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OF GENERAL INTEREST

ITEM S STOLEN FROM COLUMNS 

OF EXCH AN GES

TH E LOCAL OPTION QUESTION

W ill Sycam ore, B elv id ere  and R ock ford  
R em ain  “ D ry ”  T err itory —E cho 

A nsw ers No.

Sycam ore is also to have a local 
option  e lect ion  at the com in g  
municipal contest to be held next 
sprjng. A  petition is now in cir 
cuAation at the cou nty  seat to 
have the question placed upon 
the ballots at the next election 
and there seems to be little doubt 
that the proposition  will again be 
before  the people .

Belvidere, too, is circulating a 
petition to resubmit the local o p 
tion question. So is R o ck fo rd  
T he  elections occu r  on A pri l  5 
next year and to c o m p ly  with the 
law the petitions asking for a 
vote  on the matter must be filed 
s ixty  days before  the election 
H en ce  the activity  now is to get 
the names.

F ifty  dollars in bills is the re
ward Mrs. Frank Davis, residing 
in Kewanee, received last week 
for feeding a po  r half starved 
tramp ten years ago. Mrs Davis 
is in receipt o f  an anonym ous let
ter in which the man signs h im 
self “ The T ra m p ”  but describes 
himself in such a manner that 
M rs. Davis readily recalls the 
time he visited h< r hom e.

As a result o f  the Cherry mine 
disaster the K n L h ts  o f  Pythias 
lod ge  o f  Seatonville loses 72 
m em bers who were e m p loyed  in 
the mine in which they perished 
-f Fred Reinholtz, m ploy^d  as a 
cutter at the Selz-Schwab shoe 
factory at Elgin  lost two fingers 
o f  his left hand this morning, in 
the knives o f  the machine over 
which he was working.

T he  Metropolitan L ife  Insur
ance C om p an y  carried insurance 
on 127 of the Cherry miners who 
lost their lives, and the com pan y  
will pay death claims to the 
amount o f  $47,000 T he c o m 
pany had an agent at the mine, 
w ho just as soon as any o f  the in
sured were identified, wrote a 
check  in full in favor o f  the 
w idow  or orphan.

Shareholders o f  the stock  o f  
the W ells, P'argo & Co. E xpress  
com pan y  will receive D ecem b er  
22, a 300 per cent dividend, the 
largest known in the history o f  
W all street. This is one o f  the 
express com panies  which have 
c laimed that express rates were 
to o  low.

C hicago  hunters are bothering 
the farmers around C om pton  
Peter Gallisath had trouble with 
a bunch o f  hunters and shot a 
valuable d o g  that had entered 
his yard. The hunters desired 

vtrouble and would not leave until 
Mr. Gallisath threatened to give 
them the same treatment as the 
d o g  received.

Bathed in flame as her flimsy 
dress ignited from the Maze o f  
kerosene which she had poured 
upon afire , M ’ A n g ' u c y  Smith, 
10 year o ld  daughter o f  Mr. and 
Mrs Michael Smith,, rece ived  
burns Saturday afternoon at her 
h om e in A urora from  which she 
is now believed to oe dy in g  at St. 
Charles hospital

The Ice Harvest
Ice  in ;he p om 's  a. d bayous is 

now ab ut twe.v i *.hes track 
and the ice men a e getting  ready 
for the harvest The Ira J. M ix  Co. 
were the first in the field, making 
a start at Charter G rove  the first 
o f  this week. The top  of the ice 
will not be o f  the best quaiity on 
a c c e n t  o f  the s ow which fell at 
the time the c d weather set in. 
but the crop  if harvest d before  a 
thaw, will be better than it has 
been tor som e years.

THE TRAIN SER V IC E

P erp lex in g  Question fo r  R ailroad  Men 
and Business M en

N ot in years if ever before 
have the railroads o f  the country 
been in such condition  as present. 
H ardly  a train o f  any description 
can keep  up with the schedule, 
even the locals being frequently 
from ten minutes to one hour 
late. T he  trains from the west 
co m e  a long most any time of  the 
day, some being eight and nine 
hours late. But if the passenger 
service is poor, the freight busi
ness is com p le te ly  demoralized. 
E specia lly  so is this the condition  
on the C. M. & St. Paul and the 
N orth-W estern . W hen  a mer
chant orders good s  to com e  from 
C hicago  by freight he can make 
no guess as to when it will ap 
pear. T he roads have been 
caught with an overwhelm ing 
amount o f  business and at the 
time many o f  their locom otives  
are g iv ing  out, while the co ld  
weather o f  the past week has 
added to the trouble.

T he first o f  this week nearly 
every siding from C hicago  to 
Davis Jnnction was filled with 
loaded cars, there being no en
gines to m ove  them. F'ifty-eight 
cars were stranded on the Genoa 
siding, while in the co m p a n y ’s 
yards at Galevvood over 400 cars 
were waiting to be m oved. The 
freight houses in C h icago  are 
packed  to the roof.

A  way freight reaches Genoa 
on ly  on ce  in a while these days. 
O ne cam e iast Sunday evening 
that had been on the road from 
C hicago  since Friday On this 
train was a car o f  fruit and v e g e 
tables, practically  a 'l o f  which 
were frozen.

The accident at Pingree Grove 
last week was partly due to the 
congested  condition , it being im
possible for  the dispacters to 
handle the trains in the regular 
manner.

SUDDEN DEATH  IN ACCIDENT

Superintendent o f  V irg il C ream ery Gets 
Fatal B low  on Head.

Paying The Price

T he talk about town today is 
(hat the liquor violators who 
have now spent thirty days in 
jail may pay a g o o d ,  stiff sum to 
settle their cases and get out o f  
jail. John Schm idt and others 
can probably  get out by  making 
a schedule but several cannot 
and the report is that those who 
have m oney  will chip  in to make 
up for those who are “ b ro k e ”  and 
all will be released with the e x 
ception o f  John Sippel.— B elvi
dere Republican,

LET US BE PRECISE

FIGURE THE N EW  Y E A R  FROM  

E V E R Y  AN G LE

19i0, 6623, ALSO ITS 5670

The Jew , G entile  and R om an H ave D if
ferent M ethods o f  D esignatin g the 

B eg in n in g  o f  and Lapse o f  T im e

A  deplorable  accident happen
ed at the Virgil creamery Friday 
m orning when the superinten
dent o f  the plant, Edward W a l
den, was struck on the head b y  a 
flying p iece o f  machinery, crush-* 
ing his skull and causing almost 
instant death.

T he accident happened about 
8:30 Mr W alden was near the 
separator which was running sev
eral hundred revolutions a 
minute, when suddenly the m ech 
anism bursted sending flying 
pieces o f  machinery in all d irec
tions. A  large piece struck Mr. 
W alden  on the head with such 
force  as not on ly  to  crush the 
skull but severed a p iece o f  the 
scalp from  the head. T he  unfort
unate man, o f  course, was picked 
up unconscious and died in a 
very few minutes.

Mr. W alden  was about 48 years 
o f  age and leaves a wife and one 
child. H e  was quite well known 
in Sycam ore  where he d id  most 
o f  his trading. H e  had com e  to 
Virgil from Dundee, taking the 
position o f  superintendent on the 
starting o f  the cream ery some 
months ago by O. E. M urphy o f  
Sycam ore  — Sycam ore  Tribune.

The alamanac makers, wise and 
grizzled, if they are grizzled, 
have som etim e ago finished their 
labors on the 1910 editions o f  
their continued story. T he  care
fully edited and revised co p y  
has gone to the printers and they 
in turn have printed and bound 
the books  and huge shipments 
have been forwarded by the pat
ent medicine dispensaries to te- 
tail druggists all over the country.

N ow  while j robably  most 
peop le  o f  Illinois are look ing  for
ward to writing it “ 1910”  you 
would also be equally  right in 
jotting it down as ‘ 6623” , or 
“ 5670” a ccord ing  to whether you 
are a Roman, a Jew or a Gentile. 
The figures 1910 signify the num
ber o f  years that have elapsed, 
or  supposed  to have elapsed 
since the birth o f  Christ, though 
there are som e eminent au 
thorities who assert that the date 
has been w rongly  set, and that 
that auspicious event was not 
within several years o f  the year I 
The trouble was that the date 
was set som e years after Christ 
was dead and there was no e x a c t 
ly accurate m ethod  o f  figuring 
backwards and ascertaining when 
the infant was found in the man
ger by  the wise men o f  the east.

If, however, you write it “ 5670 ’ 
that means that it is the Jewish 
m ethod  o f  reckon ing  the date, 
their basic event having occurred 
some thousand years previous to 
the Christian era. T o  write it 
“ 6623” would be accord in g  to the 
calendar defined and ordered into 
general use b y  the R om an " Em 
peror Julian.

In other words, after D ecem ber 
31, 1909, the new year will be not 
on ly  “ 1910” but it will usher in 
the 135th year o f  Am erican  inde 
pendence, the 6623rd o f  the Juli
an period ; the year 5670 5671 o f  
the Jewish era (the  year 5671 be 
ginning at sunset on O ctob er  3 ) ;  
the year 2662 since the founding 
o f  Rom e, a ccord in g  to V arro; 
the year o f  2570 o f  the Japanese 
era, and the year 1328 o f  the M o 
hammedan era, which begins Jan
uary 13. The year 1910 is classi
fied under the Dom inical Letter 
“ B ,”  is a part o f  Lunar C yc le  11., 
Solar C yc le  15, E pact 19 and R o 
man Indiction 8. T h a t ’s what 
1910 is, and the first day o f  Janu
ary will be* the 2,418,673d day 
since the com m en cem ent  o f  the 
Julian period. T h at ’s getttng it 
down fine, even for an almanac

At German Lutheran Church

T he pastor o f  the German 
Lutheran church again invites 
everyone to attend the exercises 
to be given by  the children at the 
church on Christmas eve, F'riday, 
Dec. 24. There will be a tree 
and all the “ fixings”  that tend to 
g ladden the hearts o f  the little 
ones and please the older people . 
Exercises  are to be conducted  in 
both the English and German 
languages, so that all may en joy  
it.

A ppropriate  Cnristmas services 
will be held at the church on 
Christmas day and on Sunday at 
10:30 a. m. A ll are cord ia lly  in
vited to attend these services as 
well.

Child Prodigy.
Marjorie Fleming, the playmate and 

friend of Sir Walter Scott, has legiti
mate claims to consideration as a 
prodigy. When she was a small child 
she repeated to . him Constance’s 
speeches in King John until, by his 
own statement, he “swayed to and fro, 
•obbing bis fill.”

C LASS IN ITIATED

B ig  W oodm an D oings at the P avilion  
F riday E vening

The big class o f  candidates was 
nitiated into the W ood m an  or

der last F'liday evening, the cere 
m onv taking place at the pa
vilion where there was ample 
room for the work. There was a 
a g o o d  turn-out o f  the neighbors 
despite the bitter co ld , many 
com in g  from the country.

The drill work by  the forester 
team, under the leadership o f  
W ill Jeffery, was excellent, and 
this despite the fact that the 
team had drilled on ly  two or 
three weeks. If this same leader 
is given control o f  the team and 
is given power to select the 
members most proficient the G e 
noa cam p will soon have a c o m 
pany o f  foresters second to none 
in the state.

A fter  the class had been in
structed in the mysteries o f  
W ood cra ft  by Venerable  Consul 
). H Van Dresser, speeches were 
made by A ttorn ey  A b b o tt  o f  E l 
gin and D epu ty  Bullock.

A nd  then came the cc ffee ,  
sandwiches, doughnuts, pickles, 
cheese and other things which 
always taste so g o o d  at such a 
time on such a night.

T h e e  was a jo l ly  bunch o f  fel 
lows and all en joyed  the evening 
im mensely .

L IT T L E  GIRL DEAD

D au ghter o f  M r. and Mr*. Carl L ock n er  
Paw ed A w ay  T uesday N ight

Irma, daughter o f  Mr. and Mrs. 
Carl Lockner , passed away at 
her hom e on State street T ues
day evening, D ec. 21, at eight 
o ’c lock , after a sickness o f  nine 
weeks with B right ’s disease.

The funeral services will be 
held today (T h u rsda y )  at the 
the hom e at 1:30 o ’c lo ck  and at 
the German Lutheran church at 
2:00 o ’c lock , Rev. J. Molthan 
officiating.

Irma L ock n er  was born at 
Oranje, Russia. D ecem ber  17, 
1898. being at the time o f  her 
death 11 years and 4 days o f  age. 
She cam e to A m erica  with her 
parents four years ago. She was 
baptised at L odsch , Russia. For 
three years she attended the G er 
man Lutheran school in this city.

B< si ies her parents she leaves 
three brothers and two sisters. 
One b other and one sister pre
ceded  her in death.

BUTTER PRICE UP AGAIN

Value A dvanced  l c  Per P ound on Elgin 
B oard o f  Trade

The price of butter advanced 
one cent per pound again M o n 
day on the Elgin board o f  trade. 
The quotation com m ittee  after a 
brief wrangle in the ante-room 
declared the market firm at 35 
cents: there was an effort to
make it 36 cents.

F’ormer markets are:
D ecem ber  13, 1909,34 cents.
D ecem ber  21, 1908,31 cents.
D ecem ber  23, 1907, 29 cents.
T he w eek ’s output was 206,700 

lbs.
T he  New Y ork  market is firm 

at 36 cents for extras; 37 cents 
Mr specials.

The receipts were 3 405 tubs.
Sev enteen tubs of Geneva were 

ffered and bought by Younger 
at 36 cents.

Pleasure In W ork Sure Sign.
You may know that you have found 

your place, If your work is a pleasure 
to you. If you long for the time to 
quit, you are on the wrong job. If 
you go to work with no more delight 
than you left it, the job belongs to 
some other man. When you have 
found your true calling you will not 
find nature putting barriers in your 
path of progress.

Skating at m e pavilion after- 
I noon Christmas day.

GENOA BOY IS KILLED

PAUL STOTT L E A P S  TO HIS 

DEATH F R ID A Y

FIREMAN ON C. M. & ST. P.

F earing Reaults o f  C ollision  H e Ju m p ed  
from  E ngine at P ingree G rove— 

F uneral M onday
---------  V •

A n  hour after waving his hand 
at his sister, Z oe ,  b ook k eep er  at 
the telephone factory, F'riday a f
ternoon, who was waiting to hail 
him as he passed, Paul Stott, one 
o f  the youngest fireman on the C. 
M. & St. Paul road, leaped from 
the cab o f  his engine at Pingree 
G rove to escape a collision, fell 
head long  and was instantly killed-

The accident occurred  shortly 
after 3 o ’ c lock . Stott was aboard 
an extra east bounJ freight with 
R o y  Lewin, Chicago, as engineer.

A s  the train speeded  down the 
grade toward Pingree Grove, it 
rounded a sharp curve, to see the 
slowly m oving  vvay freight, N o  
92, also east bound a few hundred 
feet down the track.

T hrow ing  on the breaks which 
were unable to hold the heavy 
train as it dashed forty miles an 
hour down the slippery rails on 
the incline, the crew determined 
to leap in a desperate attempt to 
save their lives.

Lewin, the engineer, told  his 
youthful fireman to jump first and 
to leap into a snow bank. Stott 
had hardly left the cab, before 
Lewin also ju m ped  but a m om ent 
before his train crashed into the 
rear o f  the way freight.

Occupants o f  the caboose  on 
the way freight witnessed the dra
matic leap for life. T h e y  saw 
Stott turn a partial somersault, 
roll over and over and finally lay 
still.

Lewin struck in a snow drift 
and was buried up to the waist. 
H e was uninjured with the e x 
ception of a slight jar. H e  had 
extricated himself before  the 
other trainmen could  reach him.

N o  one on the extra freight 
was injured. F’ive traveling men 
passengers in the caboose  o f  the 
way freight were shaken up and 
bruised by  the shock  as the trains 
coll ided .

T he list o f  the injured is as fo l 
lows:

A nderson , Benona, 876 Pros
pect street, Elgin, em p loye  o f  C. 
M. & St. P. railway, bruised 
about body.

Hensen, J. M., traveling sales
man, 416 Summit street, Elgin, 
brusies about back and neck.

M alvey, M. J., W hat Cheer, la., 
painfully bruised; slight cuts.

Pallard, A .  J., Peoria, III, 
traveling salesman, jo lted  and 
bruised.

Mansfield, J. O., 30 South Port
er street, E lg in ; had been hunt
ing near Pingree G rove ; injuries 
slight.

The rear end o f  the caboose  
and the front o f  the engine were 
dam aged  considerable. It tK.-~ 
quired nearly an hour to rem ove 
the debris from the track and to 
clear the road for traffic.

W hen the first shock  o f  the 
crash was over, trainmen from 
both freight? huriiea towards 
where the crew had made the 
jump. T h e y  found Stott, his 
skull broken and crushed, lying 
dead a few feet from the track.

Paul had evidently  slipped on 
the cab floor as he left the train, 
and had struck upon his head.

T enderly  they bore him to the 
station not far distant. A  m ed i
cal student, who volunteered his 
assistance, after examination, pro
nounced the man dead.

W ord  was received in Fdgin 
late in the afternoon. In the ab
sence o f  Dr. A . L. Clark, local 
physician for the Milwaukee road, 
Dr. O. L. Peiton hurried to Pin

gree G rove to dress the wounds 
o f  the injured. N o  one required 
his assistance.

The b od y  o f  Paul Stott was 
taken to Elgin to the undertaking 
parlors o f  Bunker and Chambers.

Since Paul entered the em ploy  
o f  the com pan y  he had made 
many friends am ong the train 
men and had advanced rapidly  to 
g o o d  runs and big  pay. F or  sev 
eral months he was out on the 
new Pacific coast extention o f  
the road, but since the c o m p le 
tion o f  that line he has been run
ning on this division with som e o f  
the most important freight trains.

W hen  passing through Genoa 
it was Paul’s custom to pull the 
whistle cord  as a signal to his 
m other who resides near the 
right o f  way and also to his sis
ter who is em p loyed  as b o o k 
keeper at the telephone factory, 
located near the tracks. A s  usu
al on last Friday afternoon Paul 
gave the signal. H e  caught his 
sister’s signal as he passed. His 
m other heard the whistle but b e 
ing busy at the time could  not go  
out to see her son.

Paul evidently  had a presenti
ment that som ething might hap
pen on his last run. Before leav
ing C hicago  he had laid out all 
his insurance policies and had 
even told  his friends am ong  the 
trainmen how he wanted his 
funeral arranged, asking that 
they be his pall bearers.

The Elgin  News says that 
startling ev idence  that the wreck 
was the indirect result o f  a d e fe c 
tive distant signal at the station 
was brought out as part o f  the 
testim ony at the coron er ’s inquest 
over the remains.

“ W hat can you  teli about the 
condition  o f  the signal system at 
Pingree G rove at the time o f  the 
a cc id e n t? ” G. A . Hulett, op er 
ator at Pingree who witnessed 
the wreck from the platform was 
asked.

“ The distance signal, one-quart
er o f  a mile west o f  the depot  and 
used to warn incom ing  trains that 
the section o f  track between the 
curve and hom e b lock  is o c c u p 
ied, was out *>f order,”  he answer
ed . “ It has w orked on ly  once 
in a while since it was installed 
in the summer.”

T he  testimony o f  R. E. Lewin, 
engineer on the time freight 
which struck the way freight, 
showed that he did not depend 
upon the “ danger”  signal shown 
at the distance b lock  but instead 
stood  up in the cab and saw the 
hom e b lo ck  cleared.

Later upon being requestioned 
the engineer admitted that he at 
least did not depend  upon the 
distance signal in passing Pingree 
Grove. Other testim ony showed 
that the other trainmen did not, 
in view o f  the fact that it was 
out o f  w orking  order during most 
o f  the time and that when in such 
condition  constantly showed 
danger.

T he jury returned a verdict in 
which the defective  system of  
clearing trains was blamed for 
the accident.

Lewin testified that his state
ments were corroborated by W il 
liam Voltz, head breakman on 
the time freight who was a pas
senger in the cab that as he ap
proached Pingree G rove  under 
“ orders to p roceed  with caution,” 
he. noted the distance signal at 
danger, slowed up and then lo o k 
ed over the cars in the yard and 
saw the hom e b lo ck  cleared. 
He declared that because o f  the 
fact that the Pingree tracks were 
full o f  em pty cars he cou ld  not 
see the rear end o f  the way 
freight until within four hundred 
feet o f  it.

The way freight was pulling 
out o f  Pingree and the time 
freight was proceed in g  from

TO ELECT SENATORS

CONGRESSMAN F U LLE R  INTRO

DUCES B ILL

TO AMEND CONSTITUTION

P roposed A m en d m en t M nst be R atified  
by  the le g is la tu re s  o f  the Several 

States B efore  B ecom in g  Law.

Congressman C. E. Fuller o f  
this dristrict has introduced a 
joint resolution in the house o f  
representatives at W ashington  
bearing on the e lection  o f  United 
States senators w ho are now 
elected  by  the legislatures o f  the 
several states.

Mr. Fuller ’s resolution was in
troduced on the 14th o f  this 
month and refered to the c om m it 
tee o f  E lection  o f  President, V ice  
President and Representatives, 
reading as fo l low s:

“ R eso lved  by  the Senate and 
H ouse o f  Representatives o f  the 
United States o f  Am erica  in C o n 
gress assembled (tw o-th irds  o f  
each H ouse concurring therein), 
That the fo l low in g  am endm ent to 
the Constitution o f  the Uuited 
States shall be, and is hereby, 
p roposed  for ratification b y  the 
respective legislatures o f  the sev 
eral States, which, when ratified 
b y  the legislatures o f  three- 
fourths o f  the several States, 
shall be valid to all intents and 
purposes as a part o f  the C onsti
tution o f  the United States, 
namely:

“ ‘The Senate o f  the United 
States shall be com p o se d  o f  two 
Senators from each State, chosen  
at a general election, by  the e lect
ors o f  the several States, for  a 
term o f  six years.’”

It is gratifying to Mr. Fuller ’s 
constituents to note that he is 
the man to cham pion this change 
in the method o f  selecting United 
States senators. W e  doubt if he 
could  introduce a proposition  
that would meet with the approv 
al o f  a greater majority o f  the 
voters o f  this district. T he 
people  o f  Illinois and o f  other 
states as well are disgusted with 
the present expensive m ethod  o f  
selecting a senator who in many 
cases is not a representative o f  
the state in the proper sense o f  
the word.

MASONS IN ST A LL

N ew Officers Take T h eir  V arious Chairs 
M ouday E ven ing

A t  a special m eeting o f  Genoa 
L o d g e  N o. 288, A . F\ & A . M. 
M on day  evening o f  this week  the 
fo l low ing officers were installed: 

Jas. Hutchison, Jr., W .  M.
O. M Barcus, S. W .
G J. Pierce, J. W .
F. G. Hudson, S. D.
W  W . C ooper, J. D.
R, B Field, Treas.
C. D. Schoonm aker, Secy .
J. G W hitright, S. S.
G. H. Martin, J. S.
C. A .  Brown, Chaplain.
G. J. Patterson, Marshal.
H P. Edsall, Tyler.

AT THE M. E. CHURCH

Christm as Tree and E xercises b y  the Sun
day School F riday  E ven in g

(C on tin ued  on page 4)

Preparations have been m ade 
by  the Sunday S ch oo l  for  an en 
joyable  time at the M . E . church 
on Christmas eve. A n  interest
ing program will be rendered and 
there will be a tree ladened with 
gifts for all m em bers o f  the 
school.

A  cordial invitation is e x te n d 
ed to the public to attend this 
service, no matter what den om i
nation you affiliate with.

Meddlesome Neighbors.
A girl in a small Kansas town has 

been engaged seven times. Her neigh
bors have adopted this slogan for 
her: “ Present company always ac
cepted.”—-Kansas City Journal,

*
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GENOA, ILLINOIS.

A S P O R T-LO V IN G  P E O P LE .

The Anglo-Saxons love sport. No 
matter in what part of the world they 
are found, the spirit is strong among 
them. Wherever the restless Anglo- 
Saxon dominates, the love of sport is 
dominant. The Americans are— at 
least, the most of them— descendants 
o f  this virile race, and nowhere is the 
love of sport so much exhibited as in 
this country. Our people are patrons 
o f  horseracing, of baseball, of golf, of 
football, of all out-of-door sports as no 
other people. The English are great 
■sportsmen, but not to the extent that 
Am ericans are, for the reason that 
the opportunities are greater here. 
iNor does the nation suffer from this 
ipropensity. W e are told, of course, 
fby some of our college thinkers that 
Our young men indulge too much in 
lathletics, that this indulgence is a det
rim ent rather than a benefit to the 
•boys; that because of the “ fad,”  as 
•these wiseacres term it, we are in
juring the physical powers of the 
boys. We do not take much stock ip 
this sort of pessimism. Here and there 
a  few may overdo themselves and fall 
iby the wayside; but athletic competi
tion has never, in our judgment, seri
ously injured American youth. On 
the contrary, it has developed in them 
muscle, courage and self-reliance, 
requisites to good health and ultimate 
Success when they are called upon to 
lay aside athletics for the more seri
ous cares of life.

IS CREW WINS B A T T L E
AGAINST FIRE AND COLD.

A L L Y  OF Z E L A Y A  U N A N IM O U S L Y  
S E L E C T E D  P R E S ID E N T  O F  

N IC A R A G U A .

HE MAKES HARMONY SPEECH

New Ruler Must “Show” Uncle Sam 
He Is Capable of Directing a Re
sponsible Governm ent —  Estrada  
W ill Continue W ar.

Evidence accumulates that Bering 
sea covers a center of great seismic 
ana volcanic activity. The command
er of a revenue cutter reports to the 
treasury department that he has in
vestigated Bogoslof island, the fre
quent changes in which have been of . 
much scientific interest, and that he 
steamed all around the island, taking 
soundings the entire way and finding 
bottom only at one place, where the 
lead touched at a depth of 45 fathoms. 
Steam jets arise from a lake in the 
center of the island, and the conclu- I 
slon is that the island i& the summit 
o f  a volcano and that the lake is the 
crater. Bogoslof island has perpe
trated some curious stunts from time 
to time, and volcanic origin seems to 
explain them. Uncle Sam came into 
possession of many interesting things 
when he acquired Alaska.

The news that the old mining camp 
of Virginia City, Nev., is sinking into 
the deep canyon along the side of 
which it was built indicates an in
glorious end for a town which once 
attained some prominence. Virginia 
City grew out of the opening of the 
Comstock lode, and the Comstock lode 
formerly was among the greatest sil
ver producers in the world. Consider
able gold was also found there. At 
one time the lode yielded wealth at 
the rate of $10,000,000 annually, and it 
|nade great fortunes for the “ bonanza” 
owners. Altogether, between $300,000,- 
000 and $400,000,000 in gold and silver j 
was taken from the mines.

If, as is intimated, it turns out that 
the assassination of Prince Ito, the 
Japanese statesman, was the result of 
a far-reaching plot in Korea, the situ
ation in that country may become 
most serious. Reports from Seoul, the 
Korean capital, go to show that to 
many of the people the killing of Ito 
was “ not unpleasing.” This attitude 
suggests greater hostility to Japan and 
representatives of Japanese power 
than had been suspected in manj 
quarters. In fact, there appears to be 
dangerous disaffection throughout the 
country, and an outbreak would noi 
be surprising.

The United States is not the only 
country in which persons gratify their 
curiosity or morbid taste by crowding 
Into courtrooms when sensational 
cases are in progress. Even France, 
iwhere good taste is presumed to be 
strongly in evidence if not predomi
nant, has a fair share of those who 
show similar inclinations, the opening 
Df the Steinheil murder trial in Paris 
being an illustration. When 25,000 
persons apply for admission to a 
courtroom and when $200 is offered 
for  a place in line “ the limit” would 
seem to have been reached.

College professors calculate that if 
;he birth-rate decrease continues for 
L50 years there will be no births at all 
by 2060 A. D. In that case few will 
survive to the time when men will 
ive  120 years— and those who do will 
je  lonesome.

Hailey’s comet is growing brighter. 
It  is to be hoped that this is not a 
baleful sign, as comets are notoriously 
known to the superstitious as har
bingers of bad tidings, generally in 
the shape of wars and national disas
ters, and, like some people, brighten 
at the prospect of other people’s trou
bles coming.

The assassination of Prince Ito only 
proves again that there is always a 
brainless crank ready to take the life 
o f  a great and good man.

Managua, Nicaragua, Dec. 21.— Dr. 
Jose Madriz, former judge of the Cen
tral American court of justices at 
Cartago, and Zelaya’s candidate, was 
elected president of Nicaragua by the 
unanimous vote of congress.

The session was a stormy one, but 
there seemed to be perfect unanimity 
with regard to the election of Madriz, 
and when the official announcement 
was made there were vociferous 
cheering and cries of “Viva M adriz!” 
“Viva L eon !” “ Down with monopo
lies !” “ Down with tyranny!” “ Long 
live the constitution!”

Assumes Office To-Day.
Dr. Madriz will assume the presi

dency to-day. He was escorted to 
the balcony of his hotel, where he 
greeted great crowds that had gath
ered around the building, and made a 
brief speech, urging harmony and co
operation. He pledged that he would 
uphold the rights of the citizens, 
granting free election and establish
ing a policy of equal opportunities for 
all.

Estrada Has Aspiration.
It is known both to Zelaya and Mad

riz that Gen. Estrada, the leader of 
the revolutionists, who are ready to 
do battle with the government forces 
at Rama, is strongly opposed to the 
new president, for it is well under
stood that Estrada himself has ambi
tions to fill the presidential chair.

The hope is cherished, however, 
that Dr. Madriz, in his new executive 
capacity, will be able to smooth out 
many of the rough places and bring 
about such an amicable condition 
among the people themselves that he 
will not be compelled to withdraw 
from office.

M adriz Must “Show” T aft.
Washington, Dec. 21. —  Secretary 

of State Knox let it be known that the 
attitude of this government toward 
Nicaragua would not be changed by 
the election of Madriz to the presiden
cy as the successor of Zelaya, re
signed.

Madriz will have to show' that he is 
capable of directing a responsible gov
ernment which is prepared to make 
reparation for the wrongs which it is 
claimed have been done to American 
citizens in the little Central American 
republic.

A ttitude is Unchanged.
It wTas announced at the state de

partment that the attitude of the Uni
ted States toward Madriz would be 
just as it was outlined in the note 
which Secretary Knox directed to Min
ister Rodriguez, Nicaraguan charge in 
this city.

Estrada Refuses a Zelaya Follower.
“ Peace in this country can only be 

assured by the complete exclusion of 
Zelaya and his followers. We will con
tinue fighting until this is secured. In 
the name of liberty, of justice on our 
side, we ask you to recognize my gov
ernm ent”

This is the determination of Gen. 
Estrada, head of the revolutionary 
army in Nicaragua, expressed in a 
telegram to the secretary of state.

In the same telegram Estrada says 
no chief executive selected by Zelaya 
or the congress he controls will be ac
cepted by the majority of the Nica
raguan people allied to the revolution
ist cause in the struggle for justice.

Take to Yaw l fo r F^efuge But N early  
Perish in Frigid  

W eather.

Loraine, O., Dec. 20.— The fishing 
tug Penelope o f Cleveland burned four 
miles off shore. The crew of three, 
escaped, after a battle with ice floes 
in bitter cold, which almost cost them 
their lives.

The boat, which belongs to A. H. 
Langell of Cleveland, was bound for 
its winter quarters at St. Clair, Mich.

Capt. Charles Inches discovered fire 
in the woodwork above the engine 
room and in a few moments his posi
tion and that ofithe engineer and fire
man became perilous.

While they were endeavoring to cast 
loose the larger of two yawls they car
ried, the yawl caught fire. They were 
forced to take refuge in the other, 
the smaller one, where there was bare
ly room for the three to crawl in.

The sides of the tug were in flames 
before they launched their little craft. 
There had been no time to don extra 
wraps and the day was one of the 
coldest of the winter.

The men, their oars and their beards 
were crusted with ice before they 
had gone a mile.

Two miles off shore they encoun
tered shore ice too thin to bear their 
weight, but thick enough to impede 
the progress of the boat. Through 
this they were compelled to break 
their way, stiffened by the penetrating 
wind, endangered every moment by 
the shifting ice.

When they reached shore, five miles 
west of here, they collapsed.

All were brought into Loraine where 
they were given medical attention.

A S YM PA TH ETIC  STRIKE.

TA K E S  UP T H E  BIG STRIK E

Railroad Employes’ Departm ent 
the Am erican Federation of 

Labor Meet% in St. Paul.

of

STEAD SCORES I. C.
A T T O R N E Y  G E N E R A L  M A K E S  

N O T A B LE  A R G U M E N T  IN  
T A X  CASE.

STRONG LANGUAGE IS USED

St. Paul, Minn., Dec. 18.— Pursuant 
to the call of Chairman H. B. Perham, 
the railroad employes’ department of 
thd American Federation of Labor met 
nere to-day in special session. This 
meeting takes the place of the one 
set for next month by the federation 
meeting at Toronto, and Chairman 
Perham said the change of date was 
occasioned by the switchmen’s strike. 
The department, which has a total 
strength of nearly 500,000 men, will 
advise and co-operate with the switch
men, and it is understood that it will 
prepare itself for action in case a 
general railway strike should result.

The organization of which the de
partment is composed are the Interna
tional Brotherhood of Blacksmiths, the 
Boilermakers and Shipbuilders of 
America, the International Associa
tion of Car Workers, the International 
Association of Machinists, the Interna
tional Brotherhood of Maintenance of 
V* ay Employes, brotherhood of 
Freight Handlers, Order of Railroad 
Telegraphers, Brotherhood of Railway 
Clerks, International Association of 
Steam, Hot Water and Power Pipe Fit
ters, and the Switchmen’s uni^n.

Railroad’s Reports to Governor De
clared Dishonest and Fraudulent—  
Accuses Company of Diverting  
Funds to Avoid Dividing w ith  State.

FEAR WAR B E TW E E N  RACES

One K illed, Four Injured in Battle  at 
Magnolia— Negro Is Burned 

to Death.

Magnolia, Ala., Dec. 21.— Magnolia 
is quiet, following a day of intense ex
citement, with much bitter feeling 
manifested between whites and blacks 
of this community. Ernest Slade, one 
o f four white men shot by Clinton 
Montgomery, a desperate negro, is 
fatally injured and his death, expected 
at any time, may serve to further fan 
the flame of race hatred.

Clinton Montgomery’s charred body 
lies in the ruins of a small negro hut 
nea,r the town as the result of a visit 
by a posse of citizens. Brister and 
Shelly Montgomery, brothers of the 
dead negro, barely escaped lynching 
after the sheriff of Marengo couinty 
had captured them and was taking 
them to jail.

Search is being continued for W ill 
Montgomery, another of the four 
brothers, whose alleged murder late 
Saturday night of Algernon Lewis, a 
young white man, precipitated the 
trouble.

Practically every negro resident of 
Magnolia left here. The whites are 
well armed.

MURDERER RUNS CAR W ILD

Kills M otorm an; Conductor Near
Death— Charges Negro w ith  Shoot

ing— Lynching Is Threatened.

East St. Louis, 111., Dec. 20.— A ne
gro highwayman shot and killed the 
motorman and fatally wounded the 
conductor of an Alta Sita street car 
near Fireworks station in the south
eastern section of the city. The car 
bearing the bodies of the dead motor
man and the unconscious conductor 
ran wild at high speed for more than 
four miles into the heart of the busi
ness district after the highwayman 
escaped from it.

The dying statement of the con
ductor is the only clew to the identity 
o f the murderer and a general round
up o f negro police characters is under 
way.

The conductor was robbed of his 
money belt and watch. The motorman 
was not robbed and evidently was 
killed while coming to the assistance 
o f the conductor. There is talk of 
lynching as soon as it is certain the 
right man has been captured.

Springfield, 111., Dec. 18.—Attorney 
General W. H. Stead uttered a wither
ing arraignment of the Illinois Central 
railroad in the hearing of the great 
suit of the state of Illinois to compel 
an accounting from the road since 
1877 and to pay taxes amounting to 
$15,000,000, which it is charged the Il
linois Central evaded paying through 
fraud.

Jacob M. Dickinson, secretary of 
war, and formerly general attorney for 
the company, was present in court to 
defend the rftilroad, as he prepared 
this suit and had handled it until he 
entered President Taft’s cabinet. W. 
S. Horton, general counsel, was with 
him.

Mr. Stead occupied the entire day in 
presenting his arguments.

Uses Strong Language.
The suit is based on a provision of 

the charter granted the road in 1851. 
It was given large tracts of public 
lands on the charter provision that it 
pay the state five per cent, of its gross 
receipts, plus the state tax and enough 
extra to bring the total up to seven 
per cent, of the total gross receipts.

Attorney General Stead spared no 
language in charging that the railroad 
had defrauded the state by a thousand 
devices ever since 1877, when it 
bought new lines in which the state 
has no claim to a partnership basis. 
He charged that every possible trick 
of high finance was used to divert 
funds from the original charter lines, 
on which seven per cent, must be paid, 
to the non-charter lines, which do not 
come under the seven per cent, assess
ment agreement.

Charges $10,000,000 Rebates.
He made the startling charge that 

rebates allowed by the Illinois Central 
since 1877 amount to the total of $10,- 
000,000 .

The grand total of receipts which 
the road dishonestly concealed, Mr. 
Stead stated, was $214,000,000, de
frauding the state out of seven per 
cent., or $15,000,000.

The suit is up on appeal from Judge 
Stough’s decision on demurrer.

T A F T  A T  SIS TER ’S FUNERAL
Is Present at Obsequies of Brother's  

W ife — Recalls Dance Invitations  
Because of Death.

INDICT MORE SUGAR MEN

W ashington, Dec. 18.— President
Taft, accompanied by Capt. Butt, his 
military aid, left last evening in the 
private car Colonial over the Pennsyl- 

i vania railroad ’̂or Watertown, Conn., 
to attend the f .neral of his sister-in- 
law, Mrs Horace B. Taft, which was 
held there to-day.

Immediately alter the ceremonies 
Mr. Taft will st; rt on his return trip 
to Washingtoin.

Because or the death of hu sister-in- 
law, the president authorized the re- 
c : oi the invitations for the dance 
that was to have been given in the 
White House on December 29.

M ark Tw ain  in Poor Health.
New York, Dec. 21.— Mark Twain 

was an arrival from Bermuda by the 
steamship Bermudian, Monday. Mr. 
Clemens did not seem in rugged 
health. He has spent a month in Ber
muda, where he went because of an 
affection o f his lung.

Women S trike  in Philadelphia.
Philadelphia, Dec. 21— More than 

7,000 of the 12,000 shrit waist opera
tors went on strike, according to re
ports received by the strikers’ execu
tive committee. About twenty firms 
are affected.

Demands of Trainm en Deferred.
New York, Dec. 21. — Although it 

had beeu expected that demands for 
increases in pay would be filed by rep
resentatives of 75,000 trainmen with 
the officials of eastern railroads, no 
notices o f the demands were served 
on the companies by the brotherhoods.

Federal Grand Jury Return Num ber of
Indictm ents Against Arbuckle Em

ployes in Sugar Frauds.

New York, Dec. 21.— The federal 
grand jury which is investigating the 
sugar frauds has handed down a num
ber of new indictments directed against 
former employes of the Arbuckle com
pany.

Bench warrants have been issued 
and as soon as the men are arrested 
the names will be made public. It is 
stated that in the case of the frauds 
in the Arbuckle refinery there was no 
manipulation of the scales, the method 
employed there being simple bribery 
of government weighers to have them 
report short weights.

The report that Richard Parr, the 
treasury agent, who unearthed the. 
sugar frauds on November 2, 1907, was 
to get $1,000,000 of the $2,135,486 col
lected from the sugar trust was denied 
at the office of Collector Loeb.

Sneezes Out Bullets.
Wilkesbarre, Pa., Dec. 17.—After 

carrying three bullets in his head for 
47 years Francis Rogers o f this city, 
a civil war veteran, ejected them from 
his nose during a fit of violent sneez
ing.

Buys Farm  w ith  Tips.
St. Louis, Dec. 21. —  With “ tips” 

gained while he was an usher at the 
Union station here Frank Bernely 
Monday purchased a farm near Bran
son, Mo., for $2,000.

Battleship Utah Is Launched.
Camden, N. J., Dec. 21.— The bat

tleship Utah was successfully launch
ed Monday from the yard of the New 
York Shipbuilding Company here.

CLERKS DIE IN FIRE
W H ILE  CUSTOMERS ESCAPE

London Departm ent Store Crowded 
w ith  Christm as Buyers Suffers a 

$2,500,000 Fire.

London, Dec. 21.— At least three 
lives were lost and many persons were 
seriously hurt in a fire which de
stroyed the big drapery store of Ard- 
ing & Hobbs at Clapham, a south
western quarter of London.

The fire was due, it is believed, to 
the breaking of an electric light bulb 
among celluloid articles.

The store, which covered an acre of 
ground and had five floors and a hun
dred departments, was crowded with 
Christmas shoppers. In little more 
than an hour the building was a mass 
of ruins. The damage is estimated at 
$2,500,000.

All the customers made their way 
to the street in safety.

31 HURT IN WRECK
B R O K E N  R A IL  T H R O W S  B U R L IN G 

TO N  L IM IT E D  O FF  

T R A C K .

TEARS UP 200 F E E T  OF TRACK

I. C. Passenger Runs Into Freight, 
Several Are H u rt— Rock Isiand 
“ Golden State” Is Derailed— Two  
Killed, Many Injured.

OMINOUS GESTURE.
—

PRESIDENT TO SUPERVISORS

Mr. T a ft  Reiterates His Form er 
structions Against Politics in 

the Taking of the Census.

In-

Washington, Dec. 22. —  President 
Taft’s ringing address to the census 
supervisors from the eastern states, in 
conference here, was intended not only 
for them, but for all the other super
visors, for the candidates for enu
merators’ places, the politicians and 
the world in general. He says:

“ I am very glad to see you. You 
number about a third of the force 
upon which we have to rely to take 
the census. I expressed my opinion 
about the character o f your duties 
when I wrote a letter to Mr. Durand. I 
did not write that letter just for the 
fun of having it published. I wrote it 
to be a genuine instruction to you, and 
I hope you will observe it. I know 
if you pursue it, it will be an easy 
course for you. If you don’t observe 
it, then I will observe you. I know, 
of course, there will be pressure.

“ Many of you— most of you— have 
been recommended by congressmen, 
and it may be that some of these con
gressmen will come to you and ex
pect, because they did recommend you, 
that you owe them something in the 
way of selecting the men as enumera
tors who will help them in their con
gressional election. You have- got to 
use sense and discretion. You have 
got to select the men that you think 
will do the work, and if you catch 
them doing political work I wish you 
to remove them, just as I will remove 
you if I catch you doing political 
work. It is business.” ‘

BALLINGER WELCOMES QUIZ

Issues Statem ent Saying He Desires 
Congressional Investigation into 

Controversy w ith  Pinchot.

Washington, Dec. 21.— Secretary of 
the Interior Ballinger has changed his 
attitude regarding the necessity for a 
congressional, investigation of the 
causes leading up to the Ballinger- 
Pinchot controversy which for the last 
six months has prevailed throughout 
the United States. He has issued a 
formal statement that he would wel
come a congressional investigation. 
He said further that he believed if 
that body held an investigation the 
country would be fully convinced that 
he had always conducted the depart
ment with strict fidelity to the law.

Secretary Ballinger now wants the 
evidence which formed the basis of 
his row with Chief Forester Pinchot 
to be given a public airing. He wants 
the administration of his friend, Com
missioner of the Land Office Fred Den
nett, to be subjected to congressional 
scrutiny.

Fast M ail Has Narrow  Escape.
Burlington, la., Dec. 21.— Burlington 

fast mail No. 13, while running 50 
miles an hour near Middleton, la., 
Monday had a remarkable escape from 
disaster, when a driver flange broke, 
throwing the engine onto the ties 
where it ran for several hundred yards 
before being stopped. No one was 
hurt.

Chicago, Dec. 60.—Two women suf
fered serious injuries, 29 other passen
gers were bruised and lacerated, and 
occupants of five coaches were thrown 
into a panic when the Oriental Lim
ited train on the Burlington road was 
overturned at Western Springs, 111.

The Burlington in its official state
ment regarding the wreck claimed 
only 19 passengers had been injured.

Broken Rail Causes W reck.
The wreck was caused by a rail 

which broke as the fourth car of the 
train was passing. The three rear 
cars, all sleepers, were derailed and 
overturned in a ditch after dragging 
along the roadbed on their sides for 
yards. The first three cars and the 
locomotive left the track, but did not 
overturn, and plowed along, tearing 
up the track for 200 feet.

The train consisted of an engine, 
a baggage car, two chair cars, and 
three sleepers. It was over seven hours 
late and was running at great speed 
when the wreck occurred.

The three Pullman sleepers, most of 
them filled with passengers coming 
east to spend Christmas with friends, 
slid down an embankment for 15 feet, 
and that none was killed is declared 
by railroad men to be one of the mir
acles . in the history of railroad acci
dents.

Pinned Beneath W reckage.
The passengers were buried in the 

wreckage of the partly demolished 
coaches, many of them being pinned 
down, where they were obliged to wait 
until released by fellow passengers 
and citizens of Western Springs, who 
were summoned by the whistles o f the 
engine.

I. C. T rains Collide.
Several persons were injured, some I 

seriously, in a wreck of a Chicago- I 
bound Illinois Central passenger train j 
and a freight on the Freeport division 
of the road. The passenger train ran 
into an open switch, just west of Haw
thorne station, where the freight train 
was waiting for it to pass.

Among the injured are:
  Callahan, Dubuque, la.
  Dodds, Dubuque, la.
Frank Enright, Dubuque, la.
Charles Reiger, engineer.
Miss Katherine Smith, Dubuque, la.
The engine o f the passenger train 

was smashed to pieces, the baggage 
car and several coaches were thrown 
from the track and greatly damaged. 
The last car in the passenger train, a 
Pullman, was the only one that kept 
tl#e track. Several of the freight cars 
were thrown from the track and de
molished.

