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SUMMARY OF THE
OREGON NEWS

The Rapid Reader's Review of
Recent Reports Rewritten

———

Josephine, Douglas, Klamath and
Jackson counties will cooperate 1u in-
stalling a display at the Panama-Pa.
cific exposition at San Francisco.

Outlook for the walnut crop in the
McMinnville district is exceptionally
good this 'year, one tree which is 14
years old having a crop which will
produce $40.

Attorney-General Crawford, in~ an
opinion, holds that delinquency certi-
ficates could not be issued by county
tax collectors until the expiration of
six months after taxes became delin-
guent.

Manacled and chained, H. A. Miller,
mayor of Bend, was marched through

the streets and later escorted to the

stage of a moving pleture theater and
there exhibited to a crowded house as

a prospective bridegroom.

State Forester Elliott announces the
privately-owned stumpage of the state
fa 9543645 acres and that 4,300,130
acres are owned by non-residents. He
paid that 94 per cent of the timber
owners have holding of about 640
acres each and that they amount 0
29 per cent of the total privately-own-
od forest acreage of the state.

The poultry department of the 0:&
gon Agricultural College shipped to
the poultry department of the State
Insane asylum 100 pullets of the fa-
mous egg strain to be nsed partly for
demonstration work in poultry breed-
ing. These pullets have a pedigree
declared to be better than that of any
other flock of pullets in the world.

A M. Gooch, a Hood River orchard-
ist, has obtained record returns from
his strawberry crop this year and
bheads the list for production among
those shipping through the Apple
Growers' assoclation, From a five
acre tract, with berries planted be-
tween apple rows, Mr. Gooch shipped
1117 crates, recelving $1500.

State Forester Elliott has an-
nounced that the federal government
would cooperate this year with his de-
partment by appropriating $10,00 for
use In patroling timber lands at the
headwaters of navigable streams. The
forester said that the money would
be used when the danger from fire
appeared to be greatest. It will pro-
vide about 60 fire-fighters.

Frank Meredith, secretary of the
Oregon State Fair, anounces that the
special prizses for the dairy exhibits
this year would be much more costly
and numereus than ever before in the
history of the association. The prises
were obtained by A. H. Lea, superin-
tendent of the department, who has
written to Mr., Meredith that he ex-
pects to add more prizes to the list
which already has been forwarded to
him.

The postoffice department hag ac-
cepted the proposal of the Southern
Pacific company to carry parcel post
by boat between Portland by North
Bend to Marshfield and back as often
as the contractor may operate the
boats at the rate of 2 cents per pound.
The proposal of Oscar F. Jacobsem to
transport mail by boat between New-
port and Yaquina station has been ac-
cepted.

The Benton county court has an-
thorized Bam H. Moore, of Corvallis,
to represent the county at the Good
Roads convention at Medford the last
of this month. Mr. Moore is the orig-
inator of a plan to use conviet labor
in the manufacture of road materials,

not likely to be done by paild labor.
In addition to increasing by $60,000
the cost limit of the Pendleton post-
office building, the senate has passed
the bill appropristing $100,000 for two
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stations on the Columbia

commerce, and the bill appro-
priating $1200 for Thomas Coyie on
account of the death of his child Mar.
10, 1887, caused by a blast of powder
at the Cascade Locks, incident to the

fa brated Solomon, all in, down

AME Is a shadow, reputation Is

a bubble, and fifteen years is

a long thoe, but there may be

some who recall Solomon Lee.

who pitched the Cursairs to two pen-

pants before the bright lights got inte
his eyes and blinded him,

Lee came up from nowhere with a
good right arm, a steady nerve, a
strong body and ap lodividual style
which st the baseball world ablaze. He
copled no pltcher that ever lived. and
every move he made was balimarked
with the pecullar lndividuality of Solo
mwon Lee,

Lee wans a wensution for two seasons,
and then Lright lights got He
wade the common mistake of thinking
that youth. strepgth and perve force
are Indestruciible qualities, The sput-
ter of the limelight was nfbsic to Bolo-
mounl.ee. He loved t0 have wen point
him out ns he walked along the street.
The “sports” Hasmered him, and he
swallowesd the flattery with the drinks
which they were prond to buy for him
Solomwon lLee wus “a good [leller.”
which menns that he was u comblpa-
tlon of n bud fellow and a fool. AR
uthlete does not last very long after
the bright ligbt=s begin winking at hign

Rolvmow lev began to fade (uring
bis thinl seamon and spuffed out en
tirely duriug bis fourth Ed Terrill
the veternn mupager of the Corsairs.
found that he could pot trade Lee
. The once grent pitcher was an explod
! el skyrocket—an empty shell. Nobody
wanled hlid st any price. He bad a
repotation as a demornlizer, and oo
mavager wants that sort of a player
OR lils pay roll

