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Food Production Is Business of G t y Folks 
as Wel l as Farmer 

By DR. W. M JARDINE. Pteddent of Kamu Stat* Agricultural CoDtge 

Food production is everybody's business. It is 
not a matter that concerns those living on farms alone. 
City folks must remember that the government will 
take as much food as it needs for the armies. What is 
left will be divided between the farmers who produce 
it and the city population. City people, will be the 
first to suffer in a shortage of food and it is much to 
their interest that the food crops grown be safely har
vested. Every precaution should be taken to save the 
forage crops for silage and for dry feed. The sowing 
of barley this spring probably reached 978,000 acres 

as compared with. 855,250 acres in 1917. It is estimated that 2,596,504 
i acres were planted to oats this spring as compared with 2,324,912 acre* 
last year, or an increase of 11.7 per cent and a gain of more than a mil
lion acres over 1916. 

A large crop production is assured, but the farmers must have help 
;in harvesting these crops. At least 50 per cent, of the man population of 
our cities is farm experienced and it is from this group that the farmers 
should receive their greatest re-enforcement. 

The question is, Are city men willing to help ? The only way farmers 
ĉan learn upon what they may depend in the way of receiving help from 

'this source is to have every city man who is willing to help enroll for the 
work he can do best. Governor Capper issued an appeal for such an 
enrollment of city men and appointed a committee to establish definite 
.quotas to be enlisted in each of the various towns and cities, to form a 
'harvest labor reserve. 
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Scientific Basis Is Favored for all Public 
Charity Societies 

By MISCHA APPELBAUM in Hu—nforinm 

I want to see the day when all charity and philanthropy will be 
wiped out and Uncle Sam will substitute justice for charity. That does 
not mean that you should not give money to the charity societies. They 
.*re a necessary evil and we cannot get along without them—yet. But why 
have charity? Why should the poor man suddenly thrown out of a job 
depend upon your charity. Any community that allows one man to go 
-unfed, one child to go without clothes, or one sick man to be without a 
-doctor is heathen, is not civilized. 

When a man needs help you say, "What's the use of helping him? 
We must have a scientific investigation. Otherwise you make a pauper 
out of him." Here is a case of neglect by the community: A Jewish 
person walks into a Christian sanatorium* He is suffering from tuber
culosis and one of the first questions asked him is, "What is your nation
ality ?* He says-he is a Jew. They tell him that all their beds are occu
pied. He is not admitted^ they tell him, because this is a hospital for 
Gentiles. The Jewish sanatorium is filled also, and so that man comes 
-to us and he dies on our hands. How many thousands of your children 
does that man contaminate? That child you love so much^fdr whom 
you are saving your money, dies because of your carelessness. 

When a man is in trouble and you call him into your house and give 
him old clothes that you had discarded, you may be committing.a crime 
^against yourself. That man needs a position and would not be happy 
•even in new clothes. It is up to you to buy him something better than 
ôld clothes. We should have a national secretary of welfare in the cabinet. 
We should have a state secretary of welfare and we should have a munici
pal department of welfare, and each department should have ten men 

.and women on the advisory board, who should travel throughout the city. 
They should visit the factories and secure needed legislation. They should 
receive permission to take care of the needy. And in that way we would 

(eventually abolish all charity societies. 

Church Is Yet Stabilizing Force in Country 
Unsteady on Its Legs 

By MAYNARD OWEN WILLIAMS, Tb» ChxiAm H n U 

To ignore the church in Russian affairs is to notice the transitory 
and remain oblivious to the eternal. At a time when Russia if in an 

.acute state bf political, economic and social revolution the Russian church 
is undergoing, evolution; but it is the greatest stabilizing force in a 
republic which is still unsteady on its legs. The church is still regnant 
•among spiritual bodies, for the Russian peasant recognizes the church as 
instinctively as he acknowledges God. Temporal affairs are in a state 
«of chaos, but the millions of Russia still bow in worship. 

