
FRIDAY, APR IL IS, 1934 The Beaverton Review

Tiic Beaverton Review

ISSUED E V E R Y FR ID A Y  AT BEA­
VERTON. OKEtîON

J. H. Hulett Editor

Entered aa second-class mall mat­
ter December 8, 1922, at the postofftce 
at Beaverton, Oregon, under the act of 
March 8, 1878.

St ItSCKIPTIO N KATES
Per year Hn advance). 
Not In advance .......... ...............

$1.50
. 2.00

tifi—
HU LETTS’ TRIP

---- S
As one sticks around a strange 

place and listens in to the conver­
sation that takes place about the 
things that interest those who are 
doing the talking one gets some in­
sight into human nature that will 
hardly be gathered from any other 
source. Red had been out with the 
crowd and occasionally would run 
over to where fellow workmen were 
employed and relate some little in­
cident which occurred the previous 
Saturday or Sunday. From the bits 
I got it would seem that there 
should be some missionary work 
done right close home as well as 
attempts made to convert the (Chi­
nese who for centuries have believed 
themselves far ahead of the Cau­
casian  in civilization. There is lit­
tle pride o f achievement among the 
blacks, it is true, but some sage 
has said, “ Where ignorance is bliss, 
’tis folly to be wise."

Red, the mechanic you know, who 
worked on the bus while at Rock 
Springs, “ broke the sad news to 
me’’ at about five o’clock Monday 
evening. Of course it was too late 
to travel any that night, so I drove 
the car to the camp firmly decided 
to get an early start in the morn­
ing. We got up early enough Tues­
day morning, and loaded up while 
the moon and stars were yet shin­
ing. The six o’clock whistle blew 
just as we drove out of the camp 
grounds, but we didn't get far, just 
about a block or two. Then “ pop” 
went the engine and with a few 
«Tying gasps the thing quit right 
there in the middle of the street. We 
had no flash light, having depended 
on a “ trouble lamp” that one at­
taches to the battery.

Down the street a little way was 
a street light, and we shoved the 
car along by main strength and 
awkwardness. A  careful check over 
the gas line revealed that the tube 
which leads to the windshield swipe 
was not attached to the top of the 
vacuum tank where it should be. 
And there in the dark (the street 
light did not throw much illumina­
tion on the subject) I could not 
get the end of the tube over the 
end of the connection made for it, 
so I whittled out a plug for the 
hole in the connection at the top 
o f the vacuum tank and got in and 
stepped on the starter. Away we 
went. There was little danger of 
rain in that section so we left the 
plug in there for a couple of days.

A boy was delivering the morn­
ing papers when we finally got 
started* We inquired if it was from 
Portland and he told us it was a 
Salt Lake paper.

Names along the highway be­
tween Rock Springs and Green 
River—Camel’s B’ack, Thieves’ Cave 
etc. They were the names of some 
of the towering rocks. Tiny, dirty, 
dull gray sage brush was about 
all the vegetation showing. Forty- 
four miles down a tributary of -he 
green river, there is little to enjoy.

Farther on we came to an ex­
periment station and here we saw 
a few yellowish brown farms. Some 
sheep in the road caused some de­
lay in getting past them but though 
we passed several bands it was not 
until late that afternoon that we 
had to follow for a long time be­
hind a band" that was going the 
same way we were and the herders 
did not care to be put out 
any to let us pass.

Down to the river, and along it 
for several miles after passing the 
town of Green River, where we 
stopped for gas but were unable 
to rouse the gas man. Whether it 
was too early for him or perhaps 
he was celebrating his mother-in-

I

CODE OF THE NORTH
. . .  B y  H A R O L D  T I T U S  .  .  .

"Good-by," she said and moved on 
down the trail, light and graceful 
on her nioccastncd feet 

The “ something" which she had 
brought with her on that long trek 
through the timber he discovered 
when he entered hla cabin. On the 
tah'.e rested a box made of birch 
Into which porcupine quills had been 
worked In elaborate design. In one 
corner was a blue flower and diag­
onally across the cover In red, was 
the word Glm.

