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^The governor sent me back to look 
lor his handkerchief, Shirley,” he ex- 

plained. “He didn’t tell me you were 

here. Guess he didn’t hear you.” He 
advanced smilingly toward her. “I'm 
tremendously glad to see you today. 
Shirley,” he said, and paused beside 
her. “Fate has been singularly kind 
to me. Indeed I’ve beeu pondering all 
day as to just how I was to arrange a 

private and confidential little chat 

^jvith you. without calling upon you at 

your uncle’s house.” 
! “I don’t feel Hke chatting today.” 
she answered a little drearily—and 

^Jthen he noted her wet lashes. In- 
stantly he was on one knee beside her: 
with the amazing confidence that had 
always distinguished him in her eyes 
his big left arm went around her. and 
when her hands went to her face he 
drew them gently away. 

“I’ve waited too long, sweetheart.” 
he murmured. “Thank God, I can tell 
you at last all the things that have 
been accumulating in my heart. 1 love 
you, Shirley. I've loved you from that 
first day we met at the station, and 
all these months of strife and repres- 
sion have merely served to make me 

love you the more. Perhaps you have 
been all the denrer to me bemuse you 
seemed so hopelessly unattainable.” 

He drew her bead down on his 
breast: bis great hand patted her hot 
cheek: bis honest brown eyes gazed 
earnestly, wistfully into liers. “I love 
you.’’ he whispered. “All that I have— 
all that I am—all that I hope for—I 
offer to you. Shirley Sumner: and in 
the shrine of my heart I shall hold you 
sacred while life shall last. You are 
not indifferent to me. dear. T know 
you’re not: hut tell me—answer me—” 

Her violet eyes were uplifted to his. 
and in them he read the answer to his 
cry. “Ah. may I?” he murmured, and 
kissed her. 

“Oh. my dear, Impulsive, gentle big 
sweetheart,” she whispered—and then 
her arms went around his neek. and 
the fullness of her happiness found 
vent in tears he did not seek to have 
her repress. In the safe haven of 
his arms she rested; and there, quite 
without effort or distress, she managed 
to convey to him something more than 
an inkling of the thoughts that were 

wont to come to her whenever they 
met. 

"Oh, my love!” he cried happily. “1 
hadn’t dared dream of such happiness 
until today. You were so unattain 
able—the obstacles between us were 

so many and so great—” 
“Why today. P.ryre?” she interrupt- 

ed him. 
He took her adorable little nose in 

his great thumb and forefinger and 
tweaked it gently. “The light began 
to dawn yesterday, my dear little en- 

emy, following an interesting half- 
hour which I put in with his honor the 
mayor. Acting upon suspicion only. 
I told Poundstone I was prepared to 
send him to the rock pile if he didn’t 
behave himself in the matter of my 
permanent franchise for the N. C. O.— 
and the oily old invertebrate wept and 
promised me anything if I wouldn’t 
disgrace him. So I promised I wouldn’t 
do anything until the franchise mat- 
ter should be definitely settled—after 
which I returned to my office, to find 
awaiting me there no less a person 
than the right-of-way man for the 
Northwestern Pacific. He was a per- 
fectly delightful young fellow, and he 
had a proposition to unfold. It seems 

the Northwestern Pacific has decided 
to build up from Willits. and all that 
powwow and publicity of Ruck Ogii- 
vy’s about the N. C. O. was in all 
probability the very thing that spurred 
them to action. They figured the 
C. M k St. P. was hack of the N. 0. O. 
—that 't was to he the first link in a 

chain of coast roads to be connected 
ultimately with the terminus of the 
C. M. & St. P. on Gray’s Harbor, Wash- 
ington. And if the N. C. O. should be 
built it meant thnt a rival road would 
get the edge on them in the matter 
of every stick of Humboldt and Del 
Norte redwood—and they'd be left 
holding the sack.” 

Why did they think that, dear?1’ 
“That amazing rascal, Buck Ogilvy. 

used to be a C. M. & St. P. man; they 
thought they traced an analogy. I dare 
say. Perhaps Buck fibbed to them. At 
any rate this right-of-way man was 

mighty anxious to know whether or 

not the N. C. O. had purchased from 
the Cardigan Redwood Lumber com- 
pany a site for a terminus on tide- 
water (we control all the deep-water 
frontage on the bay), and when I told 
him the deal had not yet been closed 
he started to close one with me.” 

“Did you close?” 
“My dear girl, will a duck swim? 

