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Copynght . 1717 By Dovbleday De
The human element of thls siory I
enriched by a study iIn horitage—
genealogy. Noble blood of two races|
united. In one case, primiti and sav-
age, but none the less in the
other, clvilized and cul! I 1o the
highest degree. This ph hased |
on the historical union, s01 tury |

and a half agone, between the | 70
maiden known as Molly Brant

of Thayendanega that greatest of alf
hawk chlefs, and Sir Wiliam Johp
son, representative of King George Il
in the colonles.

Down through the years to A& de-
scendant, to a Molly Drant of the pres-
ent time, married to a @roesus and
tiving in a palace in the city of New
York., Through her son, a throw-back
to type, the blood of the orlginal Mol-
ly Brant comes Into its own. This|
blending of the primitive and the mod- |
ern is one of the greatest fascinations |
of the story. It Ils given an amnrnpn;i
ate eetting—In a village far back 11¥|
Quebec where the Elghteenth century
touches elbows with the Twentleth |
The American melting pot I8 symbol-
jzed In the Crippled Lady herselfl.

The late James Oliver Curwood was
a writer of adventure stories who had
& most wonderful faculty for catchlog
tne spirit and translating the romance
of a chosen locality. It was singu-
larly fortunate that his affections cen- |
tered about the north country, about
the Habitant sections of Quebec and |
those farther reaches of forests and |
snows toward the Arctic,

No one has written more or better
atories about the regions he loved than
Curwood New editions of his works
make thelr appearance with even
greater regularity than ald new nov- |
¢ls from his pen during life. One of
his lagt books was ““The Crippled Lady
of Peribonka,” a tale that will be read
and read agaln for many years. |

CHAPTER 1 E

B [
to start like & |

This story is going
lesson In geography. This Is bv{-:msv:
it is largely a chronicle of real events
in human llves. History, whether of
things or people, resis upon the basle
necessity of possessing certaln-aspects
of situation wlich we encompass with- |
in the terms of latitude and longitude.
The following narrative would quite
profoundly miss its real drama if it
were to ignore the points of the com
pass and the manner in which Fate |
played with them to bring about an |
unusual comblination of ends .

We wlll begin with Peribonka. Perl [
bonka is a quaint little French-Cana-
dian village which nesties on the shore |
of the glorious Peribonka river, four
miles above Lac St. Jean, in the prov-
ince of Quebec. It is made up almost |
entirely of a single row of thirty or |
forty houses, all of which face the |
river. Should one adventure a little |
farther into the wilderness after ha/ |
ing made the wonderful Saguenay trip
up from Quebec to lla Ila bay or
Chicoutim! and come to know I'er!-|
bonka for himself, he will understand |
why the houses are situated with no |
peighbors or obstructions between ’
them and the river. For the river is a |

living, breathing, God-sent thing to the |

French-speaking people of the place,
about whose drowsy lives there stlll
remalns, llke a sweet-scented vell of
old lavender lace, the picturesque sim-
plicity of their great-great-grandfath
ers of a hundred and fifty years ago.

In contragt to the roaring, passion
ate Mistassinl, fifteen miles away, the
Peribonka is pecullarly like the men
and women and children who Inhablt
a few acres of its shores. It has, 1
belleve, given to them much of thelr
character, for of all the people In the
habitant country those of Perlbonka
are the gentlest and most lovable.
Even in the floodtimes of spring it is
not an angry or menacing river, and
in winter it is so genlally smooth and

well frozen that the habitant farmers |

use it for thelr horse-and-cutter races,
or as a trall by which to come to
town. In spite of its great size and
the vast forces behind it, the kind
ness and gentleness of its nature must
have made Its people ‘vhat they are.
The men are truthful, thelr morals are
right, they belleve In God as well as
in spirits,- they are clean and cour
teous and hospitable. The women are
bright eyed, clear skinned, unrouged
unbobbed, pretty. Tiese people are
always looking toward the river, in the
evening when ‘they go tc bed, In the
morning when they get up. They have
bullt their plcturesque little church
facing ‘it, and the good Father sleeps
with his bedroom window opening
upon It. The local cemetery occuples
an acre of hallowed ground within a
hundred feet of the water's edge. A
venerable monastery 1s bullt at .the
month of it

