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Easter and Spring

Easter came late this year, on the calendar;
but Spring came early, and here in this valley
they have met. The annual miracle of earth’s
renewal that we call spring, coincides with the
ancient festival of the resurrection which we
call Easter. Easter in March may be chill and
blustery; this year in April flowers are a-bloom,
grass is green, and trees are leafing out.

Where indeed is there a lovelier country?
Dogwoods stand in bridal white against the
sober green of the fir trees at the edge of the
clearing. Azaleas flame in dooryards, and tulips
take the kiss of rain ot of sun with equal wel-
come. Against the sky shimmers the light green
of the new leaves on the cottonwoods and the
alders as they march along the streams. The
new grass on the flanking foothills and the
evergreen backdrop of the mountains pierced
as they are with the snowpeaks completes the
picture of the valley in springtime, No wonder
the dwellers are given to provincial pride and
self-satisfection; and no wonder visitors are
charmed into enthusiastic praise.

It is out of this evidence of renewal of life
from seeming death that man's hope of im-
mertality springs. If nature effects survival of
plant and flower will it be more ruthless of man
who is lord of creation? If the bulb in the dark
earth stirs with the returning warmth, sends
shoots uward through the crust which burst into
the golden glow of the daffedil or the delicate
shades of the iris will the brain of man, that
fine instrument of intelligence, moulder in etern-
al dust? Is it just the race which survives? Man
clings te hope of personal immortality because
that seems the sensible answer to the riddle of
his existence, the natural ambition for an in-
telligent being whose earthly being is attended
with so much of disappointment and frustration.

Tennyson echoed that assurance when he
wrote:

“My own dim life should teach me this,
That life shall live forevermore,
Else earth is darkness at the core,

And dust and ashes all that is.”

Easter and Spring: returning beauty, re-
turning hope.

Roll up That Map

In 1805 Napoleon's victory at Austerlitz
over the Austrians and Russians crushed the
spirit of William Pitt, prime minister of Eng-
land, as illness had wracked his body. The
waters of Bath having failed to effect a cure
Pitt was brought back to London. Stopping at
Putney a rélative showed him to his roem,
and on the wall of the corridor they passed
through hung a map of Europe. Pitt, who had
become prime minister at the age of 24 and had
held that office longer than any man before
or since, looked at the map and remarked:
“Roll up that map; it will not be wanted
these ten years.”

The words were prophetic. Pitt soon died,
in his 47th year. Napoleon went on to crush
Prussia at Jena and Auerstadt, Russia at Eylau
and Friedland. He overthrew the shell of the
Holy Roman Empire, reorganized Germany, set
his brother on the throne of Spain. He crowned
himself emperor, and ruled over the continent
from the North sea to the borders of Turkey,
and from Denmark to the Mediterranean. It
was not until 1815, ten years after the fateful
remark of the dying Pitt, that Napoleon was
finally defeated at Waterloo and consigned to
the last exile of St. Helena.

The parallel with the present is obvious. A
new Napoleon reigns over virtually the same
territory as his prototype of, a century and a
third ago. His armies smite with the same
irresistible force; nations crumple in their
path. Now as then Great -Britain alone remains
uninvaded; it alone defies the might of the Ger-
man Hitler. And for Great Britain the prospects
are as gloomy as they seemed for Pitt after
Austerlitz. '

There is a saying that history repeats itself.
It is true; it is also false. History did not repeat
itgelf at the Marne in 1940, ner at the channel
perts. History did not repeat itself in the Balk-
ans. Nelson's victory at Abukir Bay was re-
peated in Cunningham's late wvictory in the
Jenian sea; but that may not suffice to preserve
the British at Suez and Gibraltar.

The parallel does encourage us in faking a
lenger view than the victories of a zingle year
or two. After ten years Pitt’s snap of Europe
again was valid. The seeds of decay in Na-
peleon’s empire grew in his cenguered terri-
leries, in Spain and Portugal first; in Russia
after the invasion and capture eof Moscow; in
Prussia under the leadership of wvom Stein
amd Scharnhorst. And Napeleon came as
semething of a liberator, while Hitler invokes
a primitive type of oppression which shall pro-
veke an earlier rebellion.

will be evercome is not by gquietistic confidence
in the “triumph of right”, ner yet in the histori-
cal fact that most conquerors wusually ride to
a downfall, but in the cald reality of superior
force, driven as it must be by men with su-
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castle at Windsor Great Park, for Westminister
and again St. Pag}'s, and net tq call their shets.
It will probably mean the ruin of mgny another
stately monument Which has meant as miich, to
the world as it has to England herself and o un-
told generations of American fourists; but if it
must be, it must be. :

Monuments, after all, are the product of
man, withal often of man’s highest ingenuity,
Moreover, much of their beauty and their great-
ness is derived from the gentle mass of associa-
tions and memories built up about them in the
course of years and decades and centuries. This
latter is the heart of any monument: and it is
indistructible where granite and concrete and
glass and precious metals are not.

