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A Telephone Operator’s Tonsils

NSILITIS is no illness for a telephone operator. Other
aches and pains may be suffered without interference
with the rites and ceremonies of the office, pluggui‘g in and
saying sweetly “Number please™; “Line is busy"; _Mr._Aq-
ams w.h.” (Just what dees “w.h.” mean?) Chillblains, indi-
axestion, even a headache if not splitting will not bother the
dutiful telephone girl in the performance of her routine.
It is all right for a telephone operator to have halitosis, but

tonsilitis,—that really gets her down. _

But tonsilitis, that gets 'em. Instead of the sweet chirrup,
“Number, please” there may be a throaty squawk. Those
voices at central which drip honey become screechy or flat
when the tonsils are inflamed and the dreaded white p_atches
back there bespeak an infection. An hour or two of it, apd
the operator’s voice is clear gone; all she has left are whis-
pers and they do not work well with farmers, nervous law-
yers, office girls, housewives and others whose eonstant use
of the telephone gives occupation to so many telephone
centrals.

So it is that when the efficient and esteemed operator
at the Stayton exchange suffered long emough with tonsil
trouble she did just what hundreds of others have done,
she went to the hospital and had the offending bits of flesh
extracted. Whereupon each user of the telephone noted a
strange voice answering back, and soon learned that their
dependable Mrs. Hattie Ficklin was taking an enfort:,ed rest
in the hospital while she recovered from the doctor’s lane-
ing in her throat. And that prompted our c.om?e‘tent Stay-
ton correspondent to make note of Mrs. Ficklin’s malaise,
and give her a typographical bouquet that should indeed
please her as she tries hard to swallow a drink of water or
hears some heartless one suggest that she eat toast for
breakfast. For our correspondent says that hundreds of
those who know her voice only as it comes over the wire,
know her as “an acommodating, efficient and obliging oper-
ator, who is pleased to give to the company and its patrons
a friendly service, born of her friendly personality and de-
gire to be of service”. That we are sure is a tribute any
“hello girl” should prize.

Dials give us only a burrrr sound, not unp]easant, but
mechanical. The dials never get tonsilitis that is true, and
we still have human voices that come from the long distance
boards, but as the Stavton correspondent goes on to com-

ment: .
“In small towns, ‘operator’ becomes something more
than a tlicking masterpieca of mechanlcal genius, or num':
ber, please’ which may come from one of many voices.

So we hope the Stayton operator recovers fully, that the
dector didn’t leave part of a tonsil to harbor germs of ton-
silitis in the future, and that the Stayton telephone su‘p—
seribers will give Mrs, Ficklin a cordial greeting whel}’ in
a few days thev hear again her kindly “Number, please”.

Lighted Schoolhouses

RIVING home from Eugene Friday evening we noticed

at nearly every community from Santa Clara to Sunny-
side, some community gathering. Usually it was the school-
house. The first indication of a crowd was the sight of
numerous motor cars lining the highway. Then one saw
the illuminated hall or schoolhouse filled with people. It
was Friday night, and Friday night in most places means

Some were no doubt basketball games where teams of
rival communities battled for a victory. Some may have been
community or school programs attracting parents and
friends of the school. Whatever the occasion the people were
there mingling in true American fashion, with a common
interest.

It is a mistake to think that social life i3 largely center.ed
in cities. On the contrary the city may have little social
activity. Small groups may be active, but the larger groups
inactive. In smaller communities however the attendance at
affairs is nearly 1007.

Our community life must be maintained. These general
gatherings in schoolhouses or halls provide needed social
contracts, are wholesome, stimulating and uplifting. They
combine entertainment and instruction, and encourage folk
to keep up their individual, family and community re-
sponsibilities. - ) _

Lighted schoolhouses and community halls on Friday
nights are a sign of real community life which is one of
tha foundations of progressive Ame_r_ican life.

