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NOTICE TO ADVERTISERS. bers in the homo family. The mother
News print has doubled In price wove the cloth, the father subdued

the last four months. It necessitates the for03t an(j ma(e way for the crop
an advance In advertising rates, or harwst' The chM hls or
we will have to quit business. Fol-:3"- '1 ,hdd

lowing are the advertising rates m her part to perform in the home ecoi-th- e

Ashland Tidings after this date. omy. Tli-.-r- e were tasks for all and
There will be no deviation from this ife meint productive work. The
rate:

ADVERTISING RATES.
Display Advertising

Single Insertion, each inch. 25c
One month " 20c
Six months " i 1
One year., 15c

Reading Notice; -- 5 cents the line
straight.

Classified Column 1 cent the word
first Insertion, '4 cent the word
each other Insertion. Thirty
words or less one month, $1.
All written contracts for space al-

ready In force will be rendered at
the old rate until contract expires.

Fraternal Order and Societies.
.......Arluortlaln?...... ....for frfttppnfll order or

societies cnarging a regular iiiiiiauuu
fee and dues, no discount. Religious
and benevolent orders will be
charged for all advertising when, an
admission or other charge is made,
at the regular rates. When no ad-

mission Is charged, space to the
amount of fifty lines reading will be
allowed without charge. All addi-

tional at regular rates.
The Tidings ha a greater circula-

tion In Ashland and It trade terri-
tory than all other local papers com.
bined.

Entered at the Ashland, Oregon,
Postofflce as second-clas- s mall mat-

ter.

Anhland, Ore., Monday, Jan. 8, 1017

DESIGNS CROSSING AND
FLORAL.

The county Judges of Oregon in

session at Salem arrived at the
opinion that tho designing of gra.de

crossings should be placed In the
hands of tho public service commis-

sion of the stato, and a bill to that
effect may bo prescntod to the state
legislature. At present it seems the
county courts have to settle upon the
designs.

And In tho meanwhile, the Inter- -

urban has had to back down Billings

hill once or twice, several cars have

been stuck In the mud on the hill,
and tho amount of profanity dlstrlb
nted Into the atmosphere down In

that vicinity would provide liberal
material for a textbook, should the
subject ever he Introduced In the
schools. Tho hill has been, first, a
slippery, Icy, dangerous slant, then a
deeply rutted, bumpy succession of

g ruts, and is now a sea

of, slush, mud and sllpperiness. That
there has not been an accident Is a
dispensation of providence.

And tho Billings crossing, the der
signing of tho substitute for which
seems to be requiring years, regard-

less of who is doing it, remains at a
right ang'o turn at the foot of a hill
and Is one of the most dangerous
crossings in Oregon.

There Is moro travel over the road
between Ashland and Med ford at this
season of tho year than any other
country road south of the Portland
vicinity. Tho paved highway pre-

sents no winter difficulties, but the
Billings hill does, and the auto own-

ers of the valley will heave a sigh of
rcllef-whc- n the first shovelful of dirt
is taken out In the construction
work to eliminate the hill and the
crossing. Tho particular design docs
not worry tho cutolst, but it is to be
hoped that some design will be car-

ried out before tho florists of the
valley are called upon to design
floral wreaths for the grave of an
unfortunate automobile load of folks.

THK HOME CALL.

Resounding across the sphn of
countless centuries Is heard the heart-ca- ll

of home and country. It Is as old
as the written history; older than
the Christian religion. It was the cry
of Jacob who, after years of success-
ful exile, in which he had gathered
that which ho sought, turned In his
thoughts to the old home and the
scenes of his youth.

It has beon the cry of all men
throughout all ages, the cry of the
human to get back to the days when
his brain and heart were receiving
those Indollblo marks that go on
through life. Neither success nor
allure can .banish it, for the Instinct

I .
'of home is a primal msiinci, reacu- -

It is deeper than civilization; more
lasting than culture. The Indian
longs for his wigwam; the city boy

for the paved streets; the country
boy for the green fields and babbling
brooks, lien have ever loved the
spot of 'heir infancy. To the child
of the midnight sun the snows are
beautiful and the cold that chills the

granger is a piling phase of nv
ture.

