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“No, not Jong; fust a minute or twa™
Bam was airendy dragging the aflalre
put from under the window box. “You
e —

He went on to expound its virtues
with all the foud enthusinsm of a fa.
ther showing off his firstborn and
wound up with a demonsteation of the
iluminating appliapce. I'm afraid
though, he got litle encouragement
from Mr. Bumnham. He considered
the machine with a dlspassionate air,
Wa troe, and admitted fts practical
sdvantages, but wasn't at all dispesed
o take a roseate view of its foture.

“Yeu,” he grodged when Sam put a
match to the jet, “that's certaluly a
very good light™

“All vight, ain't 17" chimed Roland,
eothusiastic.

“Oh, It may amount to something.
It's hard to tell. Of course you know,
gir” he coptinned., addressing G-
ham direetly, “you've got competition
to evercome.”

Sam's old fingers trembisd to his
chin, “Nowo,” he sald, *1 didn't know
that. I've got the pateot™—

“Of course that's s=omething. Bat
e Consolidated Petroléum crowd has
another machine, slightly different,
which does the same work and, 1
should say, does It belter”

“Is—fis that sof" quavered Sain.
"My patent”—

“Now, see here, Mr. Graham,"” Burn-
ham argued, “we're practical men.
both of us"”—

*No, 1 shouldn't say that aboot my-
pelf,” Sam imerrupted, “Now, you,
sir. 1 fan see you're & man who aoder-
stands such things. Boat I"—

*“Nevertheless you mnst know that a
patent Isn't everything. You sald a
woment ago a man bad to have money
to make anything out of his lnven-
tlons.”

“Pid 17" Sam Interfected, surprised.

*Certainly you did. And dead right
you sre. A patent’s all very well, but
supposing you're up against a power
ful competitor Uke the Consollduted
Petroleum company. They've got a
patent o, Grauted, it may be an in-
frinpement of yours even. What*tan
yom do agninst them?*

“Why, I it's an Infringement”™—

“RBue, of course, But do you suppose
they're golng to lle down just because

ML BB GEAD TO RHLW YOU ANYTHING
P'VE GUT HENK™

o unknown aod peuntless iuvenpor
sues thew? Bless you, no! They'll
fight 1o the last diteh. They'll engoge
the best jegoal wleut in the country,
Xou'll have tw carry the euso to the su-
prowe court of the United States if
yoh waut a wluning declsion, And
thit's going to cost you Lhousinds—
Lundreds of thouspuds—a miliion®—

“Nover mind, A thousaud's enough,”
suld Sam geutly, 1 see what you
wenn, wie. I Just auother case
where 1've got vo clinpee,”

"Oh, 1 woulda't pus it as stroug os
tunt” —

“Itut I hove no woney,”

S5, you never can tell,
it over if ) zer tigie"

“Why, that's kiod of you, sir; very

-

'l thiok

It was at this point thut Roland rose
1o the ocenslon lke the uoble ass he
I8, Moland pever ¢ould see more than
an luch beyond the end of hls pose.

"Say, M. Durnbnm,” be floundared,

't you think you eould heip Bam

UL (NRK" s Me. Burgbam, with

. —

addithonnl busiuess of fvoking at hI#T
Witeh, "1'd ke to send that wire |
spoke of”

“Yeos, Roland," Sam ngreed meekly,
“yon mustn't keep your friend from |
his Dusiness. LU'in glad you looked in,
sir,  Wou'll eall agnin, 1 hopo”

*Thank yon”™ sald Burnhnm, moving |
toward the door, |
It was too mueh for Roland's sense
of opportunity. He mlled In Bur. |
ham's wake sullenty reluctant.  “Say, |
Mre. Burnbam.” e ssxploded an they
g0t to the door, "It you'll just offer |
Bam five = |
“That will 46T Reland collnpwed ks
i punctnred, Rurabam tarned to G
| bam with a wave of bis baod.  “1'm
leaving on the afternoon train, but if
I get time 1| may drop In again and |
talk things over with yon Thorw |
Fmight be something In that thrashing
wmnachine you mentioned.” !

