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THE “ASSEMBLY.”

Frantie efforts arve being made through the Ovegonian
and other organs of the smashed republican machine to
disceredit the direct primary law and popularize the ‘‘as-
sembly."’

Stripped of buncomb and twaddle, the “‘assembly™ is
simply a restoration of the political convention, and cor-
rupt machine rule.

The political convention is always dominated by the
“machine,”” and the *“machine” by the *“*boss,” and the
boss by the corporations. States are made before the
convention is called to order, and delegates, like puppets,
ratify selections made by the “boss,” and the proceedings
are a hollow farce.

The political eonvention (and the assembly is the con-
vention by another name) is founded upon corruption.
Money is necessary to keep the organization intact, and
the money is forthcoming in the shape.of campaign con-
tributions from corporations only in return for special
legislation or protection of corporate interests.

Recognizing corruption as the source of the political
machine power, and the life blood of conventions, the peo-
ple of Oregon have aholished conventions and taken back
into their own hands the power of selecting candidates for
office. '

Will the people of Oregon listen to the wail of disered-
ited politicians, and surrender their rights to the poli-
tician? Arekinge

Will the people of Oregon hecome, like the people of
so many states, helpless to select their own candidates and
forced to choose those that organized corruption offer
them? '

Will the many delegate their rights and powers to the
few, so that the few may fatten at the expense of the many?

HE searcely have passed lnto a four bae
rel.
The “family eutrance™ of the Blue

|
G Jay cnfe recelved her,

| "Whisky, Tommy,” she sald as her

_— sisters  farther  uptown murmur,
"Champagne, James."”
By O. HENRY. “Bure, Miss  Lizzle!  What'll  the
chuser be?"
[Copyright, 108, by 8. 8 MceClure Co) “Seltrer.  And, say, Tommy, haws the

| Kid been around today ¥
“Why, no, Miss Lizele, | haven't
suw him today."

RED halred, unshaven, untidy
man sat in a rocklng chalr by
A a window, He bad just Ughted

A plpe and wos puliog blue | “I'm lookin' for 'm" sald Liz after
clonds with great satlafaction, He bad | the chaser hind spurted under hor nose.
temoved his shoes and donned a patr  “It's got to me that be snys he'll take
of blge, faded carpet slippers. With [Annfe Karlson to the dance. Lot him,

cooklng supper.

the morbid thirst of the confivmed
dally wvews drinker, he awkwardly
folded back the pages of an evoening
paper, eagerly gulplung down  the
strong, black headilnes, to be followed
ns n chaser by the mllder detalls of
the smaller type,

In an adjoining room & wownn was
Odors  from  stropg
bacon and bolling coffee contended
agalnst the cut plug fomwes from the
vespertine pipe.

Outside wns one of those crowded
strects of the east slde In which as
twillght falla Batan sets up his re
crulting oflice. A mighty host of chil-

dren danced and ran and played In the
street. Above the playground forever

hovered a great bird. The bird was
kuown to humorists as the stork. But
the people of Chrystlo street were bet-
ter ornithologists. They called It a
vulture,

A little girl of twelve came up tim-
Mdly to tbe man reading and resting by
the window and sald:

“Papa, won't yon play a game of
checkers with wme If you aren’t too
tired ¥

The rod balred, unshaven, untldy
man sitting shocless by the window
answered, with a frown:

MCheckers! No; 1 won't. Can't a
man who works hard all day have a
Httle rest when he comes howe? Why

The pink oyed white rat! 1'w lookin'
(for 'm. You know me, Towmmy, ‘Two
rears me nnd the Kid ‘ve been vngnged,
Look at that ring. Five hundred ho
sald It cost. Let him take her to the
dance,  Whatll 1 do? 'l eut his
heart out.  Another whisky, Tommy,”

“1 wouldn't listen to no such roports,
Miss Lizzie” sald the wilter smooths
Iy from the narrow openiing above his
chin. “Kid Mullaly's not the goy to
throw o Indy lke you down, Seltzor
on the slde?™

“T'wo yours,” repented Liz, softening
n lttle to sentiment under the magle
of the distiller's art. “1 always used
to play out on the street of evenin's
‘enuse there waa nothin® doln' for me
at home, For a long time 1 Just sat on
doorstepe and looked at the lghts and
the people goln® by. And then the Kl
came nlong one evenin® and slzed me
up, and 1 wns mashed on the spot for
fulr. The frst drink he made me tako
I erled all night at home and got a
Hekin' for makin' o notse. And now—
| sy, Tommy, you ever see this Annle
| Karlson?  If 1t wasn't for peroxide the
|chlurufnrm llmit would have put ber
out long ago.  Ob, 'm lookin' for ‘m,
[ You tell the KI) If he comes In, Me?
"Il cut his heart put.  Another whisky,
| Tommy."
| A Hitle unsteadily; but with wateh-
{ful and brilllant eyes, Liz walked up

