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i Spilt Milk

-

Blessed is the man who ean look through the
hole in the douglmut and see only the” pragtical
advantage that aecrues from nature’s failure to
make the ‘confection with a. solid center.

Such we verily believe ig-Calvin Coolidge, the
most popular president since the time of Wash-
ington. He has just seen what many other presi-
dents have bitterly contemplated, evidence of grow.
ing diminution of his popularity, indications that
the Coolidge name and the appeal in the" Coalidge
behalf *have lost some of their potency . And he
oan still present what passes on the Coolidge face
for a smile, i Abtia

As Is well known Mr, Coolidge speaks little in
the presence of newspaper men. But there is a
person who dogs his footsteps day and night and
reports the soliloquies which reveal the Coolidge
mind to the press. This spokesman has just succeed-
ed in finding out what Mr, Coglidge thinks about
the defeat of his personal friend and political ad-
viser, Senator Butler of Massachusetts.

There was some suspicion that the president
might have felt somewhat downhearted over the
Butler debacle inasmuch as he had departed from
an otherwise inflexible rule personally to urge the
voters to return his friend to the senate. He said
he just morally had to have Butler in the senate.
Butler was apparently the epe man in the whole
legislative branch indispensible to the welfgre of
his administration, since he didn’t say as much for
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But is he downhearted? Does he feel the ad-
ministration is going on the roeks without Butler to
answer the roll call when the vice-president calls
the senate to order?! Not e you can notice it. He
feels, says the spokesman, that Mr. Butler is being
relieved of his senatorial duties now has ample
time to devote to the chairmanship of the republi-
can national committee. '

‘ *Uncle Joe Cannon

-

The death of Uncle Jop Cannon recently mark-
ed' the passing of a political leader who held the
stage for more than half & contury, He served
46 years in Congress. Omly twice in his career,
marked by many political upheavels, was he. de-
feated, once in the feaction of 1890 and onee in the
party split in Taft and Roosevelt in 1912, During
20 years of his 46 years of service in the house
of representgtives he was chairman of the approp-
riations €omittee and ‘during eight years he was
speaker.

Men who once ran on the ticket with Abraham
Lincoln, and in Lincoln’s own state of IMlinois, are
not now 80 numerous as to be divested of dis-
tinction. The Cannon span of life covered the
period between Andrew Jackson and Calvin Coo-
lidge. He could remember 18, perhaps 19 of the
Presidents of the United States and had intimate
acquaintance with more than a dozen of them.

There was a time when public resentment was
, greatly kindled against Mr. Cannon, but the faot

B remains that few men have hoen more typically
' American than this contemporary of great figures
in our national history,

Another Rumor

A recent news dispa‘ch told us that the mono-
plane in which Commander Richard E. Byrd and
his crew flew over the north pole was snowbound
in Chevenne,

Things like that can happen.

The veteran of a dozen bloody battles comes
home unscathed to die of the infection caused by a
pin prick,

The steeplejack undertakes to hang a picture for
his wife, falls off the stepladder and breaks his neck,

The adventurer traverses bandit-infested moun-
tains, penetrates to the heart of unmapped coun-
tries without harm, only to be held up by a Christian
highwayman on the first night of his return to his
home town. Kismte!

Apparently the easiest thing in the world to
start is a rumor of the engagement of the Prince of
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. Wales. And by the same token it is the hardest

B . thing to stop. He seldom is out of one rumaored ep-
- gagement hefore he is into another. About the only
%, break in the series is when he obliges by falling off
.., his horse.

The latest evidence of his engagement is seen
in the fact that housecleaning is under way at his
London residence, Marlborough houge. Why should
a prince clean house, if not to put the place in order

: for the reception of a hride?.
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What Others Say |

—

A - fellow in Minnesota
qualified as the world's
champlon coffee tipler by
drinking-62 cups in 12 hours,
but he copldn’t sleep that
night. .‘ He was probably ex-
cited by the high honors that
had come to him.—Eugene
Reglster. (5
» »

The greatest progress of .
the ages has heen ‘made by’
men who tyrped peers into’
plaudits, — - Qottgge Grove
Sentjpel.

The merchant or the manu-
facturer who advertises his
goods shows, at least, that he
has faith in himself, And
confjdepce wins*many a busi-
ness battl e, — Roseburg
Newa-Review,

——

_—-

“Italy on Crest of Fascist
Wave,” reads a newspaper
headline; as if the cap of the
wave has not been Mussolini
ever since the first body of

- blagk shirts marched
through the streets of Rome.
~—Athens Press. ;

Ty Cohh, manager of the
Detrait Tigers, won no pen-
nants, but he retired with
$1,000,000. Finance hath
her victorles no less re-
nowned tham sport.—Baker

A man’s shirt tells what kind
of a wife he has.

but all wise women are not geod.