With our American traditions the'
home Instinct is stronger, for it is

cast on firm foundations. Long be-- j

fore the days of luxury, condltons
themselves forced to its full this plant
of horns love. Perhaps tho most

giving memory of that old home is

the elemct of hard work. When the
ideal of the home hal been moulded
jnt0 form, firm against

inva.ion of temptation, life was

rot'of ease. There were no lazy mem -

summit was ever ahead and there was

always a neiirer and newer goal to

reach. j

The tk-- s of love grew strong and j

r,ure and sturdV In that Old home.
There were times when the love of

father might have seemed cold and
distant. Rut it was a love that was
ready to cacrlflco and fight for its
own. The mother lovo and the ties
that existed between brother .nd sis-

ter could be found nowhere else.
These were tho glories of that old

home which over lives In the mem- -

ori(.s of so many, the Ideal which
time nor place can change, nor age

diminish. It" Is the home that has
kept nllva th, far distant cry of
Jacob, and It is the home that beck-

ons today to tho hearts of millions
of d men ani women. Its
cry, stifled, perhaps, and unuttered,
Is none tho less powerful, growing
deeper and deeper enshrined within
the confines of our hearts as age mel-

lows and cherished memories become
more sacred.

KEKP GOING.

Don't try to hide It. We saw you

fall down. What's tho sour face
about? Discouraged? What if you

did take a fall? That's nothing.
Don't stay down. Get up before the
crowd walks all over you. Smile!
Laugh hard!

Now forward with your left foot.
That's It. Now your right foot. Fine!
Keep going!

Don't try to stand there. You'll
go .down again if you don't keep
moving. Come on! Walk! Pro-

gress!

You're tired? Already? Forget
it! The hill Is steep? Certainly It

is. It's full of rocks, loo. They

can't stop you. There's nothing to
them.

Adversity besets you? Of course it
does. Are you afraid of it? Come
out of your fear! Rise above your
(doubt!

Dominion is part of you. Get the
best of your cowardice.

A good Btrong "I will" Is all you

need to obliterate and eliminate tall
ure.

Get busy! Get busy now! Fight
your belief In adversity. Trouble
has no reality. If it did it would last
forever.

Reality can't be destroyed.
Reality annihilates trouble.
No lie can exist in the presence of

truth. No oliHtacle can militate
against the power with which you're
endowed.

Use that power! You can.
Freedom Is your birth-righ- t. Ac

cept your freedom. Loosen the shack
les that bind you.

Your only captivity Is your lack of
Your slavery exists

because you'ro afraid to use the
strength you've got.

You're afrald there's greater
strength elsewhere. Use your own.
Prove your mettle. You can. It's
In you.

Quit vour doubting. Don't stoop
to worry. Uso the energy that's
within you, crying to be applied to
some worthy purpose.

Don't try to hide it. You can't lie
to yourself forever. Admit your mis-

take. Correct It. Use it, grow,
develop.

The world needs you when you be-co-

a man. Get busy. Try it
again. You'ro game. You'ro com-
ing. Now for the home stretch.

"Laugh and the world laughs with
you" may bo true to a certain ex-

tent but the pessimist will roturn a
frown for every laugh you give blm.

Many a man who hands you good
advice dots not know it Is good or
he would have used it himself.

Those who pay as they go can
travel on rubber tires most of the
time. A
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THE tWIHTTOK'S RESOLUTION'.

(By Mary E. Sullivan, Maicola, Ore.)

The conductor passed through the
cars one day,

Trying to pass the timo away,

And as ho passed along the aisle
A sweet face met him with a smile.
At first he glanced in a careless way,
For such things happened every day.
But something which he could not

explain
Caused Mm to wish to look again,
Her chesk took on a deeper hue,
And be gazed in her ev3 of blue,
His heart seemed to beat in a hurried

way,

And he thought for a moment of
what he could say

;To engage in conversation In a proper
way;

But instead he passed to the smoker
for a while.

ftlll he was haunted by her smile
Haunted by a vision that filled his

brain,
And he longed to go back and view It

again,
To look In those even of azure blue,
To see those lips of cherry hue,
The rounded cheek with dimple

sweet,

i ne aainiy nanns ann nine leei.
But, hardening his heart In a con- -

ductor-lik- e way,
Up rnnrln fieri that In tho nmnVnr ho

would stay.

nut now they arc nearing the station
of Airs,

Of course It was his duty to collect,
the fares.