Until guite receutly the wo Lop
plest people in the village of Leri
bonka were Maria Chapdelaine and
her busband Samuel. They are still
happy, although Samuel Is a bit over-
cast at present because of a financial
loss which has come to him. For
years Samuel bns run his little store
and Marla her kitehen, in which she
prepares delectable meals for the few
translents who come thelr way,-and
until thls recent time to which I have
referred, there 1s good reason to be-
lleve she was the happlest woman in
her little world.

Now there Is another. They call
her the Crippled Lady.

seen sitting on the wide verunda of |

a quaint little home in a garden of
flowers just this side of the cliurch
There I8 a road which completely en
circles Lac 8t. Jean, connectiug the
villages cnd farms ‘n its parrow rim
of clvilization, and during the tourist
season occasional automobiles pass
through Peribonka. Thelr occupants
always stare at the Crippled Lady I
she bappens to be on her porch. She
is a vislon of loveilness which one
gannot easlly forget,  IWoen

Tban - Lady
i Peribonka

ran ?.Ni Ce Ine

| the men.

=g P

»hout her, and men gilently bear away |
a picture of her in their hegrts. Her

beauty, if vne has only a4 moment's
contemplation of It, strikes almost
with a shock. It is Slavie—thlck,
dark, shining hair drawn smoothly
back, & face clearly white as a nun’s,
unforgettable eyes, A slim, beautiful
fenure in a blg chair—and something

¢lse. It 1s that other thing which
phivtographs | o vividly and so per-
manantly upou one's consclousness

I'erhaps it 18 some time before one
realizes that what he has seep 1 not
beauty alone but happiness. The
Crippled '.ady, who cannot wulk, who
cannot stand alone, is happy, and she
covets nothing which God has pot
already given hero Her volce tells you
that.

The people of DPeribonka love this
charming forelgner, wlo has made her
home among them. The women are
not jealous of her. Slie mukes the
significance of purity and beauly
pearer and,.uore comprehensive for
The-Church prayed for her
when she was very sick. She Is of
ull religions just loving God, so that
even the sternest of the monks in

| their grim white walls down near the

lake speak and think of ber tenderly.
The children worship ter, and the big.
wide porch of her home has become a
shrine for them. In P'eribonka youth
still continues to grow up Into man
hood £nd womanhood believing wilh
great faith in the visille existence of

| spirits, both good and bad, and in the
| varied and frequent manifestations of

a divine interest and watchfulness. So
the children have come to belleve that
it was a miracle which sent the Crip
pled Lady through the doors of death

| and then brought her safely back
ngaln, that she might remaln with

them always. Even the mpthers and
fathers belleve this, Just as surely as
they believe it 1s a sin to steal from
one's nelghbor or speak falsehood
goinst him. “Thus works the hand

| of God,” the good Father has sald So
| the Church belleves it, too.

They all know her gtory. And that

| story Is an eplc which will live for

long time in the country about Lac 8*
Jean. 1 doubt if it will dle until the
so-called progress of {ndustrially active
man thrusts up 'ts grimy hand and
inundates it, along with the qualint-
ness and beauty and satisfylng near-
ness to God of llving up there.

It ts this story I have set out to
tell, with a bit of geography tc begin
with—who the Crippled Lady 1s and
why she Is there, how she bravely
tried to give up ber life for another
woman's hushand, and why she INes
today so happily in Peribonka.

CHAPTER 11

It 1s unusual that an Indian should

| be born in one of the wealthlest fam-

ilies in New York.

Yet it happened.

