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o Kill The Tithing Bill

° . Sportsmen in Jackson county as well as those in

every other section of Oregon should be as a unit in

nog only voting against the proposed tithing bill

next Tuesday by working between now and election

day for the defeat of this unjust and unfair pro- -
posal. : e S
. If ratified Hy the people at this electjon, the tith-

. ing bill would take ten percent of all money col-

lected for the state game fund and place it in the

géneral fund of the state. In other words, ten per-

cent of the money which sportsmen pay annually

for the propogation of fish and game in. Oregon

would o for purposes other than that for which .
it 'was collected. . it

+ There is neither ryme nor reason in this unjust

proposal. The bill was passed by the last legislature

as a political expediehey.  Oregon’s fish and game

are far too valuable as state assets to be jeopard-

ided by the ratification of this measure,

= It would mean that propogation «of trout,

pheasants, quail, and other game fish and game

birds would be seriously curtailed. 1t would mean

that the streams and forests, of Oregon would

suffer an irreparable loss,

Not only sportsmen but citizens generally should
work against this tithing bill, because the out-
4 (ﬁor sports and recreations -are chief _among the

state’s attractions to visitors and tourists, and as

aj matter of cold-blooded business everything should

b done to keep them in their present high state

of efficieney, .

i+ The safe and sane and sensible thing to do
next Tuesday is to vote 327 X No, and save to the
. game fund the money which the sportsmen donate
i for the propogation of fish and game. ;

Slogans And Advertising_' ; I
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“My Community First.””f * ‘8!

! How does this sound as a slogan for Aghland,
~or for any other progressive little city in Oregon
or elsewhere? _
. Frankly, we believe it is a slogan which every
citizen should memorize and repeat many times a
day as a means of avoiding possible temptation.
When you pick up the massive ecatalogne of
the mail order house, just think of the slogan:

“My Community First.” .

. When you are tempted to go to a neighboring
city to purchase some article of food or wearing
apparel or household furnishing, just think of this
slogan:

. ““My Community First.”

. Bome people don’t believe in slogans. They
lpok upon them merely as a gesture. But people
.Wwho advertise know the value of slogans, and the
best way to Advertise Ashland is to believe in it

* and observe this slogan:

“My Community First.”

‘““Say it with flowers’’ is the popularized slogan
of the national florists, It has put millions of dol-
lars into their cash registers.

'+ ‘“‘Save the surface” is known throughout the
mation as the slogan of paint manufacturers, call-
ing attention to countless thousands of home own-
ers that it is time to paint their houses,

“Your home should come first’”’, is the new
' slogan of furniture manufacturers of America and
it is increasing the sales of furniture throughout

the land.

Slogans are mighty fine things for cities as
well as for business establishments. As a means of
fostering the buy-at-home spirit as well as creating
a deeper pride, we suggest that Ashland observe

__thiu slogan: : '

“My Community  First.”
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|in recent bouts,

Bud'’s Romance

2 Interesting indeed is the romance of Bud Still-
- man and a girl who was a maid in his mother’s
+  household, and it may redeem, in a measure, the

family whose domestie quarrels gave the public

on of its ugliest scandals.
» It is far from an easy role that Lena Wilson
is called upon to play. It is only in fairy stories
that a Cinderella finds it possible to step easily into
the ranks of wealth and fashion. The aristocracy
of money in this land of the free is often almost as
- impenetrable as the aristocracy of nobility abroad,
¢ and theré will be many a heart-burning before the

'+ eountry-girl wife of a Stillman with millions can
& move at ease in her new environment of gold. But
"__ -. h‘.'l luck to her.
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Isn’t It 0dd?

