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HIGHWAY SIDEWALK HELD UP

= We feel that the reasons advanced by the SERA en-
gineer for not building the gravel sidewalk between Eu-
gene and Springfield city limits were not well taken. . In
the rirst place the walk is badly needed and the stretch of
highway has caused the death of five persons the last few
Vears,

Later the road may be widened and straightened at
Judkins point but if the sidewalk were constructed trom
Springfield to the point most of the damage would have
been eliminated and it would have been a simple matter to
extend the sidewalk when the road is widened

The engineer's argument that people would not use
the walk and that cars would park on it has not worked out
in the Santa Clara district where a gravel walk of lesser
standards has been constructed. Formerly there were sey
eral people killed in the Santa Clara section but there has
been no pedestrians killed since the walk was constructed

SERA warkers are now employed on many projects
of doubtful value simply to provide work. We think that
it is far better to build something that the community can
use and of economiq value such as the gravel sidew alk

We hope the highway commission will see fit to build
a sidewalk along the highway between the two cities soon
If there are more deaths on this section of road as the re
sult of pedestrians being struck by cars, then the respon
sibility will be with the highway department.

CROP REDUCTION

Senator Borah, speaking in Meridian, ldaho, denoun-
ced the administration’s crop reduction program and raised
an interesting question as to distribution. He said the re
duction program was in opposition to President Roosevelt's
political philosophy, * * *. The Senator’s contention was
that if the American people had enough of the good things
this country produces there would be no annoying and
embarrassing surpluses.

Destruction is not the remedy, declared Senator
Borah when there were 60,000,000 on charity and 20,000,-
000 “living meagerly.” He said “this destruction of food
and the thing of which clothing is made in the midst of
millions of hungry and ill clad men and women is the last
spasm of pessimism. It has never seemed to me to be any
part or parcel of the philosophy of recovery or the political
philosophy of the President.” ***

It is the Journal's impression that for the last four or
five years millions of good citizens of this country have
been subsisting on part rations Freight car loadings
would be much closer to the million mark weekly if every
body had all the physical necessities of life needed to keep
them fit. Destruction does not seem to be the proper solu-
tion.—Sioux City Journal.

The state college is doing some research work on diet
of trout. We have spent a lot of time in that particular
field of study ourselves,
inde e ndent

ring code should

come under the hardware authority or be
Washington as to whether the hog nose
come under the hardware auhtroity of be independent.
This inflation business is just like making a bigger loal
of bread by using more veast. You use the same amount
of dough but more wind.
the choice of the democrats of Cali
seems prefer socialists to their own

Upton Sinclair is
fornia. Democrats it
kind.

- .4é__

Victoria is again seeing its sea monster. Since the
new Oregon blend came on the market we have been ex
pecting to hear of a sea monster on our coast line

As we understand it the government is tryving to raise
the price of food and reduce the price of electricity.

No foreign power has landed marines in New Orlean:
to prevent disorder as yet so we can still fee]l secure,
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A PROPHET DISHONORED
The death of John the Baptist was the first warning
Jesus had of the fate in store for Him. Cast into prison for
denouncing the licentious marriage of Herod, John
sacrificed to the wicked request of the wife, Herodias, and
her abandoned daughter, Salome,

was

And when the daught:r of the -aid Herodias came in
and danced, and pleased Herod and them that =at with him
the king said unto the damsel, Ask of me whatsoever thou
wilt and 1 will give it thee

And she went forth, and said unto her mother, What
shall 1 ask? And she said, The head of Joho the Baptist

And immediately the king =ent an execultloner

And brought his head in a charger, and gave it to the

damsel: and the damse]l gave it to her mother,

The death of John cast a permanent shadow over the
heart of Jesus and added greatly to the force and bitter-
ness of His denunciations. His rejection by His home
town, Nazareth, was another blow. It is easy to imagine
the high hopes with which He had turned His steps toward
it. He had already succeeded in Capernaum and near-by
cities; He had made a great stir in the capital. For the first
time in history the name of Nazareth was liked with the
name of a national character. He would go back to Iis
old friends and neighbors, give them the glad tidings, heal
their sick, and share with them the joys of success, Bul
the town received Him scornfully., You may have fooled
them In Capernaum,” the cynical faces said, “but little
old Nazareth isn't so slow. You're no prophet; we know
you. You're just the boy who used to work in the car-
penter shop.”