Something New Under the Sun
NE always learns something at the conference of news-
paper men held at the state university. This year we
learned a new wrinkle in pipes which a university prof. has
invented. Varsity profs. affect pipes, it should be stated.
Whether that is to give them a greater professorial look
or whether it actually stimulates cerebral activity we will
not say. But the idea of this chem. prof. was to filter the
smoke as it is drawn up the stem, so it would be a dry,
tasteless smoke. After considerable experiment he hit upon
cutting a cigarette in two, inserting the half in his pipe
stem. The tobacco acts as the filter, and when it has done
its duty and absorbed the moisture, et al. that heretofore
have been going into the smoker's mouth, it is replaced
with a fresh half a cigarette.
Dean Allen was using one, and the aluminum splice in
his pipe stem attracted attention, whereupon he told the
story. The inventive prof. has patented his gadget, instead
of dedicating it to the public like the Babcock milk tester,
Perbaps it will be on the market soon. Anyway it should
call for a bigger appropriation for research at the university.
So that is one thing we learned at the press conference,
is worth while, especially since we do not smoke a
pipe. The other thing was that Eugene would like to see
Frank Jepkins on the highway board.

What a pair of empty echoes the twe highway commissioners,
orth and Hanley, appear to be, Whea Commissioner Spaulding
what now seem to have been very modest demands for reduc-
B8 In overhead costs, in the highway department, the majority
Tre to acquiesce, encouraged their friends to get the

ty Bpaulding off the commission because it was disturbing
*Sarmony”. Finally they ordered a ten per cent cut for the period of
fow months. Now when the governor urges using the broadaxe
Messers. Alnsworth and Hanley immediately fall in line and order
THIRTY per cont in the administrative costs. The

it
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Lay Sermon

“DUAL CONTROIL™
““The virtas of ™
ty

ance. The virtus of
tode."'—Francis Bacon,

That sounds just like one of Ba-
con's aphorisms. It i1s meaty. It
has the balance of a couplet. The
antithesis jabs one into mental
alertness.

There is a stole cast to this ut-
terance of Bacon. It bespeaks
grimness even in affluence, and
stole indifference in the midst of
ruin. What, one may think, is one
to get out of life, i{f he must be
cautions when he has abundance?
Recall the silk shirt period of the
world war, when shipyards and

Is forsi-

munitions workers blossomed
forth In sllk shirts? How they
were derid a fow years later

when the bubble burst and the
war workers were unsmployed.
Why didn't they save their
money, it was asked.

But in the ensulng period of
plenty, men wore not only slik
shirts but eilk undershirts; not
silk exactly, but rayon which is a
close imitation. Girls and wemen
passed to the silk age, too. You
do not see cotton hoslery now,
The girls cling to silk even when
it runs.

Stoic and eplcurean, mever the
twalm.shall meeot. ““Carpe dfem,”
enjoy the day. Eat, drink and be
merry for tomorrow we die. There
was the orgy of spending in Qer-
many when the mark was sinking
in value. Spend, becauses tomor-
row the currency would have less
value, That {s the eplcurian idea.
Contrast that with the counssl
of thrift, of frugality, of conserv-
ing resources, of “getting ahead.”
‘As Bacon sald, be temperats In
time of prosperity. It takes prob-
ably as much courage to be tem-
perate In good times as to be
brave in spending in bad times.
The stoics of course are the
ones who get the money. What
the eplcureans spend, the stoics
get. Some waste, others accumu-
late. The grimmest irony of all
however is when ths ones who
have been most frugal suddenly
find their savings to vanish. Then
they wonder if they have not been
fooled, or rather if they had mot
fooled themselves in putting too
much security on thelr savings.
The true philosophy of the stole
however is not stinginess, but a
sense of proportion. To him
there are other considerations
than the accumulation of things
which money may buy. He looks
through and behind the sllk shirts
and the upholstered furniture to
the more permanent realities. He
practices temperance in prosper-
ity, not for fear of future lack,
but becauze he sees no reason to
be extravagant. He practices for-
titude In adversity becauss his
range of view is longer and he
can see farther ahead to a period
of restored stability and abun-
dance.

