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not to be seen. His nerves were al- | come. |
ready highly strung, and there The Sicilian leansd over the ta-|
geerned to him to be something om- | ble. There were gray rims under
inous In this second mesting with | his eyes, and even his lips had lost
the Sicillan. If he could have heen | their color.
sure of being able o do so urmn-| “A week ago, Signor,” he remark-
ticed, he would hive got up and|ed, “we occupied these same seats |
gone into the hotel. here."
“Good-evening, Slgnor!™ “I remember it" St. Maurice re-|
Lord 8t Maurice turned and | plied quietly
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NEEDING LUMBER?

No matter what the quality, we can satisfy

WHAT HAFPFENED BEFORE:

Palmero I# the seone, There an exile,
Leonardo di Marionl, has come for love
of Adrienne Cartucclo, who spurns him.
He meels un Englishman. Lord St. Mau-
rice, who falls (n love with Adrienne on
®ight. Leonardo sees his piwter Mar-
gharita, who tells him his love for Ad-
rienne s hopeleas. But he pleads with
her to wrrange an accldental meeting
{(;nuny farewell, between Adrienne and
im.

2he consents, That night the English-
mun s informed of an attempt being
mude to carry off Signorina Cartuceio
ullg‘l Margharita, who are walking, by
brigands employed h{ & rejectod suitor,
on & lonely rond. He rushes to the
soene, and proves able to rescue the
Indies,

NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY

The two ladies looked at thelr
preserver standing In the middle of

the road—falr nnd straight and tall,
like a Greek god, but with a terri-
ble fury bloging In his dark blue
cyes.

“You are not hurt, I trust?” he
asked, his breath coming quickly,
for he was In a towering passion.
He was not speaking to the darker
of the two girls at all; in fact, he
was unconscious of her presence
He was standing by Adrienne Car-
tuccio’s side, watching the faint
color stesl again into her cheeks,
and the terror dying out of her
eyes, to be replaced by a far softer
light. Her black lace wrap, which
she had been weering in Spanish
fashlon, hand fallen a little back
from her head, and the moonlight
was gleaming upon her ruddy gold-
en hair, all wavy and disarranged,
throwing into soft relief the outline
of her slim, girlish figure, her heayv-
ing bosom, and the exquisite trans-
parency of her complexion. She
stood there llke an offended voung
quecn, passionately wrathful with
the men who had dared to lay their
conrse hands upon her, yet feeling
all & woman's gratitude to their
perserver, Her eyes were fashing
like stars, and her brows were bent,
but as she looked Into his face her
expression softened. Of the two
sensations gratitude was the strong-
er.

“You are not hurt?" he repented
“I am sorry that T did not get here
sooner, before that fellow touched
vou"

She held out her hand to him
with a little impetuous movement.

“Thanks to you. No, Signor,” she
snid, her eyes suddenly filling with
tears, “Oh, how grateful we are,
are we not, Margharita?"

“Indead, indeed we are The Sig-
nor had saved us from a terrible
danger."

"It i8 nothing. The fellows were
arrant cowards. But what was the
enrriage doing here?"

He pointed along the road. Al-
rendy the clumsy vehlele had be-
come & black speck in the distance,
swaying heavily from side to side
from the pnee at which it was being
driven, #and almost enveloped In n
cloud of dust.

Adrienne shook her head. Mar-
gharita had turned away, with her
face buried In her hands

“1 eannot imngine, Perhaps they

were  brigands, and Intended to
enrry us off for n ransom.”
The Englishman shrugged his

shoulders.

“0Odd sort of bandits,” he remark-
ed. “Why, they hadn't the pluck of
# chicken between them, especlally
this one.”

He touched the prostrate fAgure
with his foot, and the two girls
shuddered.

“He is—Is not dead, is he?" Mar-
gharitn asked,

“Not he. I shouldn't say that he
wns very badly hurt either,” the
Englishman declared, bending down
and listening to his breathing
“More frightened than anything.
He'll get up and be off directly we
leave. You will let me see you
home?" he continued, speaking to
Adrienne,

She looked up at him with a
gleam of humor in her wet eyes,

not the fortunate possessor of that

delightful little yacht in the har-
bor 7"

“Yes, If you mean the Pandora,
she's mine. Do you like salling?
Will you come for a sall?” he asked

erly.

“We'll talk mbout it to-morrow,”
she laughed, holding out her hand,
“Good-night”

He let her hand go. If he heid it
a moment longer, and a little more
firmly that was absolutely neces-
sary, wius he much to biame?