Of course I closed. I sold three-quar- 
ters of all we had, for three-quarters 
of a million dollars, and an hour ago 
I received a wire from my attorney iu 
San Francisco informing me that the 
money had been- deposited in escrow 
there awaiting formal deed. That 
money puts the Cardigan Redwood 
Lumber company in the clear—no re- 

ceivership for us now, my dear one. 
And I'm going right ahead with the 
building of the N. C. O.—while our 
holdings down on the San Hedrin 
double in value, for the reason that 
within three years they will be acces- 
sible and can be logged over the rails 
of the Northwestern Pacific!” 

“Bryce,” Shirley declared, “haven’t 
I always told you I’d never permit you 
to build the N. C. O.?” 

“Of course,” he replied, “but surely 
you’re going to withdraw your objec- 
tions now.” 

“I am not. You must choose be- 
tween the N. C. O. and me.” And she 
met hla surprised gaze unflinchingly. 

'•‘Shirley! You don’t mean it?” 
“I do mean it. I have always meant 

It. I love you. dear, but for all that 
you must not build that road." 

He stood up and towered above her 
sternly. “I must build it, Shirley. I’ve 
contracted to do it, ant] I must keep 
faith with Gregory of the Trinidad 
Timber company. He’s putting up the 
money, and I’m to do the work and 
operate the line. I can’t go back on 
him now.” 

“Not for my sake?” she pleaded. He 
shook his head. “I must go on.” he 
reiterated. 

“Do you realize what that resolution 
means to us?” The girl’s tones were 

grave, her glance graver. 
“I realize what it means to me!” 
She came closer to him. Suddenly 

the Maze in her violet eyes gave way 
to one of mirth. "Oh. you dear hig 
booby 1” she cried. “I was just test- 
ing you.” And she clung to him. laugh- 

-Ing. ’‘You always heat me down—you 
always win. Bryce, dear, I’m the La- 
guna Grande Lumber company—at 
least I will be tomorrow, and I repeat 
for the last time that you shall not 
build the X. C. O.—because I’m going 
to—oh. dear, I shall die laughing at 

you—because I’m going to merge with 
(he Cardigan Redwood Lumber com- 

pany. and then my railroad shall be 
your railroad, and we’ll extend it ami 
haul Gregory's logs to tidewater for 
him also. And—silly, didn't I tell you 
you’d never build the X. C. 0.?’’ 

“God bless my mildewed soul 1” he 
murmured, and drew her to him. 

In the gathering dusk they walked 
down the trail. Beside the tnadrone 
tree John Cardigan waited patiently. 

“Well,” lie queried when they 
joined him. “did you find my handker- 
chief for me. son?” 

‘‘I didn't find your handkerchief. 
John Cardigan,” Bryce answered, “but 
I did find what I suspect you sent me 

“I'm the Laguna Grande Lumber Com- 
pany." 

hack for—and that is a perfectly won- 

derful daughter-in-law for you!” 
John Cardigan smiled and held out 

his arms for her. “This.” he said, “is 
the happiest day that I have known 
*ime my hoy was horn.” 

CHAPTER XIX. 

Col. Seth Pennington was thoroughly 
crushed. Look which way ho would 
the bedeviled old rascal could find no 

loophole for escape. 
"You win. Cardigan.” lie muttered 

desperately as ho sat in his office after 
Shirley had left him. "You’ve had 
more than a shade in every round thu 
far and at the finish you’ve landed a 

clean knockout. Tf I had to fight anv 
mar. hut you—” 

He sighed resignedly and pressed 
the push-button on his desk. Sexton 
entered. "Sexton,” he said bluntly 
and with a slight quiver in his voice, 
“my niece and I have had a disagree- 
ment. We have quarreled over young 
Cardigan. She’s going to marry him. 
Now, our affairs are somewhat in- 
volved, and in order to straighten them 
out we spun a coin to see whether she 
should sell her stock in Laguna 
Grande to me or whether I should sell 
mine to her—and I lost. The hook 
valuation of the stock at the close of 
last year’s business, plus ten per cent 
will determine the selling price, and I 
shall resign as president. You will 
in all probability, be retained to man- 

age tlie company until it is merged 
with the Cardigan Redwood Luniber 
company—when. I imagine, you will he 
given ample notice to seek a new job 
elsewhere. Call Miss Sumner’s attor- 
ney, Judge Moore, on the telephone 
and ask him to come to the office at 
nine o’clock tomorrow, when the pa- 
pers can be drawn up and signed. 
That is all.” 