A traveler to the ¢ity of Drantford,
Ont., will find withln a few mliles of
the town a little church bullt for the
Indians by King George the Third,
and close about it an old cemetery
in which rests the dust of the last
of the great Iroquols warrlors and
chlefs. In a tomb bullt of stone, which
fs green with age and moss3, lles
Thayendanegea, greatest of all the Mo
hawks, and more ecommonly known as
Joseph Brant. Readers of the ro
mance, as well as the act of history
may recall the day when Sir William
Johnson, the king's right arm In the
Colonies, first saw Thayendanegea's
slster. [le was attending a muster of
his county militia when an ofticer
came galloping by with a beautiful
Indian girl of sixteen riding laughing
ly behind him. Sir Willlam, whose
wife had recently died, eanght a vision
of lovely durk eyes and of flowing
black halr streaming In a cloud be
hind a form of rare symmetry and
grace, and In that moment the heart
of the lonely and susrceptible widower
was smitten so deeply that evening
found Molly Brant In Johnson castle,
where she remained, thenceforth its
mistress and the Idol o1 fts proprictor

Geography and history skip a hun
dred and thirty-five sears after this
event until they arrive at the birth of
the Indian boy on Ifth avenue.

When James Kirke married AMolly
Craddock nelther thought very much
about the strain of Indian bluod  In

Vally's velns, excent thnt Molly was

< retly promd of i, Kirke
was not the kind of mon to boast of
ancestors, or even te  think abon!
them, for he had one consuming am
bition from the begloning, und that
was to pyramid his inberited milllons
into ever-Increasing tinancial power
Ile became so compleiely ahsorbed in
this task that after a few years Molly
was left very largely to whatever
dreams she may have had of the pie
turesque and romantie past, and to ar
nl)mrhin;.: love for her young son, ['uul
She told him manv of the pretty
storles and some of the tragic ones

Sty

She is often | Which deeds had written In the lives
of thelr ancestors, and twice she went |

l with tim to the anclent burial place
near Brantford and sat beside the
temb af Thayendanegea, and tried to

l muke him-see as clearly as herself the

I| stirring days when Molly Brant came

| with tresses flylng before Sir Willinm

| Johnson

From the hour ['aul opened his eyes
to the light of life be had In him'the
soul of an Indlan. After a hundred
and thirty-five years the blood of the

with blue eyes and blond halr.. But
the modern Molly,
palace, with a Croesus for a husband,

Peribonka.

pise.no ooy, Her boy grew lean ol 1.
aud tigure. [lis check bones were
little high. His love for the outdoors
became a passion. She made It pos
sible for him to spend his vacations
in the woods, and esch time he re-
turned she knew that something had
been taken away from him and a little
more of the other thing put In lrs
place. The servants thought he was
queer, 1nd loved his quiet and stoleyl
kindness, ~which wus many years
older than his age. Most hoys would
have lived up to the princely grandeur
of 1ls environment. To 'aul It meant
less thun & tree with birds singiny
in its branches.

In his thirteenth year came three
events of vital Impertance In the
shaping of his future. First his moth
er dled. No one would ever know the
terrible, unhealing wound "It cut in
I'aul's heart. It was James Kirke, the
hardened and power-seeking Jngger
naut of flesh and blood who went to
pieces when he discovered that death
had been fearless enough to cross hils
path [lis agony was llke a storm
trizic for_p time, and qulckly over
lie geffTed back lnto the flerce strife
“of his niongy getting oy the time I'nul
began to grieve, tut the shadow and
the fact of death changed him a little
Ile saw himself aiono, except for his
nfter years of
passing Intercst on his part, became
the kernel of his plans and amblitions
He was now Lking. Scme day his boy
would be kinz. And 't was his deslre
and bhis decislon that he should be a
vreater king than himself. ['ride fired
his resolution,

CHH Arnd this son,

But here the geographieal genlus of
Fate again stepped<4n with humors of
its own. In anolher Fifth avenue
home a baby girl was horn to the wife
of Kirke's most lmplacable financinl
enemy, Henry Durand. A few months
later, three thousand miles or more
awany, an lmmigrant ship left for
Amerlca. On board this ship was n
clear-cyed, hopeful wcodcutter from
the mountain country of central Eu

rope. With him were_his wife and
baby. They were an unloaportant
three. The sea might have swallowed

tnem and no one would have cared
very much, for thelr adventure wns
only one of millions of a similar kind
The Immizrant baby's fortune begap
and ended with the (vw little clothes
she woree The otlier hahy was worth
milllons one second after she came
Into the world.

