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HI LETTS’ TRIP
n------------------------------------- s

The snow began to fall soon af­
ter we had started that climb up 
the Blue Mountains. By the time 
we reached Five Points Creek the 
trees had assumed that Christmasy 
look that characterizes all ever­
greens when covered with the "E r­
mine too dear for an E arl."

At Meacham the snow was deep 
enough so that the wheels no long­
er cut down to the pavement and 
the danger of skidding increased 
accordingly. Just past Meacham we 
found crews working on the road, 
striving to keep the pass open. 
Here the fog became so thick one 
could hardly see two car lengths 
ahead no matter how the snow 
helped.

The snow turned to rain at about 
what must have been Emigrant 
State Park but we couldn’t see the 
side of the road to know where we 
were. Rain and fog tormented us 
then until we reached Boiling Point, 
the cabins where we had stayed 
on our way east. At times one 
couldn’t see five feet ahead. Then 
the fog would raise for a few rods 
only to reappear thicker than ever. 
Some time we were on the right 
side of the pavement and then we 
were we didn’t know where; only 
the posts that marked the fills 
showed when we were on the pro. 
per grade.

I never want to drive through 
such an experience again. The rain 
had removed all the white of the 
snow and only the gray of the 
fog banks were visible, and a lit­
tle black patch of pavement where 
the lights shone brightest. Then 
the spot light went out and we 
were in a pickle.

We hardly knew when we got 
to the little camp kept by a fel­
low and his breed wife at the place 
thev call Boiling Point. There 
were only two cabins, and' when 
we drove up a light in the one we 
had occupied when going eastward 
caused a sinking sensation at the 
pit of the stomach. There was 
no light at the gas pump but I 
knocked at the door and inquired 
if there was still a cabin that we 
could get. There was. What a re­
lief! .

This was not the same one we 
had occupied when going east. It 
had apparently been occupied more 
by tourists, for we found names 
of people from almost every state 
and most of the counties and large 
cities in the country penciled on 
the walls. Florida, Massachusetts, 
Connecticut, Kentucky, everywhere. | 
Even messages had been written J 
there, and comments on their trips, i 
Reminds us of the old verse about 
“Fools’ names and fools’ faces are J 
often found in public places”— but j 
then, again, they were interesting 
to read.

We had travelled 315 miles that 
day, but that wasn't half so far 
as it had seemed. The cost: gas,' 
$3.38; oil, $1.20; groceries, 24C; 
and cabin, 75f; total, $5.57. Not 
so much, but as we were getting 
towards home we were not load­
ing up with so much food stuffs I 
to carry along.

/Friday, the 17th of November, 
we arose late, 7:00 a.m., with the; 
sun shining as we looked out on ! 
what looked like a big ocean. The 
fog had settled into the valley; 
and such a sight as it made. The 
hills stood out like islands in a \ 
great ocean of water, only the fog 
lay more quiet than ever such a 
big body of water ever lay. But; 
there looked to be all the various j 
shore forms, bays, peninsulas, capes 
gulfs, islands, surf and everything, j 
While all about us the sun shone 
brightly as it can shine only at 
the top of mountains.

About eight we got under way 
and started down the steep grade. 
There was slow going for we had 
to depend on the brakes entirely, I 
that differential noise was too 
loud to risk depending anything on | 
compression. Soon after starting

The Beaverton Review

g ; ". r ¡.' : : ¡ :n u :i : : : : ; ! i :m ¡n !! i im ¡M w n i:¡i :i im m u iiu m n n im iii i i i i i i i i i i i i :

CODE OF THE NORTH
. . . 9« HAROLD TITUS . . .