So with assumed dignity and a deep-

ened frown
He took up the fares and chalked

them down,
And had quite forgotten the pretty

lass
Until a sweet voice accosted him as

he passed,
"Excuse me. conductor, how far is it

to Dash?"
And he hent down low and stroked

his mustache.
"The second station, Miss. Do you

get off thore?
You remind me of some I have met

before;
Not that I have met, but that I have

longed to meet,"
Whispered the con in tones moet

sweet.
"Thanks," said the maiden, and

raised her eyes,
Blue as the far off Italian skies.
The con quite forgot his task,
His wife at home, his hidden flask,
As he took the seat across the alae,
Bewildered by hor ardent smile.
Who would blame him as he sat

there,
To forget tho two men riding on one

fare?
The chock in the wrong hat
Was a thing too small
To enter his whirling brain at all.
The con took from his pocket a paper

whlto,
And on his book began to write,
"Oh, sweetest of maidens, angel fair,
I love you madly. Can't we meet

somowhore?
Meet me, oh darling, is my maddening

wish,
For 1 love none but you. W. L. Fish."
"Danh!" shouted the brakie in a with

ering tono.
No time for her to answer, and the

con is left alone
Alone for all else but her beside,
Seemed but a desert vast and wide.
As the maiden rode to her home that

night
She took from her pocket the paper

white
And read the words, but with great

surprise
Deamlng from her long-lashe- azure

eyes.
A different writing on the reversed

side
Caused her to open them strangely

wide.
It read as follows, or in some such

way:
"W. L. Fish: Oh, husband dear,
I wish you a happy New Year,
Be sure to bring the baby's new

shoes,
And oh, darling, can you guess the

news?
He's got a tooth on the lower side.
That you would come home is my

earnest wish.
Your loving wifo, Dolla O. Fish."
She folded tho paper and laid It away,
And when her husband in a future

day
Wanted to take a trip on the train,
She took it out and folded it again.
This timo it was the other side out,
And when the con came around with

a pout,

"Tickets here, tickets, sir, please,"
A paper was handed that causod him

to cease. !When he came to the signature,
"Delia G. Fish,"

He punched it and said, "Ride as far
as you wish,

And here is the price of your dining
car.'

And he went to the smoker to enjoy
a cigar

And to Tesolvo on one thing,
If It splits the earth, IIn the future to give all the ladies

wide, wide berth.

Heard and Overheard

(By Lynn D. Mowat.)

Sad Tale of a Man Who Died a
Cheese Hero.

There was a man about the town, as
dapper as you please.

Who mada a lot of money selling vari
ous Kinds of cheese

He'd peddle cheese from house to
house and carve It by tho pound.

And w omen used to worry when he
didn't drop around.

At home he kept a lot of holes to
driv into the cheese,

And he would shoot them into it with
polished grace end ease.

One day be took a bunch of holes, the
which were o'vergrown.

And trk.d to drive thorn in tho cheese
by pounding with a stone.

It was a damp and gloomy day; the
holes were oversize.

And so ihey slipped, or something,
and the chase flew in his eyes.

Now blind-i- for a moment, he began
to wildly drive,

But he missad the clncse entirely,
and so he took a dive

And fell headlong into tho vat that
hell the unused holes.

, nd dId of strangulation where the
broad Paeiflc flowg

No more will housewives welcome
him with cheery smile and
wh??ze;

No morn will he en nrr1rlllne' nut Ma

varin, ki, nf r.w
But on the spot where ho expired

they sat upon his case
And built a monument to him within

that holi-- place!
L03 Angeles Examiner.

The Seven Lies.
The Popular Magazine prints an

anonymous poem. "The Seven Lies of
Man," somewhat as follows:

Behold he seven lies of man,
And tell his age by that;

As soon os he can lisp, he says:
"It mutht have been the cat!"

Next, whun the baseball team begins
To mike its thrilling score,

His well-love- d grandmama falls dead
A dozen times or more.

Third, like a furnace does be sigh;
Of course, we know the gist.

He tells the maiden fair sho is
The flrxt he ever kissed.

Fourth age, ho comes home in the
morn,

And gladness fills his cup
The good Samaritan has been

With sick friends sitting up.

Fifth, to the nurs'ry he repairs,
His heir to interview,

And says: "My son" kerswat! ker-swls-

"This hurts me more than you!"
He next has leisure on his hands,

And fills a can with bait;
He hooks a minnow, then he swears

Ten pounds to be its weight.
Last age, when lean and slippered

grown,
He finds his greatest joy

In telling what perfection ruled
The days he was a boy.

Popular Magazine.

The Seven Lien of Woman.

Man is not alone in deceit. We
will rush to his defense:
The seven lies of woman, too,

Denote their age, we think,
Beginning with, "It wath not me,

But bruther, spilt tho ink."
Next at the age of pigtails stiff

And small lads pulling hair,
"I'll never speak to you again,

I cross my heart, so there!"
Thirjd, at the age of many beaus,

And one boy in particular,
To whom she's lost her heart, she

says:
"I will not let you kiss me, sir."