The Colonel did not return to his 
home in Redwood boulevard that night. 
He had no appetite for dinner and sat 
brooding in his office until very late; 
then he went to the Hotel Sequoia and 
engaged a room. He did not possess 
sufficient courage to face his niece* 
again. 

At four o’clock the next day the 
Colonel, his baggage, his automobile, 
his chauffeur and the solemn butler. 
James, hoarded the passenger steamer 
for San Francisco, and at four-thirty 
sailed nut of Humboldt hay over the 
thundering bar and on into the south. 
The Colonel was still a rich man, but 
his dream of a redwood empire had 
faded, and once more he was taking 
up the search for cheap timber. 
Whether he ever found it or not is a 

{natter that does not concern us. 

At a moment when young Henry 
Poundstone's dream of legal opulence 
was fading, when Mayor Poundstone’s 
hopes for domestic peace had been 
shattered beyond repair, the while his 
cheap political aspirations had been 
equally devastated because of a cer- 

tain damnable document In the posses- 
sion of Bryce Cardigan, many events 
of importance were transpiring. On 
the veranda of his old-fashioned home 
John Cardigan sat tapping the floor 
with his stick and dreaming dreams 
which for the first time in many years 
were rose-tinted. Beside him Shirley 
sat, her glance bent musingly out 
across the roofs of Sequoia and on to 
the bay shore, where the smoke and 
exhaust steam floated up from two 

HUMPHREYS’ 
The full list of Dr. Humphreys' Remedies for 

internal and external use, meets the needs of 
families for nearly every ailment from Infancy 
to old a^e—described in Dr. Humphreys' Manual 
mailed free. 

PARTIAL LIST 
for 

1. Fevers, Congestions. Inflammations 
2. Worms, Worm Fever 
3. Colic, Crying Wakefulness of Infants 
4. Diarrhea of Children and adults 
7. Coughs, Colds, Bronchitis 
8. Toothache, Faceache. Neuralgia 
9. Headache, Sick Headache. Vertigo 

! lO. Dyspepsia,Indigestion.Weak Stomach 
! 13. Croup, Hoarse Cough. Laryngitis 

14. Eczema, Eruptions. 
18. Rheumatism, Lumbago 
10. Fever and Ague, Malaria 
17. Piles, Blind, Bleeding, Internal. External 
19. Catarrh, Influenza. Cold in Head 
20. Whooping Cough 
21. Asthma, Oppressed. Difficult Breathing 
27. Disorders of the Kidneys 
30. Urinary Incontinence 
34. Sore Throat. Quinsy 
77. Grip, Grippe, La Grippe 

For sale by druggists everywhere. 
HTMPHREYS’ HOMEO. MEDICINE CO.. 

Corner William and Ann Streets. New York, 
sawmills—Tier own and Bryce Cardi- 
gan’s. To her came at regularly spaced 
Intervals the faint whining of the saws 
and the rumble of log trains crawling 
out of the log dumps; high over the 
piles of bright, freshly sawn lumber 
she caught from time to time the flash 
of white spray as the great logs tossed 
from the trucks hurtled down the 
skids and crashed into the bay. At 
the »locks of both mills vessels were 

loading, their tall spars cutting the 
sky line above and beyond the smoke- 
stacks: far down the.bay a steam 
schooner, loaded until her main deck 
was almost flush with the water, was 

puling out fo sea", and Shirley heard 
the faint echo of her siren as she 
whistled her intention to pass to star- 
hoard of a wind jammer inward bound 
in tow of a Cardigan tug. 

“It's wonderful.” she said presently, 
apropos of nothing. 

“Aye,” he replied in his deep, melo- 
dious voice, “I’ve been sitting here, my 
dear, listening to your thoughts. You 
know something, now. of the tie that 
hinds my hoy to Sequoia. This”—he 
waved his arm abroad in the dark- 
ness—“this is the true essence of life— 
to create, to develop the gifts that 
God has given us—to work and know 
the blessing of weariness—to have 
dreams and sep them come true. That 
is lifp. and I have lived. And now I 
am ready to rest.” He smiled wist- 
fully. ‘The king is dead. Long live 
the king.’ I wonder if you, raised as 

you have been, can face life in Sequoia 
resolutely with my son. It is a dull, 
drab sawmill town, where life unfolds 
gradually without thrill—where the 
years stretch ahead of one with only 
trees, among simple folk. The life 
may he hard on you. Shirley; one has 
to acquire a taste for it. you know.” 

“T have known the lilt of battle. 
.Tohn-partner.” she answered: “hence 
I think I can enjoy the sweets of vic- 
tory. I am content.” 