“Golden S tate” W recked.
Tucson, Ariz., Dec. 20.— Engineer 

Tom Walker and Fireman P. W. Bauer, 
both of Tucson, were killed, ten per
sons were seriously injured and 13 
others cut and bruised when the east- 
bound Golden State Limited, a Rock 
Island train running over the South
ern Pacific tracks west of El Paso, was 
wrecked three miles west o f Benson. 
The most seriously injured were 
brought to St. Mary’s hospital at Tuc
son.

.The train was running 30 miles an 
hour. Southern Pacific officials say 
the train struck a curve at too high 
speed.

The injured were nearly all in the 
tourist sleepers and in the mail car.

Two Killed at Blakely, Minn.
St. Paul, Minn., Dec. 20.— West

bound passenger train No. 3 on the 
Minneapolis and Iowa division o f the 
Chicago, St. Paul, Minneapolis & 
Omaha railroad collided with a freight 
train at Blakely, Minn., about noon. 
Fireman Joe Zinneill'and Mail Clerk 
F. Torgerson, both o f St. Paul, were 
killed. None of the passengers was 
injured seriously.

SEES PERIL FOR TOURISTS

“ So your fiancee is smaller than*
you.”

“ Yes, she comes up just to there.” '

SORE EYE S  CURED.
Eye-Balls and Lids Became T e rrib ly  

Inflamed— Was Unable to Go A b ou t  
— All O ther Treatm ents Failed, B u t

Cuticura Proved Successful.

"About two years ago my eyes got 
in such a condition that I was unable- 
to go about. They were terribly in
flamed, both the balls and lids. I 
tried home remedies without relief. 
Then I decided to go to our family^- 
physician, but he didn’t help them. 
Then I tried two more o f our most 
prominent physicians, but my eyes 
grew continually worse. At this time- 
a friend of mine advised me to try 
Cuticura Ointment, and after using it 
about one week my eyes were con
siderably improved, and in two w eeks 
they were almost well. They have 
never given me any trouble since and 
I am now sixty-five years old. I shall 
always praise Cuticura. G. B. Halsey, 
Mouth o f Wilson, Va., Apr. 4, 1908.” ’
Potter Drug & Chem. Coro., Sole Props., Boston

A married man can always get a lit
tle off his sentence for bad behavior.

The Wretchedness 
of Constipation
Ctn quickly be overcome *>y
CARTER’ S LITTLE 
UVER PILLS.

Purely vegetable 
ct surely and

gently on the 
fiver.

ness, and Indigestion. They do their duty* 
Small PiD, Small Dose, Small Price. 

G EN U IN E must bear signature:

WESTERN CANADA
What Prof. Shaw, the Well-Known Agri
culturist, S a y s  About I t :

Viceroy of Canton Fears Anti-Foreign  
Outbreaks in That C ity— W arns  

W ashington Authorities.

Pelting, Dec. 20— Fearing that, in 
view of the prevalence of anti-foreign 
feeling in Canton, he will be unable 
to give visitors due protection, the 
viceroy telegraphed to the Wai Wu 
Pu a request that the Washington 
authorities be asked to prevent the 
heavy influx of Americans scheduled 
to reach Canton next week.

The steamship agency has arranged 
for 700 tourists to visit Canton in par
ties of 200 a day. The viceroy fears 
such a cavalcade of chairs blocking 
the narrow streets might furnish 
cause for trouble and possible riots 
with which the police would be unable 
to cope.

Five Hundred Men Idle by Fire.
New York, Dec. 21. —  The high pres

sure fire-fighting system failed to 
check a $200,000 blaze in the seven- 
story factory building adjoining the 
Salvation Army headquarters, Mon
day. From the latter 100 men and 
women were driven to the street.

Lurton Confirmed as Justice.
Washington, Dec. 21.— Judge Hor

ace Lurton of Nashville, Tenn., tvas 
confirmed by the senate as associate 
justice of the supreme court, Monday. 
No opposition apepared.

“ I would sooner raise cattle in Western 
Canada than in the corn belt of the United States. Feed 

is cheaper and climate 
better tor the purpose. 
Four market will improve faster than your farmers will produce the supplies. Wheat can be grown up to the 60th par
allel [800 miles north of the International bound
ary]. Your vacant land 
will be taken at a rate beyond present, concep
tion. - jW e have enough
geo pi a in the United 

tates alone who want homes to take up this land.”  Nearly

70,000 Americans
will enter andmake their homes 
in  Western Canada this year.1909 produced another large 
crop o f wheat, oats and barley, 
in  addition to which the cattle exports was an immense item.Cattle raising, dairying, mixed farming and grain growing in the 
.provinces of Manitoba, Saskat
chewan and Alberta.Free homestead and pre-emption areas, as well as lands held 
by railway and land companies, will provide homes for millions.

Adaptable soil, healthful climate, splendid schools and 
churches, and good railways.

For settlers’ rates, descriptive literature “ hast Best West," how to reach the country and other par
ticulars, write to Sup’t of Inuni. gration, Ottawa, Canada, or to the 
Canadian Government Agent,
C. J. Broughton, 480 Quincy Bldg. Chicago, 
111.; W .H . Rogers, 3d floor, Traction Ter
minal B ldg., Indianapolis; Geo. A. Hall, 
180 Sd St., Milwaukee, WU.

PfiS o r b i n e
R em oves B ursal Enlargem ents* T hickened , S w o l l e n  T i s s u e s *  
Curbs, FUled Tendons, Soreness 
from  any Bruise or  Strain, Cures 
Spavin Lam eness, A llays Pain. 
Does not B lister, rem ove the h a ir

  o r  lay the horse, up. 8 ‘i.OO a.
Beforo Arter bottle. H orse B ook  1 E fr e e .
A BSO RBIN E, .JR., (mankind $1 and $2 bottle.) 
For Synovitis, Strains, Gouty or Rheumatid Deposits, Varicose Veins, Varicocele, Hydrocele. 
Allays pain. Your druggist can supply and give 
references. Will tell you more if you write. Send 
for free book and testimonials. Mid. only by 
IV. F. Y O l’ NG, P . D. F ., 810  Temple S t ., Springfield, Baia.

K N O W N  s in c e  1836 a s R E L I  A B L E
. — r-M l’ Q  (TRADE MARK )

■V S R S  BLACK
^  ~  CAPSULES

SUPERIOR REMEDYfoaURINARY DISCHARGES™ 
DRUGGISTS o r  b y  MAIL o n  REC E IPTof50c 

H PL ANTEN & SON. 93 HENRY ST.BROOKLYN.N.Y.

A Light or a Close Shave 
NO STROPPING NO HONING

K^JOWN THE WORLD OVER

OLD SORES CURED
Allen’s UlcerineSalvecuresChroniclilcers, B one 
Ulcers,Scrofulous Ulcers.Varicose U lcers,In 
dolent Ulcers,M ercurial U lcers,W hite Swelling .>1 ilk L eg,Fever Sores,all old «ore*. Positively ne 
Allure. By mull 60c. J.P.ALLiKN.Dept. Al.at.Panl.Miiin.

1TOR # ‘400.00—*11).IXJ cash and liU.UU each nionill 
E We seii town-lot and ten acres land at deep water 
harbor on Gulf of California. Knnber & Howard,
320Commerce Bldg.. Kansas City. Mo

Eorme Qnlrf Businesses, Prop«:ty Quickly for cash I (11 III0 OUIU anywhere. We sell to toreigners. Cash buyers, iteasonable terms. Green*’, 1S4 Monro«8t,,Chieage

BROWNS
B r o n c h i a l  T r o c h e s
A preparation of superior merit for relieving Cough*. 
Hoarseness and Irritation of throaty of great bench* 
fn Lung Troubles, Bronchitis and Asthma. Frew 
from opiates or any harmful ingredient.
Priee, 25 cents, 50 cents and f  1.00 per box. 
Sample mailed on request.

JOHN I. BROWN & SON. Boston f M «..



GREAT LOVE STORIES 
= □  OF HISTORY < =

By ALBERT PAYSON TERHUNE

Henry of Nevarre and Marguerite of Valois
(Copyright by the Author.)

Two young people stood before the 
altar facing the archbishop of Paris 
■one day in August, 1572. The girl was 
Blender and beautiful. The man was 
tall, dark, homely, with a great hooked 
beak of a nose. The young couple 
were both under 20. All the nobility 
o f  France had flocked to Paris to wit
ness their marriage. Yet, now that 
the two faced the archbishop, there 
was a most amazing hitch in the cere
monies.

The bride refused to make her re
sponses! The bridegroom (Henry, 
king of the subsidiary province of 
Navarre) answered “ I do” to the arch
bishop's query as to whether he would 
take Princess Marguerite de Valois as 

^nis wife. But when the same question 
-^was put to Marguerite she refused to 

Teply. The spectators whispered ex
citedly. There was an awkward pause.
Then a pale, wild-eyed man, gaudily 
dressed, stepped forward, caught Mar
guerite’s head roughly between his 
hands and bent it forward by force 
into a nod of assent. The man who 
thus overcame the bride’s obstinacy 
was her brother, the half-crazy Charles 
IX., king of France.

The foregoing scene is scarcely a 
promising opening for a “ love” story 
and needs some explanation. France 
for years had been rent by quarrels 
between two great factions, the Hugue

nots (Protestants)
A Strange and Catholics. The 

e mg‘ dispute was pol
it ica l, rather thgn religious, and led 
to  a long series of wrars. Catherine de 
Medici, mother of Charles IX. and 
Marguerite de Valois, hated the Hu
guenots and made the following plan 
for  their destruction: She arranged
a  marriage between Henry, king of 
Navarre (leader of the Huguenots) 
and her daughter Marguerite. All the 
Huguenot leaders were invited to 
Paris for the ceremony. While they 
were there a wholsesale massacre 
was to take place on St. Bartholo
mew's day, and no Huguenot to be left 
alive.

Marguerite was as clever as she 
was beautiful. She did not relish the 
idea of being made a pawn in this 
game of murder. Hence her refusal 
to  make the marriage responses. Yet, 
when the wedding was actually over, 
she did all in her power to save her 
young husband from the fate decreed 
for him. So successful was she that 
in  spite of Catherine’s plots Henry 
was not killed in the ensuing “ Massa
cre  of St. Bartholomew.” But thou
sands of his fellow Huguenots were 
slaughtered in cold blood and his own

life hung by a thread. To Marguerite’s 
tact and the frequent warnings she 
gave him he owed his safety. That 
the strangely mated couple grew to 
care very much for each other, in 
their own free-and-easy way, is cer
tain. Though it was not the sort of 
love that endured, yet while it lasted 
both Henry and Marguerite were the 
gainers. By saving Henry from death 
his wife changed the whole history of 
France. For he was destined to be
come that country’s greatest king. In
cidentally, she won for herself the 
title of “ Queen of Navarre” and ruled 
a gay court of her own in her hus
band’s little kingdom. Henry was ex
iled from Paris. Marguerite, against 
her family’s wish, insisted on follow
ing him to Navarre. There the two 
planned a series of diplomatic master
strokes that strengthened the Hugue
not cause and. made Henry’s name fa
mous throughout France. •

Years passed by and the royal cou
ple continued to govern their little 
Navarraise court and to scheme for 
greater power. In course o f time 
Henry was enabled by these plans to 
claim and win the throne of France. 

a •» . j ,  Then it was that
■ U+S*a!j Marguerite shouldIngratitude. , . ..a have r» aped the

result of her years of plotting. But 
she did not. Henry, instead of making 
her queen of France, divorced her. 
Having saved his life and then having 
helped him to achieve the highest 
point of his ambition, she was cast off.

Marguerite does not seem to have 
mourned greatly over this ingratitude. 
She was allowed to keep her title of 
“ Queen of Navarre,”  and received a 
yearly income on which she maintain
ed a little court of her own in Paris. 
Her palace became the resort of learn
ing and fashion. She spent so much 
money in keeping up this private es
tablishment that Henry’s miserly soul 
was sorely vexed. Yet he and she al
ways remained good friends. He con
stantly came to her for advice and 
aid in matters of diplomacy. She 
lived to see Henry’s wise rule lift 
France to the foremost place among 
Europe’s nations. The king, after di
vorcing Marguerite, married Marie de 
Medici, an Italian woman, and rela
tive to the Catherine de Medici who 
had sought his death.

Henry was assassinated while still 
in the height of his career. Marie de 
Medici is thought by many historians 
to have caused his murder. Thus the 
change of wives profited him little and 
Marguerite was (somewhat tardily) 
avenged for his desertion.

MODEL DAIRY BARN AND
HOW TO CONSTRUCT IT

T o  P r o f i ta b ly  Conduct D a ir y , F a r m e r  M u st T a k e  A d v a n 
tage  o f  E v e r y  L a b o r  S a v in g  Device 

a n d  A r r a n g e m e n t.

Formerly the farmer first built a 
small barn or shed, complete in itself, 
and, as the needs required added oth
ers in line about the yards. After a 
time he would have a colony of barns 
sheds and pens none of them handy 
in themselves or convenient to each 
other and all expensive to keep in 
good repair. Choring on farms with 
such barn equipment would be heavy 
at all seasons of the year and necessi
tate the expenditure of a great amount 
of extra labor. On all farms, labor 
is a very important item, says a writ
er in Homestead. To profitably con
duct a dairy the farmer must take ad
vantage of every practicable labor sav
ing device, machine and arrangement 
In the planning of a dairy barn a 
prime consideration is the matter of 
convenience. This is, of course, sec
ond only to lighting and ventilation. 
The dairy barn need not be elaborate 
or expensive, but should be well light
ed, well ventilated and convenient.

The combination dairy and horse 
barn now being built by Mr. B. F. 
Sheridan on the farm near Fond du 
L »c, Wis., seems to combine these

the manure shed or pile as the case 
may be. The feed room will be con
veniently placed near the silo and 
handy to the driveway which separ
ates the horse and cow barns.

The dairy inspectors are becoming 
more and more strict in their require
ments and the legislatures o f several 
of the corn belt states last winter 
passed still more stringent laws af
fecting the production of milk and the 
manufacture of milk products. The 
W isconsin law is perfectly plain upon 
several points and upon none is it 
more so than in respect to the use of 
separators in stables and barns. Fol
lowing we give the express language 
of the bill which was enacted: — 
“ cream produced by the use of a 
cream separator placed or stationed in 
any building containing a stable 
wherein are kept cattle or other an
imals, unless such cream separator is 
so separated and shielded by partition 
from the stable portion o f such build
ing as to be free from all foul or nox
ious air or gases which issue or may 
issue from such place or stable— is 
declared hereby to be insanitary.”

f-.*1
Ro... 1\J n f ur' r*t' U l'

11 i i i t i i *

Cow Stable Plan

j characteristics in good proportion. 
| The barn, as this drawing indicates, 
! will be 85 feet long and 42 feet wide. 

The dairy barn proper will accommo
date 26 head exclusive of the young 
things enclosed in the calf pens built 
along the north wall.

The cows will be stalled in two 
rows facing outward and toward feed
ing alleys. Both feeding and gutter 
alleys will be tracked for either litter 
or feed carriers. The track will lead 

! to the silo and also out of doors to

Like many another progressive I 
dairyman Mr. Sheridan has equipped ‘ 
his barn with a suitable dairy room 
which houses a gasoline engine, pump 
and cream separator, and which we 
believe answers to the requirements j 
o f the dairy law. The dairy room also J 
provides a ready entrance to the barn 
from the residence. Altogether the 
plan is a very excellent one— it pro
vides opportunity for good lighting, 
thorough ventilating and is particu
larly convenient.

LEICESTER AN D  A M Y  R O BSAR T FROST-PROOF ROOT CELLAR
Amy Robsart was a pretty country 

girl, daughter of a wealthy old knight 
who lived in Berkshire, England. While 
a  mere child she was betrothed to 
Robert Dudley, one of the many sons 
o f  the crafty duke of Northumberland. 
The duke worked hard for his own 
fam ily ’s advancement. He arranged 
a  marriage between one of his sons, 
Guilford Dudley, and Lady Jane Grey, 
cousin to King Edward VI. of England. 
In this series the story of Lady Jane 
Grey has been told. As a result Jane, 
Guilford and Northumberland were all 
three beheaded. Northumberland’s 
father had already been beheaded by 
Henry VIII. for unlawful use of power.

It was while trying to arrange for 
his family’s welfare that the duke ar
ranged the marriage between his hand
somest, cleverest son, Robert, and rich 
Sir John Robsart’s daughter, Amy. It 
seemed at the time a good match, for 
Robert did not then dream of the 
rank that was later to be his. Amy 
loved him devotedly, and he seems to 
have been fond of her in his own self
ish way. The early years of their 
married life— they were scarcely more 
than boy and girl— were passed hap
pily in quiet Berkshire. Amy was

more than con-
A Boy and G irl ten t tQ lead a sim_

Love A ffa ir. pje covmtry exis
tence with her handsome young hus
band. But political temptations soon 
drew them apart.

Robert received an office at court 
under Queen Mary. Then Mary died, 
and her sister, Elizabeth, came to the 
English throne. Elizabeth, though 
she never married, had an eye for 
handsome, clever men, and often gave 
them higher positions at court than 
she bestowed on persons of real merit. 
Dudley knew' this trait o f the queen’s 
and resolved to profit by it. Leaving
bis lonely little w ife at Cumnor Hall 
in Berkshire, he took up his residence 
at London and devoted himself to win
ning fickle Elizabeth’s favor. He suc
ceeded. She loaded him with wealth 
and titles, and undoubtedly fell deeply 
in love with him. Then it was that 
Robert’s ambition took a new and 
audaciously high flight.

Elizabeth was unmarried. She loved 
Robert, and he had more influence 
over her than any other living man. 
W hy not marry her and rise at a 
bound to the dazzling rank of prince 
consort? The idea was daring, yet it 
seemed plausible. Only one obstacle 
appeared to block Robert’s path to 
greatness. He already had a wife.

Amy meanwhile lived on, lonely and 
neglected, at Cumnor Hall, hoping ever 
that her adored husband would tire 
o f  court life and come back to her. 
She suspected nothing of his new 
plans, not even when one or two un

successful attempts were made to 
poison her. These attempts failing, it 
was necessary to use surer means. 
Such means were employed, and the 
finger of suspicion points strongly to 
Robert as instigator of the whole 
crime.

One morning in 1560 Amy was foand 
dead, her neck broken. The report 
was given out that she had fallen 
down a flight of stairs. A story that 
is more generally believed is that she 
was told her husband was at last com
ing to see her, and that as she ran, 
delightedly to the stairway to greet 
him a trap door (previously loosened 
by some of Robert’s servants) gave 
way under her feet, hurling her to 
the floor below and killing her. In 
any case the faithful, trusting girl was 
dead, and Robert was left free to mar
ry Elizabeth— if he could.

But often the best laid plans meet 
with an unexpected hitch. For some 
reason Elizabeth refused to wed this 
man she professed to love above all 
the world. Strong as was her affection 
for Robert, her selfishness was prob- 

 ̂ ably stronger, and
A Crim e T h a t ghe did nQt ^ { g ^
W as Useless. jdea Gf shar

ing her royal power with any one. At 
any rate, she remained single, and 
Amy Robsart’s vile murder was all in 
vain. Yet Elizabeth continued to 
shower favors on Robert. She made 
him a Knight of the Garter, gave him 
the great castle of Kenilworth, and 
in 1564 created him earl of Leicester. 
As years went on she raised him con
tinually to higher and higher posts of 
honor. Robert had ambition without 
ability. Therefore he made more or 
less of a failure of every enterprise or 
diplomatic task allotted to him and 
was hated by the people. All of which 
did not dim Elizabeth’s affection nor 
open her eyes to the man’s true char
acter. In 1576 the earl of Leicester 
secretly married a widow whose hus
band he was said to have poisoned. 
Elizabeth at last was aroused against 
her favorite. She threatened to have 
him cast into prison— not on suspicion 
of poisoning, but for daring to prefer 
another woman to herself. Yet she 
later forgave him, and he remained 
one of her foremost advisers until his 
death in 1587.

In Sir W alter Scott’s novel, “Kenil
worth,” Amy Robsart is represented 
as confronting Elizabeth at Leicester’s 
castle in 1575. The chief flaw in 
Scott’s version is that Amy had been 
killed 15 years earlier, and that Eliza
beth in all probability never saw the 
unlucky girl.

Hospitality.
Hospitality grows best wnere it if 

most needed.— Hugh Miller.

Roots should be kept cold. Roots 
are 90 per cent, water, which ac
counts for their shriveling up so 
when kept in a warm dry place, as 
the moisture evaporates and the roots 
lose a great part of their feeding 
value. On the other hand, if the cel
lar is warm and moist, they rot badly.

Roots should not freeze, but they 
will stand a little frosty weather 
without injury. You can keep a few 
bushels of garden carrots packed in 
sand in a box in your house cellar if 
you keep the cellar window open. 
Sand keeps the air away from the 
carrots, and the open window keeps 
the cellar cool so they neither rot, 
sprout nor shrivel. Carrots kept like 
this are just as nice in the spring as 
they are in the fall.”

Roots when grown in large quanti
ties for stock must be kept on the 
same general plan. The air in the 
root cellar must be cool, clean and 
dry. When this fact is well understood 
we will get along better in building a 
root cellar. W e must provide oppo
site windows to be left open in the 
Call until cold freezing weather; then 
we must have ventilators in the roof 
to be left open all winter.

This plan provides for a shallop ex
cavation into a bank if you have one, 
with a cement wall eight feet high all 
around. If the cellar is built in a 
Side hill leave a roadway on the up
per side so you can fill it easily.

The ceiling joists are imbedded in 
this wall while it is soft. A thin 
narrow strip is laid In the soft ce
ment to rest the ends of the joists on 
to keep them even. After putting 
them in place build the ventilator 
shafts.

The ceiling boarding is then nailed 
on the under side of the ceiling joists 
and the cemon’ con rote is filled in 
on the top between the joists and over

them about one to three Inches, mak
ing the top of the cellar about ten 
inches thick in the center and be
tween six and seven inches at the 
sides to drain the water off. Then a 
plaster coat Is trowled on top of this 
to shed water. This plaster coat is 
mixed one part cement to two parts 
fine sharp sand. After the roof is fin
ished it is kept wet a week so it will 
dry hard without cracking.

A wooden slide is fitted to the bot
tom of each roof ventilator, but is sel
dom closed. It is well, however, to 
have it in case of extreme cold weath
er Just to slide in at night to be 
opened out again the next day.

Scarcity of Fowls.
Indications are that live chickens 

and fowls are scarce throughout the 
country as shown by the steady high 
level of prices. Now and then reports 
are heard of sales considerably above 
the market. A carload of desirable 
western fowls arriving at Boston was 
reported sold at 17^ cents per pound, 
which is i y2 cents above the regular 
prices. Such a transaction would not 
be possible were the supply anywhere 
equal to the demand.

Salt fo r Pigeons.
On one of the largest squab plants 

in this country, salt is furnished the 
breeders by dipping the small sacks 
in water and then allowed to dry until 
they become hard and firm. These are 
then placed in the lofts and the 
pigeons pick out the salt through the 
sacks. Never give common granu
lated salt loose.

Stove in Place.
The old adage “procrastination is 

the thief of time” applies in reference 
to getting the new stove in place be
fore that severe weather comes. Keep 
the house warm apd qpsy.

Cherry.— E. P. Bicknell, director 
of the Red Cross, arrived here 
and is making an examination of the 
reiief work. He said that while condi
tions could not be characterized as 
ideal, yet he thought they had been 
greatly improved. When asked if he 
found any families in need he said: 
“ Yes, I would say there are families 
in need, but I believe there 
are none in actual stress; there are in
dividual cases here and there that 
must have special attention, and at 
times there are circumstances which 
arise that call for immediate action, 
and while these might seem to some 
people as cases of actual distress they 
are such that I believe cannot be well 
avoided. The funds for the actual re
lief work is being supplied by the lo
cal committee, while the funds of the 
Red Cross and those of the United 
Mine Workers are being reserved. If 
the legislature makes an appropria
tion, which I trust it will, I favor the 
consolidation of all three funds and 
placing of them in trust to be adminis
tered to the families that have sus
tained losses from this disaster.”

Galesburg.— Developments oi the 
scandal growing out of the sale 
by C. W. Morris of his equity in a 
Knox county farm for $3,300 to the 
alms ,house committee and his soon 
after sending three checks each for 
$825 to Supervisors S. McWilliams and 
Harvey Butt of the committee and to 
Lou Robertson of Abingdon, who acted 
as the agent of Morris, bring McWil
liams and Robertson more prominently 
into the case. McWilliams has em
ployed attorneys, but does not deny 
having received the check. Indica
tions are that Morris will be sum
moned to appear either before the 
alms house board or the grand jury 
and explain the transaction. McWil
liams takes the same position as Butt 
—that he was ignorant of the purpose 
of the check.

Chicago.— A father, mother and 
two children, all overcome by 
smoke, were rescued from death by 
policemen, who were compelled to 
break down a door to reach them, 
and two other families fled to the 
street in night attire as the result of 
two fires, one at 1612 North Halsted 
street and the other at 3303 South Hal
sted street. It was John Lay and his 
family who were carried out uncon
scious. The building is two stories 
high and Lay ran a saloon on the first 
floor. The family lives above. The 
fire started in the basement. It is be
lieved to have originated when Lay 
thawed out frozen water pipes in the 
basement with a torch and is believed 
to have been smoldering all night.

Chicago.— Jacob Zimon, 45 years 
old, Maywood, was acquitted of 
the charge of murder in Judge Ker- 
sten’s court. The verdict, which was 
sealed and read in court, was reached 
after three hours’ deliberation. The 
medical testimony the defense intro
duced is believed to have been respon
sible for the verdict. Zimon was 
charged with the murder of Mrs. Jo
sephine Bennett, 826 Thirteenth ave
nue, Maywood, who died in the May
wood hospital, July 18. The prosecu
tion charged that Zimon kicked and 
fatally beat Mrs. Bennett, causing her 
death 15 days later.

Cairo.— Frank E. Davis, deposed 
sheriff of Alexander county, does 
not propose to accept the deci
sion of Gov. Deneen depriving him of 
that office. He will bring suit to test 
the constitutionality of the law under 
which the governor acted. According 
to the attorneys who are now looking 
into the law, quo warranto proceed
ings may be begun in the circuit court 
at any time, and it is passible if ac
tion is taken at once to get the case 
before the Illinois supreme court at 
its February term so as to get an early 
decision.

Sterling.— A jury in the Carroll 
county circuit court deliberated 27 
hours in the case in which Wray 
Gleason was accused of an attempt to 
murder his step-daughter, failed to 
agree and was discharged. The girl 
intervened in a quarrel between Glea
son and his wife and was shot in the 
back.

Quincy.— Fire at Mendon, this 
county, destroyed buildings and 
stocks estimated worth $20,000. Quin
cy sent firemen and apparatus on a 
special train to aid in preventing the 
fire spreading, to succeed n which the 
Mendon bank building on account of 
limited water supply had to be torn 
down.

Freeport.— Herman F. lianke has 
been appointed deputy United 
States marshal for the western 
division of the r th rn district of Il
linois, with headquarter; here.

Cairo.— The grand Jury is in
vestigating Charges of graft in the 
city police department and will not 
adjourn for the holidays until the lat
ter part of the week.

Sterling. — The board, of educa
tion placed a ban on lootball in the 
Sterling high and public schools, de
claring the game dangerous to life 
and limb.

East St. Louis.— George Heberle, 
20 years old, signed a written con
fession that he kindled the flames 
which destroyed the warehouse of 
the Corno Mills Company and caused 
a loss of $125,000. His confession 
also details how he caused three fires 
in the Nelson Morris & Co.’s plant 
here last May. These fires caused a 
loss of $18,000. Heberle asserted that 
he merely wished to have “a little fun 
putting the fires out.”

Cairo.—Henry Dillow, known as the 
hermit of the hills, was locked up by 
Deputy Sheriff George Durham. He 
is believed to be demented.

ON TABLE MANNERS
W H E R E  C L U M S IN E S S  IS A L W A Y S  

U N P A R D O N A B L E .

This Is a Most Im portant Branch of 
Knowledge W hich Should Be Im 

parted Early in the L ife  
of Child.

The first thing a child learns is the 
road that lies between Its little hand 
and rosy mouth. Yet, despite this 
early start in a very important branch 
of knowledge, nine out of ten adult 
persons eat improperly.

The reason of this, in the first in
stance, is that parents have neglected 
to reprove the first signs of clumsi
ness, thinking it all right if the child 
only eats the meal set before it.

To eat gracefully, which is to say 
noiselessly and properly, is one of the 
first accomplishments demanded by 
polite society. It is impossible to 
know the elegant world without It— 
that is, to go on knowing it, for the 
tablc-boor may have crept in once 
somehow. And, though one may be 
Inclined to forgive the clumsy, hearty, 
and really big boy somewhat, there 
seems no excuse for the girl what
ever her age. As she represents the 
ornamental side of the human race, 
more is expected of her than of the 

I other sex.
As a well set table is the begin- 

I ning of table education, the girl who 
j find", her home neglected in this re

spect should take it upon herself to 
make the family board more attrac
tive.

In the land in which we live what 
| constitutes bad manners at table? 

Eating noisily, voraciously, with the 
elbow on the table, with the mouth 

| full when speaking; in the guest dab- 
b.ng quantities of pepper and salt and 
other condiments upon the food 
served; in wearing the napkin as a 
bib instead of placing it upon the

knees; in not knowing the fork for 
this thing and the knife for that; in 
buttering the bread in a whole slice 
instead of breaking it off in morsels 
and buttering those when ready to eat 
them; in eating the soup from the  
tip of the spoon instead of from the  
side; in the hostess or host apologiz
ing for the simplicity of the meal and 
appointments when they can afford 
nothing better; in the guest not know
ing that it is the height of indelicacy 
to ask for things not on the table—  
suppose there is no W orcestershire or 
mustard or olive oil in the house— and 
in their going away without compli
menting the host or hostess upon the  
meal-

Along with these graver offenses 
there are some minor ones, though, 
each and every "slip” counts in the 
summing up. For example, the polite 
world expects you to know that you 
must eat asparagus with a fork and 
not with the fingers; that the spaghet
ti must be rolled over the fork and 
carried deftly to the mouth without 
a hanging end, and never cut up; that 
green salad must also be disposed of, 
somehow, without cutting; that fish is 
a tood for forks and never for knives; 
that you ought to understand, if you 
don’t already, that if you take a 
chicken or bird bone in the left hand 
and nibble it prettily, you would be 
doing quite a permissible thing, 
•whereas to hold the bone in both 
hands and eat greedily is an actual 
impertinance.

To sum up the moral significance 
table manners, it must be remembered 
always that the offer of a meal in a 
private family is the highest compli
ment that can be paid. It is incum
bent upon the guest, then, to held all 
that has passed at this table as holy, 
whether some defects marked the 
meal or not. Which is to say, there 
must be no unflattering discussion of 
the entertainers upon going home, no 
ungracious word concerning the meal 
or its manner of serving. The hostess 
must be equally exquisite toward the 
departed guest, letting fall no word 
that would put her in any belittling or 
ungraceful light.

DESIGNED TO HOLD BRUSHES
Handy Pocket to Hang in Corner of 

Dressing Room or in the 
H ail.

Here is a most handy pocket to 
hang in a dressing room or in the 
hall; it is intended to hold clothes and 
hat brushes, needles, pins and cotton, 
also a bottle of benzine and a piece 
of flannel; which are all frequently

needed just when one is going out for 
a walk, and if they can be found at 
once, will save much needless worry 
and delay.

A foundation of cardboard is made 
for the back, shaped as shown in the

CLEAN1NGGARMENTS A T  HOME

Two Pieces of Inform ation T h a t Are  
W orth Keeping in the 

Memory.

If a girl is away from a cleaner’s 
Rud she finds one of her best frocks 
spotted with grease, she can try the 
; nple remedy of French chalk and a 

hot iron. The chalk is spread thickly 
over the spot until all the grease is 
absorbed.

A soiled lace waist can be changed 
from white to light or medium ecru 
by beipg dipped in coffee. Take the 
black coffee left in the pot from break
fast, strain it well off the grounds, 
then place it In a vessel deep enough 
to put the waist into. Add one quart 
of cold water to the coffee. Place the 
waist in the solution, and let it stand 
15 minutes. Take it out when every 
piece has been through the solution. 
Then rinse once in clear water and 
hang up to dry. Press it, and you 
will have a beautiful waist.

illustration. It should be about twelve 
inches high in the deepest part and 
ten inches wide; this must then be 
covered with art serge, a firm kind of 
silk or linen, and lined at the back 
with satin; material is then sewn on 
the lower part of front, to form two 
large pockets for the brushes, and one 
small one for the flannel, and a second 
one about three inches high for the 
bottle of benzine, a small round pin
cushion is affixed to the center o f 
back, and the entire edge finished 
with embroidery or lace; ribbon forms 
a loop to hang the pocket up by, it is 
arranged in a bow and ends at the top.

To Thread a Needle.
There are women who are so sen

sitive about growing old that they 
stop sewing in public as soon as they 
begin to find it hard to thread a 
needle. But difficulty is threading a 
needle is not limited to the aged. Here 
is a hint which will make the task 
easier.

In threading a needle hold th » 
needle firmly between thumb and first 
finger. The thread is held in th© left 
hand with a short end extending from 
between tips o f first finger and thumb. 
The knack lies in pressing the tw o 
thumb joints hard together, keeping 
thread taut, when it will be foun I to 
go easily into the eye.

One Sleeve Only.
Not the least startling of the many 

automn drapery Ideas is the one
sleeved coat of chiffon that slips over 
the left arm and- hangs over the 
right shoulder with many graceful 
folds. Indeed, the wrap is extraodi- 
nary, and ranks for the moment as a 
novelty pure and simple. Perhaps, as 
the season progresses, it may find its 
place and be accepted with a dress 
n f a pertain  tvDe.

Post-Nuptial Shower.
It seems rather odd to give a bride a 

wedding shower after her wedding, 
but it may be done nevertheless, and 
it is often a highly practical plan. 
Brides are so overwhelmed with func
tions before their weddings that they 
often welcome the affairs that com e 
in more leisurely fashion afterwards.

FOR RECEPTION WEAR.

A reception gown of ciel blue m< 
teor silk crepe cut en directoire wit 
a long plain skirt, whose every lim 
however, is perfect. The bodice I 
made elaborate with a yoke of whit 
filet embroidered in silver and outlii 
ing the yoke is a fold of velvet som< 
what darker than material, edge 
with a frill of narrow white laci 
Sleeves are also lace trimmed and th 
shaped bertha of crepe is held i 
place by two large fancy blue bu 
tons.



I

KINGSTON N E W 5
F R E D  P. S M I T H , C O R R E S P O N D E N T

I

Mrs. R. A . Gibbs and Miss 
B lanche Pratt were C h icago  vis
itors last Saturday.

The m em bers o f  the W , C. T. 
U. sent a b o x  o f  c lo th in g  to 
Cherry, III., Saturday.

H en ry  H om an  cam e from  D u 
buque, Iowa, last Saturday to be 
a guest o f  form er friends.

Melvin Nulle o f  G enoa  spent 
last Friday evening and Saturday 
with his friend, E dgar Lettow .

Mrs. Johnson and son, Robert, 
o f  C h icago  are staying at the 
hom e o f  R. S. Pratt for a few 
weeks.

O. R. H ix  o f  D eK a lb  spent 
T hursday o f  last w eek  with his 
parents, Postmaster and Mrs. A . 
E . H ix .

Mr. and Mrs J. W . O 'B rien  are 
proud parents o f  a son, their first, 
born Friday morning, D ec .  17 
Miss F letcher is the nurse.

Mr. and Mrs. C. S. Phelps are 
entertaining his cousin, Ross 
Phelps o f  Caledonia, III. H e  will 
return to M organ Co., Ohio, next 
week.

John Martin o f  Sterling, C o lo 
rado, was entertained a few days 
this week while enroute to Dar- 
ington, W isconsin, to see his 
mother.

E v e r y b o d y  is invited to attend 
the watch night m eeting at the M 
E. church Friday evening, D ec ,  
31. Services will begin at nine 
o ’c lock .

Mrs. R ena Tallm an cam e last 
week  W ed n esd ay  from Reno, 
Nevada, to spend a few weeks 
with her mother, Mrs. M aggie  
W hitney.

D r .  H .  M. Bannen w ho gave 
the lecture, "G ett in g  Married,”  
at the M. E. church last Friday 
was entertained at the h om e o f  
R .  C. Benson.

Mrs. C. G. Chellgren and 
daughter, Leona, left Thursday 
to spend the holidays with her 
parents, Mr. and Mrs. S. T. Olson 
at W ood h u i l ,  111.

Rev. Ernest H ough ton  was ac 
com pan ied  by a friend, Mr. G ra 
ham, o f  C hicago  last Saturday 
evening. T he  latter preached 
the next m orning in the Baptist 
church.

A b ou t  fifty you ng  peop le  gave 
Guy Lanan a genuine surprise 
last Saturday evening at his hom e 
southeast o f  town. T w o  sleighs 
con v ey ed  the you ng  peop le  from 
town and a fine .ime is reported.

T he  Kingston C am p M. W . A. 
N o  203 elected  the fo l low ing 
officers for the fo l low in g  year:

V. C , D. L  Aurner
W . A , F. H. W ilson.
Clerk, F. P. Smith.
Banker, J. T. H ow e.
Escort, M, L. Bicksler.
W atchm an, W m . Sergent
Sentry, Ed. Dibble,
Manager, Stuart Shrader
Physician, G. W. Markley.
F o llow in g  are the newly e lec t 

ed and appointed  officers o f  East
ern Star Chapter No. 186:

Eva H ow e, W orth y  Matron.
Erank A rbuck le , W orth y  Pat

ron.
Ida Burgess, A ssociate  Matron.
A m anda M oyers, Secretary.
Kate A rbuckle , Treasurer.
Bess A rbuckle , Conductress.
Orrilla Parker, A ssociate  C on 

ductress.
A lm a Vickell ,  Chaplain.
Jessie Parker, A dah.
Frankie H olroyd , Ruth.
Hattie Landis, Esther.
May Pratt, Martha.
Gladys Burgess, Electar.
Belle Stuart, W arder.
Frank Stark, Sentinel.

Cough Caution
Never, positively never poison your lungrs. If you 

cough—even from a simple cold only—you should 
always heal, soothe, and ease the irritated bron
chial tubes. Don’t blindly suppress it with a 
stupefying poison. It’s strange how some things 
finally come about. For twenty y^ars Dr. Shoop 
has constantly warned people not to take cough 
mixtures or prescriptions containing Opium, 
Chloroform, or similar poisons. And now—a little 
late though—Congress says “ Put it on the label, 
if poisons are in your Cough Mixture.”  Good! 
Very good !! Hereafterforthisveryreasonmothers. 
and others, should insist on having Dr. Shoop’a 
Cough Cure. No poison marks on Dr. Shoop’s 
labels—and none in the medicine, else it must by 
law be on the label. And it’s not only safe, but it 
is said to be by those that know it best, a truly r* 
markable cough remedy. Take no chance then, 
particularly with your children. Insist on having 
Dr. Shoop’s Cough Cure. Compare carefully the 
Dr. Shoop package with others and note the 
difference. No poison marks there I You can 
always be on the safe side by demanding

Dr. Shoop’s 
Cough Cure

L. C A R M IC H A E L

Livery
Transfer
lOc Hitch
Barn

Gentle H orses  with Stylish 
Rigs.

Busses and Carriages for 
W e d d in g  Parteis and F'un- 
erals.

Coal Hauling, Piano M ovin g  
and General T eam ing .

Horses
Bought, sold  and exch anged .

Fair and Square 
Dealing with all.

W . W . Cooper
T e lep h on e  N o  68.

Cultivate  Enthusiasm.
Emerson: Nothing great was ever

achieved without enthusiasm.

Spectacles & J£ye Glasses 
A ccu ra te ly  F itted  

P erfect S ight R estored

J. J. SCHAEFER. Oph. D.

E y e  Sight Specialist
Oflce and R esidence, 225 C hicago St.

T eleph on e 983 ELGIN, ILL IN O IS

SUGGESTIONS
H

A V E  you seen our beautiful 
floral window? A n d  did 
you notice the pretty lit

tle Xmas novelties w e’ ve scattered 
am ong the flowers?

W e ll, w e ’ ve hundreds more of 
just such holiday gifts inside the 
store— little articles o f the sort 
that appeal to clever people, out- 
of-the-ordinary gifts, which al
though exceedingly novel are also 
exceedingly reasonable.

A m on g  them are som e per
fumes from  California in fancy 
boxes—

Paul Rieger’s
California Perfumes
So com e in when convenient 

for you ’ ll find many a suggestion 
and solve many a Xmas problem.

L. E. CAR M IC H AEL

S . H . M A T T E S O N
AU CTIO N EER
Geno - - - - - - -  Illinois

F A R M  S A L E S  A  SP E C IA L ,T Y
W rite  or call on me for terms or d rop  a card

and I will call on you
>Ich, 1 *

GENOA BOY IS  KILLED

PAUL STO TT L E A P S  TO HIS 

DEATH F R ID A Y

FIREMAN ON C. M. & ST. P.

F earing Results o f  C ollision  H e Ju m p ed  
from  E ngine at P ingree Grove— 

Funeral M onday

(C on t in u ed  from page i )

Hampshire under a "caution 
card .” One quarter mile west o f  
Pingree is a distance signal— the 
one alleged to be de fective  
This is located  on a curve and is 
designed to show whether or not 
the tracks to the depot  are or 
are not cleared. T he  signal 
showed danger, but was out o f  
order and trainmen knew that i: 
worked on ly  occasionally .

T he  crew on the time freight 
which crashed into the wav 
freight, admitted, after they had 
been questioned twice, that 
neither had received written or 
ders at Hampshire, but that th< y 
had waited to catch the dispatch 
es as the operator attempted to 
hand them to them. T h e y  d e 
clared, however, that he gave 
them a secret signal, which train
men know  to be a "caution order”  
and that they proceeded  without 
the little written slips from the 
chief train dispatcher.

The inquest was conducted  in 
the city hall. Hulett, L e w 
is and W . H . W erthwein, the lat
ter, con ductor  on the way freight, 
were the ch ief witnesses 
Charles C ook , con ductor  on the 
time freight and William Voltz 
brakeman on the way freight 
were also witnesses.

Paul E., son o f  Mr. and Mrs. 
James E Stott, was born in G e 
noa May 21, 1887, being one o f  a 
family o f  eight children.

H e was not the " fa vor ite ”  son 
and brother but one o f  a family 
o f  favorites. The members o f  
the Stott fam ily  were wrapped 
up in each other, the spirit o f  
parental, brotherly and sisterly 
love being made evident in manv 
ways This is the first break in 
the family circle and the death of 
this loved one is a b low  which 
causes agonizing grief.

Paul was possessed o f  a happy, 
buoyant disposition, full o f  life 
and vigor. W herever he was 
present there was a stir, and es- 
pecally  in the hom e was his 
presence a source o f  jo y  to 
the other members o f  the fam ily. 
When attending the public 
school, from which he graduated 
in 1906, he was a leader in any
thing that required his skill and 
strengh. In base ball and basket 
ball and other athletic sports he 
was one o f  the best on the teams, 
go ing  into the games with a d e 
termination that invariably 
brought v ictory  to the Genoa 
School.

Shortly  after graduating he 
entered the em p loy  o f  the C. M. 
& St. P. C om pany, and he d e m 
onstrated there that he could  use 
his strength and energy in serious 
matters as well as in the school-  
day sports.

T he funeral was heid at the M. 
E . church M on day  afternoon, 
D ec. 20, at 1:30 o ’c lo ck ,  Rev. J 
T. M cM ullen  officiating. Music 
was tusnished by the ladies’ 
quart t. There was a large at
tendance, testifying to the deep 
sym pathy which goes out to the 
heart broken members o f  the 
family.

Besides his parents there are 
five brothers and two sisters to 
mourn the loss o f  this be loved  
brother. T h ey  are: Frank of
New Y ork  City, Grace E. W ilks 
o f  Seattle, Wash., Gilbert E., J. 
Rolland, Zoe, A lfred  W., and 
V ictor  o f  Genoa.

D o n ’ t drug the Stomach, or 
stimulate the Heart or K idneys. 
That is wrong. It is the weak 
nerves that are crying out for 
help. Vitalize these weak inside 
contro ll ing  nerves with Dr. 
S h o o p ’s Restorative, and see how 
qu ick ly  g o o d  health will com e  to 
you  again1 Test it and see! Sold 
by L. E . Carmichael.

HANGING A HORSE.
T ria l and Execution of a Steed Which 

Overturned a Carriage.
The following account of the pri

vate trial and execution of a horse 
by command of the fantastic Mar
quis de Briqueviile is taken from 
an article entitled "Biographie des 
Excentriques,”  originally published 
without signature in La Repub- 
lique du Peuple, described as "AI-. 
manach Democratique, Paris, chez 
Prost, 1850,”  and republished in 
Oeuvres Posthumcs of Baudelaire. 
Paris. The article is evidently one 
of Baudelaire's bits of hack work, 
but even here the master’s touch is 
felt:

"First o f  all let us mention the 
Marquis de Briqueviile, a very rich 
person, popularly deemed crazy and 
probably slightly so. At least he 
did all that was necessary to justi
fy the opinion one had of him. One 
day as he was rushing violently 
through the streets in his brilliant 
equipage one of his forses fell. The 
carriage was upset, and the mar
quis received an ugly contusion. He 
is brought back to his mansion; he 
is in a rage; he wants to dismiss his 
coachman. The latter justifies him
self. The accident was not caused 
by any fault o f  his. One of the 
horses is to blame. ‘ I f  it is so,’ 
says the marquis, ‘ the horse must 
be punished; every fault must have 
its penalty.’ He orders all his 
household to appear— steward, but
ler, valets, scullions, grooms. It is 
a veritable court of justice. They 
all take their places. The marquis 
presides. The accused is brought 
in. He preserves in his noble hear
ing the calmness of innocence. The 
coachman makes the accusation. 
The secretary o f  the marquis, fill
ing the office of lawyer, presents 
the defense of the quadruped. He 
is long winded, heavy, flat, exactly 
as if he was pleading before parlia
ment. He quotes the Digest; he 
spits Latin. He concludes by re
questing that his client should be 
returned to the stable, whose finest 
ornament he is. The case is heard. 
The marquis gives his opinion first. 
He considers the accusation as 
proved. He votes for the sentence 
of death. All his valets hurry to 
vote like him. The whole thing 
seemed to them a joke. They were 
mistaken. The marquis had a scaf
fold erected in his yard. He ad
dressed to the condemned a prolix 
discourse, in which he made him 
feel the enormity o f  his crime. Dur
ing this oratorical display the un
fortunate victim looked upon the 
instrument of torture with a firm 
eye— no affectation of courage, no 
despondency.