The new automobiles give us
what is called dual control. Old
Francls Bacon suggestad an excel-
lent **dual control" which is as
practical now as when first pro-
posed, many centuries ago.

| Daily Thought

10 war."”
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TWO-TONED BAGS
PARIS.—(AP)—New handbags
Pare designed in two tones, reflect-
ing the dual colors of winter em-
sembles.
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Tuesday: “Cooking Eggs by Whirling Them”

Most Trousers Wear QOut First
In Seat; Very Few at the Knees

By D. H. Talmadge, Sage of Salem

Sure, Indulge yourself in a
grouch If you feal that way. One
kind of weather long continued
becomes powerful monotonous.

We do someone a favor,
what is so {ntended, now and
then, and because that someons
falls to make a to do about it we
think him ungrateful and say so
in various places. And we may be
entirely wrong. He may be so
gratefwl that he is utterly speech-
less. And, anyhow, something fis
wrong with the favor that is done
for the sole sake of the acknow-
ledgment.

Thers may be, I think, such a
thing as too much acknowledge-
ment., After a persomn has said
“thanks” every five minutes for
an hour the sweet little word
ceases to have much meaning.

So far as 1 know, there is no
such word as jiggery, but that is
the way a fellow feels when he is
routed out in the mrddle of a cold
night by a fire alarm from down-
atairs,

Sometimes we geot more thaa
we are entitlad to and sometinfes
we get less and sometimes we get
neither more nor less and are nev-
er perfectly satisfled with it, and
that's the way life goes.

No, nons of us is getting old,
but it requires a heap more time
for some of us to get our feet
warm than it used to requlre.

After one has been to the halr-
dresser's and to a talkie and still
feels depressed in spirit, what can

Daily Health Talks

By ROYAL S. COPELAND, M. D.

or |

N their eating habits the old
I New Englanders were very

wise men. When meal time
came they knew what to do. Per-
haps they did not know the exact
reason for tak-
ing this or that
food, but their
good common
sense rarely
failed.

Even today
one finds that a
at man
ew Englanc{-
ers live up to
the rule of their
forefathers:
“Food is gold in
th e moming, -

silver at noon,

and lead at Dr.Copeland
night.” At the first meal of the
day heaping dishes of fish, meat,
potatoes, eggs, pie and bread are
served; at noon less is served,
whﬂol the night meal is rather

i

hat could be better than a hot,
wholesome mea! in the morning?
The human body is relaxed after
several hours of sleep, the organs
are functioning at minimum spead
and the temperature of the body s
considerably lowered. Thers must
be a stimulus te rouse the body to
action. Hot food not only raises the
temperature to almost running
speed, but it gives the dlzestive or-
Eans something upon which to work.

l It a person s consistsnt about
eating a good breakfast he will not
suffer from lowered resistance. Lack

of breakfast results, in the early
riser, certainly, In quite a tax upon
the reserve forces ; the body. Con-
tinual taxation eventually uses
all the reserve, and when that
gone the power te throw off colds
and disease is greatly lessened.

It really is a pity that modern life,
particularly In the cities, has made
the midnight supper a populir meal.
I am sure this is a mistake. It may
be very well on an occasion to take
& chance on such a meal but not
habitually, In many instances, the
sleep Is Interfered with and the er-
pans of digestion are not given thelr
fair share of the rest and recupera-
tion which comes with sleep.

If one does eat a hearty msal late
at night, there is not that eagerness
for food which should be the case at
breakfast time. A good meal in the
morning is in every sense the foun-
dation of the day's work. Buch a
meal will “stick to the ribs™ long
snough so that the midday meal
will not be an enormous one, If the
midday meal i too big, It means
slespiness and unwillingness to work
in the afterncon.