So if the State Opera is a heap of ruins, a
little like the Guildhall; and if the Bellevue is
chipped, so soon after M. Matsuoka’'s visit, and

if.mpleo!renllyhigholumfoundi’ntha{

Wilhelmstrasse and down the Unter den Linden,
even Germany may realize that war is war, and
that even in the Third Reich, with its certain
protection against air raids, things are bound to
hapen. The Germans can comfort themselves
with the blueprints of the bjgger and better
opera house, the bigger and better Bellevue, and
the bigger and better signs saying “Sight of
bomb erater, 1941: dedicated to our heroic air-
men’”’ the Reich can build. '

But in London, such artifices will not serve.

Trout on the
South Fork

By JULIAN WALLACE GRAHAM

He arrives with the spring rains, soft as
whispering and just as sure. His hat askew and
fiy-filled he wades in restless boots. The type is
not catalogued in any known compendium, is not
listed; and the fact is he defies classification, does
the early season trout fisherman. The creature
lives in a world of salmon eggs and flies.

You might meet the species almost anywhere
after the season opens, provided of course the “al-
most anywhere” be along a stream. But there are
other provisos too. The stream must be from the
ranges and possess a name such as Beaver creek or
Buck creek; and having an addenda like the south
fork only makes for mystery, and so much the
better. “How's the chance to bum a match?—
Mine are wet.”

You'll meet him on the riffle of the next bend
and about the deeper eddies. You'll find him where
the water runs smooth over the sandbar, if the
spring raing haven't silted the very stream. Chances
are they may have, for the weather's willful as
the wind, and you can only rationalize and say
that you wanted it to rain anyhow. See the
silver in the rain slanting the dark hemlocks, and
feel the clean coolness of it and. the far brush of
the wind. If you aren’t an- early season trout
fisherman, certainly you ought to be.

We did meet him around the next bend, down
where the eddy swings in foam and where the
otter track sneaks beneath the root. He was
slogging along between potholes when we spied him,
and intent. What does it matter if his boots did
ooze waler and if his clothes are wet as the swirl-
ing stream? He didn't see us till we hailed him,
and then he looked up and kind of grinned.
“Thought you were Bill at first,” he said, and
the rain began to blow, and the sweep of it spotted
the smoothness of the eddy. “Any luck?” and
though he was casualness incarnate, canniness
crept into his eye: and you could tell he wondered
if others had had better luck.

We said that our luck was pooly, because
how can a man catch a fish with the stream
hanging where it is? By common consent, then,
we each picked a wet boulder and leaned back
for the inevitable smoke. He said that it was
damn funny how all last week and the week be-
fore it was nice spring weather and the creeks
low, and then a couple of days prior to the season
it just poured down. “Yes, sir,” he said, “it was
damn funny. Got a match that’ll strike?”

Likely in an inner sanctum we had one or
two, and we’d see. No, we hadn't met Bill and
probably he'd taken the south fork. Ah, the magic
of the tille, the ineffable sweetness of it; it's on
and on forever to the farthest ridges soft with rain.
For may it be known that when a fisherman casts
his line into the cold waters of the south fork,
into that green swirl under the cutbank where
the big enes lie, it is indeed the ultimate.

may simulalie an expression of utter boredom:
and when they ask, “Oh, where’d you
beauties?” you'll far y, far
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He Preached Peace—“And They Crucified Him.”

Bits for Breakfast

By R. J. HENDRICKS

Seeking information 4-13-41
concerning John and
Sebastian Ritner, early
Oregon pioneers: an answer:

= %%

(Concluding from yesterday:)
“Lewis Ritner spent an unevent-
ful youth on his father's farm,
and was so thoroughly trained
in the soience of farming that
he took charge of the whole
property at the age of 18 years.

“This responsibilily came to
him because of the marriage of
his brother and his removal to
a farm of his own.

= %%

“In April, 1883, Mr. Ritner
married Corinda, daughter of
James Edelman, Mrs. Ritner be-
ing a native of Benton county,
Oregon. The father was born in
the state of Pennsylvania, and
located on a farm in Benton
county, where he died at the age
of 62 years.

“Mr. Ritner is farming 500
acres of his father's claim, and
has large numbers of fine stock,
including thoroughbred horses,
red and roan Shires, Cotswold
sheep, and dairy cattle.

T %

“An additional source of reve-
nue is a logging business in
which he engages for a portion
of each year.

“He has also 16 acres under
hops, and considerable fruit. He
is very successful, and is regard-
ed as one of the most scientific
of practical farmers in the coun-
ty.

T % %

“He is a Republican in poli-
tics, and with his wife is a mem-
ber of the Evangelical church
of Pedee, in which he is a stew-
ard and active worker.

“Mr. Rittner has the sterling
and reliable traits of character
which brought about his father's
success, and which have brought
him many stanch friends, as

members of the Bonney clan (of

i
il
o

|

|
[l

s
4
&

|
!
!

