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Into the Misty Past

Hewing fhe book “The Strange Career of _Mr. Hoover
N—r%:iier %‘wo Flags", the pul;lication of wh':ch was rei
cently enjoined by a New York judge, the Capital Journad
asks “Why does not Mr. Hoover grosecute the authors an
~publishers for libel?”" if the book is not true. That quo}astwn
was quite well answered by Judge Cotillo, who issued the re-

ini r, when he said: .
Stralm‘l:l"rg;(:}r'gflu_\' snch material in publicity attacking a person’s
past life at a time when he is virtually powerless to defend hlm;
self is unfair, unsportsmanlike and not only se'r'ves no usefu
purpose but is dbtrimental to the public interest.

he president could as a matter of law bring a hbgl ac-
tion :Tbutpprobably considers it would demes_m t’r}e dignity of
his office to engage in an unseemly lawsuit w_xth these de-
faming unknowns. Certainly the chz_arges and innuendos of
the book seem utterly at variance with every known fact of

rer’ rsonal character.

Hm‘ﬁs;ugiﬂy if the charges contained in the l_Jook are_no
more pertinent than the portion which the Capital Journa!
reprints regarding the activity of the Oregon Land company
which operated in Salem they are of no consequence. Hoo-
ver's uncle, Dr. John Minthorn, was head of the company.
Hoover himself was just an office boy there, occasionally
driving the horse cars of the system which the land company
operated. In that capacity Hoover is hardly to be held respon-
sible for the roseate literature put out by the land company in
its selling activities. ) )
a %ThegC-J quotes a prospectus regarding Silver Falls City
and says it “cannot be located on any map but probably was
a dream project boom for Silver Falls.” Our contemporary
is in error for there is a Silver Falls City _w‘mc‘n still sh_ows
on the maps of Marion county. It still exists in fact, right
near the south falls, though its size is limited to a few
houses, a school, and a filling station. Nor are the facts false
as related in the prospectus: the climate is salubrious, the
mountain air is still pure, and the water still makes a plunge
of nearly 200 feet into an emerald pool belqw. In fact so
lovely and beautiful is this area that the state is now making
a state park out of it. ) )

We thought the democrats had enough campaign ma-
terial without going back to Hoover's boyhood to drag forth
episodes of doubtful truthfulness and no relation to his public
career.

Regulation and Courts

OMMISSIONER THOMAS announces he is asking con-
gress to do something to prevent lower federal coyg-ta
from upsetting the apple cart of state regulation of utility
rates. He would have congress take away from these courts
jurisdiction over state regulatory bodies. The commissioner
is a lawyer and an ex-judge and must know that congress
may not abrogate the constitution or the rights of individuals
or corporations under the constitution. It. l'pight do
something in the way of legislating as to jurisdiction of the
courts; but it could not bar utilities from access to the prop-
er federal courts for determination of their rights under the
federal constitution. )

Says Mr. Thomas: “State regulation is a farce if the
utilities"desire to make it so”. If regulation is chiefly polit-
ical it is a farce already.

‘ The question of utility regulation is one of the most vex-
ing and complex problems confronting the public. The com-
missioner is right in pointing out abuses of their legal priv-
ileges by utility interests which have hidden behind federal
courts. The federal courts have had a tendency to be reac-
tionary. On the other hand state regulatory bodies have often
erred the other way, have been swayed by passion and polit-
ical prejudice and sometimes made palpably erroneous de-
cisions against the utilities.

It is difficult to see just what the solution will be; but
as the practice of regulation becomes more clearly defined
and court decisions establish the limitations of regulation it
may be possible to make state regulation really effective
without blighting the utility. There is one factor which may
not be overlooked, which will probably serve increasingly as
a restraint upon rapacity of utility enterprise, and that is the
fear of municipal ownership. That threat may be a real brake
on the ruthlessness of utility management.

The New Cars

EARLY all the autgmobile lines are out with their new

1932 models, all except Ford who is said to be planning
some real surprises to the motoring world. Car makers have
shown a bold front in the face of a depression which threw
car sales back to the levels of seven years ago.”

