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FRIDAY, JANUARY 22, 1943

GUVERNOR'S 'TALK

Earl Snell, in his inauguration
speech last week, was much more
definite than many expected him
to be. By and large he held to
his election promises in making
his recommendations.

He advocated no reduction in
{he income tax and as much con-
tinued reduction in the property

tax as might be consistent with
good business judgment. That
should please the farmers of

Sherman county, for all of them
will remember how serious a prob-
lem was the payment of property
tex a few years ago. If surplus
funds could be kept from this per-
iod of plenty to make unnecessary
a state property tax in a future
period of scarcity, it would be of

inestimable help to owners of
large blocks or land.
The newly inaugurated gover-

nor recommended no change in
the income tax but there is senti-
ment for some reduction among
legislators, and a reduotion may
L.e made regardless of the gover-
nor.

The state is in its best financial
position in years, and unless some
very definite plan for retention
of funds until a depression is
provided for it seems proper to
cut all taxes as much as possible,
at least enough to retain equity
among all types of taxpayers.

The governor dsked for a short
session. That is a biennial wish
or the part of everyone. The rea-
son it is not realized is that while
asking for a short session people
insist on consideration of numer-
ous bills. The two requests are
exaetly - contrary.

As might have been expected
of “one who has spent the lastl
éight years in an administrative
capacity, Snell asked for several
consolidations of boards of the
stute. Some of these are natural.
others will be very controversial.
As there are now but 16 state
benks the consolidation of the
banking department and the cor-
poration department will cause
little debate. As for putting. the
milk eontrol board in the depart-
ment of agriculture. that also may
be done, but it must be realized
that the function of one is admin-
strutive, and the other is a price
control measure.

Consolidation of the World
Vear Veterans’ State Aid commis-
sion with the State Land board,
and reduction of the number of
men on the tax commission will
be much more controversial, and
it should be shown that economies
and better administration will re-
sult before the action is taken.

The speech has been well re-
ceived, it was delivered carefully
and thoughtfully. Legislatures
usuvally fail to do everything
asked of them, but an incoming
governor often obtains most of
that which he asks.

Whether this will be true of
this one or not is in the lap of the
Gods.

RAILROAD CASBE

As is now generally known the
attorneys for the Union Pacific
have asked the Interstate Com-
merece commission to grant them
six weeks of additional time in
which to break down traffic fig-
ures of the Shaniko branch into
two parts, that derived from south
of Grass Valley, and that derived
from north of that station.

The request has been granted,
which means that there will be no
decision from the Interstate Com-
merce commission until the -end
of February at the earliest. In
the meantime the road is appar-
ently to remain. The longer it
does so remain the better is the
chance that it will not be taken up
at all, for the drastic need for
scrap material is being met by
other means. The nation’s build-
ing program for war time fac-
tories must be nearly finished.

fherman countians now have a
gix-weeks period in which to pre-
para data on the use and neces-
sity of the line, for there is no
reason why the railroad should

be the only one to gather infor-
mation. Traffic data on the Grass

Valley-Kent sector should be pre-
pared so that the best case pos-
sible for the retention of that
part of the line could be pre-
sented.

If the 1.C.C. is going to rule
that each part of the line should
bc made to justify itself there
should be a good chance for the
Vvallev-Kent part to be so
justified. If the railroad favors

ication of the line by
pieces it is a game that both sides

.ca:d ba able to play, which
means that the I.C.C. could hardly
refuse a similar request from the
protestants,

We are certain that such work
has been started, and properly so.
The railroad company has been a
tough customer for Sherman coun-
ty so far, although it has not won
a decision. There is no reason why
the railroad company should not
find Sherman county a tough cus-
tomer. This means continued re-
sistance to the removal of the
rails,

[

A MATTER OF DEFINITION

Former Governor Sprague has
gone back to his desk and type-
writer in the Salem Statesman of-
fice and begun to write his own
editorials again. His name ap-
pears on the mast head now as
editor and president, whereas it

appeared only as president for
the last four years.
Already he is in a well man-

nered controversy over the old
question of newspaper men in
pelities.

The way some people define pol-
itics it is something that no man
should concern himself with. An-

other definition—that politics 13
the study and practice of self
government—makes politics an

endeavor that all men might hon-
orably follow.