Drake experienced an odd emo­
tional reaction. He had given the 
girl aid when she was In need. At 
the time she had returned him not 
so much as a word or a look of grati­
tude. But she had gathered her raw 
materials and treated them and put 
luto this gift all the skill and pa 
Hence which were her heritage. 
Then, to deliver It. she had walked 
for a day through the woods and 
now, though the sun was down, she 
was setting out for the long return 
Journey.

“ Well, old son, you've made a 
hit I” he said aloud and laughed care­
lessly, but his easy words and man­
ner were only devices to cover the 
profound embarrassment he experl 
enced at being the recipient of such 
a generous gesture of gratitude and 
devotion. . . .

So Frans was «carv’d, was he? 
That was as It should tie. But Mary 
had also warned him against the 
man. frightened though he was.

The gun which Frans had set for 
him was beneath Steve's bed 
wrapped in newspapers to preserve 
the finger-prints upon Its greasy sur 
face. The case he had against his 
enemy, if ever pushed, would hinge 
on that gun and the Imprints of 
the hands which had borne it here.

"Shouldn’t leave It knocking 
around that way,” he mattered. 
“ Mary may tie wrong, hut he's 

A week later Steve returned to his ! tough enough so It won't do to over-

SYNOPSI3

steph .n  D rak. .  w ith  hts four year- 
olS .on, ts rescued from a btlssard 
by Jim Flynn, big t lm b.r  operator. 
Uraka, until h i.  death. Impress.,  
•n th .  boy. S t .v . ,  th .  d .b t  they o w .  
"Old Jim." T w .n t y  yea r ,  lat .r ,  S t . v .  
m eet .  "Y ou n g  Jtm" Flynn, h i.  ben.* 
fac to r ' ,  .on. Sent by Old Jim, In­
capacitated through an accident In 
which Kate, hi* daught.r . t .  tempo­
rari ly  blinded, to take charge o f  the 
company'#— the Polaris— w ood ,  op­
eration*, th .  youth 1. Indulging In .  
drunken .pres. Polaris I .  tn dire 
straits, and hoping to do something 
fo r  Old Jim. S t . v .  hastens to the 
company's headquarters I t .  flints 
Franm, a scoundrel, p lotting against 
th .  F lynn Interest*. W orst ing  F r .n s  
tn .  (1st tight, ths P o la r ) ,  craw 
assume, that h .  I .  Flynn's son. and 
he ta k e ,  charge, as "Y ou n g  J im "  A 
photograph o f  K a t .  Flynn, which 
he find«. Immensely Increases his de­
sire to  atd Old Jim. Steve gains the 
warm friendship o f  LaFsne. queer 
wood ,  scout, and add. to Frans'* 
hat .  by dr iv ing  him away from 
Mary Wolf,  young Indian g ir l  whom 
ho haa been abusing Drak* .scapes 
a death trap set for  him Frans d is­
covers Steve ’s Impersonation. T h rea t­
ened with disclosure. Steve arcuses 
F  o f  setting the death trap, e x ­
hibit! «  evidence, and the man dare 
not act. Steve senda la F a n e  to And 
Young Jim and sober him up The 
woodsman separates F lynn from hie 
companions and sets about his task

" f l  before leaving Wyoming we were
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“And what If I don't?"
“ You will I'tn going Into the ttm 

her. You l le me enough to want 
to get back at me and you cau’t un 
less you are near me."

With a shrug. Young Jim stooped 
and shouldered his owu pack.

“ Where do I get my chance to get 
hack at you, then? Where are you 
taking me?" he demanded.

“On a trail that may not be too 
easy,” was the reply.

cabin early one evening with the In­
tention of writing at length to Kate 
Flynn and found Mary Wolf sitting 
on his doorstep.

“ Hullo!" he cried In surprise. 
“ What's the trouble, Mary?"

