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SYNOPSIS

CHAPTER I—Introducine sorje of
the people of the pretty lit Fr&nch-
Canadian village of Perlbo partie-
vlarly the Crippled Lady of the
simple Inhabitants, and het f AN
epic destined to vil-

live long
lage annais. .
CHAPTER Il.—How the romance 1
Molly Brant, sister of the glll'.'ll .1-..
dian chief, Joseph Brant, and Sir wWil-

liam Johnson, in p-e-Revolutionary
days, comes down to today with the
birth of a son, Paul, to Molly Kirke

wife of a powerful New York financler
and her death when,Paul Is thirteen
years old. Molly Kirke was & de
scendant of Molly Brant, and her boy
has many of the Indian characteristics
At thirty-two Paul marries Claire
Durand, daughter of his father’'s busl-
ness partner. He {s In charge of AN
immense englneering work on the
Mistassin! river, near Peribonka, which
his.millinnaire father has undertaken
but his Indian blood deplores the de-
struc:ion of the wilderness, and his=
thoughts are more of Carla Haldan—
not then the Crippled Lady—than of
his work.

CHAPTER 111 —Paul's wife is In
Furope, she having no inclination to
live In *“those horrible woods.” He
comes to see in Carla, daughter of a
central European immigrant, with her
devotion to her Invalid mother and
her work of educating the village chil-
dren, his ideal of womanhood,

to hins
though

CHAPTER
wife, Urging
Carla Is the Inspiration of the letter
l.ater that evening, passing the Hal-
dan home, he hears Carla crying He
enters the cottage. Mrs. Haldan, long
a hopeless Invalid, 1s dead. Paul's ef-
forts to comfort Carla, he feels, bring
them closer together

CHAPTER

IV.—Paul
her to join

writes
him

Vv.—Claire announces her
Intention of foining Paul on the Mis-
tassinl Iin a eshort time. She also
writes to Carla, of whom she has
heard from Paul, a letter of kindly
sympathy, on the death of her mother

CHAPTER VI1.—Paul goes to Que-
b2¢ ‘o meet Clalre, and brings her to
his temporary home Though she 18
apparently glad to be with him, and
evinces warm friendship for Carla and

Paul's other friends, he feels she s
only there because sha feels It her
duty She 18 not really happy, He

beromes aware of a gulf between him
and his wife.

CHAPTER VI1.—Paul, Claire, Carla,
and two :riends make a luncheon party
to visit the “Big Gorge” of the Mis-
tassinl, an appallingly swift current
which dlsappears in a mountaln side
Current hellef s that anything
dropped Into it Is never seen agalin. In
sport they cast into the stream pleces
of woond, and other objects, watching
th:m disappear Finally they carry &
large log to the edge of the rushing
water., As they toss It over it uperds,
striking Paul and throwing him into
the =stream The two women with
whom Paul's life i1s entwined ses him
go to what they are sure is certaln

death One msks the other If she I8
golng with him. Recelving no answer
she announces, *“Then—I am!” and

springs Into the water,
CHAPTER VIII

Paul saw the swift, deliberate plunge
through space of the slim body, which,

in the uncertainty of his vision, an
instinctive and positive impulse told
him was Claire's, A woman's plerc
ing cry came from the cliff, but no
responsive e ho of horror escaped his
own lips, no sound, but an articulate
sasp ne the figure struck | wuter
and disappeared,  An appalling and
devastating weakness selzed npon him,
a ‘deadly sickness of shock, a thin®
that loosened the grip of his 120 rs
from the clinging belt of we and
made him limply impotent neainst the
dragging force of the undertow, For
an instant his brain recled o dark-
ness. He began to go down, eusily
and :-'hl\\lfv_ as if the cruel and mur-
derous hands below were fearful of
s Arousing the inertness to which he
had momentarily succumbed,  Then

water struck Into his face and startied
him. Ileart and leaped In re-
sponse to its warmning, and he thrust
up wildly and caught the weeds again,
They hung closely to the rock, allow-
ing him to drag Lis body up until his
ghoulders were out of water once
maore, 11e heard Derwent shout, ns
if from a mile away, but he pald no
attention to the cry, nor did he look
toward the cliff. The thought in his
mind was ml Claire would be with
him in another moment or two. She
would come to the surface near the
rock, and he must be ready to selze
and hold her with him until the weeds
gave way—or a miracle happened.
Five or six feet from him, where the
water was like a pool of oil that had
no motion, a little disturbance sud-
denly flecked its surface—a change of
light, a drifting up of something In-
tangible and shadowy, a nebulous
blotch which under his eyes
to substance, a floating mass of halr.
the water was