“Good-night,”” he said. “Good-
night, Signorina," he added, bowing
to Murgharita. “I shall come to-
morrow afternoon.”

Then he turned away, and walked
with long swinging strides back to
the hotel.

LI

"MARGHARITA!"

She had found her way into a
lonely corner of the villa grounds,
and, with her head resting upon her
hands, she was gazing across the
blue sunlit waters of the bay. Be-
low, hidden by the thickly-growing
shrubs, was the white, dusty road
and the voice which disturbed her
thoughts seemed to come from it
Bhe pushed the white Howering
rhododendrons on one side, nnd
peered through.

‘Leonardo!" she exclnimed. “Le-
unardo!"

“Are you alone?” he asked.

“Yes, Adrlenne Is in the house,
I believe.”

“Then I am coming In"

She looked troubled but she could
not gend him away. He clambered
over the low paling, and, pushing
back the boughs of the shrubs
which grew between them, made
his way up the bank to her side.

‘Have you been away?' she nsk-

ed,
"Yes, I have been home., Home,"
he repeated bitterly. "I have wan-
dered through the woods, and I
have olimbed the hills where we
spent our childhood. T have looked
upon the old scenes, and my heart
is broken.”
Her eyes filled with tears. For a
moment her thoughts, too, went
back to the days when they had
been children together, and he had
been her hero brother, How time
had changed them both, and how
far apart they had drifted. They
could never be the same agnin. She
knew It quite well. There had
grown up a great barrier between
them. She could not even pretend
to symputhize with him, although
her heart was still full of pity

“Lewonardo, I am sorry," she whis-
pered. "How is it, I wonder, that
all through life vou s¢em (o have
#et your heart upon things which
are Impossible.

It is fate'™

“Fate! But you are & man, and
muan should contral fate”

“Have T not tried?” he answernd
bitterly. "Tell me, do 1 so easily
relinquish by great desire? Why
am I here? Becnuse I have said to
mysolf that T will not be denied.
Adrienne shall be mine!™

Bhe looked at him steadliy.

"We have not met, Leonardo,
sinon the night after the concert,
Do you know that we had an ad-
venture on the way home?

“Tell me about it," he answered,
looking Away

“Is there any need, Leonardo?”
A faint tinge of color stole into
kis olive cheeks,

“You guessed then," he sald. “Tell
me, does she know? Hns she any
fdea?"

“None."

"She does not suspect me at all?”
"No; she thinks that it was an
ordinary attock by robbers, and
that the carringe wns to take us
little way into the interior, so that
they might hold us and demand
ransom. It wns her own (dea; I
suild nothing. 1 feel ns though I
were deceiving her, but I eannot
tell her. She would never look up-

“Tt is good. I shall not ssk you
anything Iimpossible or unreason-
mble. Tell me the truth sbout Ad-
ricnne and this Englishman. Tell
me how you have spent your days
since this affair, and how often he
has been here. Then tell me what
you yourself think. Tell me wheth-
er she cares for him; and he for
her. Let me hear the whole truth,
s0 that I may know how to act”

‘Leonardo," she whispered, “re-
member our watchword, ‘Endur-
ance, I will tell you everything
Lord 8t Maurice came on the day
after our adventure. He stayed till
evening, and we walked with him
on the Marina. The next day we
went yachting with him. Yester-
day and today he has spent nearly
the whole of his time here. I be
lieve that he is in love with Ad-
rienne, and as for her, if she does
not love him already, I belleve that
she soon will. You have asked for
the truth, my brother, and It is best
thut vou should have it. Forgive
me for the pain it must cause you"

. L] .

The Englishman sat quite still,
holding in his hand a long, curious-
ly-shaped dagger, which the first
gleam of moonlight had shown him
lylng at his feet.

He was no coward, but he gave &
little shudder as he examined the
thing, and felt of its bluelsh steel
edge with his finger. It was by no
means & toy weapon; it had been
fashioned and meant for use. What
use? Somehow he felt that he had
eseaped a very great danger, as he
put the thing thoughtfully Into his
pocket, and leaned back in his
chalr, The shrill voices and clatter
uf glusses anround him sounded ou-
riously unreal in his ears.

By degrees he came to himself,
and leaning forward took a match
from the little marble table, and re-
lit his clgar. Then, for the first time,
he noticed with a start that the
chnir opposite to him was occupled,
too, by a figure which was perfectly
familiar. It was a Sicillan who sat
there, quietly smoking & long clg-

arette, and with his face shaded by

the open palm of his hand.

