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finally got somewhat damp since
there was never any sun in which
to sun them."

So roved- - the "Dingbat" down
the Willamette, and met with chil-
dren, grave-face- d and gentle, who
traded Oregon wild-- blackberries
for poetry, and with farmers who
offered a treasure of hay where-
with to make their beds, and asked
no price, and with gardeners who
parted with vegetables for no con-
sideration whatever save a thank-yo- u,

and with any number of amaz-
ing people who seemed to have no
other thought than pleasantly to
expedite the "Dingbat" on its
wanderings through Arcadia. The

pipe, since pipes were stuffed, has
drawn sweeter smoke than does his
of evenings, when the herons are
winging back from the shallows.

The friendship of the river is an
actual though unostentatious gift,
or series of givings.. When he needs
a plank for his house,-o- r a sea-
soned log for his fire, the giant
stream lifts it from some distant
repose and swims it down to him,
to his very doorway. Once in a
while it brings him a staunch boat,
masterless, and sets it to swing in
his eddy until 'he shall claim the
salvage. And always it sends him
fish the Chinook in season, the
swarms of smelt, the blueback sal-
mon, the steelhead and sea trout.

ways, she cannot find us to give
tuccor. Presently we are consult-in- g

specialists and embracing: diets.
Uut whilst we were with her she
had her own way of teaching her
children what was best for them,
t'isregarding entirely '"what cost
most, or that which it was fashion-
able to eat. She knew all about
vitamines long before the savants
rave a name to the Indispensable
tlements they appreciate but can-
not quite identify.

XOW FOB THE HARVEST.
Not all is gloom, and Americans

have much to be thankful for, as
the usually prosaic crop and mar
ket bulletin of the United States
department of agriculture attests.
This week's figures have even an
element of romance in them, for
those who are able to read between
the lines. For example, a corn
crop of 3,017,000,000 bushels is
forecast, on the basis of its condi-
tion on August 8. This is about
thirty bushels for each inhabitant
of the country and gives assurance
of a plentiful supply of corn meal,
hominy, grits and pork. It is al
most 200,000000 bushels larger
than the average crop of each of
the last five years and is one of
the five largest corn crops that the
country has ever produced.

"As large a white potato crop as
was ever raised in the country is
indicated" by the official forecast
of 440,000,000 bushels, or about a
pound for each working day for
every inhabitant. Hay grows tall
and is exceptionally rich in nutri-
ment, the estimated crop of 110,-300,0-

tons, which is more than
8,000,000 tons above the five-ye- ar

average, telling only part of the
story. There will be more than
two bushels of apples for each man.
woman and child in the United
States, and commercial apple pro
duction, 33,400,000 barrels, exceeds
by 6,600,000 barrels the average of
the preceding five years. The to-

bacco crop promises to .be enor-
mous, being well up among the
four largest in the history of the
country.

It is assured that we shall eat,
despite a generally backward spring
that caused the pessimists to de
spair. In the particular that our
primary wants are well taken care
of, we are the most fortunate nation
on earth.

THE FARMER'S SIDE OF THE CASE.

When railroad men and miners
protest against reduction of their
wages and make the plea that it
will lower their standard of living
below that which bents an Ameri
can,-- Secretary of Agriculture Wal
lace, who is an aggravatingly prac
tical man, gets down to cold figures.
He says that in 1921 the purchas
ing power of railroad men s wages
was 61 per cent greater than in
1913, that of miners' wages 30 per
cent greater, but that of farmhands
was 4 per cent less and that of the
farmers themselves 25 to 45 per
cent less. A bulletin of Mr. Wal
lace's department shows that the
purchasing power of farm products
fell as low as 62 per cent of the
1913 level in December, 1921. It
rose to 76 per cent in March, but
has steadily fallen since then, be-in-

only 72 per cent in June.
As the farmer ponders over these

figures he recognizes that the pur
chasing power of the railroad man's
and miner's wages is in large meas
ure fixed by the price of farm
products, rising as farm prices fall
and falling as they rise. Then, as
the wage worker has fared better,
the farmer has fared worse. The
farmer would not be as well off as
the workman unless the purchasing
power of) his products was as far
above that of 1913 as the work
man's wages are. He realizes that
if railroad rates and the price of
coal were lower, more of the con
sumer's price for his products would
come to him and his lot would be
nearer an equality with that of the
workman. If wages on railroads
were lower, rates would be reduced
to the advantage of the farmer, and
the railroad man would still pay
no more for his living and would be
better off than he was in 1913.

Such reflections cause farmers to
turn coldly from invitations to join
the farmer-labo- r party. They see
in it a scheme to benefit labor at
his expense, and, when railroad
men striking against lower wages
refuse to haul trains carrying his
crops, leaving them to rot in the
field or orchard, he seeks some
other way out.

ALONG THE RIVER.

Often when a man lacks friends
or purpose, or when he is plain
shiftless, he turns to the easy life
of the river. Any river will do, if
it be big enough. Something there
is about the smooth "flow of its deep T

waters that is anodyne to hie spirit,
and though the world regards him
as a lazy fellow, the hermit of the
shore cares little for its opinions.
A pervasive and simple philosophy.
or the lack of introspection, serves
to keep him well content. Though
he is not a drifter, being bound by
inertia, he is strangely like the drift-
wood that finds a port in the eddy
above his shack and is left to bleach
on the gray sand.