The new cars are not just new colors and new designs
of the body. They have real mechanical changes which make
cars of 1930 and earlier look out of date. Free wheeling, si-
lent transmission, floating power are among the improve-
ments announced by various companies. And the prices are
put at tempting levels. Plainly the car manufacturers are
making a bid for 1932 business with determination to show
gains over the reduced volume of 1931.

Cars are wearing out, some three million a vear. Re-
placement alone will require more cars than were made last
year. There soon comes a time when drivers will turn in
their old cars rather than go to the expense of an overhaul;
::g there should be many hundred thousand in that class

year,

- One used to hear predictions that the auto industry
would eome to ruin. While they had a poor year last year, the
auto makers are probably in the best shape of any major in-
dustry; and they are all geared to go on better production
schedules than last year. This depression differs from 1921.
Then it was freely said that the cause of our trouble was
sending so much money back to Detroit for cars. Now one
never hears this complaint.

~ The motor industry isn’t done for ; it will be among the
first to come back, and at present it looks as though 1932
would see the industry make definite progress toward re-

-while he Is in Salem Acting Governor Marks will in-

carcerate that picturs of himself the Oregonien used last Sunday.

It was worse than Quincy Seott's cartoon of our managing ed.
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Letters from
Statesman Readers
Editor)—I was interested in your
editorial “Mountain Whites.”"
I've lived among these people off
and on for the Iast 30 years. I
object when the women are called
lazy, Indifferent may be better,
but I prefer the term “unawaken-

ed.”

After rveading the article, 1
ironed, and my thoughts roamed.
I remember 25 years ago, hearing
my mother say, “Horses are good
enough for me. They get me where
I want to go aund plenty fast
enough.”

Time flowed on as it is wont to
do. We lived in the foothills in
sight of the Pacific highway-to-
be. "Twas then a dirty, dusty road
in summer and a miry road in
winter. We watched that road
grow to a wide, paved thorough-
fare, Progress everywhere and we
lived in lts swirl, Needless to say
we bought autos and the buggy
was hidden behind a seeder, rake,
harrow and hay tedder.

Then I thought: Supposé our
family had migrated deep into
the hills after Mother's statement,
Would we have grown mentally?
Would we have advanced in any
way?

Several hundred years ago the
ancestors of the “mounntain
whites” entered the remote val-
leys for one cause or another.
They entered &t a time when fresh
alr in homes in winter was not to
be thought of. It is not so many
years ago that bathing was looked
upon with horror. Our present
civilization has come upon us with
leaps and bounds, I wonder just
how many bathtubs were owned
in the United States one hundred
years ago?

8o, out of the reach of the swirl
of the engulfing growth of the
last 50 years, thess people have
lived with their traditions and uan-
changing environment,

I taught omne term of school
among them. One family I re-
member had three boys in school.
I honestly do not believe those
boys had a bath from the time
they stopped swimming in the fall
until spring. Thelr overalls I know
wera not washed till they fell
rags from their bodies in tfHe
spring. 1 never was in the home;
but I learned that the woman was
a sickly, puny thing and the little
girl at home was also sickly and
puny. She hadn’'t beerxr a mlile
from her homé simce her mar-
rigxe.

He did all the buying and
brought things home., She ‘was
content, as it was the omly life
she knew and her mother and
grandmother had lived {in the
same manner before her.

One man passed the remark in
my hearing, ‘"It isn't good for
women to go anyplace. They get
queer notions, Now look at Zeb's
wife, She went to town one day
and saw other women picking out
dress goods and now he has to
let her have a dollar so she can
buy her own calicoes.”

All women aren't like Zeb's
wife and so they live unawakened.
Then the term laxy came to
mind again. With {t came chil-
dren. Birth-control is unknown in
the mountains. Famliles of 14 and
20 with often mo attention are the
rule. One woman told me she gave
birth to 14 children back in Vir-
ginia and never “heard tell” of a
“doctor-man” till she moved to
the west, q

There were 21 children in one
family near where [ tanght but
later 1 saw larger ones, Twenty-
eight children was the largest
I knew personally, There were two
mothers in both families.