changed

The sun was shining,

almost black, but there was no glint
of gold in what he saw., The halr
P e a part

of it in a moement, It seemcd o Lo
that the monsters who lived about the
rock Leld her up Yor him, with a smile
on her lips and in her eyes, her face

toward him and her arms reaching

out. He wis niaif, in a daze, and
might have funcied some of the things
he maw. Dut Carla was there, She,

r

not his wife, had come to join him in
death. The quict, terrible drama of
it held him frem cadling hier name as
he waited for her to come within his
reach., DBut_the undertow brought her
no nearer. For a second, two of them,
three or four, It held her away from
Lim, and each of these seconds was
a lifetime in passint. Then he suw
the distance them widening,
and as it widened the things helow be-
gan to drag Carla made
no struggle, did not ery out to him,
but only raised her hunds so that he

between

down, She

might gee they were waiting for him,
and wanting him, ng slie went to her

kingdom of M
dreams.

He swung himseclf out, thrusting
agalnst the rock, and when the ogres

on, Lher lund of

of the water pit draggedzat thelr vie- A, miracle.

tims Carla was lo bis arms.

\.'

I ‘!n.d,'t_a Inc

alive, again, and he
knew that teams of oxen could have
pulled but futilely against the-under-

brain was keenly

currents, which, one after another,
were transporting them irresistibly
and yet without great huste through

watery space. Thought of physical
aqlvation scarcely filtered in a ray of
ne through his mind, and his senses

were  unterrified by the suffocating
presence of death, In Carla were his
strength and courage, He locked his
arms about her clogely., He could
feel her clinging to him with the
same desire to remain Inseparable
when the end came, Strange. A king-
dom of Micomlcon—a land of Al-
paschar—a place of fairles—a world
of dreams— ‘They v.ere going to It
all. letween the walls where no man
had ever looked. Dweath! A magnifi-
cent adventure, with Carla in his
arms! A roaring filled his ears. They
were traveling swiftly now. Iis
senses grew less distinct, like colors

merging one inte another in a sunset
sky. Queer, why it should end like
this, after years of life—he—and Carla
—torether—ns It must have been in-
tended from the becinning. A glori-
ous graciousness of Fate, an immortal
symphony of fulfilment—to pass on
like with matter how
many hundred centuries had gone be-

this Carla, no

fore! And some one—his wife—had
sald—that seconds meant more than
years—when—Ilike this—

The roaring was an enormity of
sound. Its wailing was like the wind

in the cave of Aeolus, its thunder like
Stentor's blasts rumbling through the
empty bowels of the earth, They
numbed and anesthetized, yet left him
with a shred of living, thinking cells
which told him they were tearing
through the gullet of the gorge, and
which, at the same time, held his arms
unylelding as bands of steel about
Carla's body.

Although the edge of an
ahyss of utter darkness, consciousngss

close to

did not quite leave him. Vaguely he
experienced the thrill of being trans
ported out of a hell of tumultuous
sound into a goft and gently drifting
gen which was without noise or vio-
lence, For an intervabhe-fancied his
arms were wings and that he ‘was try-
ing to fly, making rather a bad mess
of. It because one side of him refused
to- co-ordinate with the other. This
was the.arm, only one arm now, which

held Carla, With the other, after a
little, he found himself clawing and
digging Iinto something. A man may

live a hundred years, but when he is
ready to die and looks back over the
path he traveled,. it seems
ghort, and the hundred years no more
than o few hours., I'aul had reflected
upon the Hllusory and baseless fahric
of time, its inadequacy and the hol
lowness of Its human measurement,
“One who Is happy hus but a fleeting
vis'on of life,” Carla

hus very

had
once. “To live long and terribly, one
must be unhappy It wus
odd why he should be thinking of this
as he continued to elaw and dig.  But
time had fastened Htself upon him like
a leech, and if second of his
wide-awake li'e had been as long as
these few seconds he would have lived
a thousand years. During this cycle
of his existence he slowly and tedl
ously progressed, until, with air filling
his lungs again, and the smothering
folds of near-insensibility breaking
away from him, he knew that he was
no longer in water, that his finZers
were clutching at soft gand, and that
the burden which he had dragged with
him was Carla.