There can bes no doubt that the
individual element enters !nts the
matter of eating. In most instances,
however, this is largely a matter of
habit,

If we teach children the Imper-
tance of an unhurried and substan-
tial meal in the morning, it will re-
sult in an eating practice which will
bs continued through life. Health
and resistance to disease will be
promoted by this habit,

| Answers to Ilealth Queries |

Florenca ®. Q—What do you ad-
;'190 for callouses on the soles of the
eeL?

A.—Send self pddressed stampad
envelope for full particulars and pe-
Ppeal your guestion.

L L]
Mrs. M. B Q—What causes a

prominent Adam’s le In & wo-
@man's neck? -

A.—This may bes dus ta goiter.
Consult your doctor for examination
and treatment.

. o 8

Shorty. Q.—What can 1 do to
increase my height? 1 am going to
take a civil service examination and
have to be about 6 ft. § In. tall to
pasa. ] am just alittls over 18 years
of age,

—

A.~You will continus to grow
until you are twenty-one. It is al-
most impossible to add to the height
after this age, at Jeast to any sp-

| preciable extent. Joln a gymnasium
far some all round systematic ex-
ercisa.

" e @

Miss 8. N. 8 Q—Would chronle
appendicitis, Indigestion and gases
tend to make the stomach protrude?
Would kidney trouble be apt te
cause a simllar condition?

A.—Tes, dus to the gases. Correct
the diet and make sure that the
bowels are functioning properly. For
full particulars send a sel? addressed,
stamped envelope and repeat your
question. It may under certain eir-
cumstances but this is not usual,

. & »
F. L. Q—Would plucking the
eyshrows increase the texturs er
leave biemishes of any kind*

A —Not it properly done by an
expert who unders this particu-
lar kind of work.

Coprright 1971, Klag Peturss Sysdisate, Daa,

ditto marks,

a grand ball is to be held at the

that Spaulding will have to go..the new sannouncement

£o set the stage scemery for his exit. The twe who are

U

way to stop thia Monkey

expected to remain will doubtiess feel gquite as herolc as a pair of

e
Under the auspices of the Washington bl-centennial commission

Mayflower hotel in Washington on

|
|

February 22and, to be attended by descendants of Colonial familles
who will impersonate their owa ancestiors. There ought to be some

D. H. TALMADGR

one do? Nothing, ehild, nothing.
Lis down and let the black watars
roll over thee.

There was a day when certain
of us loved the beautiful saow,
aeven as the children of men and
the children of dogs love it now,
but, alas, that love is dead. A dear
dead love! I am tempted to be-
lilevé the snows of once upon a

time to have been warmer than
the snows of now.

Goosepimples, prevaillng mild-
ly at this time, will give way pres-
ently to prickly heat in a mild
form. Welcome the coming, speed
the parting guest!

It is hardly worth the while
trying to drive a nail with the
fire shovel. It Is better to make
an extra special effort and take
the long wearlsome trek to the
woodshed and get the hammer.

Eve, the common mother of us,
ate an apple—probably a gresen
apple with a worm {n it, which s
why, perhaps, we are—well, such
a swall lot of folks,

Walking in the streets when
the night is wet and the pavement
& patchwork of lights and sha-
dows and Intermediates it is my
way at times to choose a nice dry
spot upon which to place a foot
and to find the spot covered with
several inches of wet cold water.
Otherwise, I have no specifiec tault

to find at present with bifoecal
glasses,

Observe the difference Im men:
Hal Patton announces his birth-
day and 650 people turn out to
congratulate him. One of the oth-
ers of us announces a birthday
and somebody grunts “Hmph,”
real congratulatory like that, and
that's all there is to it.

sympathy—and perhaps is sym-
pathy—the sllver link, the silken
tie or whatever the poet called it
—frequently goes wrong, howso-
aver good its intentions may be. It
is the case at times, I have ob-
served, that the Individuals most
deserving of sympathy get little |
or none of it. Their own fault,
perhaps, or misfortune. They are
ill, but have a healthful appear-
ance (except possibly, to the eves
of an understanding physician).
or they have a pride that prevents
them from asking in times of
trouble for that which they crive
more tham anything else in the

world. Nor {s it invariably pride;
it may be a desire to save others
from the burden of cares not their
own. Fine characters, but lonely
apd a bit pitiful. I don't say |
can always pick 'em out. I can't.
But I've known a few of 'em.