In truth, he has little need for
friends or purpose. The river an
swers for both. It is the exempli
fication of an unhurried and titanic
purpose, sufficient to fill the life of
a lonely man with vicarious accom-
plishment. For unnumbered life-
times it has followed this course to
the sea, and the sea has received
it, engulfed its offering, but ever
the river persists. The thought of
the maa who dwells on its banks,
however unconscious may be that
fancy, is the thought of the river's
conquest of time, and of its mini-
mizing, by contrast, of human af
fairs and projects. . Quite gradually
its flow becomes a part of his being,
until sleep were hard to arrive at
without that ceaseless murmuring.

He never looks upon it without
feeling a pleasurable reminder of
freedom. The dank sharp air of
morning is good to his nostrils, the
smell of aquatic decay is tonic to
him. Brooke captured and
etched that memorable sensation in
a line, "To smell the thrilling-swe- et

and rotten unforgettable,
unforgotten river-sme- ll . . ." His
are such sunsets as you dare
not paint, for lack of pigment and
for dearth of belief unimaginable
sunsets that kindle the dark flood
and lay a causeway of rich damas-
cene across the river. You may a
hold that he pays scant . heed to
these, yet the river holds him
and its scents and its sunsets are
the breath and countenance of the
river, The chances are, that HQ

ter's rule was only less oppressive
than that of the Turks. By a des-
perate battle in a mountain pass
thev delayed Bnyer's advance un- -
til Russian reserves came up and
routed the Turks at. Sarikamish.
Though thecyar continued with
varying fortune in that region, J:hia
defeat blasted Enver'e hopes.

He and his confederates took a
i typically Turkish revenge." They
j ordered the extirpation of the Ar
menians by massacre, deportation
and starvation, only the women
being saved to become slaves in
Turkish harems. About a million
of the unhappy race perished in the
spring and. summer of 1916 and,
though the Germans were accus-
toming the world to deeds of bar-
barity, a hudder of horror was felt
in every civilized land.

Djemal led an army to defeat on
the Suez canal, carried a reign of
terror through Syria, was routed
again there and gave command to
the German, Liman von Sander,
under whom his army was utterly
destroyed. When Turkey was
granted an armistice,' Enver fled to
Germany, where he was reported
to have met Talaat and Djemal and
to have plotted with the German
war lords, Hindenburg and Luden-dorf- f,

but soon wandered to Mos-
cow, and was reported to have been
placed in command of the bolshe-vi- st

army in Turkestan. When the
soviet formed - an alliance with
Mustapha Kemal Pasha, head of
the nationalist Turks and his dead-
ly enemy, Enver btPke with It and
led the Turkoman, rebellion against
thereds in which he met liis death.

Every one of. thj- - sovereigns and
ministers of the; league which the
kaiser led in attafcfe' on ' the world's
peace Is dead;; ot, fn exile. Tho
kaiser and ft is.. 'heir, are refugees
in Holland, BetTilnann-Hollwe- g is
dead, .Francis Joseph and his suc-
cessor, Charles, of Austria-Hungar- y,

are dead, Andrassy, the pre-
mier who prompted the attack on
Serbia, was assassinated, Ferdinand
of Bulgaria and his premier Rado-slavof- f,

are fugitives, and the sultan
who reigned in 1,914 is dead and his
three bloody pashas have died by
violence. Turkey has shrunk to
the limits of its capital, now occu-
pied by the allies, and Of Anatolia,
the home land, where Mustapha
Kemal holds out. So much for
Enver's dream.

A CONVERT TO BLACKBIRDS.
A critic of the stage, writing in

the , London Times, recommends
that all who have wearied them
selves too greatly with the Btudy of
mankind-an- d particularly does he
cite George Bernard Shaw should
turn to the contemplation of black-
birds; As for himself he confesses
that he had no acquaintance with
blackbirds until quite recently. He
had regarded them as well, as
blackbirds. On a happy day one
came to his orchard, and perched in
a pear tree, and outpoured its soul
in song.

"It seems childish," he wrote, "to
record so simple a fact, but the
truth is I am quite proud to have
noticed it. X have read reams of
poetry in my time about the songs
and the ways of bird., but have
taken it all as 'common form,' and
generally yawned. Yet here is this
persistent fellow stirring a new life,
a new Curiosity," in me, and prompt-
ing me to envy the placid tribe of
ornithologists."

The blackbird is a sweet singer,
for all that his lay is simplicity
itself. "Like water bubbling from
a silver i jar", was not written of
him, ana yet the simile is quite
truthful of the song of the red-
wing, swaying on the rushes.

he cries, and there is
a triumph of joy in the notes.

The flock swirls down
about him, its epaulets bright
against the ebon feathers and the
green verdure of the swamp, gome-thin- g

wistful wells in the listener.
Scant wonder that the "placid tribe
of ornithologists" will tramp a long
mile to hear a bird song.

There is very sound philosophy in
the suggestion that we spend too
much time, or at least spend it too
wholly, in the pursuit of practicali-
ties. Once in a while we ought, we
really should, pause to listen to the
birds.

As a study in mixed motives, the
act of the man who stole money
from his sweetheart with which to
pay alimony to an ex-wi- fe ought
not to escape the notice of . the
psychologists. There are problems
in our civilization that Solomon
himself couldn't Bolve.

