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KIEHNG UP WTTH LIZZIE, E1C, ETC I ER
r T TR T, W ROTUE -
WHAT HAS GONE BEFORE "Why T my unvie was,
. S T “Frald o' Orimhaw,  He didu't |
hmmuu:: '.'.'.n.“m.h::'r'f,"' ,?:f:m‘ want me (o be able to pay It The |

Baynen, and his Aunit Duel on & farm on
Iil!l‘ll’ﬂ‘ In & nelghborhood eatlod Liok-
Hyaplit, sbutt the year UM Darton meste
mlly Dunkelbare, about his own age, bus
soalally of & class above the linynises,
and r fancinated by the pretly faoe
snd fine clothes

CHAFTER 11-Tarton  meets
Kate, known in th nelghbortiood as the
Hilant Woman." Amos Urimaliaw, Yoty
won of the richest man In the fownahip,
I8 n visltor at the Hsynes hame, wnd
Hoving Kats talls the fortuses of the twe
boys, pradicting & bright future for Bar.
ton and death on the gsllows for Amos
Reproved for an act of boyish minchief
Barton runs “';n Intending to make his
liotme with the Dunkelbergn. Ha roaching
the yillige of Cunton wnd fally lnte s

Roving

fent man fn public aftairs, who, kntring
body nen, takow Harton howe af.
tor buylng him bew clojhies

CHAPTER 111-Darton and hix uncle
‘::l' wunl visit Canton and bear Hilas
Fight read & sermon,

CHAPTER IV-Silas Wright svinces
much Interest In Darton, and sends & Los

of booka and aines o the D
home, 1hu -Imlﬂ:n of !-lTu Wflg?n’lm;:
the Unitad Blates senats fs announced

Our counin twisted the poxer In
hiw great hoods until 1t squenked we |
he wtood befare my uncle and mld; |

“My wife and 1 have choppod and |
burnt und pried and hauled rocks a' |
shoveled dung nn' milked an' churned
tutll we wre worn out.  For slmowt
twenity yoars we've been workin' days
nn' nlghts no' Sundays, My mortguge
wink over-ue, I owed gix hundred dol- |
Inrs on I, 1 thought it all over one
duy an' woit up to Geimshaw's nn' |
fook him by the back of the neck
and shook him, He sald he would
drive me out o the eountry, He
Enave me slx monthe to pay up, 1 had
to pay or lose the laod, I got the
money on the note that you signed
over in Potsdam. Nobody ju Can- |
ton would ‘s’ dared to lend 0t ln|
N

If you have pride in the farm

THELIGHT
INTHE PLEARING-

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

IRVING BACHELLER_ |

| It

merewn oty you now.  You've got pe
tween Wlm an' Bl prey. You've taken
| the touse away fromn the eal”

I remember the litle panie (hat
fell on as then, 1 could see toars
In the syes of Auut Deel an she sat
with her bend leaning wearily on her
| b,

“If he does TN do all 1 enn,” anid
Burnes, “whatever Pve got will be
yours”
| Roduey Barnes Joft us, and I re
| womber how Uncle Peabody stood (o
the middle of the floar and whistled
the warrlest tutir he knew,
| "Btand right np bere be ealled In
| hix mont clgerfal tone. “Stand right
np here boefore we, both o ya™

I got Aunt Deel by the hand and
ledd e towurd my uticle, We stood

plaee In worth more than six bundred |
doflnrs now—that's the reasm. 1 1n-l
tended to cut some timber an' hayl |
It to the villige this winter so | eoul) |
pay nopart o' the noté un' gt more
teue nn 1 told ye, but the rosds have |
bovn wo bud T couldn't do any baulk |

|
My uncle went and took 8 drink st |

the water pall. T saw by his faco | 3
thitt ho was unusually weought up, |

*My hodvens an' earth ! he ep| S5
elodined wn be Nt down agaln

“Is the bralu colie” 1 suld to|
wyself a1 looked at Wim.

