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SYNOPSIS

Tears ago. Ana Haskel, domi-
nant Ozark farmer, tent her father
less son, John Herbert, away la
the care of Judge Shannon, so that
the boy could be educated proper
Iy. No one knew the heartache
this sacrifice caased Ann. In John
Herbert's place, Ann raised a ne'er-do-w- ell

stepson, Jeff Todd. Ann,
Jeff, and Nance Jordan. Ann's
housekeeper, live together on the
farm. Following graduation from
college, John- - Herbert returns
home and is stunned to find bis
mother a crude mountain woman,
but he overlooks this in gratitude
for all she did for him. Ann, on
the other hand, Is disappointed that
her son is anxious to write. Instead
of practice law. Diane Carrol, a
young artist, who values her work
above her wealth, which she keeps
secret, and John Herbert become
boon companions. One day, Jeff,
jealous of John Herbert, tries in
vain to get his stepbrother to fight.
Ann tells John Herbert he will
have to fight Jeff or there won't
be any living for him or her. She
is as puzzled by her son's ignor-
ance of backwoods ethics as be is
bewildered by her attitude. John
Herbert asks bis mother why she
sent him away if she wanted him
to be like the backwoods people.
In defense of bis writing, be tries
to explain to his mother that it Is
just as necessary to feed the spir-
itual appetite as the physical T
reckon hit's too late for me ever
to rightly understand hit," Ann
says wistfully. John Herbert tells
her what a wonderful soul fudge"
Shannon said she was. "He made
out your maw war a . sure-'noug- b

fine lady like you see in the pic-

ture books; Ann replies.

CHAPTER ZX.

"Wal. yon know me fer what I
be. now, but yon don't know the
worst of me yet not by a long
sight."

That hard grim look was com-

ing over her face again- - like a
shadow

"But mother, it it's what one Is
on the insideAhat reaUy counts,"

"Mebbe 'what's on the outside
counts fer more than you know,"
she retorted, dryly "You can 'most
generally tell the kind of timber by
the bark on the tree. I ain't plum
blind. I can see 1 ain't your kind
of folks. You're- - more to home with
that young artist woman than you
be with your own mother. That's
natch al 'nough. too. Hit war to be
exoected. with yoo bein' brought

John Burton, Edward Burton, Vir-
gil Hoven, Aylene Beard, Robert
Fulton, Inez Miller, Ilota Miller
and Lloyd Crabb.

T

FILLS BIT JIE 3

FALLS CITY, May 31. The
baccalaureate services for class
of 1934 will be held in the Metho-
dist church Sunday morning:.
June 3, at 11 o'clock, witfa Mrs.
Walter Peterson preaching.

The annual junior - senior ban-
quet was held Saturday night at
the high school building.

Two of the local grade school
entries in the county declamatory
contest held In West Salem for
divisions one and three, and in
Dallas for two and four, won first
places. They wre Ruthie Creason
and Eleanor Suran.

The local gradt? school entries
in the county track meet at Mon-

mouth Saturday placed second.

Laying Down the White Man's Burden
United States is laying down the white man's burden,

THE it assumed 35 years ago. On various fronts the
flag is in retreat. Men of middle age and older recall the
period of expansion which followed the Spanish-America- n

war. The war lef$ us with the remnants of Spanish colonial
possessions on our hands. Porto Rico we retained ; the Phi-

lippines we held under an indefinite tenure ; Cuba was set up
as an independent government, but with the United States
near by to lean upon.

--Now we are seating the Philippines adrift and withdraw-
ing from our position in the orient. The president has sent in
a revision of a treaty with Cuba under which our rights of
intervention under the old Piatt amendment will be termin-ated- .

We have evacuated troops from Nicaragua and are in
process of surrendering control in Haiti. Our era of "imper-
ialism" appears spent

" "Manifest destiny" is being liquid-
ated. ,

American expansion was a mixd product of evangelism
of civilization and commerce. The beneficence of our civil-

ization was to be exported to the benighted of the Spanish
possessions; and the flow of commerce was to be stimulated,
in both directions.

