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1. The littoral of a country is its 
what?

2. An army pursuit squadron 
usually embraces how many 
planes?

3. George Washington belonged 
to what political party?

4. What city is known as the 
Russian Pittsburgh?

5. How many pounds of V...— 
film are required to send a ton of 
letters to our boys at the front?

8. What is th« largest single 
printing job to date?

7. The longest baseball game by 
innings played in the major 
leagues lasted how long?

8. How many Minute Men were 
killed or wounded at Lexington on 
April 19, 1775?

The Anawera

Coastal region. 
Twenty-five planes. 
Federalist.
Kharkov.
Twenty pounds.
Printing the government’s 
point-system ration books No.

1.
2.
3.
4.
5.
8.

new
2—150 million books.

7. Twenty-six innings—Brooklyn 
vs. Boston, May 1, 1920.

8. Seventeen (eight killed, nine 
wounded).
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PHOTO FINISHING
BEAUTIFUL 4xS PICTURES from 110 A 
1» negative*. 3t«x4l* from all smaller 
sices. 3L»c EA. Rons 8 exp. 30c—13 exp. 
45c—16 exp. 60c—38 exp. 81.38. Get price 
on enlarge on portrait Daper. copies made 
from old. new pict. OVERNITE SERVICE.

PACIFIC PROTO SERVICEr. o. box see. san francisco. calif.

Preserve Our Liberty 
Buy U. S. War Bonds

WHY PUT UP WITH 
CONSTIPATION?
If you suffer from that com
mon form of constipation 
due to lack of ”bu^” in 
your diet, dosing yourself 
with harsh cathartic* and 
laxatives will give you only 
temporary relief.

However, adding kzllogg’s 
all-bsam to your regular 
diet and drinking plenty of 
water will not only get at 
the cause of such constipa
tion, but will correct it.

KELLOGG'S ALL-BRAS is a 
delicious breakfast cereal 
that, unlike medicinal 
purges, doesn't work chiefly 
on you-but works princi
pally on the content* ot 
your colon.

Try KZLLOCG’S ALL-BRAM, 
eat as directed, see if it 
doesn’t help you. too!

City on Seven Bills
Newton, Mass., is a city built on 

seven hills, as was ancient Rome.

zYOU WOMEN WHO SUFFER FROM

HOT HASHES
If you suffer from hot flashes, dizzi
ness. distress of "irregularities”, are 
weak, nervous, irritable, blue at 
times—due to the functional 
"middle-age” period in a woman's 
life—try Lydia E Pinkham's Vege
table Compound—the best-known 
medicine you can buy today that's 
made erpeciallv ¡or women.

Pinkham's Compound has helped 
thousands upon thousands of wom
en to relieve such annoying symp
toms. Follow label directions. Pink
ham’s Compound is worth trying I
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Nagging 
Backache

May Warn of Disordered 
Kidney Action

Modem life tritb Its hurry and worry, 
irregular babita, Improper eating and 
drinking—its risk of exposure and Infec
tion—throws heavy strain on tbs work 
of the kidneys. They are apt to become 
over-taxed and fail to Alter excess sold 
and other Impurities from the lUe-giring 
blood.

You may suffer oagglng bsckaehe, 
headache, dixziness. getting up nigbla, 
leg pains, swelling—feel constantly 
tired, nervous, ail worn out. Other signs 
of kidney or bladder disorder are some
times burning, scanty or too frequent 
urination.

Try Doon's PtU*. Doon* help tbs 
kidneys to pass off harmful »»cess body 
waste. They have had more than half a 
century of public approval. Are recom
mended by grateful users everywhere. 
Ask your tutghbor/

