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FIRST CALL WAS FOR SOAP

Nothing Germans at Coblenz Would
Nét Do for That Article—
Pepper Came Next

—_—

German supplies were getting rather
short when the American army of oc-

Coblenz. The population was eating
a tough black bread which was nothing
more than a bran mash, wearing paper
clothes, and going virtpally unwushed,
as they had po soap.

There is almost nothing the Ger-
mans won't do for a plece of Aneri-
can soap. The washwomen will atarn

Impossible holes In the doughboy's
socks, mend his trousers, scrub his
leggins, and would stand guard in his
place if assured they will be rewarded
with a portion of this dellicacy. Soap
tnkes the preference over clgarettes,
chocolates or chewing gum.

+ The Germans have an imltation soap
they provide for the populace. It looks
like soap and makes a rich-appearing
lather, but It isn't soap. It doesn't do
the work. You might as well try to
shave with the foam from thelr bad-
tasting beer as that soap. Having po
olls or fats In it, it Is plain camou-
flage.

Another thing the Germans are shy
on is pepper. A person who has al-
ways had pepper might give it little
thought and it probably would be the
last thing Included In an “iron ration,”
but go without pepper three years and
you'll begin to think that it is the staff
of life. .

Soap and pepper are to the Germans
what ple and Ice cream and going
home are to the American doughboys.
—The Splker of April, published In
France by the United States Army
Rallway Engineers.

MARY HAD NOT FORGOTTEN

Movie Actress Tells Why She Long
Has Had Grudge Against
Robert Hilliard,

Robert Hilllard, actor, and best-
dressed man in New York theatrical
circles, was Introduced to Mary Pilck-
ford recently. As they shook hands he

smiled and sald:

“My dear Miss Pickford, I have
wanted to meet you for a long . time.
This is a pleasure, I assure you.”

“Thank you, Mr. Hilllard,” replied
the movie actress, “but I must say
your memory for faces lsn't very

"

“Why?" he asked,

“Some twenty years ago, when you
were playlng In ‘The Littlest Girl,’ In
Toronto, you needed a ¢hild to be the
girl. My mother offered my services.
I was little Gladys Smith then. ¥ou
looked me over and told me to go home
and wash my hands.”

“No, no!” replied the horrified Hil-
lard. *“I couldn’t have sald that.”

“But you did,” persisted Miss Pick-
ford; “but I told you my hands weren't
dirty—they were chapped. ‘You finally
gave me the job, but I took a dislike
to you just the same.”

“You did! Why?"

“Because,” concluded Miss Pickford,
“you made me go home and wash my
hands, anyway, and I detested msoap
and water In those days.”

“Well, I declare!” sald Mr. Hilliard,
as he arranged his boutonnaire.—Re-
hoboth Herald.

Explained.

She was weeping bitter tears Into
her afternoon tea. “Oh, my dear!”
she sald to her only friedd, “I don’t
know what I shall do. Ted and I have
only been married six months, yet he
spends every evening at his club.”

“Well, don't worry, darling,” sald
the other. “Percy's just the same.
But 1 shall never scold him again for
spending so much time at his club.”

“Why not?"

“Well, last night a burglar got Into
the house and my husband knocked
him senseless with a poker. I've
heard several men speak of him as a
poker expert. He has evidently been
practicing at the club for just such an
emergency.”"—Exchange.

Rescue Cage.

Less thrilling than being rescued
and enrried down on a swaying ladder,
but much more practical, Is a new res-
cue cage. When the fire ladder Is
thrown against a burning bullding It
carrles with It a wire eable attached
to a steel cage, Like an elevator with-
out- a shaft the cage hangs from Its
pulley at the top of the Iadder, within
easy reach of the windows. It Is low-
ered hy turning the cable drum on the
fire truck below, and will earry four
passengers safely.—Popular Mechan-
les Magazine,

Bright Rupert.

The lesson was on the rabbit.

“The rabhit has long ears, fur on
its body, and a tall, nothing to speak
of, though,” the master Informed the
class.

The next day he wanted to see what
they knew about it

“Now, then, Rupert,” he barked to
a particularly bright youth, “tell me
something about the rabbit.”

“The rabbit has a tall,” sald Ru-
pert, eyeing his sllent fellows trinm-
phantly, “but It mustn't talk about it.”

Just So.

She was teaching the word “ele
ment” to a sixth grade. 8he had told
them its meaning—the substances of
which a thing Is composed—and then
bad illustrated her definition by saying
that the elements of the earth were
water and soll.

