whije,” | |
1

nwny we gtarted for the home of the | 53

The village iniemtrtl‘l [
I had seen It nnl,\’l i

It wus o square, frame house—that | B

and would soy no more to her,

“Mr, Wright, you're going to take
him howe, are yout" Mrs, Duokel
haore anksl

Continged next week

Monmouth and Independence
Auto-Bus Schedule
laaves Munmouih Lasves Indeprndene

G660 n. m, North Bound 700 8. m.
L6 1, om. oA 8 2% p. m,
is ORRCCE 7

10008 m South Bound 10,34 a. m,
%16 p. m. R
6.3 * i ¢ 718 "

GRAHAM & SON Propristors

EVANGELICAL CHURCH

PETER CONKLIN, PARTOR
Sunday Sehool, 10,00 8. m,
Preaching Servics, = 1L00 8 m.
Y. P. A. Meeting, 6,16 p, m
Preaching Service, 7.3 p. m.

Prayer Meeting Wednesday, 7.20 p. m,

BAPTIST CHURCH
E. B. Pace, Pastor

Sunday School, - < 1000 8 m
Preaching Service, = 1L00 & m.
C, U. E. Meeting, .30 p, m.
Preaching Service, 7.30 p. m.

Prayer Mecting Wednesday, 7.30 p. m

Swope & Swope, Lawyers,
1. ©, O. F, Bidg
Independence

DR. F. R. BOWERSOX
PHYSICIAN & SURGEON

PHOME NOS.
OFFICE . RELL)
HOUSE - 1502

L. C. PRICE,M. D.
Office and residence
Kurre  Apartments
Phone 1903

WALTER G. BROWN
Representing the
“PENNSYLVANIA”
Fire Insurance Co.
of Philsdelphia

Notary Public
Biank Deeds, Mortgages, Ete.

Monmouth,

Monmouth Transfer and
Feed Stable

All kinds of transferring done promptly
and on short notice

FRANK SKEEN, Proprietor.

Oregon

und | BRES

Willamette Valley

i
ol d

Transfer Co.

Leave Portland daily between
Salem, Independence, Monmouth
and Dallas at 7 A. M.

Our trucks are at your service for all kinds of
short or long distance hauling, furniture moving etc.

Prompt and careful service

Leave orders at the Herald Office until depot

is opened.

Don’t Start The New Year

SALEM

FORDSON
TRACTORS

Oliver Plow No. 7, Roderick Lean Disc. The Tractor is made by
Ford & Son. Plows and disc made under their personal supervision

Your order now will insure Spring delivery
Write or phone for further information

VICK BROTHERS - VALLEY MOTOR CO.

260 High Street

1995—PHONES——442

Tractor and Plow on display at

Graham and Son Garage, Selling Agents, Monmouth.

127 State Street

with a disabled or halting timepiece. Bring
it to me and have it put in order.

WALTER G. BROWN
Watches and Jewelry. Repairing
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