“1I"'! b glad to show you anything |
I've got here™ |

“All right. Good day. Tl see you {
again perhaps.” |

Thia cavaller snub was lost on Sam
an essontil of whose sofvne soul e
the quality of humility. He followssl
them to the door as gratoful as a lost
dog for a stray pat instead of a Kick. |
“Good day, sir. Good day, Roland,” he | =
sped their parting cheerfully. 'r: ’;“ v P

jut It was a broken man whe shuot The .,;I“:.‘,lw fluttered to the foor
tbe door bebind them and turned back, | _ . - = "t iy
rreptavesnpli onpeleciiaynerii while I.i.h' card w:u‘ crushed hetwoen

“Perbaps Mr, Barnbam was right Tha Jirts SanG. Fovia mommnt Gee
Only 1 was kind of bopin’— Now, face was transfigured with delight, her
Mr,'lah'kt\'r.tod over there — eyes binnk with eapturous visions of

He sbook bimself to throw off the | the foya of that promised night
speil af deprossion, [ 20kt "uk e grapd

“Well, welll He's kind. very kind. | Then suddenly the light faded
With this young man in bere and ev. | T¥es clonded: hor face seltled into in
erything gettin’ fixed up apd new stock | discontented lnea.  She stuffed the

comin’ ln— I'th sure Mr. Lockwood | Tand heedlessly Into the pocket of her
ld!n:_\‘ apron and teok up nnother glass

“But 1 can't go; 1've got nothin' to

™
- wonr™
| -
) ‘ CHAPTER XL
AE was scrubbing blindly at the

same gings when, n quarter of
an hour jater, Bllnky Lock.
wooll strode into the store, his
right eve twitching more violently than
meanl, as It always does in his phases
of meatal disturbance—as when, for
Instance, be fears he's golng to lose a
 doliar,
Lockwood Is that type of man who
wns bora to grow rich
In person he Is as beautiful
snnke fence, ns alluriug ns a stone
. .wnll. Something over eix feet In
! lheight, be walks with a stoop, one
hamd always 1o a trogsers pocket Jlo-
| gllng sliver, that materfally detracts
from bis sinture, Eis face, like bis
i-I'I::urc'. is gznunt and lanky, his nose an
| saciated beak. His mouth lllustrates
| tls attlinde towand property—is a trap
from which pothing of value ever es
lcapes. His eyes are small and hard
and set close together under Jowering
| irowa. He's grizzled, with bair oot
|actally white, but graoy as the lron
| from which his beart was fashloned
| Aside from these charncteristics, his
| prineipal pecullacity s a8 nervous
twiiching of the right eye which has
i his sobrigquet of Binky.

as A

“ONLY HEK SENSE OF DUTY SUSTAINED
HER"

I see It the right way for us. He's
kind, very kind*

Thus 1t was that he presently called |
op the stalrs i 8 very cheerful volce,  aruwi

there ¥
The girl's weary volce cama down to '
bim without sccent, “Yes, father, al
most.” |
“Well, then, yon keep an eye on the |
| store, pleass. ' goln' to step out
for a minure.” |
“Yes, father.” |
“And Mf—if anybody asks for me 1'll |
most likely be down to the depot with

|

'

| e bivke off abrmptiy, pale with nnger, ‘eauss 1 ‘was Invited

I “I'm goin' over to the bank, an' If he |

]015( a8 Dotty turned (0 g0 UPSAISS wgont  you mind  what they say,

i

Her |

“iletty, ure you pretty neuar through up Legrand Guan sald be contmcted the |

Mreeaune he Mkes (1" sall Betty
hopelessiy,  “It's the ovly thing thit
makes life woeth while to him. Bo I
let him alope”

“What differance does that make? Tt
don't belng bim o pothin', does 0t?
No, siree, It don't, What does be do
with them things ¥

“Patonts them™

“And then what?*

“Nothin® that 1 know of ™

“That's It—nothin’, nor over will,
Well, he's boen gettin' money from
me for those patents [ thought at
TUAL there MIgnt be somoethin® in ‘em. |
But he won't any mor”

She Interjected n pigniloant “MTuh™

“Svall, 1 want to sec i, and [ want |
to gow him bofore poon” he shapped

knows what's good for bim bhe'll cowe |
thete protty darn quick.” |
He swung ot ene heo! and slonched

PLINAY LOUKWOUD.

Presently she reappeared, pinnlng on
her sud little hat, and left the store,

It was upward of an hour before she
retarned, walliing quickly and very
ercet with ber head up and shoulders
back, her eyves susplclously  bright,
Even old Sam, who had returned from
the depot after missing Binky at the
bank—even he, biipd as be ordinarily
was, saw lnstantly that something was
wrong with the chlid.

“Why, Betty,” he eried In solicitude
as she flung Ilnto the store—"Botty,
denr, wint's the matter?”