Mz, Haroes seetned (o hinve 1t nlso,

“Too much note” 1 whispered.

“I'm wwfil worry, i Uve dope
evirything I eould,” suid Mr, Barpos

“Aln't there somebody that'll take |
another  wortguge it ought to be
mle pow,” my uncle suggested,

“Money s so tight It can't he dope, |
The bank hos got wll the woney ay' |
Griniebaw owne the bank, I've Irlml}
uod tried, but I'D wake you sufe, 1
Kive You o wortgage uatl! 1 oan turo
"round "

Bo 1 saw how Rodoey Darnes, like
othier gettlors 1o Lickitysplit, lnd gone
Into bondiuge o the landiop,

"How much do you owe on (his
placet” Barties nnkiod,

“Seven bundead wo' ity dollaes,”
auld my uncle,

“Is 0t dued?

“It's been due o year wn' if 1 hive
o pay that sote 'l bo short my loe
forest” |

“Gud o' Israel! I'm sealrt” sald
Uncle Peabody,

Down crashed the stick of wood
loto the box,

“What sbout?”

“It wordd b ke hbn to put the

T

*One, Two, Three, Ready—8ing"

fuclog Wm,  “Stand stralghter” he
demanded,  "Now, altogether. One,
tywn, threv, rendy—sing.”

He beat time with his hand In fmb
tatlon of the singing master at the
schoolbouse ond we Joloed him lo
suging oo old tune which began: “Oh,
keep my beart from sadness, God.™

This Irreststible spirit of the man
bridged o bad hour and got us off
o bed In fairly good condition.

A few days later fhe note cume
due and its owner nslsted dpon full
payment., There was such o clawor for
woney those duys! [ remember that
my wunt had sixty dollars which she
had saved, Hethe by litle, by selling
egex ond chickens. She had planoed
o use It to buy a tombstone for her
mother and father—a long-cherished

that gives you a home and a

living whywot show it by naming the farm and doing your | of it to help pay the note, We drove

correaponding on printed stationery? Ask us about it.

The Foundation
of all Wealth

THE First National Bank's interest in the farm and
farm problems throughout the county tends to promote
the welfare nfm-ry'individual and institution in the
county—the LAND and its PRODUCTS are our foun-

dntion of wealth,

Bring your business and investment problems to us.

Ira C. Powell, President; J. B. V. Butler, Vice President:
E. L. Kilen, Cashier; Emma Parker, Ass't Cashier

FIRSTNATIONALBANK
Monmouth Oroﬁor‘b .

to Potsdam on that sad errand and
JWhint ® time we had getting there
mndd baek In deep mud and saod and
lolting over corduroys!

Bart,” my uncle said  the - pegt
evening, us I ook down the book to
e, T guess  we'd  better  talk
things over a lttle tonlght. These
are bard times, If we can flod any-
body with money enough to' buy ‘em
I duone but we  better sell the
z\l.h'l-p,"

“If you hadn't been a fool” my
nont exclulmed with a Yook of great
tlatress—"uyes! If you hudn't been
a fool.”

“I'm Just what 1 be, an® T alt't so
big o fool that I need to be reminded
of 10" sald my uncle,

“I'l stay home an' work,” I pro-
posed bravely,

“You ain't old enough for that"
sighed Aunt Deel,

"I want to keep you in school.” sald
Uncle Peabody, who sat making &
splint broom,

While wo were talking In walked
Bewjumin Grimghaw—the rich man of
the hills, He didn't stop to  knock,
it wilked right tn.as if the house
were his own.
sip that he held 8 mortgage on every
acre of the countryside. 1 had pever
liked Wi, for he was n stero-eyed
wan who was always scolding some-
Bodtsy und 1 ld not forgotten what his
son had said of him. .

“Good nlght ! he exclalmed eurtly,

Read

your ov/n

tween his foet nnd rested his hands
upon It.  He spoke hoarsely and 1

T Nhamanms &
remember the curions notion” eame to
me thit he looked Uke our old ram.

