
>ÀOBt MX ashuand daily Troncos
■■■■M—__

«

•I

- - THE DfllhY TIDINGS EDITORIAL» and  FEATURE PAGE - -
ESTABLISHED IN  1876 C. J. READ, Managing Editor

A S H L A N D  D A I L Y  T I D I N G S
I  Bat¿red at th* Ashland, Ore*oa Poetofflce ae Second
J  ; ---------------------------------------- --------------------- - -

jj • î •«.. Eugene V. Debs
; . “ Write me as one who loves his fellow m en.” 
J Perhaps no more fitting epitaph can be chiseled 

on the tombstone of Eugene V, Debs than the lines 
in which Leigh Hunt described the vision of Ahou 
lien Adhern. IxiVe of his fellow men, particularly 
<if that fellow whom lie conceived to be the under
dog, was the ruling passion of D eb’s life.
¿' This passion for humanity made Debs eariy in 

Ifis life a-political rebel and his great capacity 
for organisation and advocacy of his cause made 
him the natural leader of that political rehellion 
which crystallized into the socialist- party in the 
United States. He firmly believed that only through 
tiie overthrow of existing government and the sub
stitution of the Marxian ideal was emancipation of 
tjie submerged and suffering of humanity possible. 
He believed war to be the consequence of capitalistic 
¿reed and that men were justified in refusiug^to he 
drafted for cannon fodder-.
; For that conviction and for his insistence upon 

tiic right to voice it he suffered imprisonment and, 
although an old man broken in  health, he steadfastly  
refused to recant a syllable, when such recantation 
held out the hope of release. Black as are the stains 
Upon the public record of Harry M. Daugherty, it 
ik to his everlasting credit that he recommended 
tjhe commutation of D ebs’ prison sentence for ob
structing the draft and to the credit of President 
Harding #iat he granted the commutation, 
i It is a great testimonial t6 the esteem which 

liien hold for Debs, to the. respect they had fa t -his

i tegrity and to their personal attachment to him 
at hundreds who held no respect for his politics 
joined in the plea for his release. Now that the old 

man lies «old in death the greater part of America 
ire believe must pay him the tribute that is due 
fo great sincerity and to great ability. Out of step 
4s he was with his country’s political progress and 
"tith the popular opinion of his time he closes his. 
qhapter, we believe, a great American.
♦ Not even St. Paul has paid a greater tribute to 
ihe power of love than did Dejbs when he said on his 
release from prison: I

“ I have discovered that love is omnipotent.
All the forces on earth cannot prevail against it. 
Hatred, war, cruelty, greed and lust must all give 
way before i t  It cannot overthrow all tyrannies. It 
Will empty prisons- It will not only emancipate the 
human race eventually but to a great extent it lifts 
i)s individually above the struggle while we are in 
die thick of the fight for human brotherhood.”
! It so lifted Debs and made him a hero instead 

of a Benedict Arnold.

There Are Many Romances

*•

• The Chicago attorney representing Mrs. Miriam
Noel Wright in her suit for divorce from her archi
tect husband, Frajpk Lloyd Wright, wakes the sage 
dbservation that “ there are a lot more romances 
kept quiet than the public is aware of.” Whether or 
ijot there is any more romance in the Wright family 
ifnbroglio than the public is aware of, as a general*

tl1.0 attorney is undoubtedly correct
"W ithout question there are romances galore

that never get into the newspajwrs. In our capacity 
as an humble laborer in the newspaper vineyard tr^* 
ing to give the public what it wants within reason 
we are inclined to be rather glad of it. A little 
romance now and then serves as a satisfactory 
relish to the day’s news, but too much of it becomes 
wearisome. ’
• At the present time there are indications that, 

if  the public interest in romance isn’t near the sat
uration point, it ought to he. There is the Wright 
romance just flowering, the Aimee Semple McPlier- 
son romance beginning to stale a little, the Daddy 
Browning and Peaches romance promising a long 
ran, the Hall-Mills romance bobbing up every now 
and then. Besides there are echoes of some of the 
Old romances to keep us reminded that romance is 
not of a single time or place or people. Such are 
the occasional reminders of the Thaw romance and 
the Stillman family romances-. Un the whole we 
should say that the public hasn’t suffered much 
for want of romance. What it doesn’t know a I o u t  
the «ntfisclosed romances of the world won’t hurt 
* »• ->

Mars is only 42,500,000 miles away now. 
▼hat are 42,500,000 miles to a radio amateurT But
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By W illiams

The duty on paint brush handles has been re
duced. Only a Democrat could get a dirty cra« k out 
of th a t

A wet plank and a flowing sea, ¡a 
the politician« are saying it this fall.'

tin way

ine young gin Baw me savage, n u i 
she knew the tale was true.