For an Instant she sectned speech-
less. Then sbke toro the hat from ber
head and cast It regundlesly upon the
countor, “Father,” she cried—"fa-
ther!” and gulped to down lier emo-
tion. “Can you get me sonie money

“Money? Why. Detry, what"—

Her fout came Jown o the floor Im
patiently. "Can you gel me some
money I she repested In n Lreath,

“Well—er—how much, Hetiy 1 liﬂl
2ried to touch her, to take bher to bis |
arms, but she moved away, her sorry |
Nitle figure quivering from head to |

| eare what 1 do—I"'m golta® to have that

with all her might 10 keep back the
tefAr

He read, hia old face softoning
“Jonle Lockwood's party, eh? And
ghe's ment yon an invimtlon, Well,
that was kind of her, very kind™

She swung upon him in a fury. “No,
It was not Kinde 1t was mean! It was

menn!™

“Oh, Botiy,” he begged In constornas
tlon, “don’t say that, 'm sure”=

“Oh, you don't know! 1 heard the
girls talkin® *'In the postoMce--Angle
Tuthitl mad Mame Gartisan and DBessle
Gabrlel, [ was rouvud by the boxes
whers they eouldn't see me, but 1 eonld
hear them, and they woere Inughin' be
They sald the
roason Joate did (0 was becalse ahe
knew I 4WIn't have suvthing to wear,
rud she wantel to hooe what exctise
'd make for not goin', Ab, 1 heard
them!"

“Oh, but Netty, Deity,” he ploaded,

Don't"—

“Eut I do mind: T ean't bhelp miindiy’,
They're mann'" 8Bhe paused, hor fea-
turea harlening. *“1I'm thnt
party.” sho deelarsd tensely; “1'm goln'
to that party, and-and I'm goin' to
have & dress to go o too! 1 don't

golpn” o

drexs!™

Bam wonld have soothed lipr as hest
e might, but she would neither look
wt oor come aear him, |

“We'll see he sald gently, *We'll
see, 'l try'te-

Bhe tufned on him, expaperated be.
youd thought, "“That ounly means you
can't belp mel™

“Oh, no, It deoesn’'t. T'll do what 1
oan.”

“Have yonu got aby money now ™

Heo hung his head to avold ber blax-
ing eves, "“Well-no-not at present,
but here's this new stock and™-—-

*That doesn’'t mean anvthing, and
you kpow . You owe that note to
Mr. Lockwood, don't you? And you
eap’t pay 1IL”

“Not today, Betty, bat he'll give me
a lttle more time, I'm sure. Hae's
kind, very kind*

“You dou’t know him. Ie's a8 moan
—n% mean as dirt—as mean ss Josle™

“Hetty ™

“Then If you did get any money
vou'd have to give it to him, wouldn't
you '

“You, hut I'm sure—I think 1t'll come
all right.”

“Ah, what's the nre of talkin' that
woy? What's the use of talkin' at

-

Hhat hor words stambled amd van |'-|--I
DO BT e, !

I can't understand 111" she raged :
"Why Ia It that | have to be more
shnbby than any other girl In town?
Why Isdt that the others have all the
fun and 1 ol the drodgery? Why I
It that T can't ever go anywhore with
the boys and gifs and laugh nod-and |
have a good time ke the rest dot

Ham bent bis bead to the biast. 1In
his lap hix hends worked norvously,
But he conld not ankwar lier,

(To Be Continued,)

Walter Injured.

Frank ohnson, wialler in the Man
hinttan, sultored (rom o brokon eol
lrebone e the result of o wrestling
mateh with the wmght eook of the ose
b hisbinment,

Not mony people will vent nnnd
vertised Turnwhed sooms o tis cily

this week

Nl minny !"“HI ]l‘ll'l will he Foumd

i thie eity this woek exeoept throngh

want andvertising.
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the tree.
ach orange when ripe,

For the wn’:pnn Identily
valuable in o
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Ing, ste., and wo wi
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Fruit Knife

and 20¢ in stamps,
Roger' silver.
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Table Maife Tehle Foek
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Economical "Sunkist" Lemons
Al each comes
Thoey contaln more fuice than

Thinakinoed, extra julcy,
ahble “Sunkist"” wrappet,
other lemons. They cost oo more apnd the
valuable, Recipe booklet FREE uwpon reqg