There was scarcely a breath be
tween this knowledge and the full and
polgnant possession of évery faculty
with which ‘his brain was capable of
being inspired. But darkness, Imys-
tery, the defeat of death, and the fact
of his own physical salvation were
submerged all at once In an agonized
appeal to the limp, dead form which
he clasped In his arms. ‘The sgpirits
of the sable blackness about him lis
tened to his volce calling Carla’s nnme
as he struggled to bring life back into
her body. Once he had worked over
a little girl who had been taken from
the water, and now memory came 1o

In prison.”

each

| of the heart again, the slow returning
of the soul Into the tender body, until
the child lived and breathed
more. But Carla’s soft breast gnve no
| response. Her lips were cold and life
less, and, at last, believing her surely
dend. he held her face close to him,
| and kissed her mouth and eyes, as the
father of the little girl had kissed his
| child when she was returning to him,
i\\'hcn the first whisper of breath came

from Carla's lips he was holding her
bluckness

[11ke this, staring Into the
| Her heart, beating faintly, responded
|to the call of life close agalnst his

| own. Her lips grew warm. [ler eyes
| opened. Taul kissed her again In the
blackness that shut them in and

found that she was alive.

| He did not cry out or speak, but
| brushed her thick, wet hair back and
pressed his fuce close to hers, and
| walted. In her first consclous8ness
Carla’'s arms crept about his neck.
Her lips breathed his name. Words
were futile for a littie while. Only in
pllence could they claim each other, a
gllence of volce, where other sound
was moaning and throbbing about
them. Both knew what it neant as
the seconds counted themselves off,
They had come through the mouth of
the gorge, and were caught In a sub-
terranean hole of the earth., Chances
God. That they might

His | have each other at last, with the bar-

-

gnld to him |

| him vividly of the first gentle beating |

once
|

. b
rfer beétween them turn away. This
was Carla’s thought, and her arms
drew closer about Paul. He belonged
to her now, for there was no other
world than this—a pit of gloom with
death for its walls, an abysmal grave,
where love, for a space, would build
or them “the great world's altar
Ns that slope through darkness
up God.”

She almost spoke the words. In-
stead she whispered:

“It was right£6r me to come, Paul?
You are—glad?”’

“] know—now—that 1
you,” said TPaul

| CHAPTER IX

expected

After a time they were standing In
the blackness.

More distincetly the hollow, rum-
bling sound about them began to fm-
pinge itself upon their ears nas I'aul
supported Carla against his breast.
They listened, as If for a volce, his
lips pressing agninst her halr, where
they had so long wanted to rest,
What they heard was unlike anything
out In the world of sun and sky. The
roaring and walling were gone, and In
their place was a phantom-like cadence
that moved and stirred about theém,
but which seemed to come mostly from
a vast dome over their heads. It was
like something tryinz to escape, throb
bing until it seemed to be heating
with little clubs at the drums of their
ears when it was nenrest, then leav-
fug. them to Intone and hum like A
huge tuning fork through the shut-in
gea of gloom, There was no break In
the sonopous BAMENCs8 of It wus
eternity of sound without change In

a little while It conld drive a living
thing mad.

“1 am not afranid,” Carla sald. “Are
yout”’

Her volee wus no different than If
the sun had been shining, and there
wans something in it for him which
had never been there before. A kind

of exultation eame with it, a gladness
which tremhled in the darkness, and
which sent shume and triumph sweep-

fng over himCin a submerging emo
tion.

“Afraid? Good G—d, no!”

She drew” hergelf out of his arms
and stood beside him, with her hand
fn his. ‘Their voices had broken down
a tenseness nhout them, and life drew
closer, more sure, lle wanted to see

her, and furabled in his sodden pocket
gor his metal box of matches.

“I'm soing to strike a light, Carla.
1 want 1o ook at you!”