“ As soon as the marquis had fin
ished a groom threw with dexterity 
a rope around the neck of the pa
tient, and a few seconds later the 
poor animal was suspended in the 
air, the coachman was pulling his 
feet down, a valet was stamping on 
his shoulders. The hanging was as 
correct as those daily exhibited in 
the square of the Greve. The at
tendants were stupefied with aston
ishment.”

How Indians P oison ed  Arrows.
Indians took a fresh deer liver, 

fastened it to a long pole and then 
went to certain places where they 
knew they would find rattlesnakes. 
The bucks would poke the first rat
tler with the liver. The snake 
would repeatedly strike at the liver 
with its fangs until its poison was 
all used up. Then the pole was car
ried home and fastened upright un
til the liver became as dry as a 
hone. The liver was pounded to a 
fine powder and placed in a buck
skin hag. This powder would stick 
like glue to any moistened surface 
and was used to poison arrows.—  
Denver Field and Farm.

Accurate IVIeasure.
A laborer in a dockyard was one 

day given a two foot rule to meas
ure a piece of iron plate. Not be
ing accustomed to the use of the 
rule, he returned it after wasting a 
good deal of time.

"Well, Bill,”  remarked the fore
man, "what is the size of the 
plate?”

"Well,”  replied he, with a smile 
which accompanies duty performed, 
" i t ’s the length of your rule and 
two thumbs over, with this piece of 
brick and the breadth of my hand 
and arm and from here to there, 
bar a finger.” — London Mail.

A Modern Diogenes.
Ethel, aged six, had gone down 

the village street with her new doll. 
It could he plainly seen that she 
was in dire distress. She stood still, 
and after a close scrutiny o f 's e v 
eral men who passed she accosted 
one.

"Say, are you an honest man ?”  
she demanded.

"Why, yes, I think so,”  was the 
astonished reply.

"Well, then, if you’re sure you’re 
an honest man,”  said the little 
maid, "please hold my dolly while 
I tie my shoe.” — Woman’s Home 
Companion.

Saloon Row at Cortland Friday
T he village o f  Cortland, five 

miles south o f  Sycam ore , records 
another saloon row, resulting in 
the cutting and m ore or less 
seriously injuring two men, while 
a third is detained in the county  
jail awaiting an investigation o f  
his acts by the next grand jury. 
David Smiley, a man about sixty 
years o f  age, is charged with 
assaulting with a deadly  weapon, 
Robert Meyers, constable o f  Cort 
la id ,  and Herbison, saloonkeeper 
in the village. M eyers received 
a severe cut in the face with a 
knife and Herbison was cut about 
the arm and other places, the 
wounds o f  both being o f  a nature 
requiring them to stay indoors, 
neither being able to appear in 
court at the preliminary hearing 
before Justice Mitchell in S y ca 
more Saturday afternoon.

Sale of Dairy Herd
Having rented my farm, known 

as the Jacob Spansail place, 100 
vards north o f  New Lebanon, 1 
ell at public auction on the 

premises my entire dairy on Fri
day, Dec. 31. Sale will begin at 
one o ’c lo ck  p, m. In the dairy 
are 18 new milkers and springers, 
2 heifers, 2 steers com in g  two 
yeaas old, also one team o f  mules, 
10 and 11 years old, one mule 11 
years old, black horse, 15 years 
o ld . Term s o f  sale: Sums of
$10 and under, cash; on sums 
over that amount credit o f  10 
months will be given on a p p rov 
ed notes bearing interest at 6 per 
cent per annum. N o  property  to 
be rem oved  until settled for.

A .  F. Fischbach.
M, E. H ow e, A uct ioneer. *

H U R R Y H U R R Y  HURRY
and pick  out y o u r  Xm as furni
ture. Our stock is the largest 

ur prices are the lowest. Y o u t 
cred it  is g ood .  W e  deliver free 

nd pay your carfare. Buy your 
X m as  furniture o f  A . L k a t h  & 
CO., 72-74 G rove A ve. ,  Elgin, III.

M arriage Deals In France.
French marriages turn out sur

prisingly successful, although they 
are generally arranged by the par
ents of the bride and bridegroom. 
In some parts o f  provincial France 
the wishes of a man or a maid are 
as often not taken into considera
tion by the parents "making the 
deal.”  In one province a lover, 
after declaring his passion, may re
ceive, while sitting at dinner at the 
house of his beloved, from her 
hands a plate of pea soup into 
which she has grated some cheese. 
He relishes that soup, for the 
grated cheese means that he has 
been accepted. I f  his addresses to 
the young woman are not welcome 
he finds that some one has placed a 
stinging nettle and some oats in his 
pocket. Another unmistakable sign 
is when the young woman turns the 
blackened end of a poker toward 
him.— New York Tribune.

Eastern Funereal Pomp.
When a rich and important Chi

naman dies his funeral is conducted 
with much pomp and splendor. His 
friends and relations instead of 
sending wreaths send innumerable 
banners. These are made of white 
silk with inscriptions beautifully 
worked in black velvet and express 
the senders’ good wishes to the de
ceased himself or to the members 
of his family for many generations. 
On the day of the funeral these 
banners are carried by hired men, 
who are all dressed alike for the oc
casion. After the funeral is over 
the banners are all brought back 
and eventually grace the rooms of 
the late Chinaman’s house.

An Easy W ay Out.
"Here, you,”  said the conductor, 

“ you rang up a fare. Do that ag’ in 
and I ’ ll put you off!”

The small man standing in the 
middle of the crowded car promptly 
rang up another fare. Thereupon 
the conductor projected him 
through the crowd and to the edge 
o f  the platform.

"Thanks,”  said the little man. 
" I  did not see any other way to get 
out. Here’s your dime.” — Success 
Magazine.

Houses and Lots 
For Sale

RESIDENCES, readv to use. in all narts of 
tow n, an vw here from  $600.00 to $6000.00. 

VACANT L o t s , an yw here from  $50.00 to 
$500.00, according- to location .

B u s in e s s  P r o p e r t y , w orth the price. 
FARMS of various sizes, from  80 acres to 

200 acres, at $100.00 per acre and  up.
H o u s e s  to let.

D. S. Brown
a t

EXCHANGE BANK  
Genoa, 111.

For Your Xmas Dinner
O L I V E S

Quart J a r s ............................2 5 '
Quait  Jar ......................... | 5c

B o t t l e ............................................ | 0

2 Qts. Cranberries ......... |5 ’
Sweet Potatoes 7 lbs .........25
M ixed  Nuts per lb ............. | 5 c

P R E S E R V E S

Qt. J ir Raspberry J a m . . 2 5 c 
Q  Jar Blackberry Jam . .  2 5 c 
Qt Jar Current J e l ly  2 5 c

Cal Gr ipes per lb ...............|5 c
N ivel Oranger p e rd oz ..3 0c 
K in g  A pp les  per p k ..........6QC

Old Pop Corn Guaranteed to Pop, per lb 5 C

Green Onions, Radishes, Celery and Lettuce

YO U R S TO P L E A S E

L. W. DUVAL
Phone No. 4

IF
The T hom pson  Piano C om p a n y  charged for the name the 
price o f  Thompson .Pianos would be 50 per cent, 
more than they are.
T he price I can quote  you on a Thompson Piano 
at the present time is lower than any other dealer ’s price 
for Thompson Pianos.
I will maKe you a lower price on a 
Thompson Piano than any other deal
er selling Thompson Pianos in the 
United States.

CH RISTM AS
is com in g  and I want all those who haven’t pianos to re
ceived a Reliable Thompson Piano on Christ
mas Day.
I have made arrangements to deliver pianos as an especial 
favor for Christmas Day.

Aug. Teyler
Genoa, Illinois

C O A L
O ur bins are fu ll of the  
highest grades of hard and  
soft coal. I t ’s all b righ t 
and from  the best known

1
m ines of the country. O ur  
m otto is quick service and  
clean service. A tria l order 
wiJl convince you.

J E, H. Cohoon ($1 Co.

Farm Loans
In amounts of $2000 or more, anywhere in De- 
Kalb county, with small pre-payment privileges. 

W e  also write farm insurance.

Talbot & Wiliberger
Insurance, Real Estate, Loans 6

D E K A L B  - - ILLINOIS

The Keeley treatment can
be obtained n o w h e r e  in
I l l in o is ,  e x c e p t  at the 
K eeley InstituteatD-wisht. M ore 
than 300.000 people  have b e e n  
relieved  o f  D runkenness and 
D ru g  and N arcotic  addictions 
by  the K eeley T reatm ent since 
it was d iscovered  and form u 
lated by the late Dr. L eslie  E. 
K eeley, over 30 years ago. A ll 
correspondence strictly  con fi
dential. No hum iliating expe
riences. L ong distance phone.

TH E LESLIE  E. K EELEY C O M P A N Y , Dwlg h t,  I l l in o is
C riiC A u O  O F F IC E : ^ .o n ru o  S t . S u ito  0 0 6



HERE were thick 
flurries at intervals 
as if the world were 
filled with a sudden 
storm of white feath
ers, but no weight of 
snow fell; the air 
had a sweet cold
ness as one inhaled 
it, yet was as mild 
as December twenty- 
fourth might be and 
not be pusillanimous 
— a well-behaved win
ter’s day; there was 

c o t  the ghost of a reason why the 
1:05 local from Barchester should be 
tw o hours late.

The handful o f pasengers at Blen
heim Junction wandered aimlessly, 
afraid to go away lest the belated 
train should make up time; now and 
again they drifted together and ex
changed pessimistic surmises as to 
any one’s chances of getting any
where for Christmas. The shifting

human atoms might be classified as 
four bunches: the small-boy bunch, 
three women circling about a stolid 
and annoyed boy; the tobacco bunch, 
four unshaven men; the parson— 
black of clothes, pallid, yet strong of 
face— and his friend, a prosperous 
business man by the look of him; and, 

|pthe fourth division, a solitary individ
ual. This last was young, and so 
strongly built that muscle was the 
first impression on looking at him. 
His listless movements were power
ful, his face was cast in a virile 
mold, but it was strength and beauty 
gone wrong. The face was lined with

The Man Avoided the Clergym an and 
His Friend.

unhappiness; the eyes were dull; a 
swinging walk lapsed to a lurch; his 
coat collar was up and his hat brim 
down, his clothes were shabby. The 
hypothetical observer would have 
seen that the man avoided with some 
effort the clergyman and his friend.

As they came toward him down the 
long platform, walking briskly for 
warmth, talking earnestly together, 
he watched them from under his sha
dowing bjit-brim, turned his back as 
they neaped him, and disappeared be
hind the station. His hands in the 
pockets o f his Overcoat, he stared out

at the fields with resentful eyes. He 
came to a stop in front of a bench, 
and, dropping into it, drew out a let
ter. The—thin envelope fell open as 
if read often before.

“ Dear Carl,” the writing ran, “ I 
saw Peterson two days ago and he 
told me you were playing in bad luck. 
There’s an opening out here in my 
business for a person who knows sev
eral languages, and you came to my 
mind. Would you care to take it? 
You would have to put up a thousand 
or two, and that, beyond traveling ex
penses, would be all the money nec
essary. I think you would like it. 
The business is going to be a big one, 
and we are making money now. There 
is plenty of work, but plenty of play 
also of the kind you’re good at— ten
nis and polo and that sort. And there’s 
the certainty of a fresh start in life 
with every chance of a solid career.

“ I’m sure you know what a pleasure 
it would be to me, because it’s always 
been a pleasure to be with you since

the first days of Groton. Think it 
over and send me a line by New 
\ ear’s so I may know during January. 
I repeat that I want you and that I 
hope you may care to come.”

The letter was dated from Hong 
Kong.

“ Care to com e!” The man flapped 
the paper with a gesture of despair, 
and at the second a door creaked 
mournfully behind him, opened half
way, and the clergyman’s clear-cut 
speech sounded through it.

“ You don’t mind the draft?”  the 
voice asked. “ It’s close in here.”

The man outside, the letter clasped 
against his knee, did not stir; he lis
tened intently. The two within sat 
down without seeing him, back to 
back with him, the wall between. 
Every word they spoke came out to 
him distinctly.

“ Why don’t you put that bag on the 
floor? You hold on to it as if it were 
treasure,”  the pleasant, easy tones 
of the parson continued.

The big man’s answer came after 
a second’s pause. “ It is treasure,” he 
said briefly.

“ Do you mean— Sidney, you’re not 
driving home alone to-night with the 
men’s wages?”

“ No, not alone. Tomlinson meets 
me.”

“ Tomlinson! He’s nothing. That is 
— he’s a good coachman, of course, 
but the mildest ruffian could do up 
Tomlinson with one hand. A great 
protection!”

“ I don’t want protection,” the slow 
voice half-laughed. “ I can protect my
self—and Tomlinson.”

The man outside could all but see 
the clergyman’s head shake disap
provingly.

“ I don’t like it. It’s six miles and 
you’ll have to go through the River 
Mills— the other road’s impassable. 
There’s a bad lot of roughs there just 
now. Pat O’Hara— who used to be my 
man-of-all-work-—told me about it last 
week. H e’s working now on the Falls’ 
bridge, and. lives two miles this side. 
He says they’re genuine desperadoes. 
It will be known that you’re coming—  
it’s always known. What possesed 
you to go back at night?”

“ Delayed,” the laconic tones an
swered. "A  meeting of the board of 
directors.”

“ Well, delay a bit longer, and you 
may save time,” the clergyman threw 
back. “ Don’ t go home to-night, Sid
ney— it’s regiily unsafe.”

“ Must get home for Christmas

by,” said the steady voice.
“ I know,” the clergyman agreed. 

“ I’m in the same box. Yet,” he 
harked back, “ it’s taking too much 
risk. You have no right to run such 
a risk. How much are you carrying?” 

“Three thousand dollars.”
The man outside drew a sharp 

breath as if the distinct words had hit 
him. Three thousand dollars!

The clergyman inside repeated 
them.. “Three thousand dollars! It’s 
too much to carry after dark through 
a nest of banditti.”

“ Banditti!” The other’s tone pro
tested.

But Dr. Harding persisted. “ At least 
leave the money in town.”

“ W here?” Maxwell asked. “The 
banks are closed. The men’s wages 
must be paid the twenty-sixth. I’ll 
carry it safe enough— the Maxwells 
have carried their employes’ wages to 
Maxwell Field for five generations.” 

The clergyman’s reply was serious. 
“ With two Maxwells killed to discour
age the practice,” he said. There was 
silence for a moment. Then, “ I see 
what can be done,” the older man 
spoke. “ Give me the money. I’ll take 
It to the rectory to-night, and to-mor
row you’ll all be over to service and 
you can fetch it back. How is that?” 

“ You’ve a lonely drive, too.”
“ Only two miles,” said Harding. 

“ And there’s no danger for me. No
body suspects a parson of money.” 

Maxwell considered, hesitated. “ I 
think I’ll accept your offer, doctor,” 
he said at last. “ Quarles, the man
ager, objects to my landing with a 
bag which I carry carefully myself, as 
I must when it’s loaded this way.” 
The man outside, strained forward, 
could imagine the manufacturer’s 
hand laid on the stout bag on his 
knee. “ My dress-suit case I throw 
at somebody to be put into the trap, 
and I think no more of it, but this I 
keep by me, and I’m so well known 
about the country that they are fa
miliar with my ways.”

The confident voice, the voice of a 
personage, went on, but the shabby 
figure outside relaxed, shivering a bit, 
against the wall of the station. He 
was thinking fast, but his listening 
now was less careful; he knew the 
rest; his data were collected.

There was a whistle down the track, 
and a wave of humanity drew togeth
er; the train pulled in, the man hov
ering in the background waited to 
see Mr. Maxwell of Maxwell Field, in 
a fur-lined ulster with its collar #nd 
cuffs of sable, and the thin clergy- 

i man in his overcoat a little gray at 
the seams, enter a car together, be
fore he sprang unnoticed into the car 
behind them.

The two big children and their small 
mother sat on the rug before the fire, 
the fire being an especial luxury for 
Christmas Eve. The nursery was a 
pleasant room; the spendthrift fire
light washed brightness over gay col
ors of coarse stuffs, over cheap prints 
of fine pictures, over the whitewashed 
walls and the peace of the two white 
beds folded back for the night. There 
was a homelike atmosphere, full of

----------------------------------------

the alert leisure of a house where 
much is done. The children leaned 
close against the woman between 
them; the girl’s hair was spread on 
her mother’s shoulders, and the boy ’s 
arm was around her and his head 
pressed her arm.

“ Say ‘The Night Before Christ
mas’ again mother,”  he begged. “ You 
promised you’d say it next.”

“No, she didn’t, Benny,” objected 
the girl, “ She only promised she’d 
say it again; she hasn’t said ‘While 
Shepherds W atched’ at all yet, or told 
us the story of the beasts on Christ-

Have you, m other?”
“ My knee, Benny— you weigh a ton, 

dear,” remonstrated the mother, push 
ing a heavy foot. “ W e’ll do this 
Alice. Benny knows ‘While Shep 
herds W atched’ as well as I, and il 
he’ll say it, then I’ll do ‘The Nighl 
Before Christmas,’ and the story, and 
just anything you w int.”

“ I like your saying of it, mother, 
better than I do Benny’s. He always 
makes the angels talk like people,’ 
Alice demurred.

But the boy, undisturbed by criti 
cism, began at once. His large brown 
eyes fixed on the fire, he recited 
slowly and conscientiously, the two- 
hundred-year-old Christmas carol:
W hile Shepherds watched their flocks Uj 

night
All seated on the ground,

The angel o f the Lord cam e down 
And glory shone around,

the reedy voice repeated, and a listen
er might have understood what Alice 
meant. It was much as if John Jones 
had met William Smith and men
tioned to him a matter of news about 
a mutual friend, an angel. But to the 
woman who listened with the boy’s 
head against her shoulder, the incon
gruous inflections were sweet; the 
audacity of it seemed to bring so 
near, that it thrilled her, a night 
when, for another Child’s sake, the 
skies had rung with a song that has 
echoed always. Benny’s fresh tones 
disclosed, with careful conversational 
emphasis, more and more facts about 
angels, to him a shade less real, a 
shade more holy than his mother.

To you In D avid ’s town this day 
Is born o f David ’s line 

A  Saviour, who is Christ the Lord, 
And this shall be the sign—

was elucidated in a realistic manner, 
and the child proceeded to explain.

“Thus spoke the seraph and forth
with appeared a shining throng of an- j 
gels— praising God— who thus ad
dressed their joyful song.”

An atheist would have got an im
pression, hearing him tell it, that the 
boy had seen with his eyes and heard 
with his ears what he related. There i 
was a silence as the sturdy tones end- j 
ed and Benny’s eyes gazed on into 
the heart of the fire, as if they saw in 
a vision the still eastern night, the 
shepherds on the hills, the white flight 
of angels.

“ You repeated it very nicely,” Mrs. 
Harding said softly, and put her mouth 
against his head again. * “ Now you 
shall have yours.”

The big 11-year-old girl caught her ! 
mother’s hand—a hand worn with 
housework and sewing—and held It I 
against her cheek.

“ ’Twas the night before Christmas, 
when all through the house,” the wo- i 
man began, and went on, as many ! 
women have begun and gone on with 
the charming old poem, to children on 
Christmas Eve. The fire crackled in 
the pauses, and the logs fell apart 
with gentle heaviness, an accom 
paniment to the sw in g in g  sentences.

“ Now just one more, children dear, 
and you really must go to bed. It’s 
very late— look! It’s almost nine,” 
and the girl and the boy cried out to
gether.

“ Oh, the Beasts! The B easts!”
They pressed against her, a head on 

either shoulder, and held her hands in 
theirs, while she told them a tale of 
a boy in a German forest whose fa
ther and mother were so poor that 
there was not enough to eat in the 
house. She told them how he lay in

his cot. on Christmas Eve and heard 
them plan; how he listened as they 
divided what food was left into threat 
portions for to-morrow’s breakfast, 
the largest for the boy; lipw he 
sobbed to himself in the dark as he 
heard them arrange to kill his two 
friends, the old horse Friedel and the 
old cow Minna, rather than let them 
starve to death.

(TO BE CON TIN UED.)

It’s just like a woman to forgive a 
man who doesn’t deserve it.— Chief,g* 
News.

C h r i s t m a s  a t  

S e a

B y  A.dmiral "Bob E-Vu.ru

© N Christmas morning,” said 
Admiral Evans (Fighting Bob), 
“ I thank God that he made 

three times as much water as land.
“ Every old seadog will join me in 

this. The sea is his home; he loves it 
as the farmer loves his broad acres. 
Apart from it he is restless and dissat
isfied, but with a voyage ahead o f him 
he is as happy as a clam at high tide. 
No true sailor would exchange Christ
mas at sea for one on shore. It would 
be like Thanksgiving dinner without 
the turkey.

“ Of all the Christmases spent at sea 
the one that rises before me most 
vividly Is that of 1865, when the fed
eral army and the gunboat fleet were 
trying to capture Fort Fisher. The 
only presents we received, and they 
came fast and furious, were solid shot 
and shell from the guns of the enemy. 
But this didn’t destroy our sense of 
humor. The boys would write on 
each solid shot or shell before placing 
it in the gun, ‘presented by,’ and add 
the name of the vessel from which it 
happened to be fired. Mighty few 
hurled at the fort that day lacked this 
Christmas greeting. All the gunners 
caught the spirit of the grim jest, for 
the fighting line is no place for seri
ous faces.

“ Despite the excitement of the 
fierce combat we managed to have the 
mastheads of all the ships trimmed 
with Christmas green, even though 
the sailors had to risk their lives in 
going ashore to get them, and you 
may be assured the sentiment of the 
day was not wasted.

"Last year Santa Claus followed our 
fleet of 16 vessels. He anticipated our 
12,000-mile voyage and furnished us in 
advance with the pick of his best. On 
board the supply vessels when we 
sailed from Hampton roads were thou
sands of packages containing every 
Imaginable Christmas gift, from a 
whisky flask to a smoking jacket, each 
package labeled, ‘Don’t open until 
Christmas.’

“ Along with those gifts he sent 
tfcouoands of yards of bunting to dec
orate the mastheads of the battleships. 
U would be difficult to imagine a more 
beautiful sight than these ships lined 
up Christmas morning with the sail
ors breaking out the Christmas trim
mings with as much zest as the small

boy displays when he lights the 
candles on his Christmas tree.

“ Then comes the opening of the 
Christmas packages. This is always a 
gala occasion. Not a man on board 
would dare ignore the instruction any 
more than he would think of disobey
ing his superior officer. It has become 
custom through years of faithful ob
servance. Always a bottle of wine is 
broken in christening these tokens 
from the loved ones at home.

“ If I hadn’t been a lieutenant myself 
I wouldn’t dare give away official 
secrets.

“ Last year we practically had two 
Christmases. We received our first 
mail at Trinidad, West Indies, some 
time Christmas week and delayed 
Christmas mail reached us at Callao, 
when the vessels were approaching 
their own country on the western 
side.

“ No nation provides more plentiful
ly for the Christmas cheer of its sail
ors than does Uncle Sam. Each of 
the battleship crews has a dinner of 
roast turkey, plum pudding, pumpkin 
pie and all the trimmings which go 
with it. The men are served in 
messes of 20 at 12 a’clock and each 
man is allowed one snifter of grog as 
an appetizer, in celebration of the oc
casion.

“ The officers dine at six o ’clock, 
and, as is the custom when spending 
the holiday at sea, are guests of the 
commanding officer.”

Christm as Musings.
There are warmer hand shakings on 

this night, wrote Alexander Smith, 
than during the bypast 12 months. 
Friend lives in the mind of friend. 
There is more charity at this time 
than at any oftier. Poverty and scanty 
clothing, and fireless grates come 
home to the bosoms of the rich and 
they give of their abundance. The 
very redbreast of the woods enjoys 
his Christmas feast. Good feeling in
carnates itself In plum pudding. The 
Master’s word, “ The poor ye have al
ways with you,”  wear at this time a 
deep significance. For at least one 
night on each year over all Christen
dom there is brotherhood. And good 
men, sitting amongst their families, or 
by a solitary fire like me, when they 
remember the light that shone over 
the poor clowns huddling on the Beth
lehem plains 1,800 years ago, the ap
parition of shining angels overhead, 
the song, “ Peace on earth and good
will towards men,” which for the first 
time hallowed the midnight air— pray 
for that strain’s fulfilment, that battle 
and strife may vex the nations no 
more, that not only on Christmas eve, 
but the year round men shall be breth
ren, owning one Father La heaven.

SHOW TH AT MONKEYS REASON
Anim als F ight Under a Leader and 

Roll Stones Down on T h e ir  
Enemies.

Aesop’s ape, it will be remembered, 
wept on passing through a human 
graveyard, overcome with sorrow for 
its dead ancestors, and that all 
monkeys are willing enough to be 
more like us than they are they show 
by their mimicry.

An old authority tells that the 
easiest way to capture apes is for the 
hunter to pretend to shave himself, 
then to wash his face, fill the basin 
with a sort of bird lime, and leave it 

.for the apes to  blind themselves. If 
the Chinese story is to be believed, 
the imitative craze is even more fatal 
in another way, for If you shoot one 
monkey of a band with a poisoned ar
row, its neighbor, jealous of so un
usual a decoration, will snatch the 
arrow from it and stab itself, only to 
have it torn away by a third, until in 
succession the whole troop have com
mitted suicide.

In their wild life baboons, as well 
as the langurs and many other 
monkeys, undoubtedly submit to the 
authority of recognized leaders. 
There Is co-operation between them 
to the extent that when fighting in 
company one will go to the help o f 
another which is hard pressed.

In rocky ground they roll down 
stones upon their enemies, and when 
making a raid, as on an orchard which 
they believe to be guarded, the at
tack Is conducted on an organized 
plan, sentries being posted and scouts 
thrown out, which gradually feel their 
way forward to make sure that the 
coast is clear, while the main body 
remains in concealment behind until 
told that the road is open.

From the fact that the sentries 
stay posted throughout the raid, get
ting for themselves no share of the 
plunder, it has been assumed that 
there must be some sort of division 
of the proceeds afterward. Man, 
again, has been differentiated from 
all other creatures as being a tool- 
using animal, but more than one kind 
of monkey takes a stone in its hand 
and with it breaks the nuts which 
are too hard to be cracked with the 

: teeth. «
i _____________

Honor In W all Street.
“ One would hardly consider the New 

York Stock Exchange exactly in the 
light of ‘a communion of saints.’ In
deed, to judge by much that appears 
in the daily papers and the muckrak
ing magazines, this might be the last 
place to look for the very soul and 
spirit of integrity. But there it is ‘in 
the midst of them.'

“ Between members of that marble 
mansion of trade in securities on New 
York’s famous Broad street no paper 
writing passes certifying to the bind
ing obligations of a transaction. In 
the very fiercest rush and maddest 
vortex o f the wild corner, a word, a 
nod, the merest sign, amply suffices. 
Whatever it may lead to— irreparable 
loss, ruin, bankruptcy, no matter— the 
deal is closed.

“ I am not professing to be an apolo
gist for whatever crimes may be com
mitted in the name of honor. I sim
ply record the fact—to be easily veri
fied— that the dealings on that ex
change are ‘on honor.’ The corinthian 
fairness of its pillared and entabla- 
tured front is not shamed by the con
stant and consistent uprightness o f the 
traffic within.”— Christian Register.

—    1

W hy Congressman Stole a Clerk.
When Tim Campbell was in the F if

tieth congress he stole a clerk from 
Congressman Scott. Scott was a new 
member and was made a chairman of 
a committee, which gave him a clerk
ship. He knew nothing about the 
clerk. Campbell did. Through some 
means or another he had the clerk
ship transferred to his own commit
tee. Six months later Scott learned 
of the trick. Meeting Campbell, he 
said:

“ That was a nice piece of petty lar
ceny.”

“ Tut, tut, Mr. S cott!” said Camp
bell. “ My. committee needed a clerk 
worse than yours.” Then, with 
twinkling eyes, he continued: “ You
are a millionaire and can afford to 
hire half a doen clerks, while I must 
go to the government for clerical as
sistance.”

The ready reply amused Scott. The 
two men were always the best o f 
friends thereafter.— Utica Observer.

Fourteenth Century Operations.
In surgical work De Chauliac, in the 

fourteenth century, forestalled mod
ern abdominal surgery. He opened 
the abdomen in order to stitch wounds 
of the Intestine, described a method 
of suture and Invented a needle- 
holder. A print of the thirteenth cen
tury represents a surgeon operatin# 
for hernia with the patient in the. 
Trendelenburg position. This highly' 
developed surgery was rendered pos* 
slble by the use of anesthetics, the 
preparation in most common use be
ing a combination of opium and man- 
dragora. With these historical facts 
before us, a proper sense of propriety 
would cause us to hide our diminished 
heads.

Is Graduate of Vassar.
Baroness Uchida, wife of the newly 

appointed ambassador from Japan, 1b 
a graduate of Vassar, and is said to 
be one of the most distinguished wo
men in her country. She took the 
highest honors in her class at Vassar, 
and then studied in Berlin and Paris. 
She is a member of a society in To
kyo for the education of Japanese wo
men along modern lines of education. 
She speaks English perfectly and is 
always gowned after the most ap^ 
proved fashions.

morning— couldn’t disappoint the ba- | mas Eve.
I

‘Say ‘The N ight Before Christm as,’ Mother, He Begged.



CqjayrtQ/i/  ̂/9o»
Go&As-rter-rj// Co.

(C O N TIN U ED .)

Lying awake, the boy could not bear 
to think that the dear horse and cow 
stood hungry in the barn, on their last 
night of life; how he stole into the 
kitchen and found the coarse bread 
and the milk that were saved for his 
own breakfast, and carried them out 
to the stable; how, as he came to the 
door, he heard strange hoarse voices 
speaking low, and listened and found 
that it was Friedel and Minna talking 
together; how then he remembered 
that once a year, at midnight on 
Christmas Eve, dumb beasts may find 
speech in memory of the night when 
the Christ-child lay among beasts, in 
the manger; how little Hans listened

and stared into the fire. “ Nigger’s out 
in the barn,” she reflected. “ Father 
took Mr. Jarvis’ horse because Nig
ger’s foot was lame. Benny— ” she 
began excitedly, and stopped.

Benny gave an enormous yawn and 
turned his heavy yellow head. 
“ Whu-ut?” he inquired.

“ Don’t go to sleep, Benny— listen !” 
the girl begged. “ I’ve got an idea— 
something lovely, really. Why can’t 
we go to the stable to-night—it’s 
Christmas Eve— and listen to Nigger 
talking, like Hans listened to Friedel 
and Minna? And maybe he’ll know 
about some treasure and we could get 
lots of money, and give it to father to 
go south with. Mother would be glad.”

The boy’s sleepy eyes opened and 
gazed at her. “ Wouldn’t it be 
naughty?”

As happened once before in a gar
den, “ the woman tempted him.” Ben
ny was swept out on the tide of his 
sister’s adventurous spirit, and while 
the fire steamed and purred an un
dertone they made their plans. Very 
nearly were the plans shipwrecked by 
Nature, however, for, as they waited 
till the night should be older, the 
clock ticked, the fire sang a lullaby, 
and the children fell asleep.

But at half-past eleven a log 
dropped noisily, the light of it blazed 
up and the adventurer-in-chief, the 
deed to be done in her veins, awak
ened. It needed all her energy to 
persuade the boy, numb with sleep, 
that sleep wras not the one possibility 
in a midnight world. But there was 
a persistent spirit in her, and in ten 
minutes two muffled little figures crept 
through the shadowy house and out 
over the white lawn, misty with still- 
falling snow, and up the slope to the 
door of the stable.

“ He’ll have to.”  The muscles o f his 
bent arm tightened. The clinging 
ghost-boy clutched closer.

“ You couldn’t hurt him! You could 
not do it in this place, where the good 
years of your life were passed. You 
know every foot of this ground— every 
foot of it has a happy association. 
You've played hide-and-seek in that 
barn of Harding’s, and gone to sleep 
in the hay-loft. Can you go there and 
take money from him ?”

The man’s hand flew out. “It’s not 
his money— I wouldn’t rob him. It’s 
money that ought to be mine— it be
longs to Sidney Maxwell, my cousin, 
and it’s Maxwell money— family mon
ey. They make millions a year— I’m

“ Don’t  Go to Sleep, Benny— Listen.”

to the thin old horse and the hungry 
old cow and heard them grieving for 
the poverty of their master and mis
tress and heard them speak of the se
cret which, if the beasts might have 
speech to tell it, would make every
thing right; how Hans went in boldly 
then and gave the animals his break
fast, and asked them to tell him the 
secret; how they told him, in unused, 
rusty voices, that beneath the empty 
stall of the stable was a treasure of 
gold, buried a thousand years before 
by the Romans, which would make 
his mother and father richer than 
they could dream; and how just then 
the bells of the distant village rang 
for Christmas morning, and the poor 
beasts were dumb again, and Hans 
went back to his bed and waited for 
daylight to tell his father and moth
er, who dug for the treasure and 
found it and were happy with the 
horse and cow, and rich ever after.

The story ended and the children 
were quiet, as if listening, thrilled, to 
those stammering hoarse tones of the 
good brutes in the chilly stable.

“ Now, chickens, you must go to 
your roosts,” the mother broke their 
dream, and her words ended in a sigh. 
“ Father! it’s too bad to have him left 
out of Christmas Eve, isn’t it?”

“ Yes, it is,” agreed Benny sturdily. 
“ Nobody can say ‘Peaceful Was the 
Night’ ’ cept father. It’s too 
bad for father he had to go 
to the thing-ma-jig’s funeral;” 
and, being Christmas Eve, Benny went 
unreproved for the description of his 
great-uncle.

“ Father’ll be home before morning, 
won’t he?” asked the girl, and went 
on. “ Oh, I remember. You said some 
time in the night, but we can’t tell 
when, ’cause the trains get late. Well, 
I hope he’ll be here in the morning 
when we wake up. It wouldn’t be 
Christmas without father; would it, 
mother?”

“ I can’t bear to have him out so 
late,”  the little woman said, and her 
tones were troubled. She went on as 
if thinking aloud— a way she had 
with her big babies. “ Father isn’t 
well— he ought to go south— I wish he 
could go,”  and Benny answered in 
strong baby tones:

“ Oh, he can’t go, mother. W e have 
not got money enough— you said we 
hadn’t.”

“ No, dear, we haven’t,”  she sighed; 
and the girl shook her mane of hair 
back thoughtfully.

“ I wish I could find a lot of money 
like Hans, for father,” she said.

The fascination of the firelight as 
the children lay in their beds, their 
mother gone, held the drowsy eyes 
open. The girl, the more aggressive, 
the more imaginative of the two, went 
back, with a thought working its way 
in her mind, to the story which had 
a hold on both, the story of how two 
dumb brutes may talk once a year on 
Christmas Eve.

“Do you believe it’s true, Benny?" 
she consulted her brother. “ Mother 
didn’t say it wasn’t, you know.”

“Then it’s true, and I believe it’s 
true,” said Benny stoutly. “ I’m glad 
they can. I know Nigger would enjoy 
a talking. He looks like he wanted to 
talk when he squeals, and he squeals 
words sometimes. I heard him say 
‘corn bread’ one day.”

Alice lifted her brown head from 
the pillow and leaned on one elbow

There were half-visible footsteps in 
the white carpet on the ground, but 
the big flakes had blurred them, the 
children did not notice. An hour be
fore a man had hurried along the 
road from town, a powerful man, 
walking fast. As he walked he spoke 
to himself in a low tone.

“ The note about Pat O’Hara’s bro
ken leg ought to take him three miles 
out of his way— it ought to delay him 
an hour. Lucky I remembered where 
the horse and trap would be kept.” 

He passed a stream, tinkling sil- 
verly in the stillness under its roof 
of ice and snow. He halted and 
stared down.

“ I took my first trout in that hole,” 
he murmured, and swung on.

But the ghost of a boy had caught 
his arm and clung to him and went 
with him down the road. He could 
not shake the ghost-boy loose.

Two Muffled L ittle  Figures Crept Out 
Over the W h ite  Lawn.

one of them and I ’ve nothing— worse 
than nothing. I ought to be as rich 
as he— it’s a drop in the bucket to 
what I ought to have.”

“ Whose fault is it that you haven't 
it?” the insistent whisper came. “ You 
threw away your chance.”

“ I know It—I was a fool— I couldn’t 
be controlled. But I was young, five 
years ago. If my father had lived, 
my uncle wouldn’t have turned me 
out. It was Sidney who was down 
on me— reliable, satisfactory Sidney, 
who never had a temptation—never 
made a mistake—never threw away 
his birthright for a mess of pottage. 
He’s gone from success to success 
without an efTort.”  The man groaned. 
“ I hate h im !” he muttered. “ I’m his 
flesh and blood, and he never throws 
a thought to me. W e had our Christ
mas trees together, and played with 
our rocking-horses on the rug before 
the fire. He was kind as a big broth
er to me then. But now7, the ends of 
the earth are no farther apart than 
he and I— Carl Maxwell, my chances 
all gone, a failure, a pauper.” He 
shuddered. “ This night a thief. A h !” 
The syllable snapped sharply and he 
threw out his powerful arms. “No, 
my chances are not all gone— there’s 
one left.” He struck his breast with 
his hand where the letter lay inside. 
“ My one chance of beginning new is 
this night. I ’ll get that money which 
ought to be mine, and to-morrow I’ll 
be off for China, and take up Bill Ba 
con ’s offer, and be an honest man, 
by Heaven, a successful one this time! 
I’ve got it in me, and I’ve learned my

The sophistry which has soothed 
many consciences was good enough 
for this desperate one. Something 
which felt like self-respect, tbe unused 
sensation of a hope, sent him spring
ing over the two miles from the rail
road town to Fairfieiu, and through 
dim, well-remembered lanes to Fair
field parsonage.

He found his way readily down the 
shadowy drive to the stable, and the 
door, left unlocked for the master, 
opened at a touch. The horse stamped 
in his stall in the dark, and Maxwell 
wetit to him and spoke quietly, and 
he was still.

There was an empty stall next, 
where would be put the other horse 
arriving with Dr. Harding, and here 
the man stowed himself. When the 
clergyman led the animal to the open
ing, then, while his hands were busy, 
would be the time. He might have to 
struggle, to knock him down perhaps 
— he set his teeth and drew in a 
breath. It was not pleasant to knock 
down such a friend, but it had to be 
done, and he would be careful not to 
injure him. A trained boxer knows 
how.

He sat drawn together, in the thick 
straw, waiting. Nigger, in the stall 
close by, stamped uneasily and put his 
black nose through the opening above 
and sniffed and blew. He could see 
the horse’s eyes gleaming in the dark
ness, and feel his warm breath. So 
settled was his mind on the deed to 
come that he dropped into a sleep, 
comfortably wrapped in the straw. 
Yet his nerves were alert, and be sat 
up quickly, on guard at a light sound 
from the outside. What was it? Even 
allowing for the snow-covered road it 
was not the sound of wheels— and, 
while he wondered, the side door of 
the building, which faced him as he 
sat hidden, opened. A late moon had 
risen, making the landscape outside 
as clear as day, and against the white 
ground he saw, astonished, the figures 
of two children sharply silhouetted.

E T T I N G
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“ H e’s T a lk in ’— N igger’s T a lk in ’ ! ”

“ Dr. Harding took you home to 
lunch that day,” the boy whispered, 
“and the trout was cooked, and they 
made an event of it.”

“ Well, what of that?”  the man an
swered the memory aloud. “ I’m not 
going to hurt Dr. Harding, am I?” 

"H e won’t give up what he has set 
himself to guard.”

The big fellow spoke again grimly:

lesson. My God! I’ve learned my les
ion. I’ll work hard and earn my life 
and I’ll send back this three thousand 
to Sidney Maxwell with my first sa
vings. I will. Jove— it’s a straight 
road— it’s a chance in a million for 
a man at the last gasp. I ’d be a cow
ardly fool not to take it— and after all 
I’m Just borrowing—not stealing. I ’ll 
send it back sure as fate.”

The big girl held the boy by the 
hand as they peered in. The man, un 
prepared for this complication, 
watched them, troubled, uncertain, j 
and immediately the boy spoke in a 
full, sweet voice.

“ He’s not talkin’, Alice,” the boy 
said. “ Let’s go back— I’d rather go 
to bed.”

But the girl stepped forward, warily 
poised, yet determined, and drew her 
brother. “ Maybe he doesn’t know it’s j 
us,” she said. “ I don’t want to go 
back till I see.” She dropped the boy’s 
hand and was at the door of the box- 
stall. “ Nigger,” she whispered, “ Nig
ger,” and the horse whinnied and 
turned his head toward her.

The boy had followed, stumbling 
across the floor. “ Maybe he doesn’t 
know it's Christmas,” he suggested. 
“ Let’s sing a carol so he’ll remem
ber.”

They sang it and they were silent, 
waiting. Nigger sniffed softly, then 
whinnied.

Benny’s slow speech began coax- 
ingly;

I had a little pony
His name was Dapple G ray;
I lent him to a lady—

He halted, listening. “ I thought 
maybe he’d like that because it’s 
about a horse. I thought it would in
terest him,” Benny explained, and 
proceeded as if by force of inertia:

Goosey, goosey gander,
W hither do you wander 
Up-stairs—

Alice interrupted. "That hasn’t got a 
single thing to do with Christmas, 
Benny.”

“ But it’s on the next page,” Benny 
argued stolidly.

Alice was firm. "It isn’t the right 
kind of poetry— it ought to be sort of 
churchy and religious, because Nig
ger’s a clergyman’s horse and it’s 
Christmas Eve.”

“ Maybe he’s afraid,” she said, in a 
disappointed tone, yet still hopeful. 
“ Benny, say the verse about ‘Fear not’ 
to him— that might make him not be 
afraid.”

The unseen audience listened as 
Benny, persuadingly, as man to man, 
recited a hymn to Nigger.

“ ‘Fear not’— ” 
urged Benny—
“ F ear not,”  said He, fo r  m ighty dread

Had seized their troubled mind,
“ Glad tidings o f  great Joy I bring

To you and all m ankind.”
“Glad tidings of great jo y !” The 

young man in the straw sat quiet and 
listened.

Whatever encouragement for beasts 
might be in a Christmas hymn, Benny 
meant to extend it to Nigger. Un
hurried, with the sleepy note of a 
bird going to roost, his piping voice 
plodded on, telling a tale which he did 
not doubt. With the full angel song 
he ended:
A ll g lory  be to God on high.

A nd on the earth be peace.
G ood-w ill henceforth  from  H eaven 

men
B egin and never cease.
“ Peace! Good-will!”
There was a stir in the empty stall, 

but the children did not hear it. From 
a mile away down the road came 
faintly a sound of hoof-beats, and 
Nigger blew out an agitated breath 
and whinnied again gently. It waa 
very quiet. Alice and Benny, stand
ing patient, thrilled suddenly as a 
strange, hoarse voice issued from the 
darkness.

“ Merry Christmas, children!” the 
voice said.

The girl clutched the boy ’s shoul
der. “He’s talkin’— Nigger’s talkin’,* 
Benny announced, interested hut im 
perturbed.

(TO BE CO N TIN UED .)

NE DECEMBER, while I 
was out on my ranch, so 
much work had to be done 
that it was within a week 
of Christmas before we 
were able to take any 

thought for the Christmas dinner. The 
winter set in late that year, and there 
had been comparatively little cold 
weather, but one day the ice on the 
river had been sufficiently strong to 
enable us to haul up a wagonload of 
flour, with enough salt pork to last 
through the winter, and a very few 
ting of canned goods, to be used at 
special feasts. We had some bushels 
of potatoes, the heroic victors of a 
struggle for existence in which the 
rest of our garden vegetables had suc
cumbed to drought, frost and grass
hoppers; and we also had some wild 
plums and dried elk venison. But we 
had no fresh meat, and so one day my 
foreman and I agreed to make a hunt 
on the morrow.

Accordingly one of the cowboys 
rode out in the frosty afternoon to 
fetch in the saddleband from the pla
teau three miles off, where tney were 
grazing. It was after sunset when he 
returned.

It was necessary to get to the hunt
ing grounds by sunrise, and it still 
lacked a couple of hours of dawn when 
the foreman wakened me as I lay 
asleep beneath the buffalo robes. 
Dressing hurriedly and breakfasting 
on a cup of coffee and some mouth
fuls of bread and jerked elk meat, 
we slipped out to the barn, threw the 
saddles on the horses, and were off.

The air was bitterly chill; the cold 
had been severe for two days, so that 
the river ice would again bear horses. 
Beneath the light covering of pow
dery snow we could feel the rough 
ground like wrinkled iron under the 
horses’ hoofs. There was no moon, 
but the stars shone beautifully down 
through the cold, clear air, and our 
willing horses galloped swiftly across 
the long bottom on which the ranch 
house stood, threading their way deft
ly among the clumps of sagebrush.