Doans Pills

SOUTHERN OREGON MINER, Ashland, Oregon
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THE STORY SO FAR; Charlotte 
(Cherry) Kam ling», an orphan al Saini 
Dorothea'» convent school »Ince »he was 
seven. Snows almost nothing ot her early 
history. Judge Judson Marahbanks and 
Emma Haskell ar« her guardians, »nd 
when she Is twenty Emma gels her a 
secretarial job with wealthy Mrs. Tor- 
teous Porter la San Francine* tor whom 
Emma Is housekeeper. At the Marsh
banks mansion »he meets the members 
ot th« judge's household, his dictatorial 
old mother; Amy. debutante daughter ot 
his dead brother. Fred; and Fran, bls 
gay young second wife. Kelly Coates, 
a young artist. sends Cherry a bo* of 
candy and sh« Is Jealous when he brings 
Fran to a party at Mrs. Porter's. Emma 
tells Cherry that her unmarried sister, 
Charlotte, was Cherry's mother, and she 
learns from the Judge that Amy’s la
ther was also her father. Kelly take» 
Cherry along so Fran wiU visit his studio 
and Cherry can see be Is very much In 
love with Fran. Mrs.
Ing Cherry SI.30S. and 
ford University, living 
at Palo Alto. Fran 
has decided to do the honorable thing 
and see Kelly no more, and asks her 
to be friendly with Kelly, saving he 
likes Cherry. Soon afterward he a»k» 
Cherry to marry him. although Fran 
wiU always be the ''unattainable" wom
an. Her answer la no; she wants no 
Fran In Ute background. Emma tells 
Cherry that she Is not Charlotte Raw
lings but Amy Marshbanks. She de
scribes how her sister Lottie's baby was 
born while Lottie was secreUy with her 
at the Marshbanks’ mansion Just be
fore Fred's wife, Amelia, was expecting 
her baby, and how Lottie exchanged the 
babies after Fred's wife had been rushed 
to a hospital.

Now conUnue with the story.

Porter die», lea»- 
•he goes to Stan- 
wllh the Pringle» 
tells Cherry the

CHAPTER XIII

"Who knows. Aunt Emma?" Cher-
■ ry said then, hoarsely.
! "Nobody knows. Lottie died of 

pneumonia when you were seven. 
No one else knows ” She paused. 
"In a few weeks, if you like, you 
can tell the judge this. For I think

> he knows something.” Emma said. 
“It is only my idea; there may be 
no foundation for it”

Cherry sat opposite the judge in 
his home library some weeks later, 
and poured forth the story.

“When will you be twenty-one. 
Cherry?”

“Next Wednesday.”
"You would have known it then.
"You see. Cherry.” Judge Marsh

banks continued, “Lottie was actu
ally in this house, and she had come 
downstairs that night to—in her de
spair and weakness and anger—to 
reproach Fred. She bad been so ill 
—she had so bitterly resented bis 
freedom to enjoy his position, the 
welcome that was awaiting the oth
er child, that I suppose she hardly 
knew what she was doing. He didn't 
know she was staying here, but a 
few days after that scene, when 
Amelia and the baby had been taken 
to the hospital, he was at home in 
mid-afternoon trying to get some 
rest when he heard a baby fretting. 
He went out into the hall and lis
tened and then went on upstairs.

“Lottie was lying in bed asleep; 
Emma was out Fred told me after
ward that the floor seemed to rock 
beneath his feet when he saw Lot
tie, that he bad realized in that 
second what must be the case. He 
crossed the hall and opened another 
door, and there in a basket was the 
tiny child that was his own. Blue, 
and gasping for air; he thought it 
was dying then.

"Fred was older than I. but usu
ally when he got into 
*> me that he came, 
dare tell anyone this.

| he knew you would 
came to us. and we made arrange-

■ ments for your support, but it wasn't 
until Fred was dying after a motor 
smash that he sent for me. and 
told me. He had had Judge Com
stock in by the time I reached him. 
Fred said that he had made a state
ment. and gave me a long envelope 
that-he said Amy was to open when 
she was twenty-one.

"He said that both you girls would 
be twenty-one at the same time, 
and that then Amy was to have 
his property, and she must be told 
the truth, and find you, if you were 
liAing, and make a complete restitu
tion. Lottie Rawlings was dead 
then, and you were at Saint Doro
thea's. He said—poor Fred!—that 
both were his daughters, and that as 
the years had gone by he had come 
to feel that Amy was Amelia’s 
daughter too, but he hoped that you 
girls could come to an understand
ing out of court.”

"Then it is true!” Cherry whis
pered. "But Emma said that there 
was no proof.”

"There was no proof that Emma 
knew of. And I'm not sure we have 
proof now," Judson Marshbanks 
said.