California Fruit Growers' Exchange
192 North Clark Street, Chicage, lIL

“Sunkist" Oranges are allowed to fully muture on
They guin a perfectly delicious flavor,
utterly lacking in many oranges that you have had
to put up with in the past.

ed and packed by gloved handa,
must be soedless, swoet and arrh ¥, 1o enra (ts wrappet,
]

taining Rogers' Silverware. Your dealer
will supply you with this deliclous and healthiyl fruit, "l

Get This Beautiful Orange Spoon

Save 12 "Sunkist**
or trademarks cut from wrappers, nid send them r
Lo ug, with 13v jn stampsto help paycharges, pach

send 12 wrappersor trandemarksand 12¢ instamps,
Not responsible for ¢ash sent through the malls,

14 "Sunkist" Premiums

of ash sevgenary (O seculrs eagh article,

poon  Vrait Knile

Ripened {§
on the Tree ||

it perfect, is carefully plek-
Every “"Sunklst'’

this splandid fruit and are

rodduy,  Insist on them,

orauge OF lemon wiappers,

Il send this genvine Hogom'
For each additional spoon

for 24 Wrappers

Excellent auality = genuine

mamber of wrapiors apd amount

Dessert Sscen
Saled Vach

Traspova

in & valu

wrappers afo
neat,

"NOW DON'T BAY THAT.™

all? 1 know you can't do anything for
me, apd so do you!"
Bam bhad dropped Into his chalr, un-

e ’ -

Particular attention pald to Int

All Inmeness In the foot cured, sur
trouble, guarter-crack and contract
Anyithipng o the line of hane
horses ws
Dan Patch ~ i
MIBor AYOP ocrecésnies .
Crosas gy Ty
Androgrens J T I
Geo, M. Ray 3 - i

And n number of otheors, ‘0o numer
will be apprecinted, no malttor how

H. H. WALTERS, Practical Horseshoer

A2 South Grape S, Next o0 West Nide arn

tforing horson and contracted foot

h as corns, thrush mevioular

fan of the feot,

-minde  work, Have ghod wsuch

nrk 2Th s o dlie n il il DB
1168 1%
2:02%

T =00
alf mile o H ‘HR Y
oin to mention, Your patrounge

large or small,

Mr. Duocan”
[ He dido't mention
plated calling on lLockwood,
he feared It might worry Betty.
Betty kuew, or, mther, divined. And
she had ne bope, no faith sach as
made Bam what he was
down the steps listlessly.
sonse of duty sustalned her.

thiat he contem-
because

Only her
She owed

life, dismal thongh she fonnd it He
peeded ber, What sbe conld do for
bim she would

Bighing, she went to work, In work
only ¢could she forget. The soda glasses
needed cleaning and the sirap jars re
plealshing, for the new order of sirips
bad cvme in the previous evening.

After n Ume, to u tune of poundlog
feet, Trucey Tanner propeed into 1he
shop with all the graceful abausdon of
n young eleplinnt feeling its vats. His
face waus folrly scarlet from exertion
eud his eyes bulging with a souse of
imporiance., The girl leuked up with
out Interest, noddivg silghtly 1o re
spotise to his broathless “ "Lo, Beuy,'

“Father's gone out,” she sald, hold

the Hot from ber dish wowel
*1 know--seen him down the street”

The boy halted st 1he counior, produoc
ng & haodiyl of syuare envelones
"Nola for jon ftrom the Lovkwouds
| Beity,” he pauted.  “Josle ast we o

Lrktiyg It round.”™
Belry put down her glass o con
i siciuntion. “#romw the Lockwoods ¥
“OUehull”  Tracey offered i, but
she withbeld her hand, dublous,
“For wme, Trucey 7
*Ulb-bub! s a npinvitatlon. T gol
four wviore to 1nke” He thrust it ioto

ber relociunt Bogers. “Got five, res)
ly, but one of wo's for me"”

“An luvitation, Tracey "™

“Yebh. Hupe you bave g good time
when It cowes off.,"  Alreddy he was
bouncing townrd the door, *“Goodby."

“But what s It, Tracey 7

“Aw, it wils W the pinvitation
Blong."

“From the Lockwoods!" sbe
pered.

Suddenly she tore It open, her handy
nusteady with porvousness.