“And what a run you did give that 
boy Bryce!” 

She laughed softly. “I wanted him 
to fight; I had a great curiosity to see 

the stuff that was in him.” she ex- 

plained. 
Next day Bryce Cardigan, riding the 

top log on the end truck of a long 
train just in from Cardigan's woods 
in Township Nine, dropped from the 
end of the log as the train crawled 
through the mill yard on its way to 
the log dump. He hailed Buck Ogilvy. 
where the latter stood in the door of 
the office. 

“Big doings Up on Little Laurel 
creek this morning. Buck.” 

“Do tell!” Mr. Ogilvy murmured 
morosely. 

“It was great.” Bryce continued. 
“Old Duncan XIcTavish returned. I 
knew he would. His year on the 
mourner’s hench expired yesterday, 
and he came back to claim his old joh 
of woods boss.” 

“He's one year too late,” Ogilvy de- 
clared. “I wouldn't let that big Cana- 
dian Jules Rondeau quit for a farm. 
Some woods boss, that—and his first 
job with this company was the dirtiest 
you could hand him—smearing grease 
on the skid road at a dollar and a half 
a day and found! He's made ton good 
to lose out now. I don't care what his 
private morals may he. He can get 
out the logs, hang his rascally hide, 
and I'm for him.” 

•Tm afraid you haven’t anything to 
say about it, Buck,” Bryce replied 
dryly. 

“I haven’t eh? Well, any time you 
deny me the privilege of hiring and 
firing you’re going to be out the serv- 

ice of a rattling good general mana- 

ger, my son. Yes, sir! If you hold 
me responsible for results I must se- 

lect the tools I want to work with.” 
“Oh, very well,” Bryce laughed. 

“Have it your own way. Only if you 
can drive Duncan McTavish out of 
Cardigan’s woods I’d like to see you 
do it. Possession is nine points of 
the law, Buck—and Old Duncan is in 
possession.” 

What do you mean—In possessionT’ 
“I mean that at ten o’clock this 

morning Duncan McTavish appeared 
at our log landing. The whisky fat 
was all gone from him and he ap- 
peared forty years old instead of the 
sixty that he is. With a whoop he 
came jumping over the logs, straight 
for Jules Hondeau. The big Canuck 
saw him coming and knew what his 
visit portended—so he wasn’t taken 
unawares. It was a case of fight for 
his job—and Rondeau fought.” 

“The devil you say 1” 
“I do—and there was the devil to 

pay. It was a rough and tumble and 
no grips barred—just the kind of a 

fight Rondeau likes. Nevertheless Old 
Duncan floored him. While he’s been 
away somebody taught him the ham- 
mer lock and the crotch hold and a 
few more fhncy ones, and he got to 
work on Rondeau in a hurry. In 
fact he had to, for if the tussle had 
gone over five minutes Rondeau’s 
youth would have decided the issue.” 

“And Rondeau was whipped?” 
“To a whisper. Mac floored him. 

and choked him until he beat the 
ground with his free hand in token of 
surrender; whereupon old Duncan let 
him up, and Rondeau went to his 
shanty and packed his turkey. The 
last I saw of him he was headed over 

the hill to Camp Two on Laguna 
Grande. He’ll probably chase that as- 
sistant woods boss I hired after the 
consolidation out of Shirley’s woods 
and help himself to the fellow’s Job. 
I don’t care If he does. What interests 
me Is the fact that the^old Cardigan 

woods Doss Is back on the job In CaW 
digan’s woods, and I’m mighty glad of 
It The old horsetliief has had his 
lesson and will remain sober here- 
after. I think he’s cured.” 

’’The infamous old outlaw!” 
“Mac knows the San Hedrln as I 

know my own pocket. He'll be a tower 
of strength when we open up that 
tract after the railroad builds in. By 
the way. has my dad been down this 
morning?” 

“Yes. Moira read the mail to him 
and then took him up to the Valley of 
the Giants. He said he wanted to do 
a little quiet figuring oil that new 

steam schooner you’re thinking of 
building. He thinks she ought to be 
bigger—big enough to carry two mil- 
lion feet.” 

Bryce glanced at his watch. “It’s 
half after eleven.” he said. “Guess I'll 
run up to the Giants and bring him 
home to luncheon.” 

He stepped into the Napier standing 
outside the office and drove away. 
Buck Ogilvy waited until Bryce was 

out of sight; then w ith sudden deter- 
mination he entered the office. 