Russia is a land of religion. From every urban hill the glittering 
•domes of churches rise above the relative monotony of Russia's regular 
•skyline. In every village scene the church steeple tops the view and 
-white-walled houses of worship add a touch of life to the deep green of 
•sheltering forests. Small chapels stand beside the metropolitan thorough-
f ares, tiny oases of devotion among the bustling marts of trade. As the 
•street cars pass the bronze portals of great churches, passengers release 
rtheir hold upon the straps to cross themselves. The Russian soul seeks 
•entity and finds it only in the invisible. 

The Russian church is not only the setting for scenes of unparalleled 
ipomp and splendor but also the haven of the sin-sick soul and the humble 
-worshiper who bows in true repentance before a forgiving God. It is 
mot only the shrine for those whose religious sense is satisfied by kissing 
asacred ikons but also for those who seek, behind the gilt banner and the 
jeweled portraiture, the Being whose presence is felt but not perceived. 
Here superstition lives, but here too reverence finds expression.' These 
mighty monuments mock the One to whom their domes are raised, but in 
the cool recesses of their naves distress gives way to peace and selfishness 
to love. It is so with churches everywhere. 

Some people are buying their winter coal early and others are hoping 
that the axis of the earth will be moved before next November so that a 
mild winter will result 

The world is full of deceptions. Even the sweet melody echoing 
through the valleys may have been started by the bawl of a calf. 

• INTO me • 
PCR5IAN GUlf 

TO THE world the Persian gulf 
is an unknown water, a land, 
locked arm of the sea where 
slave trading, gun-running 

and piracy survive as legitimate occu
pations, with a coast of towering cliffs 
and desert wastes where yellow sands 
rise in waves and float in stifling 
clouds of heat—a region whose ob
scurity and perils guard and screen 
mysteries and romances that date 
back to the beginning of mankind, 
writes Louis A. Springer in Asia. To 
the European statesman,-however, the 
Persian gulf Is an issue fraught with 
deep significance in the struggle for 
world commerce and power in Eastern 
politics. 

The traveler after leaving Aden and 
rounding the Ras-el-Hadd feels that 
he is truly departing from the beaten 
lanes and entering a land that lies 
burled in a world of Its own. The un
friendly coast, range upon range of 
high hills without a sign of vegetation 
or life, seems to raise a barrier against 
the mysterious Arabia beyond. In a 
recess of the cliffs, and so securely 
hidden that you do not catch a glimpse 
of It until the ship suddenly points 
its prow to the narrow entrance of its 
harbor, lies Muscat, the first port. 
Two towering rocks, crowned by the 
ruins, of old Portuguese forts, stand 
sentry on either side, and below, built 
close to the sea wall. Is the town. 

Pew places have a more picturesque 
situation and none could present a 
more enticing picture than Muscat's 
compact mass of little white houses set 
In the azure of an eastern sky and re
flecting In the shimmering waters of 
Its harbor. But unfortunately for the 
foreigners who try to live there few 
places have such an appalling heat, a 
heat which a Dutch traveler described 
as "so intense that it burned the mar
row in the bones, the sword in its 
scabbard melted like wax, and the 
gems which adorned the scabbard 
were reduced to coals." 

Muscat Ones Held by Portugal. 
Muscat was one of the first towns 

of this region to fall to the western 
conqueror. Ift 1506, Alphonse d'Albu
querque began here the peculiar sys
tem of domination, religious persecu
tion and colonization undertaken by 
the Portuguese ~ in the time of their 
naval supremacy. They held Muscat 
against all attempts at capture by 
Arabs and Turks until the ailddle of 
the sixteenth century. The forts 
above the town, a line of fortifications, 
and a cathedral remain as evidences 
of their occupation. 

