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News note has it that radicals whe
have been creating disturbances in

COPYRIGHT ia

wing her fiushand to agree witn ner.
deKimber had learned that a senator,

Paris over the Sacco-Vanzetti execu
tion are now holding their fire for
the American Legion convention
Well,
the convention helped settle a mighty
blg row a few years ago there, and
chances are they might still be ef-
fectlve in an emergency.

Intestinal fortitude in a not too|
great a measure is well enough, but |
the kind that has been diplayed by |

one Charles Levine does not make the
ordinary American flush with pleas-
ure,

The Herald is not publihed in his
district, but there is no law against
it advocating the selection of Frank
Bhull for republican nominee for
representative in  congress. The
writer has no personal acquaintance
with Mr. Shuli, but he {s a Wabash

college man, and that's a mighty fine

recommendation,

Good Reason Why He

Didn’t Put on Brakes

: It does give one a feeling of securl
ty when autoing If the car has one
of those “brakes tested” disks on it

To bhe sure, the brakes may get out of |

orider the day after the disk is pusted
on, but If one doesn’'t know it there |s
no worry, Desldes, it furnishes a fine
alibl if one's ear 13 in a colllsion, Just
point to the blue disk and tell the
other fellow he must be to hblame,

But what is going to happen to
those drivers who play the debonair
In the matter of brukes? A defective
brake means less to them than a buzz
Ing mosquito, It reminds one of a
Springfield man who was noted for the
reckless way In which he
hills, Coming whizz hang
ticularly =teep incline, a man rid ng
with him protested, “Why (dldn’t yon
put on your brakes, for gosh suke?" he
n=ked.

“Becnuse 1 htiven't any,” ealinly an
swered the reclkless driver, and pro

down a par

ceeded to ¢onst down hill at tep |

Springfield Unlon,
Cirls Shun Architecture
One has ta rend this twice to be
lHeve It,

speed.—

Out of something over 5,000 United |

Btates college students who answered
a questionfaire as fo their life am
hitions, not a single girl wanted to In
an architect, Althongh they wanted
to he everything else on earth—every
thing except soldiers and architeets

It would =eem  thiat one of the
greatest  Johs any  wenian eonld un
dertake would be architecrure, [spo
clally of private rgshidences.  Afler
nll, the designing of o recidence le
Just putting a wall around a honse
keeping Job. And the architect whe
mnkes the plapns usunlly has womnen
to denl with as cash customers, Al
that a man ever does with a new
house s to explain how he would
like to have the den and then finds
out there Isn't golng to be any don,—
Los Angeles Times,

Found C:t

Dr. . X. tells of o woman whe told
her physiclan of her pains and BT
toms, forgetting none, At the end of
the recitatlon the doctor asked how
old she was Shke replied that she
wus forty. Deciding that a look at
her blood pressure might help in
doetor prepara
tiomg for sanme, attaching the
part of the testing machine to he
arm. Tuwrning her hemd to witnes
much

dingnosis the e

ruhher

the demonstration, the now
alarmed patlent, noted the indientor
rapidly vising, thirty, thiviy five, forty
when ghe Iinterrapted the o
“Oh, Pm =orry; T see yvon can find om
my age with that maciilne. T am real
Iy forty-elght.,” —Boston Globe,

tor with

Book Preserver

A cont of varnish may bhe applied

over the finest tooled leather or other
hook binding without fear of Injuring
the color or appearance in any wu)

The lden 18 a good one for the protee
tion of rare old hooks, since the var
nigh forms A molst-proof, wear resist
Ing cout which will preserve the cover
indefinitely, It Is a good lden, too, for
chlldren's  hooks,
finger prints and other signs of wear:
or for the cook book, which is likely
to become spotted and sticky The
wasghable varnish makes (he hinding
pneater and the book more sanitary

“Alterations to Please”

The smiling Mttle man bustled Into
the tallor's ahd asked to see some
rendy-made sults, He was given
cholee, “I'Il take this one™ he sald
“iIf you'll make any alterntlons 1 re
quire,” “Certainly, 8ir”" beamed e
tallor, “AN alterations free, sir- -yon
read our advertisement.” “1 did"” sald
the customer, *“Just alter the price
then, from forly dollars to twenly five
and I'll take the salt with me™

