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HILL & CO.,

with bright porcelain and

shining nickel which need no
polish. Up-to-date cooking ap
paratus ; latest ymprovements
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RS, THADDEUS CLAYTON came |
softly Into the room and looked |
with apprehensive eyes upon the little |

old man In the rocking chair,

“How be ye, dearie? Yer hain't
wanted fer nothin’, uow, have ye?" she
asked,

“Not a thing, Harrlet,” he returned |

cheerily. “I'm feelin' real pert,
Was there lots there?! An' did Parson
Drew say a heap o' fine things?”

Mrs, Clayton dropped Into a chalre
and pulled listlessly at the black
strings of her bonnet.

“*‘Twas a beautiful fon'ral,
dens—a beautiful fun'ral. I—I
wished it was mine.”

“Harriet I"

She gave a shamed-faced laugh.

“Well,

Thad
"most

too, |

I did—then Jehiel and Han- |

nah Jane would ‘a’ come, an' I could |

'a’ seen 'em."”

|
The horrified look on the old man's |
| back and forth,

face gave way to a broad smlle,

“Oh! Harriet—Harriet!" he chuck-
led, “how could ye seen
wns dend?”

“Huh? Well, I-—Thaddeus"—her
volce rose sharply In the stlent room
“every single one of them Perkins boys
was there, and Annabel, too. Only
think what poor Mis' Perkins would 'a’
glven ter seen 'em '
But they walted—waited, Thaddeus,
Jest as everybody does, til]l their folks
Is dead.”

“But, Harrlet,” demurred the old
man, “surely you'd 'a’ had them boys
come ter their own mother's fun'ral!”

“Come! TI'd '’ feasted her eyes on
‘'em. Thaddeus"—Mrs, Clayton rose to
her feet and stretched out two gaunt
hands longlngly—"Thaddens, I get so
hungry sometimes for Jehlel and Han-
nah Jane, seems as though I jest
couldn’t stand it!"

‘em If yom |

| on ®o, Harrlet!

‘fore she went! |’
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A SUMMONS HOME

Everything Else She Triod and Failed—But Her Last
Trick Won Success.

By ELEANOR PORTER
Author of “ Pollyanna,” * Just David,” Ete,
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the vielt very much; put I guess we cdn't
Ko just yet. Of course, if anything serious
ehould come up that made it necessary—
why, that would be differsnt; but ] knew
'you are sensible, and will understand how
it is with us.

Nathan |8 well, but business has been
pretty brisk, and he ls In the store early
iand late. A® long as he's making money,
'he don’'t mind;, but I tell him I think he
might rest a little sometimes, and let
some one else do the things he does.

Tom I8 a big boy now, smart in hia
studies and with a good head for Agurea
Nallle loves her books, too;: and, for a
little girl of eleven, does pretty well, we
think.

I must close now. We all send love,
and hope you are getting along all right
Was glad to hsar father was galning so
fast,

Your loving daughter,
HANNAH JANT

The letter dropped from Mre, Clay-
ton's fli.gers and lay unheeded on the
floor., The woman covered her face
with her hands and rocked her body

“There, there, dearle,” soothed the
old man huskily; “mebbe Jehlel's will
be diff'rent. There, there! Don't take
Don't! 1 just know
Jehlel'll come.”

A week later Mrs. Clayton found an-
other letter In the rural delivery box

Yes, it was from Jehlel,

She drew a long breath. Her eager

| thumb was almost under the flap of the

“1 know—I know, denrie,” quavered '
| Jehiel today.”

the old mau, vigorously polishing his
glasses,

“Fifty years ago my ﬂrsl baby cams,’
resumed the woman in tremulous
tones; “then another came, and an-
lother, till I'd six. 1 loved 'em an’

tended "em, an’ cared for ‘em, an’ didn't |

(have a thought but was fer them

bables. Four died"—her volce broke, |

[{then went on with renewed strength—
‘“but I've got Jehiel and Hannah Jane

left ; at least, I've got two bits of paper |

,that comes mebbe once a month,

an’ |

ione of 'em's signed ‘your dutiful son, |

Jehlel, an' the other, ‘from your loving
‘daughter, Hannah Jape.' "

“Waell, Harrlet, they—thay're pretty
good ter write letters,” ventured Mr.
Clayton.

