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ﬂrjudlth Pane

Uhapter 43
ON THE 8TAND

UDITH arose and rushed away to

n far corner. Sha had no bualness
latening, but to whom conld ha be
talking? Judge Morgun probably, he
wollld be interested i how she wae
feellng,

Lator that morning, as she war
droasing, she thought agaln of the
conversation, The lino, “sha hada't

oxpected that kind of an attack.'
Wall, sho hadn't. Bho sont Dalphy
for tha wide brimmad hat and palled
it low over her faco. She wounld at
{east have that protection, If Lam.

o ] 7,
“That will be all ... | will
call the next witness™

pora camo 1n with other unjust ac
cusationn,

At tha court room alie dlgcovored
that Lampers had meved the chalrs
of the Bevins' women forward so
“that they foced Judith soross & wide
table, In fact, so that every timo sha
lookod townrds tho jury box, hor
gazoe would bo Intercepied by the
hatred which seemed to dwell eter
nally In'Mathile's pyes.

"An old trick, wo'll fix that,” anld
Judge Morgan, and movod hia oll-
ont's chalr back to the end of the
tahie so that aha satl In tull view, but
only by delibarately turning thelr
bncka to the fudge, conld the Bavina
woman atare thalr opponent out of
golintenance,

“Your honor, | would llke to antar
thin ns exhibit A" sald Morgan, be-
fore rolsasing the letter to Judith,

“It {sn't necessary to read IL*
barked Lampere,

“Put you asked for proof,” re-
tarnod Judith sweetly, “this letter
ia to my father, telling him another
train, flat cara and toy derrick are
oo route to me, The date ls—"

“I'Hl pass that, Mra. Dale, When
did you next meot Tom Bavins?”

*] aw him frequantly during my
childhood untll father went to South
Amerien and | started In college. Be-
cause of my mother's death when |
win ten years old, | went Into the
fleld with my father. s had overy in-
tention of hecoming an enzineer
so—"

"NIRS. DALE, | am not asking for

your llfe's history, | am ank-
(og you about your ralations with
Tom Bovins, When did you first be-
eoma Intlmately ncquainted with
Mr. Bovins?

“I racalved word of my father's
death while | wne in school. Mr.
Bovine wans in Austin at the time
and heard of It He came to mo and
offered to holp ma In any way be
conld"

“How dld he help you?"

“Hy advlsing me what to do”

“Come now, Mre. Dale, do you
menn you didn't accept money from
tilm at the tima?™

“1 did not. [ was very young and
vary prond. My father had gone
agalnat Big Tom's advicaln golng te
South Amarica and had lost whal
monay he had by doing so, 1 felt §i
would be dlsloyal to my father's
memiry to aocept money."

“Why, then, did you Lry to foree
your way into his home?"

“[didn'L"

*Oh yos-you did. You came down
thers bag and baggage, descended
on Mra, Bevins, and mads yoursell
thoroughly at home Didn't you, Mra.
Dnle . . . honest, now, didn't you?"

“Mr. Bovine auggested | atay with
thom whila I went to business
achool'"

“Hut you didn’t.”

Y¥Not aflor I heard Mrs. Bavins say
sho wouldn't have me around the

houme."

Yr:urhuum | would like wcnterhlsasuhnbll Al

The morning wos used by Lam.
pare lo entnbilsh bis clalm that Tom
“Bovins was mentally ) doring the
Iant your of Linlite. U'e prove this he
onllod the Bevina servanta, parsonal
triends, Dr. Konnoth Kelly wan
placed on the atand to teatity to the
orture of Tom Bevina' illncss and
to admit that such an |liness could
ehlse o mantal reaction, aven an ad-
vancod state of demaentin,

"That will be all," sald Lampore.

“But, Mr, Lampere” objected Dr,
Eolly, “In testifying | want It under-
stood that whers Tom Bayvine was
gonoarned—"

“That will be sll," repoated Lam:
pere. "I will enll the noxt wit
aean ., he glanced towards Judith;
ahe was troambling with Indignation,
anger. Her wide grey oyes wars bril-
Hant with tanrs,

“Miss Lana , . .1 beg your pardon,
Mra. Dale. will you kindly take the
stand?"

OUR " Honor," Judge Morgan
won on his feet, fhelng the
Judge by the tme Lampere's volon
had stopped. “Mr. Lamporo forgets
that my cllent In not the defondant
Hlp work hore ls to prova the tallacy
of the will, not to persectits Its pres:
ent honailelnry.'

Judlth touched his arm, "1 don't
mind, Judge Morgan. I'm ready
now."

JUugdith took her seat looking at
Lampern wilh a calm gize which
should have heen dlsconcerting.

“Mius, or, Mra. Dalo, whoen did
you firat mest Tom Hevina?™*

*1 don't remamher exactiy.”

“Oh, doma now, maybe | can re
fradh your mamory. What year did
you lenve college?”

“Hut 1'd met him years bolore
that. e was my father's partner
avhen | wasn't more than a year ol
1 belleve my st recollection of him
win when | was fve or alx, He
“Brought me & doll nyd gave the fore
mun's boy a toy engine with fnt
carn."