Then she asked them to write sen-
tences containing the word. And this
is the one Henry wrote:

“Water Is one of the elements of
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(Copyright, 1918, by MoClure Newspaper
Syndicats.)

Fuller and Fenton did their last
steps and retired to their dressing
room, and the close of the Olympia’s
Monday morning “rakeover’—some-
times called rehearsal—was betokened
by the awakening-of Andy Scobell, the
property man, advancing with a broom.
O'Brien, In the fiddle pit, luld down his
baton. .
“Guess that lets us out,” he an-
nounced to the others in the orches-
trn.  Shawter started to close his pl-
ano, when O'Brien, with a twinkle In
his eye, stepped once more upon the
dals and called to a wrinkled Individ-
pal on the stage: “Oh, 1 beg pardon,
Charlle. Boys, one verse of the fu-
neral march. Charlle’s doin’ a single,
ontitled *“The Death of a Dying
Brivn.' ™

A roar of laughter from the pit
brought Charlie Zepp, the Olympia's
press agent, from a huddled position
on a packing bix In the rear of the
stage to his feet, He advanced to
the footlights with a savage frown.

“Lad-les and gen-tlemen,” he naD-
nounced, over O'Brien's head, to the
empty house beyond. “The Olympla, as
always, leads the rest. To encourage
the success of amateur nights, we have
placed an amateur band to play for
you."
At a signal from O'Brien taps were
rolled on the trapdrum, and amid the
laughter that followed Zepp retired In
defeat.
O'Brien beckoned to Wallace Mac-
kay, who played the oboe, and the
young man followed him out under
the stage. When they were alone
O'Brien turned to him with a frown.
“Wallace, old scout,” he began, apol-
ogetically, “I hate to tell you, but
you're looking awful seedy. Th' hoss
thinks it looks bad for the house. Bet-
ter get a new sult.”
“But, Bill,” objected Mackay, rue-
fully regarding his wornout clothes,-“1
can’'t do It right now. I haven't the
money. Besides, why th' new clothes?
Only the first rows see us, an’ they're
generally travelin' men."”
“Not thls week they ain't,” answer-
ed O'Brien In the best queen’s Eng-
lish. “Forrest's trying out that Law-
der kid: she's a local bird an’ all th'’
home folks will be down front all week
t'.give her th’' up an’ down. It'll look
bad for th' house If th' orchestra look
ke bums. Get the new stuff on
tick, or somehow, but get it. Get
me?" -
Mackay nodded dumbly, and wended
his way despondently to the stage door.
Pausing near Charlle Zepp, he wns
talking to the latter, meanwhile stren-
uously brushing his spotted tuxedo
coat, when a golden-halred little vision
floated by, attired for the street. S8he
smiled merrily at the two men.

“0Oh, you oboe I" she greeted Mackay
cordially, then her eyes lighted omn

:;gﬁ. Mt. Zepp!” she cried, eagerly.

“Please give me a big write-up will
you?! I want all my friends to see me
here this week. Please do.”
“What've you done?” demanded Zepp
bluntly. “Y' can't get big write-ups
outa alr, y'know, Small-time acts gets
small-time write-ups.”

“And small-time press agents gener-
ally have small-time brains,” she re-
torted good-naturedly. “But maybe
you can stretch yours.” And flitting
away, she tossed from her pink finger-
tips a kiss to them.

Mackay glanced at Zepp unhap-
plly.

“] guess she's right," he sald sorrow-
fully. *“I do look llke a hobo. Even
O'Brien told me to get a new sult.
And just for her, too. So's her friends
won't think th’ Olympia is a cheap
Jolnt.”

“Dgn’t let that worry y' none,” sym-
pll}l)ad Charlie, howbelt sourly.
“There won't be many t' look at her.
I'n fix that.”

Mackay started, for a vision of her
wistful face floated across his mind.

“Oh, Charlie, have a heart,” he plead-
ed. “Don’t ruin th’ kid's fun just 'cause
you're in a bad humor.”

“She's a cheese!” growled Zepp, and,
reflecting on the orchestra’s laughtet
a few minutes before, he added, sav-
agely: “And so are you. So mind your
own business.”

. L] . [ ] L] L] L

Helen Lawder, stepping out of For-
rest's office mbout two hours Ilater,
heard two men wrangling In the lobby,
and stepped back again and peeped
through the crack in the door.