First Wheel Clogk,

Bome sny that Arehimedes mnde the
Orst wheel elock ns early at 200 B, Q.
Others givie eredit to Walllngford, whe
Hved wo Jate ns the begliniog of the
fourteenth contury.  But the most pee
Foct witet elovks werw, long before tho
latter poclod, furnished  with  whoes,
wo thit the only lmprevement was the
stibatitution of a solld body to net ow
A meviog welght tustead of woater, 1t
In pot o be wondered ot thiut the ap
plentlon of o welght to elocks as o
woving power should attenct so Hetle
attention, s water and sand were un
donbtediy thought more convenlint by
rontemporary wrlters, The oldest com.
plete clock moved by welghts is prob
ably that sent by the sultan of Turkey
to Frederlck 11, fn 1252, In the thir
teonth century many of the church
steeples In ltnly were furnished with
clocks moved by welghts, which struck
the hours. Ilole of Nuremberg Is sup-
posed to have constructed the Nt
wateh in 1500, and to hlm must also
be glven the credit of the spring clock.
The fusee wns probably invented In
England alout the end of the slx-
teenth century, But It was not until
the middie of the seventeenth contury
that the pendulum was st applied to
clocks by Huyghens,

Boar Hunting In Brittany.

Boar hunting In Brittany Is full of
exclting Incldents, and the boars sel-
dom dle unavenged, for, though they
are beset by mounted honters and
pensantry on foot armed with guns,
the Nfeblood of many a hound s
drawn before the savage old tosker
Ylelds up his Hfe. s dnngerous pow.
ery of offense coase only with his last
gasp. Thongh the grip of the bulldog,
the yelplng of the hounds. the din of
horns nnd the erles of the bentors may
force him from Wis Inle to seok refuge
in tlight, that withdeawal may be sot
down mther to prudence and disgust
than to any fear, When at Inst he
I brought to bay, with his back
1ul:n|n~t A mck or a troe trunk, bhe s

don’t you go out and play with the the avenue toward the Sionll Hours ,""-’1'13' to defy n host, Mot In n narrow

other kids on the sidewnlk ¥

The woman who was cooking came
to the door,

MJohin,” she sald, “I don't like for
Lizzie to play In the strect. Thoy
learn too much there that aln’t good
for 'em. She's been In the bouse all

her when you come home,"
"Lt her go out and play llke the rest

L] - - - - ' L] -

“You're on,” sald Kid Mullaly, “Fif-

The Kid's black eyes were suapping

Soclal club., g

| At 0 o'clock the president, Kid Mul-
IInI,\'. paeed upon the floor with n lady
on hls arm, As the Lorelel's was her
halr golden. Her “yes” was softoned
[to a “rab™ but ita quality of assent
was patent to the most Mileslan enrs.

day long. It seems that you might | 8he stepped upon her own traln and
give up a lttle of your time to amuse blushed, and—she smiled into the eyes

lof Kid Mullaly.
And then ns the two ctood In the

of 'em 1If she wants to be amused,” middle of the waxed floor the thing
sald the red balred, unshaven, untldy | happened
man, “and don't bother me.”

to prevent which many
lamps are buming nightly in many
studles and lbraries.

Out from the clrele of spectators in

ty dollars to $25 I take Annle to the the hall Jeaped Fate In a green sllk
dance. Put up."

-skirt under the nom de guerre of Liz
Her eyea were hard and blacker than

with the fire of the balted and chal- |Jet. She dld not scream or waver.
lenged. He drew out bls “roll” and Most unwomanly she cried out ooe
slapped five tens upon the bar., The oath, the Kid's own favorite onth and

three or four young fellows who were

That is the aim, object and purpose of the ““assembly.”

We think not. Though the direct primary has hardly
as vet had a fair trial in Oregon, there is no reason to feel
alarmed of its results. Fonest men have been elected and
no taint of scandal besmirehes their fair name, as in the
gister states of Washington and California, where the eon-
vention system holds full sway and where United States
senators and governors are chosen hy the Great Northern
and the Southern Pacific instead of by the people.

]
NORTHERN PACIFIC IGNORANCE.

The Northern Pacific has issued some very attrae-
tive hooklets on the noithwest, caleulated to  stimaulate
travel and immigration to the Pacifie slope.