Western Story

Bir: A Judge In a sowmll Western
town was determined to stop the boys
from shooting o the town  One dey
one of the hoys got dronk and started
to shoot up the place, When he was
brought before the Judge he was given
“Twenty dollars and costs” “Hat
Judge,” he sald, “I fived Into the air”

“That's all right," sald the judge
“youn might have shot an angel”

which soon show

the boys who will gather for|

slid down |

ven from the Emplre state, does not
| ex officio find the doors open to him
| that shelter the great names in Amer
lean soclety. He wished Robin to
| marry Into a family which had entree
| Lo the best,

When Robin had gladly made the
sacrifice, he found the girl put ob
dtacles In the way. She did not flutter
to-his arms. She was no heggarmald
to his King Cophetua.  Gloomily he
wondered if she was fond of some
other man, The viscount was good
looking; bhe had poise and breeding.
vgatha had been brought up In Eu
| rope, where disparity In age Is less a
nar to marriage than In the United
States. They had met before. They
hatl common aecqualntances, and the
De auillaing, he was told, were all
rich.  Hobin smoked many cigarettes
over the problem. He was surprised

to hear a knock at his door. It was
| his father who came in,
! “Why, father,” he cried, “is there

anything the matter?" Mr. McKimber
was stooped. His bold, resolute car-
| viuge was gone. He looked as one
| might who had undergone severe
. mental or physical strain.

“Not a thing,” saild the elder, with
an effort at smiling. “I've been think-
ing, Mubble, and I see 1 have made a
| great many mistakes In my life.”

Robin listened in silence.. Never be-
fore had he heard his father in any-
thing but an assured and contented
| mood,

“I tried to dietate to you awhlle
ago,” said MeKlmber, “and I tried to
dictate to the girl you're fond of. 1
told you If you didn't marry a girl I
| approved of we should pull apart. I
told her that If anyone knowing what
money you woul® inherit thought she
could get it by marrylng you without
my consent, there wouldn't be any
money,"

Robin's face hardened.

“You had no right to do that. We
may us well understand one another,
Fve nsked Miss Brown to marry me.
I haven't your social ambitions, If
| she won't marry me, nobody else will
| be asked.”
| “That's the right spirit,” sald Me-
| Kimber, His son looked at him

amazed. “A man who lets another

dictate nbout whom he's to marry Is a
| weakling and a coward. 1 didn't, The
| Grahams, all except old Willlam,
| hated me. I wasn't well born or edu-

ented. T was a machinist and my
| hands  were thick-fingered, and 1
hadn't any parlor tricks. I married

your mather In spite of their lea and
plots to separate us,”
. "Do you mean to say you approve
of Miss Brown?"

“Ihat’s what I'm trying to tell you.

[ suppose you are wanting to know

why 1 have changed. Robble, don't

ugk me. There are things that hap-
"pen in A man's life that change him
instantly, It may be the ghost of old
follies which rises to remind him of
| what he had forgotten. No, don't ask
| me, Robble, hut just bring the girl to
| your mother and me, She shall never
| want for love where we are.”

He walked heavily from the room.
His son could not comprehend this as-
tounding change. There was a strick-
fen look In his father's face. Not since

Robin was a boy had he been called

“Robble.,” But his speculation on the

I cause of the change was lost in jJoy at
| what It meant to him. Agatha told
| him she would be back at about ten.
| He looked at the clock., It was past
| two, Eight weary hours before he
conld see her!

At seven he was on the golf links
playing a few holes, Three hours to
wait. At elght o'clock he saw her com-
Ing slowly in his direction.

“1 didn't think youn were going to
return  so  early,” he sald, smiling.
‘Agatha, how lovely you look.”

“1 feel miserable,” she sald soherly.

“Darling,” he whispered, J‘how can
vou feel miserable on this bright,
glorlons morning 7

Nothing could depresa him now.
wis a look In her eyes that
told him what he wanted to know,

“You know, Robin, one Isn't always
free to do as one likes. 1 think If 1
had foreseen this week 1 ghould not
have had conrage enongh to endure It
Retv'n. we pmat both of ns forget "

“Forget the only week 1 have 11ved,”
he cried. “Never” Her alr of de
jection communicated itself to him.
“Tell me why 1 should?