Mackay had gripped Charlie Zepp's
arm and pushed him away from a
large picture frame. In his (Mackay's)
hand was Helen Lawder’s picture, and
as she saw It the girl behind the door
started violently.

“Put that back I thundered Mackay,
holding out the plcture.

“I wou't!” refused Zepp heatedly.
“She sassed me and she gets no no-
toriety for it, see?”

“Then I will,” announced Mackay,
and he replaced the photo In the open
case and spapped the door. “And It
stays there, get me?”

“You're a nut,” growled Zep, taking
another tack. “Y’re ruinin’ yerself, 'at’s
all. Ain't she settin’ ¥ back th'
cost of a new sult? An' didn't she
call you a hobo 7

Mackay smiled ruefully.

“] guess she's right there,” he ad
mitted, “Anyway that's no reason wh)
the poor girl should suffer. Why, Char
Me, this engagement means a lot to
her. It'll give her a big boost. Be a
sport, Charlle. Give th' kid a charfce,
Th' mere fact that it's costin® me &
new suit, just ‘cause her town folks
are gonna be here, ain't makin' me
sore. An’' besides, it's costin’ me money,
an' you not a red. C'mon, be a sport.
T'll go you fifty-Aifty. “You give her five
lines, and I'll buy th*' sult. What d'ye
say?™

Charlle faced the young oboe play-
er shamefacedly, and held out his
hand.

“You win" he sald huskily, and
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hurried out of the lobby,

Heléh, Kaving heird every word,
turned with a white fice and a sob In

manager's private office.

a mionute? she pleaded, and Forrest,
noting her anxious face, banished his
frown and bowed her smiling to a
chalr.

“No, T can't sit down,” she told him
hurriedly. *“I want to tell you some-
thing.” And then Into attentive ears
she poured everything she had seen
and heard. “And now, Mr, Forrest, can
you—will you do me a favor?

“I'll try,” he promised, smiling. He,
too, couldn't resist.the appeal of those
soft blue eyes.

“Will you call Mackay In and give
him a present of $507" she asked.
“He's  done so much for me, and I
want to repay him. Here It 1s,” And
ghe held out some bills to the manager,
who waved them aside.

“Take 'em away,” he replied grufily,
to hide a choking In his throat. “T1l
give it to 'lm myself.” He choked oft
her protest quickly. ‘“Nonsense, it's
nothing. I'll charge it up to house
expenses. And now—I'm busy.”

“Thank you—so much,” she whis
pered and then turning fled from the
office. | S

In a little restansant around the eor-
ner—patronized largely by the Olym-
pla theater famlly, from stars to stage
hands—after a night show two weeks
later, two men sat nibbling at a late
supper, and nbdding meaningly at a
young couple near by, One of them,
(harlie Zepp, laid a chicken bone on
his plate reverently, and whispered to
the other,

“Forrest's an awful gossip,” he con-
fided to his companioh, the O'Brien of
the fiddle pit. “He-did that”

“Stop choking and say something,”
urged O'Brien tartly.

“Am sayin’ somethin’,” insisted Zepp,
warmly. “Forrest’s spilled th' beans.”
“Look this way,” ordered the other.
“Y're seein' things. D. T.'s agaln?
“Naturally y' wouldn't see nothin""
retdrted Zepp. “I'll wise ¥’ up. SBee th’
filngher th' Lawder kid's got on her left
hand?"

O'Brien looked and nodded disinter-
estedly.

“Forrest gave her that.”

O'Brien, being near-sighted, leaned
a little forward.

“G'wan,” he snorted” “That's Mae-
kay with her. He's th’ fall guy.”
“pall guy, h——th' dickens!” Zepp
corrected himself hastily, as two ladles
eyed him reproachfully, and lowered
his volce. “Jt wuz Forrest, I tell y'.
Young Mackay did 'er a good turn. She
asks Forrest t' slip Mackay fifty fish
fer a new willle-rig. Forrest thumbs
down on her roll, gets glassy in th'
lamps an’' elips Mackay a fake raise.
Then he spllls 1t to th’ oboe boy that
Lawder's ready t' retire th' three a
day to a nice 1I'l Harlem fiat, providin’
she aln’t alone.”

“Well?”

“Well, she aln't playin’, s she?” de-
migded Zepp.. “An' she ain't alone, I8
she?”

Not in Any Farm Book,

Recently a woman who is a college
graduate gave up her regular work and
moved to a farm. In order to make &
success of farming she not only read
hooks on sclentific agriculture, but also
listened to fhe earnest advice of ex-
perienced farmers. Sometimes this ad-
vice was too far removed from sclente
to be useful.

