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Another Default

g UNDREDS of bond coupons mow appear to have been

made of rubber, and bounce back to the owners when
deposited for collection. Real estate mortgages are reported
“in default”; railroad bonds; utility debentures; notes of
hand. News of “another default” is scarcely news any more

.saye to the now timorous security holder,

- #¥ The prevailing situation reveals however another kind
of defaunlt, that of the American character. Buoyant it was
in “new era” days, boasting of our national vigor, of the
variety and richness of American life. Now we may see for
ourselves how flabby our character was, how poorly braced
to withstand shock and strain.

This default of character is sketched with painful ac-
curacy by James Truslow Adams, keen and wholesome eritic
of the American scene, in an article in the current Scrib-
ner's: “America’s Lost Opportunity”, Post-war America was
leader of the world, in business, in political prestige and in
srzial ideals. America, 1932, finds leadership has slipped
from its grasp. As Adams says: “In Europe we are no
+longer envied. We are almost not even disliked for we are
beginning to be pitied.”

In economies the ignorance and greed and fumbling of
New York bankers and Washington politicians has caused

the citadel of world capital to shift back from New York to

{ London. Our Harding-Coolidge policy of isolation has caused

us to forfeit political leadership in world affairs. This de-

" fault has been a blow to American well-being and has im-

i measurably handicapped world recovery. At Lausanne it

1 was England who dictated the settlement. Our moral leader-

ship is likewise palsied. The past decade made material pros-

. perity the test of individual and national attainment. Look-
| ing at our political corruption, our racketeering and gang-

ster rule in cities, our lawlessness, our vulgar taste in lit-
| erature, in films, in styles of dress and habits of living,—

. who can boast of the moral standards of the U. S. A. in the
. decade that is past? -

] This. default of character finds its roots largely in con-

temporary greed. As President Coleman of Reed college was

3 quoted recently : “Americans are looking for prosperity with-

out working for it”. Adams says the same thing: “As a na-
| tion we prefer easy money to hard work, a quick turn to long

' planning . ... Reckless when profits seenfed possible they

(our great banks) became cowardly when losses had to be
| taken.” When the reverses came our courage oozed away:
“Especially in the last year it has apparently given place to
| & craven fear and a pessimism that has been unfathomable.
i A nation that can pass from the emotions of 1929 to those
of 1931 in two years can scarcely claim for itself a place of
steady and responsible leadership.”

The late rise in quotations on the New York stock ex-
| change make one wonder if our people have learned their
| lesson. Granted that prices there were too low, when the

upturn came the buying fever spread. It was based not on

! cool appraisal of ultimate values, but on a hlind greed and

| hope to unload purchases at a profit later on, perhaps for

| some sucker to hold for some later crash. Mr. Adams clinch-
es his criticism with his moral which is worthy of practical
and personal application:

“I have little use for ‘Plans’, but {f we could put into force

& ‘Five-Year Plan’ by which individnal Americans would order
their lives on the basis of spiritual rather than material satis-

‘;;ctlons, and would do their best in their own localities to

leanse and make great the public 'life, the result might well
be that America would regain her place and become a natlon of
which we could all once more be prdperly and not merely wish-
fully proud . ... Here is a full-time 1ob for every man and wom-
an who wishes to do it, to be paid In wages of increased ' .de-
pendence, of temporary good or evil fortune, of increased self
respect, of greater contentment, and of heightened pride of cit-
fzenship. By doing our bit in such 4 ‘Plan’, which calls for no
organization or impractical institutional changes, we could

bring back a sense of thelr being worth while to our private lives,
and restore the nation to the positiom which she has sacrificed
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chiefly because of the ignorance, greed, selfishness, low sta’r;;'

dards, insistence upon individual prbfits, and lack of charact
and courage in Tom, Dick, Harry, ardd you and me.”

This gospel is not one of surrender to poverty, is not
a soporific for evils of a “system”. It is one which calls
men and women to fix higher and finer standards than those
' which have prevailed in our night-¢lub, home-brew, jazz-sax-
. ophone, quick profit age.
- There should be no default \n American character.