In that mood Kipling wrote in 1899:
"Take up the White Man's burden

C-- . Send forth the best ye breed
Go bind your sous to exile
To serve your capthe's need;
To wait in heavy harness.
On fluttered folk and wild
Your new-caug- sullen peoples,
Half devil and half-chitd- ."

And the reward has been about as the poet predicted :

"Take up the White Man's burden
And reap his old reward;
The blame of those ye better,
The hate of . those ye guard
The cry of hosts ye humor
(Ah slowly!) toward the light:
'Why brought ye us from bondage,
'Our loved Egyptian night?' "

- In spite of the critics the United States has done a
good job, especially in the Philippines. High tributes have
been paid to our colonial administrators in the islands. Porto
Rico has not fared so well. Cuba has been ravished now by
American bankers and then by American competitors and
politicians.

conditions make them feasible.
And we are fortunate to be

emerging from the spree of ultra-radicalis- m

without having a lot
of debt loaded onto us as so
many states did. We voted for a
$60,000,000 state power system
but the bonds couldn't be sold
so we escaped, by good luck. Now
with a Fane state of mind we'll
concentrate on making the pri-
vately owned utilities be good
and if that fails we'll go into
public ownership if we do on a
business instead of a hysteria
basis.

Baker Democrat-Heral- d.

anybody's mother.
"MoT WsJ. who war she? What

war aht named that a way fer?"
John Herbert related the storv. I

"I srneaa thav war riat rImI
sua wnen ne aaa tuua&ed. --.tut
would be funny tare nough."

"What in the world are you drrv-fn- g
am, mother? Why this sudden

interest in the old fairy story?"
tilt war your friends over to

the Lodge. I war thar this mornin'
to see the feller you-e-il calls stew-
ard. While I war in the
kitchen fer him to come thar was a
bunch on the front Dorch
an' fit to kill. They'd
seen me when I went oast, coin' to
the kitchen, an' I knowed right
away they war "bout me.
ine-jron- t door and all the windows
war open an' I sneaked into the
room whar thev eat an' hveard the
whole thing same's if I'd been

right thar on the porch with
'am

The vounsr man muttered his dis
approval, but she continued as if he
bad not spoken. "Thev said a lot
of smart things "bout my clothes an'
looks an' the way I talk an' live an'
what a regular old she-helli- I be,
an' then they set to nggenn' ont
what my son all fresh from college
war 'bout me. They
lowed hit war a powerful come-
down fer sich a educated gentle-
man to find hisse'f with the kind of
a critter I be fer a mother."

At this John Herbert tried to
stop her, but she ignored his pro-
tests and went on ruthlessly:
Some of 'em said hit war real Da--

thetic the way I'd stayed hyear in
the backwoods an worked while
you war eru'oyin' all the blessin's of
civilization. Hit war then that one
of 'em lowed I war a regular Cin
derella. One of the fellers said, jest
like you did, that he'd never hyeard
that Cindy war a mother. They all
laughed at this, an' somebody
yelled, 'Maw Cinderella that's
nit; she's Maw Cinderella.' An' an- -

other says. 'That's rood damed
good,' an' they aU laughed some
more. Ihey was what
fun hit would be to play fairy god-
mother an' take me away to the
city an' dress me up In tine clothes
an find me a prince, when I hyeard
the steward comin' an' had to git
back to the kitchen. I couldn't make
out what they war by Hit
all till you told me the story. I see
hit plain 'nough now. Hit would
be funnv fer sich as them meb
be. Maw Cinderella I reckon
that's me."

For several moments John Her
bert tried in vain to find something
to say. At least he made a desperate
effort with : "They did not mean to
be cruel, mother. And really, you
know, it was hardly the thine for
you to be listening that way.

