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WHAT ITS ALL ABOUT
•

The ■controv’ersy that rages between the Oregon 
Journal and the Morning Oregonian over qualifica
tions of their rival candidates for the position of 
/United States senator has nothing at all to do with 
the campaign issues but is merely diverting by-play, 
believes the editor of the Medford Mail Tribune. That 
seems to be the sensible way of looking at the matter.

In the heat of the campaign numerous false argu
ments are advanced and undue emphasis is often plac
ed on various statements that have little or nothing 
to do with the real decisions to be made by the 
voters on November 2. The real issue, as the* Mail 
Tribune editor sees it, and he is dead right, is whetfier 
the voters of Oregon want a republican senator at 
Washington or a democratic senator.

Neither the congress ndr the president can ac
complish much without the support of the other. More 
effective national progress will be made when both 
are of the same party faith. There is at present a 
republican congress working with a republican presi
dent but the margin in the senate is slight and elec
tion a. democrat or two may turn the scale and 
give the senate to the democrats.

The issue comes down to whether the people 
of Oregon want to back up and support President 
Coolidge and bis policies or whether they do not. 
If they do, they will vote for Steiwer, nominee of the 
president’s party for senator, and if they do not, they 
will vote for Haney because a vote for Haney will 
be a vote of repudiation of the president. That is 
what the campaign is all about.
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Little M in W im ll  
Little Mias Wisweil hod Just ar

rived In the world. She waa about 
five days old and aa yet she had no 
name except pet names, of course. 

She had plenty of these.
Well, one day she received a let

ter and the letter waa written hy 
a great, great friend of her moth
er’s.

She liked the letter because as a 
matter of fact ahe clutched It with 
her dear little pink fingers and 
though perhaps It* was not the most 
wonderful letter In the world It 
was her first, and that made It 
seem much nicer.

And as she was fat and good she 
was willing that other little sisters 

I and brothers who had a baby sis- 
ter should share her letter with her.

Thia was It:
J “? “ r  Mi”  Wlawell—Ton see, I  
don t know your first name and so 
I  can’t  use It In my writing yon. I  

| know that I f  yon had a first name

»■ would not object to my calling
•  by It, for though I  don’t feel 

I oltL 5* aI*—yon 8ee* your niother 
and .1 went to school together nnd 
we remember so many things of 
our childhood together—that we 
caq think of ourselves so easily as 
children.

I “And I f  you can think of your
self so very easily as a child, even 
though you are a grown-up, it does 

I Make you feel young. Ton will find 
It  la thia way, many years from 
now.

I ‘"^ben again, I  know you would 
not mind my calling yon by your 
first name aa I  hear that you are 
so sweet that your mother says she 
ceukl just eat you up.

I Now, 'any child who la so sweet j 
that she gives a mother the Im
pression that she really could be 
eaten up Is a pretty good-natured 
one and wouldn't object to the 
mere little fact that sojqe one ahe 
has not seen as yet is calling her 
by her first name.

“I  hear, too, that you are fat and 
good. And it  seems aa though by 
the time your mother had finished 
a very lovely little note ate wrote 
me on a piece of pink paper (that 
was because you were a girl and 
your another always does the cor
rect thing) that she couldn’t pay 
attention to anything but you. For 
I  noticed that your father ad
dressed the envelope.

“That made me so relieved to 
think that both your father and 
yonr mother could write, as Just
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(Continued From Yesterday)
t child! How often nave i  torn your

Walt until I  get home?’
“I  want to get things done,“ re

plied Lydia, “so’s I  can do a little 
playing before school opens. Come 
on In and see all we’ve done, 
daddy.”

She forgot her aching hack and 
led the way Into the house. Amos 
was as excited and pleased as the 
children and-XIsale, so tired that 
her old hands shook, was as elated 
aa the others.

“Its  much mots roomy than the 
old house and all on one floor. 
T w ill save me the stairs. And the 
garden'll "he fine,” she said, falltog 
to eall attention to the fact that 
the water was far from the house 
and that there was no kitchen rink.

“We've got to try to keep this 
place cleanex than we did the 
other.” said Amps. “Lydia, better 
wash up for supper.”