A mile off we crossed the river, the 
ice cracking with noises like pistol 
shots as our horses picked their way 
gingerly over it. On the opposite 
side was a dense jungle of bull-berry 
bushes, and on breaking through this 
we found ourselves galloping up a 
long, winding valley, which led back 
many miles into the hills. The cran
nies and little side ravines were filled 
with brushwood and groves of stunt
ed ash. By this time there was a 
faint flush of gray in the east, and as 
we rode silently along we could make 
out dimly the tracks made by the wild 
animals as they had passed and re
passed in the snow. Several times 
we dismounted to examine them. A

W e Dismounted to Exam ine Them.

couple of coyotes, possibly frightened 
by our approach, had trotted and 
loped up the valley ahead of us, leav
ing a trail like that of two dogs; the 
sharper, more delicate footprints of a 
fox crossed our path; and outside one 
long patch of brushwood a series of 
round imprints in the snow betrayed 
where a bob-cat— as- plainsmen term 
the small lynx— had been lurking 
around to try to pick up a rabbit or 
a prairie fowl.

As the dawn reddened, and it be
came light enough to see objects some 
little way off, we began to sit erect 
in our saddles and to scan the hill
sides sharply for sight of feeding deer. 
Hitherto we had seen no deer tracks 
save inside the bullberry bushes by 
the river, and we knew that the deer 
that lived in that impenetrable jun
gle were cunning whitetails which in 
such a place could be hunted only by 
aid of a hound. But just before sun
rise we came on three lines of heart-

shaped footmarks in the snow, which 
showed where as many deer had just 
crossed a little plain ahead o f us. 
They were walking leisurely, and from 
the lay of the land we believed that 
we should find them over the ridge, 
where there was a brush coulee.

Riding to one side of the trail, we 
topped the little ridge just as the sun 
flamed up, a burning ball of crimson, 
beyond the snowy waste at our backs. 
Almost immediately afterwards my 
companion leaped from his horse and

DEDICATED TO SUN
B E A U T IF U L  C H R IS T E N IN G  C E R E 

M O N Y  O F T H E  H O P I.

Turning to Go Into the Log House.

raised his rifle, and as he pulled the 
trigger I saw through the twigs of a 
brush patch on our left the erect, 
startled head of a young black-tailed 
doe as she turned to look at us, her 
great mule-like ears thrown forward. 
The ball broke her neck, and she 
turned a complete somersault down
hill, while a sudden smashing of un
derbrush told of the flight of her ter
rified companions.

We both laughed and called out 
"dinner" as we sprang down toward 
her, and in a few minutes she was 
dressed and hung up by the hind legs 
on a small ash tree. The entrails 
and viscera we threw off to one side, 
nfter carefully poisoning them from 
a little bottle of strychnine which I 
had in my pocket. Almost every cat
tleman carries poison and neglects no 
chance of leaving out wolf bait, for 
the wolves are sources of serious loss 
to the unfenced and unhoused flocks 
and herds. In this instance we felt 
particularly revengeful because it 
was but a few days since we had lost 
a fine yearling heifer. The tracks 
on the hillside where the carcass lay 
when we found it told the story 
plainly. The wolves, two in number, 
had crept up close before being dis
covered, and had then raced down on 
the astounded heifer almost before 
she could get fairly started. One 
brute had hamstrung her with a snap 
of his vise-like jaws, and once down, 
she was torn open In a twinkling.

No sooner was the sun up than a 
warm west wind began to blow in our 
faces. The weather had suddenly 
changed, and within an hour the snow 
was beginning to thaw and to leave 
patches of bare ground on the hill
sides. We left our coats with our 
horses and struck off on foot for a 
group of high buttes cut up by the 
cedar canyons and gorges, in which 
we knew the old bucks loved to lie. 
It was noon before we saw anything 
more. W e lunched at a clear spring 
—not needing much time, for all we 
had to do was to drink a draught of 
icy water and munch a strip of dried 
venison. Shortly afterward, as we 
were moving along a hillside with si
lent caution, we came to a sheer can
yon of which the opposite face was 
broken by little ledges grown up with 
wind-beaten cedars. As we peeped 
over the edge, my companion touched 
my arm and pointed silently to one 
of the ledges, and instantly I caught 
the glint of a buck’s horns as he lay 
half behind an old tree trunk. A 
slight shift of position gave me a 
fair shot slanting down between his 
shoulders, and though he struggled to 
his feet he did not go 50 yards after 
receiving the bullet.

This was all we could carry. Lead
ing the horses around we packed the 
buck behind my companion’s saddle, 
and then rode back for the doe, which 
I put behind mine. But we were not 
destined to reach home without a 
slight adventure. When we got to 
the river we rode boldly on the ice, 
heedless of the thaw; and about mid
way there was a sudden, tremendous 
crash, and men, horses and deer were 
scrambling together in the water amid 
slabs of floating ice. However, it was 
shallow and no worse results followed 
than some hard work and a chilly 
bath. But what cared we? W e were 
returning triumphant with #ur Christ 
m u  dinner.

M other and Female Relatives, with 
the High Priest of the Clan, Alone 

Participate in the Form alities  
Observed.

The christening of a child is one o f  
the most beautiful and impressive of 
the many religious ceremonials of the- 
Hopl, an Indian tribe who still survive 
in the great desert of Arizona. For 
19 days after the birth, the mother 
and child are kept indoors, and not a 
ray of sunlight is permitted to enter 
their room. At dawn of the twentieth 
day, the mother, arrayed in her bridal 
robes and accompanied by all her fe
male relatives, walks to the very edge 
of the cliff, the desert lying hundreds 
of feet below. The grandmother car
ries the child and holds it until the 
time of the christening ceremony, 
while the mother and the other wom
en form a half circle round her, all 
facing the east.

Just before the sun appears, a high 
priest of the clan to which the moth
er belongs marches toward the wait
ing group and confers with the young 
mother and grandmother. The differ
ent women of the party have each se
lected a name for the little one— no 
commonplace or meaningless names 
such as civilized babies are burdened 
with, but poetic phrases typifying 
gome nature element or living thing, 
such as “Rushing Water,” “ Fleet Ante
lope,” or “ Golden Butterfly.” The 
mother now takes the child, while the 
grandmother sprinkles a little corn- 
meal on its face and blows puffs of it 
toward the four points of the compass. 
Then, taking two ears of corn, she ex
tends them toward the east, bringing 
them back with a circular motion and 
allowing them to rest for a moment 
on the child’s breast.

The group, standing motionless and 
silent, now awaits the appearance o f 
the sun, and when it rises majestically 
above the horizon of the trackless 
waste, the mother, with outstretched 
arms, lifts her child toward the glori
ous orb of day, while the priest calls 
out in a loud voice: “ I consecrate
thee to the God of L ife !” and all the 
women shriek in unison the names 
that have been chosen; for each has 
the right to choose. This ends the 
simple and significant ceremony, and 
the mother afterward selects the 
name that pleases her most, which re
mains the child’s name until it has 
developed into manhood or woman
hood, when it is initiated into the so
ciety of its clan and receives the name 
it carries through life.

A Notable Chef.
“ The old-fashioned cook thought 

only of his cooking; the modern cook 
seeks to provide light and healthy 
food suited to the stomach,” said M. 
Auguste Escoffier, in reply to the salu: 
tations of his confreres at the Cafe 
Monico on the occasion o f a supper in 
honor of his professional jubilee. Born 
at Villeneuve Loubet in 1845, Mr. Es
coffier entered his uncle’s restaurant 
in 1859 and went afterward to the 
Moulin Rouge, in Paris, until the w ar 
of 1870. As chef to the general staff 
In Metz he suffered capture, but, man
aging to escape, he became chef to 
Marshal MacMahon until the end o f  
the war, when he returned to Paris. 
His latest encounter with the Ger
mans was on board the Hohenzollern, 
when the present kaiser was so 
pleased that he presented him with a 
diamond pin, remarking: “ They may
say what they like; no one cooks like 
a Frenchman.”

The Am erican G irl.
Many others besides Mr. Henry 

James have remarked upon the ab
surd position held in American society 
by young women. The ruinous indul
gence of children ought at least to be 
confined to the home circle and not be 
carried into a world where age, intelli
gence and experience should have 
precedence and should form the stand
ards. The reversal of values, so as ta 
make the debutante the point of inter
est in a social season instead o f the 
accomplished mat.rAi, is as though so
ciety should have foresworn its func
tions. This would be true even were 
the manners of the debutante all that 
they should be in deference, suavity 
and tact. The experience o f W ashing
ton, where society is fairly representa
tive, goes to show that much is still 
to be desired in these respects in the 
general education of American girls.—  
Editorial in Centu*y Magazine.

Thornless Roses.
This is the day in which old adages 

are being relegated to the scrap heap, 
and the one about every rose having 
its thorn will now have to give way 
before the advance of science. It 
seems that a woman, Mrs. W. J. Beggs 
of Seattle, Wash., has succeeded in 
producing this prickless variety. For 
years she was neighbor of Luther Bur
bank, the California wizard; each 
tried to produce the thornless rose, 
but without success. Then Mrs. Beggs 
concluded that the trouble lay in the 
climate, and she moved to Seattle 
where she succeeded in producing a 
flower of great beauty and of a fra
grance which is second to that o f  
none of the roses which grow. The 
stem is smooth like that o f a lily.—  
Pathfinder.

As a Last Resort.
Mrs. Johnson— Oh, professor, I won

der what I could do to icprove my 
daughter’s voice?

Distinguished Professor of Music—  
W ell, I’m sure I do not know, unless* 
you try feeding her on canaxy seed.



(CONTINUED.)
In Ms perspective a beast’s speak

ing was no larger marvel than the 
wonders o f every day— sunrise and 
sunset, and stars and tides, and it 
may be the unwarped vision of youth 
saw things in not unjust proportion. 
But the girl was shivering with joy. 
She answered the unearthly tone with 
sweet, excited eagerness.

“ Merry Christmas, Nigger,” she 
said, and added tremulously, “I ’m so 
glad you really can talk— it must 
seem nice after being dumb.”

“ Yes, it’s nice,” Nigger responded 
civilly , but he seemed preoccupied. 
He went on with promptness. “ You 
must go back to the house, children, 
a t once. You’ll catch cold.”

It was queer to have their own 
horse giving them orders, yet the tone 
w as of authority.

“ But, Nigger,” Alice pleaded, “ we 
w ant to talk to you— we want to ask 
you  some questions.”

It seemed almost as if Nigger had 
stopped to listen to something. They 
did not notice the pad-pad of hoofs 
still a long way off.

“ What questions?” the hoarse voice 
demanded. “ Be quick.”

Alice began, but choked with ex
citement, and Benny plunged to her 
relief, collected and deliberate.

“ W e’d like some hidden treasure,” 
h,e explained. “Treasure is money. To 
send father south where it’s warm, 
'cause he’s sick. W e want you to tell 
us where to get some treasure for fa
ther.”

Nigger appeared to be struck back 
to  dumbness by this simple request, 
fo r  no word came from the stall, only 
another o f the soft, deep inhalations 
— he had relapsed into beasthood. Yet 
•once more the weird tones spoke.

“ I can’t tell you where to find any 
treasure,” they said, “ because there 
Isn ’t any buried around here. But if 
you’re good children and go straight 
Into the house, then your father is 
going to have enough money to go 
south— this winter or next. Now run 
^quickly.”

 r TMli

The stable was quiet; small feet 
■scurried over the snow toward the 
house; the door was left standing 
open, and strong moonlight poured 
through it and illumined the place. 
When Dr. Harding drove in, the figure 
<of a man stood black in the patch of 
brightness.

“ Who is that?” he asked cheerily. 
The man answered: “ It’s a friend— 

Carl Maxwell.”
“ Carl M axw ell!” the clergyman’s 

"voice had a tone of unbelief. “ What 
do you mean—how can it be Carl 
M axweli?”

The man swung forward. “Look at 
m e,”  he said, and pulled away his hat. 
Harding looked searchingly, and with 
a  quick movement set on the floor the 
bag he held, and caught the other’s 
hand.

“ My boy, I’m glad to see you,” he 
said. “ Help me unharness. W e must

“ I'll Take T hat, C arl.”

•get a fire and something to eat as 
>soon as possible.”

As if it were a custom to find men 
■waiting in the stable at 1 a. m., Dr. 
Harding talked of the horse and the 
harness and the roads as they un
buckled the frozen leather, and the 
man’s fingers slipped into the once fa
miliar business, and his ears listened 
to the once familiar voice. Ten min
utes of swift work and the harness 
-hung on its hooks, and the horse stood 
cared for and blanketed, in its stall. 
Maxwell swung across the stable and 
lifted the small black bag.

“ I’ll take that, Carl,” the clergy
man spoke quietly.

“No— let iiie carry it for you,” the 
younger man threw back, holding to 
it firmly.

There was a second’s hesitation; 
Harding’s fingers loosened; he turned 
to the door; Carl Maxwell held the 
bag in his hands.

Down the slope Harding led the 
way, and through the orchard vividly 
black and white with moonlight and 
shadow. Suddenly he faced about— 
the footsteps behind him had stopped 
— he stared through the zigzag of bare 
branches and deep shadows— where 
was the man?

“C arl!” he called, and out of a 
splash of blackness ten feet back 
3tirred the figure.

“All right, doctor,” Maxwell’s voice 
answered. “ I stopped to see if the 
seat I built in the Queen apple-tree 
was still there.”

A low light shone in the study as 
the two mounted the steps of the side 
piazza, and the clergyman slipped his 
key into the lock.

He threw open the door and stood 
aside to let his guest enter. The man 
halted, and made an uncertain move
ment backward. Then he stepped in
side. In a moment the light w*s 
turned up, the fire was blazing, the 
room hung with cheerfulness. Max
well stared about it, at the books, at 
the papers, at the worn furniture. 
The clergyman watched him a mo
ment, and tu 5n turned to a tray.

“ I don’t know about you, Carl, but 
I’m hungry.” He held out a plate 
of sandwiches.

The young fellow set the bag down 
hurriedly and stretched out his hand. 
He was shivering, and he looked 
starved. Then the hand dropped. His

teeth chattered, and he stared blank
ly into the clergyman’s face.

“ I came here to rob you,” he said. 
Harding gazed at him; his glance 

wandered to the black bag; he turned 
his back and bent over the coffee, 
bubbling above an alcohol lamp. Max
well regarded him miserably. Harding 
lifted his head with a smile.

“ W e’ll talk that over later, Carl,” 
he said. “ Sit by the fire— you’re cold. 
And drink this coffee.”

The man sat down. The hot coffee 
was almost at his mouth, when he 
looked up into* the other’s face.

“ How do you know I won’t take the 
m oney?” he asked. “ I could.”

The parson laughed. He put a 
friendly hand on the deep shoulder 
and patted it, as if the man were a 
child. “ Well, yes, you could,” he said. 
“ Drink your coffee, Carl.”

Ten minutes later the man stood be
fore the fire and told his story. He 
finished the recital with a look of bit
terness in his eyes.

“ I believe I’m a fool,”  he said. 
“ The money means the chance of my 
life for a start—and I’ve no other 
chance. I meant to take it, till the 
children came, and then I lost my 
nerve. Alice has grown a lot. I taught 
her her first word— do you remem
ber? I didn’t do the beast act entire
ly to get rid of them. I did it so they 
wouldn’t be disappointed. I’m a fool. 
I’d planned the thing and I ought to I 
have put it through. I could have 
gone to China, and in a year I ’d have 
sent back the money— I’d have had a 
clear conscience and a grip on life 
such as I’ve never had before. But 
it’s beyond me now.”

The man looked down suddenly at 
his dingy overcoat. He smiled a queer 
smile at the clergyman.

“ I happened to think of how they 
used to have us sing ‘Silent Night’ be
fore we had our Christmas tree, and 
of the velvet clothes I wore one year,” 
he explained. “ And now,” he lifted 
the skirt of his coat, “ to be talking 
about Christmas trees—and carols. 
I’m just one of the submerged. I ’ll

go now, doctor. I might as well go.
I had my chance and threw it away 
for sentiment. I’ll go now.” He held 
out his hand. “ It won’t hurt you to 
shake hands.”

The clergyman did not stir. “ Carl, 
I’ve got something to tell you about 
your cousin Sidney,” he said.

The man scowled. “I don’t want to 
hear it,” he shot through his teeth. 
“ When I saw him walking with you 
to-day in his furred overcoat and his 
prosperity I wanted to kill him. He’s 
forgotten I’m alive. It’s nothing to 
him that I’m strangling—in the 
depths.” ■ i

“ That’s where you’re mistaken,” re
plied Dr. Harding in a quiet but pos
itive tone.

Maxwell lifted his chin and threw 
at the clergyman a glance like a 
blow. Harding went on at ease.

“ It’s very much to him. wnen you 
saw him talking to me to-day, what 
do you suppose he was talking about? 
You. When the man in the stable just 
now answered in your name, I felt as 
if Heaven had reached down and 
picked you up from somewhere and 
put you in my hands as an answer to 
what Sidney Maxwell said. He told 
me that Christmas never came but the 
thought of you was with him; that 
when his own boys played with their 
toys around their tree he remembered 
always how you and he had played to
gether; that he had tried in vain to 
find you; that it was a constant grief 
that he and his father had judged you 
harshly; that he would give his for
tune to know where you are and make 
things right.”

As the man listened, defiance melt
ed out of him; he did not answer or 
look up. The clergyman went on.

“ You see what child's play it seemed 
to me when you spoke of stealing 
three thousand dollars, with the Max
well millions waiting. Not that it 
would have been possible in any 
case,” he added quickly. “ You thought 
you could do it, but you never could 
—never.”

“ Perhaps I couldn’t,”  the man said

brokenly. “ I meant to— I don’t know 
what stopped me.”

“ The Lord,” Harding answered 
tersely. “ It isn’t the first time he has 
made children his messengers.”

Maxwell lifted his eyes dreamily, 
like a man who had been unconscious 
and who was coming slowly back to a 
world too good to be true. “I— I used 
to believe those things,” he said. “ I’d 
like to now. I’ve been a long way 
down. But I’ve never liked it. I’ve 
— been unhappy. It doesn’t seem pos
sible that I’m to have a chance. I 
was coming here to drown myself in 
Meadow Brook—I thought I was at 
the end of the rope. That was my 
plan this afternoon. And then I heard 
you and Sidney— and I was glad to 
get a chance to live—I think it’s in 
me yet to work hard and make a place 
for myself. I think sov I never en
joyed being scum—only you know I 
always went headlong whichever way 
I started, and it was the same with 
the bad life I’ve been living. I can’t 
believe I ’ve been faced about—in a 
minute.”

The clergyman had pushed the man 
into a deep chair; the firelight washed 
a friendly vagueness over the shabby 
clothes and over his face, molding 
now into new lines under a crisis. His 
eyes lifted to his friend’s with a dazed 
gaze which had lost bitterness. Dr. 
Harding, standing over him, laid a 
calm hand on his shoulder.

“ My lad,”  he spoke gently, “ it ap
pears to me that going into wrong-do
ing is like going into a tunnel that 
leads downhill to darkness. At every 
step the walking gets harder, and the 
air gets worse, and it’s dirtier and 
more uninteresting. And all the time 
all you have to do is to face about, and 
you see the sunlight.

“ Of course it’s not simple getting 
back— I know that. Sure as fate you 
will bark your shins, and stagger in
to holes, and fall down, and maybe 
get discouraged. But Heavens, man! 
W hat’s that, when you see daylight, 
and see you’re getting to it! What’s

more, you’ll see the faces of friends 
you didn’t know you had, waiting for 
you— they were there all the time and 
you wouldn't look at them—you were 
facing the wrong way.

“ Of course a poor soul may wan
der so far into the depths that he’s 
beyond seeing the light— that’s the 
awful danger.” The clergyman sighed. 
“ But even then a hand stronger than 
your own will pull you out, if you’ll 
trust to it. However”—his tired face 
brightened— “however, you’re not in 
that case, Carl. You’ve swung about, 
and sunshine and friends are waiting 
for you—a clean llfe—a man’s work 
— a place in the world. It's wonder
ful how much less bad a bad situa
tion usually is than we think, This 
afternoon you were going to kill your
self; yon were saved from that by the 
hope of a crime; then two babies 
spoke a message and you listened to 
it and faced about. That’s the secret, 
to face about, to face right.”

Like drops of a strong cordial the 
words struck hot shafts into Max-

“ Lord Helping Me, I ’ll Do It !"
I

well. “ A clean life— a man’s work— i 
a place in the world.”

He felt with a shock the strength j 
and the will to get these things. The j 
worn man whose inspired eyes burned j 
him, who stood for a force beyond j 
either of them, had poured strength j 
and wrill into him. He threw out his j 
arms, drew a quick breath, and rose j 
to his feet resolutely.

“ Lord helping me, I’ll do it,” he 
said.

“ That’s the way to go at the busi
ness,” Harding said, his face glowing 
with enthusiasm. “ You’ll do it, that 
way.”

And with that the clock in the hall 
struck four, and from upstairs there 
was suddenly an eruption and a de
scent of barbarians. Alice and Benny, 
mysteriously warned in a dream of 
their father’s arrival, came down upon 
him, like a wolf on the fold, and all 
but tore him limb from iimb with 
stress of affection, and then, all at 
once, aware of the stranger, they were 
shy and lapsed into silence. But Dr. 
Harding took his girl’s hand and put 
it into Carl Maxwell’s.

“ I’ve brought home an old friend, 
Alice,” he said. “ Wish him a merry 
Christmas, my dear,”

And Alice smiled and said the 
words, while Benny, strangling his 
father, re-enforced the greetihg with 
full, slow tones.

“ Merry Christmas, old frien’—an’ tk 
happy New Year,”  said the deliberate 
Benny.

Harding, hung with children, loos
ened a hand to pat the man’s shoul
der. His eyes were bright with the 
vision of the pure in heart, who see

“ Benny’s hit it,” he said. “ That’s 
what we all wish you, and what’s com 
ing, Carl—a happy New Y ear!”

GOBLINS OF CHRISTMAS TIM E

In Greece They A re Called Lame 
Needles, and They Do a Deal 

of Mischief.

Grecians of low degree have a be
lief that certain spirits called “ lame 
needles,” visit the earth at the Christ
mas season. One lame needle, prob
ably the leader, comes on Christmas 
eve, and the rest of the tribe put in an 
appearance on Christmas day. They 
are dreadful creatures to look upon, 
yet are dangerous only at night, from 
sunset to cock crow. When not en
gaged in dancing, these queer gob
lins wander about and do any amount 
of mischief.

It is their custom to enter houses 
by the chimney; so every housewife 
is careful at this season of the year 
to leave some embers burning all 
night. For ite  lame needles dread 
fire, and also crosses, and it is for 
this reason that at Christmas time 
one sees so many whitewashed crosses 
on the cottage doors in Greece.

The priests alone have any power 
over these uncanny visitors, and it is 
to ward them off that a procession of 
priests and two acolytes goes from 
house to house on Christmas day. 
They give each house a blessing, waft 
the censor in at the door and pass on. 
When Epiphany comes the lame 
needles are forced to flee again under
ground.

I ' "   ................... — -------- —

Midnight’s
Mistletoe Bough

By
Deltna Marteen Eugones

OOD mawnin’, Mist’ Robert! 
Fine ChriBtmas weather, 
sah! Fine Chris—fine— ’’ 

Cameron bluntly ignored 
the cheerful greeting and 
the newspaper which Mid

night, the colored newsboy, held out 
for him, and Walked on briskly down 
the street, his gaze directed toward 
the pavement.

Midinght tumbled back against his 
news-stand, a queer expression of be
wilderment and sadness spreading 
over his face.

“ Dat’s de firs’ time dat Mist’ 
Cam’ron evah done buy a papah from 
somebody else,” he soliloquized, a 
lump gathering in his throat. “ Dat’s 
de firs’ time he evah pass mah place 
widout sayin’ ‘Good mawnin’.’ He 
ain’t nevah got no kick an’ no com
plaint t’ make t’ me. Dat’s de firs’ 
time Ah evah see him go bustin’ by 
like dat an’ so cogitatin’ he ain’t 
lookin’ whar he gwine. Dah am sholy 
Bomethin’ de mattah.”

All the rest of the day Midnight was 
in a sort of a trance. He watched the 
elevated stairway from early after
noon for the return of Cameron. His 
fitful vigil was rewarded when the 
young lawyer walked wearily down 
the steps. Midnight watched his 
every move jealously to see whether 
he purchased an afternoon paper from 
his rivals. Cameron stopped at the 
little negro’s stand.

"Good evening, Midnight,” he said, 
languidly.

“ Merry Christmus, Mist’ Cam’ron. 
De world am treatin’ me fine as silk, 
an’ Ah ain’t got no complaint t’ make 
t’ no one.” returned the boy, bravely.

Concealing the anxiety that had been 
overshadowing him all day.

“ Yas, sah,” said the lad aloud to 
himself after Cameron had passed on 
toward his home, “ dah am sholy some
thin’ de mattah-Hbut it ain’t m e !”

Midnight closed his shop that night 
in a happy frame of mind and wan
dered off toward his home, whistling. 
He was arou»d bright and early the 
next day, and when Cameron came 
along on his way to his office made 
It a particular point to see that he was 
not overlooked.

Hours later, when the flying snow 
was painting the dusk a speckled 
black, Cameron came back along the 
sidewalk more slowly and uncertain
ly than ever. It was Christmas eve, 
and Midnight felt at peace with all 
the world. People were flying past, 
their arms laden with presents, and 
all anxious to be home. As he stood 
in a sheltered corner of his booth, 
counting up his profits of the day, he 
called to Cameron:

“ Mist’ Cam’ron, Ah got a Chris’mus 
present fo ’ yo’ motha. Ah wan’s t’ 
ax you ef you will come ’roun’ in de 
mawnin’ an’ be de firs’ pussen t ’ buy 
a Chris’mas paper—it’s good luck fo ’ 
me, you know. Why, Mist’ Cam’ron !" 
suddenly exclaimed the lad as the 
young man came under the light, “am 
you sick? Yo’ face am white as a 
ghos’ an’ you wa’k like you done git 
dis grip what ev’ryone ta’kin’ bout. 
Mist’ Brown, ’cross de street hyar, he 
git It; Mist’ Simpkins, up at de cor- 
nah, Lordy, he git de misery so he 
stay in de house an’ dat lobely 
Miss Willoughby — you know de 
one Ah mean — Miss Helen Wil
loughby—not dat sister — she come 
’long dis ebenin’ an’ dough she smilin’ 
an’ happy like, Ah know she mus’ git 
it, too— dat mus’ be why she ain’t wa’k 
down de street, wid you t’day an’ yes- 
tlddy.”

«<yes— i— i— i— guess she must be 
feeling a little under the weather,” 
said Cameron, as he turned away.

“ Merry Christmas, M idnight!” ex
claimed a musical voice.

“ Why— why— good ebenin’, Miss 
j wikoughby. Merry Christmas. Skuae

me fo ’ not seein’ you, but ah done 
fo ’got my mannahs, Ah guess, fo ’ de 
time bein’. Ah was jus’ thinkin’ ’bout 
de fo ’ks ob mah fambly.

“ Why, Midnight, you never told us 
about your folks as long as you have 
been serving papers at our house. Are 
your folks alive?”

“Jus’ mah ole gran’mammy, an’ she 
lib wid some ole fr ’ens ob de fambly, 
an’ Ah sen’s her de money dat she 
need t’ lib on. Ah ain’ had no daddy 
an’ no mammy fo ’ de longes’ time, 
’cause dey bofe froze t ’ def in de bluz- 
zard what come ’long ’bout six year 
ago.”

“How did you ever happen to come 
here?”

“ Mist’ Cam’ron done brought me 
hyar. YOU see, mah mammy been a 
cook an’ mah mammy’s sister a nurse 
in Mist’ Cam’rofi'g fambly fo near 30 
year, an’ when Mist’ Cam’ron come 
hyar mammy ax him t’ git me a Job 
some day an’ den he sen’ fo ’ me. He 
try me fo ’ a cook, but Ah guess Ah’m 
a pretty bad cook— ennyway Mist’ 
Cam’ron he say one day why not staht 
a news-stan’ an’ he give me de money 
—an’ dat’s all de hist’ry what is ’bout 
me— but, Miss Willoughby, Ah’m glad 
you come long to-night, ’cause Ah got 
a Chrismus present fo ’ you— some 
mistletoe, a fine big branch what mah 
granmammy sen’s up from Marylan’— 
git it offen de trees right in de 
swamp back o ’ de shanty. Ah wan’s 
t’ ax you ef yo’ will please be so good 
an’ kin’ as t’ come ’roun’ In nde 
mawnin’ an’ buy de firs’ paper, ’cause 
it means good luck, you know.”

Hardly had the Christmas horns 
blown their first greetings of the day 
when Midnight saw two figures com
ing down the street from different di
rections. One was Cameron, walking 
slowly along the main thoroughfare, 
and the other was Miss Willoughby.

“ Merry Chrism us!" called Midnight 
even before the young lawyer had 
reached the stand. “ Ah hopes you is 
feelin ’ bettah dis mawnin’.”

“ Thank you, Midnight; I feel all 
right. Here, hurry up with that mis
tletoe and give me that first paper 
you wanted me to buy,” he added,

quickly, as he glanced up the street 
and saw Miss Willoughby approach
ing briskly.

“ Ah— Ah— Ah—doan know Jes’ wha’ 
Ah did wid dat mistlemtoe— ain’ Ah one 
fool niggah? Ah put it right hyar, un
der dis shelf’ jes two minutes ago, 
but Ah can’t find it,”  he replied, rum
maging nervously among a pile of pa
pers underneath the top shelf.

“ Merry Christmas!” called another 
voice, and Midnight raised his head 
and smiled into the face of Miss W il
loughby, who stood at the other end 
of the stand, taking great pains not to 
see Cameron, who was striving equally 
to avoid her.

“Where is that mistletoe you want
ed me to have, Midnight? You see, I 
got up very early to be the first one 
here, and you know you promised it 
to me.”

“ Well, ef dat ain’ de funnies’ thing,” 
replied Midnight, laughing mischiev
ously. “Ah sholy had two fine pieces 
ob dat mislemtoe right hyar, but Ah 
can’t fin’ ’em t’ save mah soul. Ah 
done promise dis t’ you. Miss 
Willoughby, an’ deed Ah done promise 
it t’ you, Mist* Cam’ron, fo ’ yo ’ motha, 
an’ Ah sholy doan know what t ’ do 
’bout it. Ah can’t bus’ It in two.”

Half unconsciously the two young 
persons reached for the bough, then 
hesitated.

“ Why, of course, let Mr. Cameron 
have it for his mother,” spoke up 
Miss Willoughby.

“Give It to Miss Willoughby,”  said 
Cameron. “Perhaps you will find the 
other piece after awhile."

"A h ’ll give it t’ Miss Willoughby ef 
Mist’ Cam’ron’ll tote it home fo ’ de 
lady.”

The girl glanced at Cameron, and In 
another moment the young couple 
were walking away from the stand 
carrying the bunch of mistletoe be
tween them. Midnignt grinned as he 
leaned against his stand and com
mented:

“ Ah guess Ah’ll take dis otha piece 
right straight up t’ Mrs. Cam’ron mah- i 
self, ’cause Ah know dat piece ob mis- ■ 
tlemtoe ain’ nevah gwine t’ leave Miss 
Willoughby’s house ef Mist’ Caxu’rok 
kin he’p i t ”

IRON IN TRADITION
FRO M  IT S  D IS C O V E R Y  IT  HAS  

B EE N  A S Y M B O L.

Instance In Point Is Recorded in Eng
lish H istory of the Y ear 1235 

and Custom S till Is 
Observed.

Henry III. in the year 1235, on the 
occasion of a tournament on ground 
belonging to the Knights Templar, 
the site of what is now the V ictoria 
embankment, in London, England, was 
delighted with the dexterity shown by 
one Walter le Brun, a blacksmith who 
had a hovel on the ground, and was 
employed to shoe the knights’ horses 
and repair their armor. In recognition 
of his skill he gave him a piece of 
land on which to erect a forge, and 
fixed the quit-rent six horseshoes with, 
nails complete; and these horseshoes 
and 61 nails were duly counted out on 
Monday afternoon by the city solicitor, 
as they had been counted out since the 
year when the rent was fixed.

In the other of the ceremonies 
which took place in the law courts on 
Monday, the rendering of the quit- 
rent of the sharp and blunt knives, 
the noticeable point is that the knives, 
sharp or blunt, were of iron. Iron, 
with its wonderful powers of cutting, 
molding and striking, became from the 
day when it first began to be dimly 
understood as a new force in the 
world, at once a symbol and an Influ
ence. Presents or iron, purchases of 
iron, debts paid in iron, became sig
nificant and notable events. The tra
dition and the belief remain with us. 
Still, when we deal in iron with each 
other, we demand certain formalities 
to appease the latent powers in the 
obscure and potent metal. When we 
give presents of knives and pairs of 
scissors we ask in return, not even 
now shamefacedly, but in a spirit o f 

j acquiescence in the thought of a thou- 
sand generations, that the receiver 

| shall return to us a piece of an older 
I easier metal. W e present a school- 
! boy with a pocketknife, and ask him 
1 for a halfpenny back, “ or else we 

shall quarrel.” Knives “ sever friend
ships.” The power of the wonderful 

■ metal survives in a dozen different 
ways in the ordinary life of the town 
and the country side of to-day. The 

' story which is still one of the most 
popular of all nursery fairy-tales is 
of the princess who must be guarded 
from childhood from the prick of a 
needle. The custom still survives in 

I Scottish households, when a death 
I has occurred in the house, of thrust

ing a needle or a nail into butter or 
meat or whisky to prevent death from 
entering the provisions.

Our Underworked Acres.
The United States has the most fer

tile soil and most favorable climate in 
the world, but by careless methods 
produces an annual average yield of 
less than fourteen bushels of wheat 
an acre, while England produces more 
than thirty-two, Germany about twen
ty-eight, the Netherlands thirty-four 
and France 20.

Of oats the United States produces 
an overage yield an acre of 23 bush
els, England 42, Germany 46 and HqL 
land 53. In potatoes the Upited 
States produces 85 bushels gp acre, 
Germany. Belgium and Great Britain, 
average 250 each. >

Germany, with an arable area no 
i greater than some of our largest 

States, produces approximately two 
billion bushels of potatoes annually, 
while the annual crop of the United 
States averages 275,000,000 bushels 
per annum. In the year ending June 
30 we imported 8,384,000 bushels.

In the ten years since 1898 the acre
age in the United States increased 22 
per cent., while our exports decreased 
67 per cent., showing that in a few 
years we shall be obliged to import 
the necessaries of life. The annual 
average yield of wheat an acre is less 
in the United States to-day than it 
was 30 years ago.

Unmapped Portions of the Earth.
The international conference at the 

British foreign office to dis
cuss the desirability of joint 
action in map making is a 
reminder that only about one-quarter 
of the land area in our globe is ac
curately surveyed, and that outside 
Europe the United States and our 
overseas possessions there are prac
tically no maps existing based on ex
act trigonometrical surveys. Should 
the conference agree to commence an 
international, map of the world, the 
scale chosen will in all probability be 
slightly less than sixteen miles to 
the inch. A good part of Africa, China 
and south America has al eady been 
mapped on this scale, and any smaller 
scale would be of little use. The In
dian survey, indeed, has mapped the 
whole of India, with t! exception o f 
a portion of the Rajputana desert, oa 
the generous scale of one mile to Lae 
inch, and with an exactitude compara 
ble with the best European surveys.

Beethoven's Last Days.
Beethoven had troubles besides the 

scourge of deafness. Throughout his 
life the conduct of his brothers irked 
and grieved him, and when, on the 
death of one of them, he adopted his 
orphaned son, that nephew’s outrag
eous conduct broke his heart. Then 
he felt the sting of poverty. Dying 
he would have lacked the very neces
saries o f a waning life had it not been 
for the Philharmonic society of Eng
land. The society has never boasted 
of the fact, but a fact it is, that a 
douceur of one hundred pounds sent 
by them to Beethoven, at his last 
gasp, made death less a martyrdom to 
the famous musician.

H alf Unconsciously the Two Young Persons Reached fo r the Bough.
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T H E  SHORT SERMON FOR HIM

Good Sense and Reason in Rem arks  
of Country V is ito r to 

Big C ity.

By nature most persons shrink a lit
tle from the preacher who amplifies 
his paragraphs, says the Youth’s Com
panion. They demand from him a 
wise compression of spiritual facts. 
One wishes to go home with some
thing so terse, so emphatic and so 
eminently simple in one’s mind that it 
will keep its place there through the 
week. This is not altogether a mod
ern tendency. Many years ago a 
countryman, wandering hopelessly 
through the streets of Boston on a 
Sunday morning, was accosted by a 
native, who asked him what he 
wanted.

“ I want,” said he, ‘ ‘to find the man 
who preaches short sermons.”

The native had no hesitation in 
pointing out the street which led to 
the church of which Dr. Charles Low
ell was the minister, but anxious to 
discover what peculiar hold this min
ister had taken of this man’s fancy, 
he suggested that the sermons at the 
W est Church were very short, indeed, 
and that perhaps the great city might 
offer, to one who seldom entered it, 
others more likely to please.

“ Not th ey !” responded the coun
tryman, “ I never heard him preach 
but once, and that was before the con
vention the other day; but I remem
bered every word o f his sermon, as if 
I had preached it m yself; and my 
wife and I had something to talk of 
for a week after.

“ I tell you, my friend,” the rustic 
concluded, “ after he has preached his 
short sermon there is not much to be 
said on the same subject.”

Tom's Best 
Christmas

&9 Aichie ft. McKishnb

Copyings t by the Author

Tom Lawrence shook his fist under 
the grocery keeper’s nose.

“ You try and stop me and I’ll fix 
you,” he threatened, “ even if I have 
to do time for it. You trying to hold 
a fellow away from his people this 
way, and it Christmas Eve, too. Why. 
the old man and the old woman will 
be right glad to see their little boy 
again.”

He laughed wheezingly and leaned 
weakly against the counter.

“ You can’t keep me from feeding on 
the fatted calf, Josh. I ’m going to 
walk in 'on  the old folks to-night, just 
like the wild, wayward sons you read 
about do. You never hear of them 
getting the cold hand, do you?”

A fit of coughing choked the laugh
ter from his voice, and when he lift
ed his face it was gray-white beneath 
the lamplight.

The big grocer laid aside the pack
age he was tying, and walked around 
the counter.

“ Come here, Tommie,”  he said, op
ening the door of the inner room.

The young man slouched forward 
obediently.

“ Say, Josh,” he whined, “ cut it out, 
I'm tired of being preached to. W on’t 
you get me a little whisky, just one 
drink?” he pleaded. “ See, I’m all 
broke up, and I’m going home to-night. 
Six years of the life I’ve led wears

derstand you’d got a big position out 
west. I’m afraid I wrote 'em a letter 
from you, Tommie, tellin’ ’em all 
about it and askin’ forgiveness for not 
biddin’ ’em good-by.” The other 
nodded his head on his breast.

“ You were always a big-hearted 
fool, Josh,” he said, hoarsely. “ I can’t 
understand why you won’t get me a 
little whisky.”

"I remember their faces when they 
read that letter,”  said the grocer, 
heaving a big chunk on the fire. “ I 
remember how glad they both was. 
Your ma said you’d be writin’ again 
soon and let them know how you liked 
it. Well, you did.”  “ I wrote again, 
did I?” “ Yep, -you wrote every week 
you’ve been away, and that’s how 
long—let’s see?” “ Six years ago, day 
after to-morrow, Josh.”

“You sent some money home, too,” 
continued the big man, after an in
terval of silence. “ Quite a little bit 
of money. Fifty dollars once, and a 
ten-spot every now and again.” The 
speaker laughed queerly, his face 
working. “ Only last night they got a 
letter from you, Tommie, with $50 in 
it. Christmas box, I think you called 
it.”  Something like a sob came from 
the bowed figure.

“ Your pa most always read your let
ters to the neighbors. They’re right 
glad you’re doing so well. Every 
Christmas Eve your ma and him come 
over here and buy a Christmas turkey 
with the money you send them— I al
ways have a laugh at your pa. “ I’ll 
eat Tommie’s share,” he says. “  ’Cause j 
it’s next best thing to havin’ him 
home. W e’re right proud of our Tom
mie,’ he always ends. They’ve been 
writing you, too, every week regular, j 
I read all their letters, ’cause I havp 
to in order to know how to answer 
them. They got a letter from you last 
night with their Christmas money in

Novelties in W a r Appliances.
An illuminating shell, which bursts 

into flame in the air and acts as a 
temporary searchlight, is amongst the 
latest ideas of war inventors. This 
shell, which has been put to severe 
tests, would enable an admiral, for | 
instance, to see the vessels of an ene
m y’s fleet at a distance of several 
miles, the light burning long enough 
for the gunners to get the range. It is 
a French invention and not un
like the illuminating shell which has 
been adopted by the German govern
ment. The latter is a projectile, filled 
with calcium carbide, which breaks in
to flame as it falls into the sea, where 
it floats.

Another novelty in war appliances 
has just been secured by the great 
firm of Krupp. It is an air torpedo, 
which is reported to be one of the 
deadliest instruments of warfare yet 
devised. It is to be introduced into 
the German army and navy. Other 
recent inventions are the anti-airship 
gun, a shrapnel grenade adapted for 
use with the service rifle, and a new 
automatic gun mounted on a motor 
truck, said to be capable of conveying 
a supply of ammunition and a crew of 
ten men 25 miles an hour along ordi
nary roads, and to fire 3-pound shells 
a distance of three and a half miles at 
the rate of 250 shots a minute.

Ind iv iduality .
“ Mr. Hokkins,” says the teacher, “ I 

feel that I should speak to you about 
your son. He is not succeeding in his 
studies as he should.”

“ I’m sorry to hear that. What is 
w rong?” asks Mr. Hokkins.

“ In his arithmetic, for instance, he 
insists that two and two make six and 
that the half of 12 Is eight. And in 
geography he always answers that the 
Pacific ocean lies between America 
and Europe.”

“ Now, Miss Rools, you bring up a 
point I have often made. Our pres
ent school system is an absurd ar
rangement, sticking to the cut-and- 
dried habits and ideas of centuries. 
Here my boy is displaying a little na
tive originality, and you want to strifle 
it in its inception. It seems to me 
that the purpose of a public school 
■should be to discover and develop and 
encourage original modes of thought 
in the pupils.”— Life.

Typhoid Fever Carriers.
Typhoid fever carriers is the term 

applied to persons who may be infect
ed by the typhoid germ and yet them
selves free from the disease. Accord
ing to statistics based on 57 cases re
ported by various physicians, about 
three-fourths of all carriers thus far 
recorded are women, and with very 
few  exceptions the carriers have been 
engaged in some occupation, such as 
eook, baker or dairyman, which has 
enabled them to transmit the typhoid 
bacteria to food products, or they 
w ere inmates o f insane asylums and 
icareless in their personal habits. Car
riers have in some instances had ty- 
jphoid fever but a short time previous 
tto their examination, and in others 
Several years before. Dr. Albert be
lieves that many people carry typhoid 
term s for a time without sickness.

Improved Autom obile T ire .
One of the newest autombile tires, 

a Pennsylvanian’s invention, consists 
of a number of rubber blocks mounted 
in a steel channel and reversible, so 
that a new surface can replace a worn 
one.

An Alibi for 
Santa

By Olivia Barton Strohm
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A
CHRISTMAS 
ACROSTIC.

Easy Payments.
Owing a money-lender £18, a dairy

man was ordered in the Linconlshire 
(Eng.) county court to pay install
ments of Id. a month, at which rate 
it will require 360 years to liquidate 
the debt.

one, Josh, wear one right down to the 
heart and soul, and this cough— ”

He sank down on a seat before the 
fire, his slim fingers gripping his 
chest.

“ Sit there and get good and warm. 
I’ll be back in a minute.” The gro
cer slipped out, locked the door after 
him, and went behind the counter. 
Customers had come in and were 
waiting to be attended to.

The grocer drew a tall young man 
to one side.

“Jim,” he said, “ I want you to help 
me out. Go behind and serve them 
customers. I don’t care if you haven’t 
never sold groceries; do your best. 
Don’t be particular about weights. 
Give everybody Christmas measure. 
I’ve got to stay away for a spell, 
'cause— ”

He whispered something in the 
young man’s ear. His hearer started.

“ Why, they think— ” he commenced; 
but the grocer laid a big hand on his 
arm.

“ I know what they think; and, 
whatever you do, keep what I’ve told 
you to yourself. I don’t know what 
to do, but I’ll find out a way. When 
they come, call me. I’ll be in here.” 

Lawrence lifted his white face from 
his hands as the grocer entered.

“ Have you got it?” he questioned 
eagerly. The big man sat down, fa
cing him.

“ I want to have a little chat with 
you, Tommie,”  he said, gently. “ You 
remember when you were a youngster 
at home here, how we used to chat 
together and have a mighty good time 
of it, don't you?”

His hearer made a grimace. “ I 
want a drink,” he said, shortly.

“ You remember how you used to 
come down for the mail, Tommie, and 
I’d have you come in and help sort 
the letters?”

An expression that was almost a 
smile dawned slowly across the boy’s 
haggard face. “ I remember we used 
to imitate one another’s handwriting, 
Josh,” he said, slowly.

“ Yes, and I got at last so ’s I could 
write just like you, Tommie. Remem
ber you used to tell me you could al
most believe it was your own writin’ ?”  

“ I remember, Josh. Go on. There’s 
something behind all this. I’m waiting 
to hear it.” “When you got into trou
ble over at Maxton’s and— ”

“And skipped. Yes. Well, go on, 
can’t you?”

“W ell, somehow, the matter was 
hushed up and kept from your old 
folks. Maxton never said anythin’, 
and we gave your pa and ma to un

it, and they’ve answered it already. 
Here’s their letter with your address 
on it. Maybe you’d like to read it?” 

The young man reached out a sha
king hand for the letter. The other 
watched his face as he read. When a 
tear fell with a splash on the cramped 
writing, the grocer spoke again.

“ You can send me to jail for doin’ 
what I’ve done, Tommie. In one way I 
it was wrong, very wrong. I’ve been 
guilty of openin’ letters.”

The other held up a thin hand as 
though to ward off a blow. Then he 
rose weakly and came over to the big 
man.