As the capital of Oman, Muscat is 
supposed to belong to the Ottoman em
pire; but, like other gulf provmces, 
it Is necessary for the Turk to come 
and get it if he Is to hold i t As he 
has failed to do this, Muscat Is In 
reality ruled by Its own sultan. While 
Muscat Is not a political dependency 
of The British empire as is Aden, it is 
practically under the suzerainty of the 
Indian government. This was brought 
about early in the last century, when 
It was believed that Napoleon was 
about to seize Muscat as a base for 
attack upon India, through a treaty 
of which one of the stipulations was 
"that the friendship of the two states 
may remain unshook to the end of 
time, and until the sun and moon have 
finished their revolving careers." 

Muscat has, however, proved for 
years a constant source of trouble to 
the British, by being the headquarters 
of supplies for the persistent and 
cunning gun-runner. Through the pro
visions of an old treaty certain Euro
pean nations have the right to ship 
arms and munitions to Muscat. There 
they are purchased by unscrupulous 
dealers, loaded upon dhows and land
ed upon the coasts of Persia or Balu
chistan to be transported by caravan 
into the Interior of Asia. Through 
this source arms and ammunition 
reached the Africans of the Bed sea 
coast, the Afghan army and every 
Afghan with money enough to buy a 
rifle, the Hill tribes of India and Per
sian and Arabian revolutionists. 

Along the Arabian Coast. 
From our steamship We catch a 

glimpse now and then on the Arabian 
coast of low white-walled, tile-roofed 
houses clustered around a minaret. 
On the opposite coast Is to be dis
cerned a forlorn little town built upon 
the ruins of the great trading city of 
Jask. Here was the site of the first 

English factory on Persian soil, built 
In 1617, and here the wires of the Indo-
European telegraph line, after travel
ing overland from Karachi, disappear 
under the waters of the gulf, to reap
pear 500 miles away at Bushire to 
complete their long journey to west
ern Europe. The shlmal, the dreaded 
wind and rain squall of the region* 
suddenly settles down upon the vessel 
and seems for a time about to drive it 
upon the rocks. But as suddenly as 
they came, the thick, black clouds lift. 
As they roll away there appear ahead 
a rocky promontory jutting northward 
out Into the sea and behind It'rising 
to the height of 7,000 feet from the 
waves that pound at its base the 
mighty unscalable rock of Musendan. 
It towers a gigantic citadel built by 
nature guarding the entrance to the 
gulf. 

The low, crescent-shaped coast, of 
which the vessel Is abreast, is broken 
here and there by cliffs rising sheer 
out of the sea. Behind, rise range af
ter range of reddish hills, and far in 
the distance the shadowy peaks of 
South Persian mountains. The water 
is studded with islands, some scarcely 
more than rocky pinnacles, others rich 
in the green of tropical growth and 
showing minarets and mat roofs of vil
lages. Here In this green bend much 
of the modern history of the gulf was 
made. Here after the capture of Mus
cat came Albuquerque to continue his 
conquest In the name of Portugal, and 
following him the Dutch, French and 
English In their early struggle for 
Eastern dominion. 

Built on Ruins of Or muz. 
The only port of entry Is Bander 

Abbasl, once the starting point for the 
great caravan trade to Shiraz and 
southern Persia, now a sorry little vil
lage with a shore line of stone and 
mud structures that may In the past 
have been defenses but are today 
merely screens to the poor buildings 
behind them. But Bander Abbasl, old 
and ragged as it looks, Is built upon 
the ruins of another town, ancient Or-
muz. Its crumbling piers and founda
tions of public buildings and palaces 
show that Ormuz must have been a 
place of. wealth and Importance. It 
was at least a prize worthy of fre
quent raids of Tartar horsemen, raids 
so frequent that the Inhabitants rath
er than suffer th'elr wealth and trade 
to be thus Imperiled moved their town 
to an island four miles from the main
land. 

The eastern coast Is rough and for* 
bidding; the cliffs drop In sheer preci
pices of hundreds of feet and the 
shore waters are strewn thick with 
dangerous reefs and hidden perils to 
the seaman. Nature generously aids 
Persia In keeping her secrets and hold
ing the veil of her exclpslveness. 
There Is no port of large vessels until 
Bushire Is reached, near the head of 
the gulf. Busnlre Is the largest town 
and the most Important commercially 
of the coast. 