One farmer, who probably has never
read a farmer's bulletin, heard a dis-
cusslon about “How to get rid of cut:
worms.” He sald he igpew a remedy
that was sure. “Take a shotgun,” he
sald, “go to the east corner of the
field, fire the gun toward the west, then
walk straight across.the field to. the
opposite corner, then fire the gun
agaln. This will cause every cutworm
to désappear.”

Washed Her Hands of Him,

Lilllan's mother disliked anyone
who was {lliterate or “ignorant” as she
was wont to call them. Lilllan Inher-
ited that dislike, which was evident to
all her playmates. One evening I
overheard the following conversation
hetween her and her little friend, Bil-
Ily:
“What's your papa doin'?" asked
Billy.

“Reading,” replled Lillian, making
sure of her “g."

“My papa's cutthh’ the grass.”

“You should say, ‘My papa Is mow-
ing the lawn,” corrected Lilllan.

“No,” Billy Insisted, “my papa's cut-
tin' the grass."

“Oh, all right,” conceded Lilllan
haughtily, “if you want to be Ignor-
ant.”—Chicago American.

Shakespearean Research.

AMan who has been digging Into the
life of England’s bard and trying to
find out “who was Mrs, Shakespeare
and did she marry again?” arrived at
the conclusign (1) that Shakespeare
never married at all; (2) If he did he
was probably a bigamist, and (8) there
was nobody ecnlled Shakespeare, but
ouly Shaxper or Shagspere. An Imper-
rinent curfosgity, which Is first cousin
ro an ablding thirst for knowledge, can
wnse a heap of trouble.~New York
‘“vening Telegram.

The Chief Object. &

Set before you, as the chlef dbject to
be obtalned, an end that s superior to
any on earth—a desirable end, a per-
fect end. Labor to accomplish a work
that shall survive unchanged and beau-
tiful, when thrones of power and mon-
uments of art shall have crumbled to
ashes: alm. to achleve something,
which, when these mutable volces are
hushed forever, shall live amid the
songs and trinmphs of Immortality.~
Edwin H. Chapin.

Optimistic Thought.
Talk to please others; act to please
yourself.

Flowers Loved by All

Flowers seem intended for the solace
of ordinary humanity; children love
them ; qutet, contented, ordinary peo-
ple love them as they grow; luxurious
and disorderty people rejoice In them
guthered ; they are the cottager's treas-
ure, and In the crowded town mark,
as with a little broken fragment of
rainbow, the windows of the workers
In whose hearts rests the covenant of

peace.—Ruakin.
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her throat and opened the door to the’

“Mr. Forrest, please, can 1 see you |

o P

decided™to se Yiolet to
aunt’'s home in the country.

of that hot, dusty city.”

Three days after her arrival Violet
had donned her new farmerette suit
and started a garden.

One day Aunt Matilda asked her If
she wouldn't llke to visit Elmhurst.

“Why, where's that, auntie?” Violet
asked. .

“Oh, it's the most beautiful house I
ever saw!” replied Matilda. “There

verlly belleve that I should get lost
in I.”

This aroused Violet's curlosity at
once. :

“Who owns it?" she asked.

“Mr, Preston used to own It <but
he's dead now,” was the reply. “The
sister died here, so he wanted to live
here; he bullt that house. It's for
sale, furniture and all. I heard t'oth-
er day that a ecertaln Mr. R. Roberts
intends to it. I hope he's nice If
ne's going to llve there.” ‘

“Oh, is it, Auntie? It sounds
very Interesting. Is it very far from
here? May I go this afternoon?”

“No, Violet, It is not yery far from
here. I thought you'd like to see it

114

found herself In a’ large hall

“It won't do any harm if I do look
around a little,” she sald to herself,
so she cautiously opened a door near-
by. Seelng nothing very Interesting in
this room, she wandered on. All the
rooms were luxuriensly furnished.

After a while she went upstalrs.
Looking in one of the rooms she saw &
bedroom. Bhe crossed the room to
glance at herself In the mirror so as
to fix her halr. What she saw, how-
ever, was a young man lylag on the
bed and apparently fast asleep. He
was dressed In a dark blue suit. In-
stantly Viplet thought of the Mr. Rob-
erts of whom Matilda had spoken
She supposed he had arrived today
and, feeling tired, had lain down.