"Air you bein' funny, too?" she
demanded, sharply.

"Certainly not"
"Huht You sound funnv to me.

Think hit warn 't jest to say man-
nerly fer me to listen that a way,
do you?"

I do."
"Bothers you to have your mother

doin' the like of that, I reckon?"
"I'm sorry, but it does."
"WaL I Ggger hit warn't so

darned well-manner- fer your
fine friends to be an'

fun of me behind my back.
Why don't yea bother some "bout
them?"

"But it was just a silly joke on
their part, mother. Don't you see
that they were only thoughtless?"

"Thoughtless I Warn't they
borned, an' ain't they in' in the
midst of all this hyear intellectual
an' spiritual life what you been
talkin so pretty "boot? Ain't their
minds an' souls been plowed an'
planted by your great writers an'
artists an' sich? Seems like if I
war to plant a crop of cawn an' hit
all come up nothm but pusley I'd
know somethin' war wrong. I'd
sure tear the whole darn mess up,
too. If books an' pitchers an' music
an an sicn makes roues like itiem,
what in hell's the use in you aimin
to do that sort of work? An' that
fetches us right back to whar we
started. I'm tellin' you ag'in, spite
of all your fine ideas, you got to
whip Jeff Todd. If you aim to stay
in these woods an not shame me,
voa Dlain eot to whin him.

John Herbert replied with more
heat than he had up to this time
shown. "And I tell you again that
I will not engage in a low back-
woods brawl with Jeff Todd or any
of his kind.

For several moments the moun
tain woman puzzled over her son's

Virginia May, who Is 9 years
hold.'"

s s s
This harks the memory of the

Bits man back to the Roseburg of
the late seventies and early
eighties, when Miss Mamie Jones
was a printer on the Plaindealer
of that day, of which the writer
hereof had charge, as editor, man-
ager, foreman, printer, pressman,
etc., etc. Mamie Jones was a good
printer, and a fine woman, herpeople pioneers of the Douglas
county metropolis.

Came later to Roseburg, Fred
P. Cronemiller, scion of a pio-
neer Jackson county family. He
worked on the Roseburg Plain-deal- er

as foreman, editor, part
proprietor, etc., and married
Mamie Jones.

Douglas Jones, brother of
Mamie, was also a printer, who
learned hla trade on the Plain-deale- r,

and, when the writer came
to Salem, August 18, 1884, and
took charge of The Statesman of-
fice as part proprietor, editor and
manager, Douglas Jones was em-Ploy- ed

here as printer. That was
before the day of the linotype.

m S
Douglas Jones and the writer

besides being fellow workers were
boon companions in those halcyon
days; went fishing together;
hunted escaped convicts of the big
1883 break from the Oregon peni-
tentiary hoping they would not
meet them. "Doug" Jones was a
loveable character, as a few old
timers in Salem perhaps recall.
Loner since, ha resDOnderi to the

We can withdraw. We can quit playing the fble of big
brother to Filipinos and Cubans. If we do it is altogether
probable that the Philippines will either revert to political

x view, was so necessary to toe
Haskel aelf-resne- ct. At last sh
said, anxionahr. TT1 m fimuaf
son. yon" ami aeared to fight Jeff

iToddVbe you?" A
KJtfhnoticed by John Herbert or

hi mother, Jeff Todd had reentered
the living-roo- m in time to hear Ana
Haakel's question.

The backwoodsman came for-
ward with an evil grin. 'Course
he's afeared. fm't von I...
scared plum' sick?"

me mountain woman looked un-
easily from Jeff to her son.

"I Bmr knnM) I7..1-..- 1 v.
afeared of anythine" she said.
doubtfully.

Jeff retorted with tn-ri- no

laugh: --Shucks! Herb he aint no
true Haskel, Ami he's some sort
of a darned throwback h'Ann Basket's fsr wo mmts
haggard and old and ashy gray. She
slumped down in her chair as iffrom a blow.