. Poor Partnership
HE tolerance of gambling devices at the state fair was
the most inexcusable features in connectiom with the
. fair/ ¥t was apparent at first that an unusually brazen out-
| fit was on hand ready to suck money out of boobs. They
| Wwere reported as closed up by police early in the week; but
 then they reopened and reaped a wicked harvest for days.
l Complaints .seemed to effect no relief and serving of war-
“_m did not end the trouble, Bays lost their hard-earned
I

.

and some adults took the lure for losses running
_into hundreds of dollars.
i We do pot know where the fault lay, with the fair man-
| agement or the county or city peace officers. But the law
| wiolation was open, notorious and ¢ontinuous, so the respon-
- gibility probably rests on all three. The state fair licenses
| toncessions and extracts a share of the proceeds; but no
. fair, let alone a state fair, can a}ford to become partners
{ with gambling. Pari-mutuel, a mild form of betting on the
. paces is barred, but roulette and other vicious games allowed.
g pple who go to the fair expect to lose a few dimes on fluffy
| golls and bright blankets, but they resent being sucked under
i on framed boards for large sums, |
¢ The damage is done for this year; but another year no

h co

| 8 nditions should be allowed g get under way.

; i | !

The country has been much interegted and concerned about the
Il parrot fever Mrs, Borall has been suff g from. Glad to know she
| 48 Improving. There is mo chance of if's being lockjaw that might
5 ‘-tlk_hc_% the senator,

. The comforting thing about a
on alter ¢lection the speeches of
plly the sandidates are first to forget.
. be | |
listed the sheep awards 4t the fair and reported ope
~""Cosswalls" (Cotswolds)i Il's & migtake like that
-the editor say “ousswoids™,
: i
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By R.J.H

Ben Taylor married
near summit of Cascades:
BT % %

Ben P. Taylor left Salem om
Thursday, planning a romantie
wedding in the lava flow on the
McKenzie highway, near the sum-
mit of the Cascade mountin range.
If the event did not take place
yesterday, It will be calebrated

today.
T %%

Nearly sveakruldent of Salem,
old and new, knows Ben Taylor.
He was born in Columbus, Miss.,
and came to Salem In 1869, arriv-
ing in September, before the first
railroad was built—when all trav-
el was by boat or stage, on horse-
back, or on foot. His father was
James V. Taylor. His mother was
a leading ploneer’ florist, His
brother, Oscar F. Taylor, now in
poor health at the Deaconess hos-
pital, was a bricklayer, and help-
ed in the erection of many of the
fine buildings of the capital city.

T %%

Ben Taylor was one of the two
first city mail carriers of Salem,
the other one being George Hatch,
They began service the day free
mail delivery was established
here, July 1, 1887. The postoffice
was then in the corner room of
the present Statesman bullding,
where the W. C. T. U. has its
headquarters,

% % %

In a little while, Capt. L. B.
Scott, a former postmaster, was
added to the list, and soon Fred
Lockley and Charles Cosper were
taken on — making five carriers.
R. H. “Dick” Dearborn was post-
master when the service started,

EAKFAST

ENDRICKES

and until the force consisted of
the first five carrlers named. Mr.
Dearborn died, and Mrs. Dearborn
was made postmistress, with Scott
Bozorth chief deputy. Then came
A. N. Gllbert as postmaster, *with
the office in the same place in the
first part of his term, and the
same first five carriers the force
in the free delivery service.
T %%

Ben Taylor was a carrier for
15 years, and then was transfer-
red to the office force. He com-
pleted a service of 40 years and
four months, when he retired. He
went onto the pension list in 1931.
His first wife died three years ago,
and Ben has carried on alone, in
his residence at 2096 State street,
corner 21st, where he ha%® main-
tained in the summer months
“*Taylor's beach,” popular bathing
place in North MIill creek. Having
decided to end the lonely life of
“single blessedness,” which he has
not found altogether in harmony
with the name, that presumably
was bestowed by an anclent bach-
elor or an old maid—and having
found a lady of a like state of
mind, Ben planned the svent indl-
cated in the first two paragraphs
of this screed.