Mothers worn out with child-
bearing, dying and giving place to
another girl to be worn out in like
manner. Women up, oftentimes,
and dragging around teo get a
meal for their menfolks, a few
hours after the baby was born.
Lazy? No! Unawakened.

But the situation must be han-
dled carefully. The man will see
his post of “lord and master”
usurped and may do as one did.
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Tomorrow: “You Give off Invisible Rays!”

PB]TS for BREAKFAST

—By R. J. HENDRICKS -

Across the plains in '43;
= %

The shortest story the Bits man
has found of a covered wagom
journey in pioneer days was told
in the March, 19068, numbar of
the Oregom Historical' soclety
Quarterly by Samuel Penter, who
was a member of the first large
immigration coming all the way
with wagons—in the Applezate
train. It follows:

= %%

“lI wish to state concerning
some of the past. In 1813 my fa-
thegpwas drafted to fight the Eng-
lish. In 1814 I was born on Reed’s
creek in Blount county, east Ten-
nessee. I knew but little of Ten-
nessed. In 1820 we moved to Ark-
ansas. Now, concerning the trip:
my father, grandfather, R. Bates,
and Willlam Tait bought a keel
boat at Henry's Mill on Little riv-
er in which we shipped for Ark-
ansas. Very little was known
about the navigation by any of
the company. We started from
Henry's Mill on Little river in the
spring; we voyaged down Little
river to Tennessee river.

T

“Thers we stopped at the Mus-
sel shoals. (Present famous Mus-
cle shoals; Penter was a bhetter
speller than the stenographer who
made the mistake and thus
changed the official name.) My
father made a fine canoe: it was
stolen that night from ths boat.
We voyaged down the Tennessee
river to the Ohio river and to the
Mississippi river and stopped at
Memphis at the mouth of the
Wolf river. We stayed there three

He picked up a few belongings
and his family, moved six mliles
back inte the woods from aany
neighbor and left word at the
store, “I'll run my own house and
no one shall tell me whether my
children shall or shall not go to
school, Why, first thing my kids
will think they know more Chan
their dad and then what wiil hap-
pen! (This was given in the na-
tive accents.)

They &re very sensitive, qulck-
tempered and ready to fight at the
drop of a hat, Patience and tact
fn huge quantities gre needed.
Large hearted, broad minded,
sympathetic workers who have
studied tha situation carefully will
be the only ones who will make a
guccess in bringing enlightenment
to thesa peoples,

A READER.

Daily Health Talks

By ROYAL S. COPELAND, M. D.

YPHOID FEVER is a disease

EEERfETES,
E?giigwgig
: 1

fourth week, ia a favorable case.

Then the patient begins to struggle

back to health,

typhold bacillus attacks tke

glands of the intestine. First they
{inflammation

A.—~Eat plenty of

a misnomer.

food, mctumngt{um

g00d nurishing { water between
and eggs. Get ol as a general tonic,

i over fatigue,
bowels ellminate properly and drink
mesls. Take cod liver

/

weeks while my father and uncle
went across to see the country.
In the meantims a negro caught a
large catfish, He tried to sell it
but its belly was so large every-
body was afraid it had swallowed
an infant. The negro said, ‘You
not buy; I eat him myself.' He
opened the fish and found, tled in
a handkerchief, $300. The negro
was in luck, don't you think?
%%

““Well, the men returnad wall
pleased with the country. Then
we_loosed from Woll river to nav-
izate down to the mouth of White
river at Montgomery Point. Now
comes the hardest of it. Up White
river 400 miles to Laffer creek,
and took a place im White river
bottom which was covered with
native cane and much good tim-
ber of various kinds. It was hard
clearing. When we got settled my
father and uncls, Sam Hess, went
hunting in the mountains. They
came back with three horses load-
ed with buffaio meat—the last
buffalo found in that country.