A thire of yellow (lame made a hole
fn the biackness.  Until it died out
their eves devoured ench other. Carla
was like an angel L.ove, transform

fng death into a happy Incident, was
an uncovered glory in her eyes at
Just, clearly revealed for him to see.
He knew that only the positiveness
of their fute could make her look at
him like Claire living and
waitite in world outside,
Claire seemed infinitely removed from
him, a century away, a glow of mem

with

this,

anuther

ory—like star dust, yet he thought of
her as the match went out. His wife
would go on living. He and Carla

were about to die. He had seen un-
derstanding and sureness in the shin-
ing depths of Carla's eyes when the
tiny flame had lllumined their faces.
8he had let him know, without words,
that earth honds were stricken from
her, because there was no longer nu
earth for either of them. For a few
hours they were to be In a world all

thelr own, Then=their couch of
everlasting sleep—together, He fclt
a spiritual reaction from the oppres
slon of horror and fear which had
come upon him. To feel sure that
Curla knew, and that she had given

herself to him because of her knowl-

edge—that she was not afrald, but was
| happy In the freedom which an ap-
| proaching termination of life made

possible for them, filled him with an

| emotion which took from their brief
future Its stark and ugly grimness
and gave to it an almost joyous as
pect,

As If she had been n partner in the
few seconds of his thoughts, Carla
spoke softly, giving him her hand
again in the night which shut them in.

“l want to hear you say It, Paul!
1 have dreamed, and even prayed in
my wickedness, and have fancled your
me the story. For that
(I have many times asked God to for-
give me. But now It is right and just.
1 want to hear you say—you love me”

“1 do,” sald Paul. *l know-—now—
that I have loved you from the be-
ginning of time, before 1 came to the
Mistassinl, before 1 was born in this
life—a thousand or u million years 1
have worshiped the soul that is you
Sometime, It may have been ages ago.
I know that you belonged to me.”

] have alwnys belonged to you,”
sald Carla. “Yours Is the love 1
thought was hopelessly gone from me
—up there. But to die with you is my
right. Can there be such a Jhing nse
doubt for us now?"

“] am sure there cannot,” he sald.

“You wowld like to live?”

“Without you, n .’

“And there I8 no chance—no hope of
saving ourselves?”

“1 ean conceive of none. No force
could contend with the maelstroms In
the throat of the chasm. At the other
end all physical matter is ground to
pulp as the water comes out through

| volce telling

the gorge. We are caught between
the two.”
Ile calmly and friunkly spoke the

truth to her. She made no reply in
words, but he could feel her response
creeping through her finger tips to
him, could feel the (remble and thrill
of it In her body. He had not fright.
ened her, but had dispelled from her
the beginning of a fear. She did not
want to live. The truth selzed upon
and helped him with a kind of shock
Yet It wis a simple thing, one he
should have known without Intuition
or discovery. For Carla was—not only
a woman, but a soul, Back there, in
Claire's world, she wculd be lost to
hMm—no matter what he might do In
the way other men had solved such
problems. Only here, In a beginning
and an end all thelr own, could she
belong to him.

Agnin she was In his heart, listen-
ing to his thoughts.

“It is strange, but | want to sing tn“
this darkness,” she sald. “I il not

q

\

know. fhat blindness could be so beaut
tiful I”
“Nor I{" he answered.

CHAPTER X

During the night following Paul's
accident and Carla’s leap, men were.
active below the gorge. Derwent lost
pno time in racing back to the Mistas-
sini, and the presence of a hundred
men below the chasm before midnight
was the pegult. Every device of en-
gineering science and unlimited re-
source which might be employed came
with them. The big pool at the foot
of the gorge was a glare of lllumina-
tion, and.men went down the river
with their laming torches, afoot nlong
Its banks and in canoes between them,
questing for a shred of something
which a few hours before might have
been a part of Paul o1 Carla,

Lucy-Belle, shocked Into slckness,
was taken to her home. Dut Clalre
remained. Men who saw her in the
welrd glow of the hghts will never
be able to forget the image of her
face as 1t was photographed upon their
memories. Her blue eyes were 80
wide open and staring, so filled with
an unwavering sapphire flame thut at
times Derwent thought of her ns A
spirit-goddess Instead .of a woman.
Could Paul »ave seen her he would
have known that at last she had con-
quered her fear and repygnance of
the wilderness. She had come with
the first men before a trall was cut.
Her dress and shoes were torn, her
soft skin bruised and bleeding. Where
the water erushed and thundered loud-
est out from between the changm walls
she unafrald, until Ddrwent
twice drew her back from the near-
uness and danger of It. She resinted
his appeal to leave the search to
others, and Derwent made it only
once. A white face, watching for its
dead—that was whuat men
member, Eyes ||:IIII1!I}:|_\"* blue,
grily searching the black stream as
it came from the mountain. A fragile
form thad seemed ns steel,
A woman, and yet more than woman
an unforgettable spirit, a that
wns like tragic music, always to be re
membered,