“ 1 got no trouble," she said. 
“ Franz, he Is scared by you. Today 
1 met him by wood camp. He called 
me names but be did not try to 
make me go by him. He Is scared."

So. Steve reasoned, Franz had 
becu braving his admonitions and 
was in pursuit of Mary when he 
stumbled on Young Jim Flynn, and 
now. with the threat of being called 
to answer the charge of making an

look any bets. Well . 
ulghL"

. Busy to-

Kate might come upon Young Jlm'a 
handwriting in otlVcv flic, aud be 
tray the secret.

He did not attempt to* much de 
ceptiwu: " I  was drunk na a fool
fur two weeks," he begun. feeling 
that Kate waa the sort who would 
prefer bluut truth. “ Hut 1 atu oti the 
Job now. and thlnga aren't ns bad 
at they might be." He proceeded 
with a truthful account of the sltu- 
atlon as he Imd found It.

Her rcaiMMise touched him deeply:
“ Y'ou seem so changed. You don't 

write ns you used to. Whul hap­
pened, Duffer? linn the Iron, line 
Dad's, finally come out? Have you 
Anally got the old hooch npi>ctlte 
whipped? I'm praying for It every 
hour, of- course. 1 can't help hut 
feel that the man who wrote this 
letter has something to step up ami 
deliver. We'll tight It through to­
gether until the old Pad cornea up 
from the rear and begins to lead 
agnln. That's a promise I"

He wrote other lettcra and, at 
night, at odd times during the day 
when the mind of a man engaged 
with such a Jolt should have been 
busied with sterner matters, he 
found himself thinking of Kale 
Flynn.

At the beginning he had left her 
photograph on the table In his cab­
in: now, he carried It In his shirt 
pocket snd when alone In the woods 
often looked at It almost furtively 
Now and again, thinking of the girl 
he would mutter:

“ I ’ll pull It through. W ell pull 
him through , , , for you. . . ."

• a . . . .  .
Steve and McNally were together 

one day, caching new tire lighting 
equipment In strategic places.

"Scatu Frans the last few days?" 
Steve a«l>ed.

McNally shook his head. "Nope 
but that ain't unusual. Times, we 
don't see hliu for weeks, but he's al­
ways In the country.”

"Bad sort to have loose, wouldn't 
you suv ?"

"You bet | He don't like I’olarls 
and. of course, he don't like you. 
Jimmy. Slid It'd take a fox to 
watch him. Might he down u( the 
I.Bird's.’’

“ Mow does he get Ids drag with 
the old fellow?"

'Got me. unless It’s because he'«So instead of depositing the ' „  , ,young. You got to hand It to trunzlweapon In some safe place he rolled 
it In a grain sack and gave It some­
what better temporary hiding Inside 
the leg of a pair of breeches which 
hung against the wall. . . .

The weather was dry. The sun 
shone hot, unobscurcd by clouds. 
Nights brought little dew ; the wind 
blew constantly, licking moisture 
from the soil.

it »a s  a period of great forest 
Are hazard, the sort of weather to 
keep any logger continually on edge.

The response from Kate Flynn to
attempt on another’s life hanging Steve's telegram was a letter filled 
over his immediate future, he had j  wltb mingled hope and doubt,
other things on his mind than try and he saw that his first deterinlns-
ing to force the girl to do his bid- atlou not to risk revealing the game
ding.

“ But he might do more than call 
you names another time. Mary. The 
best place for you. I'd say. Is where 
you won't be meeting him. What 
are you back here for. anyhow?"

“ Oh. something," she said and 
looked away Indolently. "When 
something wild Is scared, look out."

“Oh. so you’re warning me against 
Franz?"

"May-be,”  she said Idly and rose. 
“ Good-by. 1 go by camp, now.”