The ountline map in the pamphlet entitled “* Bastward
through the Storied Northwest,” omits Medford altogether
from the list of points on the railrbad and connections.
Crater Lake is not even shown as a poiut of inferest.

The other booklets contain a more elaborate map show-
ing the Northern Pacific system. Medford and Grants
Pass are shown and Crater Lake is placed on a branch
railroad from Roseburg.

As a railroad from Roseburg to Crater Lake is a phy-
sical impossibility, it might be well if the Noithern {’a-
¢ifie should study the northwest a little before advertising
its seenie attractions, particularly as Hill is building rail-
roads in Oregon and presumed to be the power back of
the Pacific & Eastern. _ it
M
FINE DISPLAY MADE His prize vegetable is a hiead of eab-

OF FARM PRODUCTS |hage that weighs 28 ponnds.  He has
a  Burbank potatp  weighing 4%
OREGON CITY, Or., Sept. 20. —

pounds, and hae an Early Rose that
The real estnte firm of 0. W. Enst- | will go nearly as strong. Hoge ear-
man & Co. has a miniature county | rots, parsnips and sweet and field
fair in ite offies in the Bunk of Ore- | varn make up o remarkable exhibit,
gon. City building, and K. E. Wood- [of which Mr. Hall is justly prond
wird, n member of the company, has

goenred sampleg of agrienltnral prod-
uets that are exciting much admira-
tion. Willinm Eiters, who lives in the
north end of the eity, has several
gtnlks of sweet corn 15 feet in height,
and Charles Hall of Meadowbrook
brought in a display this morning that
would take preminms in any exhibit.

To Chicago and Return.

Octoher 4 Octoher 4.  Octoher 4.

Ten days allowed going trip. ro-
turning tickels good until November
30. Ronnd trip $82.40. For partien-
lars, enqguire at the local office or ad-
dress A, 8, Rosenbnum, 8. P. Co.
Agent, Medford, Or, »

thus “taken” more slowly produced

thelr stake.

“And, ob, what'll be done to you'll

be a-plenty,” said a bettor, with anticl-
patory glee.

“That's my lookout,” enld the EKid
sternly, “Fill 'em up all
Mike.”

After the round Burke, the EKid's

sponge, sponge holder, pol, mentor nnd |

grand vizier, drew him out to the boot-
blnek stand at the saloon cortier, where
all the officin] and Impertant motters
B the Small Hours Soclul club were
gaftipd

“Cut
advice,

that blond out, Kid,"' was his
“or there’ll be trouble. What
do yon want to throw down that girl
of yours for? You'll never find one
that'll freexe to'yon like Liz has. She's
worth o hall full of Annles "

“I'tn 0o Anule admirer!” sald the
Kid., dropping n clgareite nsh on his
polizhed tee and wiping It off on Tongy's
shoulder. “But I want to tench Liz a
lessun. She thinks 1 belong to her.
Sbe's been bragging that 1 daren't
spenk to another girl. Liz is all right—
In some ways. She's drinking a little
too mwuech lately. And she uses lan-
guage that a lady oughtn't.”

“Yon're engnged, aln't you?" asked
Burke,

“Sure. We'll get marrled next year,
maybe

“l1 saw youn make her drink hor first
gloss of beer" sald Burke. "“That was
two years ago, when she used to come
down to the corner of Chrystie bare-
beaded to meet you after supper, She
was a qulet sort of n kid then and
couidn't speak without blushing.”

"She's a lttle wspitfire sometimes
now,"” sald the Kid. “I bate jealousy.
That's why I'm golng to the dance
with Annfe. T'll teach lier some pense.”

“Well, you better look n |lttle out,”
were Burke's last words, “If Liz was
my girl and I wis to sneak out to a
dance coupled up with an Annle I'd
want a sult of chaln nrmor on under
my gladsome rogs, o)l righe”

Through the Innd of the stork-vuol-
ture wandered Liz. Her black eyes
senrched the passing erowds flerlly, but
vaguely, Now and then she hummed
bars of fonllsh ttle songs,

Liz's skirt was green sllk, Her
walst was a large brown and pink
plald, well fitting and not sithout
style. 8he wore o eluster of rings of
huge tmitation rubles and a locket that
btinged her knees nt the bottom of a

silver chaln. Her shoes were run down
over twisted high beels and were
strorsois Lo wallsh, Her hat wanld

around, |

In his own deep volee, and then while
the Small Hours Boclal club went fran-
tieally to pleces she made good her
boast to Tommy, the walter—made
!good as far as the length of her knife
| blade nnd the strength of her arm per-
mitted.