Fourth age, when hubby dear is
asked

For cash for fashion's latest shout.
She weeps, "I've not a thing to wear,

ASHLAND f
I

Creamery
manufacturers of

Butter and Ice Cream

When Buying Batter Ask

lor Ashland Creamery

Batter

Phone 24 D.Perozl, Mgr. J
mi ii

Arc You Going to

CHICAGO
Buy your tickets via San Francisco

Quick Time
Warmer Route

Hore Daily Trains
Liberal Stopovers

Three Daily Trains from Ashland to
SAN FRANCISCO

Shasta Limited (Extra Fare) 4 00 a.m.
California Express 11.45 p.m.
San Francisco Express 10 00 a.m.

connecting with

Four Daily Trains
Odgen Route

Overland Limited (Extra Fare) 4:00 p.m.
Pacific Limited 10:20 a.m.
San Francisco Limited 1:40 p.m.
Atlantic Express 6:40 p.m.

Ask local agent or write

John M. Scott, General rassengcr Agent
Portland

Southern Pacilic Union Pacific

My last year's gowns are all worn

out."
Next at the ago when through the

nights
Dad paced the floor, she lies

To visitors and sweetly states,
"Our baby rarely cries."

And worst of all, when women's
clubs

Demand her close attention,
And gossips sip a cup of tea,
And (th?se we dare not mention).
Last, when granddaughter's growing

up
And in the merry whirl,

She says: "Young girls were not so i

gay
When grandma was a girl."

Somebody told us a deucedly funny
story the other day. But we can't
remember who It was. It was some-

thing about a member of the school
board who was examining the school
and asked tho question, "Which is
most valuable, the sun or the moon?"
or something like that. Then a little
boy frantically waved his hand, and
when called upon emphatically stated
that the moon was the most valuable.
The school board member surprlsedly .

asked. "Why?" and the boy brought
down tho house with the answer:
"The moon is most valuable because ;

it shines at night when is dark and
we need the light most." Or some- -

thing like that But blamed if we
can remember who it was that told

ur juu miw u ne.u, wou
t.ry to tell it.

CHEERFULNESS.

We should always find something
to do to scatter sunshine where it Is

gloomy. A smile, a pleasant word or
a hearty greeting will brighten the
pathway of others and bring joy to
yourself.

It is our duty to be cheerful, lest
we rob others of their pleasures. Our
greatest happiness comes from mak-

ing others happy. Thero is nothing
gained from bolng other than cheer-

ful ,and we owo It to the world, be-

sides there is much pleasure in cheer-
fulness.

Opportunity what most men miss.

Adversity the acid test that tests
the gold of resolution.
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MORRIS BROS., Props.

Used Cars for Sale i
Automobile Supplies and

Repairs

Michelin, Goodrich

and Fisk Tires

in Stock

Other Makes on
Short Notice

Phone 152 Park Ave J
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NEAREST TO EVERYTHING.

1oteI
Manx

San Francisco
'PowellSLalOhmi?

Oregonians Head-

quarters"Meet me at w hile in
the Manx''. w San Francisco

moderate rates
Running diilllled pi Management

ol Cheater
ice water in every N W. Keller
room. Special atten . J
Hon given to tadiel
(raveling unescoN
ted. A la carte
dining room.

UNITY GOOD WORDS CLUB.

(From Weekly Unity, published at
Kansas City, Mo.)

Thero Is a beauty of language, just
as thero is a beauty of face. There
is a harmonv of words. 1unt as thnrn

a hamony of Bky ftnd
folage and crysta, watcr8 Ther u

;a decacy of 8pecch m M there
ja deHcacy of Unt , th ma8t Iec
of ,Q 6nlmmer of , Q&
the dewdrop ,n the
peta, o( (he woodlana flower

Nature ,g beauUfu, beca08e natMi
the robe of God W0Ten ,

of ,,, everla8ting Wor(j
The beautiful word is the picture

of the beautiful bouI. Kind words,
firm words, tonder words, rlghteou
words, loving words draw on thee
elements of God, bringing them to
bloom in human llfo, like the wick
draws tho oil and produces light,

Place the word Beautiful in th
background of the mind, and It will
color all the language of life.

Beautiful words actually mak
beautiful faces, beautiful manners,
beautiful souls. I. O. S.

Never despair many a game I

won in the ninth inning.

PLUMBING Instnlled or repaired
also general repairing. Prices rea-
sonable.
GEO. L. CAREY, 462 Allison

Phone 314-- J

1 " f 1 1 1 1 1 1 tttl t DIM I II f
TX7I . . t rmensanoes?M

Mast WeaJ

Your shoe money

spent for GOOD

Shoes will last
longer.

Briggs&EImore I
11 East Main Street

la

TRADE AT HOME!
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