Things you most appreciate
are things you had to work hard
to get.

If you want to know what big
rascals lawyers are, just ask any
lawyer,

We have no records of Rve
galllng Adam for running around
with qther women,

—

The doctor who gives the least
medicine i8 usually the most suc-
cessful doctor in town.

——

Hez Heck says: “So fur as I've
noticed, virfuous men don't seem
to hev much standin’ with wim-

Herald,

\

min."
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Many good women are not wise, }

e ——— e

e gl
Mussolini calls “ a mystic
something’” his protection -
against assassins. We are
wonderipg if it could be luck
or that famous leather shirt.

—
0

Science has perfeetnl a
synthetic sausage casing of
cellulose, but all-wool still is
meeting with seme demand.

.

Japan sends the United
States a stome lantern as “‘a
gift of light." Maybe we

should send a few of our
European friends and old
stocking or two this Christ-
mas,

Now that the Fascists have
revived capital punishment,
you might gsay the noose
hangs high in Italy.

e

Famous last lines: “Didn’t
we borrow an umbrella the
last time we were o v e r
here”? .

-

We recommend for a niche
in the hall of fame the porter
who worked President Cool-
fdge for a tip with “puah

Vuhmont maple sihup.”

HE PAGES BACK -

ASHLAND
10 Years Ago

P———

Mrs. L. Hilty, expéctg to leave
this week for Kansas City for a
vipit with her parents.

e ——

0. H. Barphjll and wife, Gratz
Barnhill and Miss Minta Cherry
were amopg those from Ashland
who attended the high school de-
bate at Talent Frifay evening.

An epidemic of mustaches has
bit the Medford high schoel, ac-
cording to reports from that gity.
As yet Ashlander has only heen
rchortched in spots by the mus-
tache disease among the young
men.

——

Mr. and Mrs. Frank Snyder,
also Mrs. Brown of Bellview were
in Ashland Saturday and the lat-
MAer also attended the party given
by her Sunday school class at the

bome of Marlan Cusick,
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ASHLAND
20 Years Ago

—_—

Mr. and Mrs. G. W, Owens,
Charles and Will Lindsay werg at
Medford, Friday on timber land
business,

Wm. Fox, treasurer of the Ash~
land coal mining company, whe
has been in California for the
past few wédeks, returns tomorrow
to attend to active operations that
are being put_under way,

Geo. Depn, and old timer Ashe
lsad bay, was here several days
last week, outfitting for a g
#cross the mountains to the Qo
ate Hills-mining district in
county. He expects to spend
months there in search of gold,

14
John Rader, who is largely ine
terested in mining in Sout
Oregon, leaves this week fop
months trip to the Gila r

country, Arizons.

{Ganiard and Tomh Dedge.

.AS . .
" 30 Years Ago

—_——

Mrs. John Cummings, wife of
the lpcamotive emgineer, has re-
turned from a visit to Redding
Qalifornia,

F. M. Walker and family are
again residents of Ashland. Mr.
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Sometimes the snow didn't come
on or It didn't come at ‘PL

Im t ‘u“m places it didn’t come
at all, but Santa knew how to get
around lo the warm places as well
#s in the cold ones,

He knew how to get everywhepe,
Santa did.

He knew how to get to the city
apartments where there were ne
fireplaces, for did he not know how
to get down the fire escapes.

As the clocks struck twelve in
the different towns and cities and
villages and country places on the
midnight of December twenty-
fourth, it meant that Christmas had
come,

Orifta d was .slow, or if a
clock had not
so ‘had uttxptd. Christmas did pot
pay any gttention to that.

& ristmas came along right on

me.
Juat nta Claus came on time,
Oh .("!hs:tmu was absolutely
p-d-ul. and so was Sapta Claus,
And when Santa went back hame
where he lived way, way up North
with his relndeer and where his
workshop occupled a great, great
space In a snowy land where
ere were great woods around gnd
oh, such lots of spow, then he would
sit down and read again all his jet-
ters,

He would get out his magic tele- |

scope and look through it and pee
into the homes and see how the
children were enjoying his presents,

And his dog, Boy of the North,

.| would thump with his tall on the

floor as his master chuckled
laughed and shouted with glee at
the pleasure of ¢hildren,

Bey of the
times bark his t and
would pst Boy the North on the
hum¢ g g b time like Christmasg,

no
is there, #71 of the North?
“It's a. busy time and am..

excitin
ml:n “ne othu-glnolm

B 1904 Westarn Newspaper ‘Union,)

(Medford MailTribune)

All hands in the rural dis.
tricts are busy these days
performing autopsies on tur«
keys—the milkfed birds wha
ate grasshoppers all summer,

-

Walker exchanged his place on a
farm down at Sheridan, Yambhill
county, for his old pogitton on the
8. P.'section force, with Geo. W.
Rockwell, Who remaves to Yamhill
county with his family.