" %Y %

““Arkansas was just seliling
when we got there. Game was
plenty and also fish in abundances.
The first two vears we secured
wild meat in plenty—bear and
deer and wild turkeys. My father
was a good hunter and killed bear
enough to fill the smokehouse. I
was too young to know or do
much. If it had not been for the
game, we would have been hard
pressed to have a good living. Aft-
or two years we had land enough
cleared so that we were almost
independent. We raised cottom to
pay the stora biils; cotton was
our best crop to make money.
When I was 21 I enlisted in the
army in the time of the Semin-
ole war. We had mno trouble with
the Indians,

" %

-

“In 1836 1 was marriad to M.
C. Kaiser. In the fall of 1842 I
moved to Missouri to get ready to
emigrate to Oregon. Wintered im
Bates county, went early fam the
spring to Fisher’s Mill. Thers we
Iald in our supplies for the trip.
We started the 20th of Mav,

“«"T % %

*“I started with two horses and
a small wagon and one cow that
gave us milk all the way. We got
along wonderfully well till we
came to the Kaw river, whera we
came up Wwith the company ahead
of us. They made two large dug-
out of which they made m ferry-
boat to cross wagons. My father-
in-law had a fine horse, hs hired
an Indian to swim across the riv-
er. He failed to get him in the
wateg. I proposed to get a man on
¢ach side and one behind, but the
Indlan was afraid. ‘Take the In-
dian off and I will swim the
horse over the river,’ I said. I got
on him. ‘Now get a man on each
side and one behind him with
poles and force him in tha water,’
{ [ called. Ayd in he went, Whep he
(Continued on page 9)

New Views

| “If found guilty, should Mrs.
Judd be hung?" This question
was asked about town yesterday
by reporters of The Statesman.

Mrs. C. N. Needham, house-
wife: “I do not believs in capital
punishment, but the guflty must
he punished. It is a sad predic-
ament. To make her sentence
lite would be & joke, because how
many ever serve out such a sen-
fence. 1 wonld hate to have to
|cloclde what to do with her.”

|- J. D. Drake, Silverton photog-
| rapher: “Yes, Because I am a
belfever in capital punishment.”

“Bil” Lemmen, Willametie
university student: ‘““Yes, if
they've hanged other women.”

Wesley Roeder, psychology
teacher: “Taking into considera-
tion the changed attitude toward
women nowadays, the way they
are taking prominent positioas in
the business world, I don't =ee
{ why she shouldn’t.”

|

Mrs. G. N. Thompson, house-
| wife: “No, 1 would not hang her.
if she is insane as thay are try-
| ing to prove ke&-l the place for
| her i3 in a criminal insane ward
|in an asylam.”

|
. Parker, office worker:
| “Yes; ordinarily I don't believe
in hanging, but I think this of-

| fense, il as charged, should be 80 |

reckoned with,”

AN, Salem. Oregon, Friday Morning, January 29,1932
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“The Gay

of

the

Bandit

*» B, TOM
BOl'der ¥ {]lLL

'SYNOPSIS

«Bob Harkness, one of the
respected ranchers on the M
border, s “El Coyote,” the
bandit, who has avenged the
inflicted upon the
Morales. Ted Radcliffe, the
Bob's dead friend, Ann Reed

know “El Coyote's” identity

mation and, not knowing that
loves “El Coyote™ and is his
asks her to secure it.

Morales' proposed trap.

CHAPTER XLIII

A light knock sounded on the door
He heard her little start of surprise

as she pulled the tapestry aside.
Quien e3* ghe called.

as Ann Reed
BVery deliberately Morales spoke

antly cccupied”

arms about him.

hands held him back. Y

she can't recall

g§o to her.”.

arms, and left the room

long patio, then out into the night.
Adela was nowhere. He searched in-
side the gaming hall, passed down
the line of tables, then hurried int
the patio again :

.Mendoza stood looking down the
road.