“ Josh, old Josh,”  he spoke trem
blingly. “ You’ve been— you— are—  
Oh, I’ll make it all up to you some 
day,”  he broke out, lifting his head. 
“ I’m going to be a man. I know I’m 
not fit to go to them now. I’ve been 
drunk for days! But promise me you 
will take me to them soon, Josh.” 

“ Day after to-morrow night is the 
anniversary of your goin’ away. W e’ll 
go then,” promised the grocer with a 
big smile. He took the boy’s hand. 
“ I’m goin’ now. You just lie down on 
the sofa here. You’ll stay at my place 
until after Christmas. He moved to
ward the door. Then he turned. 
“ Shall I fetch you anythin’ ?” he asked 
gently.

“ Nothing,”  answered the young 
man, smiling. “ I’m perfectly satis
fied, Josh.”

An hour later the grocer carried an 
armful of groceries and threw them 
into the back of the sleigh. “ Merry 
Christmas to you both, Mrs. Law
rence,” he cried, tucking the robes 
about the old couple. The old man 
chuckled, and the old lady, glancing 
about her fearfully, bent forward, hes
itated, bent forward again, and kissed 
the big man on his broad forehead.

“ God bless you,” she said, gladly. 
“ God bless you for sendin’ for our 
Tommie. I’m right glad you think 
him so smart.”  The grocer laughed 
awkwardly.

“ Yep, Tommie’s goin’ to work for 
me,” he called. And with his heart 
in harmony with the jingling bells, 
he passed into his store.

A Christmas Cynic.
A woman’s idea of doing charity 

work is to get somebody else to give 
the money for it. ^

It’s very annoying to a girl to meet 
a man she likes when the color of 
the feathers on her hat doesn’t har
monize with his cravat.—New York 
Press.

H R IST M A S is not only a mile mark of 
another year, moving us to thoughts of 
self-examination; it is a season, from all 

its associations, whether domestic or religious, 
suggesting thoughts of joy. A  man dissatisfied 
with his endeavors is a man tempted to sadness. 
And in the midst of winter, when his life runs 
lowest and he is reminded of the emp*v chairs 
of his beloved, it is well he should be condemned 
to the fashion of the smiling face.— Robert 
Louis Stevenson.

¥  -* -k

M
O W  many old recollections and how 

many dormant sympathies does the 
Christmas time awaken! Happy, happy 

Christmas, that can win us back to the delusions 
of our childish days; that can recall to the old 
man the pleasures of his youth; that can trans
port the sailor and the traveler thousands of miles 
away, back to his own fireside and his quiet 
home. Fill your glass again, with a merry face 
and contented heart. Our life on it, but your 
Christmas shall be merry and your New Year • 
happy one.— Charles Dickens.

J T 'n'n EM EM BER that as surely as in that 
j baby life at Bethlehem there lay the
J-L lA  power which has run through all the 
world; the power which makes Judea burn like 
a star forever; the power which has transfigured 
history;*the power which has made millions 
of men its joyous servants; the power of the 
millenniums yet to be, so surely in the humblest 
soul s humble certainty that it does love Christ, 
there lies enfolded all the possibility of the most 
perfect sainthood.— Phillips Brooks.

*  *  +

I
T  IS a good thing to observe Christmas Day. 

The mere marking of times and seasons, 
when men agree to stop work and make 

merry together, is a wise and wholesome custom. 
It helps one to feel the supremacy of the common 
life over the individual life. It reminds a man 
to set his own little watch, now and then, by the 
great clock of humanity, which runs on sun 
time.— Henry Van Dyke.

*  *  +
U PPO SE  a note came on Christmas Day

saying not, “ I send my love and best
wishes with thisspooi-box,”  but, " I  want 

you to know that your patience, or courage, or 
tenderness, during this last year, will help me 
to live more bravely and courageously this year.”  
What a Christmas present the receipt of such a 
letter would be to any one of us. What a gift 
for any one of us to send to the human heart
that has given us courage for the burden and
heat of the day.— Margaret Deland.

*  *  *

T
H E  season of regenerated feeling— the 

season of kindling, not merely the fire of 
hospitality in the hall, but the genial

flame of charity in the heart. He who can turn 
churlishly away from contemplating the felicity 
of his fellow beings, and can sit down darkling 
and repining in his loneliness when all around 
is joyful, may have his moments of selfish grati
fication, but he wants the genial and social 
sympathies which constitute the charm af a 
Merry Christmas.— Washington Irving.

*  *  *
Y  C H R IST M A S wish for all is that

they may taste the sweetness of love, 
enter into the joys of friendship, and 

know the divine beneficence of helping someone 
at present less fortunate than themselves. In 
these words are we to find the living spirit of 
the human and eternal Christmas. The uni
versal gladness of Christmas is proportioned to 
the extent of its unselfishness. People are happy, 
not in what they get so much as in what they 
give.— Minot J. Savage.

¥  ¥  ¥
N D  there were in the same country shep

herds abiding in the field, keeping watch 
over their flock by night. And lo, th* 

angel of the Lord came upon them, and the glory

of the Lord shone around about them, and they 
were sore afraid. And the angel said unto them: 
"F ear not, for behold I bring you good tidings of 
great joy which shall be to all people. For unto 
you is born this day in the city of David, a 
Savior, which is Christ the Lord.” — From the 
Gospel of St. Luke.

*  ¥ ¥
A  N T  A  C L A U S  remains, by virtue of 

a common understanding that childhood 
shall not be despoiled of one of its 

most cherished beliefs, either by the mythologist, 
with his sun myth theory, or the scientist, with 
his heartless diatribe against superstitions. He 
who does not see in the legend of Santa Claus a 
beautiful faith on the one side, and the native 
embodiment of a divine fact on the other, is not 
fit to have a place at the Christmas board.—  
Hamilton Wright Mabie.

Copyright, 1909, by W. A. Patterson

At a clearing of the forest stood 
MacGregor’s store. It was sometimes 
called “The Crossing,” but as the 
branch had long been impassable be
cause of quicksands, these literal 
mountain folk had come to call it 
only “ The Store.” Here the mail was 
brought, from the railroad twice a 
week by carrier. But it sometimes 
chanced that somebody had an er
rand in town, and would “ fetch” the 
letters with him.

This was just what happened the 
eve before Christmas. MacGregor him
self, went for the mail— and a goodly 
lot of it there was, too. Several post
al cards, at least a dozen letters, ard 
as many other parcels.

He alighted from the wagon, 
hitched the mules outside, and hur
ried to the door which his daughter 
held open for him.

“My, Pappy, what a lot of letters! 
Any for m e?”

Her father put them on the grocery 
counter, and, going back to the wa
gon, returned with a package of pep
permint candy— sticks of red and white 
like small barber poles. These he put 
in a glass jar, then noticed the girl. 
“Hello, Mamie, what’s in that there 
writin?”

“ Nothin’,”  was the terse response, 
and Mamie slipped the letter in her 
belt.

The man crossed to her with the 
swagger of conscious weakness. 
“ Look’e here, Mame, if it’s from that 
pie-faced teacher down thar at the 
Gap, it’ll be the worst fer you and him, 
too. Thar’s lots of us ready to take 
Bud Johnson’s part.”

Her face flushed to the color of her 
| Turkey red calico. “ I’ll never marry 
! Bud Johnson so long as I’m alive!

Shame on you, Pappy! It’s all on ac- 
j count of that 20-acre lot. It’s for sale;

to go to you, sweetheart; but will you 
come to me? By the pollard willow, at 
twilight to-night?”

Mamie glanced out of doors; the 
shadow of Mason’s bluff was already 
empurpling the valley; it would soon 
be dusk.

She dived behind the counter, took 
out a suit of red flannel trimmed in 
white cotton, a peaked cap and mask 
with long, white beard attached. With 
this costume wrapped in a bundle she 
was waylaid at the door by her father. 
“Whar ye goin’ ?” he demanded, sus
piciously.

“ To find one of the neighbor boys to  
play Santa Claus; then I’m com ing 
back to fix the tree,” and snatching a  
shawl from the forked limb of a pine 
which served as hat-rack, she slipped 
out.

The air was fresh and frosty; a l
ready there was promise of the dark.

“ At twilight,” his note had said, 
and she started off toward the bridge 
at the Gap.

F ace to the ladies and back to the w all; 
T ake a chaw  o ’ terbacker and balance all.

The rafters of the cabin shook with 
the shuffling feet, the laughter of the 
dancers, the calls of the fiddler and 
the uncertain strains of “ Old Dan 
Tucker.'* The fireplace smoked just 
enough to wrap the ceiling in 
picturesque Christmas swaddling 
clothes.

Coal oil lamps fitfully illuminated 
the tree at the far end of the big room. 
There was a sudden commotion at 
its base, as without warning Santa 
Claus stood on a tar-barrel, holding 
aloft his bundle.

“ Promenade all; seats,” roared the 
fiddler, and the dancers and the chil
dren gathered around the tree—but 
not too close, for Mamie, as mistress 
of ceremonies, waved them away from 
the magic circle. As he, in a thin, 
disguised voice, called out the names, 
the owner would step up and claim 
the parcel.

“WTho is he?” one man asked, but 
MacGregor nudged the speakdr. 
“ Hush; it’s one of the Jimson boys, 
most like; don’t matter; we want to 
fool the youngsters and they think 
it’s Old Nick himself.”

“ Malcolm MacGregor.”
Now, it was not often that Mamie’s

The Christmas Tree.
Every time I see a Christmas tree 

studded with electric lights, garlands 
of tinsel gold festooning every branch, 
and hung with the hundred costly 
knicknacks the storekeepers invent 
year by year “ to make trade,” until 
the tree itself disappears entirely un
der its burden, I have a feeling that 
fraud has been practiced on the kind
ly spirit of Yale. Wax candles are 
the only real thing for a Christmas 
tree, candles of wax that mingle their 
perfume with that of the burning fir, 
not the by-product of some coal-oil or 
other abomination. What if the 
boughs do catch fire? They can be 
watched, and too many candles are 
tawdry, anyhow. Also, red apples, 
oranges and old-fashioned cornucopias 
made of colored paper, and made at 
home, look a hundred times better and 
fitter in the green; and so do drums 
and toy trumpets and wald-horns, and 
a rocking horse reined up in front that 
need not have cost $40; or anything 
like it.—Jacob Riis in Century.

A Cure for A ll Evils.
In certain parts of Worcestershire 

and Staffordshire, in England, the idea 
prevails that a silver coin from the 
Christmas morning offertory is a sov
ereign remedy for any ill that human 
flesh is heir to. Accordingly, any 
householder who happens to have an 
ailing child or other person in the 
house hies him to the clergyman of 
the parish on Christmas morning, and 
asks as a favor a sacrament shilling. 
The coin given in exchange has to be 
obtained by collecting a dozen pennies 
from as many different maidens, and 
then changing the coppers for a silver 
shilling. For this coin the applicant 
receives the coveted sacrament shil
ling, which, on being taken home, is 
hung round the ailing one’s neck, and 
is popularly supposed to effect a rapid 
and complete cure of the complaint, 
no matter what it may be.

W here the Toys Are Made.
In Germany whole villages are de

voted to the production of Christmas 
toys, and their busiest time is Just 
about midsummer. By the end of Au
gust the receiving depots are crammed 
with Christmas clowns and Christmas 
mechanical puppets, Christmas drums 
and wooden horses— children’s Christ
mas presents, in fact, of all sorts and 
kinds. And the travelers start out 
east, west, north and south with their 
Christmas samples about the time the 
corn is ready for the sickles of the 
reapers. In Holland, too, where more 
than one town is devoted, more or 
less, to the making of Christmas dolls, 
the same rule holds good. During 
May, June, July and August every 
man, woman and child in these places 
seem in some way to be occupied with 
the manufacture of miniature babies. 
Even at school during these particular 
months the sewing lessons are taken 
with dolls’ clothes for models.

' Yoa/hoacar ib a f
M w a v n c fc w r y /lc R e /o r ."

you are crazy for it, and you want me 
to marry Bud because he’s promised 
to buy the lot if you make me marry 
him. Promise! he has promised every
thing—from that land to a collar for 
Pepper's n eck !”

The tiny black dog snoozing under 
the counter heard his name and crept 
to her feet; she stooped and patted 
him.

Her father paused in the act of pil
ing the good apples on top of the 
barrel. “ I know; it’s all on account 
of that teacher man. And what’s he 
done? Tried to get the mountain folks 
to send our youngsters to him to be 
larned how to work. Thunderation! 
Can’t we larn ye that ourselves? If 
he’d give ye book-larnin’, it wouldn’t 
be so bad, but— ”

“ That’s foolishness, Pappy; there’s 
a lot of good in this new kind of study
ing that they call ‘manual training.’ 
It’s just because you haven’t been 
hearing it all your born lives that you 
object. Why, you won’t hear to any
thing that isn’t as old as the moun
tains them selves!”

Pepper dropped from her arms as 
she towered over her father. “How 
can we grow ? How can we amount 
to a row of beans if you keep us in 
the same old rut? Only to-day I heard 
you tell Bill Dawson that you were 
sorry we were having such good 
weather. ‘It don’t seem natural for 
Christmas,’ you said, ‘it don’t seem 
like old times.’ Old fiddlesticks! Just 
because the nasty wet fog is what 
w e’re used to this time of year, you 
don’t want the sun to shine. Looks like 
you don’t want the Lord to improve 
on his own w eather!”

A customer came in and got a nick
el’s worth of candy for his baby’s 
Christmas stocking.

“ I hear you all air goin’ to hev a 
celebration to-night; I’ll be along and 
fetch the young uns,” he said. “W ho’s 
goin’ to play Santa Claus?” 

MacGregor looked at his daughter. 
“ Dunno; Marne’s fixed up a rig and 
says she’ll find some un to wear it; 
some un to play Old Nick and give 
the things off the tree.”

All this while Mamie was slyly re
reading the letter.

“ Your father will not permit me

father had heard himself thus ceremo
niously addressed, and the canny Scot 
blood leaped in veins he thought long 
dead to pride.

Somebody said; “Well, Mac, I 
reckon that’s you,” and he shuffled up 
to the tree and took the slip of paper 
Santa Claus proffered. It was a sworn 
promise to buy the 20-acre lot adjoin
ing MacGregor’s place, adding that the 
mysterious donor had stopped by the 
owner’s farm and taken an option on 
it in favor of Malcolm MacGregor!

Below the business form were the 
written words: “ The one and only' 
consideration therefor, to be the hand 
of his daughter, Mary, to be mine, to  
have and to hold from this day forth.’* 

MacGregor tottered to a chair, 
where he sat gazing at the precious- 
paper. In the hubbub nobody noticed 
him; the children lingered about 
Santa Claus, sniffing at his empty bag, 
longing to touch the hem of his robe. 
He waved them away, signifying to  
Malcolm to follow him out of doors. 
Here, at the edge of the clearing, ho 
awaited the man and his daughter.

When they came he said, still in the 
disguised v o ice :“ May I hope, Mr. Mac
Gregor, that you will accede to the 
plan— ?”

‘ ‘Put her thar, Bud,” and Mac Gregor 
grasped his hand.

But he reeled and leaned against a  
blasted tree for support when Santa 
Claus, throwing off the cap, revealed 
the smooth-shaven, square-jawed face 
of the teacher at Rabun’s Gap.

“ Thank you, Mr. MacGregor,”  and 
the teacher moved to Mary’s side.

Her father rallied to swear and say: 
“ But I thought— ”

“ You thought you were swapping^ 
your daughter for a 20-acre lot,— and 
you were not mistaken; the only mis
take is in the identity of the party, 
and that will scarcely matter. Or, 
perhaps, you prefer to let ycrir friend* 
know that— ”

But nobody ever did know, and the 
identity of Santa Claus was so well 
kept that to this day the children be
lieve that he hid in a cave, and the 
spring freshet rushed m and drowned 
him. Anyway, he has never com e 
back.
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ASHINGTON not only has a United States

W  Christmas celebration but it has the fes
tivities that mark the Christmas season in 
all the civilized nations of the world. At 
the Russian embassy there is a Christmas 
fete after the manner of the people in the 
land of the czar; there are French doings 
at the great European republic’s official 
residence, and there is the genuine old 
English Christmas at the home of the Brit
ish ambassador, and so one may go on 
through the entire list of foreign repre
sentatives, not even barring the embassies 
of China and Japan, where in honor of 
the day, as Christian nations view it, the 

oriental officials have holiday dinners 
The South American people make much of Christmas. 

It is the great feast day in all Latin-American countries 
and the ambassadors and attaches and tlieir families do 
not forget the customs of their native lands simply be
cause for a few seasons they have been transplanted to 
new scenes. The “ open house” is the order of the day in 
nearly every official residence in Washington after the 
family has had its own intimate celebration of the holi
day Large families are the rule rather than the excep
tion among the ambassadors and ministers from the- 
southern European and from the Central and South Amer
ican countries. The children have a gala time of it at 
home and then the visiting begins. The presents that

green and so are 
the wild honey
suckle and the lau
rel, trees and 
plants that are 
abundant along the 
Potomac.
. President Roose

velt was, as every
one knows, a nat
ure lover. He took 
every opportunity
that offered to get 
away from the
city. His daily
walks and rides
took him far into 
the country, and on 
Christmas day dur
ing the last four 
years of his term 
of office he went 
to Pine Knot, a 
wooded, mountain 
country place that 
belonged to his 
wife. Mr. Roose
velt stayed in 
Washington until
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son and Dix
on line. So if. 
is that a 

Washington Christ
mas day idea has 
been made to serve 
the ends of science.

It has been said 
that in years past a 
great many of the
senators and repre
sentatives in congress 
went home to spend 
the holidays, but that 
now the practice
largely has passed. 
An exception should 
be made for the past, 
and the present, as 
well, in the cases of 
those senators and
members who have in 
charge 1e g 1s 1 a t ion 
which has been pro
posed in bill form at 
the opening of the 
session of congress. 
When bills are intro
duced they are at 
once referred to com
mittees and if the 
measures are of Im
portance the chair
men of the commit
tees to which they 
have been sent, make

CHINESE STUDENTS AT CHRISTMAS 
REUNION AT CHINESE LEGATION

are purchased and stored temporarily in the embassies 
are not all for the adults and children of the household. 
The probable visitors of the day are borne in mind and 
as a little Brazilian boy in Washington put it once: “ I 
have had ten Christmases in ten hours.”

Church going on Christmas day is the rule in Wash
ington. Some persons have been unkind enough to say 
that all the American officials go to church on Christ
mas because the fact is very apt to get into the news
papers and “ it reads well at home.” The majority of the 
Central American and South American diplomats tern 
porarily resident in Washington, are nominally at least 
good churchmen, and they attend service as a matter of 
training and as a matter of course. Practically all the 
women from the Latin-American countries are religiously 
devout, and with them church going on Christmas is a 
matter of duty that is not to be neglected under any cir
cumstances. No child is allowed to miss church and the 
result is that all the capital city temples of worship are 
well filled on the feast day.

President Taft always has been a regular attendant at 
church and his service going since he became president 
establishes no precedent. Mrs. Taft and the children are 
Episcopalians, while the president is a Unitarian, and so 
It is that Sundays and other church Cays are the only 
days in the year that the family becomes in a sense di
vided. The president attends service at the Unitarian 
church of All Souls, of which the Rev. U. G. B. Pierce is 
the pastor. Mrs. Taft and the children are regular at
tendants at St.. John’s Episcopal church which in years 
past was attended by so many presidents of the United 
States that it came to be known semi-jocosely as “ the 
Church of State.” Mrs. Roosevelt and her children also 
attended St. John’s on Sundays and Christmas days, 
while Mr. Roosevelt went to the little German Reformed 
church on Fifteenth street, and rarely missed a service.

This Christmas season the majority of the members of 
both houses of congress are in the capital city. Time 
was, and not so long ago, that senators and represent
atives took their families and went home to spend the 
holiday season, but now, for financial reasons, the na
tional legislators in the main elect to stay in Washing
ton for their holiday making. Prior to the passage of 
the last railroad rate bill most of the members of con
gress had passes on the railroads. Now they have to pay 
their wray when they travel and for those who live at a 
distance from Washington this means a considerable ex
penditure of money in case they desire to go home at 
Christmas.

Every employe of the White House is given a Christ
mas turkey by the president. This is a custom of many 
years standing, and only once or twice has it been bro
ken. The clerks ih the departments, and there are many 
thousands of them, not only get a Christmas holiday, but 
are allowed to leave their work at noon on the day previ
ous in order that they may do their Christmas shopping 
The lot of the department clerk in Washington is not a 
hard one, as far as the matter of holidays is concerned. 
Every employe is given a month’s leave on full pay in 
each year, and is allowed another month “ to be sick in. 
This last statement means, of course, only that if an em
ploye is ill he or she receives full pay for one month on 
receipt of the physician’s certificate that the illness has 
been real. The clerks get seven or eight holidays each 
year, and these, taken in connection with the month’s 
leave, and with the fact that the hours of work number 
only seven and a half each day, make the laboring condi
tion  of the department clerk fairly comfortable.

Washington’s Christmas is always a green Christmas, 
even if there is snow on the ground, for in this latitude 
there are many trees and shrubs that hold their leaves 
and their color all through the year. As a matter of fact 
there is rarely any snow in the capital city that is worthy 
o f the name. All last winter, save for a few hours, the 
streets were bare of snow. Then came March 4th, Inau
guration day, and a record-making blizzard with a down
fa ll of snow, hail aDd rain mixed. The holly is always
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S P A N IS H  M I N U T E R  A N D  S E C R E T A R Y  S T A R T IN G  
ON ROUND OF CALLS

the festivities of 
the day were ov
er and the chil
dren had a chance 
to take account 
of their presents, 
and then he left 
for the log cabin 
in Virginia where 
he could sit in 
front of a huge 
open fire with a 
g e n u i n e  “ o l d  
Christmas” back 
log. On these 
Christmas out
ings Mr. Roose
velt did a little 
rabbit shooting 
and tried to do 
s o m e  t u r k e y  
shooting, but the 
major part of the
day time he spent in the fields armed only with an opera 
glass, with which he studied the winter birds, always 
with an eye sharpened to the possibility of finding some 
species that was rare.

President Taft loves nature, too, in a way, but he is 
not much of a tramper excepting where the walk leads 
over the golf links on which he spends his holiday after
noons, Christmas included, for in Washington because of 
the comparative mildness of the climate, the game of 
golf is possible nearly every day in the year.

There are several hundred officers of the army and na
vy stationed in Washington, most of them being detailed 
for office work in the departments for a term of four 
years. The naval officers perhaps enjoy their holiday- 
making in the capital more than do their brothers of 
the army, for the sailors have been compelled to spend 
many Christmases at sea away from tbeir wives and 
families, while here they may gather their families about 
them and not break any sea regulations in so doing. The 
army officer, whether he goes to the Philippines or to 
some distant frontier post, ordinarily takes his family 
with him and so Christmas day does not to him neces
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a study of them in order that their merits and demerits 
may be determined. In some cases this means long and 
continued study and It is not at all an unusual thing to 
find a committee chairman giving over the joys of the 
home life on Christmas day to consult precedents and to 
formulate arguments to be used for or against some pro
posed legislation, and to find him doing this in the se
clusion of a stuffy office room on Christmas day.

A good many Washington people, especially those who 
came here from the south, go over into Virginia to hunt 
on Christmas day. In parts of the Old Dominion fox 
hunting is still the order of the winter day, and if the 
fox is not in evidence there are always rabbits and quail, 
while on the lower Potomac and in the marshes along 
Chesapeake bay in open winters, the ducks and the geese 
are fairly abundant. The outdoor life appeals strongly 
to the southerner, and in many cases the northerners 
who have come to the Potomac country have formed the 
hunting habit and join the Christmas day outing parties 
of their southern cousins.

Christmas is the great holiday of Washington. From 
high to low the people make the most of it. There is good

were all busy erecting presepios in the homes of the 
quality, while the poorer folk w:ere constructing their 
own. As the mainland grows more sophisticated the 
quaint old devotion is fading away; but in conservative 
Sicily people still make the presepio every year as they 
dress Christmas trees in New York. All over the island 
families are busy from December 1 to 15 putting their 
old presepios in order, or making new ones; and there is 
much calling to and fro to compare results and admire 
new and elaborate specimens of the art. The presepio 
may be a little thing on a stand in one corner, or it may 
occupy the whole side of a room.

It may represent a whole mountain side, made of the 
rough, flexible bark or the cork tree. Peaks, crags and 
precipices abound, with winding trails, houses and castles 
of colored cardboard, forests of twigs and sometimes tiny 
pipes to furnish brooks and lakes. In the center is the 
grotto, with the holy family within. A sky of blue pa
per is stretched above, with the Star of Bethlehem con
spicuous, and over the hills come the shepherds bearing 
the gifts to the babe.

Spain, like Sicily, has never lost the presepio, and in 
both Spanish and Sicilian cities there are booths for the 
sale of miniature shepherds, magi and all the accessories 
of the art. In France the creche is not made at home, as 
in the southern countries, but it used to he a part of the 
Christmas decorations of every French church, and is still 
so in the rural districts. Many a polished cosmopolite of 
Paris can remember working busily for days before 
Christmas in his childhood to help freshen up and reju
venate the creche of his parish church in some little vil
lage of France. In the villages close by Paris to-day chil
dren who go about the streets singing Christmas carols 
carry a little creche in a box upon their shoulders.

The manger typifies the difference between the Latin 
and the Teuton Christmas. The Latin Christmas is a 

purely religious festival, as much so 
as any other feast of the -church. It 
has no particularly domestic or so
cial quality. Italian children never 
get presents on Christmas day. That 
is done on All Souls’ day, In October, 
when they believe— if they are very 
small— that the spirits of their de-i 
parted relatives have come back iff 
the night and left presents for them; 
undoubtedly a very ancient relic of 
ancestor worship. It is the great 
Teuton family of nations that give 
presents to children on Christmas 

-j day. And the Christmas tree came
out of the vast forests where dwelt 
the heathen German and Scandina
vian tribes. It is, in fact, a pagan 
relic, passed down from primitive 
forest dwellers and worshippers.
Where Celt, Slav or Latin use it,
they have borrowed it.

France, half Ljitin and half Celt, 
dashed with Gaul and Viking, is a 
family by herself in this, as in every
thing. She builds the manger in the 
churches, but at home, though she 
seldom dresses a Christmas tree, lit
tle Babette and Pierre set their 
shoes by the fireplace instead of 

hanging up their stockings. Pierre and Babette, if they 
are very small indeed, believe that “ le petit Jesus ’ or le 
petit Noel”— “ the little Jesus” or “ the little Christmas — 
have brought the gifts. But the average French child 
is as sophisticated as young America, and Pierre has to 
be a very little boy indeed, to believe in “ le petit Jesus.” 
No French or Italian child ever hears of Santa Claus till 
he comes to America; by which it may be gathered that
that good saint was strictly German, and when he emi
grated, came to America like all the rest of the Ger
mans.

The growth of the typical American Christmas, with its 
universal Christmas greens and present-giving, is a curi
ous phenomenon. It has no roots In American history. 
The original settlers of New England never observed i t  
The Dutch of New Amsterdam scarcely noticed it, but 
made New Year's the great, joyous, popular festival. 
Within the memory of aid people still living Christmas 
passed unobserved in New York, while all holiday mer
rymaking centered in New Year’s day. Modern America 
has built up a Christmas festival of its own, and has 
rejected definitely the religious feast in favor of the so
cial and domestic one. In one way, however, the Ameri-cheer everywhere evident and charity is not forgotten. _______________________ ________  . ,  ,   ______

sarily bring with it the sense of loneliness and homesick- t m t <i r t r    .......  . . . .  . . . . . . . . .     can Christmas is more religious than any and all the Lat-
ness that it brings to the man at sea.

In the biologicai survey, which is a bureau of the de
partment of agriculture, there are many scientists at 
work. Most of these men have spent a large part of 
their lives in the wilds studying birds and mammals, and 
shells, plants and fishes, to say nothing of reptiles. The

AMERICA’S CHRISTMAS 
THE BEST OF ALL

in church feasts put together. One who has lived through 
a year’s changing round of saints’ days in Italy, In all of 
which no work is done and the people take holiday, will 
observe that the thought of the people never goes out to 
those in need. The abounding giving of an American 
Christmas; the uneasy, uncomfortable feeling that every

office life is irksome to these scientists. They belong to    .....   child, at least, must have, if possible, a good dinner and
the free air, the barren plains, and the pine forests. So 
it is that on every holidy thac brings with it a release 
from office cares, they take to the open fields. About the 
hills in many places about Washington on Christmas day 
there are to be seen the little camp fires of the scientists 
who are cooking their mid-day Christmas dinners under 
the open sky.

Some time ago all the bird students in the JJnited 
States were asked, if they could, to make a trip afield on 
Christmas day and to make a list of the birds that they 
found. Thousands of bird lovers followed the suggestion 
and are still following it. Each one of the students turns 
in a report to a central headquarters giving the names of 
the birds that on Christmas day fell under his observa
tion. As a result of this practice th*> Washington sci
entists have many valuable notes concerning “out of sea
son” birds. For instance, the report came to Washington 
on a Christmas or two ago, that on the holiday four 
mocking birds were seen and positively identified in the 
fields near Boston, Mass. Other birds were reported 
from other northern localities, birds that in the ordinary 
course o f things ought to have been far south of the Ma-

An occasional Jersey commuter, familiar with the re
ligious section of Barclay street, is commonly the only 
sort of American in New York who knows a presepio by 
sight. Yet the presepio is the sign of the Latin Christ
mas, as the fir tree is of the northern. The manger of 
the Barclay street window's shows only the inside of the 
stable, with the figures and the cattle done in Italian ter
ra cotta. But the real presepio in its native land may 
show the whole countryside as well, and if the pilgrims 
wending their way to the manger are good Sicilian peas
ants, bearing good Sicilian wine and cheese on their 
donkeys, they are only the more Interesting.

St. Francis, born in the quaint little town of Assisi 
among live brown Umbrian hills, in 11812, invented the 
presepio to make the Christmas story plain to the simple, 
illiterate common people. During the 800 years since it 
has remained a favorite devotion in Latin Europe. The 
Italian and Spanish call it the presepio, the manger; the 
French the creche, the cradle; and the Hungarians and 
Belgians, Betleim, or Bethlehem.

Only a few years since not a carpenter could be hired 
in Rome or Naples for weeks before Christmas. They

a present on Christmas day, is quite unknown in the Lat
in countries.

The feeling that poor old bums and hoboes, even the 
criminals in their prisons, the paupers in their alms
houses, the beggars, the unworthy— all ought to have 
something good to eat on that day, and a little Christ
mas cheer in some form— is part of the American Christ
mas.

The races that come to the melting pot of America 
keep their home Christmas for only a few years after 
they arrive. Then they drift off into a more or less 
Americanized Christmas.

For a few years after they come, also, they try to 
eat their traditional dishes at Christmas time. The Hun
garian housemother makes the Christmas cakes which a 
long line of ancestral cooks made before her across seas. 
They are round balls of dough, covered with honey and 
poppy seed, and then baked. The Bohemians and Poles 
also make poppy seed cakes, each in a different style. 
The Sicilian housewife, too, has a traditional Christmas 
cake. It is a ring of dough with a hole in the middle— 
the Italian doughnut, in fact— which is fried, sprinkled 
with sugar and eaten hot.

MEANT TO  HAVE HIS LIFE

Vicious A ttack by Australian Natives  
on Trespassers in T h e ir  

Country.

Men who venture into the interior 
of northern Australia are likely to 
meet with adventures at the hands of 
hostile natives. Here is a matter-of- 
fact yarn concerning one James Ru- 
nine McPherson, engaged in pearl- 
shelling operations: On July 18 he
was fishing for trepang (sea cucum
ber or sea slug) at the mouth of the 
Liverpool river. He landed in a din
gey on the east bank of the river, 
where a bush smokehouse for the cur
ing of trepang had been erected. He 
dispatched a Malay with canoes and 
working natives to gather trepang 
around a distant point, while two na
tives who paddled the dinged went off 
to the lugger, which was anchored 
more than a mile out, with a load of 
fresh water. He remained at the 
smokehouse with three old Junction 
Bay natives, who assisted him in ma
nipulating the trepang. At 3 o ’clock 
in the afternoon, feeling tired, he was 
reclining on the floor of the smoke
house, with a rifle across his knees, 
when he was startled by the loud 
swishing sound of several spears pass
ing through the bough-covered inclos
ure.

McPherson immediately rushed out 
and saw seven or eight Liverpool river 
natives at the back o f the smokehouse 
with spears shipped and with murder 
in their faces. Another shower of 
spears fell around him and he retired 
toward the water’s edge and as he 
dodged one another long-barbed spear 
struck him in the hip. He felt no 
more, he says, than a burning twinge 
from the wound at the moment and 
instantly broke it off with his hand, 
leaving about eight inches of the 
barbed point buried in the fleshy part 
of his hip. The natives at this time 
were about forty yards away, having 
never shifted from their first point of 
attack near some thick bushes.

The man who had wounded McPher
son was in the act of throwing another 
spear when McPherson shot and hit 
him. He then emptied his revolver at 
his assailants, w'ho immediately disap
peared in the adjacent scrub. Hear
ing shots, the two Daly river natives 
came hurrying ashore with the dingey, 
and conveyed McPherson to his boat, 
where he subsequently succeeded him- 

| self in tearing the barbed spearhead 
; from the w'ound. Several barbs 

shaped like fishhooks were broken off 
in the process and remained in the 
wound.

The following day McPherson shift
ed his trepang gear and crew to an
other part of the coast and started 
for Palmerston to report the matter 
and have the w'ound attended to.

No Weddings, No Burials, No Fees.
Because there are “ no funerals, no 

more marriages and no more baby 
boys born” in the bailiwick of Max 
Friedman, sexton of a little synagogue 
in Madison street, he will escape pay
ing anything tow'ard the support of 
his 12-year-old son, Max, who was re
cently committed to the Jewish Pro
tectory’s by Justice Hoyt in the chil
dren’s court.

"W hat is your business?” asked the 
judge.

"Schammes of a synagogue,” came 
the answer, but an interpreter had to 
explain that scammes means, in Eng
lish, sexton.

“How much do you earn?”
“ Eight .dollars and thirty-three cents 

a, month.”
“ Is that all?”  persisted the justice, 

observing that the father is an able- 
bodied, prosperous looking citizen.

"Yes, that’s all,” replied Friedman. 
“When I attend a chasene (wedding) 
I get $4, but our people don’t marry 
any more.

"W hen I attend a lenaya (funeral) 
I get from $1 to $3, but our people 
don’t die any more— ”

“ That’s enough,” interrupted the 
justice, “ you win . I commit the boy 
and you need not pay anything 
toward his support.”—New York
World.

Not F a ir Game.
The citizens of Caribou are enraged 

over the actions of a hunter who re
cently shot a pet deer of the neigh
borhood. During the forest fires last 
summer an employe of the Portage 
Mill company captured a fawn, which 
he brought to his home and had cared 
for since. The fawn grew up around 
the dooryard and became thoroughly 
tame. It would travel about the town, 
calling on the neighbors, always re
turning to its home for the night. It 
was the pet of the community. One 
day a hunter driving through the 
town saw the deer in the street and 
shot it. The indignation of the citi- 
ens was something fierce, and it was 
only through the counsel of the wiser 
ones that the slayer escaped bodily 
harm.— Houlton Pioneer.

Old Enough to Have Sense.
That a man is never too old to get 

into trouble was illustrated the other 
day in the Columbia county court, 
Pennsylvania, when William Moser, 
aged 95 years and looking every day 
of his age, a veteran o f both the Mexi
can and civil wars, was tried before 
Judge Evans on a surety o f peace 
charge. Mrs. Clara Ball, an elderly 
lady, and a neighbor, accused him of 
threatening to burn her house, and 
with throwing stones at her. The vet
eran had Mrs. Ball arrested on the 
charge of threatening to kill him. 
Their homes were but six feet apart, 
and Moser was a tenant o f Mrs. Ball. 
Judge Evans told the litigants that 
they were both too old to get mixed 
up in court and directed them to go 
back home and live peaceably.



R. PETERS brung 
you some mail, Miss 
Pam,”  announced 
Aunt Sally, coming 
into the cozy sitting 
room with four damp 
letters.

Pamela l o o k e d  
them over knowing
ly, felt of their soft 
contents and smiled 
grimly.

“ The r e g u l a r  
Christmas donations 
of handkerchiefs has 
begun,”  she ob

served in a dry but humorous voice.
“ This is from Lottie Preston. This,” 
fingering a thinner envelope ginger
ly, “ is probably a pin cushion cover 
from Geraldine, and this very fat 
envelope contains a linen initial 
handkerchief from Molly Drew.

“ Last year, Aunt Sally, I received 
17 handkerchiefs and three em
broidered cushion tops that bore 
unmistakable marks of previous 
Christmas travels. I received three 
invitations to spend Christmas with 
relatives— Salina and Pauline, o f 
course, and the Prestons— all of 
whom had gaps to be filled in, and 
I filled them as usu^l. I spent $32 
for Christmas gifts that I didn’t en
joy  giving because I knew they 
were expected, and made three trips 
to the city for the express purpose 
of suiting everybody as nearly as 
possible, and in consequence I grew 
so tired that I was cross to you for 
two whole days before I left on my 
Christmas tour.

“ This year I shall not make a 
single present outside o f my imme
diate family— which means just us 
two, Aunt Sally, for I intend to 
make myself a handsome Christmas 
present instead o f wasting my mon
ey on the relatives who dump all 
their left-overs on me. I shall not 
accept a single invitation, either. I 
have lost the Christmas spirit.”

Aunt Sally’s honest black face 
took on a look o f perplexity, where
upon Miss Pamela went on to ex
plain the situation.

“ I am tired of being a Christmas 
scapegoat,” she declared with spirit. 
“ Everything unpleasant is loaded 
on my shoulders because I happen 
to be unmarried.”

“ I do wish to goodness sake you 
had-a-married! ” exclaimed Aunt 
Sally in a tone that gave Pamela 
to understand that all hope had 
been relinquished.

“ You never was cut out for an 
old maid,”  Aunt Sally maintained, 
sorrowfully, whereupon Pamela shrugged her 
well-set shoulders in half humorous despair.

She dearly loved her faithful old servant 
and friend, who had descended to her together 
with the little country home which was the 
most undesirable of “ effects”  mentioned in the 
paternal will “ to be equally divided among my 
three daughters.”

Pamela being unmarried, had no need o f 
the negotiable property which her sisters’ hus
bands eagerly desired for the purpose of en
larging their business operations, so Pamela 
had accepted the country house and a third 
of a maternal income, which barely sufficed to 
cover the taxes and repairs.

“ Now we shall see what Salina has to say,”  
observed Pamela as she opened her sister’s 
hurriedly scrawled letter.

“ Dear Pamela,” she read aloud. “ Please 
don’t take offense at what I have done, for I 
simply had to take advantage o f your irrespon
sibility at a pinch. The Kensingtons—you re
member them, don’t you, Jim’s sister and fam
ily?— have just com e back from Texas, of 
course expecting to be invited here for Christ
mas. That is what w e’d have to do if I 
didn’t have you to fall back on. I’m sending 
them all down to you to spend the holidays, 
as we simply can’t have them here, for the 
reason that w e’ve invited the Masons, Jim’s 
business friends, you know. It is likely that 
Tom Mason will be here if he can get away 
from a pressing business engagement, and as 
he was rather attentive to Geraldine last sum
mer at the mountains something may come of 
this Christmas visit. You know how fastidi
ous Tom is and how a crowd of noisy children 
would annoy him. I know men of his kind— 
they are as sensitive as girls, and I don’t pro
pose to spoil my daughter’s prospects for the 
sake of the Kensington’s.

“ Geraldine is packing a box o f things for 
the Kensingtons which we will send by ex
press to-day, so you needn’t go to any expense 
buying Christmas presents for them. I hope 
you’ll have a real pleasant Christmas and 
come to see us as soon after the holidays as 
possible.”

Pamela threw down the letter with a deter
mined gesture and for a few moments she 
thought deeply, painstakingly, with her smooth 
forehead puckered in a very unusual frown.

“ Aunt Sally,” she said suddenly, “ could you 
possibly make out to spend Christmas week in 
the pasture cabin?”

“ For what, Miss Pam ?” asked the negress 
in a puzzled voice.

“ For peace—I’m going to spend Christmas 
as I please. The Kensingtons can come if they 
like and make merry in my house, but I am 
not going to be a Christmas scapegoat any 
longer. Can you make the cabin do, Aunt 
Sally?”

“ Deed an’ I can,”  was the confident answer. 
“ I can cook the bestes’ kind in a fireplace, jes ’ 
like my old mammy could. Ben can haul us 
down all the bed close an’ things we need.”

Fortunately Salina was at home when Pam
ela’s telephone call reached her, so there was 
no delay. She was surprised to receive a mes-

tr.

sage from her sister and still more surprised 
at its purport.

“ You have made other Christmas plans!”  
she repeated in blank amazement.

“ Yes, I’m real sorry you will be put out Sa
lina,” came the brisk, businesslike answer—  
“ What did you say?— O, no, Salina, I couldn’t 
possibly do that, but my house will be here, 
open to your guests, so send them right along 
just as you planned, only tell them that I have 
made arrangements to be away over Christ
mas— What?— They can’t cook? Then I don’t 
see but that you’d better send Geraldine down 
to entertain them, as she is such an excellent 
manager and hostess.”

Salina’s answering voice was exceedingly 
sharp. “ Geraldine can’t possibly be spared,”  
she snapped. “ I wrote you that the Masons 
are going to be with us, and we hope to have 
Tom if he can possibly get off, and I really 
think something definite may come o f his visit, 
for I’m almost certain he admires Geraldine. 
Just give th# Kensingtons a sort of a camp 
Christmas and they’ll be perfectly satisfied.” 

“ Very well,”  Pamela answered, cheerfully, 
“ send them down and let them have a camp 
Christmas, as you say. I’ll see that the house 
is well stocked with provisions and will leave 
the key under the doorstep— don’t forget to 
tell them that, Salina, or they won’t be able 
to get in, mind.”

Pamela dropped the receiver to choke off 
Salina’s parting protest, and hurried away 
fearful of being recalled. She went the rounds 
o f the village stores, ordering what she need
ed to tide herself and the Kensingtons through 
the holiday week.

It was a snowy morning and walking was 
very disagreeable and tiring, so by the time 
Pamela reached her own gate she was glad to 
climb up beside old Ben on the bob sled that 
was taking the last consignment o f household 
stuff to the cabin in the pasture where Aunt 
Sally already held cheerful sway.

The next morning was clear and very cold. 
Pamela, in her warm but humble cabin sitting 
room, thought of the Kensingtons.

“ Ben had better lay the fires up at the 
house so that it won’t take too long to warm 
up after they come,”  she said “ You tell him 
about it, Aunt Sally, when he brings down the 
groceries.”

Pamela settled herself to a pleasant task, 
which was nothing less than the ordering of 
a long-wished-for winter coat with fur trim
mings, which was to be her Christmas present 
to herself. She had a $30 check saved to pay 
for it, and was about to inclose it in the care
fully written letter, to which she had pinned 
a clipping from the cloak maker’s catalogue, 
when Aunt Sally called to her from the front 
door.

“ Dey’s com e !” she announced. "W hy, dey’s 
most all growed up! I expected for to see a 
passel of chilluns.”

“ They’re just big, Aunt Sally, not grown,”  
Pamela explained, watching the stumbling de
scent of the six Kensingtons from the station 
hack. “ The oldest girl can’t be over 15, for 
she was born while Salina was spending the 
summer with us when Geraldine had her third

birthday. I remember Sa
lina told us the whole Ken
singtons’ history when she 
received her sister-in-law’s 
announcement of the 
child’s birth— four girls and 
a boy.”

"That last un walks ter
rible puny,”  Aunt Sally ob
served with something akin 
to pity.

“ That must be the moth
er. She has had a lot of 
sickness, I understand. The 
father died three years ago, 
but according to Jim and 
Salina he wasn’t o f much 
account anyway— a profes
sor, or something bookish, 
I believe.”

Pamela went back to her 
writing, but seemed unable 
to finish it to he* satisfac
tion. She could not put 
her mind to it; instead, she 
kept thinking of the Ken
singtons, of Salina and Ger
aldine, and lastly o f Tom 
Mason, whose supposed 
fancy for the former sur
prised and rather irritated 

Pamela, who had always considered Tom 
thoroughly sensible.

“ I suppose his money has spoiled him,” 
she said to herself as her mind went back to 
the days when Tom was her school friend, 
before the Masons made their fortune in 
Pennsylvania oil lands.

“ Certainly Tom Mason o f old would not 
have thought o f marrying an affected, vain 
girl like Geraldine. How Salina has spoiled 
that girl! Whew, there goes the ink all over 
my letter. Now I shall have to write an
oth er!”

But she didn’t even begin another letter. 
Instead she rose and flung on her coat and 
hood preparatory to going out.

“ I’m going up to the house, Aunt Sally,” 
she announced to her surprised servant. “ I’ll 
pretend I ’m a neighbor who wants to see the 
lady of the place.”

Pamela rang her own doorbell rather tim
idly, and was admitted by a tall, rather pale 
girl in a skimpy plaid dress.

The girl led her to the dining room, where 
the other four were seated before an open 
fire. In a deep-seated rocker, with a well- 
worn shawl about her thin shoulders, sat a 
gaunt-looking woman of middle age, who in
troduced herself as Mrs. Kensington, a rela- 
tive-in-law of Miss Pamela.

“ You are not very well, are you?” Pamela 
asked, as she accepted a chair beside the fire.

“ I’m a great deal better than I was last 
year,” was the cheerful answer.

Miss Pamela left such a kind note of wel
come for us. She must be a very nice per
son.

“ O, yes,”  said Pamela, with a flush of 
shame as she remembered the indifferent 
wording o f that reluctant note. “ Well, I must 
go. Thank you for letting me warm up. I 
hope you’ll have a real nice Christmas here.”

She rushed out into the keen, wintry day 
in a rage against herself and Salina and Jim, 
who had combined in that shabby treatment of 
the needy Kensingtons.