R. Beswick and family left to-
day for a visit to Ager and vicin-
ity. Mrs. Beswick will go to Kla-
wath hot springs for a brief stay.
£ —_—

The following Ashlanders join-
Portland | excurgian last

YO W. Crom. mk
‘@, W. Pennebacker, Mrs.
‘Hunice Evans, Mrs. Bapr, Mrs. O,

DAILY BIBLE PASSAGE

“Yo have "mot chosen me,
but I have chosem you, and
ordained you, that ye shoukl
:.:ﬂ 1 .It‘-honld .

your fru re 5t
that 'lhql-.al

mm, RN o o Johg

give it you."
15:16. .

Joim ust bring the world
of mankind to His plerced
leet. Every realm of life and
-u‘i’ m.\:lt be ﬁa:de sy j:ot
to ] ntrol, ¢ as
ns to make this possible. Are

/

we worthy of the trust placed
"

A1

: mer, at me
[ s & o
\ er

.mt 3 ean except In size,
she gets prottier,” sald

Amos, carglessly. “She's sort: of
grown up to her mouth, and the
way she wears her bhalr shows the
fne set of her hegd. She's Im-
proved a lot.” Amos paused and
looked .eut at the shimmering lake

wound up snd |

a0d | the next week or two. The exodus

u»wxs:tﬁaﬂc&)

-

(Continued from yesterday)

;

I wish I had five daughters.
'.g nothing Uke 'em the

Levine 414 not answer for a mo-
ment, while his gaze followed Amos’
out over the famillar outline of
blue water and far green hills.

“Sometimes, Amos,” he muttéred,
finally, “I feel as If my whole life
had wasted.”

It wea an extraordinarily pleas-
ant After the dishes were
wash Levine asked Lydia
steoll the road w!mcl’:’m whl}:
Amog did his evening
was dusk when they turnedlx'f the
gate to the road, Lydia clinging t¢
Jobhn's arm.

John put a long, hard hand over
the small thin one on his arm.

i

“How could I eome?" asked the
man, simply, “You had welghed
me and found me wanting. Have
you forgiven me, Lydia?

“It wasn't a matter between you
and me,” replied the girl, slowly.
“It was between Yol and your con-
sclence and if your ence ap-

what's the use of asking

1 ve L
%or 1 w"t stand not hawe
ing your approval,” said Levine. .

They strolled on in sllence, while
Lydia considered her reply. “No
matter If the destroying of the
Indigng were right, t* wouldn't
exonerate the whit for Elll_:ﬂtﬁ‘_
been ecruel and crooked ip dolng It.
People will always remember it of
n.'ll

Levine gave a laugh that had no
mirth in it.« “Lord, who'll say the
New England spirit is dead! You're
as cold In judging me ms one eof
your ancestors was when he sen-
tenced a witch to be burned.”

“Oh, no!” cried Lydia, "“Dear
John Levine, I couldn't be cold to
you. Nothipg could make me love
you less. And you yourself told ma
to be true to myself.”

John sighed, then sald abruptly,
“Let's never discuss it again. What
are you reading now, Lydia ¥y’

“English essayists and Emerson,
T'm crazy about Emerson. I learned
one thing from ‘Friendship’ to quote
to you. It's like you and me.”

She quoted: * ‘Friendship—that
select and sacred relationship that
18 a kind of absolute and which
even leaves the language of love
suspicious and common s0 muoch is
this purer; and nothing is so much
divine,’”

John stopped and taking Lydia's
face in both hands, he exclalmed
hmaklly. “Oh, my dear, this is my
real welcome home! On, Lydia,
Lydia, If you were ten years older
and I were ten years younger—"
Lydia langhed. “Then we'd travel
~to all the happy places of the
world,. We must turn back. Dad-
dy'll be waiting,”

Levine was very buay with the
detalls of the Indian removal for

was & ished in a businesslike
manner, eére were some disturb-
ances on the reservation, but for
the most part, the Indians were
dazed and unprotesting. Before
the concentration began, the pre-
caution was taken of sending Char-
lle Jackson under guard to the.new
tion In the southwest.
mad never seen him after her
day g the hearing. B8he always
was carry In her memory, his
handsome bronze face, too early
marked with lines of despair, as
she saw it while she uttered her
rotest to the commissloners. And
was a hauntingly sad memory to
carry. ;

In the evening Lydia sat with
her Emerson open before her, but
with her unseeing eyes fastened
on the open door. It was a little
after nine when the chug-chug of
Kent's car stopped at the gate and
in a moment Kent, white faced,
appeared In the door,

“John Levine's been shot. He
wants Lydia!”