Herald *&0:

duetoadisorderedstomach, A manwith good

digestion is nearly always good natured. A
great many have been permanently cured of stom-
ach troubles by Chamberlain’s Tablets after years
of suffering. These tablets strengthen the stomach
and enable it to perform its functions naturally,
Try them, They only cost a quarter,

Chamberlain’s Tablets

He wore n thin, gray beard under his
chin.  His mouth was shut tight in
# long lne curving dowonward a 1t
tle ot the ends. My uncle used to
sy that his mouth wes made to keep
his thoughts from leaking and golog
to wuste, He had o blg body, & blg
chin, a blg mouth, a blg nose and
blg earg and hands, His cyes lay
small In this setting of bigness

“Why, Mr. Grimshaw, It's yeurs
glnee you've been In our house—
ayes!™ snld Aaot Deel,

“L suppose It 18, he answered rath-
er shorply,  “I don't have much time
to get aronnd. T have to work.
There's some people gcem to be able
to gt wlong without It. T see yon've
kot one o' these newfangled stoves”
he added ne he looked It over, “Huh!
Rleh folks cun have angthing they
want."

Uncle Peabody hnad sat splintering
the long stick of yellow birch, I ob-

hig hand, His tone had a touch of
unoaturloess, proceeding no  donbt

ag he sald:

rleher than I do now, I had almost
enoigh to settle with you up to date,

Good Printing is the Pro;uct of the Herald Print Shop

but I slgned @ note for & friend and
hind to pay 14"

| Uncle Pesbody, “You'll have to have

ambition. My uncle needed the most| Ing

It was common gos- |~

a8 lie sat down nnd set his cune be |5

served that the Jnckknife trembled In y

from his fear of the man before him, |(4

“When 1 bought that stove 1 felt |8

“Ayuh! T suppose so” Grimsbaw
Bnswered In w tobe of bilter leony
which eut me lke & knife-blade, young
6% 1 wan, *What business have you
Hguin' notes an' givin' sway money
which ain't yours to give~1'd like to
know? What business have you setin’
like o rich man when you can't pay
yer honest debts? I'd lke to know
thut, toat”

“If T've ever acted like a rich mun
It' been when I wa'n't lookin',” mald
Uncle Peabody,

"What business have you to go en-
nrgin'  yer famdly—takin' mnother
mouth to feed nod apother body to
®pin for? That costs money. 1 want
1o tell you one thing, Beynes, you've
Bot to pay up or git out o' here

le ruised his cane and shook It In
the ulr un he spoke.

"Oby, I nio't oo doubt o' that,” suld

Fer money—that's sure; s’ you will
have i I 1 live, every cent of It
Thix boy Is goln' to be & great help
10 me—jou doo't know what & good
boy be i and what & comfart he's
been to uw ™

These words of my beloved uncle
uncovored my emotions so that 1 put
my elbow 0@ the wood-box und lenned
wy head apon it and sobbed.

“I ain't golo' to be bard on e,
Bayoes,” sald Mr. Orimibaw a8 he
rose from bl chalr; “I'll glve ye
three months to see whut you cun do,
I wonlde't wouder If the boy would
turn out all right He's big an' cordy
of his age sod & purty likely boy, they
el me”

Mr, Grimsbaw opeied the ddor and
#tood for & moment looking at us and
added In a milder tone: “You've got
ube o the best farms io this town an’
if ye work hard wp' use common
Beuse ye ought to be out o' debt In
five yeurs—inebbe less."

He closed the door nod went away.

Nelther of us moved or spoke as we
listened to his footsteps on the gravel
puth that went down to the rmad and
to the sound of hix buggy us he drove
away. Then Uncle Peabody broke
the sllence by saying:

“He's the dam'dest—"

He stopped, set the half-splintered
6tick aside, closed his jJackkpife and
wenl to the waterpall to cool his
emotions with & drink.

