
'arEPFOTrb MXTTJ TRIBUTE, BEDFORD, OREGON, WEDNESDAY, JUNTJ i'i, 1933.

E
By the World FORGOT

A New Serial by Ruby M. Ayret

started throwing atones at a mag-
pie's nest.

A man passing by picked up one
of the stones and found the young-
sters had been throwing real nuggets.

The discovery atarted a gold rush,
and the boys' fsther staked a claim
for them.

AUSSIE GOLD U
struggling to balance their budgets,
southern Rhodesia la In Vie happy
position of having concluded It al

year with a surplus of nearly
$400,000.

Tbe government haa reduced In-

come tax by 2.5 per cent and has re-

stored penny portage.
-

O. & Radios. 7 models gU-- up.

FIGHT

snail fought a h garter anake
for nine hours In a pool In hla gar-

den.
The snail won.
After It victory the snail released

the dead snake and retreated Into
deeper water.

' i
.

Pleroe's Hot Bouse tomatoes at your
grocer's. The quality la fine and the
price la right.

quite glad when the time came for
her departure.

SYDNEY, Australia (AP) Three
small brothers of orenfell, tired of
digging a "gold mine" under a tree.

Co. Write tog hauling
"Nobody considers what I want

or what 1 don't want" Edward Ban-

croft answered. "I suppose you cam
WALCOTT, Iowa, June 14, (AP)Redden &

bonds.
6ALXCBTJRY, Southern Rhodesia,
(AP) While moat countries are Short and long ware. Leonard Bee. that aH. K. Schnecklotft . report

back because It suited you."

..ol'oi&t Htcholat Boyd,
abated of hit plaot at m Bolly-
wood ttar by an htroto rtteut
which had left htm maimed for lift,
ttttUl in hit nattvt Bnaland. Hit
vltt, Btmlt Boyd, hat dettrttd
him; on tht boat returning1 to tng-len- d

ht hat been forotd to aootpt
tht kindly atttnttont of Otorpit
Bancroft, rtturnlno from c vittt
with htr mothtr in Nov York.
But ht dltmttttt htr rtgardJett of
tht Aiirt and now tht It thrilled
to find htm in htr homo vtllagt.

Chapter II
THE TEARS COME

"I came back because there
wasn't anywhere else for me to go," SUBURBAN HEIGHTS By GLUYAS WILLIAMS
Oeorgle said. '

"Didn't your mother ask you to
stay?" be demanded.

"No."

--OEORGIE got back ham to And
He laughed hoarsely, "She

wouldn't She waa always a sellsh
woman; all women are selfish."her ancle, looking a little yellow

about the eyes, wrapped In an old
dressing-gown- , and sitting bj a Ore
which be bad Insisted on baring lit

He closed his eyes and huddled
down Into the shabby dressing-gown- ,

and after waiting a moment GeorgiaIn his study. stole away.
In the morning be waa always She felt a little lost and lonely,

but she supposed philosophically
that In a day or two she would hare

cold, but In tbe evening be declared
tbat tbe place' waa a e and
that be could not breathe. settled down again quite happily,

She ate a solitary lunch. Mrs.There waa a drawing-roo- at The
Hollies, but nobody ever used It Lorelock declared that she had In
Mrs. Lovelock kept It clean and digestion and could not eat a mouth-

ful If anybody offered ber the Tbrona
of England, so Georgia aat alone In

opened tbe window! periodically,
but It alwaya smelt musty and un 1
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S'MATTER POP By C. M. PAYNE
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used. 'Like a grare," Oeorgle
thought, though ahe had not the
least Idea what a grave waa like.

Sometimes ahe went Into It, and
looked around. The furniture waa

tbe dining room and wondered why
she felt so disgustingly like tears.

It waa no nse crying anyway; be-

sides, she didn't know why she
wanted to cry; she blinked bard at
an unappetising suet puddlni
(wblch Mrs. Lorelock had served up
because she thought It was timi
Oeorgle had "Good English food

without being antique,
and was evidently a woman's choice,
though Uncle Edward alwaya awore
tbat there had never been any wo
men In hla life. "Not If t know It! after all that heathen rubbish") and

felt as It she would choke.
Was Nelly Foster feeling like this?Oeorgle did not altogether believe

him; she had a vague Idea that who Perhaps she was too busy serving
the nasty old women she had spoken

ever had chosen that drawing-roo-

furniture with Its splndle-le- g chain
and aggravating china cabinet had

about to think of other things. At
any rate she wouldn't be alone; and
she was occupied.

once been very much In Edward Ban
crofts life. "I wonder It ) could work In 1Once she had ventured to fill some shop," Oeorgle thought "It wouldn'tvases with flowers and put them In be so bad In a tobacconist's perhaps,the drawing-room-, but her uncle had or eren sweets."
found them and thrown them out. Mrs. Spears alwara declared thai