Visit Your Parents. 
If you live in the same place, let 

your steps be. If possible, dally a fa
miliar sound In the old home. If you 
are miles away—yea, many miles away 
—make It your business to go to visit 
your parents as frequently as possible. 
In this matter do not regard time or 
expenses; the one Is well spent, and 
the other will be even a hundredfold 
repaid. When some day the word 
reaches you, flashed over the tele
graph, that your mother Is gone, you 
will not think them much, those hours 
of travel which at last bore you to the 
loved one's side.—Exchange. 

We Need 8elf-Confldenee. 
The more friends we possess who 

have faith in us, the better. There Is 
something wonderfully Inspiring In the 
atmosphere of confidence. But if every 
one else goes back on us, be sure that 
the friend within keeps his faith and 
trust In us. We can better do without 
the encouraging words that come to 
us from outside, all the Inspiration due 
to the.faith of our friends, than we 
can dispense * with self-confidence*—? 
Girls* Companion. 

One Result. 
"Why do you persist In letting- that 

fake doctor treat your wife's throat f* 
"Doctor's all right. 8he can't speak 

above a whisper now." 

Champion Mean Man Evidently Operating in Chicago 

C HICAGO.—Deliberating the evidence in the pay roll robbery mystery at 
the central bureau, Capt. Stephen B. Wood, commanding, we reach the 

conclusion it Is no longer safe for our policemen to be left alone In a great 
city, like little Bed Biding Hoods 

'vfuio ~v 111 J*~*L/> fX\ *° D e Preyed upon by every wolf in 
v \ I I \~r> 2& I 11 stranger's clothing who prowls our-

streets. 
But let us have at the why and 

wherefore of how Coppers Michael 
Burke, Thomas Nolan, Lewis O'Brien 
and Walter O'Donnell did not get their 
semimonthly pay checks of $60.94 
each. It is necessary to explain that 
the mode of paying off in the Chicago 
police department is to give each mem
ber an Identification slip, which he 

presents at the paymaster's office In ease he should not be in when the pay
master visits the station. Our four heroes were not in. 

It was June 14, pay day being June 15, when the slips were left at the 
central bureau. When he went off watch he turned them over to Lieut John 
Meehan. Now, in the interim, the slips were in the lieutenant's office as 
safely protected from the slick-fingered "dip" or bold robber, one might say, 
as though in a safe deposit vault, mightn't one? 

One mightn't, because when the four coppers visited the office for the 
slips they were missing—four slips, each calling for a check for $60.94— 
total, $243.76. 

"Well, it's all right, anyway, a bit inconvenient, that's nil; wind's blown 
them out the window or something," explained Messrs. Burke, O'Brien, No-
land and O'Donnell one to the other. 

Certainly. Who would dare brook the majesty of the law? 
That's what the four coppers want to know, for when they visited the 

paymaster's office in the city hull bright and early the next morning they 
were told that their slips had been presented and that their checks had been 
signed and cashed and everything. 

We'll say a policeman's life Is not a happy one. : 

Simple and Pleasant Method of Reducing Flesh 

NEW YORK.—If persons who are carrying around too much avoirdupois 
would pay attention to the methods pursued by prize fighters when they 

want to get themselves in trim there would be no excuse for taking drugs 
and no need to starve oneself. A man 
who trains prize fighters heard an old (~ ^ ^ - v P cfi^ i E E 

friend complaining of his fatness and J N*' (*,?\ | w w' ****' 
his inability to reduce even by a <ZZj—'"_ r£& •̂ IftWMUBL 
strenuous system of exercise. 

"How much do you want to take 
off?" asked the trainer. 

"Oh, about 30 pounds," said the 
friend. 