Bolomon heard the moutterings of the
approaching storm and paid po atten-
tion to them. One morning be picked
up his rfaverite sporting page, and the
first paragraph which caught bis eye
stung him ontil the red erept into his
neck:

_ Bolly Lee s all through as a big leaguer
He will go-to the minors next season. It
seems a pity to say It, but he will never
be missed. He has been an evil influence |
on the team and has reflected no credh
on the national game. His eonduet
been a reproach to all decent ball y-
ers. his dissipations have become a scan-
dal, and, as a result, Solomon Les. who
might have tontinued on as a great pitch-
er for years to come, 18 all done when he
should be beginning his carear. The mem-
ory which he leaves behind him is In the
nature of a warning. Men like Solomon
Lee add nothing to the dignity of clean
sport and leave nothing but a bad name
behind them when they go.

That might at the botel he re
evived 0o less thag NIty letters, ali
inclosing the same paragraph from
the morning paper. Twe or three of
the writers, friends of the bright light
district, vrged Solomou to whip the
newspaper man, but all the rest were
on the other side of the fence

Une anvnymous fan wrote:

You've been a drunk and a bum, and M
#t hadn't been for you we'd have had an-
vither pennant this year. | hope they tle

the can on you wso tight you'll never be
able o get #t off.

Another:

Read this, you big stif. We're getting
om o you in this town

Solomon [.ee was not strong oa logic,
and when forty-five men sided with
the paragrapber be changed his mind
ubout revenging himseif. He read the
urticle over and over again, and some
uf the sentences burned themselves
into his memory deep enough to leave
4 BCAr. -

“hien like Svlomon Lee * * * jeave
notbing but a bad name behind when
they go." Nothing but a bad name!
That was the phrase which burt the
most. Never once had he looked the
situntion fairly In the face, and now,
at tweoty-six, just when he should
bave been on the crest of the wave of
popularity, be found himself in the
breakers with the rocks beyond. :

Befure be went away he had a long
tnlk with Billly- Bigelow. Billy was
the clever shortstop of the club, the
brains of the Corsair Infield and the
only real friend Lee had on the team.

“They say I'm all done” sald Lee
bitterly. “It's au dirty lie, Billy, Don"
you bLelleve it I'm as good as | ever
was in my life, but things bhaven't
been breaking right for me this seasen
You kmow that. Terrill pever hnd any
use for me, and those stiffs vn the
bleachers have been after me all sen-
son. I'm going. Billy, but I'll be back
ugnin. Bet sour shirt on that,  Amd
I'm golng to vome back stronger and
better than ever. I? would serve Ter
rill right If some of These other man-
agers gut me, and what 1I'd do to this
team would be a shame! Oh, I'N he
tack!™

“Fm puiling for you.” sald Rigelow.
“Gel Wt shnpe as early as you cap in
| the spring, cut vut the boose this win
|'ter and show them that sou're stil
| there. l'errili hasn't got it o for you
! Solly. You knvw you've been stepping
" dume pretty Berce beats, and that row
‘you bad In ¥t Louls didnt belp mat
, ters any."” '

“Yea.” sald Svlomon Lee. “Ulve »

dog & bad mame and thea everybedy
takes a kick at bim. 1'm dowm now
but | wun t stay down
rill send for me”
“That’s the stuff!” sald Bigelow.
Solomon l.ee really meant it at the
time, bt be found the mibor league a
little faster than be bad expected. Al
leagues are a trifie fust for the ball

seif. He did not even Onish the meason '
with the Class A club.

news will always find its own
gers—that this Lee was the

and drinking Mke a fish.
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After the outiaws Jismissed bim be
dropped out of sight eatirely. Solo-
mon Lee becume no more thap A mem-

of the doings of the new men at the |
training camps.

“This recruit.,” the dispatches might
say, “is apother Solomom [Lee" or |
“The new plicher reminds one strong-
Iy of Bolomon Lee. He bas many of
the mapnerisms of that owfortunate
athlete.”

Solomon l.ee was gove, and he bhad
left pnothing but a bad name behind
blm.

time KEd Terrill said goodby to
life and went out on the western slope
of the Rockies, there to raise apples
and wmeditate upon his glorious past.

The owners of the Corsalr franchise,
casting about for a man te 6l Terrill's
shoes, went po further than tbelr own
infleld. where they bit upon the aging
Billy Bigelow. The great sbhortstep
was arching them over to first. His
“whip® was dend. and be was no
longer n shadow on the bases. But
be still had bis baseball braln, and it
would have beeu a thousund pities to
waste that gray matter upon a minor
league payroll

Billy Bigelow made good as & man
ager, and out In & dwber league In the

‘northwest a fat man with a stubby

mustacbe rend the news of Bigelow's
promotion In a Seattle paper, and the
date line stirred a thousand bitter mem-
ories Into life. He -took pen and pa
per and sat down te write a letter:

Dear Old Friend Bill—I'm glad to see
that you got what was coming to you.