Outside o f her gate she narrowly escaped 
being run over by a trig little cutter with two 
occupants, one o f whom she recognized with 
a start o f amazement as her old friend, Tom 
Mason.

He looked exceedingly well-to-do in his fur 
great coat and his smooth, blond face had a 
fresh, boyish charm that made him look 
much younger than he really was, for Pamela 
knew that he was exactly her own age— 31.

“ May I stop?”  he asked, as he threw back 
the lap robes. “ The south-bound train ran off 
the track just below the station here and I 
took that opportunity to give myself the 
pleasure o f calling on you.”

“ I’m not living there just at present,” said 
Pamela, with a backward nod of her head, 
“ but I’ll be glad to have you go down to my 
cabin with me. And O, I do need sensible 
advice just this moment, and I’m awfully glad 
to see you, Tom.”

Seated before Aunt Sally’s nicely laid table 
in the lean-to kitchen, Pamela poured out the 
story of the Kensingtons.

“ Do tell me what I can do to ease my con

science and give 
time,”  she begged.

“ Why, give them a rousing good Christmas 
tree. I’ll help,” Tom offered cheerfully.

“Geraldine is sending a Christmas box for 
the Kensingtons, but I don’t believe there’ll be 
enough in it to make the tree look real fes
tive,”  said Pamela, “ so we’d better do what 
we can at the village.”

The tree trimming began that evening with 
great gusto. Tom opened Geraldine’s Christ
mas box expectantly and out tumbled a lot 
o f antiquated toys, half a dozen summer hats, 
stained and crushed beyond repair, some 
worn and none too clean waists and two drag
gled, silk-lined skirts. In the bottom of the 
box were two baskets o f cheap candy and a 
cake and a few shopworn Christmas cards.

T om ’s wholesome face had taken on a 
look of deep disgust. He caught up the arm
ful of rumpled finery and flung it violently on 
the glowing coals of the big fireplace.

“ So much for Geraldine’s generosity!” he 
exclaimed In a voice that would have made 
Geraldine’s ears burn furiously, . had she 
heard it.

At 10 o ’clock Tom took his cheerful leave, 
promising to return by 10 o ’clock on Christ
mas morning.

Tom reappeared promptly at the appointed 
hour, with additional packages, which he 
stotwed in a corner, for they did not seem de
signed for the tree.

At 11:30 the jangle of sleigh bells an
nounced the arrival o f the guests, who trooped 
in rather timidly, bewildered by the littleness 
and humbleness o f the cabin, evidently, but 
Tom soon put them at ease.

By the time dinner was over the guests 
were as happy as birds, even to the pale, weak- 
looking mother, who glowed with the reflected 
happiness of her children.

And the Christmas tree surprise! It was 
almost too much to be quietly borne by chil
dren who had known so very little o f Christ
mas lavishness. Laden with gifts, they de
parted all a-quiver with gratitude.

“ It has been a great su ccess!” Tom de
clared when the jangle o f sleigh bells had died 
away on the icy night air. “ One phase o f it 
is regrettable, though, and that is the dissat
isfaction it has left in my mind.”

“ What do you mean?” Pamela asked, frank
ly surprised.

“ It has made me feel dissatisfied with my 
bachelor existence. It is lonely at best and a 
pretty selfish way of living.”

“ So unmarried men are selfish and Irre
sponsible as well as unmarried women, are 
they?” mused Pamela. “ I’m rather glad to 
hear that because I have so often been cen
sured for selfishness and obstinacy and— ”

“ Do you ever think seriously of getting 
married, Pam?” Tom broke in.

“ I haven’t for years,” was the frank an
swer.

“ I have thought of it a good deal lately— 
very lately,”  he declared, significantly. “ If you 
could make up your mind to marry me, Pam
ela, we could have many a Christmas like this, 
for we certainly— ”

“ Marry y ou !”  Pamela echoed, turning her 
crimsoning face toward the speaker. “ Why, I 
never once thought o f—not for years, that is,” 
she interrupted herself to say truthfully.

“ But once you did think o f me,” Tom cried, 
triumphantly. “ I wanted you years ago, Pam. 
but now I want you a great deal more. At 31 
a man knows his mind perfectly, especially if 
it concerns a woman that he has known and 
cared for all his life.”

Then for the first time the remembrance 
of Geraldine’s expectations surged through 
Pamela’s mind. She spoke of it in a confused, 
embarrassed way, whereupon Tom laughed 
and said he guessed the Clydes would survive 
the disappointment, especially as he had never 
given them any grounds for such expectations.

“ Come, Pam, give me my answer,” he 
urged, “ and don’t forget that the season 
called for— a joyous one to me.”

Aunt Sally, listening eagerly behind the 
half-shut kitchen door, saw rather than heard 
what followed. She smiled a big, intensely 
gratified smile as she turned back to her fra
grant old pipe.

“ Thank the good Lord, she’s settled at 
la st!” she exclaimed, gratefully.

Then, after a long, delicious pull at her 
faithful pipe, she added, triumphantly, “ An’ 
she’s done better’n any of ’em, too, if she is 
a Christmas scapegoat.”

Death and Life
A  Vision at Christmas 

By CLINTON DANGERFIELD

N THE early days of men the Lord 
sent two powers on earth to have 
dominion over them. One of these 
was Death— the other Life.

The stern front of Life showed 
what he really was: unmerciful,

exacting, swift to demand obedience 
to a thousand laws, swift to punish 
with the keen sword of pain when 
those laws were broken.

His eyes were the eyes of a war
lord; his hand as cold as iron—and as 
strong.

The tasks he set were many. Few 
of these were to the liking of the chil
dren of men, though some thinkers 
perceived that out of these heavy 
tasks came strength, also that If one 
wrestled with them stoutly one might 
even master Life himself and compel 
him to graciousness.

Now the other power— Death—was 
a woman.

Tall she was, but so perfectly 
formed that her height was no blem
ish. Sleepy-eyed she was, but her 
slow, sweet smile was so infinitely 
tender and lovely that in the midst of 
their tasks men stopped to gaze on 
her as she passed.

At last one of the young men fol
lowed her. She spoke to him— her 
voice being that unspeakable music 
which not even a violin can outsing— 
and the young man returned into the 
fields of Life no more.

Then a little child, weary of flower- 
gathering, pulled at% her garment’s 
hem, and all the workers held their 
breath, waiting to see what Death 
would do; for Life had painted her In 
very evil colors.

But Death lifted the child and laid 
her on her own deep bosom and sang 
to her.

As she sang the child slept, and an 
exquisite smile lingered on its lips, as 
though its visions were very fair.

Then Death held out the child that 
the workers might see, and cried:

“ Oh, ye who labor, beset with un
ending toil, see ye how I have blessed 
the child? Never more shall the heat 
of summer vex her, nor the cold of 
winter! I have made her deaf to sor
row and unmoved by the vibrations ye 
call joy. Forever shall her brow go 
unwrinkled, and because she hath 
chosen me I will give her the key to 
Heaven’s immortal gates.”

And a worker cried:
“ Ye have blessed the child because 

she was your chosen one?”
The cry was a question, 

i Said Death dreamily:
“ As I gave the child peace, so would 

I give it to all who come to me—  
| trusting me w holly!”
, Looking out across the blazing 

fields she stretched her rounded arms 
and cried: “ Ye are all mino! Lover 
of souls am I !”

And with one accord they threw 
down their tools and followed her into 
a far land, beyond'the domain of Life.

Now Life was vexed exceedingly by 
the unfinished task. He went straight

way to the Lord and complained how 
Death had led away part of his work
ers.

And the Lord sent a great white 
angel unto the remainder and forbade 
them, through the angel, to hearken 
unto Death until they could serve Life 
no longer.

For the Lord knew that the stern 
dominion of Life must be, for the sake 
of the men he hoped to complete.

But only a few, a very tew, of the 
children of men obeyed the angel. Let 
Death but pass the toilers, and her 
beauty was so great they continued to 
desert their posts and follow after 
her.

Then Life cried unto the Lord with 
a great voice:

“ Death seduces my servants!”
And the Lord said:
“ Deal with Death as thou wilt.”  
Therefore Life seized on Death and 

cut away her perfumed locks, and put 
on her a painted mask, most hideous 
to behold. And he sealed the lips of 
Death, saying, “ Be thou dumb, and be 
thou no longer known as a woman.”  
With this he cast over Death’s won
derful form a black mantle, like a pall, 
and on it Life painted:

“ This is the King of Terrors.”
Then he sent Death forth, and there

after whenever she came near the 
workers they fled from her and cried 
aloud unto Life:

“ Matters not how hard thy tasks, oh 
dear Life, if thou wilt but save us 
from this frightful Death!”

And Life said unto the Lord:
“ Have I not done well?”
And he answered in exceeding sor

row:
“ Needs must thy work on Death 

stand. And this because of the weak
ness of men who were seduced by her 
beauty and who heeded not my an
gel’s voice. Yet very differently had 
I planned for my people. For in tho 
beginning I set the loveliness of Death 
plainly before them, that they might 
endure their tasks happily, knowing 
how sweet the end would be. But 
they have defeated my wisdom. On 
their own heads be i t !”

And Life went his way, satisfied. 
Thereafter, when a child or man be
came useless to him he cast it Into 
the arms of Death, because its task 
was finished.

And the soul of Death sang to tho 
soul of the mortal given her, though 
her lips were dumb, and she blessed it 
with an infinite blessing and bore it 
away.

But the toilers mourned greatly that 
Death should have dominion over one 
of their number, and they turned the 
more desperately to Life, who smiled 
sternly and was content.

(Copyrighted.)

A Christm as Hym n.
O Christ, upon whose natal morn 

R ejoicing angels sang.
W hen o'er the blue Judean hills 

Their heavenly anthems rang!

O Christ, to whom  with gifts from  fa* 
Came shepherd, sage and king,

Our choicest gifts on this glad m orn. 
Our hearts, we humbly bring!

Grant us to follow  Thee in love,
Nor from  Thy path to stray,

Thy blessed feet have gone before 
And glorified the way.

W e join  the angel choirs that sing 
This happy morn again,

“ Glory to God, the L ord M ost High, 
Good-will and peace to m en!”

—M artha C. H ow*.

The stranger lifts up.

"These toysTyou are 
Are wholly illegal.
The laws^weV*
And you c&ri’t go 
Don’t try to evade it <gf/&oon, trul 

smuggler you’ll be in a gloomy ole

Poor Santa was taKen abach. by this- news 
And trembled with wrath from his cap to 1 
'What's this?" he exclaimed. "Can Ixtrust my owrT^eare? 
I've been doing this for these hundreds of years.
I’ve been bringing gladness togirls and“to bOys—
Stand bach. I musttfdlse th^rnj^eir dolls and their toys."

Alas I In a 
Seized Santa, 
They gyv 
And that 
The sto 
Because

could cease 
K him away- 

day 
wayed



Memory Saved $31,000,000
How  Mexican Claim  for Enormous 

Damages for Depredations Com
m itted by Our Indians Was  

Shattered by J. H. Ashton.

By E. J. ED W A R D S .
It is a part o f American history that 

during Grant’s first administration the 
government of Mexico vainly endeav
ored to convince an international arbi
tration convention that it should be 
awarded $31,000,000 damages against 
the United States, for depredations 
committed by our Indians in Mexico 
following the close of the Mexican 
war and the year 1853. But, so far as 
I have been able to learn, there is no 
record anywhere of the fact that, even 
when it seemed certain to many that 
this government would have to pay 
the heavy damages asked, the Mexi
can claim was completely shattered 
by as marvelous a feat of memory as 
has been recorded.

This new light on an important 
event in the history of world arbitra
tion was given to me some time since 
by a distinguished lawyer who has 
been prominent in American diplo
macy. And when he told me the 
story, he prefaced it with the remark 
that he saw no reason now why he 
should not tell it, leaving me to infer 
that his lips had been sealed by the 
man who performed the feat of mem
ory after the latter’s death.

The central figure in this drama of 
millions was Joseph Hubley Ashton, 
who was one of the founders ctf the 
American Bar association, ana who 
died in Washington a few years ago.

He was one of the great intellects of 
the American bar, yet his career illus
trates the truth of the saying that 
great lawyers often have no fame.

Besides his marvelous mastery of 
the fundamental principles of law, Mr. 
Ashton probably had the most extraor
dinary memory of any American law
yer. I mean by this his memory was 
absolutely accurate. It was a phe
nomenal storehouse of facts, dates, 
names, events. The courts needed no 
verification of any statement that he 
made. And of the archives of the 
state department, where his work fre
quently took him, Mr. Ashton’s mem
ory was almost as good as an index.

This able lawyer was chosen our 
government’s agent when the Indian 
claims were placed before a board of 
arbitration consisting of two Amer
ican and two Mexican members, with 
the British minister to this country, 
Sir Edward Thornton, as umpire. Mr. 
Ashton had opposed to him Gen. 
Caleb Cushing, who had been our first 
minister plenipotentiary to China, and 
who for years had been looked upon 
as the equal of any great American 
lawyer who could be named. At this 
time he was at the height of his world
wide reputation as a lawyer, a scholar, 
and a diplomat who could talk fluent
ly in the language spoken at any Eu
ropean court.

Right here comes in Mr. Ashton, 
with that wonderful memory of his. 
As has already been remarked, he 
frequently conducted researches in 
the archives of the state department, 
which were not then kept, handily nor

Origin of Telegraph Poles
Prof. Morse Persuaded to Adopt Plan 

Suggested by A lfred Vail as a Sub
stitu te  fo r Too Expensive 

Subway.

By E. J. ED W A R D S .
In these days of almost instantane

ous world communication, the tele
graph pole, like the bad boy is ubiqui
tous. To the lay mind it is as much 
an essential part of the telegraph as 
the Morse key itself. Yet in the orig
inal plans of the inventor of the tele
graph the telegraph pole did not fig
ure by so much as a fleeting thought.

How the telegraph pole did come 
into existence was told to me a short 
time before his death by one of the 
two men who were associated with 
Prof. Morse in building the first ex
perimental telegraph line between 
Baltimore and Washington.

My informant was Gen. Edwrard 
Wellman Serrel^ who died about three 
years ago; and while it may have 
been stated before that the original 
plan was to place the first commer
cial telegraph line in a subway, but 
that poles were used instead, I hard
ly  believe that the full story of how 
this came about has been told.

“The late Alfred Vail, whose various 
suggestions led to great improvements 
in Prof. Morse’s invention, and myself 
were closely associated with Prof. 
Morse in establishing the first operat
ing telegraph plant between Baltimore 
and Washington,” the general said, as 
w e sat in the library of his home.

“ Mr. Vail, who afterwards became 
one of the great leaders in American 
telegraphing, had some money, and 
was willing to back Prof. Morse as far 
as he could. But Prof. Morse had the 
idea that, if the telegraph was going 
to  be commercially successful, it 
would have to be carried through 
pipes, laid in trenches, exactly as the 
telegraph and telephone wires are 
now installed in cities where overhead 
wires are not allowed by law. Vail, 
who was a practical inventor, and I, 
who was a civil engineer, realized 
that to dig a trench from Baltimore to 
Washington, put hollow pipes in it, 
and haul telegraph wires through the 
pipes would cost a great deal more 
money than Vail had to put back of 
Morse, or than Morse could obtain 
from  other sources. So the situation 
looked dubious for days, and Prof. 
Morse, naturally, was much discour
aged.

“ Finally, there came a day when 
Mr. Vail, who had been thinking al
m ost constantly over the grave prob
lem confronting us, said to Morse in 
my presence:

“ ‘I wonder how it would do to 
string the wires on sticks?’

“ ‘It wouldn’t do at all,’ Morse re
plied. ‘The wires would constantly be 
broken, or otherwise interfered with.’ 

“ A1 Vail was a man who always 
spoke his mind.

“ ‘I don’t believe it,’ he said, blunt
ly  to Morse. ‘I have made several ex
perim ents stringing wires upon sticks. 
A t the sticks I have run the wires 
ithrough the necks of broken bottles 
/to insulate them, and they work all 
fright. Now, if we get tall enough 
Sticks, and utilize trees wherever we 
jfind them along the route, I am sure 
ithat we can string our wires at very 
small cost, and nothing short of a big 
windstorm or heavy snowstorm would 
do them any damage.’

“ I took sides with ‘A ’ Vail at once,”

the venerable engineer continued, with 
a reminiscent smile. “ You see, my 
engineering experience served me. I 
told Prof. Morse that Vail’s plan was 
perfectly feasible.

“ At last we persuaded Prof. Morse 
to put aside the trench, or burled wire 
idea, and to turn to sticks, or poles. 
In the meantime, however, Vail had 
set up some clothes poles and strung 
telegraph wire along them, and thus

Indexed, as now. Casting about for a 
suitable defense to make before the 
convention, he recalled that during 
one of his searches among the chaos 
of state department papers he had 
accidentally come across and casually 
read some official document in which, 
it semed to him, as he recalled it, 
Mexico had waived her Ihdian claims 
against this government, in consider
ation of the fact that the United States 
had paid to Mexico $10,000,000 for 
what is commonly known as the Gads
den purchase. By this purchase made 
in 1853, this country obtained terri
tory that now lies in Arizona and part
ly in New Mexico.

Hundreds, thousands of papers 
were examined by Mr. Ashton. Then, 
finally, there came a day when he 
pulled some loose papers from a dirty 
envelope—his task was over. For 
among these papers, whose very exist
ence had been forgotten by everybody 
except the man who accidentally stum
bled upon them long before when 
about other business, and glanced cas
ually over them, was found a note 
from Gen. Almonte, written when he 
was the Mexican minister at Washing
ton, in which it was officially stated 
that in view of the terms of the Gads
den purchase, Mexico waived all 
claims for depredations committed by 
our Indians on her territory.

There remained just one thing to 
do. When the convention met, with 
Gen. Caleb and his client cocksure of 
victory, Mr. Ashton quietly produced 
the Mexican waiver. The brilliant 
Cushing and the Mexicans were utter
ly confounded; Sir Edward Thornton, 
as umpire, gave judgment for the 
United States— an infallible memory 
had saved the counrty a fortune.

(Copyright, 1909, by E. J. Edwards.)

proved by ocular demonstration that 
his plan was feasible. At that time 
we got the idea of having the tele
graph sticks about the height of the 
ordinary clothes pole, but before we 
began the work of securing and pla
cing the poles, we all three decided 
that a higher pole would be better— 
it would keep the wires out of reach 
of people and vehicles, out of harm’s 
way. So a pole about the height of 
the present telegraph pole was de
cided on. Vail, I believe, determining 
the height.”

(Copyright, 1909, by E. J. Edw ards.)

How a Favor to a Constituent Kept 
Him  from  Losing New York State  

Patronage under President 
Zachary Taylor.

By E. J. E D W A R D S .
As every student of American po

litical history knows, Thurlow Weed, 
who died in 1882 at the green old age 
of 85. was one of the most remark
able and astute politicians that this 
country has ever produced.
« Many and notable were his political 
victories, not a few of them looming 
large in our history. Yet perhaps the 
victory out of which Mr. Weed derived 
as much quiet satisfaction as any 
came to him most unexpectedly at a 
moment when he had acknowledged 
defeat— when he saw the political pat
ronage of New York State, and all the 
power that its possession implied, ta
ken away from him. And the manner 
in which this victory— which, I believe, 
has hitherto escaped chronicling— 
came to Mr. Weed, inevitably calls to 
mind the Biblical injunction to cast 
your bread upon the waters, that it 
may be returned to you after many 
days.

Back in the thirties, when Old- 
Rough-ana-Ready Zachary Taylor was 
engaged in fighting Indians mostly, a 
man who had great lumber camps and 
mills on the northern slope of the 
Adirondack mountains, called one day 
upon Mr. W eed and explained that he 
was most anxious that the son of the 
foreman of one of his camps should 
be appointed to a cadetship at W est 
Point. The caller had been of great 
political service to Mr. Weed, and, 
therefore, the latter, after listening to 
the other’s request, said heartily:

“ You see your congressman and I 
will endorse the application.”

“ But,” protested the man, “ I have 
seen him, and he tells me that he 
has promised the cadetship to a con
stituent.”

“Well, if he has promised it he must 
keep his promise,” declared Mr. Weed. 
However, I will see that the boy is 
appointed a midshipman at the Naval 
Academy.”

But the lumberman insisted strenu
ously on the cadetship, and, among 
other things, reminded Mr. Weed that 
this was the sole favor he had asked 
of Mr. Weed in all the years that he 
had been content to execute faithfully 
the political orders given him by Mr. 
Weed.

This was true, and Mr. Weed knew 
it. So, at last, he promised that he 
would do what he could to get the ca
detship for the foreman's boy. Of 
course his appeal to the congressman 
was all sufficient and the north woods 
youngster entered W est Point, and 
Mr. W eed forgot all about the inci
dent, simply one of the many minor

matters which crowded his days.
Years later, following the inaugura

tion of Old-Rough-and-Ready as presi
dent, Mr. Weed journeyed to Wash
ington, thinking that he might be re
ceived with some favor by the new 
administration since he had been 
chiefly instrumental in bringing about 
President Taylor’s nomination. But 
almost as soon as he had arrived at the 
capital he discovered that both he and 
William H. Seward, then senator from 
New York, and a political ally, were 
not in favor at the White House.

It was a serious situation that Mr. 
Weed faced, that of being bereft of 
the powerful political patronage of 

.New York state. However, he de
cided that he would not leave Wash
ington without at least calling to pay 
his respects to the president. So he 
went to the White House, and sent 
in his card by an attendant.

In a moment a young man, coming 
from an inner room, almost effusive
ly rushed up to Mr. Weed, grasped his 
hand, and exclaimed: “ You are Thur
low Weed. I am very glad to see you. 
I owe you a debt of gratitude.”

Mr. Weed looked inquiringly at the 
young man as though trying to recall 
him. Seeing his dilemma, the other 
said:

“ You don’t know me. You have 
never seen me before, I believe. But 
if it had not been for you I would not 
now be here. You secured my ap
pointment as cadet from an Adiron
dack lumber camp. I am Col. W ill
iam C. Bliss. I am the private secre
tary of the president. I served with 
him in Mexico.”

Following a little pleasant conver
sation. Col. Bliss asked Mr. Weed If 
he could do anything for him. Mr. 
Weed explained that he was anxious 
to see the president. The young man 
responded: “ You shall see him imme
diately.” And a moment later Mr. 
W eed was being introduced to the 
president by Col. Bliss as the man to 
whom the colonel owed his appoint
ment to W est Point and his subse
quent army career.

A few hours later, when Mr. Weed 
started back for New York, he took 
with him the promise of President 
Taylor that he should have all the pa
tronage he wanted for New York 
state. He had signally triumphed over 
those of his enemies who had ven
tured at first to set President Taylor 
against him.

It is only necessary to add that the 
young man who thus unexpectedly, 
and at a most opportune moment, 
more than fully repaid his debt of 
gratitude to Mr. Weed, was the first 
husband of that recently deceased for
mer mistress of the White House who 
was known to the present generation 
as Mrs. Dandridge.

(Copyright, 1909, by E. J. E dw ards^

Miss A nne’s 
Christmas Visitors

By
Lena M. McCauley

w

The Bread Returned to Weed

(Copyright.)

HO IS willing to play 
Santa Claus: What
shall we do with the 
children?”

This being the final 
k question, the chairman
of the board of managers sat down 
to wait for an answer. St. Eliza
beth’s orphanage was facing a Christ
mas without festivities, owing to the 
marriage of the matron, and a dis
abled heating plant.

Little Mrs. Thompson, confessing a 
brood of six boys and girls of her own, 
was the first to speak.

"Suppose we invite the orphans 
home with us; I know many towns
folk would be glad to help us out. It 
will be a treat to them. I can take 
two.”

“ Bravo!” said the chairman, clap
ping her gloved hands. “ I will take 
two little girls myself.”

“ Of course they will have their com
pany manners on. I will take a boy 
with curls. Mr. Jones dotes on boys, 
and we have only girls, but I must be 
permitted to pick him out,” cried the 
secretary, joining in.

“ I’d rather have a child choose me. 
I’ll go into the school room and ask 
those who would like to visit me to 
leave their names on the desk. If 
they choose me, I am sure they will 
like me. I can take four Just as well 
as two. Our house is so large,” said 
Mrs. Cliff, the Lady Bountiful of the 
village.

When the chorus had quieted, 20 
children were provided for, and there 
was every reason to believe that all 
would be settled in homes before 
night. That afternoon a score of hos
pitable villagers visited the orphan
age, and it proved that there were 
more invitations than were needed. 
Ab the children were checked off from 
the monthly school room list, it hap
pened that a group of five quarantined 
in the attic hospital for the mumps 
were overlooked. It may be that the 
over-cautious doctor had omitted their 
names, or that some villager had hes-

“ I know," said Jane Smith, “ 1 know. 
It’s the house with Christmas trees 
around it, and turkey gobblers in 
the yard.”

“ That’s where Miss Anne lives,” 
said John Bell. “ It’s a big house, 
and I’d think she would get real lone
some with only Peter and Rebecca.” 

Mrs. Brown, the cook, looked out 
from her window and saw the confer
ence. “ Of course nobody wants chil
dren getting over the mumps,” she 
said to herself. “ But I’ll make them 
have a good time. I’ll go upstairs 
right away and gather all the candle 
ends, and then I’ll call them in and 
make candy.”

In the old colonial house surround
ed by evergreens lived Miss Anne 
Armstrong. Her windows overlooked 
the pasture where the children played 
beside the orphanage on the hill. Miss 
Anne was the last of her family. She 
ordered her life carefully and saw 
that her maid Rebecca kept, the house 
spotless and her man Peter kept the 
garden weedless, while she knit end
less patterns of lace.

Christmas was coming, she knew by 
the calendar, and that evening as she 
walked home from the postoffice she 
had witnessed the reception of or
phans at more than one house of her 
acquaintance. Even Widow Simp
kins, the washerwoman, had taken a 
little boy who asked to visit her jolly 
young family. %

“ Dear me, I feel left out,” said Miss 
Anne as she saw the young strangers 
taken in the door. “ I wonder if any
one would have elected to go with me, 
if I had gone to the orphanage. I 
must send Mrs. Simpkins some red 
Jonathans for the children.”

Miss Anne saw the big flame of her 
astral lamp blaze in her window like a 
star sending its light across the snowy 
fields to the group on the orphanage 
steps. Then she met Rebecca at the 
door and seated herself beside her 
bountiful teatable.

“ I do not believe that I shall have 
a single visitor this Christmas,” sighed 
Miss Anne, a feeling of loneliness 
creeping over her. “ But why should 
anyone think of me, when I do not 
think of others as I should."

At that moment there was a clatter 
of feet on the porch, and the brass 
knocker dropped with a resounding 
clang. It startled Rebecca and Peter 
in the kitchen, and both rushed into 
the hallway.

Rebecca drew the bolt and turned 
the knob of the door which the wind 
tore from her grasp, letting in a

*ar fo th e  eastw ard  there ^ 5 ^ * 1
shone a new star- t  t  « * ^ X I I I

“Of Course I W an t You.”

itated, but the days slipped on towards 
Christmas, and they received no invi
tations.

Up in the sunny attic, Alice Martin 
and her brother Tom had long since 
recovered, and said lessons and 
played games in the sun-parlor with 
John Bell, Jane Smith and little 
Mary Moore, who had been held on 
suspicion, and who remembered too 
late that they had had the mumps 
years before. They relieved the lone
liness of the nurse, who had become 
attached to the happy group, and she 
was in no hurry to send them down
stairs. The morning of Christmas 
eve came, and the five were permitted 
to take breakfast in the big dining 
hall. The nurse herself was going 
home for Christmas. They heard the 
great news for the first time. The 
three girls and two boys realized that 
they had nothing in view, but youth is 
hopeful, and they argued that the next 
hour might bring an innvitation.

St. Elizabeth’s had never known so 
gay an occasion. All the orphans 
were dressed in their best, and one 
by one they were bundled into sleighs 
and carried away, the last going at
sunset.

“ I wonder who is coming for us?” 
cried Tom Martin, in vexation. The 
five friends were gathered on the 
steps watching the others go. “ Some
body must come before long. The kids 
said ladies picked them out, or they 
picked out ladies they liked. I wish I 
had a chance to choose.”

“ Don’t mind, Tom,” said Alice, con
solingly. “ Mrs. Brown, the cook, prom
ised to let us play in the kitchen, and 
have candles, aDd hang up stockingns 
to-night. We can live with her till 
the others come back.”

“ I should like a truly home to 
night,”  said Tom. “ And you know 
which house I’d pick out if I had a 
chance.”

whirl of snowflakes and five children, 
hand in hand. Tljey went straight to 
Miss Anne at the table before the 
blazing fire.

“ W e’ve come to spend Christmas 
with you. We choose your house, be
cause you have lots of room, and it 
has Christmas trees all around it, and 
because you are kind,” said John Bell, 
confidently.

“ Well, I never,” said Rebecca to 
Peter. “ What do you think of that? 
Come, girls, let me take off your 
wraps.”

“ Don’t you want us?” asked Tom. 
“ Alice said this was a really home.” 

Then Miss Anne found her voice. 
She rose from her chair, and putting 
her arm around the shivering boy, 
said: “ Of course I want you. I’m
glad you came. Peter shall find you 
a Christmas tree.”

A little later when she looked at the 
circle of happy faces around her 
table and the passing plates of cake 
and marmalade, she said to herself: 
“ I have visitors, after all, and I shall 
keep them always in a really home.” 

Little Mary Moore having finished 
her supper, slipped from her chair 
and climbed on Miss Anne’s lap. That 
lady did not see the orphanage ging
ham and the clipped hair, she only 
saw the divine hope of childhood. 
She drew Mary into her arms and her 
feeling of loneliness vanished for
ever.

“ Tell me, little one, why you came 
to my house?”

Mary looked up into the kind face 
and said • “ I came because you were 
all alone, and your lamp shone like a 
guiding star.”

Peter, sawing at an evergreen in 
the yard, looked in at the window. He 
rubbed his eyes and shook his hoary 
head, saying: “ They picked us out
for themselves. Who would have 
thought it?”

One thousand nine hundred and 
nine years ago, in the days of the 
mighty Herod, there lay upon a hill
side not far from Bethlehem, one Ben 
Joseph, the shepherd, son of Joseph 
of Jeffa. Ben Joseph was almost 18 
now, and had been a shepherd nearly 
as long as he could remember. Prac
tically all his life he had strolled over 
the hillsides with his charges through
out the days, and when night had 
come had laid himself down to sleep 
among them with a sheepskin for his 
couch and a sheepskin for his mantle. 
And in those long years of loneliness 
he had grown strong of body and wild 
of spirit, knowing little of faith, hope 
or charity and caring less; believing 
only in the law of recompense and 
that an eye was fair exchange for an 
eye and a tooth for a tooth.

Now while Ben Joseph was silent 
and rather surly of face, he was only 
inclined to be wicked when aroused. 
At those times, however, he was apt 
to be as savage and merciless as a 
wolf, for it was then that the blood 
lust burned hot in his throat. And it 
happened that upon the day of which 
we are speaking he was nursing a 
great rage, for while he had been 
sleeping a few nights before some 
enemy had crept into his flock and 
cut the throats of three of his finest 
ewes. And this deed meant that very 
bad times were in store for Ben Jo
seph indeed, for when his master 
came to count the sheep and found 
the three missing, Ben Joseph knew 
that he would be beaten with a staff 
until he could scarcely hobble, and 
even worse than that, he would be 
charged with their value; a sum 
which it would take him months of 
watching to repay. And, furthermore, 
he knew who had committed the das
tardly crime. It was none other than 
Ben Hadad, who herded his flock in 
the hills to the westward and with 
whom Ben Joseph had quarreled and 
fought a year before, and who now 
had come prowling across hill and 
valley in the dark of the moon for his 
revenge, and that Ben Joseph might 
be soundly beaten in payment for the 
whipping which he himself had re
ceived. In his haste the marauder had 
dropped the red stone which he al
ways wore as a charm, and Ben Jo
seph picking it up among the dead 
sheep had instantly known to whom it 
belonged. Muttering he had sworn to 
himself that he should have his re
venge.

And on this night he was formulat
ing his plans. If Ben Hadad could 
creep upon him in the middle of the 
night and kill his sheep, then certain
ly he could creep upon Ben Hadad 
and kill him. Clearly he felt that 
it was the only thing to do, and aris
ing in the early darkness he felt of 
the edge of his knife and finding it 
plenty keen enough he seized his 
crook and went loping off among the 
hills towards where he knew his en
emy could be found. It was a long 
journey, but he traveled fast, and 
when midnight had come he had 
marked the fold, while near by it in 
his rough shelter of skins he could 
hear the steady breathing of the un
suspicious man whom he sought. And 
at that token of the other’s helpless
ness his eyes took on the glitter of a 
wild beast’s, and with his knife held 
firmly he crept onward to where the 
Bleeping one lay behind his screen.

Beneath the starlight he saw the 
recumbent form lying still and de
fenseless, and with a last wriggle and 
leap he landed fairly upon it, the fin
gers of one hand fastened in the 
throat and his blade held high.

“ I have come to kill you, Ben Ha

dad,” he said coldly. The man be
neath hirh shook like a wind-thrum
med reed.

“ Why should you wish to kill me?
I have never done you wrong and you 
once whipped me,” he pleaded. His 
captor laughed sharply.

“ You lie, and for lying I shall let 
you feel the tooth of my knife before 
you feel its full bite,” he returned as 
he pricked his captive until the latter 
squirmed again. “ And now,”  he went 
on, “ you shall die as my sheep died 
and be of less value afterwards than 
they were. For at least their skins 
are worth something and their flesh 
was wholesome, while you dead will 
be even more worthless than living,” 
Ben Hadad made a final appeal.

“At least you will let me pray to the 
stars before I die,”  he pleaded, and 
Ben Joseph smiled grimly and said 
that he might spend one minute in 
that useless way. And as Ben Hadad 
beginning to mutter his last words, 
turned his despairing gaze towards » 
the eastern heavens, the one who sat 
upon his breast and watched him 
closely in his hate, suddenly saw the 
eyes below him grow great with won 
der while the distorted face smoothed 
and became soft as a child’s. Greatly 
amazed at the wonderful transforma 
tion he turned his eyes upward as the 
other had done, and as he did so he 
gave a great gasp, his fingers loos 
ened and he sat staring up into the 
night. For far to the eastward there 
shone a new star in the firmament 
such a star as the world had never be
fore seen; lustrous, pure white, shin
ing with a soft brilliancy beyond com
pare; the star of Bethlehem in all Its 
glory as it hung over the manger ol 
the new born Christ, the redeemer of 
the soul of roan.

And as he gazed transfixed by this 
miracle a wonderful and subtile 
change came over the hard heart of 
Ben Joseph. From out of it his wrath 
fled like a scourged evil thing; the 
coals o f hate that had burned therein 
turned to ashes and into their place 
stole a softness such as he had never 
felt before. He shuddered, threw his 
knife into the night and getting upon 
his feet held out his hand. “ Arise, 
Ben Hadad. I leave you in peace,” he 
said gently.

Full of wonderment the released one 
arose and together the two stood star
ing at the glowing marvel, all fear and 
hate vanished. Then Ben Hadad 
spoke:

“ I murdered your sheep because I 
hated you, and in return you spared 
my life. Why did you do so?”  Ben 
Joseph shook his head as much puz 
zled as was the other.

“ That I do not know. I only know 
that I hate you no longer. I even seem 
to care for you.” Ben Hadad laid his 
hand upon the other’s shoulder.

“ Also my heart has grown soft. You 
shall take three of my best sheep in 
the place of the slain ones and we 
will be friends from this night on.” 
His companion nodded.

“ We will be as brothers throughout 
our lives. I will come for the sheep 
another day, bringing you a present 
Until then peace be with you.” Into 
the darkness he passed, his eyes still 
fastened upon the eastern miracle, a 
song of happiness arising from his 
heart. For though Ben Joseph knew 
it not, the son of God had come to 
earth and already the influence of his 
gentle spirit was wafting like the 
night breeze throughout the land, 
soothing the breast of man as the 
night breeze soothed his cheeks. For 
such was the coming and spread of 
the holy spirit of the Master; the 
spirit of peace on earth and good will 
to man.
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F all the old festivals that of 
Christmas awakens the strong
est and most heartfelt associ- 

tions. There is a tone of solemn and 
acred feeling that blends with our 
onviviality, and lifts the spirit to a 
tate of hallowed and elevated enjoy- 
lent. The services o f the church 
bout this season are extremely ten- 
er and inspiring; they dwell on the 
eautiful story o f the origin o f our 
aith, and the pastoral scenes that ac- 
ompanied its announcement; they 
radually increase in fervor and 
athos during the season of Advent, 
ntil they break forth in full jubilee 
n the morning that brought peace 
nd good w'ill to men. I do not know 
grander effect o f music on the moral 

eelings than to hear the full choir 
nd the pealing organ performing a 
Ihristmas anthem in a cathedral, and 
lling every part of the vast pile with 
riumphant harmony.

It is a beautiful arrangement, also, 
erived from the days of yore, that 
his festival, which commemorates 
he announcement of the religion of 
eace and love, has been made the 
eason for gathering together closer 
gain those bands of kindred hearts, 
finch the cares and pleasures and 
orrows o f the world are continually 
perating to cast loose; o f calling back 
he children o f a family, who have 
aunched forth in life and wandered 
videly asunder, once more to assemble 
bout the paternal hearth— that rally- 
ng place o f the affections, there to 
;row young and loving again among 
nementos of childhood.

There is something in the very sea
son of the year that gives a charm to 
he festivity of Christmas. At other 
imes we derive a great portion of our 
pleasures from the mere beauties of 
mature. Our feelings sally forth and 
lissipate themselves over the sunny 
andscape, and we “ live abroad and 
jverywhere.”  The song of the bird, 
;he murmur of the stream, the breath
ing fragrance o f spring, the soft 
voluptuousness of summer, the gold
en pomp of autumn; earth, with its 
mantle of refreshing green, and 
leaven, vith its deep, delicious blue 
ind its cloudy magnificence, all fill us 
with mute but exquisite delight, and 
we revel in the luxury of mere sensa
tion. But in the depth o f winter, 
when nature lies despoiled o f every 
charm and wrapped in her shroud of

PASSING OF FAMOUS SWAN
In te lligent English Bird Found S tran

gled In Em manuel Pond at 
Cambridge.

The opening of term at Emmanuel 
college, Cambridge, England, has been 
dimmed by a fatal accident which has 
overtaken one of the most valued in
stitutions of the college, the male bird 
of the pair of swans which for many 
years of constantly succeeding under
graduates have sailed the waters of 
the Paddock pond. It had been found 
with its neck caught in the fence of 
wire netting which surrounds the 
pond, strangled while attempting to 
eat the grass on the other side. The 
body now lies in the gardener’s tool- 
house, and a strong feeling exists in 
the college that the bursar should 
have it stuffed.

Emmanuel is famous among Cam
bridge colleges for its water-fowl, 
which by constant association with un
dergraduates passing the pond on 
their way to the hotel are occasionally 
led into dissipated courses.

Some time ago certain Emmanuel 
men took to scattering bread-crumbs 
on the lawn surrounding the pond. 
The unsophisticated college ducks, 
mistaking this action for one of pure 
benevolence, used to receive them 
thankfully. When they had come to 
look for them as a matter of course 
their benefactors soaked the bread
crumbs in brandy. The unfortunate 
birds quickly ate themselves into an 
advanced state of intoxication, and 
the dean of the college, who happened 
to pass at the time, was scandalized 
to see six ducks reeling back to their 
pond with a staggering waddle which 
left no doubt as to their condition.

The deceased swan, although the 
parent and even grandparent of many 
swans at other colleges, was fre
quently compelled to participate in 
college “ rags,” its usual function being 
to lie, securely trussed, in a man’s 
bed, with a view to pecking him as 
he got in. The intelligent bird is stat
ed to have come in course of time to 
take a noticeable delight in these dis
orderly proceedings.____________________;

sheeted snow, we turn for our grati
fications to moral sources. The dreari
ness and desolation of our landscape; 
the short, gloomy days and darksome 
nights, while they circumscribe our 
wanderings, shut in our feelings also 
from rambling abroad, and make us 
more keenly disposed for the pleas
ures of the social circle. Our thoughts 
are more concentrated; our friendly 
sympathies more aroused. We feel 
more sensibly the charm of each oth
er’s society, and are brought more 
closely together by dependence on 
each other for enjoyment. A season 
when heart calling unto heart.

The pitchy gloom without makes the 
heart dilate on entering the room 
filled with the glow and warmth of the 
evening fire. The ruddy blaze diffuses 
an artificial summer and sunshine 
through the room, and light up each 
countenance with a kindlier welcome. 
Where does the honest face of hospi
tality expand into a broader and more 
cordial smile—where is the shy glance 
of love more sweetly eloquent— than 
by the winter fireside? And, as the 
hollow blast of wintry wind rushes 
through the hall, clasps the distant 
door, whistles about the casement, and 
rumbles down the chimney, what can 
be more grateful than that feeling of 
sober and sheltered security with 
which we look around upon the com 
fortable chamber and the scene of do
mestic hilarity?

Amidst the general call to happi
ness, the bustle of the spirits, and stir 
of the affections, which prevail at this 
period, what bosom can remain in
sensible? It is, indeed, the season of 
regenerated feeling—the season for 
kindling not merely the fire of hospi
tality in the hall, but the genial flame 
of charity in the heart.

Surely happiness is reflective, like 
the light of heaven; and every counte
nance, bright with smiles and glow
ing with innocent enjoyment, is a mir
ror transmitting to others the rays of 
a supreme and ever-shining benevo
lence. He who can turn churlishly 
away from contemplating the felicity 
of his fellow-beings, and can sit down 
darkling and repining in hi? loneliness 
when all around is joyful, may have 
his moments of strong excitement and 
selfish gratification, but he wants the 
genial and social sympathies which 
constitute the charm of a merry 
Christmas.

Spurious Pity.
In his recent book, “ Self-Control and 

How to Secure It,” Dr. Paul Dubois, 
the eminent Swiss neurologist and 
psychologist, advises us to “ submit 
our pity to the criticism of reason,” 
before pronouncing upon its nature. A 
patient, who always had his eyes fixed 
upon his own dear boy, said to Dr. Du
bois:

“ I suffered greatly when I heard of 
the catastrophe in Martinique. I am 
so susceptible to the misfortune of 
others that I ought to give up read
ing that sort of news.”

“ And,” said Dr. Dubois, “ yorn think 
you are expressing an altruistic senti
ment by it.”

“ Certainly. What else could it be?”  , 
“ Pardon me, but it was nothing bat 

intense fear. You have a constant j 
dread o f death, are alarmed at the 
smallest indispositions. The tale o f ; 
this misfortune merely awakened your 
terror by reminding you of the frailty 
of human existence, above all, o f your 
own. I don’t believe that you have 
given a sou to the victims of this 
cataclysm.”

“ That’s a fact,” he replied, smiling. 
“ I never thought at it.”

To be healthy, pity should be useful, 
should broaden us, and suggest 
promptly the means to succor those 
who are in trouble.— Youth’s Com
panion. ■ • :

Clockwork Scarecrows.
The shop window represented a field 

of yellow grain. In this field stood an 
automaton of life size, a man with a 
gun. Every few minutes the man put 
the gun to his shoulder and made as 
if to fire.

“He doesn’t fire in the window 
there,” the clerk said. “ It would be 
too noisy. But in real life, so to speak, 
he fires. He is a clockwork scarecrow, 
the latest thing out, a most successful 
invention. All the fashionable farm
ers will be having clockwork scare
crows next year.

“ The old motionless scarecrow is no 
good. The crows fear it the first day. 
After that it is nothing to them. They 
would eat out of its hand if the hand 
held grain.

“ Hence this innovation, the auto
matic or clockwork scarecrow. He 
costs $30 and is warranted for three 
years. Wind him up in the morning 
and he runs all day.

“ He works like the sample in the 
window. Every two, every four or 
every six minutes— you regulate that 
by a screw under his left arm— he 
turns round, puts up his gun and fires 
a blank cartridge. That scatters the 
crows— it scatters them, believe me.”

Pipe That Smokes Itself.
After filling a decanter about two- 

thirds full of water close it by means 
of a cork provided with two aper
tures. Through one of these pass a 
short pipestem and through the other 
a longer stem that enters the liquid.

To the smaller tube affix a cork pro
vided with two apertures. The aper
tures may be easily formed by means 
of a red hot poker. The lateral aper
ture serves to fix the pipe. Finally, 
with the other cork and a bent tube 
form a siphon. After the latter has 
been primed and is once in operation 
it will tend to empty the decanter, and 
the vacuum formed with be immedi
ately filled by the external air flowing 
in through the pipe. It is then only 
necessary to light the latter in order 
to see it “ smoke itself” tranquilly as 
long as any water remains in the de
canter.

This experiment is a very interest* 
tng one and may be easily be per
formed.— Scientific American.

T he Littlest Boy
and Santa Claus

By
Edwin L. Sabin

(Copyright.)

■—^yHE GREAT hall clock, sta
tioned opposite the foot of 
the stairs, struck two 
From his bed the Littlest 
Boy listened with a sense 
of awe. Never before had 

he heard it strike so late an hour. 
Once, indeed, he had heard it strike 
ten, but usually it had struck eight— 
and when next he was awake it was 
striking six snd morning had come.

The Littlest Boy lay and listened. 
The house was Impressively still. The 
only sounds audible were the stately 
ticking of the monitor clock below, 
and the regular breathing of the Big
gest Boy and the Biggest Girl in the 
room adjoining.

The Littlest Boy’s eyes were wide 
open and gazing into the velvet black
ness close above his face. When 
he had gone to bed it had been Christ
mas eve. He was not fully certain as to 
the line of deraarkation, but it oc
curred to him that now it was Christ
mas day! Then he began to blink and 
think.

He wondered if Santa Claus had 
come yet. Before the grate-flre, down 
In the library, were ranged three 
chairs; a rocking-chair for the Biggest 
Girl, a straight-backed, ordinary chair 
for the Biggest Boy, and a huge, roomy 
arm-chair for himself. In addition, he 
had hung up his stockings to the 
mantel.