!
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NEW YORK, Oect. 27.—
The United States signal

corps has suffered an unex-
pected defeat. It can't find
three stuffed mules in all
New York City. The signal
corps wanted the “Jug-
heads' to display its port-
able radio apparatus at the
electrical exposition. T h e
. Officers refused to risk in-
troducing their live mules
into the Grand Central Pal-

* fpoe, ‘f’“

BROOKLYN — William
Brown, colored, paid $264
for a ring and some “angel
powder” to rub it in. Then
he wore the ring to bed for
nine nights expecting dreams
that would inspire him to go
out and get a high ‘powered
joh. When nothing happen-
ed he had “Dr.” Pearlina
Fisher and Julian King, col-
ored, arrested on charges of
grand larceny.

WHITE PLAINS, N. .Y.—
After he had carefully pre-
served them for years apart-
ment house workmen drop-
ped a crate and smashed
death masks ‘of Linecoln;

Roosevelt and Jefferson, as
well as 61 other pileces of
other sculpture, William Ord-

way Partridge is suing his
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s BERT-MOSES*
W& smile at vs.illlxl
we hate vain men

]

women, but|

"Peace seems to have about as

many disasters as war,
Nothing is harder than admir-

ing a man to "whom you o we
money,

The time of all times to be
careful is when things are coming
your way.

to
Tirst

Sometimes the only way
touch a man's heart is to
punch his head.

The way you look to yourself
in a mirror is not the way y on
look in a crowd.

Hez Heck says: “In prayin’ fer
relief from pain, a shot o' mor-

landady for $100 damages.

phine will help a whole lot.”
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(Cottage Grove Sentinel)

! Governor Pierce has issu-
efl another challenge to 1. L.
tterson, the republican
minee for governor, to de-
te the issues of the cam-
ign. It may be good busi-
38 for Walter to issue such
allenges, and it certainly
is politieal sagacity on the
part of Nominee Patterson
not to be drawn into a foren-
sle encounter in which he,
could not hope to appear to
advantage. Anyway, Ore-
g"t')'n has arrived at the point
where it has decided that it
does not want a debater for
governor. It wants a gov-
ernor with sufficient confi-
dence in his own judgment
to aet, and that promptly,
without waiting to discuss
probléms before the singing
socleties and ladies aid so-
cieties of the state. We have
had plenty of the latter kind
of government to satisfy us
for a long, long time.

We all believe that child-
ren should be whipped for
their own good—but we like
to see it tried out first on
our neighbor's kids.

Death and taxes are cer-
tain, and it is'about as hard
to pay one as the other.

h“Well[” gaid the ‘hénky, “it's a

TURNING THE PAGES BACK -

. ASHLAND
10 Years Ago

» ———

Burney Burnett, loecal boxer,
who has shown considerable class
may be matched
with Joe Vashbinder, idol of Gold
Hill, for an exhibition bout at the
Ashland armory to be held a
week fram Thursday.

Mrs. J. L. Wright of this ecity
was among the many Ashlanders
who attended the poultry show
at Medford last week. M r s
Wright spent some time in care-
ful study of the different varie-
ties exhibited.

The postoffice force is thinking
seriously of organizing a band.
Don is practicing on a
cornet and Bert Freeman and Ed
Hatfield are enticing  strains of
harmony and so forth from clari-

nets.

ASHLAND
20 Yeqars Ago

Chief of Police Simons had
the middle finger of his left hand
broken the first of the week, He
was breaking a colt at the time
the accident occurred.

Bob Carver, proprietor of the
Albany Brewing Company Saloon
streets, met with a slight acci-
on the corner of A and Foufth
dent this afternoon while opening
a bottle of mineral water which
was too highly charged. Flying
glass made a severe cut in his
right hand.

E. T. Buplel' and R. L. Burdic
have moved their mining and real
estate office from Oak street to

upstairs in the Ploneer block.
\ -~

William Harris, who has, been
spending the winter months with
relatives at Santa Rosa, Cal., re-
turned home to Ashland . last
night.

ASHLAND
30 Years Ago

——

Wm., Taylor, the well known
farmer residing south of Ashland,
is on the invalid list, and is
spending a week in town, under
Dr. Parson’s care.