'eul continued to grow up, and with
equal stendiness his father continued
to amass fortune and Influence. It
wuaa bls passion to =smash and brenk
down, then devour and build up—until
some one called him the Anacondn, n
name which titted him so well that the
newspapers would have used It <hnd
they dared - Kirke was nlways within
the legal beundaries of his country's
laws He ohsorhed shipping  com-
panies, railroads, coal mines. and tlm
berlands, and =ent oul his engineers
to corner vast waler-power rights
From an iondustrial point of view he

| was constructively an nsset, for wher-
ever he broke down o consumed small
netivitles he bullt up sarger ones. But
morally and ethically bis bhraln was

inspired by a covetous and avld deslre
to rule. He waos intolerent of rivalry,
and this brought him each year in

closer and more dendly coninct with |

the equally far-reaching Interests of

| Henry Durand. The titanic siruzgle
| between these two Goilaths of tinan-
clal and Industrial aciivities 1s a part
of Wall street history. The more In
5_tt.-rcstlng story of I'aul and the two
| bables Is known only to a few, chiefly
! about Lac St. Jean.

That his futher married again soon
after Molly Kirke's death and bhad
another son did not hurt Paul, except
that it made him grieve more deeply
for his motlier and added to his lonell
ness. He got along only fairly well
in college, because he could never
completely shackle his mind to duties
‘that were confined wfthin stone and
brick walls. [t took him an exirs
year to finish an engincering course,
rlm(‘.l after that he swas never happy
. except when In the open spuces In
| a business way he was Interested only
in his father's timpertapds and such
water-power projects as ‘Wwere slfn
 ated In the wilderness As a whole he
was a disappointment to his parent.

One restless night the greatest of
all his ldeas came to James Kirke.
The next day he went boldly and In
friendly spirit to-the office of Henry
Durand, and for hours the twa colossl
talked over Kirke's suggestion that
their Interests be combined into one
glant force of countless milllons. They
parted friends. In a little while they
were peen at the clubs together. Later
| the all-powerful Klirke-Durand cor
poration became a reality. The
flinty old warrlors worked band I
hand, their assets multiplied. ' Thelr

talk | .Jovely Molly Brant had goms uto Its’ palatial homes were scenes of mutual

who lived In @

saw what was happening as the years

own. One would not have guessed ‘il
from the boy's physlical appearance.
for he was light rather than dark.

ftercourse. “Thelf Wives were Intl-

mate. Thelr children became ac

quainted. .
In his thirty-second ycar Paul mar

. rled Claire Durand. -
% In his thirty-eighth year, the son of

one of the richest men in New York,
he was officlally in charge of the
huge engineering work on the Mistas-
sini river in the wilderness north of
Lac St. Jean and had been three years
on the job.

During these three years he had
koown Carla Haldan.

He was thipking of Carla as he
looked fromi & window of bis bunga-
Jow office on the hill down over the

vast and naked workings of an engl-

' neering achlgvement which was cost-

ing fifty million dollars. He felt no
exultation or thrill of pride, and In
his eyes was a far-back, somber gloom.
What he saw was to him an unending
and nauseous pit into which a steady
and monotomous drizzle of raln was
fallilng. There were fifteen hundred
men on the job below him working In
three eight-hour shifts, and wveither
darkness nor storm could stop them.
He could see them moving and crawl-
ing about like ants at their labor. In
his mind they added nothing to the
scene, unless it was ¢ give grimmer
reality to a bell that was smoking and
bolling over. Everywhere g ruimble
and din, everywhere the flerce and
heartbreaking labor of men, every-
where the ugliness and madness of a
man-made place of torment

Panl ‘was thinking this even with
Carla Haldan In his mind. He could
see the gray-white sluices and dykes
with thelr cement and steel walls, and
the monster sections of the almost
completed dam, which was to harness
northern waters to the production of
light and power for twenty million
people. Three years of human effort
and millions In capital lay under his
eyes. Yet about it all was only one
excusable and beautiful thing for him.
That was the rim of wilderness, the
green fand black aund purple bhoun-
daries of the forest which clung like
a frame about the workings.