Those who look upon the busi-
ness of managing the state, coun-
ty, city or national government
as something akin to the machina-
tions of Al Capone would readily
agree that no man with proper
raisin’ should be in it

Those who feel that those who
give of their time and effort in an
attempt to make our democratic
government work successfully are
doing a public service will not be
irclined to make a rule against
the entrance of men from any
business into it. Despite ecriti-
cisms of politicians, it is probable
that a majority of citizens believe
the latter view is correct. There
may . not be general respect for
all office holders. but there is re-
spect for office holders who do a
good job. There is no honor in
getting political preferrment. hon-
or only lies in doing the job well
when it is obtained.

IMPRESSIONS OF THE HOUSE

There are bags and buckets of
sand in the entrances of the
statehouse, put there, no doubt,
by civilian defense workers. It
is an encouraging sign. There
have been times when there was
too little sand in the statehouse.
The house lacks color. It seems
the regular thing to have one or
two members who shout and spout
on inconsequential bills, who hold
to vague and generally unreason-
able theories of government. or
who are peculiar for some other
reason.

This house has no one to com-
pare to the oratorical Wiley, to
O. Henry Oleen who tried for
years to reconcile low taxes with
high pensions—unsuccessfully—or

with nonstudying Student Allen~

Before the session is over some
one may be found who becomcs
intoxicated with the sound of his
voice, some one who shouts his
convictions. While such men are
notably ineffective as legislators
they do provide a comedy relief,
and so, in their absence, the mem-
bers may have to follow Li'l Ab-
ner and Terry and the Pirates.
The only matter on which the
house has shown signs of division
so far, has been the matter of
paying secretaries $6 per day in-
stead of $5. The house organiza-
tion is against it and so far the
group favoring it has been  too
small to bring it to the floor. A
majority of the members have
some member of their own family
as secretary and others have see-
retaries who are here to see the
wheels go ’round, regardless of
pay.

HIGH WIND

The story that the high wind
that swept over eastern Oregon
last week griginated in Salem
where senators were battling over
the presidency has not been veri-
fied. The heat engendered by
that fight may have caused a vac-
uum some place in the strato-
gphere and had something to do
with it, however.

While this part of Oregon has
a well earned reputation for winds
there are few as strong and de-
structive as that of last Thursday

night. The rather frail construc-
tion of many of our buildings
shows that to be true,

. '\
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INFORMATION ON
CONSUMER PROBLEMS

New shopping. habits are ahead
for Mrs. America when point ra-
tioning of processed foods is in-
troduced sometime in February
with the use of War Ration Book
Two. The new system of ration-
ing will mean budgeting of points
as well as money for American
hcmemakers, and presumably it
will result in less impulsive buy-
ing since a given amount of points
must last over the ration period.
Canned, hottled and frozen fruits
and vegetables, fruit and vege-
table juice, dried -fruits and all
canned soup will be included in
the new rationing program. Thru
the new system of rationing. low
point values will be given to foods
which are relatively plentiful and
high values will be given to those
that are most scarce. Since the
housewife will be able to get
more for points by buying foods
with low point values, it is ex
pected that the demand will be
relieved for the very scarce foods.

Although sewing machines have
gone to war, there's a pretty good
chance of keeping those on- hand
in good condition. There has been
an extension of production of re-
pair parts for domestic sewing
machines by the WPB, and needles
are included.

- L] L]

If any meal-planners are labor-
ing under the impression that ex-
isting meat shortages in various
parts of the country are due to
the amounts being sent to our
British and Russian allfes, Pres-
ident Roosevelt’s report to con-
gress on lend-lease operations
certainly should correct that mis-
taken idea. Rather it is the need
of our own armed forces and in-

creasing meat demands of hard-
er-working, higher-paid private
citizens that is responsible for
cutting our meat supply thinner

at home. The president’'s lend-
lease report revealed that more
than 99 per cent of our year's

supply of beef, veal, lamb and
mutton has been kept right at
home for civilians, or sent to our
own armed forces here or abroad.
Eighty-seven of the year’s pork
supply has gone for our ewn use
with the remaining 13 per eent
exported to our allies. But the in-
crease in pork production was suf-
ficient to take care of exponr's
still provide a normal supply

and

In-

cidentally, fighting men eat twide

as much meat at civilians.