Liz ran out and down the street
swift and true ns a woodcock fiyyg
| through a grove of eaplings nt dusk,

And then followed the blg elty's big-
gost shame, handed down from a long
ago century of the basest bharbarity—
Lthe bue and ery. Nowhere but In the

blg cltles deoes It survive, and here

mast of all, where the ulthionte perfee.
tion of cultire, citizenship and allegod
superlorliy jolns bawling In the chase.
They pursued, a shrleking mob of
| fathers, mothers, lovers and mnldons,
howling, yelling, ecalling,
| erying for Llood,
Knowing her way #and hungry for
her surceane, she darted down the fa-
milllar ways untll at list her feet
| atruck the doll solldity of the rotting
| pler. And then It was hut o few more

panting steps, and good mother Bast
| eiver took Llz to her bokom, soothed
| ber muddlly, but qulckly, and settled In
| five minutes the prablem that keeps
| ights burning o nights lo thousand of
| pastorates and colleges.

Ld - L] - - L]

It's mighty funny what kind of
dreama one bas sometlines. Poets eall
them vislons, but n vision Is only a
dréam In blank verse, | dreamed the
rest of this story.

1 thought 1 was in the next world
and there was a great erowd of us out-
#lde the courtroom where the judg-
ments were golng on., And every now
ond then a very beautiful and fmpos.
Ing court oMcer nngel would ¢ome out-
#lde the door and e¢all another cnsge In
n loud volce.

While 1 wns conslderlng my own
wordly sins and wondering whether
there would be any use of my trylug
to prove an alibl by eclalining that 1
Hved In New J@egsey the balllf angel
eame to the door and sang out, *Cose
No, 00,852, 7431"

Up stepped a plaln clothes man—
there were lots of ‘om there, dressed
exactly Hke preachers and hustilng us
splrits around just as cops do on earth
~and by the arm he drogged—whom,
do you think? Why, Liz!

The court officer took her inslde and
c¢losed the door. I went up to Mr. Fly
Cop nud Inquired nbout the case,

A very snd one," says he, Inying the
points of his manicured fingers to-
gether—"an utterly Incorrigible girl, I
am speclol terrestrinl officer. the Rev.

L]

whistling, |

jalley of the forest, nelther man nor
| horse can withstand the avalapolie of
his onset.  Not infrequentls the hunter
who loves his bounds will feel but
Mttle triomph even In the death of
many hoars If, having begun the seq-
son with n large puek, bhe ends [t with
a miserable remuant, having left ull
his best nnd Lravest dogs on the feld
of battle,
Two Ways of Telling It.

Onee upon o time a Persinn king 1
his sleep drenmed that all of bis 1eeth
fell out before him, one by one, He
summoned a soothsayer and asked him
to luterpret the drenm.

The moothsayer suld, “O king, the
meaning of thy dream I8 that thy
family and relntives sball die In thy
presence, one by ane. till all nre gone.”

The king was very angry at that
and sent the soothsayer at once to
prison.

Then he sent for another soothsayer
nod ngaln nsked for an Interpretation
of the dream.

The soothsnyer made answer, “0O
king, the interpretation of thy dream
Is that thy family and relatives shall
dle, une by one, and thou thyself shalt
outlive thom all.*

With this answor the king showed

approval and commanded thiut o pres-
ent be given to the aterpreter and
that he shonld be sent home with
honaor,

Excaption to the Rule, |
“I hnve n boy o my school of whom

I nm very fond,” sald n New York
ffo:l:‘lu.-r sulllingly, “but 1 fear to think
| whnt his future may be*

Hhideed?  Doon he evince—or—crim |
Innl tendenclos™ mome grave person
who had missed the smile Inguired,

“Well, I am afrald be tmay become a
writer for funny papers.” the tegehor |
suggested  tentatively,  *You wee, |
was nving n history review one day,
fand 1 nsked this oy who wuas Peter
the Grent, He aoswered, ‘A ezar of
Russin* "

“And was there more than one Peter
the Grent ¥ 1 nsked,

“He appeared to ponder for a mo
ment and then replled, *No, Miss Mary,
that was a case In which history didn't
re-Pete liself "<Jodge,

Jones, The ease wns nssigned to me.
The girl murdered ber fiance and com-
mitted sulcide. She had ne defenso.
My report to the court relntes the faets
In detall, nll of which are substanti-
fited by relinble witnesses, The wnges
of &ln ls death, Pralse the Lord!”

The court officer opened the door
and stepped out.