His contemplation of the scene In
the valley was Interrupted by -a volce
at his office door, and he turned to
greet the most Intimaie of his friends
in the field, Colln Derwent, who was
the company's medical man. Even on
rainy days, and with Lis boots clogzed
with mud, Derwent was a cheerful
soul. With his Frenchy little mus-
tache, his smooth cheeks, his livell
ness of movement, and his apprecia-
tion of all phases of life, he con-
tinued to bear the appearance of a
boy, though ke had filied an Important
chair In medicine in Johns Hopkina

He nodded to I'aul, dropped off his
rubber coat, and begau o fill his pipe
as he looked out over the workings.

“1 wish all the boys Iin the world
eould stand in this window and sce
what's golng on down there,” he sald.
“That idea gets Into my hend every
time 1 come here. 1t would fill 'em
with ambition, show ‘em what can be
done, give 'em something to live and
work for. Rotten day, Isn't (17"

“Rtotten,” ngreed I'aul.

“But for a man who's done that—
it ought to be sunshine all 'he time.,”
added Derwent. lighting his plpe and
puffing at it with great contentment.
“Splendid work, Paul  Something to

be proud of all your life. Some-
thing—"
“] hate it,” interru;ied Paul. “I've

hated it from the beginning. ['ve hated
it for three years.”

Derwent nodded. 1 know 1"

Paul turned from *he window with
a flercely eloquent gesture. At thirty
elght his lean, lithe figure was more
like an Indian's than when he wus n
boy. Tliere was something In the cut
of his chin, his neck, his shoulders
and the look In his eyes which seemed
to set Lim wlidely apart from the
gcene he had moodily surveyed a mo
ment before. Shadows were hidden
behind them, restless and troubled
shadows, which revealed themselves
only now and then like ghosts whose
grief could not always he kept behind
walls of flesh. His eyes were o deeper

blue than when his mother had known |

him, and they held 2 ehalned some-
thing whieh was forever struggling
agalnst the powerful will of the man
Oeccaoslonally the prisoner wnas re
leased, and- when this happened there
wns a singular, (ar-seeing.
poetic benuty In them, and the steel
weut out of his flesh, so that be

seemed all at once to come under the

passing warmth of an Influence other
than that which had become so deep

' ly rooted in hig life.

Derwent’'s analytical mind had ar
rived at the truth of the matter a long
time ago. He nodded agalp and re
peated: *“1 know you dom't like It
lut It's a great work, just the same.”

Paul looked at himn with a grim
sinile, and Derwent surrounded him
self with a cloud of smoke.

“Do you think 1 am quite a fool
Colin? Do you really believe 1 could
be on h job of this kind for three
years withont getting a pretty ac
curate mensurement of myselt? The
fraud of it all makes me sick! The
flattery of my friends—everybody
treating me as If | were an omnis
clently powerful godhead of somc
kind! I tell you it's all a lie, and |
hate it. ['m glad I didn’t bulld that
outrnge down there, ['m glad there
Isn't a mark of my hand upon It
Good G—d! 1 would dle by Inches
rather than destroy a beautiful river
for a thing  lilke that—desecrate o
masterplece for a few dollars’ profit.
prostitute a gift whien God put there
when the world was n.ade, that a few
worms like you and me may turn It
to our selfish ends. If there Is a
Power that mounts the storm and
walks upon the wind it ought to strike
us dead for transforming a paradise
Into that!*

Weeks and months and years of
gnawing torment had at last droken
through the dam Paul had bullt up
about his emotions, and he spoke
words which yesterday he would have
throttled In his breast.