In Other Day:

From the Observer, Jan. 25, 192{

The executive committee of th-
Sherman County Farm = bureau
met at Moro last Saturday and
among other business transacted,
u]ﬂammously endorsed the Mec-
l\gry-Haugen what export com-
mission. Telegrams to this effect
were sent to the Oregon congres
sional delegation at Washington,

and to Geo. C. Jewett and Her
Ilwr‘t Egbert, who are in Wash
irgton looking after legislation
for Tarmers.

A unique combination that
could easily be classed as queer,
pu.ﬁ‘wd through Rufus over the
Columbia river highway this
week. It was an old rro{lplc-, man

and wife, traveling by ox

team
and wagon.

_ They were paying
their way advertising radio out-
fits, and had bden three years on
the road from Connecticut to Ore-
gon,, An unussal mixture of old
and” new was .exemplified in the
means of travel and entertainment
used by the old couple.
From the Observer, Jan. 22, 1904
Last Friday many teams were
turning up black soil in various
portions of Sherman county.
Willows were in bloom last
week clear across Sherman coun-
ty, attracting admiration from
passengers aboard trains from
the frozen East and Middle Wes-

tern states.
In. smite of the oft-ropeated en-
comiums on the beautiful spring

weather we are having this win-
ter, a good old fashioned snow
storm like we used to have spread
over the face of the earth Wed-
nesday to the depth of half an
inch.

From the Observer, Jan. 23, 1914

Born, to Mr. and Mrs. Clay Bel-
she, at the home of O. L. Bel-
she in this city, Thursday, Jan-
uary 15, a ten pound boy.

While working at the bottom
of a 356 foot well, last Tuesday on
the farm, the sides caved in upon
Jas. Kenny; he received a severe
scalp wound and a fracture of the
skull, but is able to attend to the
regular routine of work.

A new set of hitching posts
has replaced the old posts at the
Methodist church,

S U.S.WAR BONDS
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Vagal::}ml

The ga-slier who accuscd this
baby korg-roo eof tcing kicked out
of its moller's pcoch for ealing
craclicrs in bed, raight know by this
piclure that the' Youagster, despite
tie fzct that it is on its own, Is deing
very, well, thonk ygu. Gpen air mess
is picmnic time, znd a generous offi-
cer like th!s sae (ccmmander of an
Ausiralam armofed division) pro-
c-eas te make life casy for the baby
vazascal,

Russia’s Ace Sniper

In the I'oregr'ogd.'lrmng out for
he advazced line is Soviet sniper
“Va-sily Faronov, who has alrcady
shot 136 German éfficers and men,
taken seven prisoners an cestroyed

one Narzi tank.i Faronov has been

decerated with Order of the Red
Siar and the al of Valour. Take
nate of the telqzcnr.i(- gizut on his
gun. Crack shois like Faronov, to
say ncthing of bravery, have helped
to make the deicnse of Stalingrad
one of the cpics of the war,
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WILLIAMS' COLUMN

Continued from pagze oned

things over for the lumber peo
ple. . . Giles French, the lawmaker
from Moro, is floor leader for

Speaker McAllister, and doing the

usual good job: French is serving
his fifth straight hitch as a leg-
iglator. . . Stan Pier of Portland
is his able colleague, also an old-
timer @t the business. .. The
Grange boys, headed by Mort
Tomrlcing, look things over. . .
And =0 does Allen Smith, the big
tme lawyer. . . Roy Meyers 1s on

the job as usual: he has been
around the lobby longer than any-
one else Phil Metschan drops
in to say hello. . . Ex-Governor
Sprague feels at home when he

vicits the press room. . . The wea-
ther stays beautiful, and so do
prices for everything in this

man’s town.
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BUY WAR BONDS

Moro Lodge Neo. 113, L O.O.F.
Moro, Oregon
Meets 1st and 3rd
Tuesdays in _the
[.0..0.F. hall Tra
sient and visiting
brothers are eordi
ally invited to meet
yith us.

I'aul May, N. G.
I’ercy Thompson, Bec.

No.

Rehekah Lodge 116
Moro, Oregon

Meets 2d & 4th Tues

day of each month,

Visiting members wel |

come, '

L ucille May, N. G.

+'lurence Johnston, Se¢ ¢

l.upine

Bethlehem Chapter, No. 78.0.E.~
Mo:o, Oregon

Meets Every Second and
Fourth Thursdays in each
Month. Visiting members
Invited

Norma Balsiger W. M.