“ Where’s your canoe?"
“ Camp.”
“ You walked clear here. Mary?”
“ It Is shorter.”
“ But haven’t you grub to carry 

back?*'
She smiled almost childishly.
"1 Just bring something. 1 go back 

now.'*
Her manner puzzled Steve but he 

did not question further.
“ Well, you’d better get along to 

your father. He looked to me when 
I saw him as If he were too sick a 
man to t»e left alone long at a time. 
Stay away from here where you 
might be bnmplng into Franz; and 
If he locates your camp move to an­
other place.”

he played hj writing to her would 
not do at all.

“ I’ leuse, please. Duffer, tell me 
the whole story!" she begged. “You 
are on the Job after a long and un­
explained delay; that Is all I know. 
Tell me about yourself; about the 
Job, next. Mac's word that the rail 
road Is blocked Is too heavy a secret 
for me to carry much longer aud 1 
don't dare tell Dad yet." . . . Later, 
In a burst of girlish sentiment: “ I 
love you more dearly than I shall 
ever love any man but one. I lie 
awake nights thinking about you 
and wondering about you. I'm with 
you always, Duffpr. pulling for you, 
lighting for you, but I'm on my knees, 
now, begging you to tell me every-

lle 's ns slick as they get. lie  even 
fooled Katie good and plenty. It 
looked for a time that summer two 
years back that she was goln' to fall 
plumb In love with him. Hut ahe 
found him out and afore any the 
rest of us did. He wus real cut up 
when ahe told him to git. he was I"

A sharp tingle of Jealousy ran 
through Drake and he smiled. Jeal­
ous o f a man who had once known 
the favor of a girl he had never 
seen. «hose voice he had never 
heard!

McNally went on: "But 'bout him 
'nd the l.alrd. I dunno. If he Is 
nfter th’ Igilrd's timber for Benson 
looks like he had the Inside track. 
It ain't price, you see. Three htin- 
dre 'nd twenty thousand was what 
your daddy estimated It was worth; 
that's what he offered. MacDonald 
said It was n fair price, but he Just 
naturally didn't want to sell. , . . 
The thing Is that If you had his stuff 
at a fair price tb' banks might 
loosen up a little. 'Nd time's what 
you need. Jimmy I It'a getting 
u'mlghty short.”

The older man talked on, outlin­
ing the possible, the even probable 
disaster which was to overtake the 
Flynn Interests, while Steve turned 
his thoughts to the Igilrd. tie had 
learned all he could of the old re­
cluse but, reviewing It all, only one 
really significant thing had ever

thing. . . . I 11 go wild If I don t i t>een said to him about the man and 
know that you are acting as you thla hy LaFane. s ,>rae mpn, th*  ^
know you should. I handler had said, are so constituted

Other letters such as this arrived thllt th,.y w,„  yleM no tn,.nnilTe of
witn every mall which reached admiration to another until he can 
Good-Bye and from them and the t*.„t them at something they want 
photograph which he cherished j0 do Was that the key to Mac 
Steve constructed for himself a girl Donald’s friendship? 
o f ever Increasing charm. « • * . . . .

He debated at length over the first Miles «way, before a meager she) 
letter he wrote. An old typewriter tiT m« ()o o f  a tarpaulin. La
was In carnp, which obviated the 
ch:ine* that the girl who read to

Fune was making coffee.
CTO n a  oom-iNUT«». )

up alinosi a quarter of a mile 
higheri From that point we began 
to go down. Like Will Kogeia in 
“ Mr. Skitch” , we did some grami 
Dee wheeling, getting down to Kail 
Lake Uity.