“There are =0 many things,” she
sald slowly, “One ls your father's ob-
leetlon, 1 like him because he sets
such store hy yom, but T'm not golng
to come between youn and him."

Robin  lnughed Joyously, “Don’t
worry about him. He's for you now
just as strongly as mother la, e
thinks you are Just the girl to look
after me for life, You've conguered
him. e Just had to give In, so what
more 18 there to say?

Looking at him it =eemed to the girl
that the task she had set herself was
beyond her strength, Why, she asked
herself, had she kept heart-whole al
her life to find in Robin MeKimber the
only man she could love? How could
she tell him that she must choose he
tween her sworn loyalty to her father
and his comrades and her love for
him? She was associnted with men
who had determined to get from Kax-
on's safe the documents which In-
eriminated John MeKimber and made
the reallzation of his ambitiona Im-
possible, She saw, very clearly, what
course Peter Milman would pursne,
and how in the earrying out of his
plans of revenge ha would have neo
consideration for the MeKimbers,

!
| “There 1s more to say,” she teld
! 4
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him, her volce trembling a lttle. “My
dear, it 1s the hardest thing to say.
Robln, It's good-by.”

‘Good-by,” he repeated.
what do you mean?’

“That I am leaving here today and
shall not see you again, Don't ask
me to explain. I ean't tell you any-
thing except that there is something
which makes all the things I hoped
{mpossible.”

She could see the gray under his
tanned skin. Sfhe knew she had
wounded him bitterly. There was 4
terrible quietness In his distinct, clear
volce,

“Then you never really loved me?

“I did,” she sald simply; “that's
what makes It so hard.”

“If you love me,” he cried, “nothing
can come hetween us™

sgomething has come between us
I do love you, Robin, and I shall never
care for anyone else; but there |{s
someone who needs me more than yon
do.”

“I'm not going to say good-by,” he
sald gently.

“But you must,” she Inslsted, “It Is
all over, Robin. One little week of
happiness and years and years of re
‘r‘.“h

Suddenly she turned from him and
walked away. He followed with be
seeching gestures until he saw that De
Guillain was approaching. It seemed
to him that Agatha almost ran to the
elder man,

“What have you been doing un this
lovely morning? Malet asked.

“Breaking my heart, 1 think,” she
answered. “Please walk back to the
house with me. llun‘t want to have
to speak to nn,\nnp

Malet was not deceivied by the smile
with which she tried to hide her suf-
fering. He wished he had words to
help her. He walked to the big house,
his heart aching because she was hurt.
He wondered what it was about. Of
course, It had to do with young Rohin
He felt he hated the tall,
handsome lad who had the power so
to wound this lovely daughter of his

“Agatha,

“Please Walk Back to the Houce With
Me. | Don't Want to Have to Speak
to Anyore."”

friend. Vague desires to administer
chastisement swept over him and de-
parted. What right had he to inter-
fere? And what but harm does one
do who attempts to adjust lovers'
quarrels?

After brenkfast Mrs, Raxon sent for
her socinl secretary.

“Your month Is up today,"” she said.
“T do not think you need remain. |
shull pay you for another month in
liem of notice.”

“Why are youn sending me away?”
Miss Brown asked quietly,

“You ought to know," Gertrude
Raxon erled. “We've watched yon
trying to get Robin MeKimber as if
von were one of our friends instead
af being hired to help”
| Miss Prown could even smile,

“I am quite sure,” she said sweetly,
‘that nobody whe Ynows me woulld
wer sugpect me of heing your friend.”

“And you needo t apply to us for
‘seoimmendat ions,” Jhouted the girl,

“1 shall pot.” snid Miss Rrown ealm-
ly. She gave a little smile and bow
and left them.

