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EBy the World FORGOT
A New Serial by Ruby M. Ayres

six months of this year were report-
ed today by the National Lumber
Manufacturers' Association to have

een 40 per cent above production
with shipments 20 per cent more
than output.

er January 23, 1034, Strlcklln was ad-

vised today.
Loins of this nature would be se-

cured by notes and bonds, and would
be based on appraisals to be made
by the government. Before any loans
are approved the districts and cred-
itors will have to sign an agreement
that they will accept such apprai-
sal, t

Oregon have already filed applic-
ations or loans from the R. F. C.
and others were expected to file for
funds. It waa announced today by
C. E. Strlcklln, secretary of the reo
lamatlon commission.

But If these districts are to receive
federal aid under the terms of the

emergency farm loan act,
It will be necessary to expedite appli-
cation? as no loans will je made aft

For the week ended July 1, lum i
ber orders at the mills were four par
cent leas than the average of the
preceding six weeks. The associa-

tion said, however reports had ben
rclvd from 60 fewer mills and that
when they are heard from part of t

the drop will be made up. The d
lay waa caused by the July 4 holi f

day.

This represented an Increase overj
the same perio;.' ast year of five per ;

cent In production, four per cent In j

shipment and 20 per cent In orders.
8 At EM. July 11, (AP) Twenty WASHINGTON. July 11. (AP)

Orders for lumber during the first
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.H SOP8IS! Georgia Bancroft
hut had her firtt proposal, and it
la from Clifford Aihtr. But aha
mmt tell him that the lotee Nick
olna Boyd, lormerlv a- film afar,
and now in Germany in an effort
to have ramoued Ihe tear that hat
rout him hit career. Chagrined,
Clifford drivel her home. But ha
elope tor gatoltne, and (Jeornio

iid a errap of netotvaver in tha
meat bearing only tha wonle "Morla
Mar Dies Suddenly." She think!
at onea at Kicholae. korrif.ej.

Chapter It
GEORQIE'8 FRIGHT

on terrible moment OeorgleFOR not more or (peak. She
searched the acrap of paper, but

onlj the headline waa readable.
When Clifford Asher laid a hand on
her arm ahe came to herself irttn a
little rasp.

"I want an erenlng paper. Please
get me an evening paper," aha said
In a rolceless whisper.

Aaber (tared at ber.
"A paper ... but I can't at tbls

time of night."
She aeemed to bare grown old all

at once, and even ber Hps were
white.

"What'a tbe matter?" be urged
again, for abe waa trying to get out
of the car.

'The mar bare one In tbe ahop
ever thore." Before he could pre-Te-

her, the had darted across the

' "Ob, please, have yoo got an eve-

ning paper!"
lie turned. "No, Miss; perhapa

there's one In the writing room.
8b went wltb him, shaking la

every limb.
"Funny," be said, "there don't

seem to be one tonight."
Georgte fled away without an-

swering, up tbe wide stairs to ber
mother's sitting room.

It waa in darkness and she switch-
ed on the light with a shaking hand.
There must be on somewhere.
Thero simply must.

But for once the sitting room wa
almost painfully tidy.

She searched everywhere, and
then stood still, her hands clasped
together, her lips apart,

"Movie Star Dies Suddenly."

SHE turned and went slowly to ber
slipping out of ber pretty

frock and leaving it lying In a dis-

regarded heap on the floor.
'

It Nicholas was deed . . . well he'
was beyond ber reach forever. She
felt as U someone bad (truck her a
crushing blow. ,

Georgle did not hear the door's
quiet opening till someone touched
ber on the shoulder,

"Georgle, what Is the matter?"
She started up, ber face drawn

and disfigured, ber tragic eyes raised
to Bishop's tired face. He was
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Dodging Trouble!
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road, th long skirt of ber white
dress fluttering round ber. Th wom
en whom she bad noticed before was
turning to go Indoors again when
Georgle spoke to her breathlessly.

"Ob please, have you got an eve
ning paper?"

The woman turned round and
stared.

"No, they're all sold," she said.
"Ob . . . but haven't you got on

Just any paper will do ?"

"I'm sorry, but I haven't on left."
Clifford bad Joined them now, and

he took Georgle's arm In Arm

grasp.
"What in th world la tbe matter?"

be nsked again blankly,
".Nothing," abe said.
She stood tor a moment staring

before her, then sbe turned 'and went
back wltb blin to th car,

"I Just wanted an evening paper,"
aba said almost stupidly.

Clifford laughed ratber constrain-
edly.

"You're a funny kid," Asher said.
"You gave me quite a shock. Aren't
you well?"

She turned tragic eyes to him.
"Yes, quit well," she said with

lips that felt as It they were cut In
Ice.

"Movl Star Dies Suddenly." .'

SHE said
faster?"

suddenly, "Can't you

"Are you so anxious to be rid of
in?"

"I want to get borne."
Somewhere In th hotel there

would surely be a paper.
"If you're not well," Asher began

diffidently, but she cut him short.
"I'm quite well, I'm. Just tired."

It seemed an eternity until they
reached tbe hotel.

"When shall I see you again?"
Asher asked.

"I don't know; I'll write," ah waa
, out of th car without his assist

ance.
"Thank you for taking me." she

aald dully. "Good night," and she
had gone before he could speak.

Georgle fled across the lounge to
a porter who was aimlessly staring
at a notice pinned to th reception
desk.

MAfWHFnsLD. Or., . July 11.

(AP) A body found on th mud

wrapped In a dressing gown and bis
grey hair was all ruffled.

"I beard you crying. I heard you
from my room," be said. "What Is
it? Why do you cry like that?"

There was a reluctant kindness In
bis voice that reached Goorgle'a
heart through all her misery,

She said with quivering lips:
"Have you got an evening paper?"
"A paper . . , tbere'a on in my

room, but why?" he broke off for
a moment, looking at her steadily.
Then he said:

"I'll fetch It for you." ,

Georgle sat huddled up, shivering
In every limb. She almost cried out
to him to come back, not to tell hor
the thing which she knew must
broak her heart, but ber llpa wore
too stiff, and she Just sat there star-
ing at the open door till presently
he returned.

He laid the paper beside her on
the bed, but she did not touch It,

"Who Is It that's dead?" she asked
faintly, "You look and see for me

. someone , , , a famous film star,"
Bishop stooped and took the paper

In hla hand.
"Someone named Pauline Frago-nard- ..

It was a car accident In Call- -'

fornla. Did you know her?"
"No."
There was a little silence, and

Bishop laid the paper down again.
Georgia leaned her head In her
handa; she felt taint. Then Bishop
spoke:

"Tell me about It, Georgia. I may
be able to help."

She tried to say, "You can't, no-

body can," only she could not con-
trol Mr Hps, then suddenly she
knew that he was sitting beside her
and that hla arm was round her
shaking body.

"Poor child," he said. 'Terhaps
we're both lonely."

Georgle caught her .breath, and
for a moment her whirling thoughts
steadied.

Lonely I This man who seemed to
bav everything he wanted In the
world? She took her handa from be-

fore her tac and turned to look

(Copyright, JfJJ, DouMerfny Voran)

Qeergle, tomorrow, finally con.
fasaaa nar lova for Boyd to Bishop.

Hats near North Bend was Identified
as that of 1,. A. Olson. 4B, Coos Bay
longshoreman, who was lent seen ton
days ago. Heavy weights hart been
attached to the body. Some of theoe
fell from the rope and allowed the
body to float tree. Olaon came to
Coos Bay from Aberdeen. Wuh.
about four yeara ago and had no rel-
atives here. Police said they believed
he drowned .blmaelf. . .
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