John Herbert started toward her.
'Motherl"

But before he oonM
the mountain woman, with a catlike

lacing JeffTodd.
"You're a liar. Jflf taa a.'.

tny boy an' he's a true Haskel. He
ia w hko' sicn as that from you

ner nobody else."
"That suits me fine, Ann Has-

kel," the backwoodsman snarled.Hyear I be an' thar mt Vu.ta.
time than right now." He took avp vowara jonn Herbert. "I'm

to whip you, mister, tillyou holler."
Before the young man could an-

swer, or Jeff could move to carry
out his threat. Ann Hnlroi
another catlike movement hH
snatched a rifle from the wall andwas covering the belligerent back-
woodsman's heart, "You listen to
me, Jeff Todd: lay a hand on myboy an 111 kill you sure's Gawd-a-nught- ys

word."

Diane found John Herbert wait-ing for her under the twin oaks be-
side the Wilderness Road about
nauway Detween the Haskel place
and --he Lodge.

Thev tried to prpet esrh ntiu, .
if the scene in the Haskel living- -
rwia uaa never occurred. But asthey walked through the woods to-
ward the head of Shady Creek they
won leu into a pasniui silence.

Never were thpm Iu--a

more honest with themselves than
uiane carrot and the son of Ann
Haskel. Thev were not. onvan
ore tending. K
the mmjl of the other and. because
uiey couia not speak their thoughts,
they did not speak.

In the little glade in the ravine
where kt the time of her first visit
Diane nad been riicmwoml im a n
Haskel the young woman set up her
easeL But she did not immediately
uegin wort one sat Detore the can-
vas indifferent, tnngrcntln n f
scene which she had come to paint.
"p.icuuj, iou, oue was as man-fere- nt

to the presence of her com-
panion, who had thrown himself on
the ground on the exact spot, the
girl noticed, where his mother had
sat mat aay wnicn now seemed to
Diane a long time ago.

John Herbert broke the silence.
"What am I going to do. Diane?"

In keeping with their silent un-
derstanding, she made no pretense
of not knowing what he referred to.

"You must do your own work, of
course. John Herbert. What else can
you doi wothmg but failure and
unhannineRa can vpt rnma fm
trying to force a person into a life
w wnicn uim person was not born.Everv individual hna a H

to the place in life for which he is
py nature nttea. isn't that true?"

"I'm afraid it is too true," he re- -
I ItPllftil. (plAmnil..... . T ... a .- v.m j, r wiuthis life in the backwoods to the
life that Nance and Jeff and their
hill-hill- v frinda livincr Ho
did not mention his mother.

"You were not, returned Diane.
"You were born incapable of ever
being like these people. The place
of one's birth, the environment, the
way one's parents are living, even,
make no difference. Haven't you
heard the Irish argument on hered-
ity: If a cat had kittens in the oven
would they be biscuits? You could
no more be like Jeff Todd than a
kitten could be a biscuit. You are
you, John Herbert. Yon couldn't be
anyone else no matter how hard you
tried, and" she finished, defiantly

"you are not going to try."
(To Be Continued)

CBorrtibt. ltSI. by Banld BD WrliM.
Plsttlbstad bj Eta FVlturw fijsdlrslc. Ins,

the Lakeview editor. He is a faith-
ful and competent state official
and a good citizen, as he should
be, with his antecedents. The writ
er is sure that his good wife and
their three fine children, two boys
and a girl, will agree with all this.
Their home is at 1760 South Win
ter street, Salem.

The same issue '"oi the above
quoted matter in Fred Hockley's
column contained this paragraph:

S S
"Some years ago I was visiting

Jack London, at his home at Glen
Ellen, Cal. Jack's wife, Charmain
London, said to' me at breakfast
the day after I had arrived, 'Jack
win have to turn out his regular
amount of manuscript this fore-
noon. Would you like to take a
ride down the beautiful Valley of
the Moon? Are you a good rider?'
'I can ride anything on four legs,'
I responded. Unfortunately, she
didn't know that I was joking.
She smiled, and said, 'That's fine.
We have a horse here, a splendid
animal, but vicious. The last per-
son who tried to ride him had bad
luck he had his leg broken. How
fortunate it is that you are an ex-
pert rider. Maybe you can give
this horse a much-neede- d lesson
and help reform him.'