He tried to picture to himself how, 
if Santa Claus had been and gone, 
that chair and those stockings must

H e llo !” Said Santa Claus.

look. At Intervals, as some parti'ci*- 
larly alluring fancy stood out before' 
him, he gave an ecstatic wriggle and a 
few blinks extra.

Oh, the red wagon! And the silver 
napkin-ring! Supposing he got them 
both! It did not seem to him pos
sible that he could exist without eith
er, and yet— and yet— he mustn’t ex
act too much.

If he might take one peep into the 
library—just one tiny peep— to find 
out whether or not Santa Claus had 
been.

He felt that he ought not to yield 
to this temptation; and he sighed hard 
and twisted. But even in the midst 
of his struggle he did yield, for first 
his disobedient right foot stole from 
beneath the blue coverlet, and next 
his disobedient left foot; and in a 
moment all of him, enveloped in his 
long, pick-flannel night-gown, was 
moving resolutely towards the door
way.

At the landing the stairs turned 
sharply. The Littlest Boy also turned 
with them to continue his journey. 
Now there ahead of him was the mon
itor clock, staring him in the face, 
and ticking loud reproval. From the 
library, off the hall, came the reminis
cent glow of the grate-fire with which 
the Christmas eve had been cele
brated.

Down sped the Littlest Boy, boldly 
ignoring the astonished clock, down 
the remaining flight, and across the 
square hall, whose rugs were soft and 
comforting. On the threshold of the 
library he stopped short, frightened 
at what he had done.

He had caught Santa Claus!
Aye, there was Santa Claus, bend

ing over the big chair, which, the 
Littlest Boy glimpsed, was overflow
ing with packages and things.

I do not know but that the julttlest 
Boy would have beat courteous re
treat (although, of course, his farther 
curiosity was simply tremendous) had 
not Santa Claus suddenly glanced up 
and descried him— a small, pink fig
ure, made still pinker by the glowing 
coals, framed, wide-eyed, in the library 
door-case.

"H ello !” said Santa Claus, not mov
ing.

“ H ello !” responded the Littlest Boy. 
“ 1 didn’t know you were here.”

“ Didn’t you?” remarked Janta Claus, 
straightening up and slowly stepping 
backward.

“No,” assured the Littlest Boy. “ Did 
you get in through the chim ley?”

During his whole life— that is, ever 
since he could talk—the Littlest Boy 
ha(i been trying to say “ chim ney;” 
but, somehow, that “ ! / ’ being so slim

and hatchet-faced, always nimbly 
slipped in and elbowed out the “n.” 

“ Did I get in througn the chim- 
b ley !” repeated Santa Claus; and then 
he opened his mouth in a silent 
laugh. “ Yes, I dum b down the chim- 
bley,” he said.

“You say ‘chimbley’ and I sa y ‘chim
le y ;’ but my father says— says ch— 
ch— chimneley is right,” informed the 
Littlest Boy.

“ You don’t mean it! ” returned Santa 
Claus, who, having backed to the win
dow looking upon the side porch, now, 
with his hand behind him, was deftly 
sliding it up.

“ Please don’t go, Santa Claus,” be
sought the Littlest Boy. “W e’ll talk 
real low, so nobody’ll hear. That is, 
if you’re not in too big a hurry to 
staiy,” he added, politely.

“ Sure,” responded Santa Claus. 
“ It’s almost empty, isn’t i t !” assert

ed the Littlest Boy. “ But I s’pose 
you’ve lots more up in the balloon. 
Had you got all through with me? 
My chair is the middle one there, 
and these are my stockings in front of 
it."

“ Well, I was kinder foolin’ around 
when you come in,” confessed Santa 
Claus; “but I reckon I’m through. 
Them other chairs are your ma’s an’ 
pa’s, I take it?”

“ Yes; mamma’s is the rocker and 
papa’s is the other,” informed the Lit
tlest Boy, hurriedly. “ Did you bring 
me a red wagon and a silver napkin- 
ring?”

"A ren ’t they there?” queried Santa 
Claus.

“ May I look?” asked the Littlest 
Boy, eagerly.

“ Sure,” grunted Santa Claus, with 
his favorite word.

The Littlest Boy was not slow in 
taking advantage of that permission. 
In a twinkling he was at the chair 
and, oblivious to the rustling that he 
was producing, was burrowing amidst 
its contests.

He did not have to burrow to find 
the red wagon. Its two front wheels 
were sticking straight up against the 
chair’s back!

“ Oooo-ee!” Jubilated the Littlest 
Boy, turning with sparkling eyes. 
“ Will its sides fold over?”

“ You b e t !” assured Santa Claus. 
“ Just bushels and bushels of thanks 

Santa Claus,” purled the Littlest Boy. 
rapturously. “ I hope it’s bigger than 
my Cousin James’ is! Is it?” 

“ Sure!” said Santa Claus. “ Now. 
about the ring? Ain’t it there?”

“ 1 don’t see it?” replied the Littlest 
Boy, rummaging.

“ Mebbe it’s in the stockin’s,” sug 
gested Santa Claus.

And it w as!—a beautiful shiny, sil
ver napkin ring.

“ Oooooo-eee! ” gurgled the Littlest 
Boy. unwrapping it. ”1 bet it’s the 
very solides’ kind?”

“ Lemme see,” demanded Santa 
Claus. "That’s what I intended it to 
be, anyhow, an’ 1 hope I ain’t made 
no mistake.”

"Yes, it’s solid, all right enough,” he 
said, weighing it in his hand, while 
the Littlest Boy watched him, anx
iously. “ But don’t you think that that 
there wagon an’ this here ring, both 
together, are too much for a kid like 
you?”

“ I don’t know,” responded the Lit
tlest Boy, abashed. “ I’ve tried to be 
awful good. I’ve picked up kindlin’ 
and went on errands and brushed my 
teeth'—and— and gone down cellar 
after dark, and— and— and I’ve hardly 
ever cried when I got hurt!”

“ Still, seems to me,” persisted 
Santa Claus, gazing at the shiny ring 
in his fingers, “ that a wagoa alone is 
good enough for one kid, besides all 
them other things you’ve got in yon> 
chair and soGks. 1 dunno but what 
I’ll take this an’ give it som’ers else.” 

“ W ell," agreed the Littlest Boy, 
gravely, “ it—if you can find some lit
tle boy who ought to have it 
more’n me, then you can— can take 
it; and p’raps next Christmas— " 

“G od !” roared the Biggest Boy, like 
an angry lion  ̂ leaping through the li
brary doorway.

With a slam up sped the window; 
with an oath, out whirled Santa Claus.

“ You’ve scared Santa Claus! You’ve 
scared Santa Claus!” wailed the Lit
tlest Boy, in despair.

“ I have, have I !” exclaimed the BIgr 
gest Boy, gathering the waller into his 
arms.

“ And he took my ring,” farther la
mented the Littlest Boy.

“ He did, did h e !"  repeated the lion 
—that is. the Biggest Boy— in a com
miserating growl. “ Never mind; we’U 
get another ”

“ But I told him he might, if there’s 
some other little boy who’d ought to 
nave it more,” explained the Littlest 
Boy, truthfully. “ Maybe h>e’ll bring 
me one next Christmas.”

Here the Biggest Boy shut the 
treacherous window; and with the Big
gest Girl, who by this time had ar
rived and was hugging and kissing 
the Littlest Boy’s two rosy feet, as 
they hung down inside the Biggest 
Boy’s arms, close accompanying, car
ried him upstairs to bed.

What do you think! Evidently Santa 
Claus repented, or else he had only 
been joking, or else he could find no 
other little boy who was more worthy; 
for, after all, at daylight there was 
discovered, lying on the mat before 
the side-door, that very same ring— 
wrapped, it is true, not in fine tissue 
paper, but in coarse brown paper.

However, upon the paper was 
scrawled, in ragged but unmistakable 
lines:

“ for the kid
“ SANTY CLAWS.”

Two Pretty Styles.

One phase of the moyen age prin
cess is demonstrated in our first illus
tration, the style being suited to 
either house or street wear. As Illus
trated, the dress is made of pale gray 
cloth, with a yoke of moire in the 
same tone, and a yoke of fancy net. 
The cuffs are also of the moire, but 
the buttons and pfping used are o f 
gray velvet in a slightly deeper tone. 
For theater or other evening use this 
gown could be of white, or cream, or 
pale blue, or dull rose cloth, or serge. 
The evening serges are very hand
some and within the means of most 
home sewers. For street wear, serge 
or cheviot would be good choices, and 
with these the yoke and cuffs could 
he of the same with a braid finish.

For a medium figure 5% yards of 
double width serge Is enough for this 
gown.

The second model gives one of the 
evening dress aspects of the moyen

TURBANS GIVEN NEW NAMES
M illin ers  W ork  Hard Thinking  Up 

Designations for T h a t Form of 
Headgear.

Evidently the turban Is to take on 
as many kinks and curls as the mil
liner can devise. And with each new 
kink comes a new name.

W e  have had Turkish, Uhlan, Rus
sian, Cossack, Sultan; now we are to 
have Rembrandt, Henry III., Hussar, 
De Stael, Drum Major and Napoleon.

Some of the furs of which they are 
made are of the ultra-fashionable ring
tail; also ermine and sealskin, Aus
tralian oppossum and moleskin. The 
drum major turban is trimmed with a 
circlet of antique gold and bronze set 
with jewels, 9

The latter are very new and smart 
and will not stir the wrath of the Au
dubon society. A thick quill is used; 
then the long, coarse fur of the 
monkey is put In it at each side. It 
is amazing what influence the Audu- 
bonists are having on millinery and 
these fur quills are one outcome of 
It.

Bronze lace is widely used for trim
ming, and’ ermine and sealskin with
out trimming are among the most dis
tinguished1 turbans of the season.

Another model that has startling 
distinction fs of moleskin trimmed 
with an heroic pansy made of blue 
and violet bugles with a gold center.

age. It Is made of all-over and bor
dered fancy net. Any bordering suffi
ciently wide, however, to cut the top 
of the garment could be used for it, 
as well as a pretty figured silk, Swiss, 
or dotted or checked muslin, with all 
of which materials the lace-entre 
deux and ribbons here employed go  
charmingly.

With a thin white material, such as 
net, lace or Swiss or barred muslin 
over a tinted slip and with ribbon* 
in the same color, this gown would b o  
eharming for any of the holiday func
tions soon to come. If a low effect 
is desired, the line o f the neck could 
be made round and the guimpe left 
off, in which case the line at the bot
tom of the bodice, and those of the 
sleeves, should be cut plain.

For the medium misses’ figure four 
yards of all-over net, and six yards o f 
bordering wTould be required for this 
dress.

PROPER LENG TH  OF SK IR TS

Fashion’s Decree Makes D istinct V a r i
ations in Dimensions o f  th e  

Garment.

There is confusion in the minds o f 
many concerning skirts, There is so 
much talk about smart gowns being 
five inches from the floor for evening 
and nearly six Inches for morning, 
that women wonder if there is any 
hour in which the long, graceful skirt 
is worn.

The strict decree of fashion is this; 
Skirts five or six inches from tho 
ground for street wear; skirts that 
sweep the floor in a round train for  
the afternoon, and skirts five inchea 
from the floor for the evening.

This is the decree!' Everyone does 
not have to abide by it, but numbers 
of women will accept it in part, if not 
in whole. They may not have every 
evening gown made short, or every af
ternoon frock made long, but they w ill 
asseredly have one of each kind' to  
show that they know what Is being, 
done in the world of fashion,

O f CLOTH OF GOLD.

Effect of Self-Satisfaction.
Nell— That was a frightfuly long 

sermon the ministar preached this 
morning.

Belle— Why, I didn’t notice it was 
unusually long.

Nell— Of course not; you had on a 
aew hat.

Possibilities.
There are some women who ar* 

constantly utilizing old material, and 
then, again, others who discard a  
shirtwaist, skirt or dress merely be
cause it is somewhat old style or  torn 
in a few places.

A white linen shirtwaist, which was 
in very good condition, save fo r  a few  
holes at the neckband and waist line 
(caused by constant pinning), waa 
saved from extinction by one of the 
cautious, who converted it into stock 
collars and belts. The ends of the 
stocks were square, and on one collar 
five tiny clovers were embroidered.

There is a satisfaction in knowing 
that good material is never wasted. 
The half-worn linen skirt has count
less possibilities.

Brocade Hats.
Brocade is much favored for brides

maids’ hats. Perhaps it solves the 
color problem as well, for it is always 
possible to secure just the right shade 
of blue or pink at the silk counter 
when the felt hats offer no assistance 
to eager buyers.

Large shapes are popular, and 
plumes of the same color or contrast
ing tones are used. The design of the 
brocade seems especially ornamental 
and suitable for festive occasions. 
After the great event these silk hata 
are lovely for evening wear.

A beautiful but costly turban for 
evening wear or formal afternoon oc
casions Is made from cloth of gold. 
It Is artistically and beautifully draped 
and has for Its sole decoration a 
gorgeous paradise aigrette in natural 
•coloring.

Black Fishnet.
Black fishnet in coarse, heavy silk 

mesh is used for the all-black blouse 
and trimmed with black grosgraln rib
bon of several widths, advancing from 
a quarter to an inch. The dullness of 
the ribbon and the extreme plainness 
of these little models proclaim them 
correct mourning for the younger 
woman. They are lined with luster- 
less black silk, except their collars 
and wristbands, which are left tranw 

: parent.



NO PAPER NEXT WEEK
In accordance  with a custom 

adopted  by nearly every  paper in 
the country (suspending  publica
tion one week during the year) 
the Republican-Journal will not 
be published next week. Usually 
about the time the last paper 
com es out be fore  Christmas the 
entire force  in a printing office is 
dead tired and longs for a rest 
the same as other people . W e  
believe that the subscribers will 
g lad ly  grant us the little vaca
tion, and we can assure them that 
they will lose nothing b y  the 
deal. It is our intention to get 
out a better paper than ever dur
ing the com in g  year, and we are 
go ing  to take the vacation week 
in preparing for the new year ’s 
work.

W e  wish our readers and adver 
tisers a v e r y  merry Christmas 
and a happy New Y ear.

Miss Clara Pond has been quite 
ill during the past week.

Buy E xce ls ior  Flour today, ti 
Mis. John F loto  is seriously ill 

with pneumomia.
W . W . and C. J. C ooper  were 

C hicago  visitors Tuesday.
Born, to Mr and Mrs. A. G 

Hill, Fridav, D ec . iy, a girl.
Misses Mabel and Etha Pierce 

were R ock fo rd  visitors M onday.
Mr. and Mrs. Robert T h om p  

son went to C h icago  W edn esday  
to  spend the holidays.

Mr. and Mrs. F. O. Swan are 
entertaining the latter’s aunt, Mrs 
Keplinger, o f  Cleveland, Ohio.

W a n t e d — A  co o k  and second 
girl. A ddress  Mrs. A lfred  Bos 
worth, W o o d la n d  and Highland 
A ve., Elgin, 111. C h icago  phone 
N o. 673. 15-2t

Fred A . W o o d  o f  Valpariso. 
Ind., is now em p loyed  in the 
m echanical departm ent o f  the 
Republican-Journal printery. Mr. 
W o o d  will soon m ove  his house
hold g o o d s  here and make Genoa 
his hom e. His wife and little 
b e y  will arrive next week.

H olid ay  goods  at O lm sted ’s.
B ig h it  and coat sale at F. W, 

O lm sted ’s.
T. A , Casey transacted business 

in the windy city  W edn esday .
H ouse for rent in Oak Park 

addition. Inquire o f  W . H Jack
man. tf

Mr. and Mrs. A . B Clefford 
went to Lafayette, Ind., W edn es  
day where they will await the 
com in g  o f  Santa Claus.

Mr and Mrs. Carpenter went 
to Barrington W ed n esd ay  to 
spend the holidays with their 
daughter, Mrs. W ill Jones.

Mrs. F  G. H udson  and son 
w< nt to C hicago  M on day  to spend 
he holiday season. Mr. Hudson 

will.join his family F'riday.
F o r  S a l e  — 40 acres, 3 mi les  

from G enoa ; house and lot on 
East Main street; two houses and 
lots on Genoa street; vacant lot 
in Citizens’ add.
51 tf Jas. J. H am m on d .

Miss Juliet Smith and D om in ick  
T w o o x e  were married in C hicago  
Tuesday. Miss Smith, who is a 
nurse, was em p loyed  at the hom e 
o f  F. O. Swan during his illness 
and made many friends while 
here.

Mr. and Mrs. W m . R eed  were 
called to Biloxi, Miss,, last week 
on account o f  the serious illness 
o f  the latter’s father, W  S. Strong. 
Mr. Strong left for the south some 
weeks ago where he e x p e c te d  to 
speno the winter.

W e  have been do in g  our share 
o f  the holiday business and we 
believe that every custom er has 
left the store well satisfied with 
the treatment a ccorded  him or 
her. Our stock is right, our 
prices are right and out guarantee 
is absolute. Can a custom er b< 
otherwise than pleased? A re  you 
one o f  the satisfied ones?  T im e 
yet to make som e nice selections
G. H. Martin.

Furs and fur sets at O lm sted ’s.
A  large selection o f  new books 

for 50 cents at O lm sted ’s.
R o y  B uck  o f  C hicago  spent 

Sunday at the hom e of his father, 
A lfred  Buck.

Mrs. G. C. Rowen and daugh
ter, M aijorie , were R ock ford  
visitors last Friday.

E . H. Griggs and daughter, 
Jessie arrived here from Texas 
the first o f  the week.

Mrs. J. M. K irby  o f  Shabbona 
is here to spend the holidays v/ith 
her parents, Mr. and Mrs. E . H, 
Browne.

Mrs Jessie Briggs and son are 
guests at the home o f  the form er ’s 
parents, Mr. and Mrs. Jas. H u tch 
ison, Sr. T h e y  will remain here 
over the holidays.

Mrs F\ W . Marquart and 
daughter, Gretchen, left for V a l
pariso, Ind , W ed n esd ay  for the 
holidays. Mr, Marquart will join  
his family the. last o f  the week.

A  new line o f  the famous 
W aterman fountain pens at E . H. 
B rowne’s. There cou ld  be 
nothing nicer for a Christmas 
gift.

A ll  persous know ing  them sel
ves to be indebted to  the firm o f  
Slater & Douglas are requested 
to call at the store and settle as 
soon as possible. H. H . Slater.
14 3t I. W . Douglass.

E xercises  will be held at the 
A a ven t  Christian church on 
Christmas eve, Friday, Dec. 24. 
An interesting program has been 
prepared and all are cord ially  in 
vited to attend.

T he  W. C T .  U. will hold its 
regular meeting at the hom e of 
ih< P ie-ident, Mis. C. A  Smith, 
Ihursday, D e c  30 Ait members 
are requested to be present. 
E w r>  b od y  invited. S e c ’y.

N o  cheap, adulterated candy at 
E. H. B row ne ’s. W e  have the 
k.nd that costs a little move but 
your children can eat it without 
danger o f  becom ing  ill. Fill the 
stockings with the g o o d  kind.

Mrs. H aw ley  and Miss Rheba 
Dunn have returned from Shawa 
no' Wis. Their sister, Mattie, is 
still in a precarious condition , but 
with careful nursing there is a 
fighting chance for her recovery .

Mrs. Arthur Stewait wishes to 
ask any one and every one who 
will donate any canned fruit, jam 
or jellies for the sick at W esley  
H ospital to please bring or send 
it to her hom e before the holi
days. 15 2t

A ll accounts o f  60 days stand- 
ng or over left unpaid on the first 

o f  the year will be left for 
co llection . Please call and settle 
at on ce  and save expense  and in
con ven ience  for all concerned. L 
W. Duval.

T hose  books  at E. H. B row ne ’s 
have been go ing  like hot cakes. 
T h ere ’s a reasonl T h e y  are the 
latest that can be sold tor 50c, 
and the S i .20 books are the latest 
that have appeared on the market. 
There are a lot o f  them left 
but you  had better be quick  if you 
want g o o d  selections. T hose  25c 
books  for the boys are just the 
thing.

L. P. Durham was an E lgin  
visitor last Friday.

Mrs. F. Spainsail and daughter, 
Mrs. W iltton g  were E lgin  visitora 
W ednesday .

John Corson came out from 
C hicago  this week to pass the 
holidays with his parents.

Mrs. Gilchrist o f  Fairdale was 
a guest at the hom e o f  her daugh
ter, Mrs. L. W . Duval, last week.

Miss Millicent W il t fo n g  o f  
South Bend, Ind., is visiting at the 
hom e o f  Mr. and Mrs. F. Spain
sail.

T he  E pw orth  L eague will g ive 
a program  Sunday evening, Dec. 
26, at the usual league hour, 6 :30  
to 7 :30 .  E v e r y b o d y  w elcom e.

Mr. and Mrs. W alter  W ilt fon g  
o f  South Bend, Ind., are spending 
the holidays with the latter’s 
parents, Mr. and Mrs. Fred Spain
sail.

In making your plans for the 
holidays d o  not forget to include 
the dinner on New Y ea r ’s day at 
the M. E. church. A  g o o d  
ch icken-p ie  dinner for 25c.

The Republican-Journal would 
make an acceptable  Christmas 
gift for a friend or relative at a 
distance. Its on ly  $1 25 for the 
year. It would  be a reminder o f  
your thoughtfulness fifty-two 
times during the year.

R em em ber  the old  time dance 
at the opera house on Friday 
evening o f  this week. Van D ress
er ’s full orchestra will furnish the 
music. T he  dances will be ar 
ranged to please all, no matter 
what your taste m a y b e .  Dancing 
from 8 to I.

Members o f  the Genoa Horse 
Thief Protective Association  are 
requested to meet at Jackm an ’s 
office on Saturday evening of 
this week. There is business of 
im portance to c o m e  before the 
meeting and all mem bers are urg
ed to be present.

E B. A rnold , form erly  a resi
dent o f  Genoa, now o f  Pierre, S. D. 
fell last M on d ay  and is now 
suffering with several broken ribs 
Mr. A rnold  is a cripple  and being 
quite feeble, due to old age, the 
accident will no doubt cause him 
considerable  trouble.

Ralph Patterson has thoroly  
repaired the feed  mill south o f  
the Milwaukee dep ot  and is now 
prepared to do  grinding quick  
and right, and will do  it for five 
cents the bag. Satisfaction guar
anteed. Grinding on Tuesdays, 
Fridays and Saturdays.

Grinding will be done by  me 
at the mill south o f  the M ilwau
kee depot  Tuesdays, Fridays and 
Saturdays for five cents a bag. 
Mill is now in g o o d  repair for 
prompt, g o o d  work. Let me 
“ show y ou .”  Satisfaction guar
anteed. Ralph Patterson.

T he  last call! O n ly  one more 
day before  Christmas. W e have 
sent out hundreds o f  beautiful 
things to please the different 
mem bers o f  the fam ily  in many 
homes, and the stock o f  novelties 
in jew elry  and silverware is still 
com plete . Call today and inspect 
the line.

All persons indebted to the un
dersigned are requested to call 
and settle by  cash or note on or 
before the first o f  the year. A ll  
accounts left unpaid after that 
date will be turned into the hands 
o f  an attorney. C om e and see 
me about this matter and save in
convenience  for all concerned .

Ja s  R. K i e r n a n

T he editor o f  the R epublican - 
Journal exp ects  to keep  busy 
next week writing receipts for 
subscriptions, W e  like to work 
and do not care how many com e 
in to keep  us at it. L o o k  at the 
label on your paper or wrapper 
today. If  it shows that you are 
in arrears why not call and 
make it a H a p p y  N ew  Year for 
us.

Jas. R. Kiernan went to Battle 
Creek, Mich., last w eek  a c 
com panied  by the manager o f  the 
A dva n ce  Thresher C om pany, A . 
M. Frish, with w hom  he made 
arrangements for next season ’s 
campaign. The A dva n ce  people  
anticipate the greatest business 
in the history o f  the com pany 
next year and are making arrange
ments accord ingly .

A . S. Durham transacted 
business in the watch c ity  Friday.

Mrs. Jas. R. Kiernan and sister, 
Miss Casey, were Elgin  visitors 
Thursday.

Mrs. Jeanette R obinson , w ho is 
now residing in C hicago, is re
cover ing  from the effects o f  a 
broken leg which she sustained 
about two weeks ago.

Bernhart Molthan, w ho is at
tending co l lege  at Watertown, 
Wis., cam e hom e the first o f  the 
week to spend the holidays with 
his parents, Rev. and Mrs. J. 
Molthan.

B. H em m elgarn , the piano 
tuner, will be at liberty all next 
week. T hose  desiring tuning or 
repairing done should avail them 
selves o f  this opportunity . Call 
phone 35.

H enry  Patterson rounded out 
four score years o f  his life last 
M onday, the 20th o f  D ecem ber  
Mr. Patterson, considering his ad
vanced age, is quite well and 
scarcely  a day passes that he 
does not co m e  down town. M ay 
he add another score o f  years to 
the record  is the wish o f  his 
friends.

A  large number o f  relatives 
called at the hom e o f  J. L. Patter
son last Sunday and assisted that 
gentleman in celebrating his 37th 
birthday anniversary. A  dinner 
was served that did not lack any 
o f  the Corson or Patterson 
features, that is, the best o f  every 
thing and heaps o f  it. A n d  for 
supper there was another feast 
that was not far behind the dinner 
in abundance.

Mr. A  T  Crawford, ’ 13, o f  G e 
noa, 111., has won the highest 
honors that it is possible for a 
freshman to win at the University 
o f  W isconsin, t i e  has recently 
been awarded the class numerals 
o f  1913. This honor is only 
awarded to a very  limited number 
o f  the most promising athletes. 
“ S an dy”  as Mr, Crawford is 
popularly  known in University 
circles, p layed left end on the 
first year foo t  ball team and his 
position was filled m ost creditably. 
Coach  Barney predicts that 
“ Sandy”  will d eve lop  into one o f  
the best ends that has ever been 
turned out at the Badger institu
tion. Mr. C raw ford ’s excellent 
work has received favorable 
c om m en t from all the big W estern 
papers. Out o f  over 300 con test
ants for track and foo t  ball work 
but 17 received theii numerals.

The cleverest imitation o f  real 
C offee  ever yet made is Dr. 
S h o o p ’s Health C offee . It is fine 
in flavor— and is made in just one 
minute. N o  tedious 20 or 30 
minutes boiling M ade from pure 
parched grains, malt, nuts, etc. 
Sample faee. F. O. Swan

Pains o f  women, head pains, or 
any pain stopped  in 20 minutes 
sure, with Dr. S h o o p ’s Pink Pain 
Tablets. See full formula on 25c 
B ox .  Sold  by L. E. Carmichael

M. E. Churoh Notes
S U N D A Y  S E R V I C E S

Class meeting 10:00 a. m. led 
by pastor.

Sermon 10:30 a m. by Rev. 
Joseph Caldwell, a form er p op u 
lar pastor o f  the church.

Sunday School,  12 o ’c lock .
Junior League, 3:00 p. m.
E pw orth  League, 6:30 p. m. 

Special program consisting o f  
vocal and instrumental music and 
short addresses.

Sermon at 7:30 p. m. by  pastor.
On Friday evening, the 31st 

inst., a lecture on “ Sidelights and 
Shadows o f  Irish L ife ,”  will be 
given in the church by Dr. T. W. 
Davidson, M ethodist preacher 
from Ireland. W e  want you to 
keep this date in mind The 
lecturer is first class in every 
way. W e  want you to hear him.

J. T. M cM ullen, pastor.

Preventics— those Candy Cold  
Cure T ablets— will safely and 
quick ly  ch eck  all co lds  and the 
Grip. T ry  them on ce  and see! 
48-25C. Sold  by L. E, Carmichael.

A  tickling or dry cough can be 
qu ick ly  loosened  with Dr. S h o o p ’s 
Cough R em edy . N o  opium, no 
ch loroform , nothing unsafe r,or 
harsh. Sold by L. E. Carmichael

TH E ROLL OF HONOR

P u p ils  o f  the Genoa P u b lic  Schools 
N either A bsen t N or T ardy

T he fo l low ing  list o f  names in
cludes the names o f  the G enoa  
public school pupils w ho have 
been neither absent nor tardy 
during the past s ch oo l  m onth : 

F i r s t  P r i m a r y  
Ruth Austin, E thel Fay, Frank 

Noble, R aym ond  Pierce, F lorence  
Pinne, Fred Pinne, Johnnie Smith, 
Maud W eber, L ione l Baker, 
T edd ie  Scott. Miss Drake, te a ch 
er.

S e c o n d  P r i m a r y  

F loyd  A ltenberg , F lo y d  Dralle, 
A m os  Johnson, Grace Pattee. 
Myrtle R ebeck , G eorge  Stanley, 
Roger  W eber, Emil Lauridsen, 
Harvey Matteson, C larence A l 
tenberg, John D em psey , H aro ld  
Dralle? Myrtle Geithman, W alter  
Gleason, W allace  H opkins, F loyd  
Mansfield, Hanna Niss, Myrtle 
Pratt, Gertrude R ow en , Martha 
Scherf, Harlyn Shattuck, V elm a 
Wahl, G eorge  Walters.

Miss Parxer, teacher.
R oom  T h r e e  

Derwin Scott, Helen Ide, L eon  
Schneider, Mabel R ebeck , A rch ie  
Gleason, Clarence Crawford, Earl 
Stoll, A gnes  W eber, G eorge  G od -  
ing, Hazel Pierce, Marguerite 
Pattee, W alter A lbertson , Pearl 
Newton, Myrtle Laylon , G eorge  
VanW ie, Ollie  Dralle. Miss 
Corson, teacher.

F i f t h  a n d  S i x t h  G r a d e s  

T om  Abraham , H arold  Austin, 
John Baker, Carl Carlson, Irving 
Dralle, Hazel Goding, Vernum 
Hannah, H oratio  Perkins, M ary 
Ritter, Charles Schoonm aker, 
C'ara Stephenson, Lillian Stoll, 
Do now an W >lde, E lm er A lbert-  
o  , Nora A w e, E m m a Bender, 

Earl Deardurff, O tto  Dralle, Earl 
Geithman, Ivan Ide, W alter  Noll,  
D ew ey  Nulle, A l len  Patterson, 
Leroy  Pratt, Irene Patterson, 
Walter R osenfe ld , L y le  Shattuck, 
Charles Stanley.

T he  children o f  the Fifth and 
Sixth grades wish to thank those 
who so liberally patronized their 
Thanksgiv ing entertainment. 62 
tickets were sold, making in all 
$6.20. M any bought tickets who 
were, unable to  attend. This was 
very  much appreciated. A fte r  
expenses were* paid there was a 
clear gain o f  $5 00. Mrs. A . F. 
Q uick, teacher.

G r a m m a r  R oom  

Guy Bowers, Frank Brennan. 
S idney  Burroughs, F loy d  D u r
ham, Paul Miller, Dillon Patter
son, M ay Ritter, A ly s  Sowers, 
Earl Stevens, R o y  Abraham , L o -  
rene Brown, Sara Carb, Herman 
Dralle, Tillie Dralle, June H a m 
mond, A gn es  Molthan, Verna 
Pierce, Greeta Ricketts, C larence 
Tischler, Clara W olter ,  H aro ld  
Durham. Miss Bement, teacher.

H ig h  S c h o o l

Marion Bagley, Irene Corson, 
Ruth Corson, Margaret Deardurff , 
Lula Dralle, Jay Evans, A m arett 
Harlow, M ildred Hewitt, Minnie 
Reinken, Pyrle Renn, Beth Scott, 
R ay  Shipman. Marion Slater, 
V ila  W hite, Leta Browne, Merle 
Evans, H arold  Patterson. R uther
ford Patterson, H ow ard  Stanley, 
Irene A nderson , E m ily  Burroughs, 
Bayard Brown, Ruth Crawford, 
Gertrude H am m on d, E dna King, 
E dgar Lettow , Nina Patterson, 
l im a  Perkins. Clive W atson , Cora 
Watson, Guyla Corson, Malwin 
Nulle, W ard  Olm sted, Claude 
Patterson, Jennie Pierce, Grace 
Sandall, Ruth Slater, H arry  
W hipple . Miss Williams, pr inc i
pal.

104 Christmas Gifts For $1.00
Can you pessib ly  sent an ab 

sent friend a more accept, ble 
Christmas gift than T he  R o c k 
ford S em i-W eek ly  Register-Ga- 
zette?

T w ice  a week, for 52 weeks, 
104 copies, it costs on ly  $1.00, 
The Daily  edition will be sent by  
mail for $3 00 

Can you  buy any sort o f  a gift 
for $1.00 that will begin to  afford 
so much genuine and p ro lon ged  
satisfaction? E very  one o f  the 
104 issues will be “ just like a let
ter from the old  h om e .”

Ready?
W inter is Here 
How are You Fixed ?
W e  are rea d y  to  serve  you.
H ave C h o ice  H ard  C oal.
O ur d ifferen t grad es o f  S oft C oal 

are a ll good and at p rices to 
fit you r ideas.

A  S p e c ia l :  Extra Choice Kindling Wood.
M— a W e have plenty o f it now, but 
later in the season it is very hard to 
secure, hay in some now and be 
prepared. $6. O per cord at tbe 
yard. Cartage extra.

H ave b ee n  se llin g  good C oal 
sin ce  1 8 7 5 *

Jackm an (Q. S o n

Coming
Events
Cast
Their
Shadows
Before

' 1 r:ht 3909, by C. E. Zimmerman C0.--N0. 54

But our aisles have been so crowded and shelves
so loaded, and our store so busy that there really has not been a place fo r the 
shadows to fa ll. If you are not careful the Event w ill be here before you know
it,com e at once and m ake yo u r holiday selections. N ever w as procrastination  so out of place.

Groceries JOHN L E M B K .F  Dry Goods



A M B A 'M A D o / f

BAROM M AYOR DEO PL ARCHES, 
THE DIPLOMATIC CORR.5

/T A R O l/IO  D r  1 / /L L A L O B A R ,
the: h e w  Sp a n is h  m in is t e r s

HE first day of the year is de
cidedly the busiest day of 
the twelvemonth for the for
eign diplomats stationed in 
America. The odd part of it 
is that the manifold duties 
which make January 1st 
the most crowded interval 
on the calendar are almost 
wholly in the nature of so

cial obligations rather than business tasks. 
M oreover, the responsibilities of this busy day 
rest equally heavy upon the envoys of the vari
ous foreign powers—that is, the ambassadors 
and ministers— and upon the secretaries, coun
selors and attaches who make up the official 
staffs of these dignitaries. Even the women 
of the official foreign colony— the 
wives and daughters of the diplomats 
of high and low degree— share in the 
feverish activity of the dawning year.
Indeed, their participation begins 
weeks in advance with frequent visits 
to the dressmakers, for, one and all, 
these fair foreigners must have stri
king new gowns for the momentous 
occasion.

The explanation of this display of 
energy on the part of a class of people 
who ordinarily lead the most leisurely 
existence imaginable is found in the 
fact that New Year’s day of each year 
marks the opening of the official social 
season at Washington. It is a day of 
receiving and calling and dining (all 
in the most formal w ay), for every
body in national official circles from 
the president down to the least impor
tant public official, but the social mer- 
ry-go-’round, spins at a more lively 
gait for the diplomats than for any of 
the other participants in Uncle Sam’s 
great annual dress parade. Not 
only do they have to go more differ
ent places in carrying out the day’s 
program, but they have to do more 
dressing than any of the other celebri
ties, not even excepting the high offi
cers of the United States army and 
navy, who don their full dress uni
forms for this occasion.

Indeed, it is the chore of getting 
togged out in their gaudiest raiment 
that compels the diplomats to arise 
somewhat earlier than usual on New 
Year morning. Official etiquette pre
scribes that each foreign representa
tive shail appear in full diplomatic 
uniform or court dress on this signi
ficant occasion. Now be it known, it 
is no slight undertaking to put on 
such garb. The average diplomat, ac
customed as he is to fastidious dress
ing, finds it pretty nearly as formid
able a job  as the average American workman 
or farmer regards the donning of a dress suit. 
The diplomat’s viewpoint will be the better ap
preciated when it is explained that not a few 
of these costly broadcloth uniforms are so 
heavily encrusted with gold lace and other or
naments that they are well nigh stiff enough to 
stand alone. It is a twentieth century coat of 
armor, so to speak. In many instances high 
boots are an item of the court dress and usual
ly a heavy helmet or fur turban and a long 
cloak that reaches to the feet are included in 
the costume. Finally, the diplomat, of any 
standing, covers the entire front o f his coat 
with the glittering insignia of royal orders and 
jeweled decorations— each several times as 
large as the ordinary badge and adding in the 
aggregate, considerable weight to the trappings 
of state.

With the time-consuming prelude of dressing 
out of the way, the diplomats, more gorgeously 
garbed than any operatic chorus, are ready for 
the first formal function of the day. This is 
the president’s reception at the White House. 
The foreigners, all of whom have carriages or 
automobiles (rented for this busy day, if they 
do not already possess them), must leave home 
for the presidential mansion about 10:30 
o ’clock, for they are to have the honor of be
ing the first persons received by the president 
after he has greeted his cabinet, and they must 
be in their duly assigned places in the waiting 
line ere the presidential party at 11 o ’clock 
sharp, descends the grand stairway and takes 
station in the Blue parlor for the reception. 
Hard and fast rules must be observed as to 
the order in which the diplomats file past the 
president. There are two divisions. First the 
ambassadors, each accompanied by all the 
members of his staff and their wives, and then 
the ministers, each similarly attended. Places 
in each division are assigned in accordance 
with the length of time each envoy has repre
sented his government at Washington. That is, 
statesmen who have been here for years take 
precedence over the newcomers.

At the head of the line walks the ambassa
dor who by virtue of the most lengthy service 
in Washington is the dean of the diplomatic 
corps. This post of prestige is now held by 
Baron Mayor des Planches of Italy. The for
eigners are introduced to the president by the 
secretary of state, who has the best of his cab
inet colleagues in that he is thus temporarily 
in the limelight.

After the White House reception the diplo-

DEAN OF

CITY OF 4000 B. C. FOUND
The vestiges of a city 6,000 years old have been 

found in Babylonia by the French expedition which has

mats return home for a few 
minutes’ rest, and then a lit
tle before 12 o ’clock they set 
out for the residence of the 
secretary of state. Here, at 
noon, an elaborate repast is 
served. The average Ameri
can citizen would declare it a 
luncheon, but in social-diplo
matic usage it is a breakfast. 
Considerably more than 200 
persons are expected at this 
breakfast, so that it can be 
seen that it taxes the house
keeping arrangements even 
in a mansion such as the 
$150,000 dwelling of Philan-

HERm /V DE LAGERCRAHTZ, M I H U  TER OE SWEDEH 
AHD R/O SECRETARY

COUNTRY WHOSE SOIL SPELLS 
WHEAT AND OUT OF WHOSE 

FARMS THOUSANDS ARE 
GROWING RICH.

W H A T  P R E S ID E N T  T A F T  A N D  
O T H E R S  T H IN K  O F C A N A D A .

Another Fat Y ear for the Canadian  
W est.

[o O j o o
0 -“a  oo o i f j o o

47F KNOX 
WHERE T H E  (TREAT “D /P R O /IA T/C  

'BREAKFAST ”  AS SERVED OH HEW YEARS DAY

der Knox. Then, too, the same importance at
taches as at the White House, to who goes 
first, so that servants have to be carefully 
drilled and the utmost care exercised lest some 
lesser diplomat receive more honor than is 
his due, while some greater luminary is cor
respondingly slighted.

The entire afternoon of New Year’s day the 
diplomats devote to making ceremonial calls. 
Almost all the prominent hostesses in Wash
ington, except the wife of the president, hold 
receptions on this eventful afternoon. Most of 
the diplomats go first to the home of the vice- 
president, then “down the line’’ of cabinet 
homes in the order of their official standing; 
after which they pay their respects at the resi
dence of the speaker of the house of repre
sentatives, and then follows indiscriminate 
calling upon the wives of senators, represent
atives, army and navy officers and other offi
cial hostesses who are keeping open house. 
Everywhere they meet other diplomats and 
public officials of all grades, for calling is gen
eral at the seat of government on the first day 
of the year. In accordance with the Yankee 
idea, only the men of the American households 
go calling on New Year’s afternoon, but the 
diplomats are in almost every instance accom
panied by the ladies of their households. It 
is past sundown when this round of calling is 
concluded, but that does not end the day for 
the tired diplomats. Most of them have been 
invited to the ceremonial dinners that, in great 
numbers, close the day in Washington, hence 
they must hurry home and change to evening 
attire in order to greet yet another hostess be
fore 8 o'clock.

A  RUSKIN STORY
In 1858, when Ruskin was in his fortieth 

year, he was asked by a friend to give some 
lessons in drawing to a child named Rose La 
Touche— whose name indeed was French, but 
whose family were Irish. There sprang up be
tween Ruskin and this young girl a very charm
ing friendship, which, of course, at the time 
could be nothing but a friendship. They wrote 
each other letters and exchanged drawings and 
then for awhile they did not meet.

Ten years passed by before they saw each 
other. Meanwhile the child whom he had re
membered as a blue-eyed, saucy, clever little 
blonde with ripe, red lips and hair like fine 
spun gold, had become a very lovely young

woman of 19 years. They resumed their old ac
quaintance, but in a very different way. Though 
Ruskin was nearly 50, he gave to Rose La 
Touche an adoration and a passion such as he 
had never felt before. On her side she no long
er thought of him as “very ugly,” but was sin
gularly drawn to him, despite the difference 
in their years.

The two met often. They took long strolls 
together in the pleasant fields of Surrey, and 
at last Ruskin begged her to make him happy 
and to be his wife. Oddly enough, however, 
she hesitated, not because he was so much old
er than herseuf, but because he had ceased to 
be what she regarded as “ a true believer.” 
Some of the things that he had written shocked 
her as being almost atheistic. She was her
self, underneath all her gayety of manner, a 
rigid and uncompromising Protestant. She 
used phrases from the Bible in her ordinary 
talk and when she spoke of marriage with John 
Ruskin she said that she could not endure to be 
“ yoked with an unbeliever.”

Yet her heart was torn at the thought of 
sending him away; and so for several years 
their intimacy continued, he pleading with her 
and striving hard to make her see that love 
was everything. She, on the other hand, read 
over those passages of the Old Testament 
which seemed to bar all compromise.

At last, in 1872, when she was 24 and he 
was 53, she gave him her final answer. She 
would not marry him unless he could believe 
as she did. His honesty forbade him to de
ceive her by a pretended conversion, and so 
they parted, never to see each other again. 
How deeply she was affected is shown by the 
fact that she soon fell ill. She grew worse 
and worse, until at last it was quite certain 
that she could not live. Then Ruskin wrote 
to her and begged that he might see her. She 
answered with a note in which she feebly 
traced the words:

“You may come if you can tell me that you 
love God more than you love me.”
\ When Ruskin read this his very soul was 
racked with agony and he cried out:

“ No, no— then I cannot come to her; for I 
love her even more than G od!”

When she died, as she did soon after, the 
light of his life went out for Ruskin.— Mun- 
sey’s.

been at work for several years on I 
the site of the Roman Susa, the Shu- I 
shan of the Bible and later the cap- j 
iial of the Emperors Darius and Art-
axerxes.

According to details furnished to J 
the Jewish World, a mound marking 
the site of the city has been exca
vated by M. de Morgan and was 
found to mark the site of the ancient 
Eiamite acropolis of the city. The 
excavations have produced most as
tonishing results. Here the explor
er found superimposed, one above 
the other, the remains of three 
cities, the oldest dating back to B. 
C. 4000, and below these the signs 
of older settlements of prehistoric 
ages.

The recent discoveries show that 
far more than a thousand years pri
or to B. C. 1800 the city was occu
pied by the Babylonians, and that 
most of the kings of that country set 
up their monuments in it. When the 
powerful Semitic dynasty of Baby
lonian kings contemporary with the 
age of Abraham was overthrown, the 
Elamites regained their independ
ence and retained it until B. C. 649, 
when the city was sacked by Assur- 
banipal, king of Assyria, who de
stroyed the palaces and temples.

Explorations show that the chief 
feature of the ancient city, as of all 

those of the ancient east, was the temple of 
the city god, in this case the god Susinak, 
which stood upon the acropolis. An explora
tion of the foundations revealed the records of 
Gudea, king of Chaldea, B. C. 2800. Fortunate 
ly, considerable information as to the nature 
of the sacred edifice and its precincts is pro. 
served by an interesting monument, which 
was discovered in the ruins.

In the center of the model are the figures of 
two nude men, one holding a water jar. These, 
no doubt, are the king and priest performing 
the ceremonies of lustration, or ceremonial pu
rification, which are a great feature of the ori
ental temples and frequently mentioned in the 
religious inscriptions.

P rim itive  M ills  in Brazil.
Vice-Consul De Young, writing from Santos, 

calls attention to the small corn grinding ma
chines in Brazil:

"In the interior of Brazil a primitive method 
of producing cornmeal by pounding instead of 
grinding is practiced. The instrument known 
as a ‘m ojollo’ works automatically, and consists 
of a tree trunk balanced on the bank of a 
stream, one end of the trunk being hollowed 
out to form a large cup, while the other end is 
in the form of a pestle. Water filling the cup 
depresses that end of the log, whereupon the 
water runs out and the other end falls back to 
its original position, the pestle striking the 
corn. Some modern corn grinders have recent
ly been introduced, but there is a good field 
for a very small and inexpensive grinder to 
take the place of the ‘m ojollo’ in the interior, 
where flour mills are rare and each funnily 
grinds its own corn.”

Onion as T ale -Te ller.
There’s a divorce.
T is  a very sad affair.
An onion is at the bottom of it.
Of yore hubby was fond of onions.
He ate, and ate, and wifey stood it.
Then he fell in love with a festive maiden.
No more onions for him, much to his w ife ’s 

surprise.
The more she thought of it, the more she 

wondered at the change.
Not only did he desert the orodous onions—* 

presently he deserted altogether.