She moistened her dry lipa. “But 
what can I  do, Charlie! Fm only 
a girlv“

“I ’M tell you what you can do 
You can«throw down your murderei 
friend and sldp with me. You can 
get everyone you know to ulde with 
me. And. Lydia, never tell Levins, 
or anyone else, what you know 
about him. .It wouldn’t  be safe 1"

He leaned toward her as he spoke 
and Lydia shivered. “I  won't,’’  she 
whispered. Then she said aloud in 
sudden resentment, “But Pm not 
going to throw Mr. Levine down 
without his having a chance to ex
plain. Who are you to think you’ve 
got a right to ask m ef Fm Just a 
girl. I  want to be happy Just a 
lltGe while before I  grow up. I ’ve 
had too much unhappiness.”

“Yes, you have had,” agreed 
Charlie, grimly, “and that’s why you 
will think about it  In spite of your
self. You understand how I  feel 
because you've suffered. When are 
you going to throw Levine down 7”

Lydia’s face whitened. “Never I" 
she said. •

“W hat! When you know he’s a 
murderer?"

“He never Intended to k ill your 
father. Anyhqw, I  can’t help what 
he's done. He's like my own fa
ther and brother and mother ail lu 
one to me.”

The two yonng people sat look
ing Into each other's eyes. Snddea- 
ly Charlie threw Lydia’s hand from 
him, and, like B illy Norton, be 
strode down the path and out of 
the gnte without a word.

Levine did not appear at the cot
tage for several days. During that 
time Lydia tried to put Charlie's 
story out of her mind.

When John did come out she 
avoided talking to him and he 
caught her several times looking 
nt him with a sad and puzzled ex
pression. When they' started on 
their usual Sunday walk, Amos 
went back to the honse for his cane 
and Levine said, abruptly, "Out 
with It, young L yd ia ! Been hear
ing more stories about my wtek- 
sdns—F  , _~ ' ___

Lydia nodded, miserably. •
“My dear.” Levine said quietly, 

“this is a man’s game. I ’m playing 
a rough-and-tumble, catch-as-catch- 
can light In it  the weak must 
fall and maybe die. But out of it 
great good will come to this com
munity. As long as the Indians 
are here to exploit, this commu
nity will be demoralized. I ’m using 
every means, fa ir or foul, to carry 
m.v purpose. Can’t you let It  go at 
th a t r

I-ydla set her teeth. "Yes, I  can 
and I  will,” she said, as her father 
came up with his cane.

And thbuglf'this was more easily 
said -rttati done, and the thoughPOI 
murdered chlefk and starved babies 
troubled her occasionally, she did 
not really worry over It all as much 
as she might have were slip nht en
tering her senior year In the high 
school.

After the Christmas holidays 
Margery departed- for an eastern 
finishing school. The night after 
her departure Kent mnde his first 
call on Lydia In many months. The 
tw« withdrew to the kitchen to 
make candy nqd there Lydia's sur
prise and pleasure gave way to sus
picion. Kent seemed to want to 
talk for the most part about M ar
gery !

“Hasn’t she grown io be a beau
ty?” he said, beating the fudge 
briskly.

“She always wns henutlful,” re
plied Lydia, “though she’s an awful 
silly. She never reads anything, 
and she flunked nil her Thanksgiv
ing examinations.”

“Anybody ns pretty as Margery 
doesn’t need to be brilliant,”  said 
Kent.’

“And she spoons, and you don’t 
think much of girls that spoon.” 
Lydla'a eheeka were a deeper pink 
than usual.

“Shucks, don’t be catty, Lydia I” 
growled Kent.

Kent cnlfed several times during 
the winter, but he never i^ked Ly
dia to go to a party nqg did any of 
the other boy friends she saw dally 
in school—boys with whom she 
chummed over lessons, who totfi 
her their secrets, who treated her 
as a mental equal, yet nCver asked 
her to call, or slipped boxes of 
candy into her desk or asked her 
Into a drug store‘ for a sundae or 
a hot chocolate.

Nobody resented this state of af
fairs more than old Lizzie. After 
Kent's third or fourth call, she said 
to Lydia, closing the door behind 
him, “Yes, Kent’ll come out here 
and see you, but I  notice he don’t 
take you anywhere. I f  you had 
fine party clothes and lived on Lake 
Shore avenue, he’d be bowing and 
scraping fast enough."

Lydia tossed her head. " I  don’t 
care about going to parties.”

1 “You do, too,” Insisted the old 
lady. “You’re eating your heart 
out. I  know. I  was young once.”