Acting marshall J, P. Sayle
yesterday sold a lot of impounded
stock at auction, including five
head of horses and one yearling
steer, The horses which were
very good ones sold at from $2.00
to $10.00 each and the steer
brought $7.60,

L
J. C, Beswick of this place re-
turned Saturday from a several
eek's trip through portions of
Calitfornfa. '

D. P. Provost went down to
Ja.cl-onﬂjh yesterday evening on

court business,

Kiddies’ Evening
Story

. —— L 3 :
By MARY GRAH M BONNER

The Wet Handkerchief

It was all in a little huddled-up
heap and It was miserable,

“What In' the
world is the
. trouble?" asked
Efie Elf, as she
came- to the
Real World
from Eifland
for a little fleet-
ing trip.

She had been
brought on the
back: of Fly-
High, the bird
belonging to the
Elves, who has
such a broad,.

fu. service-
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broad back.
“'m a wet
handkerchief,
and I'm miser-
able,” sald the
hanky, as It was.

“I'm Miserable.”:
generally called.

“I've just had to hold more tears
than I could stand. .

“You know, a handkerchief can
stand just so much and no more.

“But oh, it was too dreadful.”

play to the unti
f:\'f‘erllhed father, Amos Dudley, at
e

her own devoted admirer
vine

(Continued il'rom Yesterday)

THE STORY

CHAPTER 1L—With her baby sis-
ter, Patlence, LI“. returns from
¥ home of her im-

City, Her father's friend, and
John Le-

after discussing affairs with

“Wh " Dudley, makes up his mind to go
me at happened?” asked Effie ints LS es up . )
“ & CHAPTER IIL — Lyd Patlence
Oh, it was the fault of a grown- and a companion, ent Moulton,

up,” sald the hanky.

“How do you mean?” asked Effie
Elf. “I don't really quite under-
stand what it 1s all about,”

“You sce,” said the hanky, “I was
in the pocket of my little owner.

“I was sitting up, quite perky
and fine, In the pocket that is up on
Lllw right-hand side of her middy |

ouse.

“My lttle border was over the
side of the pocket so that it could
be seen, and you know I have a
nice little border of red.

“I think when I'm looking my
best, all ironed and everything, I'm
not such a bad-looking handker-
chief as handkerchiefs go.

“And then handkerchiefs are
much prettier than they used to be.

“As a family we've been allowed
to think more of our looks and be
a little bit gayer and: have more
color and life and embroidery and
pattern, ° i

“Oh yes, T was just having a
nice, quiet, best-hanky time.”

“What do you mean by ‘best-
hanky' time?” askedd Effie EIf.

saylng we have In our handker-
chief world.

“You see, it all comes from an
old tradition. Oh yes, we have our
traditions, too.

“In the old days, though, people
used to have thelr old handker-
chiefs, and then their best ones
which they used to say were Just
for polighing, :

“So it became a tradition with
us to speak of ourselves when we
were having gulat times, when
there were neither colds nor tears,
of saylng we were having best
hanky times,

“I was having such a time when

wise become
Levine tells Amos his plan to take

has collapsed.

laying by thb lake, are accosted
y an old squaw from the nearb
reservation. Lydia gives her food.

Margery, small daughter of Dave
Marshall, the town’s banlker, joins
them.
into the water,
unhurt but frightened, and taken
home by Lydia and Kent. Her fa-
ther calls on Amos
blaming Lydia for the mishap.

In thelr play Margery falls
She is pulled out,

to complaln,

CHAPTER
the accident and asserts that be-

IIl.—Lydia explains

cause Margery is considered “stuck

aﬂ{' she is not a popular playmate.
rshall arranges  for dia to
teach Margery to swim and other-
“one of the crowd.”

timber from the Indian reservation

and ultimaticly have it opened for

settlement.
CHAPTER

IV, — Patfen suc-

fumbs to an attack of dl:?;tharla,

leavin
in Go

Lydia feeling that her trust
is lost and her small world
Bhe finds comfort in
loving kindness of John Le-

Lydia learns that a note of
Amos’, backed byg Levine and held
by Marshall, is e dnd cannot be
met. The child pleads with Mar-

the
vine.

shall, and for her sake he agrees to
renew the note. (

(Now go on with the storyy—
e i 4 e

“on't yon get worked up over

Elviry Marshall, ¢hild,” said Lizzle,

“I hate her,” exclaimed Lydia,

“but what she sald about the house
is true.
to clean pantry shelves, so here
goes."”