“Oh, daddy, „said Lydia, ‘Tm  too 
tired! Don’t make met”

“•All right," answered Amos, “but 
your mother was always clean and 
so am I. I  don’t see where you 
get i t ”

“Maybe one of my ancestors was 
a garbage man,” suggested Lydia, 
sliding Into her place at the table.

She allowed Lizzie to carry Pa
tience Into their bedroom after sup
per and Amos, «moklng In the yard 
and planning the garden for next 
year, waited In vain to hear "Beu
lah Land” and “Wreathe me no 
gnudy chaplet” float te him from 
the open window.

“Where’s Lydia, h iggler he 
asked as the old lady came out to 
empty the dishwater.

“She ain’t come out yet Maybe 
she’s fell asleep, too.” 1

THE STORY
« .F H » JEi? B R  r — W ith  her baby sls- 

Patience, Lydia returns from  
ike untWy home of her lm- 

’ • r **hed father, -Amos Dudley, at 
ke City. H er father’s friend, and 

nar own devoted admirer, John Le- 
vtae, a fte r dlsoussinu affaire w ith
Dudley, makes up his mind to co 
Into politics.
. ^ H ^ P T K R  l r — L M * .  Patience 
and a companion, Kent Houlton 
PLajJ " r  JY  ,ake* a r*  accostet 
by an old sqnaw from the dearby

Preservation. Lydia gives her food. 
r i® r7’- small daughter of Dave 
rshall. the town's banker, jo in t 

pI ajr M» rS*ry falls  Into the water. She la pulled out.linhllPf hut __ A. .

MOMENTS YJE D LIKE. TO LlUE OVER 
____ - OCTOSE.^ MOOkJ. (•'®w go on with the story)

FIRST AND LAST “i  wtsn 1 naa another time 
daughter like you. Lydia,” he said. 
T  don’t sec why—but God, you 
can’t get swans from barnyard 
fowls.” He continued to studv Lv- 
dls’s face. “Some day, my child, 
you'll make some man's heart
break, or lift him up to heaven.”

Lydia squirmed.
“Wall,. Margery's taught now,” 

she said hastily, "go I  don't have 
to be punished any more, do I  J”

Marshall scowled slightly. “What 
do you mean? Don’t you want 
Margery to play with you?”

“Oh, sure, she can play, If  she 
wants to, but I  mean I  don’t have 
to go get her and bring her into our 
games.”
.. aalJ H **«  slowly, “but I
think It would be nice of yon to 
sort of keep an eye on M r  sod get 
her dirty once In a while. There! 
Run home, child, you’re shivering.” 

With puzzled eyes, Lydia obeyed. 
The most important result, as far 

as Lydia was Interested, of the talk 
between her father and Levine that 
night was that Amos decided defi
nitely to move the following week.

Lydia did not see the new home 
until she rode out with the first 
drayload of furniture. She.sat In 
the high aeat beside the driver, 
baby Patience In her lap, her thin, 
long little legs dangling, her cheeks 
scarlet with excitement and the 
warmth of a hot September mofn- 
lng. The cottage was a mile from 
the old home, They drove along 
the maple-shaded street for the 
first half of the distance, then 
turned into-a dirt road that led 
toward the lake shore. The dirt 
rood emergef! on the shore a half 
mils above flie Willows and wound 
along a high embankment, crowned 
with oaks.

An old-fashioned white cottage,* 
with green blinds and a tiny front 
porch, stood beside the road, its 
back to the lake. There were five 
acres or so of ground around the 
house, set off by a white picket 
fence. At the gate a pine tree stood. 
There were oaks and lilac bushes 
In the front yard. Through tbe 
leaves, Lydia saw the blue of the 
lake.

“Our yard runs right down to the 
water?” she cried, as the driver 
lifted the baby down and she fol
lowed after. “Gee! I ’m glad we 
moved It

Lydia looked along the road, 
where an occasional house was to 
be seen.

“I  hope kids live in those houses," 
she said, “but Jf they don’t, baby 
and the rake ate company enough 
for me, and Kent can come out on 
his wheel."

She ran through the little house 
eagerly I t  was full of windows , 
and being ill ' oU one floor, gave a 
fine effect of spaciousness. It  was , 
an Qld-house but in excellent re- . 
pair, as was all John Levine's prop- . 
erty.