% %

The lady of like mind is (or
was) Mrs. Althea P. Scott, daugh-
ter of John M. Clark, 1902 North
Church street. She is a sister of
Prof. W. W. Herman Clark, popu-
lar assistant professor of chemis-
try in Willamette university.

N 5 %
The prospective bride was not
to know of or the reason for Ben's
absence on Thursday. She was to

Daily Health Talks

- By ROYAL 8. COPELAND, M. D,
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be asked to méet him at Eugens,
whence they were to proceed in
his auto to McKenxie bridge; the
necessary papers having been se-
cured in the Lans county shire
town.

b T

Now and for several years liv-
Ing at McKenzle Bridge is Joha
Maurer, and he is justics of the
peace for that precinct, with the
authority to perform marriage
ceromonies, Mr. Maurer, for many
years before moving to his pres-
ent home, conducted an auto and
general repair shop next to the
ploneer automobile busineas of
Otto J. Wilson, the Buick agent,
corner Commercial and Center
streets. Mr, Maurer labored al-
most night and day for a genera-
tilon—until he had almost worked
himself to death. Then he retired
and took up his home by the rush-
ing waters of the McKenzie river,
wherse he has completely recov-
ered his lost health,

% %%

In the old days, John Maurer
and Ben Taylor were cronies and
boon companions. They lived to-
gether, Ben figured that his old
friend would be pleased to put the
finishing touches upon his secret-
ly planned nuptials. The party, as
thought out by Ben, was to pro-
ceed to a point ia the lava flow
of a million or more or less years
ago, near the summit of what
some ploneers wanted to call and
did call the President range, but
which was agalnst their protests
named the Cascade range, and
there, in that primeval and wild
setting, to have ths nuptial knot

tied.
L

The plan was to follow this cere-
mony with a visit to Foley springs,
Belkpnap eprings, and perhaps
Breitenbush springs—which really
ought to be Breitenbuscher
springs, after the name of the
man of German descent who dis-
covered them—or was the first
white man to feast his syes upon
this warm wonder of nature.

T % %

That's the little story; the true
tale of what the reader will per-
haps admit was a plan for a rath-
or romantic wedding. Some of the
detalls of It were worked out, as
Fred Lockley and Ben Taylor, sit-
Ltln; Wednesday afternoon im the
state fairgrounds grandstand
watching the ro-day-o, talked of

(Turn to Page 9)

| New Views

“Do you, aflter visiting this
year's fair, concur with the state
budget director in his proposal to
abolish hereafter the $37,500 an-
nual appropriation for premi-
ums?” This question was asked
Saturday by Statesman reporters.
The answers:

0. R. Priestly, farmer: “Will
there be any premiums, then?
it'll spoil the fair if there aren't
any. I think  there are other
places they should sooner c¢ut.”

B. T. Monson, salesman: “Why
ask meT I baven't any stock te
enter. But 1 do think the farm-
ers should be givem their premi-
ums."”

versity graduste: “Thirty-sevea
thousand five hundred s, after
all, a small portion of the total
amount gaised by taxation ia Ore-
gon. Premiums at the stats fair
are, perhaps, a great incemtive to
greater and better production in
Oregon. Are we on the verge of
bankruptey? If so0, It may be well
to cut out this expense.”

Daily Thought

“Rest is not quitting
The busy career;
Rest Is the fittiag
Of self to one’s sphers.”
* —~Goethe.

.| dare print, then that ecommunity

Isabel Childs, Willamette wunde
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Fritz, the heater, get
door where the rus-
down might grasp it with his tongs
it along a pulley race to

“The big guns were barking a
loud astal zontinuous barrage.

Sparks—bits of clinging cinder—
flew as each slab loudly hit the
water-dripping rolls; the housing
foundation creaked In and out,
from catcher to rougher, the steel
went, growing longer and thinner,
losing its fire, protesting less as it
was fashiomed in the merciless
grooves of the rolls.