[ "Letters!” walled his wife.
hug an’ kiss letters, though I try to,
sometimes.

“Well, well, wife, mebbe they'll come
—mebbe they'll come this summer;
who knows?’

She shook her head dismally.

“You've sald that ev'ry year for the
last Afteen summers, an’ they hain't
gome yet. Jehiel went West more than
'twenty yoars ago, ap’ he's never been
'home since. Why, Thaddeus, we've got
|a grandson ‘most eighteen, that we
'haln't even seen !
|home jJest once since she was married,

envelope when she hesltated, eyed the
letter uncertainly, and thrust It into
the pocket of her ealico gown. All day
It lay there, save at times—which, in-
deed, were of frequent occurrence—
when she took it from its hiding place,
pressed it to her cheek, or gloried In
every curve of the boldly written ad-
dress.

At night, after the lamp was lighted,
she sald to her husband in tones so
low he could scarcely hear:

“Thaddeus, I—I bhad a letter from

“You did—and never told me? Why,
Harriet, what—" He paused helplessly.

“I—I haven't read it, Thaddeus,” she
stammered. “I eouldn’t bear to, some-
way. I don't know why, but [ couldn’t.
You read It!" She held out the letter
with shaking hands,

He took it, glving her a sharp glance
from anxlous eyes. As he began to
read alond she checked him.

“No; ter yerself, Thaddens—ter
verself!| Then—tell me.”
As he read she watched his face.

The light died from her eyes and her

| ehin quivered as she saw the stern

“I can't |

Hannah Jane's been |

|but thfat was nigh on ter sixteen years |
ago. She's always writin' of her Tom- |

'my and Nellle, but—I want ter see
I'em, Thaddeus ; I want ter see ‘em I
“Yes, yes; well, we'll ask ‘em, Har-
|riet, agalp—we'll ask ‘em real urgeut
| ke, an’ mebbe that'll fetch 'em,” com-
forted the old man.
ter be here the Fourth; that's eight

“We'll ask 'em |

weeks off yet, an' I shall be real smart |

'by then.”

Two letters that were certalnly “ur-
|gent-lke” left the New Fogland farm-
'house the next morniag. Ooe was ad-
dressed to a thriving western city, the
other to Chattanooga, Tennesses, |

In courge of time the answers came.
|Hannah Jane's appeared first, and was
weud with shaking fingers,

Your lette =Ame twn or thses dayp ago.
jand 1 have hurried round te anawer M,
(for you seemmed to be po anvious to hear,
'I'm real sorry, butl | don't e how
can get away this pummeoer. Nathan (s
(real busy at the store, and esams way, |
lean't setm o get uUp enapgy encugh to
ih‘oﬂ think of fAxing up the chilren to
take them so far.

JXitation,

lines deepen around his mouth. A min

Godl

Qaur

“A Fun'ral—It's Murder!” He Gasped.

ute more, and he had finished the let-
ter and laid It down without a word,
“Thaddeus, ye don't mean—he didn’t
say—"
“Read it—I—I can't,” choked the

| old man.
Dear Mother (pgad Mrs Clayten aloud): |

Thank you for the in- |
thoush, 254 we should enjoy | eo many weeks =o by without & lesler

She reached slowly for the sheet of
paper and spread it on the table befare
her.

Dear Mother (Jehlel had written): Just
& word to tell you we are all 0. K. and
doing finely. Your letter reminded me
that it was about time 1 was writing
home to the folks. ] don't mean to lsf
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| carpet up In & new place!

