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WHAT HAPPENED BEFORE:

Yalermo Is the scene. There an
exile, Leonardo di Marioni, has come
for love of Adrienne (Cartuccio, who
spurns him. He meets an Englishman,
Lord St. Maurice, falls in
with Adrienne on sight. Leonardo sebs
his sister Marghacita, him
his Jove for Adrienne is hopeless. But
bhe pleads with her to arrange an ac-
cidental meeting, farewell, be
tween Adrienme and him

who love

who- tells

to say

She consents That night the Eng
lishman is informed of an attempt be
ing made to cary off Signorina Cartuc

cio and Margharita, who are walking,

by bigrands employed by a rejected
suitor, on a lonely road He rushes
to the scenme, and proves able to
rescue the ladies

Inflamet by the failure of his
scheme, Leonardo see Margharita
who shows him she knows that he
was instigator of the attempted at
tack. The Englishman now sees Ad
rienne often. The Englishman sitting

in the hotel, finds a dagger at his feet
Looking up, he sees the Silician and
gcents trouble
Leonardo and the Englishman quar-
The Englishman
to accept a challenge to
when the
The two men face each
fight to the death

rel at

Italian slaps

her ready w.

Margharita stops the drel by com
ing just in the nick of time to scove
the Englishman from his fate, with
two officers who arresi the cxile Le-
onardo Leorcrde vow: vengeance
Afte= 26 years inu jail lie i3 again at
his hotal, an old, brokcn man with
only memories left to him.

NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY—
For through all his asathy he was .
« cOmECcious great sickening disap-
pointment, som~thing gene out of his
life, which had helped him, day by
day, through all that weary imprison
Dear tc¢ his heart had grown

of a

ment

that hope of standing one day before
the masters of hi and claim-
ing, as his rightful vengean
upon those whose word had sent him
into captivity Dzar to his memory
and treasured a1 z thoughts had
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and the justice of it becomes clearer
and more unqueationed Right and
wrong, justice and injustice, according
to other men’'s standards, have no
power over it in his own thoughts,
His moral sense slumber So deeply
had it become grafted in life, that

he no more questions its right to exist
than he doea the presence of the limhs
upon hig hody. As surely as the night

follows day, so surely does his whole

being gravitate toward the acecom-
plishment of his desgire. It is a part
of what is left in his life, and if it is
emitten, his life ia amitten. They are

a once sympathetic and identical, so
closely entwined that to sever them la
death to hoth

Thus it with Count Marioni,
and thus it was that, day by day, he
gat in his sitting-room slowly pining
to death Rude feet had trampled
upon the deslre of hia Jife, and the
wound was open and bleeding. Only
a little while longer and he would have
turned upon his side with a sigh, and '
yvielded up his last breath: and, so far
as his numbed facultles could have
concieved a thought, death would have
gseemed very pleasant to him, He was |
dying of loneliness, of disappointment |
and despalr,

was

| vain.

The people at the hotel had made
several attempts to rouse him, but in
He anawered no questions, and
in his quiet way resented intrusion
He paid whatever was demanded, and
he gave no trouble The manager
who knew his history from a short
cutting in a newspaper which
chronicled his arrival in London
to know how to save
to

haa
WAs
at his witsa’ end
him He had
reason gently

itor, but he had been bidden qulietly to
On his endeavoring

once endeavored

with hia eccentric vis

leave the room
to make one more appeal
had risen quietly and pointed to the

the Count

door.

“I only wish to be left in peace,” he
sald with a touch of dignity in his
sad, cold manner ‘If you cannot do
that [ will go away to another hotel
Choose!™

The manager had bowed and with-

drawn in silence. But he was a kind

hearted man, and he wag still troubled
about the matter Dav by day the
Count was growing weaker: before
long he would doubtless die from
sheer distaste of living as much asa
from ¢ry actual disease Someching |

ugh. to bhe done lowari communicat
ing “..'.‘ \.:_; '—i"-h ia ir "-.- }: |'| ANV
With a certain amount of reluctance,
thie manager, a3 a last resourcs
renned the following lvertisement
and sar! it to the principal London
papers

‘If there are any friends or rela-
tives still alive of Count Leonardo di
Mariono, who has recently been set
free by the Italian Government after

A long term of imprisonment, they are
requested to communicate, personally,
if poasible, with the manager of the
Hotel Continental, where the Count is
now lving dangerously ill.°’

The great room in which the Count

|
in

[ His hand went up to his forehead
| Was it a dream; or was he Indeed
back more In the davs of his
vouth, back among the pine woods
which topped his castle, walking side
by side with her whose presence
seemed to make the long summer davs
one sweet dream of light? The

|
| familiar odor of violets and wild hya
|

| cinths seemed to fill the room. The
| fog-bound city, with (ta ceaseless roar

existed for him no longer. The sun
of his own dear country warmed
: his heart, and the sea wind blew in his
il‘ﬂ‘l'f face And she was there—his
| queen—the great dosire of his weary
| lite. All his pulses leaped with the