He could do there no mighty work because of their
unbelief,

His mother and brothers wavered, feeling it unsafe to
be closely connected with one who was stirring up so much
opposition. They urged Him to go up to Jerusalem,

For even his brethren did not believe in him
So, degerted by those who ought to have stood by Him
most staunchly, abandoned by his popular following, sup-
ported only by His original little group of disciples, and
they wavering and in doubt, He made His way back to
Jerusalem to face the events of that last great week which
the Gospels give us in such full detail.

In the final hour of tragedy even His disciples were
missing. Only a few stricken women huddled at the foot
of the Cross, and the last word of faith wag spoken not by
a friend but fell from the lips of a crucified thief,

Lord, remember me when thou comest into thy kingdom

S0 He died, and those who had demanded Iis blood
regarded their triumph as complete.

WHAT HAS GONE BEFORE
Nancy Gordon trades herself in
marriage for fifteen thousand dol
lars—the price of her family hon
or—and the freedom of her brother,
Roddy, who stole, for & woman,
that amount from the bank in which
he works. Nancy, desperately in
love with young Page Roemer, |
and Richard is loved by Helena |
Haddon, a sophisticated young mar- |
ried woman Kingdon Haddon,
Helena's husband, sees the elopers,
but holds his counsel After the
ceremony, Nancy returns to her
home, and continues to see Page|
who urges her to divorce her hus-
band. Mr. Gordon, to release his
danghter from what he considers
er shameful marriage, sells his
1s¢ to his friend Major Lomax,
ts it to the original owner
na i+ jealous of Richard's In
I Nancy although ashe
nothing of the

Kknows

marriage

and tries o make trouble. Once

Page comes to Nancy's home and

makes love o her. Nanecy is frantle

she loves Page but refuses to go

back her bargain with Richard
by divorcing him

Now Go On With the Story

Mary hulay Taylor

©Omcns,

INSTALLMENT FIFTEEN

Nancy understood. With a gasp

he wrenched her hand out of his!
and stood up, staring at him :-11:--!
aw no one but him. She did not |
Vel ‘ that Helena Haddon had
risen from her table and was com
ng toward them. She looked only
at Roemer
\
Oh!" she gasped, “what have |
I done—that vou should think nl--i
like this?” I
He rose, too, staggered by her
look
Naney, 1 swear 1 adore vou—I1
|
Hush' she cried flercely, |
I never say such things l--j
n n! | he clung to the)
back of her chair. Then she turned, |
put it her hand gropingly and
wer toward the long window |
where the rain was beating in ]
Pag prang after her, but -~;'.--l
waved him back l.et me alone
don’t peak t me,”" she
Go and talk to that woman. Mrs
Haddon, 1T mean, She's coming
Keep her away. | must be alone a

want even 1o

41 e}
Aghast, Page stood still. He was
that Helena was com

ward him. He turned to

face her—he had to cover Nancy's
etreat, What on earth would this
voman think?

Nancy stood only moment on

the plazza, then she slipped the!

s n unused window-door in |

the half-enclosed porch, opened it |,
d dropped softly to the :'T--IIIll‘l
elow |
The 1*h of the railn was wel 1
She felt it as 1f it might
1sh away the contamination of
Pag thought of her. She did not |
ire where she went, She turned
ind w awept along the new road,
bevond the nn, farther and fur]
ther from town. It did not matter! |
Her clothing w so drenched !
that it weighed her down, and the |
rain continned In torrents l

At lagt her mental anguish be
gan to give away to her [}hvsa!('al!
weaknes she could go no farther, |
and she climbed down a mmid)-fI
and looked out through th9|
There was a hlnlst-:
not twenty vards off! She drew |

2 long sigh of relief, gathered her-

mist and rain

|
breasted the !

aelf together, and

storm

It was a mere shanty, a tumbled
down house, But it was shelter
from the storm Dripping and
breathless, Nancy knocked at the

door. A woman opened it: there
was a glimpse of bare interlor, a
park of fire dying in the old stove,
a close amell of cooking and medi-
cine, and the fretful ery of a sick
child
Not a

word was spoken. The
wept the storm-
heaten girl in. The woman slapped
the door to, struggling, her shoul-
der against it, shot the bolt, and
ran back Into the room where 1ht*l

wind and the rain

child was moaning.