Our boy Fred is sightesn tomorrow.
You'd be proud of him, I kmow, if you
could see him, Business ls N.hln( Glad
to hear you're all right and that father's
rheumatiam is on the
.oa:;l ever, your affectionate and dutiful

JEHTEL.
Oh, by the way-about that visit Essk
1 reckon we'll have to call 1t off this year,
| Too bad; but can’'t seem to see my wa¥y
clear,
: s Bye-bye,
1 - I ’.

tme.

then she slowly folded It and put it

“Harrlet,

| man timidly.
[ ‘Don’t, Thaddeus—pleass don't !” she
| Interrupted. "1—I don't want ter talk.”
| And she rose unsteadily to her feet and
moved towerd the kitchen dsor,

For a time Mrs. Clayton went about
her work in a silence gunite unusual,
while ber husband waiehed bher with
troubled eyes. His heart grieved over
the bowed head and drooping shoul-
| ders, and over the blurred eyes that
were 50 often surreptitiously wiped on
a cormer of the gingham apron. Bat

mebbe—" began the old

uggressive, yet anxious, determination.

“Thaddeus, I want ter speak ter you
about somethin', I've been thinkin'
it all out, an' I've decided thrt I've got
ter kill one of us off.”

“Harriet "

“Well, I have, A fun'ral Is the only
thing that will fetoh Jehlel and—"

ye gone clean mad?"

Bhe looked at hlm appealingly.

“Now, Thaddeus, don't try ter hen-
der me, please. You see, It's the only
way. A fun'ral s the—"

“A fun'rul—it's murder!” he shud-
dered.

“Oh, not ter make belleve, as I shall,”
she protested eagerly. “It's—"

“Make belleve!”

"Why, ves, of course. You'll have

ter be the one ter do It, ‘canse I'm goln
ter be the dead one, an'—"

“Harriet "

“There, there, please,
Jane 'fore I dle!”

“But—they-—they'll come If—"

“No, they won't come, We've tried
It over an' over agaln; you know we
have, Hannab Jane herself sald that
If anythin' ‘serious’ came up It would
be diffrent. Well, I'm goln' ter have
somethin' ‘serious’ come up!”

“But, Harrlet—"

“Now, Thaddeus,” begged the woman,
almost erying, “you must help me, dear,
've thought it all out, an’ it's easy as
can be, I shan't tell any lies, of course,
I cut my finger today, dido’t 17"

“Why—yes—I belleve 50," he nc-
knowleged dazedly; “but what bhas
that to do—"

“That's the ‘accident,’ Thaddeus.
You're ter send two telegrams at once
—one ter Jehlel, an’ one ter Hannah
Jane. The telegrams will say: ‘Accl-
dent to your mother., Funeral Satur-
day afternoon. Come at once.' That's
Jest ten words.”

“Now, that's all true, aln't 1t7" she
nsked anxiously. “The ‘accident’ s this
cut. The ‘fun‘ral’ is old Mls’ Went-
worth's. 1 heard terday that theyr
couldn't have It wuntil
that'll give us plenty of time ter get
the folks here, I needn't say whose
fun'ral it is that's goin’ ter be on Sat-
urday, Thaddeus! 1 want yer ter hitch
up an' drive over ter Hopkinsville ter
send the telegrams. The man's new
over there, an’ won't know yer. You
couldn't sand ‘em from |lhere, of
] course.”

Thaddeus Clayton never knew jaost
how he allowed himself to be per-
sunded to take his part in this “crazy
scheme,” as he termed it, but per
suyaded he certalnly wan,

It was & miserable time for Thad-
| deus, then., First, there was that hur-
ried drive to Hopkinsville. Though
the day was warin he fairly shivered
ns he handed those two fateful tele.
grams to the man behind the counter,
Then there was the homeward 'Ier,
during which, llke the gulity thli‘
wae, he cost furtive glances fﬂ!l'n wide
to side.

Even home itself came to be a mis
ary, for the sweeping and the dusting
and the baking and the hrewing which
| he encountered there left him no place
| to eall his awn, so that he lost his pa-
| tlenoe at last and moaned :

*Seems ter me, Harriet, you're a
pretty lively corpse!”

Hix wife smiled, and flushed a little.

“There, there, dear! Don't fret,
rJut think how glad we'll be ter see
em !” she exclalmed.
| Harriet was blissfully bappy. Both
| the children had promptly responded
| to the telegrams, and were now on
| thelr way. Hannah Jane, with her
| hushand and two children, wers eox-
| pected on Friday evening: but Jehlel
and his wife and boy could not possibly
get In untll early on the following
| morning.