"Why the devil do yon want to

NOW THAT WEATHER HA6
COME FRED PERLEV DOESN'T MIND TAKING

THE D0& AROUND THE 8L0CK IN THE EVENING BE"
' CAUSE HE DOESN'T HAVE TO MISS A NOTE OF Hl,

FAVORITE BROADCAST WHICH HAPPENS TO BE
THE FAVORITE OF HIS NEIGHBORS
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without work to do she would romake the place look like a church mad. "Without work to do, you'reyardf he bad demanded.
Oeorgle thought It waa like got to much time to think," ao she

said In her brisk way. "And If yon
churchyard anyway, but she bad not WlU-IAf-think too much you got sorry foi
transgressed again. yourself, and that's fatal."

She would hare passed htr ancle's It's what'a happening to me,"door now, but he called to her. TAILSPIN TOMMY Waiting For The Tide To Go Out! By GLENN CHAFFIM
saa UAL FOBttESXHe was like that; If she went to Oeorgle thought In sudden panic,

and she pushed back her cbatr and
rose from the table, leaving the suet
pudding to grow cold In uncut soli

tM him unasked, aa a rule be told
her to get out, and It she avoided
him. he wanted to know what he had
done to be shunned like the plague.

THAT 18 UNDOUBTEDLY J Y I 6TII.L CANTAB MAVQC IT WAS OUR-IE- toe'U. HAVE TO I U5lK VOU tOOULn WAMS
Off TH6 CARTER. J MM .UNDERSTAND HOIO UNOER A TWN LAYER OF 5P "AT UNTIL. THE TIDE PiaMil 7 AU. THAT SWTlMfi Jfof,fi Sff 2TBMSUW CWbTYWkl W-86- TH6 OUST. THB lOATEfc MIGHT OoT BCFORE U3S CAN RJ P SZhAS MET ifLSyfJr.7rSlSa&----- MiW THINS OEPOR.6 HAVE CARRIED THE TOP Sh SOING INTO THE CAVE J i ifcTHE JNTTER &7to3XrZ G!ft k
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"Her you are, only come home

tude.

"pHB house seemed silent and de--

sorted. Mrs. Lorelock had retired
to her room, and Edward Bancroft
had gone out, no doubt to the Boara

yesterday from gadding about halt
over the world, and not a word to
aay. Where have yon been I should

Head.like to know?"
. "Out for a walk." , 'And I don't blame him," Georgia'Out for a walkl Out tor a walk!"
he echoed testily. "I didn't ask what
you'd been doing, . I asked where
you'd been. Can't you give me a

thought In revolt "It's better to be
down there talking to people than
sitting up here alone with nothing
In the wide world to do."

straight answer?
"I went to see Mr, Spears."

She took her hat and went out
The sun was shining now, but aaShe waited a little anxiously for It was everybody's lunch time thesome reference to Nicholas Boyd streots were doserted.but her uncle had forgotten about
Georgle turned away trom the dihis existence.

"You don't want to make a friend rection of the Boar's Head and
walked down the long country road.of that woman," he said.

"'You do," Oeorgle answered. "Too much time to think" yes,
that waa what was the matter with"What 1 do and what you do are ber. If only she could do something
usoful, make herself necessary to

two different things," he declared.
"Or the" ought to be. Isn't there

, anyone elso you can go and see, with
one single person In the great wide
world; there must be somebody who
would be glad to hare her!

She turned aside and leaned nei

out wasting time with that woman V
Oeorgle said nothing; she had

heard It all before and knew how
very little It meant

"THIS house Is as cold as Ice," he
went on; he kicked at the fire

with his slippered foot "why the
devil Lovelock can't keep decent
Ores beats me. I pay enough tor
coal, Heaven knows."

arms on a gate that shut off a wide
field of beans. Georgle liked leaning
over things she found It restful.
She remembered suddenly how she
had leaned over Nicholas Boyd's big
trunk and he had come along and
ashed her If ahe felt HI.

She smiled at the memory, then
all at once she found she was crying."I'll put some more on," Oeorgle Well, It didn't matter It one cried
out here; there was nobody to see,
and perhaps if she had one good

said, but when she moved to do so
he stopped her.

"No, you needn't, I'm going out
directly."

"Hare you had any breakfast?"

howl ahe would feel bettor and atop
being son? for herselt So Georglt
howled; not loudly,' but with hei
face hidden on her arms till thi"Breakfast!" he glared at her

sleeves of her thin coat wen
drenched.

She did not know why she wai THE NEBBS Tkj Letter
By SOL HESSweeping; she only knew that than

waa a hard little feeling round her
heart that had got to be melted or
she would never be happy or satis-
fied again.