Without a sound Lydia started
after Kent down the path, Awos
followinz, Kent packed them into
the little car and started back to-
ward town at breakneck speed.

“How had off is he?" asked
Amos.
*“@an’'t Jive,” answered Kent.

“That d—qA sister of Charlie Jack-

:? and old Susle both took a shot

t as the last oad
nm

od. The and mili-
e 'e:qll‘ht . ' Shot '

| you—that

‘Started Back Toward Town at
Breakneck Speed.

No one Bpoke agaln. Kent
brought the automobile up with a
bang before the doctor's house apd
l..ydfn, followed closely by the two
men, ran up to the doorm. th;:u;h
the outer to er, where
a nurse and Doc mtan stood be-
side a cot,

Levine lay with his face turned
toward the door. When he sgw
O e SARE 2 e

uite ¢ ex g
gllng. She walked quickly to his
side and took his hand, N

“Looks like I was going to start
traveling alone, young Lydia,” he
sald feebly: “I just wanted to tell

“Great Search ls_ending
all right—don't worry—".

“I won't,” sald Lydia.
+*“Only I hate te go alone—my
mother—gimme something, doc.”

The docter held a glass to his
lips, After a moment, Levine sald
again, “My mother used to hold me
~—" his voice tralled off and Lydla
sald suddenly:

“You mean you want me to com-
fort you Hke I used to comfort lit-
tle Patlence?"

“Yes! Yes!™ whispered Levine.
“It's golng to sleep alone. J—
Mother—"

Lydia kpelt and sliding her arm
under Levine’'s neck, she pulled his
head over gently to rest on her
“shoulder, f she began with in-
finite softness the little song she
had not uttered for so many years.
Fve reached the land of corn and

wine
And all its riches surely mine.
I've reached that heavenly, shining
shore
My heaven, my home, for evermore.

Suddenly the nurse shifted John's
bhead and Doc Fulton lifted Lydia
to her feet. “Take her home,
Amos,” he gald.

John Levine had finished the
Great Search.

L] L] . L) L ] L ] L .

Curiously enough, nothing eould
have done so much toward rein-
stating Lake City in the good opin-
fon of the country at large as did
Levine's tragic death. There was
felt to be a divine justice in the
manner of his taking off that par-
took largely of the nature of atone-
ment. He had led the whites In
the despoiling of the Indians. For
this the Indians had killed him,

That a white life extingulshed
for a tribe destroyed might not be
full compensation in the eyes of
that Larger Justice which, after
all, rules the universe, did not seri-
ously imfluence the reaction of pub-
lic opinion toward thinking better
of Lake City. And John Levine,
known in life as an Indian  graft
politician, became In his death a
statesman of far vision,

Levine's will was not found at
first. Distant cousing in Vermont
would be his heirs, if Indeed after
his estate was settled, It was found
}‘haltt there was left anything to In-

erit,

After her first wild grief had
expended Itself, Lydia, found. that,
after all, Levine’s tragle death had
not surprised her. - She reallzed
that ever since she had known
Charlie Jacksom, she had been
vaguely hannted by a fear of Just
such an ending.

Billy, trundling up the dusty road
from the law office on his bicyecle,
late each afternoon,” would stop for
& moment or twe,

“The drought is something fright-
ful,” he said to Lydia one after-
noon in late August, 'wiping the
' §weat and dust from his face. “Are
you feellng any more cheertul,
Lyay

“I shall always have a gap In
my life, where he went out,” she
sald, slowly. “I shall never
over missing him. Oh, he was so
dear to me! And yet, Billy, it jan't
at all like Patlence's death, He
didn’t dépend on me and I
didn’t live with him so that every-
thing 't cry his absence to
me. And I've got more resources!’
than I had then—"

She lald Her hand on the open

{ book in- her lap,

m;'lwut'ro you réading? asked
y. .

“Emerson—Compensation, Lis-
ten, Billy—'We cannot let our

angels go. We do not see that they
o:f;-lno outum:uunm':w

e B ¥

“TNG Woman 18 'éver 86 hAPHY RS o
man thinks she is, or 8o miserable

‘em all
here Is John?" asked Amos.
5
«an
L—n-ua- e .

Doe Fultan's effice.  They
move him" 15

B it gliais.u B

a8 she believes herself to be.