The roads were fine ugum as 
soon as we got into Utah, black 
top pavement for the most part 
with here and there short stretch- 

| <‘s of cement. The towns did not 
show up, us they were built along 
the railroad. We skirted Echo re 
servoir, the first indication for 
hundreds of miles of the use of 
vvatei for irrigation. Going on down 
I he grude w e turned south at Echo 
t ’ity and followed along a little 
valley where the water seemed to
he as free ms it should be every­
where. It gushed out of pipes
along the road, ran in ditches
where one might expect to find
drainage dutches, great canals car­
ried millions of acre feet to ills

• tant points to Ite uscii to make
| the desert produce abundantly. 
J Those Mormons certainly had an 
jj eye to the future for they are the 
! ones responsible for the intrudile
J Hon of irrigation Into the white 
Jinan's scheme of life,
jj Along one stretch of straight 
] road we noted a car far ahead. 
J ami then soon a fellow out on the 
< pavement signaling to atop. We 
t h oked him over pretty carefully
iI  before • ornine to ■ halt lint his 
J partner wus on the running board 
J of an old truck busy with an inner 
J tue. When we stopped, the young 
i chap was very courteous and re- 
j 1 quested the "loan" of some tire
J ct mint, they having used all theirs 
s' in fixing an old tire that kept 
J giving them trouble. We were hap 
J py to !«• able to supply their wants 
! a id  they seemed exceeding grutc-
• fui.
$ It M id  to bo a rule of Iks r ,e! 
t never to pa s a fellow traveller 
J io distress Now it scema that the
• low 'd -elf preservation has estab

of its summer characteristics. We 
began to shed our blankets, then 
our coots, and' finally got down 
to shirt sleeves. The dust of a band 
uf sheep that we followed for a 
Ung time seemed insufferable. Fin­
ally we got past the sheep and
then we did descend!

In the middle uf what »««mod 
to us a sleep incline a young fe l­
low and his lady love sat in a
nice new Chevrolet. Right in the 
middle of the road they were, and 
we had to slack up lu pass. Sens­
ing trouble we inquired and the 
uan staled' that they were uut 

• f gas ami would I let them have 
oine or hud I u tow rope that 
on I* I serve to get them started 

iust a little way and then they
.•ould coast to a filling atutinn. I 
at! a tow rope amf bargained 

with him to use his brakes to keep 
■I* from going too fast it ml I ’d 
<*e my gas to pull, him along. Ilia 
uakea were new uml he could 
uing me up standing even on the 
deep Inclines. But we got down 
he hilt to the suburbs of Suit lsike 

City much relieved. Ilia brakes 
veto smoking hut the noise in my 
differential hud not Itothorrd us 
ail the way down that long grade!

Mrs. I .ewis Walters and little aon 
Roger of Portland' visited at the 
home of Mrs. Walters father, l>. 
A. Spurlln at Whitford, Friday.

WANTED AND FOR SALE

\\ ill Trade Two Alpine milk guata, 
one 1% years old, one H months, 
fine stock for young pigs. II. 
L. Hudson, 2004 Beaverton, Rt. I.

adv c-lM-PJ

Yearlings pastured, $1 per month, 
other cattle, $1.50 on old IVter- 
son place at Whitford. Inquire a- 
cross the mad ut l>. Taluinho'a.

adv p-18-19

J li shed u rale which requires one Far Sale Leghorn chicks, $7:00 a
J m ver in atop when pc anj
t »long the ma I. Yet they say the
J world is getting better right along! 
t A* we gut down into the lower j
{  ‘ altitudes, thr sun, which hail shone
t all day, la-gau to take on some 
0

100; Reds, $*. In lots o f Ml add 
lc. 2f> lots, 2c per ohick. !1 weeks 
old leghorn cockerels, April 2l»th, 
fie each. Hart's Hatchery, i'hone 
Beaverton 0415. Don’t come Sun­
day». adv

Business Places To Patronize

IN BEAViRTON!
Spend Your Money in Beaverton

Alt Heidelberg Beer 
On Draught

Try us for Chicken Dinners 
Bucherile Sandwiches

FREE DANCING 
DLI> HEIDELBERG PARK

nnd

-W. L. KELLY T

É (Orrium dJmtrual *
Agent *

É I ’hone Beaverton 5010, |

j »-P

W. E. I’EGG
U N D E R TA K E R  AND  EMBALM Kit

Grange Building . . . . . .  Beaverton

STUDIO BARBER SHOP
FIRST CLASS WORK 

AT REASONABLE PRICES 
K. I). Van METE It. Prop.