Marie Hoskinson, Bec.
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THTZ STORY SO FAR: Clay Morgan Is
deiermined to play a lone hand against
HBan Herendeen, a rancher whn is out to
run the cattle country his own way. As
a ra.cher, Morgau kmows he musit pro-
tect his own rights, but he doesn’t like
Herendeen's methods. ©Of his former
friends, only Hack Breathitt has not
gone over (o Herendeen's side. The
rest—Charley Hillhouse, Gurd Grant and
Lige White, for example, are supporting
[lerendeen, more or less in self defense.
They don’t like his methods, either, but
they belleve that if they don't follow him
they w!ll lose everything.

row continue with the story.

CHAPTER IV

At daybreak Clay Morgan rode as
far =s the Antelope Plains with the
roundup crew and worked with it un-
til mid-morning. Afterwards he set
off to have a look at the grass and
water on thé weéstern edge of the
IMcguis. Gurd Grant, having busi-
ness at his own ranch, went along.
Curd was a big and completely
friendly man of Morgan's age with
features and a consistently
pleased expression in his eyes. There
was no malice and no subterfuge
of any kind in Gurd. But now, as
he rode. he spoke in a rather trou-
bled, uncertain way of Herendeen.

“You know, Clay, he ain’t such a
bad fellow. I hate to see you two
start chewing the same plece of
leatler. Of course, you never did
like each other. I can remember as
far back as school when you and
Ben got in some pretty tough jan-
Bles.”

“Gurd,"” said Morgan, turning to-
ward his partner, ‘'l want to warn
you. Ben's the kind of a fellow that
gels worse the farther he goes. May-
be he’ll start by chasing a few crooks
out of the country. But he won't
stop there. He'll get the idea that
nobody has any rights unless they're
riding close to him.""

Riding on through the short hills,
thecy came to Crowfoot's quarters
reated in a small round valley
backed against the Haycreek Hills.
A creek, charging out of the pine
timber, crossed the meadow in front
of a low, long-galleried white house
surrounded by poplar trees. The
two dismounted in this pleasant
shade and went back to the dining
room for a late noon meal. They
were still at the table when a single
rider came out of the hill trail at a
full gallop. A moment later Cath-
erine Grant appeared.

“Gentlemen,’’ she said,
both very solemn."”

Gurd Grant held his seat with a
brother's habitual indiffefence but
Clay Morgan rose al once before
this laughter-loving girl with the gay
and gently blue eyes. This was
Catherine Grant, who, with her
brother Gurd, ran Crowfoot.

“Once,"’ she reflected, ‘‘there was
a man dumed Morgan. He lived on
top of a mountain and never did
come down. He grew a beard. so
they say, and got the habit of talking
to himself. | wonder whatever hap-
pencd to him?"

““Crazy as always,” said Gurd
“*And quit running your horse down
that trail, yeu hear?”

She didn't hear. She stood in front
of Clay. stripping away her riding
gloves—smiling and watching his an-
swering smile break the solid
healthy darkness of his face. Gurd
Grant sat as an interested and for-
gotten spectator to this scene, quick
to note his sister’s instant gatety in
front of Clay, and Clay’'s lightening
expression. There always had been
an odd closeness between these two
people. Sometimes, as now, that
closeness puzzled him and some-
times bothered -him; he never could
get at its meaning. All he knew
was that whenever they met they
seemed to share some old memory
which excluded everybody else, as
now He rose and left the room.

The cook brought Catherine her
meal. She sat opposite Clay, eating
a little and talking a little. Clay
lighted a smoke. He braced his el-
bow on the table, chin propped in
his long, heavy hand. ‘*‘Your hair**
he said, ‘‘is getting darker.”

““That's gray you see. Gray from
worry."

“When you were eighteen it was
almost a carrot red.”

She said: "I remember you said
that once. a long time ago. It al-
most made me cry. [ came home
and wondered if I could dye it."”

*“We used to talk pretty straight,
didn’'t we? We had some tall quar-
rels.”