He opened a lower desk draw
er, and took from it first a small 
shining revolver.
"Don’t be frightened," he re

assured the girl, who was staring 
at it with widened eyes, “I'd for
gotten that it was here; it belongs 
upstairs. Now this,” he added, tak
ing a long envelope from the draw
er, and laying it on the desk be
tween them, 
ther’s will.
enclosed, I believe, 
from your mother—or rather from 
Lottie 
davit 
Amy, 
hours 
to be 
teenth of this year, which will be 
Amy’s twenty-first birthday.

"I brought this home a few days

trouble it was 
But he didn't 
When at last 
live, Emma

"is Fred's—your fa
in this he has also 

a statement

Rawlings—and his own aflfi- 
that the children, you and 
were exchanged in the first 
of their lives. It is marked 
opened on November thir-

He opened a lower desk drawer 
revolver—

1 ago from safe deposit, and on Sun
day next I think we must break the 

, news. I suppose you knew.” the 
man went on in a changed tone, 
"that a scamp who has been twice 
married before, both times to rich 
women, has got Amy into his toils 
now? She is in a delirium of love 
and confidence; she wants to tell us 
all about it as long as we'll listen!” 

“Amy?”
"Oh, yes. They’ve known each 

other only a few weeks, but it is 
Count Mario Constantino or nobody 
tor Amy now.”

"Not the man that Sandra Baker 
divorced!”

"That’s the man. He plays polo 
like a devil, speaks five or six lan
guages. uses his own special per
fume, dances divinely, and Amy is 
only anxious for fear he won’t want 
her.”

"Oh, Amy can’t be such a fool! 
Didn't the second 
cide?”

"The first The 
him five hundred 
away from her

"But you’ve talked to Amy!” 
“We all have. My mother’s fran

tic about it But don't worry When 
she tells him, as she'll have to tell 
him. that her fortune belongs to an
other woman—Mother!"

The last word was a shocked whis
per. For old Mrs. Marshbanks, with 
a face of chalk and a rustle of silks, 
had risen from a great chair which 
faced a window, and had come to 
the desk. She spoke in the horrified 
silence.

“You don't think tor one instant 
that you can do this to Amy!” she 
hissed. "You don't think for one 
instant that this fantastic story of 
babies being changed will convince 
anyone of anything? You and Emma 
and this girl here cooking up all 
this nonsense!”

"You were listening," the judge 
said, dazedly. "I'm sorry. Mother,” 
he went on after a moment of si
lence. "But it isn't my doing or 
Emmas It's Fred's—Fred's from 
the beginning. And we can't—we 
can’t stop it now.”

“Could we stop it now?” Cherry 
demanded, frightened. "Couldn't we 
tell Amy something—something that 
wouldn't make it 
Couldn’t we

"I can stop 
envelope was 
hands; before 
could move she had torn it both 
ways, was at the fireplace, had scat
tered the instantly flaming pieces of 
paper upon 
stopped,” she 
breathless and 
"Your attempt 
to—to slander 
failed, Jud! We’ll hear no 
this nonsense!”

Cherry looked fearfully 
judge and he looked at his 
who sent alternate defiant 
from one of their faces to the other.

There was no sound in the room 
until Amy’s voice came, high and 
exultant, from the doorway.

"Cherry, come on upstairs, we 
have to talk! Ive just been riding in 
the park. It’s the divinest after
noon you ever saw, and the sunset 
was simply too much!”

"Go ahead. Cherry,” said the 
Judge. Cherry left mother and son 
together.

Martin appeared at half past eight 
with the announcement that there 
was a gentleman to see Miss Rawl
ings.

Cherry went to the smaller library 
and found Kelly standing, turning 
over the leaves of a magazine on 
the table.

Kelly sensed at once that Cherry 
was not happy, and interrtipted his 
first greeting with a disturbed 
“What’s the trouble, Marchioness?" 

"So you’re Amy Marshbanks? 
Great Allah!”

"No proof, Kelly.”
"What good would proof do?

Oh, I see,” he said, "if there were 
proof, you'd come in for considera
ble property; I forgot that. Well, 
there may be some proof some
where.”

"No, but there’s not. iere was. 
At least, we think there was.” Then 
she told him the rest of the story.

Cherry stood up. "I just heard 
Martin showing someone in, and I 
think it's Gogo. Come on in and 
meet him. I want to know what you 
think of him!”