‘wThe scdor secks someone ™

'Paco Morales ™ :

+The little innkeeper waved toward
the road ~"Only this moment he left
~—Seftor Morales and his lovely
niece.” f Mendoza looked up at the
hig, grim-faced man and added in
mild surprise. “She was weeping, the
poor little lady—weeping on such an
exquisite night of spring!™

As Ted swept down the long aisle
between the tables Bob looked up.
Something in the man’s quick tread
warned him of impending trouble,
for never before had his lace been
50 stern. the eyes so deadly. And his
voice. as he told Bob what had hap-
pened upstairs, held a pent-up fury
yven more menacing than his eyes.
Bob tat for a long moment in
thought.* At last he said: “I'm in-
'Ithl'ltd to ayrec with Price that the
old Spaniard is just a little mad. How
he must have hurt Adelal™
r.“l can't forget her eyes—tirey
wuren't accusing—they werea't gven
yuestioning—they were only terribly
sad.”, Ted ralsed a clenched hand
and the square line of his jaw set
“Morales wants open war—now, by
God. he'll have.it.” :
\"Softly, old son.”
"Softly! I've walked softly long
enough. To hell with more sidestep-
ping.” . Ted burst out wim fed u
with smiles and words. Oh, it's nﬁ
clear enough' He wants me out of

i

peons by Paco
son of
an
entertainer st a disreputable resort,
and Dr. Price are the only ones who
M

O
rales would pay well for this infor-
Ann
5pY.

He also em.
ploys her to entangle Ted and kill
s beautiful niece, Adela’s love for
the American. Ann goes to wam
Bob and brings Ted the news that
2 large tract of land comtrolled by
Morales rightfully belongs to him.
Back in her room, Ann tells Ted of

and saw her Bbare arm and shoulder

For answer the door swung sfowly
open. \Vith a choked cry Ted startes
to his feet. There at the doorway
stood Motales, his face twisted in an
exultant smile, and at his elbow was
Adela. For a moment their eyes took
in the picture, the man standing by
the'chair, and behind him, clutching
the tapestry, that hali-clothed figure
of the girl that all the border knew

A thousand pardons. 1 had hoped
1o have my nrece meet the charming
singer It would seem she is—pleas-

As the door swung closed, Ted
leaped forward, but the girl Aung her

7Not now.” she pleaded, while her
mustp't
give her a chance to say“something
Give” her time to
think. Wait until you're calm. Then

In Ted's brain was still the mem-
ory of Adela’s eyes, and for a mad
moment his hands twisted with blind
rage. Roughly he unwound the girl's

Downstairs he ran through the

--‘!"hm at the doorway stood Morales, his face twisted

in an exultant smile,

this country and out of Adela’s heart.
And if he has to—he'll kill" Ted
looked about him. "I could do a
Iittle killing myself tonight "

ob rose. [ think, old fellow,
we'd better be going. Jito and his
gang are out in the bar—we doa’t
want any trouble.”

Once again Ted's jaw set. "Ever
since | came here ['ve been avoiding
trouble with Morales and his va-
queros. Tonight it's their turn to
step aside.”

After a moment’'s hesitation Bob
shrugged and dropped back into his
chair. They sat in silence, their un-
sceing eyes fixed before them, while
about them the music swayed and
dancers passed and repassed, looking
down curiously on the two grim-
faced men.

Then, as Bob turned to break the
black silence. a waiter hurried to
their table and leaned over Ted's
shoulder. ,

“Sehor, Jito gives you his message
from the bar. Hec hopes you will
join him in a drink when you are no
longer engaged upstairs.”

The insolence of thal challenge
stung Ted to instant action. He
jumped to his feet, upsetting the lit-
tle table. His eyes became narrow,
bloodshot slits. but his voice was
calm. "Come,” he said to Bob. “I
am accepting Jito's invitation—and
God help one of us tonight.”

Just outside the door thit led into
the long bar of Mendoza's, the two
men stopped. All bedlam had broken
loose in there, and above the chorus
of shouts rose the crash of gplintered
wood. then the silvery ghattering of
glasses. The thud of a hcavy body
followed, and the roar of voices re-
doubled. Bob loosened the top but-
ton of his shirt. Then he opened the
door. .

In sharp contrast to the darkened
patio, the white lights of the mir-
rored barroom for a moment dazzled
their eyes. Lined up before the bar
twenty or more sombreroed Mexican
vaqueros stood, quicts hanging loose
at their belts, roweled spurs biting
into the wooden floor. A table toward
the lower end of the bar had over-
turned, and bottles and glasses were
scattered about it, but it was toward
the upper end that the eyes of the
vayueros led. The crowd had drawn

oak floor empty, and here, in the cen.
ter. lay one of Mendoza's waliters.
Above him, leaning over, was the
huge, bent figure of a cowboy, and
as he raised his dark face, Ted recog®
nized Jito. An ugly grimace played
about the Mexican's mouth. Hg¢
seemed to be turning over in that
slow brain of his what next to do to
the prostrate form before him.