“Moira,” he said abruptly, approach- 
ing the desk where she worked, “your 
dad is hack, and what’s more. Bryce 
Cardigan has let him have his old job 
as woods boss. And I'm here to an- 

nounce that you're not going back to 
the woods to keep house for him. Un- 
derstand? Now, look here. Moira. I’ve 
shilly-shallied around you for months 
protesting my love, and i haven’t got- 
ten anywhere. Today I'm going to ask 
you for the last time. Will you marry 
me? I need you worse than that ras- 

cal of a father of yours does, and I tell 
you I’ll not have you go back to the 
woods to take care of him. Come, 
now. Moira. Do give me a definite an 
swer.” 

I m afraid T don’t love you well 
enough to marry you. Mr. Ogilvy.” 
Moira pleaded. “I’m truly fond of you. 
but—” 

“The last boat’s gone.” cried Mr 
Ogilvy desperately. “I’m answered 
Well. I’ll not stick around here much 
longer. Moira. I realize I must be a 

nuisance, but I can’t help being a nui- 
sance when you're near me. So I'll 
quit my job here and go back to my 
old game of railroading.” 

“Oh. you wouldn't quit a ten-thou 
sand-dollar job.” Moira cried aghast. 

“I'd quit a million-dollar job. I’m 
desperate enough to go over to the 
mill and pick a fight with the big 
handsaw. I’m going away where I 
can’t see you. Your eyes are driving 
me crazy.” 

“Rut I don’t want you to go. Mr 
Ogilvy.” 

“Call me Ruck,” he commanded 
sharply. 

“I don’t want you to go. Ruck.” sh 
repeated meekly. “1 shall feel guilty 
driving you out of a fine position.” 

“Then marry me and I’ll stay.” 
“Rut suppose I don’t love you the 

way you deserve—" 
“Suppose! Suppose!” Ruck Ogilvy 

cried. “You’re no longer certain of 

yourself. How dare you deny your 
love for me? Eh? Moira. T’ll risk it.” 

Her eyes turned to him timidly, and 
for the first time he saw in their 
smoky depths a lambent flame. “! 
don’t know.” she quavered, “and it’s a 

big responsibility in case—” 
“Oh the devil take the case!” he 

cried rapturously, and took her hands 
in his. “Do I improve with age. dear 
Moira?” he asked with boyish eager- 
ness; then, before she could answer, 

he swept on. a tornado of love and 
pleading. And presently Mo ra was in 
his arms, and he was kissing her. and 
she was crying softly because—well 
she admired Mr. Ruck Ogilvy: more, 

she respected him and was genuin -ly 
fond of him. She uom'er'O ailtl sl e 

wondered, a quiet joy thrilled her in 

the knowledge that jt did not seem 
at all impossible for her to grow, in 
time, absurdly fond of this wholesome 
red rascal. 

“Oh. Buck, dear,” she whispered. “I 
don’t know, I’m sure, but perhaps I’ve 
loved you a little hit for a long time." 

“I’m perfectly wild over you. You’re 
the most wonderful woman I ever 

heard of. Old rosy-dn eks!” Anti he 
pinched them just to see the color 
coine and go. 
******* 

John Cardigan was seated in his 
lumberjack’s easy chair as his son ap- 
proached. His hat lay on the litter 
of brown twigs beside him; his chin 
was sunk on his breast, and his head 
was held a little to one side in a lis- 
tening attitude; a vagrant little breeze 
rustled gently a lock of his fine, long 
white hair. Bryce stooped over the 
old man and shook him gently by the 
shoulder. 

“Wake up, partner,” he called cheer- 
fully. But John Cardigan did not 
wake, and again his son shook him. 
Still receiving no response. Bryce lift- 
ed the leonine old head and gazed 
Into his father’s face. “John Cardi- 
gan !” he cried sharply. “Wake up, 
old pal.” 