“Fifty milllon dollars In and about
that hole before it 1s finished, Der
went,” he sald. *“My father’s money.
That is why | am here. A score of
engineers are on this job, and every
one of themi 1s better fitted to fill my
place than L They have done the
work, not 1. Respectfully they submit

-

almost |

suggestions wlllen they know they

long as they remaln on this work. 1
am the strutting figurehead of a finan-
clal monarchy. | hate that pit down
there.
it. I take no pride in what seems to
thrill you all. If I filled my proper
place I would be among the men dig-
ging and messing myself with clay,
earning 'my six dollars a day. But
I'm here Instead. 1 do not have to
succeed simply because 1 cannot fail
My father's milllons attend to that.
The millions cannot lose. They are
all-powerful next to the Lord Jehovah.
They get you and hold you, and you
cannot break away. My father has
never got away from them for a day’s
play in his life. And they've got me.
1 hate them,. but that doesn't help.
! No matter where 1 go they follow me,
haunt me, tie me hand and foot,
grimace at me, and mock me. Some-
times 1 have had a rerrible thought.
1 would like to see those millions
shrivel up and die. 1 would like to
feel the necessities of Hfe with my
punked hands. ' I would like to feel the
joy of knowing that 1 had to work or
go hungry. What a thrill that must
give one !"

He turnced toward Derwent
trylng to stem the tide of his emo
tion with a smile.

“Pardon me. It's a gloomy day und
1 feel like raving. Dut I did love that
glorious river befcre we cut It Into
ribbans. If my fathér would head his
millions the other way and save such
things |nstead of destroying them,
I'd be quite happy. As It Is, I suppose
I must earry on until the d—d thing's
finished.”

“You owe yoursell un apology,” Der-
went remonstrated, pocketing his pipe.
“The engineers and your father's
money are making the job r success, of
course. But do you ever think of
morale? That's a big thing, a mighty
big thing. And it Is what you have
zept alive in the camps up and down
e river for the lust three
“You're too serious, you don't laugh
enough, you don’t join much in our
parties and excitements, but people
Jike you.
Even the otd heads, the engincers who

worked in Egypt and P'mnama, love to
. 1
There Isn't a jealous

be with you.
man In the workings. To have made
that condition possible Is an achleve-
ment which makes you the most valu-
able human asset In the organization.”

“It 13 pcod of you to say that,” ac-
knowledgzed Paul. “Fumyy why |
ghould feel so strangely out of humor

today. 1 think Carla’s mother Is get-
ting on my nerves. Iave you seen her
recently 7

“This morning.”

“And you still -Insist
hope 7"

“positively. 1 had Doctor Thied-
mere come up from Quebec, as you re-

there 18 no

quested. He gives her even less time
than L. Doctor Rollins agrees with
him. It can't be more than three or

four months, ¥ think. BMrs. Haldan
knows she 1s going to die and talks to
us very calmly about it. She lsn't
afrald. The thought of It doesn’t séem
to ecast a shadow over her motherly
sweelness She I8 keeping herself
that way for Carla's sake. [If it were
not for Carla the thing wouldot be
such a tragedy.” s

“] know. It's Curla,” sald Paul.
“Sudden slckness and death, like my
own mother's isn't so terrible, But
geeing It coming, walting for |t,
counting the dayrs nand weeks—must be
horrible.  Carla is losing everything

she has when her mother goes. I'm

wondering what she will do.”

“Go on working among the children.
that yesterday.
When the company’s school closes here |, iy nonths from the date hereof.
I cannot un- |
lovlier
than Ilebe, and so lovable that half
Yet she
favors one no more than another. She

She told my wife

she will find another.
derstand her—quite. She s
the men I know worship her.

is twenty-five, Lucy-Belle says. They

like each other and have had thelr

confidences. Lucy-Belle says there 18
a love affair in Carla's life. a broken
one, which makes it imposstble for
('arla to love any other man or marry.
(‘arla told her that.”

Paul looked out of the window
ngain, with his back to Dérwent.