"Ail right," said the fight manager, 
cheerfully, "If you will follow my In
structions I will guarantee thht you 
tnke off one pound a day for the next 
30 days. You needn't exercise at all If it is disagreeable, or if you haven't 
the time, though I should advise plenty of fresh air and a walk every day. 
Will you do what I tell you?" 

The other agreed to do as told. "Very well," said the trainer; "drink one 
tall glass of fresh milk with a raw egg in it four times a day. That will be 
enough food and drink. If you find yourself getting a little bilious, take a 
sirmll quantity of orange juice now and then. I'll drop in and look you over 
in 30 days." 

At the end of the trial period the trainer called on his friend and found 
that the patient had lost 30 pounds. "Eat sparingly now," he told him, "and 
drink orange juice. Very soon you will forget you have such a thing as the 
liver." 

A simpler or more effective regimen for keeping down the weight has 
never been devised. 

A 

Clairvoyant Could See Spirits, but Not Coppers 

K ANSAS CITY.—". '. . and you will marry a very pretty French girl," 
Mme. Lou Byrnes, clairvoyant and medium, said, looking soulfully and 

skillfully into the soldier's eyes. "You will be, oh, so brave," she said, 
scanning a line on his palm. "I can 

YOUlL 
MARRYA 
PRETTY 
FRENCH 
G I R L * 

tell that by looking here*—see, those 
are two planets, Mars and Venus." 

"They ain't planets; them's cal
louses," said the prosaic soldier. 

"No, they're not," the medium said 
sweetly, yet with tho practiced air of 
one who will not be denied, "they're 
two mounts, at the base of your fin
gers, and one is love and the other's 
war. You will be very brave, you will 
win the Crux de Gerry—let me see— 
no—I thought It said here you would 

kill the kaiser. But no, I pick that out of the ether—the spirits say the 
kaiser will be killed—but first he will be whipped. Ah, and for you. It says 
for you, you will meet a very pretty, dark-eyed French girl. You will marry 
her. Now, are there any questions you would like to ask?" 

"When—when—will I marry this Frenchy?" 
"Ah, I can see two spirits—two airy spirits to tell me. I see them gently 

approaching j - * 
But Mme. Byrnes didn't see the two policemen that came to arrest her 

till they were In her house, 1204 McGec street. The soldier, with no clair
voyant training, was more observant, lie saw the officers, and made up his 
mind. He left. 

"I was born with the art," Mme. Byrnes said before Judge John M. 
Kennedy, In the North side court, "and I will die with it" 

"You'll pay $100 first," said the judge. 

Boy Did His 'Rithmetic and Won a Pair of Shoes 

P HILADELPHIA.—Meditatively, Eddie scratched his head. "Nine tlmea 
nine i-s-89?" The guess Instantly was perceived to be the wrong one, 

"It's 81, Isn't it?" Eddie hastily corrected himself. Thus Eddie won a pair 
of shoes. Louis Gilchrist, Eddie's par
ent, was in court charged with falling 
to send his ten-year-old son to school. 
The boy told the judge he wanted to 
see his father before the latter went 
to Jail. 

"He owes me 70 cents I made 
selling papers," he explained. "You 
see, I want tf get some shoes." The 
boy displayed a shoe, the sole of 
which weeks ago had worn through. 
"I can get a first-rate pair of tennis 
•Uppers for 58 cents; I'm a good coun
ter and I've figured It all out" 

"Little boys must know arithmetic, and I want to see If you've 
flted In the little time you've been allowed to go to school. Start your multi
plication table," the court ordered. 

Contemptuously running through the tables of twos, fours and fives, Eddie 
branched Into troubles. He rattled oft* "six times," the "sevens," and started 
on the "eights." With a good deal of head-scratching, shuffling of feet, and 
other muscular efforts, he reached nine times nine—errorless. 

"Find that answer and your lesson ends for today," the court promised. 
Eddie eventually got out his answer. • 

"Get Eddie a pair of shoes," the court ordered, handing a bill te s> 
patrolman. 

Eddie's father was placed en probation for a year. 
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