The old eyes opened and John Car- 
Hgan smiled up at his hoy. “Good 
son.” he whispered, “good son!” He 
closed his sightless eyes again as if 
the mere effort of holding them open 
wearied him. “I’ve been sitting here- 
waiting,” he went on in the same 

gentle whisper. “No, not waiting for 
you, hoy—waiting—” 

His head fell over on his son’s shoul- 
der; his hand went groping for 
Brvee’s. “Listen.” he continued. “Can’t 
you hear it—the Silence? I'll wait for 
you here, my son. Mother and I will 
wait together now—in this spot she 
fancied. I’m tired—I want rest. Look 
after old Mac and Moira—and Bill 
Dandy, who lost his leg at Camp Seven 
last fall—and Tom Ellington’s chil- 
dren—and—all the Olliers, son. You 
know, Bryce. They’re your responsi- 
bilities. Sorry I can’t wait to see I he 
San Hedrin opened up, hut—I’ve lived 
my life and loved my love. Ah. yes, 
I’ve been happy—so happy just doing 
things—and—dreaming here among my 
Giants—and—” 

He sighed gently. “Good son,” he 
whispered again; his big body relaxed, 
and the great heart of the Argonaut 
was still. Bryce held him until the 
realization came to him that his father 
was no more—that like a watch, the 
winding of which has been neglected, 
he had gradually slowed up and 
stopped. * 

“Goodby, old John-partner!” he 
murmured. “You’ve escaped into the 
light at last. We’ll go home together 
now, but we’ll come back again.” 

And with his father’s body in his 
strong arms he departed from the little 
amphitheater, walking lightly with hjj I 
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CINE. FRANK J. CHENEY. 

Sworn to before me and subscribed in 
my presence, this 6th day of December 
A D. 1886. A. W. GLEASON, 

Notary Public. 
Hall s Catarrh Medicine is taken inter- 

nally and acts through the blood on the 
Mucous Surfaces of the System. Send 
for testimonials free. 
Address F. J. CHENEY & CO., Toledo,O. Sold by all Druggists, 75c. 

Hall’s Family Pills for Constipation. 

FOR^SALE 
Long slabs $1 per cord. Lilted 

slabs $3 per cord. Swanville road. 
MIL10N B. HILLS. 

Furniture Bargains 
GET GOOD, clean used furniture from 

McKeen and save more than half. 
J. AUSTIN MCKEEN, 

Belfast, Maine. 

Notice of Foreclosure of Mortgage 
WH ERE AS, Jalisco H. Foster of Montville, 

County of Waldo and State of Maine, 
t y his mortgage deed dated April 6th. A. I). 
1£98, and recorded in the Waldo Registry of 
Deeds. Vol 252, Page 132, conveyed to W. D. 
Gilp trick of Weston. County of Aroostook 
and State of Maine, a certain lot or parcel of 
land situated in Montville, and bounded as 
follows, to wit:- Commencing at the southeast 
corner of me homesteau farm of the late 
Ehenezer Foster of Montville; thence wester- 
ly by town road and land of C P. Carter to 
roac leading from J G, Anderson’s to tlie road 
leading past the Ira Howard place; thence by 
said road and land of R. Know lion to land 
of IraHoward; thence easterly by land of Ira 
Howard, Avery and L. Stewart to the road 
leading from Allen Leonard’s in Knox to Cen 
ter Montville; thence southerly by said road 
to the northeast corner of the ten-acre field, 
so-called; thence easterly by land of C. P; 
Carter to land of Ralph Penney; thence south- 
erly by said Penny’s land to the first mention- 
ed bounds, containing 160 acres, more or Itss. 
And whereas the said W D. Gilpatrick by his 
will uuly probated, devised hi d bequeathed all 
his right, lit e and interest in and to the above 
described premises, to his wife, Olive Lucinda 
Glipatrick of said Weston, and whereas Arthur 
Gilpatrick. the duly and legally appointed and 
authorized administrator of the estate >f the 
late Olive Lucinda Gilpatrick aforesaid, has 
assigned said mortgage to me.the undersigned, 
and whereas the condition of said mortgage 
has been broken, now therefore, by reason of 
th^ breach of the condition thereof I claim a 

foreclosure of said mortgage. 
Signed E. F. GILPATRICK. 

Weston, Maine, June 12, 1920. 3w26 

Notice of Mortgage Foreclosure. 
WHEREAS, Jalisco H. Foster of Montville, 

County of Waldo and State of Maine, 
bv his mortgage deed dated July 3rd, A. L>. 
1896, and recorded in the Waldo Registry of 
Deeds. Book 247, Page 172, conveyed to Clem- 
ent and Cushman of said Montville, a certain 
parcel of real estate situated in Montville and 
bounded aB follows, to wic:—Commencing at 
the road near C. P Carter’s at the corner be- 
tween said Foster and C. P. Carter’s land and 
running in a northwesterly course about two 
hundred rods to land of C. A. Gilchrist; then 
in ra southeasterly course on said Gilchrist’s 
land about sixty rods to the corner of the 
Knowlton lot; then in a southeasterly course 
about two hundred rods to the main road at a 
corner near said Foster’s house; then on the 
road in a southwesterly course about sixty rodB 
to place of beginning, containing about 80 
acres, more or less. 