She did not give up with the first
hours of evening, kit continued to
watch through the night. She did not
move from the foot of the gorge nnd
the pool, as If she were sure that
whatever came to her would be found

atood

would re-
liun-

tireless,

vision

there. Derwent was frequently with
her, and tried to tolk, but her lips,
tramed few words. Not until day

came again did something give way in
her, and hopelessness take Its place
Then he took her home to Lucy Belle

“1 walted too long,” she said to hin,
and afterward, back with the search
ing men, he wondered whnt she had
moeant. :

These searcliers, have

could they

looked through the rock, would have
geen a fire, It was the second night
for I'aul and Carla in a place where
night and dny were the same. [Daul
had found drifts of wood along the
edge of the sand, mixed with pitchy
pine, and a little spot In their world
was {llumined by light,

In the fire glow sat Carla, combing
her long, silky hair with her fingers.
Paul watched her as she smoothed
and bralded the tresses, employing as
great care as though she were Iin her
bedroom at home. This was the third
time she had given It such attention
in their thirty-six hours of entomb-
ment. At other times he had held a
light for her at the edge of the water
while_she bathed her face and hands,
and once she had sald to him: "It
is wonderful water, almost us soft as

In the Fire Glow Bat Carla, Combing

Her Long, Silky Hair With Her
Fingers.
that which comes with rain.” She
spoke as if they might have bheen

eamping on one of the streams they
loved, with the sky atove and flowers
about them. It was her utter accept-
ance of their fate as a thing of hap-
piness which transformed what would
have been a hell for bim into a heaven.
She had sat In the soft sand at his
feet, a few moments before, with her
head pMowed agalnst his knees, and
there she had unbralded her hair for
him to caress, as she watched and
pointed out for him the unusual and
beautiful pletures that bullt them
selves in the ehanging coals and crum
bling embers of the fire.

Now she was a little distance from
him, and no sense of dread or fear
oppressed him as he followed the
rhythmie movement®of her slim white
fingers braiding her halr agéin.

If it were madness which possessed
him it was a beautiful madness, a
sense of joyous living where there
should have been despalr. At first
the fighting part of him had instinc-
tively struggled agalnst it, but now he
accepted It fully, until, seeing Carla
as she was, death seemed vague and
far away and the glory of life very
near. They had made no effort to
hide from themselves the coming of
the end, and Carla thought of it as
a beautiful thing, a little journey,
which they were making gladly to-
gether. “Never had Paul belleved so

surely in a /God. He had found him-
self..fond of.telling her how he loved
her hair more than any other physical
thing about her, and she had sald:
“] am going to spread it out so you
may-put _your face in it when we lle
down to sleep.” This was the way she
spoke of what was to come—as sleep.
To drift off like this, his arms about
her, seemed to Paul the frultion of a
great privilege and joy, and not a
triumph of fleshly dissolution. He had
told her little stories about his moth-
er and of the time they had spent
sun-filled hours In the Indian burial
place at Brantford, where the proud-
est of her forest ancestors were burled.

“I could not understand her then,
when she told me how gladly she
would give her life, were it not for
me, to live for a single year the glori-
ous freedom of Molly Brant,” sald
Paul. “But I do—now. In that one
year she knew shé wquld find some
thing which would more than make up
for all the other years she might live,
just as every hour bhere with you is
more to me than ten thousand back
there.”