Nancy moved over to the stove
and hegan mechanically wringing
the water out of her dripping cloth
ing. After the rush of the wind and |
the cold driving rain, it was suffo-!
catingly hot in the wretched lttle
room, but gradually her mind clear
e, She began to heed (he wall of
the child and the woman's sob of
A prayer,

‘Please th' Lord, ain't T hed en
uff? Don't take him, Lord, 1 ain't|
done nothin® ter make ye!" -I|P|
choked, sobbing aloud, and evident !
ly inrned back to the child "'Thur.i
thar, honey, yo' drink et, yo' ain't|
the Lord aln't goin |
ter take yo'-—I'se been a-talkin' ter|
Him,” |

Nancy's mind ecame bhack sharp-
ly. 8he moved swiftly across Hm!

goin' ter die

| room to the open door and looked
|

in.

The storm had darkened ths-ll
place, and the woman had met al
candle in a bottle on a table hn.l!dai
¢ In the cormer. The flare |
of it fell full on the flushed face
of a very sick child. The woman, |
on her knees by the bed, did not

the low ¢

even look up. 1
)
|

Nanecy went in, “Let me help”
he sald softly, “you're tired out.
You must rest!” )

|_fu-r hand to her cheek

 Lawd, Mlas
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The mother's head sagged for
ward Tired? Me? | ain't slp’ fo
da Tony's thet sick. Honey, git

well, =it up, honey, vo' ain't real

sick now-=-yao' ma's prayin prayin

helps him a sight he added

The girl took the cuap out of her
limp fingers and sat down on the
edge of the bed

“Tony—is that his name? Tony
dear, drink this for us/’

she coax

The child opened his glassy eyes
and stared at her. His face was hot
with fever and there were white
rings around his mouth and eyves
Nancy lifted him, pressing the cup
to his lips. It was only water and
ithe child tried to drink, but he
could not. He strangled, gasping,
falling limp on her arm, his little
hot fingers holding hers, clinging
tight

Nancy

gasped. “He can’'t swal

low!" she cried, “where's the doc
tor?

The woman was cryving softly,
drawing her sleeve across her eyes
“Th' doctor ain't come—1 sen’ for
him—but he ain't been here. Yo'-all

all gits doctors easy, but 1
ain't got no money, 1 "
Money ™ Nancy straightened up
harply Whom did you call?™
D Simmon--th’ ole un-he
useter come, he took care of my
man when he was a-dyin'."”
“Simmon? Why, he's i1, he does-

n't go out any more. You must have
a doetor Dying?® Yes. Death was
it the threshold. “You've got to
have a doctor,” she said sharply,
‘Dr. Richard Morgan'”

The woman stood, numbed with
misery, her hallow eye on the
gasping boy. “l ain't able ter leave
him noway. 1 reckon th' Lord’ll
help me 1 ain't got no un—Tony
honey, sit up, tell vo' ma yo' ain't
ick, honey, honey!"” her volce rose
in a crescendo of terror, she fell
on her knees, moaning, burying her

ad on the child's pillow

Tony, I'm going to get you a
doctor he sald, lifted his little

put it down

again, and ran out, tears in her
eve
A doctor? She must have a do
r! Bl tore open the front door
| faced the drive of the rain. 1t
WL Ik v caress, It cooled her

own face again, But It was fearful
still! Richard—8he must get Rich-
ard. At another crisis he loomed
up at the very gateway of life

without thought of her

Suddenly

elf he knew that he was the

n “he must reach
She did not matter—Death had
ome to the door. Richard could
flght Death. She must reach Rich-
ard. She knew where she was now,
ilmoat flve je out of town
Through the gleaming sheet of the
lrain #he could see the fields oppo
aite, the shoulder of a hill, and

ame low buildings—barns? She

rembered with a start, it was
part of Kingdon Haddon's farm

It was a long way 1o the barns,
but there must be some one there
She could get help! She struggled,
breasting the wind with her head
down She was almost half way
there when a flgure came out of
swung the big door shut
and turned to Illmvllhﬂr

Through the storm she heard a
rich young negro volce,
Henry, old Johnny Floyd's

the barn

It wa

| boy, sixteen years old and as black

knew him well. He
Major Lomax, ran
horses,
called,
At first he did not hear her, be-
musie and the
gtorm. Then he looked up, saw her,
drenched, clinging to a fence,
“Clee, Miss Nancy!”
Nancy canght his arm In both
her shaking hands and poured out

Nancy
did chores for

errands, curried

as coal

“Henry! uhe “Henry!"

tween his own

her story

“We've got to have Dr. Morgan,
Henry, and you've got to get him!"