Note the trousers at a rum-
mage sale. One or two pairs worn
at the knees. A dozen or more
pairs showing the unmistakable
effects of long continued and ard-
uous sitting,

I love to talk with a boy—an
ordinary boy, tem year old or
thereabouts. He knowsgomething
of pretty much everything, such a
boy, and is charmingly natural
and unaffected. And so clear in
his meanings! “Do you ever see
Mr. Blank when you are at the

By TOM
~GILL

i
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CHAPTER XXXIX

He hurried into Bob's room. The
girl was still sitting by the bed. As
he entered she smiled, the happiest
smile he had yet seen on her white
face.

“He woke up once and koew me,
{ leaned over and kissed him and he
fell asleep again. He's been sleeping
ever since. | haven't dared stir. And
I'm too stiff to move.”

Ted put his arms about her and
raised her, “It's bed for you, little
girl,” he said, and obediently she left
him.

Remembering Price’s words, Ted
poured a few drops of brandy be-
tween the man's lips. His face was
cooler, The deathly pallor had gone.
For a time Ted waited, then walked
to the window. At last, conscious of
eyes upon him, he turned toward the
bed, and with a wild thrill of joy,
found the gray eyes of Dom Bob
open and the lips faintly smiling.

“Thank Godl”™ The words burst
from him,

Bob moistened his lips. “Some-
thing tells me,” he said in a weak
whisper, “you’'ve been feeding the
patient brandy.” He motioned the
boy mearer. “Did anyone sce us that
night ?”

“Not one.”

*“Good.”

“But you're not to talk,™ Ted
warned.

“Oh, the devil I'm not.™ And a
moment later Bob had fallen asleep.
But it was not until two days after-
ward that Price pronounced Bob out
of danger.

“And it's only because of those
two kids,” the gruff old fellow had
told him, “that your homely, grin-
ning seclf is still with us™

For a time the doctor hesitated,
then blurted out at last, “Give it up,
Bob. You can't buck all the powers
of northern Mexico. As for Morales,
the man has a crack in his brain that
will’never let him change.™

Weakly, Bob smiled up, but the
old, unquenchable fire glowed in his
gray eyes. . "I couldn't give it up—
I wouldn't know how to give it up.
These people out there are looking
to me to save them—to make free
men of them. When I've done that,
I'll give it up—not before.”

Price nodded. “You know what [
think, I think you're ome of destiny’s
pawns, I think both you and Morales
stand for forces in the world that
must always be at war. The forces
of despotism and freedom. And you
can't help being enemies any more
than a rattler and a bull snake. Well,
I suppose my job is to nurse you
back into shape until you can get
hell shot out of you again. Mean-
while, I'm telling everyone that

-l

you're enjoying a strained back. See
you tomorrow.”

That night and each following
night a rider came to Bob's window
and sat there silently in the starlight
until Ted came outside. Always the
same grizzled Mexican, and always
he asked the same question.

“El sefior?”

And each night Ted answered,
“Bueno,” wondering as the man rode
away by what tclepathy he had
known of Bob's danger.

So for a week Ted took full charge
on Bob's ranch, riding the range,
working out with the cowboys, herd-
ing the cattle on both sides of the
border line. One evening as he came
back dusty and tired, Bob looked up
at him with an affectionate smile,

“Remember I once told you I
needed you more than you did me?”
he asked. “Without you, old fellow,
I'd be lost in every way.”

And it was that same evening he
talked for the first time of the night
that for him had so nearly been the
end of all things.