Then bhe sat still for a long time
with the pen In his fngers, after
which he tore the sbeet into bits and
went out to get a drink and stayed to
get several more.

The fat man's name was Smith, and
be was managing the Fremoutville
team in a very bush league on a salary
Hmit which would have made a real
ball player grin. Smith had an object

“They say I'm all done,” said Les bit-
terly.
[Posed by Moran of the Phillles.]

in paying as little as possible, for he
was the owner as well as the manager
of the Fremontville club. In the win
ter time he gave his attention to his
billiard parior and bowling alley and
when perfectly sober was regarded as
n keen business man. His players had
to respect him, for he knew more base-
ball than any man ion the Tillamook
league had any right to know, but they
did not love him, for he was a hard
taskmaster. He would not bave a
drinking man on his team, and his mot-
to was, “Do as | say and not an | do”

After Bigelow was well In his stride
a8 mapager the fat man sobscribed
to several eastern papers and :‘:Id
the progress of the Corsalrs ) an
was tempted to write

i

Three years later Billy Bigelow was
pounding away In the first division
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Wlii Thiree yeulBE He's n rip ronféer”
Sladdin wi tv Fremoutville oo
the Orut rresented bimself at
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Sladdin wwodee this. but pro
duced bis cardcase

“1 guess lI's nilf * sald the fat
man shortly, “I've got & pitcher here.
| want you to see Bim work. I'Nl send
nim In this arternovn.”

That afterpovn the big leagpe scout
mit (o the tiny geand stand and chew-
ed up two cignrs while he watched the
timber wolf shut ont nine husky young
men from South Yakima: HSiladdin had
seen bundreds of pitchers ‘at
work, and he that be knew
the breed, but the fAirst move Marsh
made in the box pailed the scout's at-
tention apd beid it througbout the
&N me.

“Every move s picture,” thought
Siaddin. “Most of these kids work too
hard—tear themselves to pleces—but
this fellow just floats them up there as
if there wasn't & ng to it. Locdy!
But that’s a swell nge of pace! He
ain't very old - . Wwhere did he
lenrn all that stur?

After the game Sinddin walked back
to the town with Bmith, expressing
bimself guardedly, as men do when
they prepare to buy. Praise might
have sen! the price ballooning.

“He's falr, just fair,” sald Bladdin
“Of course be'd have to be farmed
out” — 4 T P

“Lay off of tbat stoff!” grewled
smith. “You ean’t put any of that
over on me. Whére do you think |
was raksed ~in Lbe Wouds herel Now,
I'm going o tell you something 1've
ween All the great pltcrbers of the past
Ofteen yeurs.  Kuew some of ‘em well
~Mayberry, Harris, Potter, Kinkaid -
all that bunch. Jemme tell you that
here's & boy that's as good today as
Mayberry ever was-yes. better. You
saw the way he bandled himnself. You
sw the way be Osed that quick re
turn ball. Is theme any man in the
big lengue today can whip a re
turn strike back that? |s there?
No, | guess nots You're whistling
there aln't. | know.”

“That return BAll ain‘t used fuch
any more.” sald in. “There was
only one man ever had that down fine.
and thut was a fellow named Solomon
lLee. If he hndu't been a boose hound
be'd bave been the greatest pitcher in
tbe world. [ saw him once over m
Chirago. aud somehow this kid's style
rewinds we of him."

“Now, I'll tell you something elss,”
sald Smith quietly. “1 koew this fel
low Lee. knew Bim befter than most
anybody. | kvow all his stuff. [I've
seep blm work wihén be was good. |
tell you as sure ag you live this kid is
Solomon [ee right over again—Solo
mon,. Lee at his best. He's got every
trick that Lee used to have.”

“Where'd be get ‘em?’ asked Siad.
din. -’

*1 taught bim.” sa}d Smith. “1 took
that kid when he walked Into this
town looking for & job, and | saw
right away that be had everything but
the savyy ['ve worked with him win-
ter apnd summer.  I've taught bim
everything be knows. I've made of
that kid the living ge and double
of the grentest that ever lived
Every time that ;works | can see
old Solly Lee In ihe box. Ha's got
everythiug Lee ever bad, | tell you.”