Amos looked up from his paper. 
“Lydia’s too young to go I f  they 
did ask her. But why don’t they a s k f  y

“It ’s because Tm too poor and I  
live so far out and I  don’t spoon," 
answered Lydia. " I  don’t care, I  
tell you.” And Just to prove that 
she didn’t care, Lydia bowed her 
face In her hands and began to cry.

A look of real pain crossed 
Amos’ face. He got np hastily and 
Went* to Lydia's side.

“Why, my little girl, I  ’ tlidught 
you were perfectly happy this year.
And your clothes look nice to me."
He smoothed Lydia’s bright hair 
with his work-scarred hand. ”1 tell 
you, I ’ll borrow some money, by 
hecjc, and get you some clothes!"

Lydia raised a startled face.
N o! N o! I ’d rather go in rags 
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The Upeet Sleigh
“It's great, this snowstorm, no 

matter Jiow bad It gets," said 
Trdtty. ,  , > ,

She was driving with John to the 
sleigh-ride nnd supper party which 
was being given “down the road.” 
The older qhildren had gone abend. 
She had been lath in starting with 
John. Daniel, the hoise, was poll
ing them along.

John did pot believe tha.t a girl 
could not .stand a storm as well ns 
a boy. He had lived his life where 
girls as well as boys entered Into 
an out-of-door world without any i 
hampering fears and objections. 
Girls themselves went off on win- i 
ter picnics, and carried canoes1 
over their shoulders and sailed 
boats in the summer, or guided ice 
boats over the smooth ice in win
ter. But there was something 
about the wild blowing of the wind, 
the way i t  took the.snow up in 
its great'windy arms and tossed it 
about, again and again and again, 
as i f  it  didn’t cure for anybody or 
anything lu the world except hav
ing its own, wild, wild Windy ex
citement.

Daniel went along. They were 
too far on now to turn back. I t  
was better to keep on going. I f  
they turned back no one, at the 
party, of course, would know what
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What Others Say

(P ortland Telegram )

C alifornia atlil shows a 
disinclination to bring back 
these • royaterin i drunken  
days of race track gambling 
and all of its kindred evils. 
A t Tuesday’s election an in i
tiative measure which Would 
hrfve permitted pari-m utuel 
gambling on horse races was/ 
defeated by more than 600,- 
votes and the W righ t b ill re
pealing the state prohibition  
enforcement act has also 
been defeated. Gambling  
apd drinking are a pair ot 
evils which usually travel m 
company, and together and 
singly in the past they laid  
heavy toll on life  and indus
try  in California and else

where.

(G rants Pass C ourier)

W ith  agitation m at South
ern Oregon be represented on 
the state highway commis
sion have come suggestions 
that a ll Southern Oregon 
cities from  Roseburg to 
K lam ath Falls hold a meet
ing in the very near fu ture at 
which some form  of concert- 
action might be taken. Opin
ions of the interests in thd 
various counties could - bo 
given and undoubtedly some 
man could be selected wno 
would be acceptable to every 
cennty represented.

•1MC «y mA smvica we.
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A home le m ucí eaBler wrecked 

than a house.

Eggs have a finer flavor when 
the price is high.

P lain  wives are much more 
jealouS than wives who aro beau
tifu l.

Stupid things are done more 
frequently by good people than by 
bad people.

To get water you must dlg*~  
and the same thing is true in get
ting other things, too.

I f  women could overcome their 
fear fo r mice, the chances are 
that Fashion would make skirts 
e little  longer, - WiS

Hex Heck says: " I  hate to- say 
it . but my observation is that bad 
boys seems to have the mAit fu r  "

Isn’t If Odd? !

MONROE C IT Y , Mo. —  
Vandals chiseled a gold star, 
valued at >160, from  the 
headstone of the grave of . a 
world w ar veteran.

L A W R E N C E , Kas., —  There  
Js a decrease of eight per 
cent in  the number of male 
students who pay the ir own 
way at the University of 
Kansas this year, compared 
w ith  figures of last year. The 
percentage o f wage students 
who are self supporting, 
however, has risen from  11 
per cent last year to 13 per 
cent this year.

LOS ANG ELES —  Wesley 
Davis, 2>. negro jan ito r in 
the federal reserve bank 
here, •♦picked up,” >74,000 
while cleaning up and • im 
mediately went out ,  and 
bought an automobile. De> 
tectived discovered a parking  
tag fo r the ca^.in his posses
sion that led to his arrest 
and recovery of the money.