Fiveand-twenty

l}o\- of her presence
vears of lonely misery were blotted

!out Ah! memory is a wonderful
| magician®

i “Leonardo! Wil you not speak to
[ me

l Again that volce! Where was he
| ' Face to face with her on the

| now
Iq-.\ndu of Palermo, deceived, betraved,
| given over to the enemies of his coun
| try, and by her—the woman for whom
| his passionate love had been hils sole
lerime Listen! The alr la full of
|!'h:|t .. of threatened vengeance
I-H:\.'I\ how the echoes ring back (rom
the cliffs. “By the sun, and the sky
Iand the and the SWeAr

continue unchanged and

rv

sea earth, |

that, as they
unchanging, so shall my hate for vou
remain'” Darkness—a prison cell
Year by vear, vear by vear, darkness
| solitude, misery' See the black halr
turn grayv, the strength of manhood
wasting awaw, the ave growing alm
the body weak Year by vear, vear
by vear, it goes on What was that
scratched on the whitewashed walls?
What was the erv which rang back
from the towering cliff! ‘Hate un
changing and unchanged!” The same
—ever the same

“leonardo, have vou no word for
me?

He rose slowly from his chair, and

fixed his eves upon her

Before thelr fire she shrank back
appalled Was it a storm about t
burst upon her? No! The words
were slow and few

“You have dared to come—here
dared to come and look upon vour
handiwork!' Away! Out of my
sight! You bhave seen me. Go'”

Tears blinded her eves. The sight
of him was horrible to her. She for-
got, in her great pity, that justice had
been upon her side She sank upon
her knees before him on the velvet
pile ecarpet

“Leonardo, for the love of God, for
give me!” she sobbed “Oh' it Is
painful to see vou thus and to know
the burden of hate which vou carry
in your heart. Forgive me' Forglve

us both'"
| He stooped down until his ghastly

face nearly touched hers

“Curse vyou'"” he muttered hoarsely

Marioni was gsitting was almost
darkness, for the afternoon was dull |~ You dare to look at me, and ask for
and fogzy. and the curtains were par- forgivenecs Never! never! Every
tially closed. There was no lamp lit, |morning axd night I curse you. 1
and the only light came from the |€Urse you when my mother taught me
brightly-burning fire near which the '© pray. I live for nothing else. If
Count was sittine in an armchair | ] had the steengtth I would strangle
ludierously too large for his frail body. | You where you stand Hell 8 curses
Tha , « fell upon his white, worn and mine ring In vorr sars and =it in
with its deep branding lines, and our heart dav by night hy
gleamed in his great sad eyes, 8o night! Away with m! Away
rieht and d that the seemed like vay' .
n T for the firelight Hi \ I hut I
nd } nkempt | 1 wers 1 f A intedl
v I ! mat E n f tt '
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I 1 it nt laok ir a At first
r 1 r. hut not f ne of the
pr broks hut ) m h foot
I ob, and | st cro 1 toward him
head, a tall 1 ated at T laneed
ful ward out ur 1ip. In a moment his whole
low ard his nam expression was changed, He was like
oftly murmured . numhber and torpid fieurs nddenly
Leonard galvanizad Into acute life
™
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He passed his hand swiftly

NCOTOAN
his eves, and his thin fingers grasped
the sldes of h chalyr with nervous
fores Ah he must b droaming
again! It was one of the (aces of
the past, tempting and mocking him!
Yot, no! she stood thore; surely she
stood there Mother of God! Whas
this madness come at last?

“Margharita!” he cried, stretehing
out his hands toward hom “Margaa .
rita!™

It was no dream, then, nor was It
madness It was truth There were
loving, clinging arms around his neck,

woeeping pressed

Hot tears

a passionate, face

close agninst his her tears
weoere trickling down his hollow cheeka,
blood thelr

the

Kindling his stegnant by

warmth, and thawing apathetic
chill whose iry hand had lain so heavy

His
back

temples

him A sob eccapod him

trembling fingers pushesd

upon
sager,
the clustering halr from her
He peered wonderingly into her face

It must be a vislon; it would surely
fade away, and loave him once more
in the outer darkness Five-and
twenty years had passed! She had
been llke this then! A sense of be
wilderment crept in vpon him
“Margharita'!” he excloimed feebly
“1 d0 mnot understand' You are
Margharita; vou have her halr, her
eves, her mouth! And vet, of courss
it cannot be Ah, no! it eannot be!
You are thinking of my mother
she cried softly “She loved vou so
much I am like her. am 1 not?
“Married' Margharita married’

Ah, of course! 1 had worgotten And
you are her child My sister's child
Ah, five-and-twenty vears s a long
time.”