Mrs. Raxon wished she could walk |

like that. She was filled with a sad-
den sense of having acted badly. She
had never let her daughters know
how much she admired her soclal sec
retary. The girl had made no vu'zar
scene, as Mrs, Raxon hed  dreaded
She had not ralsed her volee; nor had
ghe begged for another chance. She
was ealm, aloof, superior, Mre. Raxon
Iroked at ker own daughter a lictle
son -1y,

“How I'm to arrange the menns ond
e the seryants do thelr work 'm
sore T don't Fnow.”

L'Mire someene else,” said Gertrude,
“and let me see her first.”

Half an hour later a taxi eame (o
the front door and Miss Agatha Brown
left Great Rock. Paul Raxon did not
tearn of it antil later, He only hoped
the household efficlency wonld not be
Impaired. Miss Brown had had her
uses, He had learned a great deal
from the critlelsm of one used to the
homes of the great. And, he mused,
1t might be better for him in the long
run that she was replaced hy some
one of rather less physical attractions
He had been thinking too much about
her.

“My deara™ she had sald to her
footmen, “you must stay oun if you can |
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mﬂll:nclt?etwhlmd!ﬂt‘l
have written. He may bave other
uses for you here.”

The biond footman dropped his
Cockney accent and the lackey's man-
per as he kissed her. “Shan't be very
long here, 1 mx *. he. sald. “Lm
getting tlr:d’.ﬁ“ _ u’;“-oczg
hottle of a
some d—d nobody rings for Jce
or the fire needs logs, or t!ure‘s a
mouse In a bedroom and I'm elected
to slay It"

“But, daddy,” she reproved him,
“you are here on duty, and a very
great deal more may depend on you
than you think. I've been awfully
proud of the way you carried it off.”

Neeland Barnes went about his work
with greater spirit.

“When | think of a man of your
genius doing this sort of thing,” she
sald to Fleming Bradney as she shook
hands, *1 can't admire you enough.”
She left them, smliling brilllantly.
They felt she had the secret of suc-
cess with her. Yet, alone in the taxl
cab, she cried unrestralnedly.

Robin McKimber did not find out
she was gone until luncheon. The
Itaxon girls had not forgiven him. He
was so obviously in love with the de-
splsed Agatha that they admitted col-
lective and individual failure.

Robin chafed that his parents
seemed to have decided to stay a few
more days. He did not like to leave
at once; he feared people would think
he had pursued Miss Brown, All day

long his father was with Raxon In
his distant suite. The delay seeme«
intolerable. More than anything else
Robin wanted to find where Agaths
| had gone. s appeal to Sneed
brought no results, Then he thought
of De Guillain,

Robin had not hitherto lHked thls
man.. He had been jealous of all who
seemed intimate with the girl, But
he decided to make a clean breast
of It.

“I have asked Miss Brown to» marry
me,"” he sald quietly, “Yesterday It
seemed as though she loved me, This
morning, out on the links, she sald she
had to go, and something had hap-
pened which made everything impos-
gible. Perhaps she has heard things
about me that I could explain. Can't
you help me to find her?

Malet did not answer Immediately.
His first impulse was to help young
| MeKimber. But he remembered in
time that he was engaged In a con-
gpiracy In which the elder McKimbher
might be Involved. For the time the
two must be kept apart. It would not
do te let him suspect he knew her
present address.

“Alas, that I cannot help you,” he
returned.  “Madame la Duchesse de
Fromage-Verte, at whose chateau In
the Department of the Loire [ first
met Miss Brown, Is now traveling in
Tuscany. Perhaps a cablegram ad
dressed to her might bring results.”

“How do you spell her name?”
Robin demanded,

A few minutes later he came face
to face with Mrs. Raxon and asked
her bluntly how It was she had en-
gaged an inefficlent person,

“She had references from the mlm
tess of Horsham, at Horsham_ in
England, and Mrs. Hamilton Buxion
of Westbury Old Manor.”

It was her daughters who pointed
| out later that he had obtained the

addresses he sought by a ruse. They
| were very hitter.

Mrs, Hamilton Buxton would prob-
ably not have received a stranger had
she not seen him coming up the drive
in his fast car. She was a lady of
many loves, and she had once seen
| him at Piping Rock, although her own
set did not stoop to Intimacy with
that in which the Mc¢Kimbers moved.
She liked handsome young men.