LlM le arrived on the third add , 
final load. - She brought with her a . 
lunch that they shared with the . 
driver.- He good-haturedly set Up , 
the kitchen stove and the three beds ,,  
foj: thpm, and departed with the , 
hope that they would not be too 
lonesome. ”
' Lydfh add old T.fszle put In an 

afternoon of gigantic effort. By 
six o’clock,., the beds were made, 
dishes unpacked and in the china 
closet, (he table teas set tor sup
per and an Irish stew of Lydia’s 
make Was.simmering on the stove.

Whefl Amos came up the path at 
a half offer six, his dinner pall 
in bis hand, he foupd Lydia fiat on 
her back on the' little front porch.
Her curly head was wet with per
spiration; face, hands and blouse 
were black. The bahy sat beside 
her, trying to get Florence Doth-

Amos, looking down 
on hie family, “bow do you like 
It. L y d lk r

“It ’s greatf My back's broken! 
Suppers ready.’’

"ToU shouldn't Ul* hoe«» tfclaaa

Under the Housewive’s Council Constitutional 
Amendment, we have a small number of inexperi
enced enthusiasts, trying to plunge the state into 
hydro-electric and irrigation projects, far beyond the 
financial ability of the state to cover. It would be 
risky enough, even if some of the sagacious business 
and industrial citizenship of Oregon were behind it. 
which is not the situation.

The payment of all financial burdens would be 
guaranteed by the taxpayers, with no assurance of 
capable management or prudence in administration. 
In case of\ failure through mismanagement, inexper
ience or other causes, the losirwonW not be io the pro
moters of the change in our constitution, but to the 
taxpayer, Farmers are being urged to vote for this 
sweeping alteration of our Constitution,'but they 
would be the first to feel the burden of added taxes 
and last to experience any benefits from the scheme 
if it were attempted.

Last to be placed on the ballot, but first in im
portance, it appears at the tail-end of the voters’ 
pamphlet. I nfortunately not all of tliose who vote 
arc aware of the risk involved and have not given 
the amendment the consideration it should have. It 
it important because of the dangerous provisions, its 
menace to the financial stability of the state.

Every voter owes it to himself and hsi property 
interests to carfully scrutinize this Constitutional 
change. Every laboring man whose, job depends on 
established industry should avoid lieii^g led into the 
mistake of voting for it. The promises of the politi
cally ambitious circle engineering the scheme fall as 
flat as the gold-bricks they resemble. The amend
ment should be read to learn its unlimited, sweeping 
bestowal of privileges on a political board of inex
perienced men find women. The Arise voter will take 
care to vote against’ this amendment.

What Others Say j
A N DAMIENS, France — . A lter 

taking borne a quantity of 
silverware stolen from a 
French house where* ho was 
quartered during the Ger
man occupation, a conscience 
stricken soldier has returned 
the silver to the mayor of 
Ham. The package came 
from Germany without the 
name of the sender, but with 
a brief explanatory note.

(Portland Telegram)

Many readers w ill be sur- 
prised to learn that Oregon 
this year w ill ship from the 
state 50 or 60 cars of wal
nuts; - I t  has been but a few 
yjars comparatively, since 
nut production was first 
taken seriously as an in
dustry of commercial import
ance In this state. A few 
Isolated trees were grown In 
farm and garden, more for 
novelty flian with any hope 
of profit, and any nuts they 
bore were counted only as 
an unearned Increment” for 
the family larder.

Tailors make a man and dress 
makers break him.

The two tip-teed te the Window.
On the bed under the covers was
little Patience, fast asleep, and be
side her, on top of the covers, fully 
dressed, lay Lydia, an arm across 
her little sister, in the sleep of ut
ter exhaustion.

“I ’ll Just take her shoes off and 
cover her and leave her till morn
ing," said Lizzie.

But Amos, gazing at his two Ill- 
kempt. little daughters, at the cha
otic room, did not answer except to 
murmur to himself, "Oh, Patience! 
Patience I”

The cottage was somewhat Iso
lated: Amos was three-quarters of 
a mile from his work. The school
house was a mile away and the 
nearest trolley, which Lizzie must 
take to do the tonrtly shopping, 
was half a mile back along the dirt 
road.