And then *™ her horror she found
she had to sneeze. She started for the
door, making funny little nolses. She
had just time to get out of the room
and cover her face with her handker-
chief before she sneezed. She was
just beginping to go down the stairs
on tiptoe when the door opened and
the man came out laughing.

“I suppose 1 should have told you
that 1 was not asleep,” he sald, “but
I heard somebody coming upstairs,
and you can Imagine my surprise
when you eame In. I thought I'd burst
when you had to sneeze.”

“Are you Mr. Roberts?" asked VI-
olet,

“l am, and you—1"

“Miss Barclay,” she sald, smiling.

Soon they were talking as If they
had known each other all thelr lives.

After this they saw each other
often and It was not long before Ralph
asked Violet to share his beantiful
home with him, wnd becanse she had
already begun to love Elmhurst and
also Its owner, she did not refuse.

(Copyright, 1913, by MeClure Newspaper
Byndicate.)

Another Joan of Are.

Something of the feeling that the
French people have toward America
since the Yanks arrived in France is
shown In one of the many Interesting
lttle Incidents that the Rev. O. D.
Odell, pastor of the Second Presbyter-
fan church, tells. Mr, Odell recently
returned from France, where he spent.
seven months in the service of the Y.
M. C. A

During a conversation with a French
officer Doctor Odell sald: “Don’t you
wish you had another Joan of Arc?

“Oh, but we have,” replied the offi-
cer, a8 he straightened up to his full
helght and smiles spread over his face.
“Indeed, we have® *“Why, America ls
our Joan of Arc."—Indignapolis News.

Nemesis.

Nemesis was a goddess of justice

and retribution. In Greek mythology

Nemesis was a goddess personifying

allotment, of the divine distribution to

.vmmnoftheprodudnndtu'-
tune, good and bad. -

Ripening Cheese I Persia.
In Persia the good housewife sees

g

It that cheedes for winter eating are
stored away In earthen jars and put
earth of the

to ripen desp In the
garden.
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{ ARE OF CHRISTIAN ORIGIN

are elms all round it and—well, IT"fer

Possibly Less Than Half the People
of the Ottoman Empire Have
Moslem Ancestry,

“Probably less than half of the men,
women and children called Turks owe
their ancestry to the Mongol and Mos-
lem tribesmen who wmigrated from In-
ner Asia to Anatolla,” says George H.
White, D. D.. In the American Review
of Reviews, “Probably the larger part
are of aucestry once reckoned Chris-
tian. This Is confirmed by the fact
that the physical characteristics of
Mongols have largely faded out. They
visibly persist o some, notably in Tar-
tars immigrant from the COrimea or
the Balkan states, whose lineage Is
comparatively pure. This but empha-
sizes the differences in the case of the
Anatollan stock.

“In the heart of what we call the
Turkish empire approximately ome-
fourth of the population are avowedly
Christian; approximately a fourth of
the remainder, the Shias, are nearer
in sentiment to Christians than to
regulur Mohammedans; a majority of
the whole are of Christian origin.
Force has held them together untll
now, but ‘blood will tell,’ and the prin-
ciple of. ‘reversion to type' cannot
be escaped. After careful observa-
tions continged during many years of |
residence o the country I am com-
vinced that the Mohammedan Turks
do not Increase In numbers, possibly ap
the penalty of nature for the permis-
slon of polygamy, while the.Ottoman
Christians do Increase rapidly unless
checked by periods of massacre. If,
then, some two million to five milllon
Mongol Immigrants filtered [nto Asla
Minor, theglr descendants possibly
reach th numbers today; the wést
of the population 1s to be credited with
Christian ancestry.”

TO RESTORE FAMOUS PARK

Bewling Green, With Its Ancient
Fence, Will Again Become Show-
place of New York. s

Modern New York will probably bet-
appreciate Its .Bowltnx Green
fence, recovered and restored to view
by the Broadway assoclation, for the
incidental publicity of the restoration.
When the fence was new, Bowling
Green was an Important part of the
town, and the New Yorkers of 1770
consldered It well worth while to Im-
port the fence from England and pay
£800 for it. One Is reminded that, short-
ly before the fence was put up, the loy-
al citizens, grateful for the repeal of
fhe Stamp act, had adorned Bowling
Green with a leaden equestrian statue
of George IIl. For a while fence and
statue stood there together: then the
Revolution came, and the “Liberty
Boys” pulled the statue from its ped-
estal, The fence remalned till 1914,
minus the glit crowns that the “Lib-
erty Boys” had hammered off the tops
of the fence posts, but the famous park;
lost in the growing city, was gradaally
neglécted.: When the fence returns to
it, the park will be replanted with
shrubbery, and Bowling Green made as
much as possible llke its historic self.
-—Chrlﬁlln Science Monlitor.