W A S H IN G TO N  —  Hence
forth American women who 
find that the ir stockings 
won’t  reach above th e ir knees 
can complain about it  to the 
government. A fte r a long 
series of scientific -experl* 
menta, the bureau of stand
ards has fixed eight inches 
above as the legal standard 
length. . •

TURNING THE PAGE 5  BACK
ASHLAND-

10 Years Ago
ASHLAND

20 Years Ago
ASHLAND
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Mias Pina Benedict arrived  
home from  Monmouth last week. 
She is glad to be at home again.

M r. and Mrs. C. H . Waupel spent 
the week end at the Horace Pel 
toa ranch In Same valley. ..

— T-— •
M r. and Mrs. E . V . C arter, Mrs 

H . «. Danford snh Mrs. J. M. W ag
ner, returned the ihst of the week 
from  Portland. The party re tu rn 
ed in th e  Carters automobile, coin
ing by way of Bend. They made 

rem arkably fast trip  over Oreen 
Springs mountain from  K lam at l
F a lla

Mrs. Schweln entertained •  bevy 
of girts Thursday night w ith a 
theatre party honoring Masie T«y- 
pla. The gneets were the Miawd  
Dorothy Jones. Pearl Roger, L il- 

Jiaa M cM illan, E s th er McBrlane. 
Isabel Barren. Brace H u rt and 
K a tie  Turpin .

George Spencer went down to 
Grants Pass to witness a game 
between Medford and Grants Pas*.

W in. Taylor has moved hie fam
ily from his farm  3 miles west of 
Ashland, to Garfield street.

V lrg  Chapman has accepted a 
position as brakeman on the 
Southern Pacific lines, and w ill 
begin his studentship at once.

Clarence Farnham , of Ashland 
was In Jacksonville Monday, lock
ing up tax matters, and visiting 
a t tjte home of his sister Mrs. L. 
I f .  Jackson.

W alte r Long, who is now locat
ed at Sacramento as an 8. P. loco
motive engineer, was here attend
ing the Elks festivities the last 
of the week.

Miss Jean Ross who has been 
perfecting- herself In music at the 
Poston Conservatory of music re 
turned to Ashland yesterday.

John A. McCall reached home 
frogs h’ls eastern journey today 
having visited relatives In' Iow a  
nud made a trip  to Chicago,.the  
n  eat metropolis.

M. F. Eggleston and W allace 
i'.ogart w ill leave next Saturday 
to .prosecute work on their re
cently discovered quartz proposi
tion in  the mountains w elt of 
1 ere.

Mrs. E. M. Rose has purchased 
thq new house on the railroad ad- 
-Htloa near the Holy Rosary, 
m ureh, from  F. D. Robbins, pos 
K- nstoa to be given November 13

“John!" Trotty Exclaimed.

had happened to them. There were 
no telephones at the clnb, and only 
two houses along the road—neither 
of these had telephones.

Besides It seemed Just about Im
possible to turn. The drifts were 
too high. Better to keep on along 
what had been marked ‘out ns, n 
road and which, at least, hadn’t so 
much snow upon it  as a founda
tion.

But they could no longer tell 
whether they were on the road, 
save that they
straight ahead, only curving once 
with the road. . I t  had seemed to 
both of them that the curve should 
have b^en further down. But there 
could not be a curve without any 
reason at all. They must have, for 
once, • missed the
whlqh only those 
country well, could remember. They 
were* so few, such alight laud- 
murks. '

“Jobnl” T rotty  exclaimed. , 
“Oh. T ro tty !"
Daniel became excited. Thia was i 

too much even for him.
“There, there,, Daniel.' Quiet, boy. ■ 

Quiet Steady, old boy.” John's ! 
voice was soothing him. But Dan- | 
lei was nervous for the first time 
In Ms life. Surrounding him were 
the branches o f trees. They conld 
not see them in Gils lig h t I t  was 
really dark now, for they had gone 
more slowly than they realised. 
They had appeared to be going so 
quickly, but it was the wind and 
the raging storm that had been 
racing. They had, because of the 
heavy snow, labored through it  
at a decidedly reduced pace.

“I t ’s a lumber camp! They’re  
just started cutting through here 
and we’ve come ttt their path. 
That’s when we took the curve in 
the road. I t  wasn’t a curve. What 
we thought was a road Was thia 
path— and here’s the en8 of it,” 
John said. “There, there, Daniel, 
steady, my boy.”

But Daniel couldn’t stand this 
any longer. Whenever he took a 
step his head encountered branched 
which covered him with great ava
lanches¿e< snow as he touched 
them. He reared on his hind legs, 
John talking to him, holding the 
reins firmly, pulling him gently, 
surety. . ? .