Nevertheless, all the family fell 
that they had taken a distinct step 
upward in moving Into lake shore 
property and nobody complained of 
distances. Amos began putting In 
his Sundays In cleaning up the 
bramble-grown Acres he Intended 
to turn Into a garden In the spring. 
He could not afford to have it 
plowed so he spaded It all himself, 
during the wonderful bright fall

i ths' iior waa this a hard- 
snip for Amos. Only the farm bred 
can realize the reminiscent Joy he 
t”?* J n nestling with the sod, 
which gave up the smell that Is 
more deeply familiar to man than 
any other In the range of human 
experience. ,

A dairy farmer named Norton, up 
the road, gave him manure In ex
change for the promise of early 
vegetables for his table. After his

Most things considered “ethic
a l” are contrary to human nature.

OKLAHOMA C ITY , Okla. 
—  Speaking Into a telephone 
transmitter here, the Rev. 
Em il Clarke will read the 
wedding ceremony which will 
unite Mias Jean Tettet and 
Harvey Webster In Des 
Moines, la.

Miss Tettet, a telephone 
operator, Insisted on.the long 
distance marriage and ar-

Visitors form their opinion of 
a town by the worst things they 
see in It.

The man who is known as a 
'good thing* hgs the bad thing3 
unloaded upon him.

(Hood River Glacier)

Theres enticement aboutWhat we mlqg most in the 
movies Is hearing the "kersock” 
of the custard pie when It landt.

She Liked the Letter.
adventure. into some canyon- 
side trail. Whither does it 
lead in its zig-zagging' way 
down through vistas of fir  
tfees, the carpet of shrub
bery underbrush, the- vine 
maples, the dogwoods, the 
Oregon grape, vlelng with 
each other to display a rai
ment most beautiful? I f  you 
be a fisherman, seeking new 
trout pools, you feel reward
ed when you see a stretch of 
river laid out before you like 
an angler’s dream of heaven.

enppoae they couldn* both do It I  
might not have heard for ages and 
ages.

! “Well, I  con't know Just what 
newt to tell yqu as I  don’t know 
Just what your Interests are. 1 
might tell you about all the fat and 
sfcefft and good creatures I  khoW 
but I  don’t  believe they are any
thing like as nice <s yon are, for I  
never felt like eating any of them
% r  I  might telf you what I  see 

from my window, and then yowesn 
let me know what you see from 
your crib and I f  you think your 
mother Isn’t very beautiful and 
your father very clever and your 
brother John quite perfect and 
your little brother adorable.

“From my window I  see roofs 
of houses, but above these houses, 
even though they are very tall, 
there is the sky and it ’s blue now 
with little patches of white fleecy 
clouds and It makes me think of 
you for I  think of your bright face 
Smiling forth from all the white 
fluffy pretty things that at« abofit 
you.

I “And then I  see the hills In the 
I distance and they make me think 
of you, too—times when you will 
be older auid will go off into the 
beautlfkl Woods that are near 
where yon live, and yon will see. 
What a companionable person la 
Nature.
- “Î  see thé water, too—over the 
tooth I  (an see a ll.th is  and the
Înd of the street—and I  think of 

lie -days when you will go sailing
{nd canoeing and will exclaim over 

he stiver that the paddle Of the 
cnnqe pushes aside as It moves 
through the dark water.

“And 1 héar the voices of chtt- 
dren at play down below In the 
Street and 1 like to dose my epos

Îmd * thing ef the voioee of three 
hildren I  know—you will be older 
ben and god will be playing, toff, 

and I  can Imagine what your voice 
trill* be even though so n r  1 bate 
pot lmQd It. .

“À very big welcome to you, debt 
little Miss wisweil. I ’M certainly

ere, than glad to hear you are
«  1* - f

"From a Great Friend.”
_  CM ! • • • .  W s s ts ra  N .w a p a p .r  U sto a .)

Few honest men are brilliant, 
which may explain why honest} 
Isn’t much of an asset in a candi. 
date for office.