EMMA, HERE'S A LETTER COME PER WELLO SMITTV 1 SO VOJ'PE I KNEW RIGWT FROM THE V KlOBODS EVER MADET5
'Me

PEKJOLP1TOKJ 3MITW AFTER WE LEFT-- - "PENJDLETOrJ" SMITH DOVAJIO TWERE IM N START HE WAS A LIAR -- EVERY LOVE TO ME VAJHEXJAfter all, one had to go on, no SWEXJT AWAV OWIKJG ME THBE6 WEEK'S' ROOM, WICKVILLE ? THAT'S A SWELL SOUMD- - TIME L STARTED TO ASK HIM WAS A GIRL. 1 MKSWTAmatter how lonely and unwanted REVJT. WE SAID HE, WOULD PAV ME WMEU HE IrOS KIAMGl AKJD VOURE MAkiUOS LOVJE
'

FOR ROOM REWT, HE TALKEDy WOOVWEO HE WAS AFTERBUTiCAME BACK

again. "Do I look aa If I want any
breakfast?"

Oeorgle eheoked 4 smile. "No,"
he said.
"Then don't ask ldtotle questions,"

he snorted.
Be shivered and sat down In the

armchair.
"What do yon propose to do with

yourself now you're back?" he asked
after a moment

Tne girl shook her head. "The
same aa before I suppose," she said.
"And that Isn't very much," she
added a trliie wistfully.

"I didn't expect you'd oome back,"
he said gruffly.

Her eyes widened a little.
"Didn't yon want ma to come

lack?" she asked quickly.
Didn't anybody want her? 8he

knew that eren her mother had been

UTD A KITCWENJ EWGlMEER MTM DOUSM I MY MOVJEV BUT HE SAIDCH MOOEV-TAL- I(SIVE ITB0RRIED''k0Clwearo we SUCH SVUEET . WORDS AMD1 FER&OT WHAT

one might be, but for once hei
cheery optlinlatlo belief that there
was something wonderful lying
close In store tor her, had let

TO ME - I'LL WITH A FACE THAT KJO COSJStDERATtE.
MOTHER WJOULD WAVE PASSED OKJ AMD A,FROM,NOU,lKVreW WAS HUM&RVIt WAS SOIU& TOOPEM ITRI&WT AWAV WE, SAY TO HIM.DlSPOSlTlOrJ TO SAVE MOrJEV THATSSHE'D TWE LAST 01S6USTIMGOeorgle down badly and tears ware

the only way out ... KJEVER MlklD,
OF MIM.TWlrJK SILVER TOWGUEl iVOO'LLTALK WERI'm a fool" she told herself. VWE0O6UTA OUT OF IT...even as she wept
J5PEKJ IT! ' HURRV UP -- THECopyright, ttsi, Dovbttday Dor an)

s5AMS IS WAlTlkJG
FOR VOO.A welcome 'Mrudsr. Monday,

breaks Into Qtorfllo's grief BILL.

'i.'St.CI.k tats, sr n Bn mraamtt, tat.) Trtd aurk ate p. a ri. onw gf

Not only has the swastika appeared
on toya. candles and sweet buna, but
Cluncellor Hitler portrait, or what
paateu for It, haa ngurerj on aah
trays, paper napkins, beer glass
stands, trays and lampshades.

Thousands of cheap metal or plas-
ter bunts of Hitler have been sold
that aren't flattering to him. He
has been modeled In lard and butter,
with even more disastrous results.

BRINGING UP FATHERIRRITATES NAZIS By George McManua (

WELL, A LON3 A I CANT SLEEP AM'
TM JP SO EARLY, I'M GONNA MAKE

I DOnV BELIEVE IN COIN
OUT IM THE MORNIIM'
WITHOUT FlRVT WAVN1' AT
LEAT WM& COFFEE

THE MAIO COOK BREAK fAVT FEU Me

FOR l.AND'S
sake! what's
ALU THAT

RAPPIN' FOR?

JUST GIT YOUR OVN.
DON'T BOTHER
ABOUT MC-- I AIN'T
ClTTIN'UPYET.

BERLIN. (API When sausage
maniiiaaturera started selling frank-
furters In the shape of the swutlka,
the Hitler propaaarda ministry de-

cided that the time tiad come to halt
use of the neat emblem for

Intensive Oregg review, dictation.
HOW

ABOUT
BREAKFAST?

typing, and bookkeeping 8 to 10

weeks, $30. Olaas begins Thursday,
June 15. Meuford Builneas College.

SWEETENS
THE BREATH 4 rV Hi FtHartt K . Ui Le'k ngM irtti'H r aC it x ft tz
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