a » r r r % * t  w  h m « m  T h a i

21t
; • ^

SYNOPSIS

Stephen Draka, with his four y#sr* 
old »on. Is rearu*tl from a billiard  
by Jim Flynn. t>*« timber operator. 
1'rnks, until Ms death. lmpr«M«a on 
tho boy, 9t«v«t tho debt they owo 
"O ld Jim -  Twowty years lntor, Stswo 
moot* "Tonne Jim* Flynn, kls ben#- 
f*. ’ o r *  son. Sont by Old Jim. In - 
cap*eluted through an accident la 
which Kate, bis daughter, la tempo- 
rarity blinded, to take char*# of the 
nompany'e- -the Polarle— woods op­
erations, the youth le Indulging In n 
drankea spreo. Polarle le In dire 
.«trwite. and hoping to do something 
i* . Old Jim, Steve hastens to the 
c*w«|Hany*s headquarters. W orsting  
yv^aa. a plotting enemy of the 
FWnna. In a flat fight, the Polarle 
ctcw aeeuinea Steve la Flynn’s son. 
a ad be takee charge, as "Y ou n g  
J i m . "  A photograph of Kate Flynn. 
w M 'h he finda. Immensely Increases 
Ma d e s i r e  to aid Old J i m .  Steva 
n»**i the warm friendship of L *- 
Fwte. queer woods scout, and adds 
1 1  F r a n s ' s  hate by driving him away 
r.'om Mary W olf, young Indian girl 
*«hom  h e  has been a b u s i n g .  Drake 
e e r u p e s  a  death trap set for him. 

 ̂ i n s  discovers Steve’s Impersona- 
U o a  Steve accuses F r a n s  of setting 
the death trap, exhibiting evidence, 
end the man dare not act. Steve 
.«end« I . a F a n e  t o  find T o u n g  Jim 
* * *  » o b e r  M m  up. S t e v e  w i n e  the 
.•r .DjM tih if  o f  M n r P o n a l d .  owner o f  
t i l a n d  the Flynns greatly need. 
A nS S c o t s m a n  gives h i m  a eev-
e n  o p t i o n  for P o l a r i s  to buy M s
il-n iw  Tran« having destroyed the 
o w t d e n e e  e f  his plot to kill S t e v e ,  
feel» He has a free hand. K n o w i n g  
.»f t h e  o p t i o n ,  and w a n t i n g  the t i m -  

a  rival c o m p a n y  he p l a n s  t o  
p»* out of the way, but the

«gn rlts  him.

CHAPTER V II— Continued 
— 18—

appeal was In both voice 
sod *«tu re . Tears showed In his 
<-»-* his breath caught.

Te- an Interval the older man 
»•tetw-rt him. Then he walked close. 
Ha a hand on the boy's shoul­
der and gripped It tightly.

“ I «ok at me. son,” he said and 
M« tore was more gentle “ l-ook 
at iof-. . . . That's righ t; And Ma­
lar -.« this: It was all you had left, 

.ruse o f the decent thing. It 
got away but you hung to It. 

Y « v t  got It, now ; it's yonro; for 
Leevs. If jo u hate me. I’m sorry. 
Rut yon won't have much longer to 
m - t r e  me. That's a prom ise As 
--.-on as the last shake Is gone  we 
zo. The Joo waiting Is not one for 
a man who isn't steady as a rock I”

Itu n g  Jim stared at him and his 
lip twisted as he fought back emo­
tion.

"I don’t hate you." he «aid quiet- 
Iv. "I'm on j  hating myself . . . 
the myself that was t"

Rosily, th ee  the other began 
tl./oplng the contents o f the grub 
►a. t  on the rock. He smiled serene­
ly as he cooked that hearty break- 
fait.

• • • • • • •
? ' “ ve Drake wrote his telegram 

1«  l.'-ite Flynn with gr«>at care. He 
loM r.!l that had happened as briefly 
as was possible but re-read It care 
P.diy to be certain that do word 
important to the proposed transac- 
•,:»n hnd been omitted.

».'is last Une w as:
T h is  deal Is only way out. Money 

n<Tivt t>e in MacDonald's bands 
'•»a ."Jay at four p. m."

T o  the operator, he said: "Rend 
•Sat. And I’U wait right here until 
so  hiiswer comes."

• • • • • • •
Putter would not melt In Franz’s 

cw-rth at times. McNally had said, 
xt-i '.Ids <lay was one o f thoee occa­
sions Me stood on a high point be- 
» i.v  the f/P.Ird and showed him 
where be b id  foeod  Steve Drake’s 
canoe.

Me n -A w Is » b n A -d  !«•*♦. AS
cnc iluM '•? trt'iy d /. lie  led I lie old 
uM'i slowly In where the wrecked 
craft was beached and there Mac­

Donald stood with bared bead while 
tears ran down his wrinkled cheeks.