Anyhow, I've learned how

She tled one of Lizzie's aprons

round her neck, pushed a chair Into
the pantry and began her unsavory
task,
ished and led Lizzie out to observe
the shiny, sweet smelling orderli-
ness of the place,

It was dusk when she fin-

“Land, it does make a differ-

ence! If the rheumatiz didn't take

a grown-up hurt the feelings of my
little owner. The grown-up acted
as though a child had no feelings
and had no sensitive nature and
had no true wishes and longings
and affections.

“The grown-up acted as though
the chlld just could be forced to
llke what she
was told to like
in every possi-
ble way and as
though her feel-
ings could never
be considered.

“And more
than that, the
grown-up acted
as though her
heart would
break. It did
hurt “awfully—
her heart. And
she sobbed her
tears Into me.

“Now a hand-
kerchief is pret-
ty soft-hearted
and sympa- - :
thetle. It can't Then She Wept.
stand -up for long against tears. I
Just wilted. '

“I became useless with misery,

“She isn't crying now, but she
still feels sad, and I'm just so mis-

erable.”
“Poor hanky,” sald Effie EIf,
“and poor little owner! TI'll see

what I can do about sending Falry
Wondrous Secrets to tell grown-
ups a thing or two or three.”

all the ambition out of me, I'd keep
it that way for you,” said the old

“Please do,” sald the lttle hud- lady.

dled-up heap of a wet handkerchlef.
éﬁ 1929, Western Newspaper Unlon.) '

“I'll do It every Saturday. Gosh,

&j I'm tired!” groaned Lydla, throw-
“| Ing  herself an the living room

Fox raising 1Is now ad- couch, “Lizzle, give me some of

vanced as an industry for iol"(" mu'tlf;m tnl,l;m tot l'll!l)1 Onmn;z
ands. 1¢ cooking teacher

the valley Fox raising re- it's fine for hands.”
quires no plowing, does not The highly satisfactory Thanks-
interfere with fishing, and ?;Ingdift;]ut was ealenlaer:id nralnedi
: i The dishes were washed a se
will not cut <lown the ship- awsy In the isunecalate atry,

ments of potatoes from the

" Sa¢ramento and Yakima dis-
tricts. — Medford Mall - Trl-
bune.

DAILY BIBLE PASSAGE

‘“From when com® wars and
they not hm:‘ ’“7.'
even, your
lusts . that wu.h.m mem-
bers?” James 4:1.

The lust for pleasure, the
lust for power, the lust for
wealth, all go to blind us to
the finer things of life, and In
the rnd cause strife,

)

slicked up,” sald .

explalned Dave,

. A A : y |

and Amos and John Levine were
smoking by the fire.

“Seems to me this room looks all

Levine,
Amos nodded. “Lydia’s coming

along. Place was like a cyclone
this morning for an hour, but the
result pays. She's
mother.”

growing like her
“She’s only a child, and small for

her age, at that,” sald John. “It's
a shame for her to work so hard.”

“T know It,” answered

“but what can I do? On a dollar
and a half a day—I swan—"

There was a rap on the door.

Lizzie admitted Dave Marshall and
Margery. -

“Out for a tramp as a digestor,”
.to call on

my mena Lyaa,
for ages.” -

He and Levine npdded each
other, Amos 'shook hands and
Dave kissed Lydia, catching a

dark scowl on Levine's face as He |

did so,
“Let's play paper dolls,” said
Margery, as soon a8 she had

pulled off her coat.