“Vory protty atory,” Inughed Lam
pore, thon with elnborate sarcasm,
“and of course you can provae 6"

*You" anawared Judith, and mo
toned Judge Morgan to hand her n

lottor, yo'lowed with agw

“And then dido't you and Tom
Hovlins go into n huddle and declds
you were o come (ato his office at
the (st opportunity "

“No" returned Judith, ealmly, “1
only intended working at stenogra-
phy untll | had earned enough to
complate my collbge course.

“Then why didn’t you do that, In
stead of hanglng around the millon:
niro enginsor?™

“Hecansn aftar [ bad worked thera
a ahiort time | ronllzed I was learn.
Iog more about englneering than 1
gould lenrn In college. | waas earning
na much naa young woman englnosr
conld learn and [ wana happy and
contented."

Jﬂ-‘hllﬂ child to eall Jacksonville his
| 'birthplace Armatrong sald recently,

| The famlly Bible baring his name,
| the date and place of

FIRST_BABY BUY
OF JACKSONVILLE

1S NOW AGED 81

GRANTE PASE—{8Spl)—The firt|
lusty boy-baby yell to be drowned in
|tho medley of nolse that fllad tha
|alr of the colorful mining town In
Jacksonville In 1853, eame from the
lungs of Cornelius J. Armstrong now
of Grants Pass, who will mark down
his eighty-second blrthday next Febe-
FUAry,

“If 16 Hadn't ben that x girl, min-
nie Taylor, was born two weeka befors
I wan. 1 would also have ban the firet

Stralght, alert, Armatrong doea not
use glassen, his hearing Is npparently
sood, and hia hair retaing a reddish
tinge.

His birth, s
carafully kept In a safe place In hls
littla cottnge at Ardencralg, home of
K. M O Nelll on Bedwood highway
near here,

Hia parenta, R, ©. Armstrong, and
Minerva Jane, made the trip by pral-
rle schponer from lown Lo Oregon In
exnctiy alx months, arriving in Jnok-
sonvyille in 1852, Thelr party included
nine wagona, Armstrong remembers
hia (ather telling him.

The Armatrong famlily realded on a
ranch two and one-haif mijcsa north
of Jacksonville for man  yeifa, Cotr-
nealius has two aisters, both lving In
Portland., They are Mis Emma Allce
Armatrong apd Mra, Marthn Flock.

Armatrong, a native Qregonlan, hnn

been outalde the atats boundaries but nounced that a large number of res-

ance, and that time only to Dunsmuir,
Cal, "Callfornia’s all right, but I love
UOregon," he says, and smiles,

CRESCENT GITY FOLK

JUBILEE - CONSCIOUS

Mr. And Mrs.

A two weeks'

Art Reed and daughe- ‘const,
ter hinve retuned to Medford after In the distrigt, th
vacation at Crescent!they were coming

idepta in that ssetion plan o x rml
the Oregon Dinmond Jubllee here In
Juns,

Mr. Reed, & ranger with tha Rogue
River Natlonal {forest, spent some
time viewing the logging of redwoods
wiileh were put an the boats to ' be
milled at Codta Bay and alsa Port Of-

| fored cedars, which were being ahip-
ped to Japan,

Fine wenather was enjoyed by the
Rsut {family duting the stay on the
They contacted many people
niajority saying
nere for the Jubi.

Clty and near-by territory, and ane lee,

CIVE IT A WHIRL +-5Hatlo

BLAH=BLAH-BLAH=
1 saw THIB PICTURE N
DEANER -BLAH-BLAH=
SO0 PROBABLY THINIL
THE PReTzZEL BENDER
b |5 “THE MURDERER -BUT
N “THE END IT TTURNS
QUT 10 BE THE CuRlN -

— NEVER SAW ANYTRING
WEEP GOING L\IKE THAT |
EXCEPT SSTANDARD 4
GASOLINE WITH

TeTRAETHY L
UNSURPASSED'

HAIRED PICCOLO PLANER
= BLAH-BLAH-BLAH~

COMPOSITION

By GLUYAS WILLIAMS
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SHARPENS PENCIL, LAYS OUY PA-
PER NEATLY, AND TRIES To THINK,
OF SUBYECT FOR A COMPOSITION

ABOUT THE BRSEBALL TERM), HI5
D06, HOW HE DISLIKES GRS,
BUT OF No SUBJECY FOR'COMP'

DRAF(S A NEW BATTING
ORDER FOR BASEBALL TEAM

TERRS OFF SHEET, CRUMPLES 1T
UP, THROWS I INTO FIREPLICE,
Hfssll% AND TRIES Tc'l’HmK
WHRT 10 WRITE ABOUT

BEING

DRUMS ON DESK WITH PENCIL
AND PEN HOLDER

TRIES SERIOUSLY 10 CONCEN-
TRATE BUT 6E1S SIDETRACKED
WONDERING IF THRT'S A SPOT
OR A FLY ON CEILING

(Copyright, 1834, by The Bell Byndicate, Inc.)
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AFTER TEN: Mmurts HAS fuouenf DRRWS A PICIORE oF 5nn£1‘um
THRT 15 EifHER A COW OR Do&