"Ob. a gtide lad be was I A flue, 
gude lad. 'Nd a grand angler. . . . 
Why . . . W hy'd ha chance th' 
rapid?”

Frans debated with himself craft - 
lly.

"The queer part o f  It all, Mr. 
Macltooald. la that the fellow wae 
not Young Jim Flynn. The real 
Young Jim was drunk over on 
Mono* lake when this fellow  showed 
up and passed himself off for the 
one they’d been expecting. He ad­
mitted It to me hut I didn't think It 
waa any o f my affair so I sa lj noth­
ing to anyone."

-B ut who waa be? What waa he 
doin' r

"I can t answer that. Who he 
was doeea't matter. What he was 
doing here I could only guess."

He said that significantly and the 
Laird stared at him In sharp query.

"M y gueas would he this: that 
Flynn tried to buy from you and 
had gotten nowhere, that ho knew 
his aon waa a worthless bum. that 
he found this fellow who makes a 
good enough appearance and who 
surely Is a darned good fisherman 
and sent him In here with (be delib­
erate purpose o f winning your con­
fidence and friendship.”

"Y e think so? Ye think that, 
lad? . . .  I wonder . . . "  An Irate 
gleam commenced to show In the 
th ird 's eye*. "Queer happenin'* 
queer things Ah. I'm sick o f It a ll! 
Age rides heavy on th' shoulders I 
A great reMef I felt when I signed 
his option but If he's gone, ut’s 
gone wl’ him 'nd I’ve got th’ tim­
ber hack again I If Jim Flynn's a 
smart trickster, no more will I have 
to do wl' him but I've th’ property 
hack noo 'nd Just when I'd com­
menced to reckon on other Invest­
ments."

It was Franz's opportunity, his 
hour snatched from what happened 
to have been defeat yesterday. 
Cleverly he played bis cards. Fateh 
word he spoke was well calculated. 
They walked back to the iAlrd'a 
where the old man paced the room 
while Frans listened In evident 
sympathy and waited . . . waited.

His waiting was rewarded and. 
at dawn, be started for Shoestring 
himself, an option In his possession. 
He presented his document to the 
register o f deeds and watched that 
worthy scratch his head as be 
read it.

“ Well, that’s the second option 
on this description I”  he declared.

“ Second I" Franz's voice was 
thrill.

“ Sure. Toung Jim Flynn was In 
yesterday with It. He waited | 
arouod town until this nooo for a 
telegram."

“ But . . , Why, he couldn't . . . 
He’» . . ."

But ghosts do not transact busi­
ness. He had been thwarted again 
but his agile mind grasped one 
shred o f hope.

“ Ills w as a seven day option, 
wasn't It?"

“ Yea. Dated Thursday."
“ Record this, then. It’s for fif­

teen."
He went out o f the building and 

walked slowly to the edge o f town, 
throwing himself down under a tree 
and trying to plan. Telegrams had 
beeo exchanged between Shoestring 
and Chicago relating to this trans­
action. Now, If a man could know 
what Instructions those messages 
contained. . . .

Down at the railroad station, 
which was also the telegraph office, 
a figure stood for tong In the deep 
shadow o f the building. After a 
time, sec-.ng no one. hearing no one, 
a man »tipped an Iroa bar beneath 
a wiki bow sash, pat bis weight ou ft t

He found Steve's message, signed 
with the single word, Jltn; and 
aftar further searching, located the

"God's In his heave*, all’s well 
with the world. The option le 
grand news hut Indication o f what 
yoa have done with Dad’s trust 
brings the greatest happiness I have 
known. Twenty-live thousand cur­
rency will be delivered to Good-Bye 
Tuesday. Have team at Shoestring 
Monday noon.

"K ato."
And In the little camp beyond the 

Mad Woman two men lay under 
tbe arching start and talked on and
on.

“ You've got It to do," I.aFane 
said again and again. “ Y'ou ran 
do I t ; you must do It. In leas than 
a week, uow, you'll be as Ot as you 
ever were. . . . And you can and 
you must; you can and you must I"

The hoy beside him trembled a Ul-
Uu.

CHAPTER V III

EVEN after he had take» TP
many details that eeve a«r«'t- 

Ing his decision Steve re r»*4 that 
telegram from Kale F tjr*  v_-d al­
though one phase o f her , ■» ret m 
gave him a feeling of i . iS  «e-tde«*- 
ment another factor gui.- >1-« pr%- 
nounrrd dismay.