Lord 56 Maurice made no sign of
recognition, On the contrary, he
turned his heand away, preferring

looked into the white corpse-like
face of the Siclllan. It told its

own story. There was trouble to

COMING TO

The Dalles & Pendleton

DR. MELLENTHIN

SPECIALIST

in Internal Medicine for the
past ffteen years

DOES NOT OFERATE

Will be in The Dalles on Tuesduy
and Wednesday, February 12 and
13 at The Dalles Hotel, and in
Pendleton on Thursday, Febru-
ary 14 at the Dorlon Hotel,
Office Hours: 10 & m. to 4 p. m.,

ONE DAY IN PENDLETON AND
TWO DAYS ONLY IN THE
DALLES,

No Charge for Consultation

Dr. Mellenthin Ig2 & regular grad-
uate in medicine and surgery and |s
licensed by the state of Oregon. He
does not operate for chronle appen-
dicitis, gall stones, ulcers of stom-
ach, tonsils or adenoldls,

He has to his credit wonderful re-
aults in diseases of the stomach,
llver, bowels, blood, skin, nerves,
heart, kidneys, bladder, bed wetting,
catarrh, weak lungs. rheumatism,
selatiea, leg uleers and rectal ail-
ments,

Below are the names of a few of
his many satisfled patients in Ore-
gon who have been trented for one
or the other of the nbove named
CAUSEs:

John Olson, Astoria

Joe Sheoships, Gibbon

Mrs. Walter Scott, Scotts Mills,
Mrs. John Van Bevern, Baker,
D. 1. Wagenblast, Portland
Mrs, H. E, Walters, Maupin.
Mrs, Jennie Woolery, Salem

Delicious Hood River Apples—A |
dollar and a quarter and & dnllarl

(Continued Next Week) | your needs at most reasonble prices.

- Building material is our specialty, and we be-

and a half at your grocer's.

: lieve our service is pleasing.

(Il Heppner Planing Mill & Lumber Yard

A. R. REID, Prop.
Phones: Mill 9F25; Yard Main 1123

For a

GOOD
MEAL
at |
ANY |
TIME

—

Heppner Gazette Times, Only $2.00 Per Year

Central Market

for the best in Meats.

FRESH AND CURED MEATS

Fish on Fridays. Oysters, Clams,
Shell Fish.

Central Market

HENRY SCHWARZ & SON

ELKHORN
RESTAURANT

ED CHINN, Prop

Remember above date, that con-
sultation on this trip will be free
snd his treatment iz différent

Married women must be accom-
panied by thelr hushands.
Address: 224 Bradbury
Los Angeles, California

Bldg.,

&
Ll

plus personal and

John Day Valley Freight Line

(Incorporated)

Operating between Hepﬁner and Portland and
John Day Hig

DAILY SERVICE

Prompt delivery, rates reasonable---

$10,000 cargo insurance.
CITY GARAGE, Local Agent, Phone 172

way Points.

courteous service.

When the President
Stayed Up Until 3 0-
Clock in the Morning

Heppner Phone
Hotel Main
Building 1082

Economy Is Waiting For You at Our Door—
Meet Her Here

The busy Housewife, the Tired Working Lady, the Thrifty Shopper, and
the Economical Farmer are discovering more and more each day the advan-
tage of paying cash for their foods. Are you one of that thrifty, happy
throng. You will find many savings at our store.

FRIDAY AND SATURDAY
Corn Flakes

Kellogg's

3 Packages . 190

Regular Size

DEVILED MEAT
ARMOUR’'S BEST

Bacon
Medium Weight

Per Lb. ....... 290

Mild Cured

Pure Lard

Oranges

Fancy Juicy Navals

2 Dozen .. 450

Medium Size

SPAGHETTI
VAN CAMP'S

“You don't Imagine that we !""‘-"E face Bgt“‘“-tl:“-?l“:rdﬁ';"h I

hould let you go and leave us ou must not tell her,” he mut- " . . . = 4 C o c
;r‘r‘:-l'."" she !.:II'HL L"Com::. Marghar- | tered. “Swear that you will not!" The woarld hxs traveleC.&:long: Wiy %/Cans 9 mu BULK 6 Cans 2
fta Sha shook her head. since 1878, when Thomag A. Edison | NO. z Tlns

“There I8 no need. I am not an-
xlous to denounce my own brother
a8 a would-be abductor.”
"“Mnarghariug 1 was desperate,” he
eried passionately. "And that cursed
Englishman, he has become my evil