Lugiat

‘‘you are

She gave him a straight, smileless |

look.
Clay?"
“Maybe,”" he said, '‘it was be-
cause we always stuck together and
had so damned much fun."” He
wasn't sure of what he wished to
say. This girl was a close, deep
part of his life. Once, she had been
nearer to him than any other wom-

“Why did we ever quarrel,

'vreka Eodge No. 121 A-F & A-M
Meets on the 1st and
3rd Thursday eve-
nings of sach month.
Visiting members are
cordially invited to
meet with us.
Dorwin Van Gilder, W. M.
C V. Belknap, Secretary
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an. Some of that old feeling re-
mained, so that when he sat by her
now. he had a feeling of pleasant
ease: knowing that he had to ex-
plain nothing to her, knowing that
she understood.

Suddenly she rose and turned
away, knowing what was in his
mind. He left the table, following

her onat. to the house porch. He
said: “‘See you later, Catherine.”

“All right, Clay.” g4

Gurd came around the house. He
said to his sister in a teasing,
amused voice: “Rakin’ up the ashes
of an old fire?"”

*“Hush.”’

“You two,” commented Gurd,
“used to be pretty thick. Before
Lila came along. 1 always won-
dered how thick?"’

She straightened against the porch
post and showed him a self-con-
tained expression.- Gurd laughed »
little, seeing his sister close up on
him. and ceased to laugh, when he

thought of something else. *'I don’t
like the way he's acting. He won't
talk to Ben.”

**No,"”" sald Catherine. ‘‘He never

will.””

“It was something that had to do
with Lila and Ben, wasn't it?"’

She shock her head. ‘‘Never mind,
Gurd."”

The quick ruffle of horses’ hooves
turned her against the porch post
and in this attitude she watched
Herendeen and Lige White cross the
meadow When they reached the
porch Lige White lifted his hat with
a gallant flourish he could never es-

cape. Herendeen simply stepped
down. saying: *“Want to see Yyou.
Gurd.”

[lerendeen sald, ""Why don™t
we go Into War Pass some

night, Catherine, and palnt the

town?"

They sat down in the drowsy shade
of the living room. Lige White
looked around, chuckling over a sud-
den fancy. *'l remember how your
mother used to receive visitors here.
A very proper and courteous wom-
an, Gurd.”

“Gurd,” said Ben Herendeen,
blunt and impatient as always,
‘““‘we're going to set some men on
theseé hill trails.at night. Just to
see who travels ‘'em after dark. Lige
has agreed to take care of the Anle-
lope Plains’ I'm posting one near
the west base of the Moguks. [ want
you to keep some men up there on
the high trail to War Pass. Be sure
they don't talk and be sure they do
this after dark.”

“All right.” said, Gurd. *‘But
you're fishin' with a pretty loose net.
What we need is a man to just ride
around with his eyes and ears open,
without being suspected.’

‘‘Range detective,” said
White

Herendeen gave both of them a
stolid look. ‘‘Already got that man.”

“Who?"' asked Grant.

Herendeen bent forward and let
the man's name drop softly into the

Lige

room. ‘‘Now,”’ he added, '‘say noth-
ing about it. Anybody knew it was
him, his life wouldn’t be worth

much.”” He put his hard stare on
Gurd Grant. ‘I don't want Morgan
to know, either."”

““Well.now,”” answered Gurd Grant
with slow discomfort, *'I don't know
about that. He's in this, too.”

““What was he playin’ along with
Ollie Jacks for? Anybody know
where he really stands? Anybody
got a square answer out of him?
No. Until we do we’'ll keep this to
ourselves.” He had a way of drop-
ping his closed fist through the air
to drive home his talk; he did it
now. Then he added, dryly: *It
may be he's on the other side of the
fence.”

““That's a damned fool thing to
say,’” flared up Gurd Grant. “I don’t
like it."”

‘‘He's protecting Hack Breathitt,”
pointed out Herendeen. “*And what's
Hack? Figure it out.”

“Wait. a minute,”” said Gurd
Grant, “‘Hack’s all right.”

“"He mmade tamp with Pete Bor-
ders last night,” said Herendeen.

Grant scowled at the news. “Fool-
ish thing to do,”” he admitted.

Herendeen rose. ‘‘You two [lel-
lows meet me at my place around
six. Maybe I can show you some-
thing. Maybe, before long, we'll
smoke out Morgan. Far as I'm con-
cerned, it’s fish or cut bait. We'll
have this country empty of people
that don't belong in it by ninety
days.” He slapped his hand sharply
against his knee and rose, leading

| the other two to the porch.