B ER LIN  —  Arraigned for 
stealing 20,000 lnsetta. 
mostly bedbugs, from the 
Berlin university zoological 
museum, Johann Schumach
er, a school teacher, pleaded 
that he took the insects while 
in a trance.

Hez Heck say 
bat to the feller 
when he don’t 
when he does.”

TURNING THE PAGES BACK
w h ip  wnicii auioinoDue drivers 

are forfeiting their lives at railroad crossings should 
cause the country to pause a moment and wonder.

Hardh a day passes but tile newspapers contain 
an account of jieople l»eing killed on these crossings. 
Near Woodland, Cal., no less than nine people lost 
their lives when a bus and a train met on the railroad 
crossing Near Denver the lives of six persons were 
forfeited in a similar manner. *■

M hut right have automobile drivers on railroad 
crossings! \\ hv is it that automobile drivers will dis
pute the right of wav of a train traveling on its own 
tracks set m the right of way of its owners?

The automobile is not limited to a single track. 
It can be driven in any direction at any time. This 
m not possible for a railroad train. It must travel over 
the track that is laid for it.

When auto drivers learn they cannot dispute the 
ngiit of waj of railroads, and that they must see to it 
that the track ahead of them that they are about to 
cross is clear, we will have less fatalities at railroad 
and highway intersections.

The automobile lias hard pressed the railroads 
in more wavs than one, but they must concede to them 
the right of way over their own tracks. That seems 
to be something autoists have so far failod to Igirn.
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Below are a few of the 
anglers from Bellview who 
tried their luck Sunday; Guy 
Bandies, Kate Coader. Gates 
King, Martin Gusto, George 
King, Ivan Farmer and W il
bur Beagle.

B. Hammond left for
Francisco yesterday to 
In the sights.

Miss Madge Eubanks gave 
a cute little  party Saturday 
at the home of her parents, 
Mr. and Mrs. O. G. Eubanks.
Madge was 4 years old on 
this day and incited about 
30 little  tota to her ho toe 
to celebrate the event. The 
little  guests were: Marie 
Rice,' Bertha Ellason, Grace 
Atkins, * Norma Minkler, 
Harden Hicks, Phil Smith, 
Eddie Smith, Angle Walrad, 
Lloyd Goodyear, Bertha 
Helman, Alma Helman, E lla  
Layman, Manley Brower, 
C o /a 'J  Latlgan.X Gertrude 
Hicks, Edith Strange, Nina 
Wtlaoiv Phil Hildreth, Ken
neth Norris, Eric Atkins, 
Bessie Millsap, Lottie Bes- 
wlck, Clara Rhodes, Mar
tha ret W itte r , Fhl! ftofffc and 
Jssaie Wood. ‘

Darrel Minkler and Ruth 
Turner Went down to Duns
muir, Cal., Tuesday to join 
Darrell’s mother, Mrs. Nell 
Minkler.

A very pleasant surprise 
was sprung Saturday night 
on Mr. and Mrs. O. W. Long, 
by the Jolly Bunch, walking 
in on them. The evening 
was spent at cards and as 
usual the ladles served a 
nica lunch. Those present 
Were Messrs, and Mesdaipea 
A<lx. Livingston, W alter 
Fruían, Gus Hedburg, Frank 
Foltff, Jack McRae, Mesdames 
W alter Gorham, Roy Hale, 
W illiam  Wallace, C. A. 
Shults, Horace Mitchell, 
Lynds, Miss Angle Walrad 
and Mrs. Anderson,

READ TIDINGS CLASS ADS
Mr. and Mrs. A. Andrews 

and daughter of Heppner, 
came to Ashland recently to 
bo the guests of Mrs. An
drews’ sister, Mrs. W W 
Wright.

D A ILY  B IBLE PASSAGE

“Charge them that are rich 
U,*>' bo not bighinlmtod, nor trust to un- 

«ertatn riches, but to the liv- 
Li? /¿T1’ W,‘°  * Kwth ■» richly 
S ly  «»"n. enJor ” L  T,m -

»f the Apostle Paul, who pnt 
hls trust to God and not to 
material things.

Prof. Joy ai 
Bellview were 
our marchants 
day.

Headlines that tell the story:
I T am innocent,” cries city treas
urer«