“But, my dear Mr. McKimber," she
cried, 1 have never even heard of a
Miss Agatha Brown. If she used refer-
ences signed by me, she forged them.”

Her experienced eyes had shown
her that this beau garcon was in love,
and probably with an adventuress,

Instantly he drove to ‘a Western
Unioh office ‘and dispatched a cable,
with answer prepaid, to the countess
of Horsham, Horsham, England. Un-
til the reply came he was hardly a
successful or amiable guest.

“Lady Horsham,” he read, “has
never heard of Agatha Brown and
recommends Robin MeKimber to put
the matter in tlie hands of the police.”

There remaitned that great French
| nobleweman, the dochess of some-
| thing or another. His mother saw him
| peering uncertainly at a piece of
| paper,

“What's that look Illke to you?" he
nsked. He dld not know French, and
| the* nameé was Indistinct. Mrs. Me-
| Kimber read the language easily. He
did not want to make a mistake. He
| determined to describe Agatha this

time. Possibly she had adopted a
nom de guerre,

“It means,” sald Mrs. McKimber,
“the duchess of Green-Cheese.”

“Couldn’s there be such a person?!
RRobin was flushing red with anger,

“Of course not. Where are you go-
ing to In such a hurry?” .

He had no time to answer. He
wanted very much to see the vis-
count, But here agaln he met disap-
pointment. Sneed Informed him that
e had gone and left no forwarding
ilress for hia mail. A friend at NI
~luh riivised Robin to consult the new
| Almanach de Bruxelles, In whose
ro-ps the nobility of continental Eu-
rope 1« described. There was no men-
tion of cny Count or Viscount de Guil-
lain.

IRobin ml back to Great Rock a
disillusioned young man, flled with
bitterness. There was no such thing
in the world as honor or truth. Agfa-
tha was an adventuress, the fake vis-
count an accomplice. He wondered
why there was not already a robbery
of Jewels, It musi be because Mra
Raxon had dismissed her before the
lny of the coup. His Inquiries about
Miss Brown had frightened the vie
count away, He was particuiarly anx-
ipus to meet the swindler,

Mrs. McKimber saw that her son

was worrled, but M m she
|was more disturbed at her husband's
condition. He had ...‘ for no rea-
son lhlt to his
wife. w M
.gmuguﬂt orlal race and liv-

business.

ing quietly” i“ from his

T .

home city than the nation’s capital,
with its jealousies, intrigues, and coun
stant entertalning.

CHAPTER XI

Peter Milman recelved the tran-
seription Nita hhd made from ber
rongh notes without showing the tre.
mendous eazerness that possessed him.
“You have done splendidly,” he sald,
and then hesitated a little. “l1 am al-
most afraid to read it.”

“You need not be,” she sald slowly.
“] think you will find that you have
saved your home.”

“Then it is complete success?” he
cried.

“There ls still more to be doce”
she sald, “but I think we have sue-
ceoded.” She eould pot bear to talk
any more.

In his library, Peter Milman read
the document carefully. He saw ex-
actly with what a deadly grip Paul
Raxon held MeKimber. But Peler
Milmun was not yet in a position to
turn this knowledge to account. So
far, McKimber was the sufferer in
that, whereas only one man had
known his secret, now it was shared
by many. Milman thought of the
thing impartially as though he were
an arbitrator and McKimber's case
had come before him. On one side,
McKimber and Raxon. On the other,
bimself, Barnes, Bradney, and Malet.
He persuaded himself that it was Jus-
tice against injustice, right against
wrong. He had brooded too long over
the prospect of losing hls home to
bave any qualms left. He walted im-
patiently until the hour when he ex-
pected DBradney and Barnes. They
could not leave Great Rock untll past
ten o'clock, and it was almost mid-
night when he passed them Nita's re-
port.

“The pext thing to do I8 to obtain
that envelope,” Milman sald. *“We
know they are Iin that room some-
where.”

“There's a big wall-safe of a mod-
ern type,” Barnes sald.