'I couldn't gracefully back out.
I managed to get into the saddle,
but that was about all, for in-

stantly the horse went off Jike'a
skyrocket. With one jumphe lit
over the fence. For about 10 min-
utes I had by hands more than
full, but I managed to stick. Char-mla- n

London and I started down
the roadway, but my steed must
have seen ghosts, for he would
suddenly nearly jump out of his
skin at something he pretended
to see, and I had to watch con-
stantly to keep myself from being
unseated. My recollection of the
beautiful scenery of the Valley of

since then have I said, jokingly
or otherwise, that I could 'ride
anything on four legs.'

S S
Fred Lockley got the greatest

part of his experience in horse-
back riding while, for several
years, he was on the hurricane
deck of a Uneback pony working

WHITE
COATS

and commercial jungle or else become the prey af Japan. Not
so much difference will occur in Cuba because it is already
in terrible shape, economically and politically.

Once in a burst of energy and idealism, with orations
by Albert J. Beveridge, etc. the country launched on its ca-

reer of what Bryan denounced as imperialism. Now it is re--
; treating, in a fresh outbreak of idealism, within its borders,

renouncing both responsibility and opportunity in the colon-
ial field.

A University President

THE University of Washington has selected a new
the choice falling to Dr. Leo Paul Sieg. His present

positions would indicate that he is a man of competence. He
v holds three dean-ship- s at the University of Pittsburgh: col-

lege of arts and sciences, the graduate school, and the school
of journalism. He is a native of Iowa and a graduate of the
University of Iowa. All of thjs is evidence of a fine back-
ground and preparation which should equip him well for
service in the important post at Seattle.

The University '"of Washington under Pres. Suzzallo
forged ahead rapidly, becoming one of the noteworthy insti-
tutions on the Pacific coast. The material is there for fur-
ther constructive work under a new leader. It is to be hoped
that Dr. Sieg proves successful in his administration; and
further to be hoped that if he does, his tenure is not disturbed
by politicians.

for the Statesman newspaper
family, going all over Oregon and
parts of Washington and Idaho.

Had he lacked that training,
he would probably not have lived
to tell th story of his experience
in the Valley of the Moon.

By the way, does Fred know
that down Los Angeles way, they
call that the Valley of the Seven
Moons? Of course, that far south
in California, there would be, it
not seven moons, at least a dif-
ferent moon, shining more bright-
ly than any other.

And of course a different sun.
giving out more effulgent and life
renewing rays, besides more and
brighter stars than are visible
from any other section of the
world.

V S
And, by the way, if other sec-

tions of this coast would get the
southern California spirit of play-
ing up their advantages as super-
ior, there would be more progress
in all parts of the country west
of the Rockies, and finer appre-
ciations of the advantages of liv-
ing in the part of the United
States facing the Pacific ocean.

S
By the way, too, does not Fred

Lockley know that a horse does
not have a ekia? The horse has a
hide, the same as a cow or an ox.
A calf has a skin,- - or a sheep or
goat or beaver, or skunk, etc. If
Fred ever administered our tar-
iff laws, he would have to learn
when a calf with a skin becomes
a cow with a hide. Millions an-
nually In federal income have
turned) on the point as to when
a calf becomes a cow. And high
handed highway robbery ot the
federal treasury has been commit-
ted in the interpretation of the
point. But that's another story.