As Ye said these things, and believed
and felt them, there was In him a
will to live which would not utterly
extingulsh itself. It was scarcely
more than a spark, a smoldering em
ber that was bound to dle, for his
eyes, his brain, and every faculty of
reason which he possessed told him
there was no hope of finding a way
beyond the walls which shut them
in. A few minutes before, when Carla
had sat at his knees, with his fingers
feeling the watmth and sweetness of
| her halr, this spark had leaped into
| flame, It still remained as Carla
| ylelded at last to his demand, and
gave herself to the ted he had mad2
for her, with his coat for her pillow

“It seems almost a sin to sleep,”
ghe said: and if slumber were near,
or even the necessity for it, he could
find no shadow of it in her face. She
might have risen from her bhed an
hour ago, so freshly clear and lovely
were her eves, so deep their lustrous
content and happiness when she
looked at him. Yet, after a little, her
lashes drooped as If to veil the love
pehind tlem, and lay in velvet dark-
ness agninst the whiteness of her
cheeks. For a while Paul sat close
and watched her, and with each breath

the flame In him grew stronger, the

demand that something happen
through force of God or man, to bhreak
down the walls of death which en
vironed her,

Alone, Carla's
form lending faith and Inspiration to
his thought, he fixed his attention, as
a dozen times before, on the-smoke
which rose from the burning-wood.

Where did it go? .

Hours ago he had asked himself this
question, and until he had discovered
a thin fog of smoke settling over the
water, and drifting away with the
rush of it, his blood had run swiftly
with a thrill of hope. And now, In
spite of the fact that he knew where
it went, the question remained, as If
a voice inside his head had been
tralned to ask It, parrot-like, and
could not be made to stop.

[Hle and Carla had collected a plle
of pitchwood. As they had found
each stick they had acclaimed it a
treasure discovered, until the thrill of
a game had become part of their en-
deavor. He chose a stick heavily
weighted with pitch and lighted the
end of It in the fire. Then he walked
off into the gloom where he and Carla
had gofle many times before. It was
like following the Inside of a great
rock drum which was flat on one side
—flat where the water thundered and
raced through the mountain,

When his torch burned short he re-
turned for another. Carla had npot
moved In her sleep, and he burled
himself in blackness again, following
the rock so closely that his body
tounched It, trying at every step to
pierce with his vision a little farther
into the stygian pit over his head. It
was Into this pit that the smoke
went, mounting In drifting spirals, llke
gsmoke In an Indian tepee. Up there,
he thought, it was taken by a slowly
dragging current of air made by the
suction of the stream, and descended
to exit from the mountain with It
There was only one break in the clr-
cular wall of gruesomely black and
water-worn rock, against which, In
ages past, a subterrunean flood had
washed and roared. This was where
a small section of it had given way
from overhead and had plled up a
mass of broken stone which he
had ~ elimbed, with Carla watching
from below. Here the smoke from
his torch did not go upward but set-
tled about his head and disappeared
toward the vent In the mountain
through which the river rushed with
great force, He went to this outlet.
It was a hole which his eyes were
unable to measure, choked to within
a foot of its upper Juw by a seething
flood of water, and out of which—
thouzh the space for sound was small
—came such a sullen rumbling that
his blood was chilled as he listened to
it. Alone, he would have plunged
into this. To dle fighting, pitting his
small strength against all the forces
which might oppose him, was the urge
which was refusing to subdue itself
within him. He flung out his flaming
torch and saw It swallowed-in an in-
gtant., Like that he would have gone
if Carla had pot been there to go
with him.

e turned back to the fire and put
on a fresh stick of resinous wood be-
fore he sat in the sand near enough
to Carla to touch her with his hand.
Ille wondered If fear had begun to
seize upon him as he looked at her un-
conscious form, foreseeing the tor-
ment of impending hours when mad-
ness would be for him alone. Unless
they died together, he must uutli:‘e
Carla—to save her from a realization
of that which he, In his greater
etr-reth, should bear.

(Continued Next Wevk.)

with unconscipus

Not every stenographer who knows
how to typewrite knws how to make
a typewriter typewrite type right.

We really regret to say so, but we

fear that it will take more than

OREGON NEWS ITEMS
OF SPECIAL INTEREST

Brief Resume of Happenings of
the Week Collected for
Qur Readers.

A blaze which swept the dry timber
land on the Siskiyous, nine miles
gouth of Ashland, destroyed the his-
toric Dollarhide Tollgate property.

The third annual potato, cérn and
onion show sponsored by the Sher-
| wood chamber of commerce was held
recently, with a large showing of com-
mercial and sced potato exhibits.

l Plans which/it is hoped will bring
the United States department of agri-
culture walnut ‘experiment station to
Yamhill county were formulated at a
meeting of counly nut growers.