Another treasure hunt in Oregon
has been abandoned. Every inci-
dent of the kind illustrates anew
the fact that the time spent chasing
will o' the wisps is better employed
looking after the real treasure that
is sure to reward consistent and
well directed hard work.

It might save time in the long
run to perfect an accident proof
airplane before setting out on one
of those sensational air jaunts.
Nothing seems to surpass the regu-
larity with which the machines fail
in the pinch.

It takes more than a few days
of summer rain to make the forests
safe from fire. Recent showers
furnish no excuse for carelessness
during the remainder of the sea
son a fact that all campers must
bear in mind.

An Indiana farmer is said to
have crossed an Arabian horse with
a zebra, producing what he calls
a zebroid. His next job will be to
discover in .what particular the
animal is superior to the horse.

Putting the ban on prohibition
jokes in vaudeville may be a recog-
nition of the fact that prohibition
is no joke, but more probably it
is due to the inferior quality of the
jokes themselves.

No settlement of the coal strike
at this late date will be so com-
plete that a mild winter will not
be welcome as a help to restoring
normalcy of output and price.

The golfer who plays 144 holes
in a day is the modern imitator of
the cyclist who used to delight in
making a century run.

In a nutshell, President Harding
is determined that the business of
making the public the goat has got
to come to an end.

The prospect of a bountiful fruit
crop- - suggests that there is still
merit & tie-- panning club, idea

at least a supplementary, forage
crop. There would seem to be a
field for improvement of the arti-
choke, which ought not to be more
difficult than the improvement of
the potato, but the argument that
it saves labor should by itself be
strongly appealing. We shall be
slow to predict that it will soon be
come extensively popular as a table
vegetable, knowing as we do that
people are extremely conservative
ia their tastes; yet it should not be
forgotten that the potato, now a
staple, was regarded with suspicion,
if not downright distrust, less than
two hundred years ago.

FITTING THE HANDICAPPED TO
WORK.

Undoubtedly the course of charltj
;s rife with blunders, not alone un-
fair to society but often unfair to
the recipient. Such a conclusion
is strengthened by Henry Ford's
successful experiment with the
physically . handicapped In the
common usage of that term as
workmen in his factory. Mr. Ford
has there demonstrated a truth
that is of great significance to the
world namely, that nothing save
almost complete physical incapacity
warrants the support of a sub-physi-

individual by the state or
t y charity.

"We are too ready,", declared Mr.
Ford, "to assume without investiga-
tion that the full possession of
faculties is a condition requisite to
the best performance of all jobs."

The assumption he alluded to is
that kindly error which for time
immemorial has condoned beggary
and rallied well-meani- philan-
thropists to the rescue by charity of
those who required nothing more
than understanding aid and a
dance to do battle for themselves.
The tendency so created has been
two-fol- d in Its erroneous effect. It
has instilled self-pit- y in those who,
more than anything else,, needed
courage and- - self-respe- It has
provoked a mawkish and super-sentimen- tal

attitude that has not
been creative of contentment and
progress. The system was produc-
tive of cowardice, dead-weig- ht and
inefficiency. Not that we are yet
ready to dispense with charity, but
that it is time we understood the

practical needs of those cases
which are not properly the objec-
tives of charity. a

In 1014 the Ford factory policy
was adapted to the employment of

rd workmen. It was
held that none applying for work
should be refused work, if work
there was, on account of physical
condition. In his narrative, "My
Life and Work," now appearing in
McClure's magazine, Mr. Ford
sketches the development and at
tainments of this plan and without
duaiification declares its success.
The cripple has demonstrated that
he can earn full wages, If but the
employer will so classify his jobs as
o discover that to which the crip

ple is best fitted. On his payroll at
the last analysis of employed, there
.were 9563 rd men. He
relates:

Of thess 123 had crippled or. ampu
tated arms, forearms or hands. One had
both hands off. There were four totally
blind men, 257 blind in one eye, 253
with one eye nearly blind, 37 deaf and
dumb, 60 epileptics, four with both legs
or feet missing, 234 with one foot or leg
missing. The' others had minor impedi-
ments. Those who are below the ordi-
nary physical standards are just as good
workers, rightly placed, as those who are
above. ,

In dreaming his-drea- of Utopia
it appears that Mr. Ford has oc
casionally dreamed and wrought to
soma effect. Certainly he has here
both expounded and demonstrated
a truth of tremendous moment to a
world in which there should be, if
ever it is to become Utopian, 'no
drones. He has proved a fact that
is vital to the workaday world, for
that matter. Sub-standa- rd men, by
hit. theory and proftf, have an equal
right with their physical betters to
useful happiness. Only a defective
v:sion in economics has hitherto
prevented them, all save the most
courageous and indomitable, from
realizing such circumstance. When
a man is down he is never out while
h:s own spirit refuses to admit de-

feat. The soundest sentiment is the
sentiment which lends a hand
rather than gives 'a dollar.

LAST OF THE THREE BLOODY
PASHAS.