The Englishman looked at the
other girl, almost for the first time,
ns she came up and joined them,
hoer foce was troubled. There was
he face was troubled. There was

..39%¢
193¢

visited the White Housg to exhibit

R0Ib8. e

; SARDINES
| BAKING POWDER 4 e

VAN CAMP'S

From n scarce 100,000
radio sets In 1922, there
are now approximately
2,000,000 sets in  this

his newly developed phonograph to
President and Mrs, Hoves, Ttisve- ||IH DANIIYGU TUYYDLIAN 4 [bs, ...

corded that they renviined up un-

very little relief or thankfulness for
her eseape in her expression, The
Englishman was no physlognomist,
but he was a little puzzied,

“There s no danger now, Sig-
norina,” he suld reassuringly. “To-
morrow 1 will go to the police, and
I dare sny that we shall getl to the
bottom of the whole affalr

Yhe shuddered, but made no re-
ply, wilking on by their side, but
a little disthnee apart. As for the
Englishman, he was in paradise. To
all intents and purposes, he was
alone with Adrienne Cartuccio, ls-
tening to her low voice, and overy
now and then stealing a glance
downward into those wonderful
oyes, just then very soft and sweet.
That walk through the scented
darkness, with the far-off murmur
of the sen nlways in thelr ears, was
like the dawning of R new era in
hin life

It was she who talked most, and
he who lstened, Yot he was very
happy; and when they reached her
villa, and he left them at the door,
sho gave him a white flower which
he hod found courage to heg for,

“May T call upon you tomorrow?"
he asked, trembling for the answer.

“If you should lke to, yes" sho
answered rondily. “Come early If
you have nothing to do, and we will
glve you afternoon tea a l'Anglaise.
By the bye,” she added, a little shy-
Iy, “ls there, not something which
you have forgotten?”

He divined her meaning al once,

vOf eourge, I ought to bhave told
you my name!" he exclaimed hasti-
ly, "How stupld of me. It s St
Muurico—Lord 8t. Maurice”

“Lord St. Maurice! Then are you

geniug, Jt was & miserable chince
thit enabled him to become your
preserver.”

It was a very fortunate ong for
you, Leonardo.”

“Whait do you mean?” he cried
sharply. "Tell me, has he been
hera?"

‘Yea"

He seemed to enlm himself with u
great effort. He wis on the thresh-
old of what he had come to know,
He must keep cool, or she would
tell him nothing,

“Margharita,” he sald slowly, “the
time s fast coming when I shall
have no more favors to ask you.
Will you remember that you are my
siater, and grant me a great one
now 7"

“1If I ean, Leonardo

PHONE

or leave orders at

Phelps Grocery Co.
Home Phone 1102

HEPPNER TRANS-

FER COMPANY

country, contributing to
the entertainment and
enlightenment of some
45,000,000 people,

The extension of the
service of electrio light
and power companles,
which this year will
spend  §000,000,000 for
additional facilitles, Is
responsible In no small
purt for this remark-
able growth,

til 3 o'clock in the nu
Ing to the new invention, which was

run by a spring.

Today, the phonogriph
self; radio brings us
tertainment of the

pictures the drama
television is just around the corner,
It is the age of surprises, with the
changes coming so swiftly that we
searcely realize what i# passing be-

fore something new
Electrictly, first a curiosity, then a

novelty and then a

helped make these things possible.

Pacific Power .

rning listen-

operates it-

the wocal en-

world; talking

{ the world;

Ppears

necesgity, has

N 5 Lbs.

$1.19 [ $1-45 6 Cans

29¢

FANCY
ONIONS

4 Lbs,

Super Suds 2 Pkgs. 19c Palm Olive Soap 6 Bars 39(:

25c 20 Bars .

Stone’s Syrup

Cane and Maple

1-Gallon .. ... 89¢
| Gallon ... $1.99

P.&G. Soap

White Naptha

89¢C

We Deliver Orders Over $3.00--FREE---in the City Limils

Sugar

(. & H. Fine Cane

*6.23

PER 100 LBS.

STONE’S COFFEE
SPECIAL BLEND

| Lb. 39¢

3Lbs...... $1.10

SUPREME BLEND
| Lb. .. .49¢
3Lbs...... $1.45

Try It—You'll Like It !

Sperry’s Flour

White Down

19 Lbs, $1-85
Per Bbl. $7.25

A Hard Wheat Flour
Guaranteed to Please




