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The Deacon’s Exoneration

Hugh Pendexter Writes One of His Best Short Stories on an
Ever-Pleasing Subject

“I'm In a hurry, explained Mr,
Whitten, “an’ 1 guess I'll slgn my
name to this blank sheet an’ let ye fill
th' report to suit yourself, Elder.”

“I'd trust th® Elder to say th' right
thing,” added Mr. Carr warmly, ag he

followed the other's example,

“1 think she's gone plum lame,'" dee
clared Mr. Carr, joining the other two,

“dhoes too heavy,” added Mr. Whits
ten from the other side.

And in vindication of the trio's judg«
ment Abigall's Pride that afternoon,
despite the shrewd jockeying of Sam

T was on the first day of the
]I vounty fair that Deacon Plunkett
fell from grace. Thers were many
who merely pitied him for ever
wagering his hard-earned money
on Lhe gaunt mure Ablgall's Pride,
but the insistence of the spiteful few
that he be disciplined carrled the day,
and ns 4 result three fellow church-
men met in solemn conclave to mete
out Juspice.

The postmaster, a staunch elder,
prosided and duly read the charges, |
The poor deacon could only groan
and gaze appealingly from one stern
fied to another and breathe hurried-
Iy, ns It pressed for alr.  The session
was held in the huck room of the post-
offlee, overlooking the old-gtyle, half-
mile track, where even now the falr
managers  were  preparing for the
muorrow by dragging brush around
the vircle,

The rain had interrupted the races

afier the day of the descon’'s down-
fall, but the culprit, even amid his|
heavy groans realized the sun and|

wind would thoroughly dry the gravel |

inslde of the next twenty-four hours.
“Wul, Hrother Plunkett, how d've
plead (o this charge of sinfully bet-

Un® on.a hoss race?”

repeated the

A
A

¥

of

Hotel Benson

Carl Stanley, Manager
G. Kirke Drury, Asst. Mgr,

FIRE and element proof
hotel with every modern
convenlenee and  eguip-

ment. Contral location, wo

beautiful dining rooms. New
buffet, Sample rooms. Ruates
no higher than those In in-
ferior establishments.

busses meet all tralns, 8

for  bedutifully Hluetrated

hooklet.

PORTLAND, OREGON

Btands for
and quality

quality,
s what
you want in & separ-
ator.

The better tho

sap-

arntor the more dol-

dollars, for you get
a “"Simplex" and save
all the bhutler fat and
muake more money.

Dalry and Creamery
Supplies.

Monroe & Crisell

12¢ Front St, Portland, Oregon.
I

OR EXCHANGE

Portland Income Property

for Improved farms. Write us to-
day with full description

KELLER & DEAL

The Live Wires.

Lumber Exchange Buildiog,
Portland, Oregon.

Full Line

E

| postmaster gravely, his angular jaw
thrusting forward with a Puritanic
fixity of purpose.

"Lawd! What can 1 say, elder?
That pesky Widder Peasly says she
see me plank down a hall dollar on
th" fence an’ then see Ab Thomas
cover It with another half dollar,"
moaned the deason.

"We're surprised Deacon Plunketl,
that n man of your years should be
|80 weak,” growled Hiram Whilten's
| heavy bags, and he wrinkled his nose
i#ourly, while his half-closed e)os
| Eave no intimation of lenfency, “It
»\uuld seem breathering, that as the
hva.nn hus well nigh confessed we
|can only return a8 verdict of gullty as
charged, an' leave it for the congrega-
|lion 1o say what shall be done,"

“Mebbe we ought to dig Into this a
il.-n deeper,” suggested the third in-
|\-{-su;utnr. Head Selectman Carr. “I've
| known Brother Plunkett so long It
{don't  seem possible he could go
uround bettin' money on hoss racea
Mobbe his mind was upset in some
wiy. What hoss did ye bet on,
doacon ?"”

The postmaster's eye glinted with
interest gs he squared his elbows and
wel his pencil, while Mr. Whitten
ghaded his gaze with one long bony
hand, and Inclined his head a bit to
catch the answer,

"On that derned Abigail's Pride,”
sighed the dencon. “Sha struck me
as such a sweet natur'd driver, such
a cheerful, gamey little maras, that 1
didn't think It wag gamblin', Why,
I'd a swore Ab Thomas dldn't have
a ghost of a show. An' where there
aln't no chance to lose I don't sce
how It is gamblin'."

“I never liked th' way she carrled
her head,” observed Mr. Carre mildly.

"I dunno about thut,” protested Mr,
Whitten, shaking his head stoutly and
{puraing up his lips, “She always
|struck me as bein' vnusually clean
| gaited forward."

"Why. a man that would
that npag” oried ths
|#trangly, "ain't no gambler. He's Jest
{conmmon cragy, that's all. I wouldn't
| put n penny on her to beat a hearse
| —that s, ‘sposin’ I was sinful enough
to bet on o hoss race.”

“She made good time las' fall on
th' Durginville track,” defended Mr.
Whitten shortly., "Track was muddy,
ton,"

“She's a hummer on a wel track
| Thut's why tomorrow will see her
leavin' everything behind her as if
they was hitched. Why, SBim Cole's
hired man told me yesterday that
after a rain like we're just been havin'
she'll go through th' fleld like a
streak."”

Mr. Carr pricked up his ears and
twisted nervously In his chair, while
the postmaster LIt his pencil dubl-
ously and sneered. “What does Sim
Cole's man know about her, anyway?"