Ted thought of a wild spirit be-
ing forced to comform. Conforml
Conform! The world was a mill;
you were born to certain specifica-
tions, and you conformed or else—

Fréedom? Helll The world was
a prison with a great big roof, and
you conformed or else —if you
knew what was good for you, youn
tonformed and had & over with, |
stayed in your little groove.

Ted might be enjoying the day,
running around im shirt sleeves
bossing the job — had he conm
formed. That had beem his sen
tence: to the steel mill for life,

He had rebelled—and they had
thrown him on the furnaces; thi
was what the world did to rebels

Sick stomach, swimming head
dead eyes.

All right, Fritz. We'll go in and
get another of those spluttering
cakes of fiery ice from its burning
lakes and we'll toss It in the rolls
and make it conform.

Poetry in the mill — and a
bellyache.

The sum dropped a constant
curse; the air was heavy with heat
—laid in thick layers; tiny loco-
motives, like cocky steel bantams
bounced along the track, shrieking
coastantly, hauling buggies of red
hot steel from the blooming mill;
steel to be fed to the furnaces and
heated up for the rolls.

From an ingot to a tincup; thea
the scrap heap; over and over; and
a lot of damned fools slaving away,
going the same route; everybody
working like hell to get to the
scrap heap. :

Whoever figured & out sure did
a good job.

Big men, usually, gaunt and
lanky or fat and pudgy; with inch-
thick soles and heavy flannel shirts
to fight off the heat; mopping their
heads with gingham sweat caps;
shouting from habit and the neces-
sity of outcursing the bedlam;

4
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as if they wouldn't get to the scrap
heap just the same.

No hurry, boys.

Sweaty rivulets running down
hairy ravines; crystallizing into
salty gray crust upon heavy shirts
Sweat was as sweet here as fepug-
nmant to a grand dame; sweat made
a man feel good; when he couldn’t
sweatl it was time to get out, of
else——m

When the turn was finished they
would bare to the waist, wash with
yellow soap, go home with a rear-
ing appetite, a sense of usefulness,
a hankering for a park bench, a
smoke and some buddies to talk to
about the problems of the world

Their problems were women and
whisky and automobiles; and when
the mill shut down they sold their
cars at half price and ram up a
bill on the storekeepers.

They were watching him with-
out saying so. If he quit before
the turn ended at three o'clock the
word would spread that he wasn't
a good man; that a foreman
couldn't do the work he bossed
You had to prove yourself before
they let you in; a weakling couldn’t
stay unless he had a thick skin,

His father watched him too.

By God—let "em watch.

If §e went out they'd carry him
out.

Ted knew tricks; instead of gulp-
ing cold water like a green hand
and suffering cramps, he let it cool
his blood by running it om the
veins of his wrist; mixed it with
oatmeal and drank it tepid; kept
his sweat cap wet and his head
cool.

Three o'clock; the last heat out!

Whool

Ted washed up, took his dinner
basket—with the food almost un-
touched—and walked to the ferry
boat On the way over he emptied
the food in the river.

“How was it, boy?" his mother
asked anxionsly. “It was a shame
to let you go over there om a ter-
rible day like this; [ could hardly
get a breath of air™

“All right, Mother. I'm going
swimming to cool off.”

“Watch out for cramps.”

The river beach was crowded
Ted paddled his canoe up the river
to Boggs Island where oaly »
crowd of naked boys disported

working and scowling
darkly—as if it all meant anything;

Even the water was warm; after

hurried back; his mother would be
worried about the river—she al
ways was, -

“How'd it go?™ -

=“All right, Dad.”

"Watch that cold water.”

The next day at moon, Ted was
telling himself that it was foolish
to go om; he was out of the mill;
there were ecasier ways to make
money. His stomach burned com-
tinumally, increasing the pain with
intermittent spasms.

Three more hours; stick it out,
think of something else.