Gogo was indeed there, dark,

wife commit iui*

second is paying 
a month to keep

io hard for her?

now!” The long 
the old woman's

it 
in 
either of the others

the coals. "It's 
said, coming back 

sinking into a chair, 
to—to rob Amy and 
your brother have 

more of

at the 
mother, 
glances

• stunning, mustachioned, very much 
i at ease, and with him had come two 
» other, not very attractive, younger 

men. The bridge game had ended;
i they were sitting about the fire, 
i drinking highballs and listening to 
i the story of a boar hunt in which 
i Gogo, according to his own account, 
> had acquitted himself to advantage.

Kelly and Cherry melted into the 
circle, but Kelly did not stay long, 
and when he had excused himself 
Cherry went upstairs, too. feeling 
herself happier, in an irrational, all
pervading way. than she had ever 
been in her life before. He didn't 
love Fran; he didn't love Fran!

“I beg your pardon!" Cherry was 
startled by a voice that addressed 
her as she crossed the upper hall. 
It was the elder Mrs. Marshbanks 
who had spoken. She was standing 
in her bedroom doorway. "I asked 
If you would step into my room a 
moment?” the old lady said.

Oh. Kelly, come back, come back! 
Cherry’s thoughts called desperate
ly She felt an impulse ot actual 
terror. She went slowly into the 
luxurious warm bedroom, and at the 
invitation of her companion took a 
chair.

"I wanted to speak to you.” said 
Mrs. Marshbanks. "I have tried be
fore this to let you see how—how ob
noxious 
house, 
nanced 
reasons 
my son 
this family owes you something. 
Owes you! You have received a hun
dred times more than anything to 
which you were entitled already. 
You wormed your way in here, you 
made friends, you knew in your 
scheming little miserable sou) that 
every time you were here I refused 
to leave my rooms. That didn't 
stop you; you came anyway! You've 
come between me and my grand
daughter

"Now you’ve come between me 
and my son. He talked to me to
night as no man ever should talk 
to a woman, least of all bls mother! 
You came to him with your story of 
babies changed In their cradles, you 
to inherit all that belongs to Amy— 
no proof, of course, no proof! And 
so Amy’s to be 
from her place .

"You can’t talk 
Cherry said, on 
night. Mrs. Marshbanks!”

"No, don’t go. Don’t go, 
tell this whole household what you 
came

An 
Amy 
ball.

"Amy, come in here!" her grand
mother said.

"Mrs. Marshbanks, I do beg 
you—!" Cherry began. "I do beg 
you—!”

Amy came in, bewildered by their 
manner and their looks.

"Amy, I've something to say to 
you!” Mrs. Marshbanks said.

"You knew Gogo came in; Cherry 
told you,” Amy surmised defiantly, 
"Well, he did, for fifteen minutes! 
And I don’t care."

"It has nothing to do with him. Sit 
down. Cherry, sit down."

"I won’t," Cherry said flatly. 
"And I beg you to wait until to
morrow and then talk to the judge 
about this."

"Talk to Uncle about what?" Amy 
asked amazcdly.

"About this girl," said her grand
mother, speaking in a light, pant
ing fashion, quite beside herself 
with anger. "This girl who is your 
dear friend, and who loves you so, 
and is such good company, and 
wears Fran’s outworn frocks, and is 
the daughter of a servant—a serv
ant in my house! This girl who 
comes in now with a claim that she 
is Amelia Marshbanks' daughter, 
and you are the unwanted one.” 

Amy looked from one to the other 
with a puzzled, but not in the least 
alarmed expression.

"I haven't the slightest idea what 
you’re talking about, Gran," she 
said. The old woman, with a sudden 
look of resolution, spoke again;

"Amy, there’s something you’ve 
never known, something I hoped you 
never would know. But you’ll have 
to hear it now, for your Uncle feels 
he must tell you. Well, he’ll not 
tell you, for I will! You never 
guessed that your father was also 
Cherry’s father?”