“Poor glril" safd Specinl Terrestrinl
Officer the 'tev, Jones, with n tear in
his eye. * 't wans one of the snddegt
casey that 1 ever met with, Of course
sho was''—

“Digclineged,” sald the court oMeer.
"Come here, Jonesy, Flrst thing you
know you'll be switehed to the potple
Bqund. How would you llke to be on
the misslonary foree In the south sen
Inlnnds—~hey?  Now, you qult moking
these falde nreests or you'll be trens-
ferred=aee!  The guilty pnrty gou've
ROt to ook for In this cnse I8 n rod
halred, unshaven, untitly man, sitting
by the window reading In his stocking
feet while his children plny In (he
stroota. Got a move on youl"

Now, wnsn't thnt o gllly dream?

SONG OF THE MOTORIST,
Oll‘ b mm muiboe s bl ut,
And 1 sl the bounding plket
bagtvm iy high gearesd wheeln b twist
AN ko whereyol i ke

I hound dwlopg oer the oounlry vonids,
Piant freah green Hubdy sl tarims,
And with what oy et explivdes
An | brvant the Lhpnk-Yousmnymst

L wirew the way with butter and eggn
When | hit o groger's oart,

And onee In awhile & grocver's legs
And the grocer rome apart,

To wmnnh bapg Into o okl of hny
And meattor At lefe wnd right,

With a yenve-ho-ho atnd tarn-di-ay,
In n pource ot sheer dellght

No chive have 1 of the surt that ehilde
Tha man who s soon (o b
Whunevsr | note iy ufipsid billle
I goout and ralee the dust,
1 radne 1L hers, and 1 ralse It there
THE I renches the sprending nkios,
And 1 find enough snd plenty more
Ta throw In my ereditors’ eyen

Bo it's ho for my trusty sitomobile
And bl for my bounding plke!
Lot others rave over tha horss and
wheal,
The tame and the arducus bike;
Let othars rave o'er the brigantine
Thut plows through the rénlm of the
cnnoh, -
It's for me the car of gasoline
With 1te glorieus honk-honk-honk!
=Washington Thmes,

Cause For Burprise.

"My dear, 'ty nfrald that our Willlo
I8 a somoambulist,” sald the fond
wother,

“What's be dolng now ¥

"Well, lawt nlght 1 heard a nolse in
bl room, and L erept In, and there was
Willle walking about. I followed i,
nnd be swept downstales, pleled up the
Inwn mower and the pronlng book nod
broom nid was starting out the door
when 1 stopped Wim."

“Hw A0 that wiille he was asteop ¥

“Ttideed he K and when | wakoned
him  he couldo't romember o thing
about It How In the world do you
explaln ft%

O thnt's all elght. Don't u-;.F.-_‘-,
It'e funty, of dfonrse, hut I he bad
done 1t while nwake It swould hinve
boen o Blamed slght more syl —
New York Hernld

The Optimist.

Rodrick=What are you looklng
Rt ahout, old man%

Vian Albert—=Why, confound It, the
moths got luto my overcoat, and It s
threndbare.

Rodrick—Oh, eleer up!

Van  Albert—=Whit is there to be
choerful nbout %

Rodrlek—Why, don't you know peek-
abbo overconts may be worn this win.
ter.~Chicago News

A Marked Difference,

Post—=1 don't see the difference be-
tween playing bridge for prizes and
gambling for money,

Parker—There's n Jot. When yoo
play for money you got something
worth having. — 8t. Louls Pont-Dis-
pateh

All tha Game.

“My dear, suppose wo take the ehil-
dren to the zoo todny."

“Why, Jolin, you promlsed to take
them to mother's"

Al elght, If 1t's nll the same to the
ehlldren."—HBrownlng's Magnzine,

The Aunt.

Polly=Aunt Sally  seems
downceant tonight

Jonnle=Yes, poor thing! Bhe hasn't
been able th gor her foellngs burt ot
uny thme today —Indinuapolis Jouraal,

wooefully

Subject 1o Conditions,
—
(7,

L8 -

(gn!!!lllr

i

Glmlet=Fibbs clnlms to havoe eanght
noeatlsh wolghilng 0fty pounds down
I the ereck, does he?  Well, it's safe
Lo say he's 1vlog to the extent of nbout
forty pounids,

Hammer—Not If he henrs you say it

il

Emergency Rallons,

Wi kwive—Looking for snothor hand.
onty

Wenry Watkind—We don’t call "om
hundouts now. They's “emergency ra-
thons. " Indinuapolls Journal,

A Distinction,

Prospective Tenant—How mony fam-
Hies doew this apnetment tmllding ne-
commodate?

Truth Loviog Landlord—1t bas room
for forty-two—kick.

What He Said.
“Botsford never hns wueh to say.”
“Why, 1 thought he talked a grent
doenl ¥
“1snld e never hos much te gny.—
Brooklyu #ogle,