The puvelope contalned o square of
henyy cubdbonrd of a creamy tint with

whis

the face of the eag! a round and form
loss Land bad  iraced with evident
potus the fnfurmntion:
AUES JOSEPIIINE MALL LOCKWOOD
Requests the plenmirs of Your eompany
Bt b lawn ‘r-!-.- and dapee o be hold o
Ao resldoucy of ber passsits, Me, and Mra
Lsorge lockwood, Baturday, July W, at

Blie came ‘

something tw old Sam for the gift of |

lng a gluss to the lght, suspiclous of |

sealloped edges touchied with gold, On |

*I'M AFRALD NOT," BIIR RAID.

afffiction through squinting et the sli-
| ver dollar to make sure ooue of e
imilling bhad becn worn off. 1 bave
| never known the man to Wedr any
| g but a rusty old frock eout, Black,
[of course, and black and shiny broad.

gloth trousers, with a hat that has al

ways a conting of dust so thick that it
seams a mottled gray,

He grunts bis words, a grunt to esch.

| He grunted at Betty when he saw ber.

“Where's your futher?”
| Bbe put down her glass and dish rag,
| “1 don't know, sir,”
| *Don't know, eh?' he asked in an
Indescribably offensive tone.

*I think be went to the bank to see
you."
| *Oh, he 410, 847 DIJ he bave any-
g for wme?

The girl took up snother
don’'t kuow, sir,” she sald
“Fm afraid not.”

*Well, If bhe Aldp't thera's uo use
| snein’ e It won't do o pay goed ™

“] guoss he knows that," ke return.
od, with » Hitle tinsh of spirll

“Diogs, eh? Well, that's & good thing
~snves talk, You don't do noe busioess
here, not 1o speak of, do yeli"

“No, not to speak of.”

“Phen whaot's the good of all this
fooilshness, fixin' up?’

“1 don't know."”

“{losts money, don't 107

“] guess so.'

YAnd that money helongs to me™

gloss. *|
wearlls

“IGa kg
VAR

“It's Mr. Duncun's dolng. Father
aln't payiog for it, He can't”
i *“What's he doln', then? Sty

round foolln with his Inventlons, ain't
Le?

“You"

“Whnt's he inventin' now?

“I don't know much about it" Khe
pofated to the model bepeath the win:
dow, “That's the last thing, 1 guess.”™

Blinky snorted and stamped over o
ihe window, stooping to peer nt the

machine. “*What's the good of thnt?”
{ Le demanded, disdainful, aod withont

l

walting for her responks wionl op nng- |

Thnt's what 1t
Lim pot te

ging. “Foollshineas!
Is, Why doa't you tell
wasto his time this woy ™

|

foet.

“Enough she eald, half sobbing—
*anough to buy a dress—a nice dress—
8 dress that will surprise folks"—

“Hut tell tne wint the matler Is,
Betfty. Wanting a dress would never
upset you like this”

fibe whipped the eracked and crum-
pled card from ber pocket aud pushed

)

YHP'LY COME PRETTY DAMN QUIOK."

it fnto bis bapd, “Look af that!” she
bade him aud wrned awav. strusgiing

R g 13 e ke e ._-.“m.-—-.-.-u-.--..fp...-._. [ E——

| able to stand before thin storm: he

——THE —

Mared pow, mute wilh amazement, at |
this child who had so long, so un-

complainingly, shared his puoverty and |
privations, grown suddenls to the stats '
ure of 1 woman-and n lurmrmﬂl.l

unrise Laundry

FAMILY WASHING A SPECIALTY. ALL WORK GUARANTEED

Tirst clase work done by hand.
Tel. Maln 7831;
Corner Kighth and So, Central Ave,

Orders called for and dellvered.
Ladies' and men's suits cleaned and pressed.
Home, 37,

passionate woman, stung to the guick
by the Injustice of her lor.  He put out
n hand In a feeble gesture of placa.
tlon, but she brushed it away as she
Lent towned Rlm, spenking wo quickly

IRRIGATION

WATER gives VALUE to LAND
WATER is a Community Builder
You have the LAND

You NEED the WATER

Rogue River Valley Canal Co.

FRED N. CUMMINGS, Manager

Office Third Floor Medford National Bank Bldg.
Irrigated Orchard Tracts

A 10-ACRE TRACT

1 ACRE FOR YOUR HOUSE AND BUILDINGS

1 ACRE IN ALFALFA FOR YOUR STOCK

1 ACRE IN STRAWBERRIES

1 ACRE IN BERRIES AND GARDEN TRUCK

6 ACRES IN ORCHARD :
'AND YOU ARE INDEPENDENT

OGUELANDS, Inc.

FRED N, CUMMINGS, Manager