(1 did a
! claimed.

few minutes ago,” he ex-
“But I was thinking of Carla
and the obstinacy of life. Mine has
been one way, Carla's another. | was
born rich; she came over an Ilmmi-
grant baby. 1 did nothing but grow
up; she fought with the pertinacity of
her race for an education after her
father died, got it, and has been fight-
ing for her own and her mother's ex-
Istence ever since. I'm a man. She's
a woman. [ stand here and sympa-
thize with myself and curse my luck
for being what I am while she bears
up like a soldier under her burdens.
I saw her this morning. It was wet,
sogey, gloomy, but she smiled. The
sadness of all the world Is back of
that smile, but it doesn’t spoil Its
sweetness or Its cheer. She makes
me feel how small | am and bhow
Inconsequential all this work is down
in the pit. I would give all this down
here—If it were mine to give—could 1
save her mother for her!”

Derwent put on his raincoat.

“\We all feel that way about It
And—we're helpless. Lucy-Belie wants
you to come over to supper. Wil
you?”

“Thanks. Tell Lucy-Belle she is an
angel te think of me so often. TI'll
come.”

(Continued Next Week.)

Costly Amusement

Fox hunting throughout Great Brit
aln represents an invested capital b1
$75.500,000 with an annual expendl
ture of nearly $40.000.000 Three hun
dred packs of hounds comprising ap
proximately 11500 dogs are employed
annunlfy

G-t !nterested in Vour Job

Your Job muy seem less desiruble
to you than the other flow's.  But
it 1sn't—uot when yen oot to know
your work as you shov (iive your

job a fair chance to in 'St vou, and
see If you do nol change your polint.
of view.—GriL

should be commands. 'Yet they are
slaves to my whims and desires as

I hate the millions golng into INg In a little-used by-road,” say a con-

nrain, !

years. |

That Is what pulls the trick. |

| partment of the Interior, U. S. Land

(178, R. 156 E,,"NE%XSWi4, Sec. 5,
|'SE% NEY%, Séc. 6, N4NE%, NE%

“What a rotter 1 am to blow up as

New “Angle” on Ghosts;
Apparition Made Noise
'.‘I)urInF a walking tour in the north
of Scotling last year a friend and 1
‘were approaching a lonely house stand-

trifutor te the London Post. - “It was
abour eight o'clock in the evening and
just getting dark, when ‘'we saw R
copeh ecming toward us drawn by
gruy harses. It muace a good deal of
nolse ns It jolted In and out of the
ruts. It pulled up by the gnte, and
us far us we could see, a man with
powdered hair descended and dashed
up the drive. His footsteps echoed
loudly up the drive and then ceased.
We were fulrly close by this time, and
we both wished to look at the coach
more closely, but when we were [with
in nbout 15 yurds the coach was no
longer there. We searched the grounds
of the house. but It was abselutely de
serted  On mnaking Inquiries at our
next stopping place we were told that
no one nsed the roail after dark. and
that the house had stood emnpty for
O yenra”

THE MARKETS
Portland

Wheat—Big Bend bluestem, $1.33;
soft white, western white, $1.21; hard
winter, northern spring and western
red, $1.19%.

Hay — Alfalfa, $22.50@23 per ton;
valley timothy, $19.560@20; eastern
Oregon timothy, $22@22.50; clover,
$20; oat hay, $19; oats and vetch,
$19.50@ 20.

Butterfat—45@ 49c.

Eggs—Ranch, 30@48c.

Cattle—Stéers, good, $10.25@11.

Hogs—Good to cholce, $9.50@10.50.

Lambs—Good to choice, $10.50@11.

Seattle

Wheat—Soft white, western white,
$1.22; bard winter, western red and
northern spring, $1.21; bluestem, $1.35.

Eggs—Ranch, 32@53c.

Butterfat—blc.

Cattle—Cholice steers, $9.50@ 10.25.
| Hogs—Prime light, $10.35@ 10.50.
| Lambs—Choice, $10.25@10.50.