Big Fritzx was an artist. Yessir] !
he didn't know art from a shear
table but he was an artist. He did
that job with precision, certitude,
economy of motion; that was
mathematics and a lot of the other
heaters had it

But Big Fritz added s dash of
abandon, a touch of imagination,
a verve, an éclat; he created some-
thing subjective. Big Fritz was a
raucous Mars as he stomped and
thudded about with gigantic feet,
flecking his wrist delicately, arch-
ing his long, powerful spine, rising
to his toes—a scowling, grunting,
roaring, symmetrical Man of Steel
—certainly far more imposing thaa
the nance who hopped around the
stage in a leopard skin and chased '
a slim thing in shimmering drapes.

Big Fritz made you fesl some-
thing—not that he thought it im-
portant—and nobody hung a siga
oa him:

YOU MAY NOT THINK SO
BUT THIS IS ART, PLEASE
BE POLITE.

Art in a mill—and a bellyache,

Hot soup was supposed to be
good for & bad stomach; the
thought of more heat was repellant
but it was kill or care. When the
heat was out of the furnace Ted
climbed the steps to the bridge,
went over the tracks and got
bowl of soup.

Fighting fire with fire. It helped.
The pain in his stomach gradually
left; and Ted was so relieved that
he paid little attention to the buzz-
ing in his head He was fooling
them, let "em watch,

(Te Be Comtimued)
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“O,What a Fall,

In Words of the w. k. Shakespeare,

By D. H. Talmadge, Sage of Salem

My Countrymen”

N eastern mnewspaper com-
ments on a stateament made
here several weeks ago,’

which statement related to the
matter of unprintable mnews. The
commentator questions the accur-
acy of the statament.

“H it be trus,” he says, “that
every person whom one meets in
the street knows a bit of news
that the newspapers would neot

is different from this. Moral stan-
dards must be low in Oregon.”

Bosh! Moral standards average
as high in Oregon as they average
anywheré else. There are a few
towns in the United States, where,
were the feature considered de-
sirable, a column of dirty news or
news suggestive of 4t might not
be printed dalily.

I know certain things about
certain people that could easily
be made to fill & column of space
dafly for a week, and I have made
absolutely mno effort te obtain this
information. It comes to me and
it comes to you. It is unavoidable™
It is none of my business or yours.
It is not legitimate nmews. Only a
newspaper quite lost to the semnse
of decency would publish It.

I am willing to concede much
to Agricultural Director Max
Gehlhar, but 1 fear he will never
become & great showman, Great
showmen are born. Of course,
Max was born, But it is evident
that the Instincts” of the real

MecAvoy, who was probably as

ti

feld as any of his professional
mans

hip—the
pick here and there for

matsly associated with Mr.

put it over profitably—wnas mys-

terious, almost uncanny, No one,
not evem himself, understood it
It was simply "it™. I have known
but one man in Salem who pos-
sessed this “It” In a marked de-
gree—the lates T. G. Bligh. Out-
standing managers of big falrs
are far from numerous. The pres-
ent season has been a season of
many difficulties for falr man-
agers in all parts of the United
States. In a comparative sense,
the state fair of Oregon came
through with much to the credit
of all concerned In fts promotion.

Every nelighborhood, 1 reck;n.
has at least one dam’ nulsance

Appropriate and seasonable
quotation from Shakespears: "0,
what a fall was there, my coum-
trymen!™ .

The ordinary house fly win
produce in & single season several
thousands or hundreds of thous-
ands or millions of awf'ly cute
children. (I have forgotten the
exact number, and the dats has
been mislaid, as usual.) Quite a
family ‘l‘ﬂl’.‘

Opinion gathered gomewhat at
random oR the streets of Salem is

was the case a few weeks
ago. One Is reminded of the old
poem—
Go ses what I have seen,
Go feel what Roosevelt.
- ard&m
AIRFIELD, 1—Gervals
high school studeats from this
district laclude Gilbert Smith and
Marguerite DuRetts, junfors and
Donald Smith, Vera aad Joha

showman were not Included with
the other instinets that have gone
into the makeup of & fine man
and a good citizsen. A feeling is
expressed in many quarters that
the stats falr just closed was not
entirely what it should have been.

What Is showmanship? Tho

—