Death of Enver Pasha in battle
In central Asia is an appropriate
end for the last of, the bloody
triumvirate which dragged Turkey
into the world war, led tho rotten
old empire to defeat and to the
loss of almost all Its territory, then
fled to escape richly merited ven-
geance. His partners, Talaat and
Djemal Pashas, both died at the
hands of assassins avenging the
wrongs of their peoples, but Enver
fled into Mohammedan lands,
where, at first in alliance with,
lately in war upon, the bolshevlsts,
he strove to realize his dream of an
Ottoman empire restored to its an-
cient greatness and splendor.

Enver was one of the military
chiefs of that army of mutinous
Turks which in 1908 marched from
Salonica to Constantinople, deposed
Sultan Abdul Hamid well named
Abdul the Damned and raised
false hopes of a regenerated, demo-
cratic Turkey by establishing a par-
liament dominated by the com-
mittee of union and progress. Hope
that the Turk had changed was
soon dashed by the massacre of
Armenians at.Adana, and belief
that he had regained his military
power was, dispelled by his disas-
trous defeat in the Balkan wars,
by which all of his remaining do-

minions in Europe except Thrace
were lost and which proved to be
the prelude to the w'orld war.

When Germany proclaimed "the
day" for its war for world domin-
ion, "Enver was minister of war,
Djemal was governor of Syria, and
Talaat was prefect of Constanti-
nople. Enver, who had been half
Germanized by military education
in Germany, became master of the
cabinet and forced the grandvizier
to do his will. At his instigation
the Goeben and Breslau, in Turk-
ish service though with German
crews, bombarded Russian ports on
the Black sea, prC4oking the allies
to declare war after they had
striven three months for Turkey's
neutrality by offering to guarantee
Its integrity, but threatening its de
struction if it joined Germany.
Enver believed Germany to be in
vincible and, with visions of a great
empire to extend from the Med-
iterranean sea, all around the Black
sea and. into the heart of central
Asia, he" led an army into trans-Caucasi- a.

He made flattering of-
fers 'to the Armenians for their
help, but they knew the value of
Turkish, promises and cast their; Jot

IVy Grace E. Hall.

Ah! you are disappointed, I can see.
In meeting with this mortal self of

me;
That is because you've known my

spirit first
And judged me otherwise; but at my

worst
I am no other than this spirit-thin- g

That urges me to humbly strive to
sing

No one, however great or good or
wise,

Drags forth his soul before an-

other's eyes.
Or sings with real abandon In a

crowd.
Though, quite alone, he shouts his

songs aloud;
And If you like my singing, please

believe
My Bongs are real, nor sung but to

ducelve.

We mortals all are of one general
cast

In outline, though through separate
thoughts at last

We build a self that stands alone,
apart,

Though few can trace the outlines
of a heart;

And when the soul speaks first
across the space.

Perhaps 'tig better not to see the
face!

I could not Btng, if my songs were
deceit.

For all my notes would falter. In-

complete,
And though I ma'. In passing, not

appeal.
The truth within my singing etill is

real,
For I am but an instrument, and

mute
Unless God tunes the strings and

wakes the lute.

AT dlSSET.
The sun as a bridegroom cometh,

The Wedding hour draweth nigh,
I haste to my western window

For an invited guest am I.
On high in all his splendor.

Oh, glorious crested sun!
And I watch him woo the colors

'Till he wins them one by one.
First he makes his own the clouds

of gray.
With petticoats of rone.

Then amber and-faint- , glimmering
blue

And crimson flecked with gold.
He woos them and he coaxes

Until they yield him all their
charms.

He draws them nearer, nearer.
At last enfolds them In his arms.

And even the shadows on the snow
Take On a warmer hue,

And all. the glorious shades of
heaven

Seam marshaled in the pew.
Softly yet swiftly the vision fades,

The day with a jewel is crowned,
And I sigh aa I think, "One could

travel the earth;
One like It can never be found."

Time passes, I linger In wooded
paths.

In the springtime month of May,
It seems as thoiiith creation's new

With the hills and field bo gay;
And here In every flower that grows

I find the sunset's radiant hue,
The mauve is in the violet, the

crimson in the rose;
The gray is 'neath the birdHng's

wing,
In shady dells and towering treesMy eyes see wonders there
And then wee son comes toddling

out
And the gold is In his hair!

"L encore, oh, L'encore!"
With a hariDv heart I crv.

For springtime sings an encore
lo the winter b sunspt sky.

' RUTH WOOLLEY LAWS.

K ISM IKS.
Distressing to admit we all have

enemies;
What though we a)m and wish all

men to please.
Still enemies in human guise awtt.it
And meet us on life's pathway soon

or late.
When we have truly striven and

fairly won
Sbme height have gained some

worthy deed have 'done,
'Mid well-earn- plaudits, envy cold

is born
And covetous hands rench out of

treachery warn.
Yet, if no opposition came, no foes
To goad us on, would we arrive, who

knows?
The Son of God was nailed upon tho

cross
By bitter enemies, His gain, their

loss.
The one who claims he has no

enemy
Merely exists nor truly strives to be;
For every worth-whil- e triumph ever

wrought
Some enemy to undermine It.'Vought,
Then, undismayed, etrlye on, accept

the plan;
Believing good comes out of ill to

man.
The beckoning heights above earth'sgray defeat
Are gained by conquering the foes

we meet.
JANETTE MARTIN.