All this brought scant Joy te Thad-
deus. There was always hanging over
bim the dread horror of what he had
| done, and the fearful questioniog as
to how it was all going to sad

Friday came, but a telegram at the
last moment told of tralns delayed and
conpections missed. - Hapush would
pot reach heme untll 9:40 the next
morniog. 8o It was with a four-seated
carryall that Thaddeus Clayton started
for the station on Saturday morning to
meet both of his children and their
familes,

The ride home was a sllent one}
but once Inside the house, Jehiel and
Hapoah Jane amid & storm of sohs

back In its envelope. '

Thaddeus ! |
I've got ter see Jehiel and Huonah |

Saturday, so-

and cries, besleged thelr fathér with
questions,

The family were all in the darkened
sitting roorn—all, Indeed. save Harriet,
who =at In solitary stante In the cham-

ber above, her face pale and her heart |and a federal grand jury in l’ull.n

beating nlmost to suffocation. It had
been arranged that she was not to be

Harrlet Clayton did not ecry this
Ehe stared at the letter long |
minutes with wide-open, tearless eyes. |

Jehlel, with a shaoke In his volee; “all
of us 1 never thought—I1 mnever |
dreamed—father, cep—can we soe— |
| her?
In the chamber above, a woman

at the end of a week the little old wom- |
an accosted him with a face full of |

“Harriet, are ye gone crazy? Have |

|thirteen

Corcoran's,

sary whenever a home in Halsey

seen until some sort of explanation
had been given,

“Father, what was I1t?" sobbed Han-
vah Jane. “How did it happer "

“It must have been so sudden,” fal-
tered Jehiel, *“It cut me up com-
pletely.”

“I can't ever forgive myself”
moened Hanneh Jane hysterically.
“She wanted us to come East, and |
wounldn't. "Twas my selfishness—'twas

easler to stny where [ was; and now— |

now—"

“We'be been brutes, rather,” cut in

sprang to her feet. Harrlet bad quite
forgotten the stove-pipe hole to the
room below, and every sob and moan
and walling cry had been woefully dis-
tinet to her ears. With streaming eyves
and quivering lips she hurried down
the stalrs and threw open the sitting-
roomn door.

“Jehlel! Hannah Jane! I'm here,
right here—allve!” she ecried “An'
I've been a wicked, wicked woman! 1
never thought how bad 't was goln' ter
maoke you feel. 1 truly never, never
did. "Twas only myself—I wanted yer
go. Oh, children, children, I've beea
#o wicked—so awful wicked!™

Jehiel and Haunah Jane were steady
of head and strong of heart, and joy,
it is mald, never kille; otherwise, the
results of that sudden apparition in the

r Mre.
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while investigating to try to lear.
how the appareut shortage occured,

1'nd indicated bhim for it!

D. F"Deanis
to Coquille, where Mr,

bimself and mude the an 01t grod | employment, and G. W. Laubser

has moved ioto the Dean residence,

Ray Bryden, the youth arrested
for stealing a bottle of perfume in
the Woodworth drug store at Al

goiog | bany, paid $25 fine and $6.50 costs
Dean haeand promised to leave town under

SHASTA MOUNTAIN RESORTS

eitting-room doorway might have been

disastrous,

As it was, a wonderfully happy fam- |

{ly party gathered around the table an |
hour later; and as Jehiel led a tremu-
lous, gray-hnired woman to the seat of
honor, he looked Into her shining eyes
and whispered :

“Dear old mumsey, now that we've

found the way home ngnin, 1 reckon
we'll be coming every year—don't
you?

San Francisco
Los Angeles

Three world famous and beauntiful cities
Visit California's National Parks and Charming Seashore Resorts

** Oregon Outdoors™ and "'

Jots and littles J

(Continued from page 1)

Shedd has 8700
Canada thistle pact,

acres in the!

Balf Bond and wife went to the|!

A'beny Chautauqua Friday.

Miss Ida Mitzner proposes to!
take a term at the Moumouth wor- |
mal school the coming winter,

Hsleey Btate bank
now carries the name
Taylor, assistaut cashier.
[.awrence.

literature
of L, D.
That's

Grandma Frum of Brownsville
and Miss Ruth Frum started
Monday evening for Newport to
spend a coupla of weeks.