“Throw him out, Jito,” laughed 3
little vaquero. - “Teach him not_to
interfere with caballeros.” o

Again the air was filled with cries
#rid oaths, while his men urged Jitd
on. The big Mexican stooped, pi
up the waiter, carried him to the
door and. raising him high above hiy
head, hurled the man into the dark-
ness. A storm of laughter and ap-
plause arose. but suddenly, as Jitd
turned back, all volces ceased, and
in that sudden silence one might have
heard the beating of his own heart!

For Jito had caught sight of Ted
standing in the doorway, and across
the giant viquero's face came @
look that brought every man to silent
immobility and*made more than one
reach to sce if his knife was sheathed
by his side. Throughout the room
that sudden dcadly silence fell, so
still the dripping of an overturned
hottle sounded down the long length
of the room, where a moment before:
all had been an orgy of noise. There
was no mistaking the message in
Jito's eyes. In Ted's wrists the blood
tingled, and he smiled as he sensed
at last the breaking of that long?
awaited storm. ==

Te Don Bob, too, as he stood
there, flashed the theught that mow
before them the incvitable clash wag
at hand. The desert was mot wide
enough {or those two men. Ted f
Bob's hand close guietly about his
arm, and 8 whispered voice saig
“Wair",

Step by step the great-shouldered
vaguzro came on. - It was like the
advance of a grizzly, leisurely, t
umphant, gloating, and irresistib
as if he knew that time meant not
ing. and that the end was sure. Al
most within arm’s length of Ted th
Mexican stopped, so near that Ra
cliffe could see the bloodshot ey
and the little bLoads of sweat 'la
stood out on the dark forchead. Ji
swept low his broad sombrero in ¢
gesture of ironie welcome.*’

back to the wall, leaving a space of

" {Te Be Continued)

Yest erdays

e+ . Of Old Salem

Town Talks from The States-
man of Earlier Days

January 29, 1907

Improvement of the county
court house was urged at & meet-

by a group of Silverton residents,
but protested hy a group of Sa-
lem citizens because of the heavy
tax levy which it would entall.

Optimistic over prospects
the industry, many orchardists
in the Rosedale district are
setting out new prune treed. Wal-
ter H. Jory will put 10,000 trees
in his 88 acre tract.

for

Senator Smith yesterday intro-
duced a bill for reduction of the
number of state normal schools
from four to two. It passed the
commiftes by a 10 to 9 vote.

Janmary 29, 1922
Dr. H. E. Morrils, secretary of
the Associated Charitles yester-
day received a $1¢ bill with the
notatton: “For the Assocliated
Charitlaes, with the cordial wishes
of the Ku Klux Klan.”

WASHINGTON — Twenty-four
dead and 65 injured persons have
been removed from the Knicker-
bocker theatre here which last
night collapsed under the weight
of two feet of snow on the roof.

DALLAS — State highway de-
partment surveyors now Are sur-
veying the proposed new road to
Tillamook beach resorts from Dal-
las to Wallace bridee.

e ———

[Daily Thought

in trouble, that ecan gather
strength from distress, and grow
brave by reflection.
business of little minds to shrink
but he whose heart is firm, and
whose conscience approves his
conduct, will pursue his princi-
ples unta death.” — Thomas

Paing.

ing in the court room last night |

“[ love the man that can smile

*Tis the !

!
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A newer and

broader conception
of Thrift }

With the
‘Thrift Week in 1932 remains this
~—pater meaning: Thrift is good
.anagement of the business of
.7ing—wise speanding for daily
n2eds, for méney wisely spent adds
to productive power of both indi-
vidual and nation.

The United States National urges

. careful consideration of the ideas
and suggestions presented during
National Thrift Week.

United States .

National Bank
Salem Oregon

[

passing of National
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