TREES.
Like a drooping woman
That sits in black,
With pearl drops dripping between

waxy fingers
The cypress.
And the wind blows.
Swaying somewhat a shattered wail-

ing
That even now moans
Into nothingness.
A deep cavern the sound
Of pouring waters, dashing wavea.
Where bird-crie- s stab the clouds;
The whirl of hurricanes
The gloomy mystery of a dream.
All gather to tumultuous birth
In thy ominous grandeur.
Mighty Fir.
Tet what is human In a leaf,
An emerald leaf, or. slender twig
That stretches Into coolness
Or In a pungent fir bow
That can prickle like a sneering

smile?
Ortly that, like humanity.
Must they weep and roar their way
Into the gray gulf
Of Time.

KATHRYN EASTHAM.

SlMMIiR VOICES.
The day speaks!

With a voice that the dew-dro-

fear.
So they hasten away to the blue-trimme- d'

clouds
The only friend that's near.

The day speaks!
A million sunbeams strong,

And the sombre grasshoppers

Ad.ds to the summer song.
The day speaks!

Until, in the hour of death, co:.
Not a dirge, but a triumph note.

'Tls cool night's answering breath
FLOYD H. WILKINSON.

MEMORY.
You loved me for a few brief days.
And then you went along your way.
Not knowing that the sweetness or

those hours
Would linger in my lonely heart.
A pale, crushed flower.

A. GUTSCiiOW

By DeVVItt Harry.

ARK TWAIN undoubtedly would

the Coulmbia river traffic of the old
steamboat days, like that, he Im-

mortalised on the Mississippi. Take
the races between the Telephone
and the T.- J. Potter, the crack craft
of their time. Ed Sullivan, now one
of the river pilots, wa master of
the Potter and the Telephone was
commanded by Captain McCarthy.
Of course, racing was discouraged
both by owners and federal offi
cials, but It persisted, nevertheless.
It is nearly Impossible to ban 'any-
thing that men take a sporting In-

terest in.
On excursion days the boats would

pull, out about 3 o'clock in the aft
ernoon from nearby docks. They
Beldom failed to have capacity
crowds aboard and it meant quite a
feather ja either captain's cap to be
first to Astoria and Ilwaco. In
those days most of the vacation
Crowd weht to North beach, Wash-
ington. If anything, the Telephone
was the faster and usually would
get away a trifle later and overhaul
the Potter on the way down. The
boats kept fairly close company and
it was an inspiring sight to see the
two fine vessels plowing through
the water together. The feeling of
a race was often kept up, even
though the boats were not actually
in competition, and neither master
was averse to a little sport.

One time the two boats ap-

proached Kalama together, the Tele-
phone in the lead and the Potter
close to shore on the Washington
side. The Telephone pilot began
jockeying to force the Potter closer
to shore so that she would have to
slow up and take the leader's Wash
in crossing out. The passengers
lined the rail and there was much
bandying of remarks between the
rival boats, for each had Its loyal
followers who would ride no other.

Just when things looked blackest
for the Potter, her pilot managed
to call up an additional burst of
Bpeed from the engine room, and as
the Telephone swung In sharp for
the Kalama landing the Potter's
prow Came in contact with her stem
and the additional impulse, coming
on top of the turn already under
way. Completed the movement and
left the Telephone with her nose
pointed upstream. To the accom-
paniment of vociferous cheering, the
Plotter majestically swept Into the
dock ahd the Telephone missed her
landing completely.

.

Use 'Km (or Bait! Use 'Em tot Bate!
WHITE SALMON, Wash., Aug. 16.

-- (Special.) Mosquitoes are so
thick at Goose lake, in the Mount
Adams country, that parties of an-
glers from Seattle found it necessary
to seek refuge in the ice caves In
that famous district.

It is, therefore, a good Idea for
the tourist, who is not hard-boile- d,

to stock up on muss-skee-dou- dope
to rub on the eppy-der-mu- or
take something pow-fu- l strong in-

wardly and let It leak out through
the pores of the skin to poison these
woodpeckers' before they get a
chance to sit down and become ac
quainted. One verse-e-til- e young
woman from Bingen recently met
the by wearing a
fish net draped over her bobbed cas-
cade locks (shining ripples), and
over her beautiful neck and bust
me if it didn't work out to perfec-
tion.

But-- it was a knee-- z job for the
Bkeeters to find on the tenderfoot a
suss-septab- le spot to punk-sur- e and
draw first blood, swell up and bust.
The girls up here have so much
iron in their blood that skecters
cannot take a drink without getting
so rusty that they squeak.

BILBATES. '

Sharp practices of the
grocer, the sanded sugar and

the ever-heav- y thumb on the scales,
have just about gone out of action,
yet alleged humorists continue to
use them as properties. Out Monta-vill- a

way is a feed merchant who Is
fond of a jest. One of his steadiest
customers is a stolid sort of a chap
who has a couple of cows. The feed
merchant, with many an inward
chuckle, had been in the habit of
slipping one over on this sleepy sort
of hombre when he came for his
hay.

The salesman would whirl out a
bale and make It roll along by
means of the big hook used for han-
dling, and then dextrously flip it
on the scales and weigh the hay,
hook and all, and then would charge
the seemingly unsuspecting custo
mer the top weight.