Clackamas county's budget for 1330
| ghows a decrease of $16,109 from the
il.’i.ﬁs budget. The 1020 budget calis
| for a total expenditure of $558,005428,
| &s compared with $304,20420 in 1924,

The state land department turned
over 40 the state (roasurer
November a total of §154,442.47, ac-
cording to a report prepared by G.

during

G. Brown, clerk of the state land
board.
Three persons were seriously Iin-

jured, cne of thcm probably fatally,
at Bend, when dynamite being thed
| into bundles preparatory to blasting,

| operatiorns exploded in a worker's
hands.,

' THE MARKETS

|. Portland

|  Wheat—Big Bend bluestem, $1.40%;

soft white, western white, $1.27; hard
winter, northern spring, western red,
$1.26%.
Hay
| valley

-Alfalfa, $23023.00 per
timothy, $20.50@21,;
Oregon timothy, $22@22.50,
$20; oat hay, $19;
$20@20.560.
Butterfat—47c. )
Eggs—Ranch, J0@44ce.
Cattle—Steers, good, $10.20@11.
Hogs—Good to choice, $8.75@10.25.
Lambs to choice, $10.50@ 11.
Seattle
Wheat—Soft white, white,
$1.27: hard winter, western red, north-
ern spring, $1.26; bluestem, $1.40.
Eggs—Ranch, 32{745¢c."
Butterfat—4T7c.

ton,

eastern
clover,
vetch,

oats and

Good

western

A
Cattle—Choice steers, $9.50@10.25.
Hogs—Prime light, $10.40@ 10.50.

Lambs—Choice ®#$10.50@11.
Spokane

Ca.tle— Steers, good, $9.25@10.25.

Hogs—Cood and choice, $10.

Lambs—Medium to good, $8.50@9.

NOTICE FOR PULICATION—De-

partment of the Interior, U. S. Land
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. 023268
and also H. E. 023339, both under Act
Dec. 29, 1916, for Lot 1, Sec.12, T.
1 8., R. 16 E.,, NEXXSW%, Sec. 5,
SE% NE%, Sec. 6, N%¥NE%, NE%
NW1, Lots 1, 2, Section 7, Town-
ship 1-South, Range 16-East, Will-
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
December, 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-
gon, George Petroff of The Dalles,
Oregon.

W. Donnelly, Register.

Dr J. R. Morgan
DENTIST
United States Dental Ex-
aminer for this district

OFFICE AT
MORO, OREGON

DR C. L. POLEY

Pijlici.n and Surgeon

Grass Valley, Oregon

People can reach me_ from Moro
at night from the long distance
booth at Hotel Moro by ringing
The Dalles.

Dr W. N. Morse

Physician and Surgeon

THE DALLES, OREGON

Office at Mid-Columbia Hospita!
Phone No. Hospital 841

When in The Dalles
HAVE YOUR

Lunch or Dinner
(Full Course) 35c

at the

Waire Restavrant

408 E. 2nd St.
The Dalles, Oregon

We also serve, at usual prices,
Lunch and Dinner combinations
that are said by our patrons to
equal Home Cooking.

-

B

Phone 35-J
“ QUIET SERVICE”
Lady Assistants

CRANDALL
Undertaking Company
THE DALLES, OREGON

Bank Hotel

The Dalles’ Newest and Best
Hostelry

Centrally Located
Sherman County Headquarters
EDW. BALL, MANAGER
THE DALLES, OREGON

g

Model Laundry

THE DALLES

Calls for and Delivers
in -Moro Wasco
and Grass Valley

Mondays and Thursdays

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

W. C. BRYANT

Attorney - at - Law

OFFICE PHONE MAIN 903
~ Moro, Oregon

EYE STRAIN

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

We have-fhe Best Equipped Optical
office inr Eastern Oregon.

OPTICS EXCLUSIVELY

Newhouse Optical Co.

Dr. Geo. F, Newhouse, Proprietor
320 East Second Street

“public opinion” to keep the nations
straight.

e
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THE DALLES, OREGON

i

NEW
PERKINS HOTEL

Washington at Fiftl: Street,
PORTLAND, ORRGON

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

UNDER THE
PERSONAL MANAGEMENT O}

I Edward C. Holt

RATES

Room with bath privilege, $1. up

QOutside room with private bath,
$1.6560 up

Special rates \*'l't‘l"\ more {han twre

persons occupy one room.

Let us show you qur
Accommodations

e e e, Sl