W alt a moment, Daniel," John 
cried. Daniel was kicking the 
sleigh now, a changed Daniel, a 
bone gone momentarily wild. John 
Jumped out and rushed to Daniel's 
bead. But as he did so Daniel had 
given a lurch and had upset the 
sleigh. ’

“Trotty 1” shouted John. "Trotty 1 
Trotty  I"

But Trotty was all righ t Only 
there was the upset sleigh to man
age I

<©, 1*11. W M ta n  Newspaper Union.)

"Yes," she said. “He—he just 
doesn’t see It any way but hip, 
Charlie! He Insists that the only 
way to save you Indians Is to1 make 
you work for a living."

“He’s doing It all for our good, 
huh?” sneered Charlie.

“He doesn’t pretend. He says 
he wants the land. He’s paying 
for it, though.”

“Faying for I t ! ” cried the In 
dian. “How’s he paying for it, do 
you know?”

"No, and I  don’t want to know! 
Fin tired of hearing things about 
Mr. Levine.”

“I  don’t care I f  you are,” said 
Charlie, grimly. “You might as 
well decide right now . whether 
you’re going to tnke him or me for 
your friend. You can’t ’ have ns 
both.”

“I  wouldn’t'g ive  up Mr. Levine 
for anyone on earth.” Lydia’s 

i voice shook with her earnestness.
I “And I  don’t see why I  have to 
i be dragged Into this business. I ’ve 
I nothing to do with It.”

“You have, too! You’re white,
I and it ’s every white'R business to 

Judge In this. Yen'll be taking some 
I of the profits- of the reservation If  

It's thrown open, yourself."
1 “I . w i l l  nah!’’ cried Lydia, “1

wouldn’t want an Inch of that 
, lnnd.” Then she caught her 
! breath. Something within her said,
, “Wouldn’t, eh—not the vast acres 

of cathedral pines, you thought of 
as yours, at camp?" She flushed 
and repented vehemently, “Not an 
Inch!”

Charlie smiled cynically. “Lis
ten. Lydia, J’ll tell you how Levine 
pays for his Indlnh lands.”

CHAPTER X II

Th« High School 8enlor. 
' KARS a

grimly, “my father forj
He.
awuiy, "iuy fa 

whites were
None of the other full-bloods be
lieved him. Father was the chief 
of the tribe and he called council 
After council until nt last they alt 
decided he’d better go to Washing
ton and see If  he ’could get help 
from the Tndlnn. commissioner, 

kept going along, ( Even*then John Levine had a fol
lowing of half-breeds. Ho told the 
yellow curs to kidnap my father 
and he’d see If he could make him 
more reasonable. -So tlie half- 
breeds laid In ambush the day fa
ther started for Washington. Fa 

few landmarks i ther put up an awful light and they 
who knew the I killed him !”

“Oh, Chnrlle!” Cried Lydia, 
dropping her sewing. “Oh, Chur- 
l ie l”

“Yes,” said the Indlnn, tensely, 
“and though Levine wasn’t there 
he was Just as much my father’s 
murderer as I f  he’d fired the shot

I

t

I

D A IL Y  B IB L E  PASSAGE
“And Giey were offended in 

him . B ut Jeans said unto them, 
*A prophet ia not without hon
our, save in  his own country, 
and In his own house. M att. 
I8J1T. •'

Many a man, young and 
did alike, and many a boy is 
not really appreciated In the 
place where he was born, or 
where he lives. Let us look 
for the prophets 1«, our own 
city and honour them.

’“Father Put Up an Awful Fight 
and They Rilled Him.” c*

O f course, nothing was ever done 
by the authorities. I t  was hushed 
up as an Indian brawl. But my 
sister, she wns twenty then, she 
found out about Levine and she 
came In and set fire to his house 
one night, thinking she’d burn him 
to death. Instead of that, she 
just scared his old hired man.Avho 
was drunk. Levine was away from 
home. But he’s a devil. He* found 
-out It  was my sister and he told 
her the only way she could keep 
from being Jailed was to sell him 
nil our pines— for a hundred dol
lars. So she did, but she shot at 
him that Thanksgiving night when 

*he’d been at your houae.”
Oh. Charlie !“* whispered Lydia, thfln borrow money.

horror !n her blue eyre and her‘ ,ont now. and. w ell stay out
1 parted lips., She looked at him In 

niter dismay. No louger waa he
' the debennlr fnvorlte of the high 
1 school. In his somber eyes, his 

thin, cold IIds. his tense shoulders

Don’t borrow daddy," her voice ris
ing hystfrically. "Don’t borrow !"

“All right dearie, all right !" said 
jHnaa^

(Uontlnued Tomorrow)