Not Exactly.
“Mother,” sald a small girl, after
contemplating her baby brother for
some time, “was I a baby once?”

“Yes, dear; we were all bables
once.”

“You and daddy, mother?”

“Yu“

“And grandfather?”

“Yes, of course!”

“What, mother!” exclalmed . the
child Incredulously, “with that beard ™

China After Industries.
Chinese government agents have
been sent to several countries to
study the manufacture of telegraph

and telephone equipment with a view
to producing all such apparatus at
home.

Western Electric|

Farm Lighting Plant

Brighten Up
The Farm

This Is what a Western Elec-
tric Lighting Plant on your
place will mean to you:

No dark nights.
No gas to explode.
No pressure tank to blow up.
No water to carry,
No lamps to fill.
No matches to burn.
No smoky chimneys to clean.
Turn a Switch anywhere day or night
and get a good strong flood of light.y,

Walther-Nilliams: Hdw. Co
The Dalles, Oregon,

Agent for Wasco and Sherman Counties

|
|

Are you

: nE:
Oregon A
VOCATIONAL EDUCATION, CIVIL ENGINEERIN

MECHANICAL i i

E

doing your utmost to prepare to lead in its solution?
. - P v \ —rr— "
.

Trains Tor leedership in the industries and professions as follows :
1CS. AGRICULTURE,

ENGINEERING, CHEMICAL ENG

g includes cous *sqlm;g»wmu-m

i )

egular terms—Fall term begins September 22, 1919

4 wise dnd preat bader Ifts huy whole community and way 1t an sutire wation” ~Ery
Animmense protlem in reconstruction confronts the precent generation,

gricultural College

COMMERCE, FORESTRY, PHARMACY, MUSIC,

ELECTRICAL ENGINEERING,
ANDUSTRIAL ARTS,

MINING ENGINEERING, LOGGING ENGINEERING, MILITARY SCIENCE.

Three r

Modern Languages,
J snd all cssentials of an educetion.

For College Catalog, IMustrated Booklet and other information address
THE REGISTRAR, Oregon Agricultural College, Corvallis

[ndependent I||I[l_i0lll & Milling o

H. McKean, Manager, Wasco, Oregon

MILL FEE

DOO0N0000000000000000000

~a .

DEALERS IN
Lime, Plaster, Cement, Builders
Supplics, Lumber, Wood, Coal,

Cedar Posts, and Hay.

MANUFACTURERS OF

OREGON uwivers,

UNIVERSITY

SONOOLS AND DEPARTMENTS

The University includes the College of
Literature, Belence and the Arts, and the fsta,
Bchools of Law, Medicine, (at
Portland), Archi 1
merce, Education snd Music.

special

B 3

THE UNIVERSITY OF OREGON

SPEQIAL FEATURES, .

For a uhk';, Mustrated bonklet or mpecifle Information, sddress:
JUNIVERSITY OF OREGON, EUGENE, OREGON.

Is it Possible to Legislate
~ Life and Brains?

Swift & Company is
primarily an organization
of men, not a collection
of brick, mortar, and
machinery.

Packing Plants, their
equipment and useful-
ness are only outward
symbols of the intelli-
gence, life - long experi-
ence, and right purpose
of the men who compose.
the organization and of
those who direct it.

Will not Government direc-
tion of the packing industry,
now contemplated by Congress,
take over the empty husk of
. physical property and equipment
and sacrifice the initiative, ex-
perience and devotion of these
men, which is the life itself of
the industry?

What legislation, what politi-
cal adroitness could replace such
life and brains, once driven out?

Let us send you a Swift “Dollar.”
It will interest you.
Address Swift & Company,
Union Stock Yards, Chicago, Ill,

Swift & Company, U.S. A,

S
WHAT BECOMES oF
THE AVERAGE DOLLAR
RECEIVED BY

) AND FLOUR.

A beantiful eampus, faculties of special-
modern facilities, low cost, with many
opportunites for selfl-bhelp, “'sthleties for
.t-qbug," s really democratic atmosphere
- —and famous “‘Oregon Spirit'’

I w—

- e — gl R A T

A —————— . e o <