That hook is not figuring in any
more deals. Temptation has been
removed. One day last week the ap
parently drowsy customer called for
his usual bale and the merchant
went through the customary sys
tern, hook in bale, through the shop.
onto the scales and then the call-o- ff

of the weight, hay, hook and all.
Then the sleepy one stepped In and
took charge of the hay, managing It
with the big hook that had fur-
nished so much amusement for the
owner. He whirled the bale out to
his waiting wagon and lifted it
aboard and started to drive away,
hook, hay and all.

"Hay there, throw back my hook!"
shouted the fellow who hod been
having all the fun.

"It's my hook, I guess." the sleepy
one replied. "I've paid for it enoueb.
times." He drove off. hook and all

Signs observed In Portland places
of business, mostly in the north end:

At a restaurant: "Eat here and
you'll never eat anywhere else."

At another: "Two good places to
eat at home and here."

At a cleaning shop:
"I live to dye,

I dye to live;
The more I dye.

The better I live,"
At a shoe-repa- ir shop: "I live on

old shoes."
At a shine stand "Shoes shined

inside."
At another with an inner room:

"Ladies shined inside."

What's become of the gauntlet?
Not bo long ago it was considered
impossible to drive an automobile
without a pair of gloves with long
wrist guards. Look them over as
close as you may, "you'll not find
any gauntlets these days; the wind-
shield and closed cars have driven
then .to-- tho. discard.
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WATEB MXES HATE THE PULL.
All things combine to swell the

volume of water traffic for Port-
land and other Pacific ports. Open-
ing of the Panama canal started
the diversion of traffic from rail-
roads to ships, and depression of
world commerce made tonnage
abundant at low rates. Though
cheap tonnage has caused much
oriental cargo, which would for-

merly have come overland to be
loaded on ships on this coast, to
be shipped from Atlantic and gulf
ports, it has vastly swollen tne total
of intercoastal business. Since the
strike has impaired the efficiency
of railroads, large quantities of
goods are sent to the nearest port
for movement by sea that would
otherwise have come by rail.

The result will be to hasten the
redistribution of traffic in the new
channels that have been made more
economical by the canal and by
the availability of cheap tonnage.
Shippers who have been slow to
break the old habit of patronizing
the railroad are driven to the
water and, having tried it, will
continue to use it. The study of
traffic men for large merchants and
manufacturers is now to find the
shortest and cheapest rail- - route to
the seaboard, the lowest - rate and
the quickest line of steamships.
Railroads are becoming feeders to
water lines for domestic as well as
foreign traffic.

,In this change railroads neces
Earily lose the bulk of long-ha- ul

traffic between the interior and
either coast. On the other hand
they gain a large increase of short
haul traffic from the coast to the
interior. The effect is more, rapid
development of the regions near the
coast, and more local traffic within
the field of each line. Time will
tell whether they do not gain more
in this manner than they lose
through capture of the long-ha- ul

traffic by the ships.

CABBAGES AND COWSLIPS.
Cabbages, according to Chris

topher Morley, shall stand beforsj
kings. In the day of the vitamins)

the decline of monarchs no
longer is there ludicrous incon-
gruity in Carroll's phrase of "cab-
bages and kings." The buxom vege-
table, of which it has been said that
it responds to friendship more read-
ily than any other in the garden,
is manifestly of more importance to
us than many a king. The nadir is

the zenith. So it seems to Mr.
who maintained that there

was excellent cause to celebrate the
humble cabbage by national ob-

servance of a day set apart.
Granting that this is well be-

thought, and that good cabbages
deserve homage before they retire
to the kettle, one cannot see how
the compliment could possibly en-
hance the present popularity of
cabbage. The esteem in which
sound dietitians have held it for
many generations is greater than
ever before, and arises from an un-
derstanding that the cabbage really
benefits those who partake
through the gentle sorcery of its
vitamines. The present hae no
more than analyzed the vogue of
the vegetable in the past. For
whether they knew It or not the
fact is that cabbage addicts have
been always in quest of the health-tylvin- g

vitamine.
They turned to the cabbage, in

the old days, as instinctively as rab-
bits reject this weed and approve
that. And when the cabbage was
rot in season, they made shift to
discover a palatable substitute.
Greens, the. good dames called
them, those vicarious sacrifices to
the almighty vitamine. To the

to the proud, they were
weeds by the wayside. To country
folk and rural squire they were na-
ture's supplement to a deficient
menu. Given a square inch of
bacon and a tub of newly-culle- d
greens the proficient housewife
could place upon her board a dish
that teased with its odor, pleased
with its flavor, and satiated with its
sufficiency.

The dandelion, that bane of the
pejden, little golden harbinger of
cummer, was one of this choice
company. To make greens the dan-
delion was always taken unawares,
when It had no more than effected
a vernal rebirth. Then the long
leaves were brightly green and
passing tender, and though to fill
tb pot required a great many of
them, none objected to the effort.
For the succulency of the dandelion
is fleeting, and if it be not cut to-
day, then tomorrow may discover
H to have grown a bud and taken
on the dark hues of maturity, when
not even tho presence of vitamines
will tempt the bucolic epicure.

And there grew, hard by the
marshes, without appreciable diffi-
culty, a humble plant called the
cowslip. Its mottled leaves in
April were thick and fleshy, and
fringed the cow-trac- ks somberly
the cow-trac- ks that were filled with
the amber water of the swamp.
Once consigned to the kettle the
cowslip, a melancholy weed of the
tarn, became within the hour a dish
of exceeding gustatory Joy a dish
fit to set before a king. Should any
king decline it, why, off with his
iiead! He would not be fit to rule.
Larab's-quarter- s, too, and many an-
other vagrant of the wild, were of
this company.