And whereas James J, Clement ot Clement 
and Cushman, by his deed of assignment dated 
September 26th, A. D. 1897, and recorded in 
the Waldo Registry ot Deeds, Book 250, Page 
270, assigned all his right, title and interest in 
said mortgage to Frank A. Cushman, and 
whereas[Baid Frank A. Cushman by his deed of 
assignment dated March 31st, A D. 1898, ami 
recorded in the Waldo Registry of Deeds, Book 
253, Page 47, assigned said mortgage to Weslin 
D. Gilpatrick of Weston, County of Aroostook 
and State of Maine; and whereaB the said 
Weslin D. Gilpatrick by hiB will duly probated 
devises and bequeathed all his right, title and 
interest in and to the above described premises 
to his wife, Olive Lucinda Gilpatrick of said 
Weston, and whereas Arthur D. Gilpatrick, the 
duly and legally appointed and authorized ad- 
ministrator of the estate of the late Olive 
Luciada Gilpatrick aforesaid, has assigned 
said mortgage to me, the undersigned, and 
whereas the condition ot said mortgage has 
been broken, now therefore, by reason of the 
breach of the condition thereof I claim a fore- 
closure of said mortgage. 

Signed E. F. GILPATRICK. 
Datel at Weaton, Maine, this 12th day of 

June, A. D. 1920. 3w26 

Probate Notices 
At a Probate Court held at Belfast. withi, 

for the County of Waldo, on the 
Tuesday of June. A, D 1920. J"i 
A certain instrument purporting to h„ last will and testament of James N p,r j'( 

ton, late of Searsport, in said County „f J do, deceased, having been presented for 
* 

a' 

bate with petition praying that said 
allowed and that letters testamentary' ! ^ 
to her, Florence F. Pendleton, she ben, 
executrix named therein, without bund 
ing so provided in the will. 

Ordered, That notice be given to all 
inte estedby causing a copy of this or jer 
published three weeks euccessiv -ly lfl 

~ 

Republican Journal, a newspaper publish,.,, Ci 

Beliaet, that they may appear at a pr i 1 

Court, to be held at Belfast, wiihm and ! said County, on the second Tuesday 
next, at ten of the clock before noon,and 
cause, if any they have, why the san 

* 

not be proved, approved and allowed 
ELLERY BOWDEN. 

A true copy. Attest: 
Chas. E. Johnson, Reg,, 

ADMINISTRATRIX’S NOTICE The * scnbai hereby gives.notice that she has 
duly appointed administratrix of the est, 
HENRIETTA B. DRAKE, late of Fra: 
in the County of Waldo, deceased, ami * bonds as the law directs. All persons a. demands against the estate of said dc 
are desired to present the same for setti. 
and all indebted thereto are requested to i 
payment immediately. 

LILLIAN H. I'AKKi 
Frankfort. Me., June 8,1920. 

ADMINISTRATRIX'S NOTICE. Tne 
acriber hereby gives notice that ahe has 
duly appointed adminiatratrix of the esta 

DELESTIN WHITAKER, late of T .» 

in the County of Waldo, deceased, and 
bonds as the |aw directs. All persons .' 
demands against the estate of Bald 
are desired to present the same for eelt eir- and all indebted thereto are requested it 
payment immediately. 
t m 

EDITH A. WHITAKER Troy, Me., June 8. 1920. 

EXECUTRIX’S NOTICE. ThTTui* 
hereby gives notice that she has beei j.-T. 
appointed executrix of the last will ami 
ment in the State of Maine of 

HAYWARD PEIRCE, late of San Die* in the County of San Diego, State of < 
nia, deceased, All persons having denia- 
against the estate of said deceased arc .j... 
to present the same for settlement, 
indebted thereto are requested to m'aK 
ment immediately to my authorized 
Hayward Peirce, Frankfort, Me 