The boy stared at her helplessly

“Dat's Kinney's kid, 1 knows
him=but, gee, Miss Nancy, it's two
miles an’ more'n dat, an’ de tel-
phone's broke elar down—I can’t
walk no-ways it's awfully moaddy

an’ look at de railn—ugh!”

Nancy shook him. “Henry, you've
You'll save a life, won't
you? You've got to!"

Henry's rolled, “Fo' de
Naney, dere aln't no
horse but Polestar!”

got to go

eyen

— RE—

“Get him!" Nancy eried
with zeal, we need a racer. Pole
star can do It in half the tme!

Can you ride him?*™

on fire

Henry's grin widened e« statical
ly. “I'se trainin’ fo' er jockey sho
| can ride him!

“Then get him guick!

“Lordy, Miss Nancy, |

kin me allv

wheard

1 reckon de boss'd
yveasir!"”

‘Neover mind the doss! 1« o life
Heury. You know Drv. Richard Mo
gan® He ma t.come If you can gel
to him!™

“Sho de doctah’s come he ain't
|1k|-|‘r' d ob noffin, he'll come-—but

I'se skeered. Deed, | can't go, Miss

Napoev!™
Nancy held out her hand impera
tively, “Qive me that keyv! sl

sunatehed it from his hand, "now

vou come with me!”
“Deed, Miss Nuney!”

miss, 1 can’t rvide no

Henry pgas
ped. “Deed
horse outen dis yere stables, de
boss, he'll kill me, he sho will!’

“He won't, I'tl make it right with
him. There's a child dying for a
doctor, you hear me? That's all
that matters, you've got to go on
Molestar'” As she spoke she un
locked the big barn dooy

The wind swung It open but she
held it In the dim corner she dis
corned the box-stall of the racer

“Henry' et Polestar out thix
minute!"”

Her sharp tone of command, the
flash of power and authority in
her eves awed the boy. He wldled

away from her, but he sidled to
ward the stall

“Ie¢ boss get my hide!” he sald,
half whimpering, “deed Minn

Nancy, 1 can't—I aln't got no or
ders, 1 4

“1 glve you tho order!”

She stood outlined against the
fury of the storm, her eyes glow
ing, a flush on her face now. The
negro boy stared at her, fascinated
He undid the bar. In a moment the
great racer came out, quivering,
eager, tossing his splendid head;
he strained at the halter in Henry's
hand

‘Get on him!” Nanecy held the
“You've got to, I'll make
get on that

door open
vou, it's a child's Nle
horse!"”

Henry obeyed. He had to obey
He made a wild snateh at Pole

star's mane, grinning, and flung
himeelf astride the racer’s bare |
hack

Nancy jumped from Polestar's

head and flung the door back
The boy, clinging to Polestar’s
mane struck hig heels in the racer's
flank. In an Instant the horse shot
out past Nancy, plunging and furl
ou Nancey trembled with anxiety
Could the black boy keep his seat?
Fhen—like an arrow (rom the bow
Polestar shot away Into space
hands over
she turn

Nancy pressed her

her eves. Dripping again
ed back to the house and heard the

woman walling aloud

Nancy opened the door quickly
The stove fire made the room
1ifling and she aremed Lo feel the
gasps for breath The

walking up and down,

child’'s
mother was
rocking herselt and crying

‘He ain't able ter breathe he
yin‘t able ter breathe muc' longer
I reckon God's fergotten

me'” she walled, “an’ 1 ain’t got no

clean

doctah fer him!"

“Yes, you have
the best In town,” Nancy sald soft
ly, taking hold of her and trying
to still her. “Don’t act so vou'll
trighten Tony —the doctor’s coming
I've sent for him. We must have
towels and hot water ready. Where
are your things?”