“You play ‘em,” replied }.ydh.
“I'm awful tired.”

“Why should a baby like you be
tired? Inquired Marshall, - pulling
her to his side as he seated himself
in Amos’ armchair,

“If you'd tasted our dinner,” sald
Amos, “you'd know why she and
Lizzie should be half dead.” \

“I wish I could. 'a’ tasted it,” re-
plied Marshall. *“Have a smoke,
friends?” .

Amos
refused. -

“Come, John, come,” sald the
stout banker, banteringly. “This s
a legal holjay and you and I at
least agree on Lydia. Let's stop
war for the day, eh?"

Levine's sallow face hardened, :

then he caught Lydia's blue gaze
on him as she stood besidé Mar-
ghall, It was such a transparent,
trusting gaze, so full of affection,
g0 obviously appealing  to him. to
“be nice,” that in spite of himself
he grinned and took a cigar.

Amos settled back with a sigh of
satisfaction. He enjoyed company
and had had po one but John since
his wife's death,

“Co-e¢e! Lydia!”
from the lake shore. 2

Lydia #idn Yo the kitchen door.
Chiarlie Jackson and et were
skating up to tle bank, ’

came a call

“Come ont for -a while,” ecried
Kent. : :
“I can't. Tve got company.

Come on up and get warm,” re-
turned Lydia. ' -

The two boys slipped off thelr
skates and came up to the cottage.
Kent needed no infroduction, and
Lydia made short work of Charlle
by saying to the assemblage at
large, “This is Charlie Jackson.
Come on up by the stove, boys.”

The boys established themselves
on the ecouch back of the base-
burner,

“Hello, Marg,” sald Kent. “What
you doing?"

“Paper dollg,” returned Margery
from her corner, without looking
up. Charlie Juckson stared at the
beautiful little black head bent
over the bright-colored bits of pa-
per with dnterest,

Amos ‘took up the conversation.
“If we could get a Republican con-
gress, that block o' pine and black
loam twenty mlles north would be
glven to Its rightful ewners.”

“Meaning the full bloods, I sup-
pose,” sald Levine with a short
laugh.

“Yes—-full-blooded whites,”
turned Amos.

Charlie Jackson suddenly threw
back his hend snd rose,

“I'm a full-blooded Indian,” he
sald, quietly. The three men looked
at him as if they saw him for the
first time. .

re-

“Well, what of it?" asked Mar- |

shall, shortly,

“This of It,” sald Charlle, tense-
Iy, “that you whites with your Con-
stitution and your Declaration of
Independence are a lot of llags and
thieves.” .

Marshall turned purple, but John
Levine spoke quiekly. “Easy there,
my boy! You're talking of things
you don’t understand.”

“Oh, but he does,” Interrupted
Lydia eagerly. “‘Governments de-
rive their just powers from the con-
sent of the governed., We had it
in school.
too.” -

John Levine ‘laughed, “There
youlhaw} it. And Charlle is right,
we are llars and thieves, but we
have to be. Might is right in this
wotgg.:nk “ ’

“Spe r  yourself, Levine”
crled Marshall, oy

“Bevine I exploded Charlie. “Are
you Levine? You're the man then
that my sister—" lis yolce rose to
2 spout. “I'll beat the face off of
Jou right now.”

And he made &
for the astonished Levine,

CHAPTER VI
The Republican Candidate.

4 mnt seen ner

took a cigar but Levine |

It must mean Indians, |

dden spring |

A_nos and Kent caught Charlle
by either arm as his hands
clutched for Levine's throat. Mar-
shall did not atir -outiof his'chair.
During the remalnder of the epl-
sode his face wore a complacent
expression that, though Lydla did

not consclously 'observe it at the

time, returned to her in after years
with peculiar signifi ne:,

“Here! Here! Is won't do,
my young Indian!” cried A

(Continued Tomorrow)

T4t mo get at him[” panted

L5