Aunt Deel took up the subject where
be had dropped it, es If no-baif-ex-
pressed sentiment would satiufy ber,
suylog:

“—old skinfiint that ever lived in
this world, ayes! 1 aln't goln' to
hold my oplolon o' that wan no
longer, ayes! I can't. It's too pow-
erful—ayes!"

Huving recovered my composure 1
repeated that I should like to give up
#choo! and stay st home and work.
Aunt Deel interrupled me by say-

“I have an (dee that Sile ershl‘
will belp us—ayes! He's comln' home |
an' you better go down an’ see him—
ayes! Hada't ye?”

“Bart an' T'll go down !o-mnrrm."| cx

sald Uncle Peabody.

Some fourteen mooths before that |

day my uncle had taken me to Pots-
dam and traded griln and salts for
what he called a "rip roarin’ fine suit

o' clothes™ with boots nnd cap and |

shirt and collar and necktie to watch, |
I having earned them by sawing uod |
cording wood &t three ehlillngs a |
cord. How often we looked back to
those better days! The clothes had
beea too big for me and I bad had to[
Whit untll my growth had taken up |
the “slack™ ln my coat and trousers |
before I could venture out of !he|
neighbortood. I had tried them on |
every week or 8o for a long time. Now |
1y statme fllled them handsomely
and they Mlled me with a pride and |
salsfaction which I had pever known
befrre,

*Now may the Lord help ye to be
careful—awful, terrible careful o
them clothes every minute o thie
day” Auot Deel cautioned ns she

‘ WALTER G. BROWN

iooked at e,

“Dan't gt no horse
KOAL BOF Wagon grease on et

To Aunt Deel wagon grense was
the worst enemy of & happy and re-
spectable howe,

Continued next week

Monmouth and Independence
Auto-Bus Schedule

Leaves Munmusth Leavas Independenc
80n m. North Bound 7.8 % m,
L6 p. m. - 426 p. m.
616 * et o k4
10008 th. South Bound 10.84 &, m.
316 p. m, g TS 461 p. m,
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GRAHAM & SON Propristors

EVYANGELICAL CHURCH
PeTER CongLiy, Paston
Sunday Schoal,

Swope & Swope, Lawyers,
I. 0. 0.F. Bidg.
' « Independence

DR. F. R. BOWERSOX

*|PHYSICIAN ¥ SURGEON

PHONE NOS
OFFICE . 1303
HOUSE . 1502

L. C. PRICE,M. D.

Office and residence
Kurre Apartments

. 10,00 &, m,
Preaching Service, 1.00 a. m, | Phone 1903
Y. P A, Meeting, 6,16 p. m
Preaching Service, - T8pm
Prayer Meeting Wednesdny, 7%p.m.| WALTER G. BROWN
BAPTIST CHURCH Sebtaing
“ "
E. B, Pacs, Pastor PENNSYLVANIA
Sunday Schoal, wwsw| Fire Insurance Co,
Preaching Service, 1L00 & m.
C. U. E Meeting, 6,30 p, m of Philadelphia
Preaching Service, 7.30 p. m Notary Public

Prayer Mecting Wednesday, 7.90 P n;

Blank Deeds, Mortgages, Ete.

%

Monmouth, .

Monmouth. Transfer- and
Feed Stable

All kinds of irmlem_ng done promptly
and on short notice

FRANK SKEEN, Pruprietor,

. Oregon

Willamette Valley
Transfer Co.

Leave Portland daily between
‘Salem, Independence, Monmouth
and Dallasat 7 A. M.

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

15 opened.

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

FORDSON
TRACTORS

Prompt and careful service

Leave orders at the ﬁe_ruld Office until depot

Don’t Start The New Year

Watches and Jewelry. Repairing
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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

SALEM

1995—PHONES——442

i ™ N TN
PR TOR R SRS RO

127 State Street

OREGON

Tractor and Plow on display at

Graham and Son Garage, Selling Agents, Monmouth.
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