The girl was roused; every nervi
{n her body tingled. Here was work
she could do. Get ready for the
doctor: Richard would find it as
ready as she could make it

“1 ain't got no towels, T ain’t
jroned ‘em, T aln’t done nothin® but
take care o' him. I—1 reckon 1 do
have er clean sheet, I kep' it,” she

one's coming

lowered her volee, “1 kep' it in
case he died.’

“Gve it to me, please'!” she held
out her hand, t ,+ same power and
authority came to her that had
frightened Henry.

Mrs. Kinney felt it. She stumbled
to an old dresser and found a sheet
clean but ragged at the edges, and
a couple of rough-dry towels,

TO BE CONTINUED

Leaves Hospital—('. B. Christen-
gen, manager of the game farm
north of Springtield, was able fto
leave the Pacific hospital Monday
following a major operation.

DON'T SLEEP ON LEFT
SIDE—AFFECTS HEART

If stomach OGAS prevents sleep-
ing on right side try Adlerika. One |
dose brings out polsons and re
lleves gas pressing on heart so you
sleep soundly all night. Flanery's

Drug Store

MILK -

He safe

the complete focd

Adults as well as growing children should drink
more milk regularly because milk containg every nec-
egsary food element except iron, in the proportions
that are clogest to human needs of any food known,

Vilk and Milk Products should be properly hand-
led and that is the reason for our large plant, We
guarantee our milk to be pure, rich and sweet,
it's pasteurized,

Ask your dealer in Eugene or Springfield for
Maid O' Cream Butter

Springfield Creamery Co.

DINNER PARTY HELD
FOR VISITOR SUNDAY

Mis. Riley Snodgrass entertain
od with o dinner party at her home
hers Sunday  complimenting her

kenneth el i of San
Fran w i | ' n his vaca
tion. Cuests at the dinnes ineluded
Mr. el " Earl MM and Judd
MoQui 1 Cottage Urove Minw
Clarabael Warnw of Corvallls
Llovd Garrison of Marcola, Mis

Eunlee Gerber, Miss Maxine Sl

grass and Mr, Snodgrass

Mr Delassus will leave the com-

ing Sunday for « alifornia

'REBEKAHS WELCOME
| MEMBERS AFTER TRIPS
|

Mro. Mary Hoffman, Mrs, Susan
King, and Miss Doris Glrard were
welcomed back to Juanita Rebekah
Monday

tended absetices

evening after ex
Ming Glrard wans

lodg e

installed an recording secretary

Mra. Clara Snodgrass, Miss Max
ine Snodgrass and Mres. Dertha
House were named members ;ll‘ the
wolal committee for Septembey

Mre Hose Montgomery and Mrs
Louk were named to
correct and revise the bylaws of
| the lodge

Genevieve

v

IlARTINL

win WIT

A new “RMooseveltian” deal for Oregon and its people.

A safe, sane and sconomliocal ad
ministration of state affalrs iIn
the Interests of economy and
reduced taxation.

Application of the New Deal
principles to Oregon by an ad
ministration friendly te and co-
operating with President Roose-
velt,

Increased Federal Economic ald
to Oregon through sympathetic
cooperation with the national
administration,

H MAaRTIN

I'd. Adv, by Martin Campalgn Comm
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For Farmers and Workingmen

Wolverine Shoes

They are Soft, Acid Proof and Don't Crack

Agency

FULOP'S DEPT. STORE

334 Main Street

Springfield

e S

All Kinds and
All Flavors...

long been
Delicious and wholesome they are not sur-
thirst quenchers,

Our Soft Drinks have
goodness

passed as

| Mixing of soft drinks

years of practice, You'll
hundreds of others do.

' GGIMANN’

A Where the Service s Different

e

famous for thelr

I8 an art acquired only after
enjoy vour drink here like

i

bathing,

GAS

HOT WATER

$1.50 Down
and 10 Months to Pay.
3 Ruuds Going Fast

' NOW -is your opportunity to
have steaming hot water for

shaving and a hundred

: and one other hot water demands.

Pay only a small sum down. You will
} gladiy nay

the comlort and convenience the Ruud
f will bring from the moment you

the small easy payments for

connect it,

Northwest Cities
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