O ITO M ETRY
Glasses, Eitteil or Itepain-d 

Our Specialty 
DR. A. K. WILSON 

Beaverton Oregon

Crystal Beauty Shop
PERMANENT WAVES. COM PI.KIE 

$2.50 and Up 
All Linen o f Beauty Work

APPO IN TM E N TS  NOT NECESSARY

hard luck we could make Granger. A t Granger we took on a supply

Turning to the left at the bridge of , The. ‘fr<!und wa8 frof en-
across the river we climbed the and' the fire in the service station

hills onto a high, rolling plateau. *“ rely ‘  1 ma" ’ ,
Miles away to the south the snow- ° ld '" oma" ' a ‘flrl and a ^°y « em€d 
covered peaks of the Wasatch toL. ^  ab?ut °7’ial y ''¿V|,ied ,,n
range, or perhaps it was the Elk- 
horn range, looked like some sort

which road would be the better, 
the north route through Kemmer- 
er and Montpelier to Pocatello, and

law’s funeral. Anyway, he did not £ ‘n Ja lra n 'deemed Jrt'r rer 'than west or the route through Evshna- nn W . hnrri.n-oj hi. “ . ( ¡ »E ’ i ™  pla ( au seemed greener than ___. _ __ __ , ______._ .

:hn °dV .L rT n eg S T S ?  »■“ | ^  S °e y

inW;  haany femf rreeSe^ n e v abOU. tt R^k -  tta S U n  River. « «  » * » >  - < * ’ at the request ofing any more money at Rock Th have ^  f our young folks who had always
r* l/ io n  t a a r  x x r i t h  rv/v J . . .  , •  .

naming their rivers for a color. , wanted to take the longer route.Springs) we decided that with no

We followed Blacks Fork until 
we came to Fort Bridger, one of 
the oldest outposts o f the white man 
in the West. This did not seem 
like much of a post for defence 
from the Indians for the hills 
came close in all around while the 
fort itself stood in a litte valley, 
but for defence against the ele­
ments. It was still cold and here 
the good road gave way to gravel, 
and not too good at that.

At Rock Springs, the town we 
had left that morning, the eleva­
tion is said to be (5,2(H) feet, but

Beaverton Halber Shop

C. J. HTEVKNH, PR O PR IE TO R

SATISFACTION OlTAJIANTKKI)

HEER ON DRAUGHT 
and HV Glasses

Beaverton Electric Shop
Siale Licensed Electrician 

I Wiring and Repairing of all Kinds
ELECTRICAL SUPPLIES 

Mn/xln Lamps Radio Tubes
Free T'*st Phone (llufl

Express Office Stage De|«it 
Wt tara ''nbin Phone 10605

GKF.A IIO U N II COFFEE SHOP 
Rossi Building Beaverton Oregon

Canyon Rood and Bertha Beaverton 
High’ .'nv a* Cednr Street

For tertihed  T E X A C O  Service
Greasing. 75c and $1.00 

Bex Casey, Mgr.
Beaverton - >  Oregon

IF  IT ’S PR IN T IN G  
W E  CAN DO IT

O IVE  US YO U Il ORDER
Buy from your home merchant und get 

your printing from

The Beaverton Review

G. A. COBH 

Atlorney at Law

HEDGE BUILDING, BEAVERTON

VAVCK\E\ \  VOIOW 
y NOO M U r  ^

\ 0 ENP \ f\ VJUX. C O LM U Ì'. 

ÇAKYüau' cays, tu ' 
MJAM MA V40UE«.,
Am aooM 'o "turn *. J

\ vkjx.

D O T  l  f e â
AU’ l ie * '  i l s

\WWH CKOUY 

; Mbo e OMÊ v in ch i 
v CAU-eoT

U1CKIE, TH E  P R IN T E R ’S D E V IL
-H I! (I; K V-----1 ! W • , I «  !* '  I * ! //>

But, Oh! How Dumb Sometimei