It was 2a moment both had dreaded
and postponed. Yet both men knew
that the secret of El Coyote had to
be faced. Not for always could they
share such knowledge in silence, and
so, as Bob lay om his pillow that
night in carly spring, he considered
for a while how best to begin. They
were alone, for the girl had returned
to Mendoza's.

Bob asked for a cigarette, and
after a puff shook his head. “Tastes
just like an inner tube,” he com-
plained, and Ted faid it aside,

Bob watched the blue smoke curl
upward on the quiet air.

“l suppose,” he said at length,
“you'd like to know just what hap-
pened outside the major's tent that
memorable evening?” For a moment
he frowned in reminiscence, “A dev-
ilish close squeak. I'll never be 1
really successful bad man until I lose
all faith ia humans. Almost I have,
but mot quite—not enough. And it
may get mec.some time, That beast
Antonio was selling my life to
Blount. [ never suspected the fel-
low. Not once, I had saved his skin
only two ycars ago, with some little
danger and effortt He was very
grateful then, and he swore with
many fine Spanish oaths he would
serve me always. For two years he
did serve me And then"—Bob

came the old itch for gold. It was
too strong for that peon whose hide
[ had preserved. But let that go®
Bob's lips narrowed.

“When Blount told us the man's
name it gave me a hint as to the
direction Antonio might be coming
from. That, too, was a long chance,
It was an evening of long chances
Almost [ was too late, When [ went
outside I hurried toward the troope
ers’ line. In the darkness it was easy
to slip through, but it wasn't a mine
ute before I heard a horseman com-
ing from the south. I couldn't be
sure it was Antonio until he was
upon me. I think he recognized me
first. He must have been carrying
his revolver ready, in the saddle. At
any rate, he fired a second ahead of
me, and I dropped him from his
horse. Then I turned, ran back, and
sauntered into the major's tent with
a stinging pain in my side and a
curiosity as to how long I couM
stand.”

For a time they sat in silence, thea
at last Bob asked, “Was it a shock,
old fellow, when you learned I was
El Coyote:™

“I must have beea too busy think-
ing how to get you home—the rest
didn’t seem to make much difference.
And yet"—Ted hesitated—"now that
I do know, how did it all come
about?”

Bob's face, still gaunt and wasted,
turned toward the window. At
length, in that low, languid voice, he
began. “To tell how Don Bob be-
came El Coyote—1 wonder if I know
myself. It's all part of a tale that
goes to make up the strange thing
we call a man's life. And that tale,
no matter how hard we try, must
always remain a secret between our-
sclves and whatever God exists. I
think, Ted, some of us are bora reb-
els and some are made rebels by that
old stepmother Life. To me it may
have come in both those ways. But
always, from the very first, that old
stepmother has cuffed me about.
Well, it may have done ma good.
Certainly it made me take om a kind
of armor. It made me hard, toe.
Perhaps too hard And yet [ loved
life”

Outside the might wind rustied
among the tall encalyptuses. Flames
crackled im the fireplace across the
room. Bob's gray eyes had grownm
tender with the memories of days

stirred restlessly—“then, [ suppose,

is a zealous member of the Micky
Mouse club at the Elsinere the-
atre. “‘No,” replied the boy. “Mr.
Blank works in the room wheare
they push the buttons to make the
what-vyou-call-its, and we're not
allowed to go up there.”

I met a frog In West Salem this
woeek. He was In a puddle, his
eyes just above the surface of the
water. I sald “Good morning,
frog.”” He sald “Bunk!'" and dis-
appeared. Humans, as well as
frogs, have mornings when they
feel that way.

Much of that which is termed |

Yesterdays

e v+ Of Old Salem

Town Talks The States-
man of Days

January 24, 1907

Hon. Willlam Jennings Bryan,
recognized democratic leader and
most distingulshed eitizen in the
United States, last night held (n
the hollow of his hand the great
audience that packed the opera
house. Hundreds of others were
turned away.