If l.al'ane tailed to do tor T «««g  
Jim what Steve hail e«nod v  
might do, Kate's heart w««vl«l V? 
broken. If he were making pan« 
rose, Steve had no word ef It »«4  
each day that was added (• th«- ah 
sence of the two reduced hr, N**e 
by Just so much.

Drake knew that the lla>e foe 
his unmasking was at hand. Da- 
yond a doubt Old Jim wmM  w e-i 
an attorney to close the t!»h er  dexl 
and the chances were tie.: sny law­
yer or agent so trusted would S o i  
bad dealings with Polaris la IV- 
past, and would know lu u og  Jt_i 
weiL

When Steve re-entered Ms csM a 
on the return from town to f.v.J It 
In a sorry state o f disarrange cm at 
be experienced a moment o f r -a «t 
surprise. Then Frans's words at 
the la ird 's  came hack. Hr bad 
boasted that Steve had no evidence 
■ gainst him to prove that he Lr.d 
attempted murder.

Sure enough; the shotgun waa 
gone. He was chagrined at not hav­
ing taken more precaution* H ow ­
ever. be told himself, the threat 
was no longer o f major lmporta.-v*. 
Tbe man could tell his story o f hav­
ing discovered the genuine Young 
Jim elsewhere In the country al­
most any time, n ow ; It would make 
little difference to any person bet 
Kate.

Early on a Sunday morning Mc­
Nally harnessed his light team an-l 
started for town to meet tbe arrival 
due the next day.

Drake would have driven to tt-e 
railroad himself but the Are harart! 
continued to Increase, and If a burn­
ing started he wanted to he on the 
Job; furthermore, he was hoping 
that LaFane would come, either 
with Young Jim or hearing aw 'd  
o f him. He must be present to bwv* 
at tbe earliest powalhle monte*« 
whatever news might be f-irthcons- 
Ing.

Had he rone to Shoestring Ms*- 
self he might have observed t^ lo ;«  
that old McNally missed.

For one thl:-g. he might have 
seen Frans Idling wltlrlu the build­
ing, watching as Mac earurt*d t*a 
arrival toward the waiting wagou 
He was even close vrw-.yh tw *,.-»/ 
McNally r*y as he looked down at 
the brief cane which was lifted 1* 
query:

“ OW. » S t ’S *M righ t J-WM
likely t:ilu  U right down to il«e 
Laird's, anyhow, wv gut a sate '• 
th' store lo  io c t  *t up lu "

H U  S S  CVJ*ri l.-VWdD.V
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down we ran into the fog and 
was it thick? Too thick for com­
fort for we could hardly follow 
the winding road past the Indian 
Agency and' on in to Pendleton.

The fog did not bother us any 
from that point on this way but 
the trees, the whole of the vege. 
tation took on a strange appear­
ance. It did not seem as though 
there could be such a difference 
between places so close, yet here 
when we started down the Uma­
tilla river valley, the trees still had 
all their leaves; the gras.; was
green; the alfalfa looked t «11 and 
thrifty; and everything had such

a different look, it almost seemed 
like being in a different country.

Hardly any of our party recog­
nized the Columbia river when we 
came to it first near the t iwn of 
Umatilla. It had an unfamiliar 
look like some friend who has 
been gone for a long time and has 
returned unexpectedly. But the map 
said that the Columbia was there 
just where we could see this river 
so this river must be the Colum­
bia.

There is little more to relate of 
the trip itself. We arrived at Moro, 
Mr. and Mrs. O. A . Thompson’s 
farm, about four o’clock that af­

ternoon where we met familiar fa . 
ces. The grand children turned 
somersaults and otherwise performed 
for the edification of Grandma and 
Grandpa. Even Bud'dy, the dog, 
smiled when once he had sniffed 
our pants leg. And we rested* till 
the next noon before starting out 
on the final lap of a trip that 
had taken us almost across the 
continent, that lasted from the 
25th of August until the 18th of 
November.

Nothing can bring you peace but 
yourself. Nothing can bring you 
peace hut the triumph of princi­
ples.— Emerson.