“It I8 a shameful, cruel time she
cried passionately “My mother used
to tell me gf it, when 1 was a little
girl, and her volce would shake with
anger and pity Francesca, too, would
talk to me about you. 1 praved for
vou every evening when 1 was-little
that they might soon set vou free
again Oh, it was cruel!’

She threw her arms around his neck
and he rested his head upon hee
houlder It was lilke an elixir of
life for him

‘And vour mother, Margharita®’ he
asked fearfully

" :‘;r!" fu 'l"-l'l wn the I"l""

“Ah! Margharita dead’ She was
s0 like you, child Dead!  Five-and
twenty years is a weary while. Dead!'”

(TO BE CONTINUED)

BIRD HOUSE CONTEST

DATE IS ADVANCED | §

bird

bhoy

date for the house

Springtield

The

contest

final
for

scouts,

which I8 being conducted by Jg.}m‘

Ketels, local druggist, has been ex
tended from May 1 to June 1, Mr
Ketels announced vesterday 'I'hu{
dead line was advanced because of

the small number of houses completed

|
|

at present FOR RENT —-Furnished Apartments
'he contest s open to all members for Rent at Hotel KElits M. 29
Mroops 11 and 132 Fo the et
bird house entered, Mr. Kotel Wil FOR REN A Five Room hou with
the prize of a boy scout axe, for the bath, double garage and nlee gard
second a boy scout knife, and for thé alrewdy planted for $16.00. Enquire
third, a boy scout first ald kit I'o at Elite Hotel M 29

the troop whose members capture at

least two of tthe prizes, Ketels will CALL FOR WARRANTS
award a grand prize of a framed pl Notleo In hereby glven that School
ture of the oMelal boy scout I:II'“"I No. 19, in Springfleld, Lane
County, Oregon, will ray at the ollewn
e, - ng of the Clerk of sald distrial all wa
' . rants Insued prior to November 10,
Kennett at Coos Bay (. W. Kon-| 1938 (0 and Including No. 129, [n
nett gpent last week-ond on o business | terest ceases after May 4, 1929
| f G HUGHES
trip to the Coos Bay dia' rict : wN. O "':'Ih Distriet 19 Y
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New Spring Milli

ew Spring Millinery

JUST ARRIVED

Our large stock of beautiful spring hats, which we had
ordered before our Close out Sale started here, have ar
rived. We want to close out these hats and save expense
of shipping them to our other stores,

WE ARE OFFERING

wstock 122 OFF

Regular
Price

For Healty Delight Eat Plenty
of Quality ‘

ICE CREAM .

Good for Children and Grown

Ups Too
~—Serve it for Dessert k!
—Serve it with fresh furit
—Serve it often !

GGIMANN’

“Where the Bervice |s Different”

S |

be driven

—~Southern Pacific still
building with the West

The 60th anniversary of the
driving of the Golden Spike, May
10, Southern Pacific's Golden
Jubilee, finds this western railroad
still building. Weaponed with
crude tools, courage and vision,
the early pioneer had hand-carved
a way to the new West. With the
vision of the pioneer, the West
has carried on, and with it, step
by step, Southern Pacific has

builded.

| In the last five years Southern
Pacific has built more new line
than any other railroad in the

United States.

' In fifteen years Southern Pacific

Across the
desert—direct
to Phoenix

Foner cuts

60% May 10

Roundirep tickets for 609 of the
eg r ome way lare Good in
Pullmans

This n ns that if the ome way
fare $10 1w be able w
mak r ndrr t $6.00

I i LW P

n Pacif I e Lir
M fa 0 cents

On sale Fnida May 10, T
mu w started that day. Return
limat mudnighe, Tuesday, May 14
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has built 1481 miles of new line
at a cost of 88 million dollars. Of
this, 40 million dollars has been
spent in Northern California and
Oregon.

Through the barrier of the
mighty Cascades it has created a
new north and south railway. It
has double-tracked its OvERLAND
RouTeline over the Sierra. Anew
main line has been buile through
Arizona, From Wendel, Califor-
nia, to Lakeview, Oregon, has
been broad-gauged.

Now Southern Pacific is com-
pleting a shoct line transcontinen-
tal railway through Southern Ore-
gon and Northern California. The
Cascade line of the SHAsTAROUTE

Southern Pacific

TUNEIN Smf.fbrm'. Pacific's Golden [ubilee Program, featuring
M A Y 1 0 eraM Werrenrath, Stations KPO, KGO, KFI, KGW,

KOMO, KHQ, KSL. A prize of $100 to the boy or gird, 18
9:30 to 10:30 p.on.  or under, who sends in the best written reporiof the program.

Thru the
mighty
Carcader

and the OverLAND RouTte will
be connected.

From less than 700 miles in
1869 to 16,520 miles today is but
one way of recording Southern
Pacific’s 60 years of work.

Behind this cold fact of miles
built is the epic story of the devel-
opment of the West. A story of
prn{;ress indelibly written in the
traditions of the West,
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