“He took care of her at th" Durgin-
villa track,” Informed the deacon,

bet on
postmaster

clared Mr., Whitten dreamily., “But
I tan't say I like th' way th' mare
wis handled tother day. Seems if
her driver fretted her at th' stretch.”

“Bhe grew wuss an’ wuss in every
heat," added the postmaster, llstlessly,

"Rhe'd probably mike a fine show.
in’ tomorrer il she was given a fair
chance,” lamented Mr. Carr.

“An' she'll git th' chanece,”
the deacon, seeming to forget the
hazard of his position, “for 8im's man
ig goin' to handle her, Lawd! 1 pity
them folks that's weak an® sinful
enough to bet agin her, 1 feel so re-
pentent 1 cal'clate it's my duty to
warn ‘em all."

“No," declded the postmuaster firm-
Iy, “It ain’t your duty, Egbert, to do
that."

"1 should say not." eried Mr. Whit-
ten, his eves glittering,

"But folks will be givin' odds
agalnst her” protested the deacon
humbly., “Joshua Runnells suys he'll
bot & dollar 'n a half to seventy cents
she's distanced.”

“It ain't our duty to save Jogsh Run-
nells' money for him" reminded AMr.
Carr decisively. Then he added, "An'
s0 Jogh Is stoppin’ here at th' villuge
this week, eh?"

“He's workin' at th' livery stable
durin' th' fair," informed the deacon.

“Hm," muttered the postmaster,
eyeing Mr, Whitten's unfair proximity
to the door in gloomy disgust. “Wal"”
he finally added, “'sesin’ as how Dea-
con Plunkett Is repentant an' don't
know hardly nothin' about hosses, 1
guess we'll draw up & report sayin' he
ia Inneroent™

“‘He knows a hoss all right,’ de-|

eried

The postmaster frowned, and when
left alone wrote his brief report most
hurrledly. Then he jammed on his
hat and sauntered carelessly down the
street toward the livery stable.

The exoneration of the deacon was
warmly applauded by the majority
that night. His long life of correct
living and his many Kindly deeds wera
not to be outwelghed by one foollsh
act, It was urged, and with a bland
smile he accepted forglveness and
bustled about his dutles with all his
old-time energy.

The morrow saw the same bland
smils on his face as he slowly entered
the fair grounds, where he met the
tribunal of yesterday In the immedi-
ate vicinity of the stables,

“Lookin’ at th' hosses?
geniully of the postmaster,

The postmaster bil at a straw re-
flectively and then In & confidential
tone returned, “Th' more | see of Abi-
gall's Pride, th' more foollsh I think
ye was to bet on her,”

The Hum of the
Bllzzard Makes Me Smlle

*“The louder she hums the more | smile—it means the flling of m

of stuff my cows like and thrive on—it means that my crop is nt

rapidly put away where weather does not er. | don't have to

wait for good weather like you do and run the risk of losing my crop.
That hum is music to me—sorta scems like the old Blizzard is sing-
ing over the work it's doing. Yes, it's a Blizzard. Why? WeTL
Sir, just watch it & few minutes you won't need an answer. See
the boys huulu They have to, to keep up with it. The Blizard
hlrdly ever chokes, cause the throat is so large and clear, No,there
is no danger, The gears are all shielded and a pull of that lever
near &dn s hand instantly

C'ola’s hired man, proved a complets
ifaliure. and was thorgughly dis-
|tanced.

“Thought ya said sha was all
hunky-dory on a muddy track,”
snarled the postmaster, as his friends
silently slouched Into the back room.

“Simply chain lightnin' to go"
sneered Mr, Whitten bitterly as he
mechanically slapped an emply
pocket.

“A dollar 'n a half to T0 cents'
mumbled Mr. Carr despondently.

“Wal, I'm dod rotted glad ye lost
on th' first day's racin’, Plunkett,
Wish ye'd lost today," growled the
postmaster,

“So do 1,"" added Mr. Whitten grimly.

“I can't lose all th' time," grinned
the deacon complacently, edging to-
ward the door, “Jim B8iiby’'s roan,
Bluefly, loocked purty good to me to-
day, an’ | hedged a bit."

“A reg'lar gambler,” gasped Mr,
("arr &8 the door softly closed and the
trlo were left alone,
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A TELEPHONE BOOTH AT YOUR ELBOW

| The Kracker Telephone Muffler

' For “'Complete Confidential Conversations'’

PRICE $3.50

HOW OFTEN HAVE YOU WISHED FOR ABSOLUTE
PRIVACY AT YOUR PHONE?

At last we have an Ingenious device that happlly combines effec-
tiveness and convehlence to thwart the “disinterested" eavesdropper,

Of course, & minlature, booth or hocd also affords confidential-
conversations, but it takes up considerable room—is usually hot and
stuffy when in use—and yon are obliged (o go to the booth,

Which s to say nothing of the disparity in cost

The Kracker Telephone Muffler costs §3.60, occuples a few Inches
of space on the mouthpiece of phone—and is at your elbow whenever
you need it

It is Instantly attached or detached, Non-corrosive and thoroughly
sanitary.

HOW IT IS DONE—When you speak Into the Kracker Muffler, the
sound waves, together with the air expelled from the lungs, go forward,
and are then carried through & spiral coil of aluminum,

It your desaler can't supply you, we'll ship order, charges prepald,

upon recelpt of price, §3.50.

FOR SALE BY

Commerce Utility Corporation
411 to 415 Panama Bldg,, Portiand, Oregon,