“And therefore absolutely immune
from us,” Bradney commented. “Lhave
long felt that there must be an ap-
prenticeship to this sort of enterprise.
Safe-blowing is practiced successfully
by almost all the yeggs who wander
up and down our country. I know
how It is done, but I couldn't do it
myself.”

“We dare not hire anyone to do It
for us,” Barnes sald thoughtfully, “It
seems to me we are up against it. If
you haven't enough to hold him up
with already, [ don't see what else
Is to be done.”

“There’'s a way out,” sald Peter Mil-
man, “and a simple one. 1 admit we
er.anot cruck a safe. Why not permit
Paul RRaxon to open it for us?”

“He wouldn't,” Barnes cried; “tor-
ture would not make him do that.”

“You don't understand,” sald Peter
mildly. *“1 mean simply this. Why
should not Maxon open the safe, as he
must do frequently, quite unaware
that someone Is ready to spring at
him, tie him up and examine its con-
tents at leisure?”

“By Gad!" Barnes sald excitedly.
“It might work. There's danger in it
but It's an even chance it might sue-
ceed. 1 see the wihwle thing: 1 could
he hiding where Nita was—there's
plenty of room—and watch him. He
wouldn't be carrying that gun of his,
because he would probably have
locked himself in and felt free from
Intrusion. If you ean make that end
of the bookcase movable o that 1t

1 belleve I can, get him."

At the prospect of actlon lnd dan.
ger, Neelanil Barned seemed annther
man. He hnd, Indeed, visualized the

in Califsrnin?

“Give me two uninterrupted hours,”
Pradney asserted “and 1 can make n
very workmanlike job of it."”

“Not a word before Nita,” her father
caitioned. *“She might want to come
in on it, and there's just a chance I'
may turn eut badly."”

“How often does a financler open
his safe?” Bradney asked. “I can see
'‘Enry lying there, entombed, fo:
periods of uncomfortable duration
'Enry has forgotten he will be helping
me to attend to the Raxon guests.”

“1 shan't be there,” sald Barnes. *1
shall dismiss myself tomorrow morn-
ing and then come back to my old
room when it is dark. Only I!need ‘and
you ever come up our flight of stairs,
so it will be safe.” Barnes chuckled
“You'll have to smuggle my meals up.”

“Someone will come to take your

| place.”

“Sneed will attend to that. He™M
probably work you double tides.”

The three—Malet had not come—
talked the thing over. If once the let
ters were in Milman's posseasion, he
did pot think it likely that Raxen
would quarrel at the price—enormous
though It was—that he would be
called upon to pay. McKimber would
suffer, but they could not grieve about
that. The main thing was that Raxon
would have to acknowledge he was
beaten, and to maintain his hold on
McKimber he must pay out a million
dollars.

They told Nita of It when she came
in. She did not venture to disagree.
But her depression was noticeable, It
was so tolike the cheerful and laugh-
Ing girl. She gave as a reason a head-
ache. But It was a heartache that

can be openedawithout warning Raxon,

whole thing What was the risk of u |
bullet compared with getting fh‘am 3
Nwyen what would bug him the ranch’

Major Genefal Bullard. Weds.

York. — .Mﬂ.ll‘ll Robert

and Mrs. Ella Reiff Wall,

widow of Duncan Wall of

Ph i were married by the

itev. Aloysius C. Dineen, who wanh

Jeneral Bullard's chaplain for three
jears.

Sugar Rail Rates to Montana Cut.
Washington, D. C.—Reductions in
freight rates on canned goods and su-
gar moving from Pacific coast points
to' Missoula, Mont,, were ordered by
the interstate commerce commission,
effective November 28.
HERMISTON IRRIGATION DIS-
TRICT NOTICE |
Notice i8 hereby given that the
board of directors of the Hermiston
Irrigation District, acting as a board
of equalization, will meet at the of-
fice of the secretary in Hermiston,
Oregon on the first Tuesday in Octo-
ber, 1927 at 8 P. M., for the purpose
of reviewing and correcting the
assessments and apportionment of
taxes to be levied on or before the
first Tuesday in September, 1927,

52-3te
W. J. WARNER,
52-3te Secretary.