Editorial
Comment

From Other Papers

NO MORE "FREE POWER"
Perhaps the most important one

thing In the primary was he
proof it gave that the radical era
in Oregon politics is drawing to a '
close and that political preferment
now goes to the man who serves j

the people no less faithfully be
cause he uses his shirt as a cover
ing for his body instead of a flag.
Both parties turned down radical
candidates for the moderate, mid
dle of the road, reasonably mind-
ed chaps. They did so by major
ities that made the change since
1930 and 1932 clear to the dull
est. The Democrat-Heral- d called
the turn on this' several weeks
ago when it warned candidates
that the style had changed, that
the 1932 Issues of free power,
etc., wouldn't elect men in 1934.
Candidates who failed to see this
are in the "also ran" class today.

The people have learned that
glowing campaign promises do
not come true, that there is no
short cut to everlasting prosper
ity to all by electing demagogues
or cranks to office. Hence a
switch away from extreme rad-
icalism without getting any closer
to hidebound reaction which a
vast majority wish to avoid as
they would avoid the devil. The
state is made more attractive to
the Investment of capital and the
way is paved for a sound Indus
trial expansion whenever general

Jumpy Nerves
Yield to the soothing actioa
of this medicine. Yon will ess
better . . . sleep better ; . . feel
better ... look better. Life

'will seem worth living agaiu
Don't delay any loafer. Begin
taking it today.

LYDIA E. PIIIKHALl'S
VEGETABLE COMPOUND

Breakfast
HENDRICKS

up like you have with the jedge
an your schoolin'an everything.
The danger lights flashed as she
added: "But I ain't aimin' fer sich
as her to make a fool out of you:
not after all I've went through to
make you what you be.

Ann Uaskels son suddenly re-

treated within himself. She dis-
tinctly felt him going away from
her.

"I'm afraid you still do not un
derstand. mother," he said, coldly.

I guess I'm a fool, all right," he
added, bitterly, "but Diane Carrol
is not to blame for that.

And now the mother in Ann Has-
kel longed to help him. She wanted
to tell him how fully she under
stood his trouble. But she could not.
Between them there was a walL
She could not eet to him. He could
not get to her. They each felt this
barrier and were saddened by their
helplessness before it

Presently Ann asked, abruptly.
"Herb, who war Cinderella!"

The Question, so unexpected,
brought a smile to the young man's
face. Thoughtlessly he exclaimed.
"Why. mother, don't you even know
about Cinderella 7"

The mountain woman said, heav
Dy. "You ain't got no call to laugh
at me 'cause you got education an
I ain't.'

"1 was not laughing at you,
mother," he said, hastily. "I was
amused because I had supposed
everybody knew the story of Cin
derella. It is hardly a question of
education.

She watched his face closely as
she returned: "I'm right glad hit's
funny. I Mowed hit war cause them
Lodge folks war so tickled. Whose
mother war she!

"Whose mother?"
"Yeah. Whose mother war this

hyear Cinderella woman?"
The young man, suppressing an-

other smile, answered, gravely, "I

Bits for
By R.O.

The Cronemlllers:
When Fred Lockley
boasted and paid for U:

".
Fred Lockley's column in the

Portland Journal, issue of March
36, this year, contained these
paragraphs:

. S S
"Guy D. Cronemiller of Lake-vie- w,

Ore., is publisher of the
Lake County Examiner.

" 'I was born at Roseburg on
April 29, 189,' said Mr. Crone-
miller. 'I attended high school at
Klamath Falls and also at Lake-vte- w,

and graduated from Oregon
State college in 1913 in electrical
engineering. My first job was as
a rodman in a surveying party at
$45 a month. My first job on a
newspaper was helping my fath-
er, F. P. Cronemiller, to establish
the Evening Herald at Klamath
Falls. After graduating from Ore-
gon State college I followed elec-
trical engineering in construction
and power plant operation in
northern California until the dec
laration of war, in 1917.

'Because of my military train
ing at Oregon State college I was
made a first lieutenant and serv-
ed 23 monthswith the American
forces, mpst of the time in France,
r took part in the StrMihiel and
the Argonne operations as a mem-
ber of the 24th engineers.