KATHARINE P. S( Ri 
San Diego, Calif., June 8, 192J—3w2T 

Disclosure of Mortgage 
WHEREAS, Wilson A. burning of \\ 

port, in the County.of Waldo an 

Maine, by his mortgage deed dated the 
day of August. A. 1). 1919, and rec 
Waldo Registry of Deeds, Volume 326. 
408. conveyed to me, Daniel I, Gould 
gor. County of Penobscot, State of 
certain lots or parcels of land with a 

ings standing tnereon situated at Ellin 
Corner, Town of Winterport, County 
do, State of Maine, hounded and uesc: 
follows, to wii; Beginning at the jure 
the road leading from bald Hill (. ove. 
ed, to said Ellingwood’s Corner, with i; 
leading from Winterport Village to sab: 
word’s Corner; thence easterly by sit 
Hill Cove road to land of Albert Perk, 
veyed to himby Fred Perkins; thence si u; 

by land of said Albert Perkins to land 
ter S. Littlefield; thence westerly by 
said Littlefield to land of Fred Perkins, 
northerly by land of said Fred Perku- 
corner in said PerKins’ land; thence w< 

by said Perkins’ northerly line to the \\ 
port road aforesaid; thence northerly i 
W interport road to the point begun at 

Also a certain let or parcel of land 
in said Winterport, l>ing on both sides 
road leading from South Newburgh to tin 
leading from said Ellingwood’s Corner t \ 

1 oe, and bounded ami described as foil 
J wit: beginning at a spotted spniee tree 
westerly line of Albert Edmunds, fornn 

; Washington Carleton; thence north f 
grees east on land of st.id' Edmund’s s*- 

f ur iods, more or less, to a beech tree 
south sixty-eighty degrees west, by 
Walter Clement and land of Herbert 
wood, formerly of Nathan and Joseph 
ney, eighty-one rods, more or less, t>* a 

tree; thence southerly by land of 1: 
Eliingwood forty-three rods, more or i. 
stake and stones; thence easterly i>> 
Everett Bartlett twenty-two rods, 
less, to the point begun at, beingsubj-. 
road as now laid oui across the same. 

Both of said parcels of real estate 
same conveyed to W’ilson A. burning 
ley Eliingwood by his deed of warrai.t 

! April 17, 1912, recorded in Waldo Keg 
[ Deeds, Book 30s, Page 490. 

Also a boiling spring and a right of 
all times to said spring, which is bn 
the land of Fred W. Eliingwood, belw 
K. P. Hall and the buildings former 
by Manley Eliingwood Being the san 

veyed to Wilson A. burning by Fred W 
wood by his deed of warranty dated 
1912, recorded in Wahh Registry 
Book 307, Page 205 

And whereas the conditions of sai 
gage have been broken by the mortg;. 
said Wilson A. burning, now then ; 
reason of the breach of the condition 
of, 1, the laid Daniel I. Gould, clam: 
closure of said mortgage. 

Dated June 23, 1920. 
3w27 DANIEL I. Gt 

STATE OF MAINE 
On petition of Victt r R. Lesan ar 

others, being twentv five citizens of i1 
directed to us. the undersigned, Willi- 
sons. Commissioner of Inland Fisher.*- 
Came, and Forrest H. Colby, Forest 
sioner. asking for special reguiati 
hibiting the putting of sawdust an 
mill waBte in Marsh stream, in 
Monroe and Frankfort, in this State, a' 
notice and public hearing, at the mill 
son and Turner, in the locality of th 
to be afftcted, at which hearing all pa 
terested gcould be heard, hereby pr 
the following rules and regulations 
the pollution of said Marsh stream, t 

No parson or corporation shall, afi 
fifteenth day of August, A. 1). 1920 
or deposit in Marsh stream in .la 
Monroe and.Frankfort, any slabs, e.:_ 

sawdust, chips, bark, mill waste, a 

or fibrous material created in the 
failure of lumber,1 or place or depot* 
same on the bank of said Marsh str-- 
such negligent or careless manner tbs 
same shall be washed into said wat 
with the intent thai the same shall f < 

be washed into said waters, under a 

ty of not less than five nor more thai 
hundred dollars and costs for each 
as provided in Section 32, of Chaplet 
the Revised Statutessjasamended b> 
174 of the Public Laws of ,1919 

WILLIS E. PARSi > 

Commissioner of Inland Fisheries a 

.FORREST H. CO I 
Forest Com mi 

Dated at Augusta, Maine, this lb; 
June, A. 1). 1920. 3w2C> 

For Sale 
A FCFD Till F in good 

New tires all around. 
G. B. MARSAN 

tf22 elf ast, M 

The Fraternities Heath 
and Accidsnt Asso 

Buy your protection in the Krate. 
the leading health and accident as 

tion in Maine. 
CHARLES S. TAYLOR, Ago 

18tf Hayford Block. Belfast 

dOester brown 
OSTEOPATHIC PHYSIC1AH 

Odd Fellows' Mock. Belfast »'«• 

Tel.—office, 247-3; residence, 3T!I 