NOTICE OF EQUALIZATION
MEETING

Notice is hereby given that on

ectors of the West Extension Irriga-
tion Distriet will meet at the District
office at Irrigon, Oregon, as a Board
of Equalization, for the purpose of
reviewing and correcting the annual
assessment and to hear and determine
any objections thereto.

Tuesday, October 4th, 1927, the Dlr—II

In the Matter of the Estate
of

Caro Fancher Rowe, n-pl

Notice is hereby given that the:
undersigned adminitratrix of the es--
tate of Caro Fancher Rowe, deceased,.
has filed her final report with the
Clerk of the above entitled court, and
that the Judge of sald Court has
designated Saturday, the 1st day of
October, 1927 at thg hour of 2 o’clock
in the afternoon as the time, and the:
rooms of the above entitled Cour. in
the County Court Houvse at Pendle-
ton, Umatilla County, Oregon, as the
place when and where hearing is to
be had thereon. All persons intcr
ested are hereby notified to t! en
there appear and show ecause, if
they have, why said report s
not be approved, the admi: ist
discharged and the estate closcd

Dated this 1st day of Septenbey,
1927.

June Rowe, Administratrix.

W. J. Warner, attorney for Estate,
Address, Hermiston, Ore. b2-8te.

NOTICE OF FINAYT, HFARTY

Notice is hereby given that
undersigned, as administrator
estate of George Anderson, dececa.e
has filed his final account and report
in ‘sald estate with the clerk of the
county court of the state of Oregron
for Umatilla ecounty; and that th.
Judge thereof has fixed Saturday
the 24th day of Septembe
the hour of ten o'clock A. M. as
time and the .county courg room
the court hous, at Pendleton, Uma-
tilla County, Oregon, as the pac
for the hearing of objectiong to s’
final account and the settlement
thereof.

M. H. HOBSON,
Admlniutmtnr of the estate of Georee
Anderson deceased.

T

A. C. HOUGHTON,
52-1 Secretary.
NOTICE OF HEARING UPON FINAL
REPORT

In the County Court of the State of
Oregon for Umatilla County.

Raley, Ral
|
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MONTANA'S RICH REDWATER VALLEY
OPENED BY NEW RAIL [ %%
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Choice of 500,000 acres
only $10 to $20 an acre

RAPID development of the great
farming country in the Red-
water Valley of Southeastern Mon-
tana is seen in the opening of
1,000,000 acres by a new branch line
of the Pacific Railway run-
ﬂ:‘m’hfrunGhndive.
_ Here the Northern Pacific will sell
direct to farmers a half million acres,
obtained from the U. S. Govern-
ment, at prices ranging from only
§10 to §20 an acre, with 20 years to
pay. Taxes are extremely low—only
10to 16 cents anacre. Special advan-
tages are available to neighbors and
colonies desiring to settle together.
Diversified or mixed farming is
successful throughout this area.
Comn has increased by hundreds of
thousands of acres in the last few

». dairyindustryis getting amod.ltart.

4
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1 ) "R xran -
Tyotts are avaiiable for large scale K f
forming in the Redwater Valley 4"'?7":.,* B’“ A5 i?’
Glendive
Pacipig Py

ahead. With the coming of the rail-
road markets will be closer. More
farmers will come in. Land values

The Northern Pacific Railway will
help farmers in getting started right.
Settlers are wanted who seek a real

All sent

RRohin was to be glven mmm
'McKimber hipted tha might ip-

q)’ilhmhmm

Name . " :
Communities already are estab- | Town...........ccovvvenenn
. lished. Churches have been built, || g,
Aot ]

YOUR VOICE...

oA Business Asset

business asset.
realizes that selling himself to

dnnﬁuﬁ;ﬂyumunlunﬂn‘h'uado.
Voice is the true reflection of personality.
Long Distance calls between sales visits preserve
the personal touch that keeps cusromers sold.
An ever increasing volume of business is
transacted over the voice highways of Long

Distance. Results show larger volume, quicker

turnover and reduced selling cost.

_ To the boundaries of the Nation and be-
. yond, by Long Distance— from your telephone.

THE PACIFIC TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPAN)
To— M_“—ﬂ