BILVERTON — Local business
men have subscribed sufficient
funds for paying right-of-way
damages for the proposed rall-
road of the Silvertom lumber
company.

WASHINGTON — The senate
today accepted the proposition of
the house to increase the salaries
of senators, members and terri-
torial delegates
nually.

January 24, 1023

Mrs. Cora M. Kay of 8235 Court
street, Salem, and Mrs. Margaret
Wittschen of 1141 Court street,
have the honor of being the first
women in Marion eounty ever
drawn from a regular jury pansl
to serve om a jury.

Mrs. Helon Hamiiton Oardem-
er, civil service commissioner,
has obtained a ruling from Post-

ltheltro?" I inquired of a boy who | master-General Will H. Hays that

to $7600 an-|.

The low-ee-il:
Indian old people's home;
T NS
In 1862, Willlam H. Rector,

who had been appointed by Pres-
ident Lincoln as superintendent of
Indian affairs for Oregon, then an
important office, npamed T. W.
Davenport as agent of the Uma-
tilla rcsemtion...to f1ll & vacancy.
L]
Davenport had not solicited the
place, in fact did not know there
was & vacaney, until a messenger
arrived at his Waldo hills home
with the offer from Mr. Rector.
He asked for time for his answer,
saying It would depend upon his
wife. She was willing to go., and
they went. Mr. Rector was a lead-
ing SBalem citizen and city bullder;
was largely helpfnl in getting the
first woolen mill on the Pacific
coast bullt here, T. W. Davenport
was the father of Homer Daven-
port, great cartoonist. Mra. T. W.
Davenport
ter of Ralph C. Geer, an outstand-
ing piloneer, first nurseryman in
Oregon south of Milwaukie.
T

Some time later, T. W. Daven-
port wrote a series of articles un-
der the title, “Recollections of an
Indian Agent,” most of which
wers published in the 1907 num-
bers of the Oregon Historical so-
clety Quarterly. Every page bris-
tles with criticisma of the Indian
agency system as them carried om
—and al] of it is interesting, ina
style showing the gscholar and
philosopher. Telling of his at-
tempts to have proper farming
and gardening work carried om

at the Umatilla agency, in one
place he wrote:
a woman does not change her

status in the postoffice depart-
ment by becoming a4 bride.

Salem high school will grads-
ate the largest class im (tas his-
tory mnext Jume whea approxi-
mately 165 senlors will receive

their diplomas.

BITS for BREAKFAS

By R. J. HENDRICKS ——

and faces long past

Ta Be Continue®

“I visited a little patch of al-
luvial land, maybe an aore im ex-
tent, completely enclosed by »
natural hedge of willow, alder and
balm, matted together with briars
and underbrush, growing in =&
narrow channel, formed by over-
flow of the Umatilla river. In this
ssquestered spot, some half dozea
old, cast off women, called by the
Indians low-ee-1i, had pltched
their conical tents, constructed of
poles and whatever they could
get for covering—picces of raw-
hide with the hair on, fragmenta
of tent cloth thrown away by the
Indians or soldiers, old blanketsa,
shawls, or almost anything that
would contribute to shelter their
wrinkled skins and pinched bod-
iea,

b T T

“Let no one smiie, either
through pity or disdain, at such
appareéent want and evident {sola-

(Continued on paze 7)

New Views

Yesterday Statesman reporters
asked: "Do you think Governor
Meier should remove Senator
Charles Spanlding from the state
highway commission?™

was Florinda, daugh-'

Hugh McGilvra, Forest Grove
editor: "I hardly think such an
actiomn would be consisteant.”

W. H, Btevems, farmer: “No.
Spaulding won't go if the grang-
ers caam help 1t”,

A. BSlaughter, master Salem
grange: “"Ne",

Karl P. Mobley, painter: *I
do. 1 don't think he's qualitied.
He's certainly showan that bhe
fsa"t™,

Willlam F, Neptune, meat
dealer: *“I don't know a thing
abant it. T havea't studied up om
| it at all™.