Genial old Cam Nature. When

vegetables were very, very essential,
for a low-aun-g bough swept into
the river all cooking utensils save
a tin pail, and it was in this pail
that the voyagers were taught by
that master chef, Necessity, to
make lucky stew. Would you have
the formula?
Put anything you like into a very deep

pail
And pour on it anything you please;

Stir it all up with anything 'you find
Under the anywhere trees.

If anybody comes; "asking for dinner.
Serve it with anything you wish;

But never, never, never, never, never
forget

To put a four-leav- clover in the dish.
The "Dingbat" docked at length

toOregon City, after divers amus- -
ing adventures and mishaps, was
aided through the locks by some
very genuine sportsmen in overalls,
and so came down the river to
Willamette slough and the profit
able catching of palatable catfish.
There they met the fisher of cray
fish, who had been flouted by fate,
and learned that folk are much the
same wherever you find them. And
there, presently, they sold the
Dingbat" for a number of cans of

tinned salmon and abandoned the
cruise, having not neglected to test
the courage of the salmon trout of
Lewis river.

Having read "The Dingbat , of
Arcady," one is first surprised to
learn that such adventurers as her
crew have passed without note
through" our very midst, and sec
ondly to be reminded that the land
of romance and adventure, together
with its quaint and kindly char-
acters, is at our door. Do you
recall the wight who rounded the
world in his quest of the four- -
leaved clover, and who found it at
his own doorstep?

THE FUTURE OF THE ARTICHOKE.
Representative Sibley of Pennsyl

vania tells nothing that a few
farmers have not all along known
concerning the great value of the
Jerusalem artichoke as a food
plant, particularly for livestock, but
he contributes to a much-to-be-d- e-

s'red propaganda on the subject the
weight of a well-know- n name and
the convincing assurance of a series
of carefully-conducte- d experiments.
The demonstrations m a d e on a
farm of which tha congressman is
proprietor would seem to give
promise that the" artichoke has
greater possibilities than are ow
credited to it as a staple food for
human beings.

French agriculturalists are in ad
vance of those of the United States
in this particular. While the rest
of the. world has been neglecting
this succulent tuber, the French
have developed it with no very
great trouble, it would seem, since
it is highly amenable to the cus
tomary processes of selection and
Cultivation so that it has a better
flavor, size and color than the
original. As to yield, there has
been no question that it excels its
rival, the potato, conditions being
approximately equal. The common
artichoke with which some of us
are familiar and which our grand-
fathers raised sparingly as a soup
vegetable has been known to pro-
duce a thousand or more bushels
to the acre. It is not finical as to
soil .and bears rigors of climate
well. "Perhaps,".' says an encyclo-
pedia writer, "no vegetable is easier
of cultivation."

We suspect that therein may re-
pose some of the secret of its neg-
lect. "The thing that is too easy to
do may suffer from having too
much taken for granted, and even
an artichoke may deteriorate If left
to the mercies of chance and the
unfriendly elements. It was so
with the potato, the improvement
of which was probably delayed a
century or .two by the circumstance
that almost any potato planting was
apt to be rewarded by results of
some kind. But the artichoke also
has been the victim of certain mis-
conceptions. The notion that it con-

tained a larger percentage of water
than most other vegetables has
militated against it. The truth is
that it is ratlftr less watery than
the potato itself.

Pound for pound and ton for ton
gross the Jerusalem artichoke con-
tains more nutrients than the po-
tato which has received approxi-
mately equal care. Its carbohy-
drate content, as Mr. Sibley points
out, is slightly higher 18.65 per
cent, as compared with 18.4 per
cent for the potato. It contains
more than twice as much protein,
however, (5.3 per cent, as com-
pared with 2.2 per cent.) The per-
centage of water is but 72.4, to 78.3
for the potato. It is richer In min-
eral salts, a consid-
eration. The minerals may include
some of the essential vitamines. Mr.
Sibley concludes that they do, of-

fering as evidence the fact that
sheep on his farm were in better
general physical condition after
having been wintered on artichokes
than they had previously been, and
in better shape than animals which
had not received them.

fWith the average potato crop of
the country at about ninety-fiv- e

bushels to the acre and artichokes
reported as yielding from 300 to 400
bushels (Mr. Sibley says that he
achieved a thousand), the Helian-thu- s

tuberosus starts out with a
strong claim to further consider-
ation. Obviously the ultimate pur-
pose of agriculture is to produce on
a large scale the greatest possible
results in proportion to land and
labor involved. We do not omit to
take into account the well-know- n

principle that every element in a
food is taken from the soil itself by
the cunning chemistry of nature,
but it is true also that certain
plants ' are better equipped than
others are to do this without at the
same time reducing the land to
poverty. That the artichoke is not
a "soil robber" any more than the
potato is, while it probably gives
greater returns in its manufactured
constituents, must be due to refine-
ments of nature's ways-wlt- h which
not many laymen are familiar but
which withstand the test of empiri--
cism. The thing "works," which is
as much as the average grower will
be interested in knowing.