Spokane
Catde—Steers, good, $9.50710.
Hogs—Good and choice, $10.35.
| Lambs— ["ceder lambs, $8.70@9.

| NOTICE FOR PULICATION—De-
| Office at The Dalles, Oregon, Oct.
22, 1929,

Notice is hereby given that Peter
Dohm of The Dalles, Oregon, who,
'on Sept. 24, 1924 made H. E. 02326¢
(and also H. E. 023339, both under Act
Dec. 29, 1916, for Lot 1, Sec.12, T.

|NW‘A. Lots 1, 2, Section 7, Town-
ship 1-South, Range 16-East, Wwill
| amette Meridian, has filed notice of
intention to make final three year
[ proof, to establish claim to the land
| above described, before Register,
| United States Land Office, at The
| Dalles, Oregon, on the 14th day of
Decembér, 1929.

Claimant names as witnesses: Ja-
mes A. Claussen of Dufur, Oregon.
| Glenn O. Allen of The Dalles Oregon,
| Elliott P. Roberts of The Dalles, Ore-
on, George Petroff of The Dalles.
regon. :

W. Donnelly, Register.

NOTICE TO CREDITORS

Notice is hereby given that the un-
dersigned has been appointed admin-
istrator of the estate of Samuel P,
Brisbine, deceased, by the County
sourt of the State of Oregon for Sher-
man County and has qualified. All
persons having claims against said
| estate are hereby notified to presen!
‘the same, duly verified as by law re-
|quired, to the undersigned at the office
of W. C. Bryant, Moro, Oregon, with

|  Dated and first published October
11, 1929.

| Ralph P. Brisbine, Administrator.

Last publication, November 8, 1929.

W. C. Bryant, Attorney for Admin-
istrator. bt-o11-n¥

- m—

Dr J. R. Morgan
DENTIST

United States Dental Lix-

aminer for this district

-

OFFICE AT
MORO, OREGON

The Dalles.

DR C. L. POLEY

Physician and Surgeon
Gritss Valley, Oregon
People ¢an reach me from Moro

at night from the long distance
booth at Hotel Moro by ringing

P —

———

Dr

|l

W. N. Morse

Physician and Surgeon

THE DALLES, OREGON

1.
Office at Mid-Columbia Hospita!
F_'hone No. Hospital 841

e e

(Full Course)
at the

When in The Dalles
HAVE YOUR

Lunch or Dinner

e

35¢

Wit Restaumant

We also serve,
Lunch and Dinner co
that are said by our
equal Home Cooking.

at usual

408 E. 2nd St.
The Dalles, Oregon

~ prices,
mbinations
patrons to

*“ QUIET

CRANDAL

Phone 35-J
SERVICE "

Lady Assistants

Undertaking Company

THE DALLES, OREGON

L

- -

Hostelry

EDW. BALL,
THE DALLES, OR

p

Bank Hotel |

The Dalles’ Newest and Best

Centrally Located
Sherman County Headqua-ters
MANAGER

e

EGON

T omenas

(—

. ———

f.:;lu- “t,! '-[||[

ingd Grass Vo

Mondays and Th

' Model Laundry

THE DALLES

Delivers

i n  More  Wasco

Ji,il'.‘.

ursdays

CALLAWAY'’S :
FUNERAL CHAPEL
Funeral Directors
and Embalmers
Union and Third St.
The Dalles,

Ore.

W. C. BRYANT |

Attorney - at - Law

OFFICE PHONE MAIN 93
Moro, Oregon

NEW

Washington at Fiftl
PORTLAND,

EYE STRAIN |

Can only be corrected under the
proper conditions and by the use
of the very best of equipment.

We have the Best Equipped Optical
office in Eastern Oregon.

OPTICS EXCLUSIVELY

Newhouse Optical Co.

Dr. Gen.'F‘. Newhouse, Proprietor
320 East Second Street

}-*~_THE DALLES, OREGON

UNDER  THE

RATES

$1.50 up
Special rate: where more
PErsS0ns oCccUupy one room

Let us show you o
Accommodations

e et S ——————————

PERKINS HOTEL

ORLGON

QOur usual pre-war transient
__ rates still prevail.
Special Rates to permanent Guests

Roort with bath privilege, $1. up
Outside room with private bath, &

Street,

PERSONAL MANAGEMENT .OF >
Edward C. Holt

than rw

it