(TO HE CONTINUED/

your presence is in this 
I never would 
it in the first
that only he 
has taken the

have counte- 
place. For 
understands 

position that

disgraced—ousted

to me this 
her feet.

wayl" 
"Good

or I’ll

here today to do . . .” 
abrupt stop, and a silence, 
had called Cherry from the

Bedspread Made From Old Sheets 
Combined With a Flowered Print

Another Interesting color note is 
the mats of the pink and white ma
terial used for the row of framed 
photographs over the bed. it ulso 
edges the full white lump shades.
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NOTE - Th» n»w book 

S|x-ais has preparctl fur 
numerous ways to make, 
model thing» for ths home.
Illu»lralr<1 pugra ami coats IS seals. I’leaM 
mall requests tor booklets direct to:

0 which Mrs. 
readers shown 
repair and ro

ll contain« 31

MltS Hl'TII WYETII SPEARS 
lledfurd IIIII» New York

Drawer 10

ANY pretty flowered print may 
** be combined with the side 
strips of sheets that are good after 
the center purt has worn out. A 
good section may be cut from the 
center bottom too. Tin- diugruin 
at the left gives ull the dimensions 
you need for making a spread for 
a double bed 
of three old 
with six-inch 
ton material 
weight.

Here, the figured goods is in a 
pink and white pattern that is 
especially effective with the white 
muslin. It is also used to trim 
the curtains made from old sheets.

enclose 13 cents for Hook No. 0. 
Name....... ,.......... ,,,,,,........ . ..........
Addi ria

('old ‘Reduces’ Distance
Figuring one rail to 35 feet, en

gineers of the Cunudiun Paclfio 
ruilroad have estimated that th« 
S,NS mile "rail distance” across 
Canada was "reduced” two and 
one-quarter milrs during a cold 
spell last winter.

There is usually one-eighth of an 
Inch distance between rail ends. 
In cold weather the gap broaden« 
to five-sixteenths of un inch, ralU 
road officials said.

An old pair of curling irons 
makes an excellent gripper to use 
in dyeing garments. You can grip 
the material firmly and swish it 
about in the dye bath and it will 
not slip off as It sometimes does 
when a stick or something of that 
sort is used.

a • o
Aluminum pAts and pans leave 

their marks on the surface of sinks 
and enamel drainboards. Such 
marks can be prevented by plac
ing a rubber mat on that part of 
the sink most likely to come in 
contact with the aluminum, or 
they can be removed by using a 
mild cleaner applied with a damp 
cloth.

hot I

re-

• • •
Butter will spread more smooth

ly and go further if a little 
milk is creamed with it.• • •

I'se a stiff wire brush to
move crumbs and other particles 
from the burners of a gas or elec
tric stove.

• • •
A paper plate glued to the bot

tom of a paint can will catch all 
drippings from the can and serves 
as a rest for the paint brush be
sides.

• • •
Mixed with salt, vinegar will 

clean discolored copper, brass and 
silver, and remove ink stains from 
the fingers. Diluted with water» it 
will clean gilt picture frames.

• • •
To remove a stain left by ad

hesive tape, apply kerosene, then 
wash the spot with warm suds.

• • •

Worn bath towels may be cut 
in squares or circles for wash
cloths. Either crochet an edge 
around them or bind with wash
able cotton tape.

The gaily enameled unit insignia 
you see on a soldier's lapels and 
overseas cap are reproductions of 
his regimental shield displayed in 
the center of the eagle on his reg
imental flag. It’s a part of U. S. 
Army tradition. Traditional, too, 
is the Army man’s preference for 
Camel cigarettes. (Based on actual 
sales records from service men's 
own stores.) It’s a gift from the 
folks back home, that always 
rates cheers. And though there are 
Post Office restrictions on pack
ages to overseas Army men, you 
can still send Camels to soldiers 
in the U. S., and to men in the 
Navy, Marines, and Coast Guard 
wherever they are.—Adv.

Camels in Southwest
Camels were introduced in 

Southwestern United States 
years ago for transportation,
the unimals proved unpopular and 
were sold ut auction.
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GET RICH!

MakeMilk
GO FA

'jr Alone, or with 
fruit, crisp deli

cious Kellogg's Corn 
Flakes supplement 
the nutritive ele
ments of milk...help 
you stretch your milk 
supply. You need less 
than a glassful per 
serving,

HER!
Save time, 
work, fuel, 
other foods,

<

CORN 
FLAKES
— TX*