Catherine remained by the steps.
Herendeen paused and put hig round
blue glance on her, cool and ap-
praising; he betrayed himself to
her, in the way he used his eyes.
He showed her what he was think-
ing. *‘Friday night then, Catherine,"
he said and went to his horse, rid-
ing out of the meadow with Lige
White.

“Gurd," reflected Catherine, “be
careful in what you promise Ben.”

Gurd sald: ‘“We've all got to stick
together,” and went back through
the house.

Catherine turned into the house,
climbing the stairs to her own room,
She started to remove the riding
babit but stopped and sat on the

“Why don’t we go Into War Pass
some night, Catherine, and paint the
town?"’

edge of the bed, closly thinking. Al
the talk of the men had com
through the front room's open win
dow to her—all of it, excepting the
name of Herendeen's informer

Leaving Grant's ranch, Clay Mor-
gan rode north through a gentle up-
and-down roll of hills carpeted with
bunch grass and loosely studded by
twisted, ancien? junipers and jack
pine. Later in the afternoon he
passed the valley of Herendeen's
ranch at some distance and entered
the footslopes of Mogul. through
short ravines shaded by box elder
and alder and cottonwood

Thus he rode upward with the
quartering-trails—-of -Mogul.toward
its plateau in the late afternoon
hours. The sun fell behind the wes!-
ern mountains in a formlesg red
eruption. In another half hour twi-
light, c6ol and tremendously still
whirled about him Beyond eight
o'clock he sighted the glint of light
from his ranch house, shining across

the flats. Reaching home. he had
supper and sat on the porch. Muscu-
lar weariness loosened his long

frame and the ease of the darken-
ing night got into him; fed and indo-
lent, he swayed the rocker across
the loose porch boards and breathed
the tragrance of his cigar

Quietly he smoked his cigar, un-
til he heard the far rhythm of a
horse coming ou! of the west, around
the foot of the Mogul Hills. He took
the cigar from his mouth, cupping
its glowing tip in his palm, and sat
quietly until the rider turned in
at the porch. Catherine Grant called
quietly, ‘‘Clay.”” and got down.

He brought over another rocker.
She sat beside him. lying back. Her
arm trailed over the rocker's arm,
her face was a round soft-shining
blur in the dark. But he didn't need
to see It; he remembered how her
lips would be long and gently
pursed, how half-grave and half-
amused her eyes would be. She
said in a serious voice: "‘Maybe I'm
doing something you won't like. I'm
carrying tales. Ben and Lige White
came over to see Gurd directly aft-
er you left. Ben's going to have
men out in the hills, looking for
rustlers. He's got somebody in the
country pussyfooting for him. I don’t
know who it is—but somebody we're
all acquainted with, 1 think. Gurd
wanted to tell you all this. Ben
said he didn't trust you.”

Morgan said: ‘‘Sounds natural.™

She let the silence go along quite
an interval. Her voice was cool and
near “You hate him more than
people realize, Clay As he hates
you. Nothing ever would bring you
together. Is that why you took Ol-
lie Jacks' part?”

*“*No,"” he answered

She didn't press the point. This
was the way they had always been,
close and tolerant, sometimes an-
gered and frank, but never demand-

ing. She had a silent streak of her
own, a depth she never let others
see; and she gave him the same
respect. She said now: "'Do you
know why I came?”

He said, cheerfully: *“To sit on
my porch again.”

“*Clay,”” she said, almost as a
warning, ‘‘let's keep away from
that."

“Why did. you:- come?’ he said
obediently.

*“To tell you I think Ben would
do anything to lay a trap for you.
Remember that—always remember
that."”"

He said: *T'll tell you this,"” and
turned slowly in the rocker, hearing
other horses sweep around the base
of the Mogul Hills, Catherine came
to her feet. She murmured: *'I don't
want to be seen here,” and stepped
inside the house.

Morgan went to her horse and led
it around to the dark side of the
house. A single rider rushed at the
porch, with other riders pounding
more distantly behind him. Clay re-
turned to the porch, watching the
first rider’s shape break the black-
ness and circle into the yard. His
horse was hard-breathingy pushed
by & long run; he said, as he stepped
to the ground, ‘‘Me, Clay. Mc—
Hack."

““What's the trouble?”

(TO BE CONTINUED)