" 'After returning to Oregon I
resumed electrical work at Red-
ding, Cal. In the spring of 1920
I bought a local electrical con-
tracting business at Lakeview. As
my father's health was failing, In
the spring of 1924 I took over thejob of editor of the Lake County
Examiner. Father died in Novem-
ber. 1924, and I have served as
editor and publisher ot the Ex-
aminer since that date." 'I was married at Lakeview In
June. 1920. to Vera M. Parker.
We have two children Dorothy
Jean, who is 10 years old, and

Heralds of Health
Buttons are Given

Pupils at Rickey
RICKEY. May 31. Herald of

Health buttons have been receiv-
ed by Inez Miller, Leonard Shaw,
Blllie Clearwater, Bobbie Fiscus,
Aylene Beard, Carrol Courtnier,
Harvey McElroy, Ilota Miller.

Pupils on the honor roll for the
entire year are Anita Fay Hager.

V
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Special
Purchase
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Swagger
SUITS
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White
HATS

Stitched Crepe, Pique,
Straws and Felts

.95

Our esteemed evening contemporary threw quite a fit when
the Oregonian announced it would support Joe Dunne. It tried to be

.cheerful through the tears however by declaring the support of the
Ogn would hurt Joe rather than help him. Funny it didn't discover
the Oka's kind words on behalf of Cen. Martin were detrimental to
his campaign. The fact is, the general is going to be a hard man for
the dems to put over. In the next campaign he will not have the ad-
vantage (to him) of being 3000 miles away from the battle-fron- t.

A. Portland woman died recently and left numerous bequests,
among them one for $5000 for Willamette university. It is a gracious
gift, and one sure to be put to good use. Where we wonder will the
money come from for support of colleges and hospitals and YMCA's,
etc. after the "redistribution" of wealth takes place? Either people
will be encouraged to give their money away to causes they deem
worthy to keep it from falling into the hands ot the tax-gather- or
else they will have little above subsistence money. The question is
one which faces all institutions supported'

by public contribution.
.

Congress, we see. Is endeavoring to finish the chores the pres-
ident left for it to do before it adjourns for a vacation. There is the
possibility that the president may change his mind and have con-
gress stay on the job and sizzle some more in Washington heat:
but at any event, the members will jump through the hoop for FDR.

Unusual auto races at Indianapolis: nobody killed. We are all
breathless waiting to hear which set of spark plugs won the race, the
driver, "Wild Bill" Cummings having nothing to do but sit in the
seat and let the plugs spark. COSTUME BAGS

i
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There will be three months' vacation before the schools will
have to be saved again. Those who saved them in the last campaign
hare resigned the job to the other side who don't seem very eager to
pick up the task.

HOSE
shipment of those good wear- -

If the city doesn't set its million dollars investof 1b a water
plant pretty soon the funds will be gnawed away by expenses. Great
speed has been made traveling in circles. The Washington bout with
the water company ended just as have those on home soil.

Juu fashioned pure thread
and utnffon r7i

J I
The transatlantic grasshopper season Is on. The first pair ot

fools, each way came through safely. Maybe if the feat becomes easy
the attempt will go ont of style. j call of "30" for newspaper workitthe Moon Is rather vague. Never GREATER

SHIPLEY
ers, having a fair "string" to his
credit on this side of eternity.

Mamie Jones Cronemiller out-
lived her husband some years;
died not many months ago.

Lynn F. Cronemiller, forester
and secretary of the Oregon state
hoard of forestry, is a brother of

If Clarence Darrow and his
think competition has gone out
the retail business.

' The wind Tuesdayblew down
, Bear Pendleton. If a pjumber had
Jwe to make for his tools?

fellow socialists on the committee
under NRA they might just enter

a $200 tool house on ranch
that how many trips would he STORE

X'Mamas aever.- hmy