Lpes
!
8
¥
2
i

i
4
i
i
i
¥
;

1
i
|
!

m
N1

: l'!:
T
THTHE

sl
;IIIF

i
by
g

faki

e
i
:

IV RT

|
!
|
:
i

of the physician, Dr. R. Gildea,
who knew what they had dis-
covered was gold, no news of
their discovery reached the out-
side world.

= % %

The Jan. 24, 1848, discovery
was soon flagshed to the world—
or rather spread to the world as
fast 'ms that slow going world
could take it; before the cable
or the radio or any other swift
agency, compared with those
named, was known.

Sebastian Ritner perhaps
joined the gold rush of the forty-
niners, which changed many
things in every major section of
the world.

T %N

“King's Valley” is not correct.
It is Kings Valley, according to
the US postoffice department
and all other authoritative
sources. It was named for Na-
hum King, the first settler,
who was an Oregon pioneer of
1845. The site of historic Fort
Hoskins is near there, built, and,
this writer believes, its exact
site selected, by the then 2nd

Lieut. P. H. Sheridan, who be-
came General | Sheridan, the

world's greatest cavalry leader. -

Kings Valley and the site of Fort
Hosking are in|Benton county,
Oregon. -

Pedee is in Polk county, near
the mouth of Pedee creek where
it enters the Luckianiute river,
about 20 miles southwest of
Monmouth. Pedee owes its name
to Colonel Cornelius Gilliam,
who lost his life in the Cayuse
war after the Whitman massa-
cre. He was born in North Caro-
lina; came to Oregon with the
1844 covered wagon immigra-
tion. Says McArthur's “Oregon
Geographical Names,” page 274:
“Either he (Colonel Gilliam) or
members of his family named
Pedee creek.” He was born in
North Carclina. Says the McAr-
thur book: “The name, of course,
is from the famous river of
North and South Carolina which
was doubtless frequently in the
minds of the| Gilliams. The
stream in the South is officially
Peedee, but the postoffice in
Oregon is spelled Pedee.”

The Safety

Valve

Letters from Statesman Readers

To«the Editor:

A local boy whose plans for
continuing his education had
failed, in his youthful disap-
pointment, turned to his mother
with this thought provoking
question, “Mother, why are we
born?"

So do we, grown and young
people alike, in our failures and
logses ask in our grief, “What
is the purpose of life? Why are
we born?"” Somehow we are
likely to think our reason for
living is to attain happiness on
this earth and when some bar-
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us who have sgurrendered our
lives have come to the realiza-
tion that after all, this is the
only true way to happiness. We
find that having met this con-
dition, a deep peace comes and
beneath life's turmoil, there is
a consciousness that to die for
Him is truly of paramount im-
portance and the patience we
never before possessed comes to
us, for we have the assurance
in our own lives of the promise,

my Father will love him,. and
we will come |unto him, and
make our abode with him.” And
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ish refugees’ but they would not
be Jews. In a training camp off
who by their physical  appear-
ance and language might pass as
Jews. There they were taught
all those things which, as prac-
ticing Jews, they should know.
They were the ‘W' Brigade—
hand picked to come fo this
country to bring about great
chaocs on the ocutbreak of war.”

The chief of the imperial gen-
eral staff leaned forward and

With the exception of Weimer
himself and a few men at the
top, every member was a genu-
ine communist. It was no use for
von Wallenfels & Co. to attempt
to enroll Englishmen in a nazi
organization. As you know there
are a few fascist-minded English
people, just a comparative few,
but a communist movement was
another matter. There are a
number of political rebels in this
country who might well be in-
duced to become members of
such an organization, the nazis
knew this just as well as we do.
These members were all careful-
ly chosen for the jobs they held.
Thus young Slatter who was
murdered was doubly attractive
to them them since he not only
worked in a small arms factory
an obvious point of attack, but
was also a watchman at a big
electric power siation. He was a
political hot-head of the type
who might well be induced to
sabotage the country’'s re-
sources.”

“In other words,” said the
First Sea Lord, “the nazis were
hoodwinking their political op-
ponents into working for them?"”
(Ed note: This was months be-
fore the nazi-soviet pact of
1839.)

“Precisely,” said McAllister.

“Have the Special Branch dealt
with the people on those lists of
yours?” asked the foreign secre-
tary.

“They have,” replied Sir Hec-
tor. “Every man of them.”

“But I understand,” put in the
secretary of state for war, “that
a number of the W. Brigade had

said Beef. He thought a moment

to have
swung for him, so I would,” said
Beef vindictively.
“Somebody will,” observed
Meredith. “And it will be Klof-
fer. Just wait and see™ -
“By the way,” said Beef “I
suppose it was that there Cap-
tain Conran what slipped me the
key when those Nazis had me.”
“It was,” :

pants with that destroyer es-
cort.”
(To be continued.)
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ESLM—SUNDAY—1300 Kc.
9:00—Waltz »
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Reveries.
gﬂ—.ﬁm Lutheran Church,
12:15—News
12:30—United Press on the Alir,

12:45—The
1:00—Y, Church.
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- Your Dream Has Come True
3:30—-What's Your idea.
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