The. mounting costs meat and,

all silver from the ocean. His nets
take the sturgeon, armored and
brutish and heavy, as it follows the
long pilgrimage to the Snake. True,
his needs are not many and are of
the simplest, but the river never
fails to supply them, From the
lookout of his shack, perched on
rough piling against the freshet and
the flood, he watches his river for
signs of largess.

An idle life and aimless. . Quite
probably he is the lazy fellow they
charge him with being. He is a
non-reside- moored In the back
waters of life. . Yet while so many
of his betters are scrambling in a
turmoil with the design to capture
and retain happiness, and are
preaching new isms and recruiting
new cults, this rather humble and
entirely unpretentious riverman has
attained content.

THE CRriSE OF THE DINGBAT.
It is the common ailment to fret

for wider horizons. Forever we
fancy that we grow no such flowers
here as they grow there, that some-
how the waters must be more ceru-
lean over yonder, the clouds more
sun-sh- ot and fantastical, adventure
more often to be met with. Yet we
live within ourselves, and find that
which we seek to discover, and if
we do not seek we miss much of
the zest of life. No reader of "The
Dingbat of Arcady" can fail to
agree with these conclusions, for in
the writing of that charming little
narrative Marguerite Wilkinson
teaches- - that beauty is various and
everywhere.

As for Marguerite, she is a writer
of poems. As for the "Dingbat,"
it was an ungainly ed

boat. As for Arcady, why that was
Oregon, her' home port. The book.
itself chronicles the cruise of the
"Dingbat" down the Willamette
from Albany ' and into the wide
embrace of the Columbia river.
Tourists fare into far countries to
capture the pleasure, the happiness,
so easily overhauled by Mrs. Wil-
kinson and her husband in their
brief cruise through a land that,
to its residents, is not. usually per-
ceived to be idyllic.

Where most books of the out-of-do-

are content with most
specific detail as to incident, this
author regards the spiritual adven-
ture as of higher importance, and
though we follow the stream wfth
her craft, and are properly aware
of its location and ports of. call,
the truth is that we follow- - Mrs.
Wilkinson with all our heart. For,
as she says, having lived to be
thirty years of age without Arca-
dian adventure, and having but re
cently committed herself to the true
enjoyment of life, the river is pe-
culiarly her own. Hers are rights
that no other may gainsay or con-
test. "Nobody else has traveled on
it with my body, my mind, my
heart." The cruise began at a f

sawmill, a whirring, strumming,
practical sawmill, on the outskirts
of Albany. There she and her hus
band fashioned their boat, aided by
the advice of tall men addicted to
strong tobacco, painted it" such a
blue as was never on land or sea.
and consigned it to the breast of
the river. And the river caught
it and carried it out to mid-chann-

and slowly began to unfold the
panorama of green banks and
musing cattle.

That very night," wrote Mrs.
Wilkinson, "we were to sleep on the
ground. I wondered what it would
be like.".

Now many men have bedded on
the ground, perforce or by choice,
and though at the first they may
have been lamed in every joint
always there was the feeling that
in some manner the earth-moth- er

had filled their veins with strength.
It was as though they remembered,
through, many lives until this last
one,- - the ancestral host that had
found the ground good and ac
knowledged its maternity. Those
who have observed this singular
truth will smile tolerantly to wit
ness the conversion of our author.
She writes:

Our peace Is in realitv. Thin thnnviit
have found growing neV the gnarled

roots of trees that have sheltered me
when I have slept In tho woods at night.
w nenever ana wnerever I have foundthis thought growing I have found rest.
The ground, the underlying realltv forour bodies, that from which there is no
tailing away, is the best of all beds. It
is the bed of heroes before thev die fn
battle, and find rest In it forever: it is
the bed of hermits who keen vieil for
the soul' sake; it Is the bed of the quaintcompany or poets wno wander up and
down the highways of the world forever,
seeking the tunes that will echo longest
In the minds of men' and the images
that men's tears will never wash away.
The ground is the bed on which r!hritslept in the wilderness. It is the cleanreiuge or tne poor. Resting on it makesthe body firm, the mind joyful.

They spent their first night on
the ground, beneath titanic maples,
the craft rocking at her anchorage,
to an accompaniment of murmur-
ous river. Yet ere they composed
themselves they scooped " out hol
lows for their hips, a trick well
worth the remembering. The earth
is not especially unfriendly if you
know its ways. There came, of
course, a night when the skies
opened and the deluge descended.
For a time the heavily-verdure- d

trees above them denied the down
pour, but its insistence wrought a
minor dripping that increased to a
major. It were well then for any
wayfarer t6 be a true philosopher,
such as Marguerite. For, so she
says, she was at once reminded of
Davies' lyric, "The Rain," which
recites:

I hear leaves drinking rain;
I hear rich leaves on top

Giving the poor beneathDrop after drop;
TLi a sweet noise to hear
Thosa grssn leaves drinking near.
Those who house themselves well,

and are forever aware of draughts
and chary of wet feet, will marvel
to learn that neither the author nor
her attendant husband suffered the
least infirmity from their wetting

protracted wetting, such as Ore-
gon affords. They had, she assures
us, "not a twinge of rheumatism.
not a hint of a cold, though we
traveled all day In- - the 'Dingbat'
and slept at eigbt in. blankets that