Labor is scarce in the southern
partof the conuty and some grain
i1 being harvested at night because
it shatiers out worse in the day.

Rosa Powell has been appointed
administrator of the T, A. Powell
estate, which 18 valued at $4, 720,
<eo legal advertisement in this|
paper.

S. S. Hayes, John Btandish, J,
C. Standirsh and wife aod Mrs,
Mary Hayes motored above
Brownsville Sunday ; and spent
the afternoon at the home of A, C.
Windom.

Septic tanks have been put in
at Dr. Garnjobst’s and at J, J,
Mr. Corcoran heing
the cement artist, In the absence
of sewers the septic tank 18 neces-

has up-to-date plumbing, |

8. 8. Hayes of Portland, who |

hias been visitiog at Jim Porter’s, |

near Peoria, arrived in town Sat,
urday for a visit at the home of
J. C. Standieh., Mr, Hayes is an |
old-time resident of Halrey and is|
well known among the old-timers, |
He is Mre, Standirh's uncle. !

On a hot Sunday recently Pas.
tor Cook annouced in the Methos
dist church that men would be|
excused if they took off their
coals,
sponded by removing bis
‘““Ah," said Cook, *‘only one
with a clean shirt in the housea,

Frank BSmith’s chickens
Sweet Home raised a cry
alarm on several succeseive even-
ings. Finally he went to investi-
gate and killed a rattlesnake with
rattles that he found
coiled in one of the nests.

The business of the Klite econ.
fectionery, Mr. Tripp says, is in.
creasing rapidly sinoe be and Mr,
Hood took charge, being probably
the largest in Afbnny. The cafe.
taria branch, which has a special
appeal for Hllny people who reach
Albany hungry, is advertieed in
this paper,

F. C. Powell, assistant post-
master at Albany and employe of
the office for twenty-five years,
discovered a shortage of #1500 in

coat,
man

Only W, J. Ribelin rr-‘

VACATION
TRIPS

Cost Less This Year

Why not take advantage of this opportonity to realize
big profite in transportation costs to

TiLLavook CouNTy BEACHES
CRATER LAKE NATIONAL Pamrx

OrEGON'S Formrst, LAKE, RIVER AND MoUNTAIN RESORTS
Orggon CAVES NaTIONAL PARK

or

Eastern Cities
via the Scenic Shasta Route

On your way east stop over at

California for the Tourist,'' beautifully

Ilustrated folders, are FREE on request.
For further particulars ask agents

Southern Pacific

NEWPORT BY-THK SEA

YVosumiTe NATIONAL PARK

San Diego

Lines
JOHN M, SCOTT,
General Passenger Ageat
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GP.I‘ SOMETHING that is stout, that is,
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in place of rope—stronger
asts a lifetime.

When you buy machine oil don't think

any old grease isoil.

We have a heavy red

ENGINE OIL, best that can be bought, at

Qc a gallon. Try it.

TWINE is here.

G. W. Mornhinweg
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We sell

the Claxtonola

Come in and hear it play

All phonograph records and needles.

motor girl craves our delictausly
flavored and tempting ice cream.

Tlllt DRY, parched throat of the

Why not geatify hee? Our ice cream {»
more beneficia
sot drinks,

than cheaply favered
We use the best flavoring,

Cold drinks Lunches

Stewart & Price Confectionery

tonch with me.

wanting tH rent farms.

Jay W. Moore, Realtor.

loans.

If your farm will be for rent this fall get in
I have several good farmers

Fire insurance ; farm

——

and thiok.

numbered.

‘Where Savings are safe

Be Honest With Yourself

@ If you have been driflting along—spending all,

You must realize that it cannot go on forever,
Now, while your earning power 13 the greatest, see to it that
each payday pays SOMETHING toward your future INDEPENDENCE,

We will w2lCrme yoour ac

The First Savings Bank of Albany, Oregon

syiat an |l help you save.

saving mothing—siop

One's earning days are

Four per cent and ne worry.

Automobile Insurance
Fire, theft, collisicn, property damage and
Protect yourself against

personal lLability.
losa.

C. P. STAFFORD, Agent.

the stamp account, reported it
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