ASKS PRRENTS FOR SUSBESTIONS
AND YETOES THEM ALL AS

DRAWS A PIRNTE SHIP UNDER
5RIL, DECIDES 10 WRITE COMPO-
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SoLuTIioN, TELL
~fouTe Masd To
DEeoOP SoMEe
THe BYE A FEw

L

A DAY

By C M. Payne

L

M':ALS

TBEFoTRE-
ok AFTETR

TAILSPIN TOMMY—A '‘Perfect Crack- Up"'

=

GOTHA ~~ THIS
IS5 A NATURAL

Rl wWELLLAND - VAR ' FOLLOG THASE LBANK TO LEFT -

N COsy--Awree “* -’ CHUTE JUMPERS THAS CRASH
warh-wiry awy J |4 PETERS #ILL. st
ONE "CAsTE -~ SHOOT ThHE CE ? REAL

PROSTRATIONY
(BELFORE 7TH/S

“"When did you first become
intimately acquainted with

Mr Bevins?"

“Mra. Dalo, prior to your marringe
and when you wera living In your
pont houno, was (L nol trie that Tom
Bevine wns W constant viallor
thore?"

“You, ho wan,” answered Judith
readily, “the most wolcome vialtor
who eamo.™

“Mrs Dale, would it embarrass
yioll too titoh Lo tell the jury why
Mr. Bevins ¢alled on you so often

“No." Judith eaught her nnder Hp
In a-qulek amile, "he came to sal
alumgnilion,™
(Copyrioht, 102}, by Jyonne Howman)

Temarraw, Judith's ardeal cons

Unues,
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Postmaster Named,
WASHINGTON, April 80 —{ADP)—
The posioffice department today an-
nounced the appolntment of Vietor
Eckiay ha acilng postmaster of La
Grande, Oregon,

+
Phone B42. We'll haul away your
reluse.  Cliy Baniiary Service

|
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P SAwpsaing, pua anduey aeaoig
A0 Dija dves 0} uyinoe jwnepoil
ahitre.
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WINDOW OLASS—We sell window
{plam and will replace souy broken
| windows peasdnably, Trowbridge Cabe
inet Works

YOU'VE
CﬂF"H IKE, ‘50 NOu

s
THE NEBBS-—Whut--

DONE A GOOD DaN'S WORK,
HAVE/ YOU'VE

/
‘MHGG'-E"I\T A FAT

No Lettor?

LEMMY, YOU SEEM o BIT

MAN-CARE LOOK SEEMS

WORRIED . THAT OLD DEVIL-

1 MY BE TAKING
MY JOB A BIT
i SERICUSLY BUT 1
|\ FEEL GREAT. JUST
BEEN SINGING
D MYSELES

NOUD BETTER LOOK
AGAIR] -
LETTER HERE FOR ME __
LOOK THROUGH ALL THE
LETTERS — MAYBRE You
CHLUCKRED T IWTDO THE
\u'zcwa PIGEON-
HOLE

== o :
NOTHIN' DOING | (EASY THERE'SHIFTY 7 THERE'S Y| [YOU SURE ARE
CAPN IKE/ | HO RISK IN THIS CRUISE, MY/ [ENTHUSIASTIC

SMUGGLIN' JACK 5C
FOR ME/

THUERE MUST BE A

HEARTY/ COME NOW, ROUND UP BOUT CAP'N
ROGGS FOR ME LIKE A
GOOD 'WN/ TELL JACK NOT TO LET

ANYONE SEE HIM COME ABOARD/

NO MORE

NEVER SAW HIM BEFORE TODA
BEN, BT HE'S A GREAT OLO'
SALT/ ROLGH AND RUGGED,

RAND CHARACTER,

BUTA G
I'LLB'ETJ TIUST FEEL THAT
YOU'LL BE SAFE WITH H&M MY

By 801 Hess

WE LOOKED TIME
AND AGAIN THROUGH
EVERYTHING AND
IF YOUR NAME IS
SLIDER | THERE'S
NOTHING WHERE
FOR ~Oou

A LETTER SHED Sland
TROLY

WELL, |F SHE THINES T't4
LUORRV1MG,, SHE'S CRrA

INCONSIDER

CHAMCES ARE IF SHE DID UJEITE
1T "Youes
SHE'S SO cOLD THAT ICE
([ WOULDMT MELT M HER HAILD . —

Y SITS
SUST _THE CONTEMETIBLE

THAT HURTS,/

I

ATION

By George McMapus

WELL-WE ARE ui‘hM(‘,

TO START HOUSE - __
=) N\m:k. A‘-\O L

o)
NEVER GIT
THROUGOH
THINWIN
UR TH=INGS
FER METO

oo J

YES-\WE ARE
STARTIN' IN TS
C Li_'\u | }n,\ SE

TO DAY
THERE S -*\ LOT
OF WORK AHEAD

-\‘-"P \.u
TATA DADDY
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