A MMKKIUK A DAY—

A lady once owned a black rat 
That caught birdies like thus« on 

her hat;
But her conscience was struck 
By the birdies' hard1 luck 

Now she's hatless and cat less. 
How's that?

Some appalling hut quite truthful 
facts,

Show that man when equipped with 
an axa

Can soon mar a tree •
When he’d much better be 

In the forests a.followin' tracks.

There once was a girl whose delight 
Was In pulling the flowers left and 

right;
Hot she soon firuvid out —'Us clear, 
There were none the next year, 

So perforce she stopped s|H>iling 
th« site.

There once was a Imy with a gun 
Who thought hunting birds would 

be fun;

Hirth Ruins
Except there Ik* birth pains there 

will lie no births Into the eternal 
Father's heavenly fam ily—

— “ Except a man !>e horn again 
he cannot see the kingdom of 
heaven. "

Be the unsaved ever so educated, 
polished-, or clever, how shall they 
come through to the new birth, 
except some Christian labor In 

I player for them?
You were saved because someone 

I prayed you through. Your own will 
go down into Uhristless graves, 
and out into Uhristless eternities, 
unless they lx- prayed through.

The old preacher showed note 
books with scores of names, “These 
are the ones I saw come through 
to salvation, and they are the ones 
I prayed for— "

“ If ye abide in Me and My words 
abide in you. ye shall ask what 
ye will and it shall be done unto 
you.” said our laird to those who 
would pray. "Herein is my Father 
glorified, that ye bear much fruit, 
so shall ye be My disciples"— pray 
and Itear fruit.

Rev. G«i> N. Taylor, Beaverton, 
Oregon. adv

He found I hey Were dead 
When shot through the neod. 

Now his hunting with a kodak is 
done.

Lisle Walker

"So foreign cabinets change l he 
holders of portfolios rather fre­
quently ? "

"Y e s ."  said Senator Sorghum. 
Sometimes they don’ t look as much 
like portfolios to m» as they do 
like overnight suitcases.'

Elect
R. Frank Peters

CIRCUIT JUDGE
Tillamook and Washington 

Counties
Twenty-four years active 

Court practice
PRIMARIES. MAY 18, 1934 

(Paid A dv.)

Business Places To Patronize

IN BEAVERTON!
Spend Your Money in Beaverton

>4BT.
On Draught

Try us for Chicken Dinners and 
Barbecue Sandwiches

FREE DANCING 
OLD HEIDELBERG PARK

1 W. L. KELLY |

i  ( O r r i u n i  3 1 m i r u a l  *
Agent l  

| Phone lleaverlon 5019. j

W. K. PEGG

U N D E R T A K E R  AND EMBALMER  

Grange Building • - . . . .  Beaverton

OI*TOMETRY
Glasses, Killed or Repaired 

Our Specialty 
DK. A. K  WILSON 

Beaverton Oregon

STUDIO HARDER SHOP
FIR ST CLASH W ORK 

AT REASO N ABLE PRICES 
E. I». Van M ETER. Prop.

Crystal Beauty Shop
PERMANENT WAVES, COMPLETE 

$2 ..r»0 and I ’ p
All of Heiiuty Work 

APPO IN TM K N T8 NOT NKCBSAARY

Heaverton Harbcr Shop
(!. J. STEVENS, P R O P R IE T O R  

SATISFACTION G U ARAN TEED

Beaverton Electric Shop
State Licensed Electrician 

Wiring and Repairing of all Kinds
ELECTRICAL SUPPLIES 

Radio Tubes Mazda Lamps 
Free Test Phone «103

BEER ON DRAUGHT 
and lOtf Glasses

Express O ffice Stage Depot 
Western Union Phone 10808 

G REYH O U N D  CO FFEE SHOP 
Rossi Building Hesverinn. Oregon

IF  IT'S I'KIN TINO 
W E  CAN DO IT

G IVE US YOUR O R D E R
Buy from  your home inerehnnt mid gi t 

your printing from

The Beaverton Review
HUB SERVICE STATION 

and Auto Camp
Richfield Oil Co. Products 

Yale Tires Prompt Service 
Harley Taylor, Prop.

Junction Canyon and Bertha Beav­
erton Highways

G. A. COBB 

Attorney at Law

H ED G E BUILDING, HEAVERTON

p
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