“Hub!" said Sladdin; “Is be a boose
fighter too T i

“Don’t know wisl It tastes Hpef"
snaried Bmith, & ¢

“What do youn «for
Sinddiv carelessly,
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npd - Blattery of the "Ph
bere inst month. | e
awny.  I'm going to
stipulation- no; twe” .
“Nuwne ‘em,” said SIg8
“In the frst place,
Rily Rigelow angth
mitld about irainlng t
In the second piace, §
tuke thix boy at the
here that's early In

. . fnmmﬂnmtunmﬁ Get
AT ! me a man who can win twenty games
{and back up oM Truck, and It'll be a |
|shame the way we go throngh this '

bunch.” A
Pitchers. like gold, are where you
find them. There I= no telling where
the next great pltching
from. They rise
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“I'd give a npice plece of
ey to know that you conld pitch
that old borse.”

Mike Mulroguey, the old time
ef, who was Iln bis prime when
Lee wus burning up the big
end who now devoted his time to
Ing owt with the recrult pitchers,

R

every move of hin hands. the funny
windup, everything even to the return
strike - Solly Lee. to the iifel”

“He's good. Is he?”

“Oh, man, but he's a sweet pitcher,
a aweet plteher!™

“But where did be get It1”

“God knows,” sald Mudlrooney sol-
emnly. “He says a ‘man named Smith
taught It to him out in the bushes
somewheres. |-tell ye, bhe'll give yo
chill the first time ye see him come
back with that return ball It's lke
catcbin’ a ghost.”

“You think he could go in some day
‘this week?" asked Bigelow.

“Anuy day—anny day at all, at all,”
sald Mike earnestly.

Friday was the day Bigelow selected.
and Bud Marsh walked out into the
diamond as cool and collected as If he
bed been pitching against big league
teams all his life

“Only ook at him!™ said Mike Mul-
rooney to Bigelow as the two old
timers sat on the bench, their chins in
their fists. “Look st him! He takes
it as alsy as If he was but steppin’ Inte
a sody parior,”

Tben the boy began to pitch, and
the two men watched him breathlessly.

“Where did be get it7" sald Bigelow.
“Look at that windup! I it waso't for
this gray bair of mive I'd think 1
ought to be out there behind him at
MO‘
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“Avd me behing the_ boet.” -:Hﬂw
»oftl “D've mind the way
cu‘-el-tcunmmm
before be winds up? Solly used to
that. Dou’t It give ye a chill to
bim? Yes; | thought so. Conid it
& ghost be iaT

The fleds found the recruit plicher
no zhost, and after be had fmnned five
of thew nnd sneaked the return strike
over vu the dangerous “Raus” Kenne
dy they begun to take notice. How-
ever, it. Is pot with the game that we
bave to do, but with something which
ha ppened after it was over.

Marsh won by & score of 4 to 0, and |
Billy ‘Rigelow, still under the spell
memory, started ‘across the fleld
ward the clubbouse. A fat man with
a stubby mustache dropped out of
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lostructed (o put the boy through bis | true to his o Pme form,
paces and report, Marsh had his 8rst | than was good for bim. Billy Bigelow
trial at the park In the morning, and |aiso, allegipg that the occasion war
when Bllly Bigelow arrived at the | ranted it. steppéd down from the wa-
clubhouse In the afterncon be found | ter but wet ne mere than the
Mike sitting un the porch in the sun | soles of his feet.
apd talking to himself. “You've got to let me pay my price
“Go away. Bily!"™ said Mike. “"Tis | for this kid.” sald 1hé manager. “I
& ghost I've seen today. This kid— | won't take him uniess | can pay what
this Marsh- d'ye know who be is? || think be's worth.” .
What be ist Nooe but owld Bolly Leé | “You'll take bim as 8 gift.” sald Solo-
come back to life. It's the truth I'm | mon J.ee, a bit thickly, “For a gift,
tellin’ ye. Billy, Wait till ye see bim | Billy! -Understand?
go. Kvery little wiggle In that box. “No, | don't understand. Why would
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He is an old caddie on an east coast
course, and being a noted figure on the
links he endeavors ‘as far as possible
to caddie only for thoroughly efficient
golfers. Oeccasionally, however, he finds
himself accompanylng a “Toosler,” and

B

Mr. George A. Dennison is chief of
the department of horticulture st the
Punama-Paciic loternational Exposé
tion at San Francisco in 1915 His die
play will be most comprebensive.

Courage of Despair.

Professor McCoy of Melbourne und
versity In a book about snake experi-
ments tells n strange story lllustrating
the conrge of despaiv. DPotting a
mouse into a box that contained one
of Lilx eaptive cobrux, he watched the
reptile glide sfowly toward It. The
mouse shrink terrified into a corner.
and then when the cobru’s flattened
head was within an foch of it It sprang
Into the air and alighted on the back
of the neck of its foe. It gat there and
elinched its wharp little teeth in the
reptile’s flesh. The cobra could not
shake It off, and It bit deeper and deep-
er untll the cobra lny dead.

i

ST