Our Canadian neighbors to the north 
are again rejoicing over an abundant 
harvest, and reports from reliable 
sources go to show that the total yield 
of 1909 will be far above that of any 
other year.

It is estimated that $100,000,000 
will this year go into the pockets of 
the Western farmers from wheat 
alone, another $60,000,000 from oats 
and barley, while returns from other 
crops and from stock will add $40,- 
000,000 more. Is it any wonder then 
that the farmers of the Canadian 
W est are happy?

Thousands of American farmers 
have settled in the above mentioned 
provinces during the past year; men 
who know the W est and its possibili
ties, and who also know perhaps bet
ter than any other people, the best 
methods for profitable farming.

President Taft said recently In 
speaking of Canada:

“W e have been going ahead so rap
idly in our own country that our heads 
have been somewhat swelled with the 
idea that we are carrying on our shoul
ders all the progress there is in the 
world. W e have not been conscious 
that there is on the north a young 
country and a young nation that is 
looking forward, as it well may, to a 
great national future. They have 
7,000,000 people, but the country is 
still hardly scratched.”

Jas. J. Hill speaking before the 
Canadian Club of Winnipeg a few days 
ago said:

“ I go back for 53 years, when I 
came W est from Canada. At that time 
Canada had no North-West. A young 
boy or man who desired to carve his 
own way had to cross the line, and 
to-day it may surprise you— one out 
of every five children born in Canada 
lives in the United States. Now you 
are playing the return match, and the 
North-West is getting people from the 
United States very rapidly. WTe 
brought 100 land-seekers, mainly from 
Iowa and Southern Minnesota, last 
night out o f St. Paul, going to the 
North-West. Now, these people have 
all the way from five, ten to twenty 
thousand dollars each, and they will 
make as much progress on the land in 
one year as any one man coming from 
the Continent of Europe can make, do
ing the best he can, in ten, fifteen, or 
twenty years.”

It is evident from the welcome 
given American settlers in Canada 
that the Canadian people appreciate 
them. Writing from Southern Alberta 
recently an American farmer says:—

“W e are giving them some new 
ideas about being good farmers, and 
they are giving us some new ideas 
about being good citizens. They have 
a law against taking liquor into the 
Indian Reservation. One of our fel
lows was caught on a reservation with 
a bottle on him, and it cost him $50. 
One of the Canadian Mounted Police 
found him, and let me tell you, they 
find everyone who tries to go up 
against the laws of the country.

“ On Saturday night, every bar-room 
is closed, at exactly 7 o ’clock. W hy? 
Because it is the law, and it’s the 
same with every other law. There 
isn’t a bad man in the whole district, 
and a woman can come home from 
town to the farm at midnight if she 
wants to, alone. That’s Canada’s idea 
how to run a frontier; they have cer
tainly taught us a lot.

“ On the other hand, we are running 
their farms for them better than any 
other class of farmers. I guess I 
can say this without boasting, and the 
Caandians appreciate us. W e turn 
out to celebrate Dominion Day; they 
are glad to have us help to farm the 
country; they know how to govern; 
we know how to work.”

Another farmer, from Minnesota, 
who settled in Central Saskatchewan 
some years ago, has the following to 
say about the country:—

“ My wife and I have done well enough 
since we came from the States; we can 
live anyway. W e came in the spring of 
1901 with the first carload of settlers’ 
effects unloaded in these parts and 
built the first shanty between Sas
katoon and Lumsden. W e brought 
with our car of settlers’ effects the 
sum o f $1800 in cash, to-day we are 
worth $40,000. W e ‘proved up’ one 
o f the finest farms in Western Canada 
and bought 320 acres at $3 per acre. 
W e took good crops off the land for 
four years, at the end of which we 
had $8000 worth of improvements in 
the way o f buildings, etc., and had 
planted three acres of trees. Two 
years ago we got such a good offer 
that we sold our land at $45 per acre. 
From the above you will see that we 
have not done badly since our ar
rival.”

Prof. Thomas Shaw of St. Paul, Min
nesota, with a number of other well 
known editors of American farm jour
nals, toured W estern Canada recently, j 
and in an interview at Winnipeg said 
in part:—■

“ With regard to the settlement of j 
the W est I should say that it is only 
well begun. I have estimated that in 
Manitoba one-tenth of the land has 
been broken, in Saskatchewan one- 
thirtieth and in Alberta, one-hundred 
and seventy-fifth. I am satisfied that i 
In all three provinces grain can b «  !

grown successfully up to the sixtieth^ 
parallel and in the years to come your 
vacant land will be taken at a rate 
of which you have at present no con
ception. W e have enough people in 
the United States alone, who want 
homes, to take up this land.

“ What you must do in W estern Can
ada is to raise more live-stock. When 
you are doing what you ought to do 
in this regard, the land which is now 
selling for $20 per acre will be worth 
from $50 to $100 pre acre. It Is as 
good land as that which is selling for 
more than $100 per acre in the corn 
belt.

“ I would rather raise cattle in W est
ern Canada than in the corn belt of 
the United States. You can get your 
food cheaper and the climate is bet
ter for the purpose. W e have a bet
ter market, but your market will im
prove faster than your farmers will 
produce the supplies. W inter wheat 
can be grown in one-half o f the coun
try through which I have passed, and 
alfalfa and one of the varieties of 
clover in three-fourths of it. The 
farmers do not believe this, but it ia 
true.”

Keeping pace with wheat produc
tion, the growth of railways has been 
quite as wonderful, and the whole 
country from Winnipeg to the Rocky 
Mountains will soon be a net-work o f ' 
trunk and branch lines. Three great ̂  
transcontinental lines are pushing 
construction in every direction, and 
at each siding the grain elevator is 
to be found. Manitoba being the 
first settled province, has now an ele
vator capacity of upwards of 25,000,000 
bushels, Saskatchewan 20,000,00, and 
Alberta about 7,000,000, while the ca
pacity of elevators at Fort William 
and Port Arthur, on the Great Lakes, 
is upwards of 20,000,000 more.

WJthin the provinces of Manitoba, 
Saskatchewan and Alberta there are 
flour and oatmeal mills with a com
bined capacity of 25,000 barrels per 
day, and situated along some famous 
water powers in New Ontario, there 
are larger mills than will be found 
anywhere in the Prairie Provinces.

Last year the wheat crop totaled 
over 100,000,000 bushels. This year 
the crop will yield 30,000,000 more. A 
recent summary shows that on the 1st 
of January, 1909, the surveyed lands 
of the three western provinces, totaled 
134,000,000 acres, of which about 32,- 
000,000 have been given as subsidies to 
railways, 11,000,000 disposed of in oth
er ways and 38,000,00 given by the 
Canadian Government as free home
steads, being 236,000 homesteads of 
160 acres each. Of this enormous ter
ritory, there is probably under crop 
at the present time less than 11,000,- 
000 acres; what the results will be 
when wide awake settlers have taken 
advantage of Canada’s offer and are 
cultivating the fertile prairie lands, 
one can scarcely imagine.

IM PERTINENT.

Missionary— You haven’t been to 
Sunday school for a month. I don’t 
expect to meet you in heaven!

Kid— Gee! I didn’t know you wuz 
as bad as all dat!

FOR T H E  PUBLIC
New Formula Cures Coughs, Colds, 

Bronchitis and Hoarseness 
in F ive Hours.

Much is being done in these days 
to stop the ravages o f consumption, 
but probably nothing has been so 
effective as teaching the public how 
to break up a cold and cure coughs, 
bronchitis, tonsilitis, etc., with simple 
home-mixed medicine. A laxative 
cough syrup, free from whiskey is the 
prime need. A cough indicates in
flammation and congestion and these 
in turn are due to an excess o f waste 
and poisons in the system. A  tonic 
laxative cough syrup rids the system 
of congestion, while relieving the 
painful coughing. Get the following 
and mix at home: One-half ounce
fluid wild cherry bark, one ounce com 
pound essence cardiol and three ounces 
syrup white pine compound. Shake 
the bottle and take twenty drops every 
half hour for four hours. Then one- 
half to one teaspoonful three or four 
times daily. Give children less, ac
cording to age. Cut this out and save 
it for some friend.

your
A Test.

“ Well,” said Mr. Cumrox, 
party was a great success.”

“ How can you tell?” asked his wife.
“ Whenever a crowd comes along 

that makes me feel like a stranger in 
my own house I know it’s a brilliant 
occasion.”

Im p o rta n t to  M o th e rs .
Examine carefully every bottle o f 

CASTORIA, a safe and sure remedy for 
infants and children, and see that it
Bears the 

Signature of<
In Use For Over 3 0  Years.

TLe Kind You Have Always Bought

I have lived to know that the great 
secret of human happiness is this—• 
never suffer your energies to stagnate.

DO NOT ACCEPT A  SUBSTITUTEwhen you want Perry Davis’ Painkiller, as nothin* 
is as good for rheumatism, neuralgia and similar 
troubles. 70 years in constant use. 25c, 36c and 5Q«.

A woman isn’t necessarily level
headed because her hat is on straight.

Mrs. "Winslow’s Sooth ing Syrup.
For children teething, softens the gums, reduces In* 
tlamuiation, aUays pain, cures wind colic. 25c a bottle.

Don’t worry, and you’ll have not 
to worry you
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SY N O P S IS .

The story opens with the shipw reck o f 
the steam er on which Miss Genevieve 
Leslie, an Am erican heiress, Lord W in- 
thrope, an Englishm an, and Tom  Blake, 
a brusque Am erican, were passengers. 
The three were tossed upon an uninhab
ited island and were the onlv ones not 
drowned. Blake, shunned on the boat, 
because o f his roughness, becam e a hero 
as preserver o f the helpless pair. The 
Englishm an was suing for  the hand o f 
Miss Leslie. W inthrope wasted his last 
m atch on a cigarette, fo r  w hich he was 
scored by Blake. All three, constructed 
hats to shield them selves from  the sun. 
They then feasted on cocoanuts, the only
firocurable food. M iss Leslie showed a 
ik ing  for  Blake, but detested his rough

ness. Led by Blake, they established a 
hom e in som e cliffs. Blake found a fresh 

¥, w ater spring. Miss Leslie faced  an un- 
* pleasant situation. B lake recovered his 

su rveyor's m agnify ing glass, thus insur
in g  fire. He started a jungle fire, killing 
a large leopard and sm othering several 
cu bs. In the leopard’s cavern they built 
a  small home. They gained the cliffs by 
burning the bottom  o f a tree until it fell 
against the heights. The trio secured 
e g g s  from  the cliffs. Miss L eslie ’s white 
sk ir t  was decided upon as a signal. Miss 
Leslie made a dress from  the leopard 
skin . O verhearing a conversation be
tw een  Blake and W inthrope, Miss Leslie 
becam e frightened. W inthrope becam e 
i l l  with fever. Blake was poisoned by a 
fish and alm ost died. Jackals attacked 
the cam p that night, but were driver, off 
by  Genevieve. Biake constructed an ani
mal trap. It. killed a hyena. On a tour 
the trio discovered honey and oysters. 
M iss Leslie w as attacked by a poisonous 
snake. B lake killed it and saved its poi
son to kill gam e. F or the second time 
W inthrope was attacked by fever. He 
and Blake disagreed. The latter made a 
strong door for  the private com partm ent 
of Miss L eslie ’s cave home.

C H A P T E R  X IX .— Continued.
“ Mr.— Mr. Blake, pray do not get 

excited—  I— I mean, please excuse me. 
I ’m — ”

“You’re coming down sick !” he 
said.

“ No, no! I have no fever.”
“ Then it’s the sun. Yet you ought 

to keep up there where the air is 
freshest. I’ll make you a shade.”

She protested, and withdrew, some
what hurriedly, to her tree.

In thp morning Blake was gone 
again: but instead of a note, beside 
the fire stood the smaller antelope 
skin converted into a great bamboo- 
ribbed sunshade.

She spent the day as usual on the 
headland. There was no wind, and the 
sun was scorching hot. But with her 
big sunshade to protect her from the 
direct rays, the heat was at least en
durable. She even found energy to work 
at a basket which she was attempting 
to weave out of long, coarse grass; yet 
there were frequent intervals when 
her hands sa,nk idle in her lap, and she 
gazed away over the shimmering 
glassy expanse of the ocean.

In the afternoon the heat became 
oppressively sultry, and a long slow 
swell began to roll shoreward from 
beyond the distant horizon, showing 
no trace of white along its oily crests 
until they broke over the coral reefs. 
There was not a breath of air stirring, 
and for a time the reefs so checked 
the rollers that they lacked force to 
drive on in and break upon the beach.

Steadily, however, the swell grew 
heavier, though not so much as a cat’s- 
paw ruffled the dead surfaces of the 
watery hillocks. By sunset they were 
rolling high over both lines of reefs 

„and racing shoreward to break upon 
the beach and the cliff foot in furious 
surf. The still air reverberated with 
the booming of the breakers. Yet the 
girl, inland bred and unversed in 
weather lore, sat heedless and indif
ferent, her eyes fixed upon the hori
zon in a vacant stare.

Her reverie was at last disturbed by 
the peculiar behavior of the seafowl. 
Those in the air circled around in a 
manner strange to her, while their 
mates on the ledges waddled restlessly 
about over and between their nests. 
There was a shriller note than usual 
in their discordant clamor.

Yet even when she gave heed to the 
birds, the girl failed to realize their 
alarm or to sense the impending dan
ger. It was only that a feeling of dis
quiet had broken the spell of her rev
erie; it did not obtrude upon the field 
of her conscious thought. She sighed 
and rose to return to the cleft, idly 
wondering 1hat the air should seem 
more sultry than at mid-day. The 
peculiar appearance of the sun and the 
western sky meant nothing more to 
her than an odd effect of color and 
light. She smilingly compared it with 
an attempt at a sunset painted by an 
artist friend o f . the impressionist 
school.

Neither Winthrope nor Blake was in 
sight when she reached the baobab, 
and neither appeared, though she de
layed supper until dark. It was quite 
possible that they had eaten before her 
return and had gone off again, the 
Englishman to doze and Blake on an 
evening hunt.

At last, tired o f waiting, she covered 
the fire and retired into her tree-cave. 
The air in the cleft was still more 
stifling than on the headland. She 
paused, with her hand upraised to 
close the swinging door. She had 
propped it open when she came out in 
the morning. After a moment’s hesi
tation, she went on across the hollow, 
leaving the door wide open.

“ I will rest a little, and close it 
later,” she sighed. She was feeling 
weary and deeressed.

An hour passed. An ominous still
ness lay upon the cleft. Even the 
cicadas had hushed their shrill note. 
The only sound was a muffled re
verberating echo of the surf roaring

CLIP THIS OUT.

upon the seashore. Beneath the giant 
spread of the baobab all was black
ness.

Something moved in a bush a little 
way down the cleft. A crouching 
figure appeared, dimly outlined in the 
starlight. The figure crept stealthily 
across into the denser night of the bao
bab. The darkness closed about it like 
a shroud.

A blinding flash of light pierced the 
blackness. The figure halted and 
crouched lower, though the flash had 
gone again in a fraction of a second. 
A dull rumbling mingled with the 
ceaseless boom of the surf.

A second flash lighted the cleft with 
its dazzling coruscation. This time the 
creeping figure did not halt.

Again and again the forked light
ning streaked across the sky, every 
stroke more vivid than the one before. 
The rumble of the distant thunder 
deepened to a heavy rolling which 
dominated the dull roar of the break
ers. The storm was coming with the 
on-rush of a tornado. Yet the leaves 
hung motionless in the still air, and 
there was no sound other than the 
thunder and the booming of the surf.

The lightning flared, one stroke upon 
the other, with a brilliancy that lit 
up the cave’s interior brighter than at 
mid-day.

In the white glare the girl saw Win
thrope, crouched beneath her upswung 
door; and his face was as the face of 
a beast.

C H A P T E R  X X

The Hurricane Blast.

OR a moment that seemed 
a moment of eternity she 
lay on her bed staring into 

the blank darkness. The storm burst 
with a crashing uproar that brought 
her to her feet with a shriek. Her 
giant tree creaked and strained under 
the impact of the terrific hurricane 
blasts that came howling through the 
cleft like a rout o f shrieking fiends. 
The peals of thunder merged into one 
continuous roar, beneath which the 
solid ledges of rocks jarred and quiv
ered. The sky was a pall of black 
clouds, meshed with a dazzling net
work of forked lightning.

The girl stood motionless, stunned 
by the uproar, appalled by the blinding 
glare of the thunderbolts; yet even 
more fearful o f the figure which every 
flash showed her still lurking beneath 
the door. A gust-borne bough struck 
with numbing force against her up
raised arm. But she took no heed. She 
was unaware of the swirl o f rain and 
sticks and leaves that was driving in 
through the open entrance.

On a sudden the door shook free 
from its props and whirled violently 
around on its balance-bar. There was 
a shriek that pierced above the shrill
ing of the cyclone— a single human 
shriek.

The girl sprang across the cave. 
The heavy door swished up before her 
and down again, its lower edge all but 
grazing her face. For a moment it 
stopped in a vertical position and

I Know Already— I Know A ll.”
hung quivering, like a beast about to 
leap upon its prey. Too excited to 
comprehend the danger of the act, the 
girl sprang forward and shot one of 
the thick bars into its socket.

A fierce gust leaped against the out
er face of the door and thrust in upon 
it, striving to burst it bodilv from its 
bearings. The top and the free side 
of the bottom bowed in. But the 
branches were still green and tough, 
the bamboo like whalebone and the 
shrunken creepers held the frame to
gether as though the joints were 
lashed with wire rope. Failing to 
smash in the elastic structure or to 
snap the crossbar it were as if the 
blast flung itself alternately against 
the top and bottom in a fierce attempt 
to again whirl the frame about. The 
white glare streaming in through the 
interstices showed the girl her oppor
tunity. She grasped another bar and 
shot it into its socket as the lower 
part of the door gave back with the 
shifting of the pressure to the top. It 
was then a simple matter to slide the 
remaining bars into the deep-sunk 
holes. Within half a minute she had 
made the door fast from the first bar 
to the sixth.

A heavy spray was beating in upon 
her through the chinks of the frame
work. She drew back and sought 
shelter in a niche at the side. Nar
row as was the slit above the top of 
the door, it let in a torrent of water, 
which spouted clear across and 
against the far wall of the cave. It 
gushed down upon her bed and was 
already flooding the cave floor.

She piled higher the cocoanuts 
stored in her niche, and perched her
self upon the heap to keep above the 
water. But eevn in her sheltered cor
ner the eddying wind showered her 
with spray. She waded across for her 
skin-covered sunshade, and returned 
to huddle beneath it, in the still mis
ery and terror of a hunted animal that 
has crept wounded into a hole.

During the first hurricane there had 
been companions to whom she could 
look for help and comfort, and she 
had been to a degree unaware o f the
greatness of the danger. But in the
few short weeks since she had caught 
more than one glimpse of Primeval 
Nature— she of the bloody fang, blind, 
remorseless, insensate, destroying, 
ever destroying.

True, this was on solid land, while
before there had been the peril of the
sea. But now the girl was alone. Out
side the straining walls of her refuge, 
the hurricane yelled and shrieked and 
roared—a headless, formless monster, 
furious to burst in upon her, to over
throw her stanch old tree giant, that 
in his fall his shattered trunk might 
crush and mangle her. Or at any in
stant a thunder-bolt might rend open 
the great tower of living wood, and 
hurl her blackened body into the pool 
on the cave floor.

Once she fancied that she heard 
Blake shouting outside the door; but 
when she screamed a shrill response, 
the blast mocked her with echoing 
shrieks, and she dared not venture to 
free the door. If it were Blake, he 
did not shout again. After a time she 
began to think that the sound had

Valuable Recipe W hen Afflicted w ith  
Rheumatism or Backache.

This is a renowned doctor’s very 
best prescription for rheumatism.

“ One ounce compound syrup Sarsa
parilla; one ounce Toris compound; 
half pint high grade whiskey. Mix 
them and take a tablespoonful before 
each meal and at bed time. The bot
tle must be well shaken each time.”

Any druggist has these ingredients 
or he will get them from his whole
sale house.

Home-Made Bitters.
Loss o f appetite at this season ac

companied by lassitude is a symptom 
of weakened vitality. Improve the ap
petite and digestion and nature will do 
the rest says a well-known medical 
man. This is highly recommended and 
much used in some parts of the coun
try. Ask any good druggist to mix 
one ounce compound fluid balmwort 
and one ounce syrup sarsaparilla com
pound to a half pint of good whiskey 
and take a tablespoonful three to six 
times a day. Excellent too as a tonic 
system cleanser.

been no more than a freak of the 
shifting wind. Yet the thought of him 
out in the full fury of the cyclone 
served to turn her thoughts from her 
own danger. She prayed aloud for his 
safety, beseeching God that he be 
spared. She sought to pray even for 
Winthrope. But the vision of that 
beastly face rose up before her, and 
she could not— then.

Presently she became aware of a 
change in the storm. The terrific 
gusts blew with yet greater violence, 
the thunder crashed heavier, the light
ning filled the air with a flame of 
dazzling white light. But the rain 
no longer gushed across on the spot 
where her bed had been. It was en
tering at a different angle, and its 
force was broken by the bend in the 
thick wall of the entrance. After a 
time the deluge dashed aslant the en
trance, gushing down the door in a 
cataract of foam.

Another interval, and the driving 
downpour no longer struck even the 
edge of the opening. The wind was 
veering rapidly as the cyclone center 
moved past on one side. The area of 
the hurricane was little more than 
thrice that of a tornado, and it was 
advancing along its course at great 
speed. An hour more, and the out
ermost rim of the huge whirl was 
passing over the cleft.

Quickly the hurricane gusts fell 
away to a gale; the gale became a 
breeze; the breeze lulled and died 
away, stifled by the torrential rain.

Within the baobab all was again 
dark and silent. Utterly exhausted, the 
girl had sunk back against the friend
ly wall of the tree, and fallen asleep.

She was wakened by a hoarse call: 
“ Miss Jenny! Miss Jenny, answer 
me! Are you all right?”

She started up, barely saving her
self from a fall as the big unhusked 
nuts rolled beneath her feet. The 
morning sunlight was streaming in 
over her door. She sprang down ankle- 
deep into the mire of the cave floor, 
and ran to loosen the bars. As the 
door swung up, she darted out, with 
a cry of delight: “ You are safe— safe! 
Oh, I was so afraid for you! But 
you’re drenched! You must build a 
fire— dry yourself— at on ce !”

“ Wait,” said Blake. “ I’ve got to tell 
you something.”

He caught her outstretched hands, 
and pushed them down with gentle 
force. His face was grave, almost sol 
emn.

“ Think you can stand bad news— a 
shock?”

“ I— What is it? You look sc 
strange!”

“ It’s about Winthrope— something 
very bad— ”

She turned, with a gasp, and hid 
her face in her hands, shuddering with 
horror and loathing.

“ Oh! o h !” she cried. “ I know al
ready— I know a ll!”

“A ll?”  demanded Blake, staring 
blankly.

“ Yes; all! And—and he made me 
think It was y ou !” She gasped, and 
fell silent.

Blake’s face went white. He spoke 
In a clear, vibrant voice, tense as an 
overstrained violin string: “ I am
speaking about Winthrope —  under
stand me? —  Winthrope. He has 
been badly hurt.”

“The door swung down and struck 
him, when he was creeping in.” 

“G od!” roared Blake. “ I picked 
him up like a sick baby— the beast! — 
’stead of grinding my heel in his face! 
God! I’ll— ”

“Tom! don’t— don’t even speak of 
it! T om !”

“ God! When a helpless girl— when 
a— !” He choked, beside himself with 
rage.

She sprang to him, and caught his 
sleeve in a convulsive grasp. “ Hush, 
for mercy’s sake! Tom Blake, remem
ber— you’re a m an!”

He calmed like a ferocious dog at 
the voice of its master; but it was sev
eral minutes before he could bring 
himself to obey her insistent urging 
that he should return to the injured 
man.

“ I’ll go,” he at last growled. 
“ Wouldn’t do it even for you, but he’s 
good as dead—lucky for h im !” 

“D ead!”
“ Dying. You stay away.”
He went around the baobab and a 

few paces along the cleft to the place 
where a limp form lay huddled on the 
ledges, out of the mud. Slowly, as 
though drawn by the fascination of 
horror, the girl crept after him. When 
she saw the broken, storm-beaten 
thing that had been Winthrope, she 
stopped, and would have turned 
back. After all, as Blake had said, 
he was dying—

When she stood at the feet o f the 
writhing figure, and looked down into 
the battered face, it required all her 
will-power to keep from fainting. 
Blake frowned up at her for an in
stant. but said nothing.

Winthrope was speaking, feebly and 
brokenly, yet distinctly: “Really, I did 
not mean any harm— at first— you 
know. But a man does not always 
have control— ”

“ Not a beast like you !”  growled 
Blake.

“ Ow! Don’t ’it me! I say now, I’m 
done for! My legs are cold already—

(T O  B E  C O N T IN U E D .)

Pathos Out of Place in Schools.
In an address at a teacher's insti

tute Miss Martha Sherwood said that 
sad and pathetic stories should have 
no place in the public schools. She 
declared the pupils’ great need is hu
morous stories and the kind that 
make children roll on the ground 
with laughter. “ Anything to make 
them laugh, and laugh loudly,” she 
said. “ It makes them grow, puts 
sunshine into their lives and develops 
contented men and women.”

State or Omo Citt or Toledo, ?
L u c a s  C o u n t y . ( s s -

Frank J. C h e n e y  makes oath tha., he to senlos 
partner of the firm of F. J. C h e n e y  & Co.. doing 
business In the C ity  of Toledo, County and State 
aforesaid, and that sa id  firm will p a y  th e  sum of 
O N E H U N D R E D  D O L L A R S  for each and every 
case of C a t a r r h  that cannot b e  cured b y  the use at 
H a l l ’b C a t a r r h  C u r e .

FRANK J. CHENEY.
Sworn to before me and subscriber! In my presence, 

this 6th day of December, A. D„ 1886. 
i — i A. W. GLEASON,
I 8EiAL t N o t a r y  P u b l ic .

Hall’s Catarrh Cure Is taken Internally and acts 
directly upon the blood and mucous surfaces of the 
System. Send for testimonials, free.

F. J. C H E N E Y  *  CO., T oledo , o .
Sold by all DruKRlsts, 75c.
Take Hall’s Family Fills for constipation.

The Country’s Spread.
While the area conceded to the 13 

original states by the peia.ce treaty of 
1783 was 828,000 square miles, their 
present area is but 326,000 square 
miles, the other 502,000 square miles 
forming in whole or in part 13 other 
states.

W orth its W eight in Gold.
PETTIT’S EYE SALVE strengthens old 

eyes, tonic for eye strain, weak, watery eyes. 
Druggists or Howard Bros., Buffalo, N. Y.

We don’t blame a man for growling 
if his wife treats him like a dog.

Lewis’ Single Binder cigar. Original in Tin 
Foil Smoker Package- Take no substitute.

It’s easy for a woman to paint a 
pretty face— if she has one.

A Rare Good Thing.
“ Am using A llen ’s Foot-E ase, and can 

truly say I would not have been without 
it so long, had I known the relief it would 
give m y aching feet. I think it a rare good 
thing for arryone having sore or tired feet 
—Mrs. Matilda Holtwert, Providence, R. 
I .”  Sold by all Druggists, 25c. A sk to-day.

The Noisy One.
Bacon— Every man in the concern 

belongs to the Anti-Noise society but 
one.

Egbert— And who is that one? 
“ The silent partner.”

Some people suffer continually with 
tired, aching and swollen feet. Little do 
they know how soothing is Hamlins Wiz
ard Oil. Rub it in at night and have 
thankful, happy feet in the morning.

What a young man earns In the day 
time goes into his pocket, but what he 
spends in the evening goes into his 
character.— Dr. Cuyler.

A L LE N ’S LUNG BALSAM  bas been used successfully for years fordeep-seated 
coughs, colds and bronchitis. Everybody should 
know about it. It is simple, safe and sure.

Did anybody ever ask the weeping 
willow why it does it?

Lewis’ Single Binder straight 5c cigar ia 
made to satisfy the smoker.

A good guesser always boasts of 
his intuition.

Saltsand Castor
a*|—bad stuff—never cure,

I I  only makes bowels move be
cause it irritates and sweats them 
like poking finger in your eye. The best 
Bowel Medicine is Cascarets, 
Every Salts and Castor Oil user shoulcl 
Ket a box of CASCARETS and try 
them just once. You’ll see. 884
PUT THIS OUT, mall It with your address to 
Sterling Remedy Co., Chicago, III., and receive 
a. handsome souvenir gold Bon Bon FREE

W anted to Know.
Father— Well?
Tommy— Will I be a monoplane or 

biplane angel?

$1.50 PER BOX CHOICE ORANGES
#MM Charges prepaid f.o.b. your city. Taka 

• advantage of Holiday Rates for sample 
ordei. Money Orders ot Draft mufl 

accompany all orders with full shipping 
instructions. W e deal direct with consumers. 

Guarantee G o o d  A rriva l 
Naw Fruit Association 

305 Severeoce Bids. Los Angel.*, Cat

CANCER
All external varieties su c
cessfully treated by th» 
S a x o n i t e  method. N o 
knife or caustic plasters. 
Saxonite is a natural min

eral, harmless to healthy tissue. Indorsed by 
prominent physicians. Investigation solicited.
Address CHICAGO SAXONITE HOSPITAL

M. L. Nevins, Supt.
230 Ashland Boulevard C hicago, Illin o is

IS YOUR DOG SICK?
The average dog-owner 

knows nothing about sick 
dogs. Polk Miller’s book 
on “ Diseases o f  D ogs 
a n d  T h e i r  T reatm en t”  tells all about  
them. No dog-owner can 
afford to be without it. 
Sent F ree for 2c stamp.

POLK MILLER DRUG CO. 
500 Main Street, Richmond, V*.

If afflicted w ith : 
aore eyes, u se : Thompson’s Eye Water
W . N. U.. C H ICAG O , NO. 52-1909.

PARKER’S 
HAIR BALSAM

Cleanse* and beautifies the hob. 
Promote* a luxuriant growth. 
N ever Falla to  R estore Gray 

H air to  Its Y outh ful Color. 
Cure* scalp diaeaae* Ac hair falling. 

50c, and *1.00 at Druggiat*

IpOR SALTS—$35,000 7!$ Preferred Stock, an equala ainountof Common Stock will be given as bonus, 
will divldo to suit purchaser. Common Stock will 
pay large dividends. Investigate. Write for litera
ture. Commission to agents. American Concrete 
Fence Post Co., 310 Scarntt Arcade.Kansas City, Mo.

POCKET BASE BALL
More i un ttmn the real game centR by mall.

Ao IILBNKY, 230^ llucon St., Brooklyn, New York*

P A T E N T S KW  a t  s o b  B .  C o le m a n , Watto
D.C. Books free. H igb.

Boat results.

A DOSE OF

C U B E
is as safe as it is effective. Guar
anteed to contain no opiates. It is 
very palatable too— children like it  

A ll Druggists, 25 Cents

ITC H IN G  
E R Y S IP E L A S  

N E T T L E  RASH 
POISON IVY 

E C ZEM A 
S C A LD S

T H E  F IR S T  A P P L IC A T IO N  O F

RESIN0L C H A FIN G  
ABRASIONS 
RING WORM  
E R U P TIO N S  

H E R P E S  
BURNS

in itching and Irritablo conditions of the skin produces a feeling of comfort to the sufferer never 
before experienced. It is the recognized specific for itching piles and the standard remedy in 
eczema. 50 cents a jar all druggists, or sent direct on receipt of price.

RESINOL CHEMICAL COMPANY, BALTIMORE, MD.
As an application for Eczema, Bums and Scalds, I consider Resinol Ointment 
better than anything else. Mrs. George H. Brash, Beatrice, Neb.

RHEUMATISM
is most painful

W H A T’S GOODY

SI. JACOBS Oil
It gives INSTANT relief when nothing else 
will remove the twinges. It finds and 
rests each sensitive spot in a wonderful 
manner. Don’t wait till pain overtakes 
you, let alone overcomes you.
ALWAYS KEEP ST. JACOBS OIL IN THE 
HOUSE READY FOR ANY EMERGENCY

t n r

For DISTEMPER Pink Eye, Epizootic 
Shipping Fever 
& Catarrhal Fever

j and positive proven tire, no matter how horeee at any age are Infected or 
Liquid, given on the tongue; acts on the Blood and Glands; expels tbc 
jrms from the body. Ouree Distemper In Dogs and Sheep and Cholera la 
jjre*!selling livestock remedy. Cures La Grippe among human beings 

and is a fine Kidney remedy. EOc and II a bottle, H and 010 a dozen. Cuttbisout. Keep 
r druggist, who will get it for  you. Free Booklet, “  Distemper, CausesIt. Show to your druggist, who will get it foryou . Free Booklet, 

and Cures.”  Bpect&l agents wanted.

SPOKN MEDICAL CO.. GOSHEN, IND., U. S. A.

SHIP RAW FURS AT O N C E
WULFSOHN GANSS FUR CO., Inc.

C a p ita l $ 5 0 ,0 0 0 .0 0  216 N ico lle t  Ave., M in n e a p o lis ,  M in n .
The only Minneapolis house which has branches in New York, Leipzig and London. 
Ship your raw furs to us, then you are sure to get full values and a square sort.

S K U N K -  
R A C C O O N -  
O P O S S U M —

R A T S -
Prompt Returns.

Ex. Lge. 
$4.2o
3.25

.80
Winter 

« .50

Lge.
$3.50
2.75
.60

Med.
$3.00

1.75
.50

Lge. Fall 
$ .45

S m a ll
*2.25

1.25
.35

II 
*3.00 

1.50 
.25

8mall Fall
* .30

III$2.00
.75
.10

IV 
.75—1.00 
$ .50

Kitts.
$ .12

Ref, N. W. Nat. Bank. We pay express charges.

T h e  L a r g e s t  m a n u f a c t u r e r  o f  
M e n ’ s  F i n e  S h o e s  in  t h e  W o r l d

W e a rW . L. Douglas com fortab le, 
e a s y - w a lk in g  shoes. They are  
m ade upon honor, o f the best leath
ers, by the m ost skilled workm en, 
In a ll the latest fashions. 8hoes In 
every style and shape to  su it men 
In a ll w alks o f life.

I f  I could ta ke  you Into my large  
factories a t  Brockton, M ass., and 
show you how carefully W . L. Doug
las  shoes are m ade, you would 
than understand why they h o ld  
th e ir shape, f it  better, w ear longer 
and are o f greater value th an  any 
other m ake.

CAUTION.— See that W. L. Douglas 
name and the retail prioe ia s.ampea on 
the bottom . Take No Substitute.

BOYS SHOES
$ 2 . o o ^ $ 2 . 5 0

W herever you live, W. L. Douglas shoes arc within 
your reach .  if your dealer cannot fit you, write for 
-Mail O rder Catalog. W. L. Douglasw Brockton, Mass.

Have Heat
Brought To You

W hen your bed-room, bath-room  
or dining room is chilly, you m ay 
have heat brought to you in just the 
degree you desire. It is easy w hea  
you have a

PERFECTION 
Oil Heater

(Equipped with Smokeless Device)

available. Place the heater where th© 
cold is most annoying, strike a match.

No fuss—no flurry— no smell—and, above all, no smoke. The

Automatic Smokeless Device
which automatically locks absolutely prevents smoke. Removed in an instant.

Solid brass font holds 4 quarts o f oil—sufficient to give out a glowing heat 
for 9 hours—solid brass -wick carriers—damper top—cool handle—-oil indicator. 

Heater beautifully finished in nickel or Japan in a variety o f styles.
Every Dealer Everywhere. If N ot At Yours, W rite for Descriptive Circular 

to the Nearest A gency of the

STANDARD OIL COM PANY
(Incorporated)



A  Cough
Medicine
Ayer’s Cherry Pectoril Is a 
regular cough m ed icin e, a 
strong medicine, a doctor’s 
medicine. Good f o r  e a s y  
coughs, hard coughs, desper
ate coughs. If your doctor 
endorses it for your case, take 
it. If not, don’t take it. Never 
go contrary to his advice.A We publish our formal—

u e r s

We beqieh alcohol y from our medietnoe
We urge y ou to 

ooneult your 
doctor

The dose o f Ayer’ s Pills is sm ill, only 
one at bedtime. As a rule, laxative doses 
are better than cathartic doses. For con
stipation, biliousness, dyspepsia, sick- 
headaches, they cannot be excelled. 
Ask your doctor about this.
— ■ Made by the J. C. Ayer Co., liowell.

S Professional Cards j
• ■ a a a M M M M M B B B f l l *

C. H. Mordoff, M. D.
Office and residence, south side of M ain street 

Office hours: 1 to 3 p. m ., 6:30 to 8 p. m.

A. M. Hill, M. D.
Office over M artin ’ n jew elry store.

H o u rs: 6:30 to 8 p. m ., 12:30 to 2 p. tn. R e s i
dence on E a s t  Main street. C alls prom ptly a t
tended to day or night.

Dr. £ . A. Robinson
Physician and Surgeon

Office and residence, corner M ain and F ir st  Sts. 
H ours: 10:00 to 12.00 a. m. and 1:00 to 3:00 p. m 

C alls prom ptly attended.

C . A. Patterson
D E N T I S T

Office over E x c h a n g e  B ank.
Office hours: 8:30 to 12 a. m.. 1 to 5 p. m

G. W . MarKley, M. D.
KINGSTON. ILL.

OFFICE HOURS:
12 to 3 p. m., 6 :30  to 8 :30  p. m. 

Calls promptly attended to night and day

G enoa Lodge No. 2 8 8  
A. F? &  A. M.

M eets secon d and fourth W ed n e sd a ys of each  
m onth.

C . D . Sch oon m aker, W . M . T .  M . F ra z ie r, Sec

Independent Order 
Of Odd Fellows

M eets e v e ry  M on d ay even in g in I. O. O. F .  hall 

A . B . B R O W N , N . G . J .  W . S O W E R S ,  Se c

Genoa Lodge No. 163  
M. W . A .

M eets secon d and fourth T h u rsd ay s of each  
m onth. V isitin g  neighbors w elcom e.

J ,  H . V a n D re sse r, V e n . Consul 
E .  H . B ro w n e, C lerk

Cvaline Lodge
NUMBER 344

M eets fourth T u e s d a y s  ol each month ia 
I. O. O F .  hall.

Je r r y  P atterson , P refe ct. F a n n ie  M . H eed , Se c

Established in 1883

E x ch a n g e  BanK
o f

B row n  (Si B row n
Genoa. Illin o is

1

I

Does a General Banking 

business.

Sells Foreign and Domes

tic money orders,

Buys mutilated and F or

eign currency and coins.

Allow s interest on time 

deposits and savings ac

counts at the rate of 3 per 

cent per annum. Interest 

on savings accounts com

puted every six months.

$1.00  will open a savings 

account and get you a beau

tiful pocket

Savings BanK.
Call and see about it.

CONSCRIPTION.
European Peasants Imagine That Ail 

Countries Enforce It.
Conscription is so universal 

throughout Europe that the French 
or Italian peasant cannot imagine 
a government which does not en
force it. This amusing account of 
the struggles of some Italians to 
comprehend our army system is 
found in an article by H. A. Fouclc 
in Harper’s Weekly.

At one of my stopping places the 
hostess wandered in and sat down 
before the register in which I had 
written my autobiography. Her 
eyes fell on the figures indicating 
my age. “ A h a !”  she cried, jabbing 
the number with a stubby forefinger 
and winking good humoredly. “ Sol
diering is hard work. I don’ t blame 
you any. Officers are hard mas
ters.”

I had too often been accused of 
running away to escape military 
service to be at all put out by this 
familiar accusation.

<fMany a boy I know,”  went on 
the woman, “ who has run away to 
America just before he Teached his 
majority and the beginning of his 
three years in the army. How 
strange you Americans should fly 
over here to Italy for the same rea
son !”

“ Well, I don’t blame them,”  
growled the innkeeper.

“ But military service is not re
quired in America,”  I put in.

“ E h?”  cried my hearers in 
chorus.

“ We don’t have to be soldiers in 
America,”  1 repeated.

“ What! You have no army?” 
shouted the host.

“ Yes. But the soldiers are hired, 
as for any other trade.”

“But who makes them g o? ”  de
manded the blind musician.

“ No one. They are paid to go.”  
The audience puzzled over this 

strange arrangement for several 
moments. Suddenly the landlady 
burst out laughing. “ You think to 
fool us!”  she cried. “ How, if there 
is nobody to make them go, can 
there be soldiers to pay ?”

“ Ah! That’s i t ! ”  roared the 
host.

“ They go because they want to,”  
I explained.

“ Want to be soldiers?”  bellowed 
the innkeeper. “ What nonsense! 
Who wants to be a soldier and work 
three years for nothing?”

“ But you don’t understand. 
Those who want to be soldiers are 
paid wages.”

“ A h !”  cried a musician, with a 
sudden burst o f  inspiration. “ When 
your name is drawn you pay a man 
wages to go for you ?”

“ No, the government pays him. 
Our names are not drawn.”

“ How much money the king must 
spend, paying all the soldiers!”

“ A h! They are strange people, 
the Americans,”  sighed the host. 
And he cast upon me a glance that 
seemed to say, “ And liars, too, very 
often.”

A Question of Usage.
The choir began the hymn. When 

they came to the line, “ Neither are 
they afraid,”  the composer of the 
music had so written it that it had 
to be repeated first by the soprano, 
then by the alto and finally by the 

T 1he soprano seemed to be of 
conservative taste and sang the line, 
“ Nee-ther are they afraid.”  Ap
parently the alto had departed from 
the usage o f  her forefathers, for 
when she brought out the words 
they became “ Ni-ther are they 
afraid,”  and it became a serious 
question which side the bass would 
take. The bass was an Irishman. 
Out rolled his rich voice, “ Nay-thei 
are they afraid.”

So the question o f  usage still re
mained unsettled.-— London Stand
ard. _________________

The Roots of A ltruism .
The three eternal roots o f  altru

istic energy are these: First, the 
principle of justice— that there is a 
moral law before which all men are 
equal, so that I ought to help my 
neighbor to his rights; second, the 
principle of charity— that I owe in
finite tenderness to any shape or 
kind of man, however unworthy or 
useless to the same; third, the prin
ciple o f  free will— that I can really 
decide to help my neighbor and am 
truly disgraced if 1 do not do so. 
T o  this may be added the idea of a 
definite judgment— that is, that the 
action will at some time terribly 
matter to the helper and the help
ed.— G. K. Chesterton.

Flowers as Food.
The old time epicurean was as 

enthusiastic over flowers and herbs 
as is the modern vegetarian over a 
cabbage. He mixed all kinds of 
buds, leaves and flowers with loving 
care and gave them all the common 
name of  “ sallets.”  Violets and cow
slips he put into custards. Elder 
tops, burdock roots, broom buds and 
marshmallows he used for pickling. 
For concocting coloring sirups all 
manner o f  flowers were used. T o 
day a cooked flower is a curiosity.

ENDOCARDITIS.
Form * and Dangers of This Affection 

of the Heart.
By “ endocarditis”  is meant an 

inflammation of the endocardium 
or membrane lining the cavities of 
the heart. It is caused by the pres
ence of poisonous material, usually 
of living germs, in the blood and is 
therefore most often associated 
with or a consequence of some gen
eral disease, such as rheumatism, 
typhe’d fever, scarlet fever, diph
theria or pneumonia.

There are the usual two forms 
found in most diseases, acute and 
chronic, the last following upon the 
first, and there are also the more 
important divisions into simple and 
malignant endocarditis.

In the simple kind the lining 
membrane of the heart presents 
numerous points of inflammation—  
little red areas with a tuft or ball 
o f  fibrin, or clotted blood, in the 
center. These inflamed spots are 
not large, and the clots attached to 
them are also small in the simple 
form. But in malignant endocardi
tis the area inflamed is much more 
extensive, and the clots are larger, 
sometimes almost filling the cavity 
o f  the heart. In some cases of ma
lignant endocarditis, then called ul
cerative endocarditis, the inflam
mation is so acute as to cause ulcer
ation o f  the affected parts.

The dangers o f  endocarditis are 
twofold— danger to the heart itself 
and danger to the brain or lungs or 
one of the other organs o f  the body. 
The danger to the heart is from in
jury to one o f  the valves. This al
most always happens except in the 
mildest form of endocarditis, be
cause the inflammation most often 
affects the edges o f  the valves. Even 
when the disease subsides without 
giving any sign of valvular injury 
at first, this often appears later 
through a fibrous thickening or 
scarlike contraction o f  the part 
originally inflamed. This interferes 
with the complete closure of the 
valve, and the result is a heart per
manently crippled by valvular dis
ease.

When there is actual ulceration 
of the valves injury is inevitable.

The danger to the brain or other 
organ is from detachment of the 
little blood clot from the inflamed 
spot and its carriage into the gen
eral circulation, where it plugs one 
o f  the smaller arteries. I f  this 
happens in the brain it gives rise to 
symptoms of  apoplexy.

The first principle of treatment 
is absolute rest in bed, and this in
action must be insisted upon long 
after the patient feels well and is 
well, and for the rest of life any
thing that may cause heart strain 
must be carefully avoided.— Youth ’s 
Companion.

The First Law  of Nature.
Two Irish soldiers stationed in 

the West Indies were accustomed 
to bathe daily in a little bay which 
was generally supposed to be free 
from sharks. Though on good 
terms with each other, they were 
not what might be called fast 
friends.

One day as they were swimming 
about 100 yards from the shore 
Pat observed Mike suddenly mak
ing for the land as hard as he could 
without saying a word. Wondering 
what was the matter, Pat struck 
out vigorously after him and landed 
at his companion’s heels.

“ Is there anything wrong wid 
ye?”  inquired Pat feelingly.

“ Nothin’ , nothin’ at all,”  replied 
the other.

“ Thin what did you make such a 
suddint retrate for an’ lave m e?”  
continued Pat.

“ Bedad,”  answered Mike coolly, 
“ I spied the fin av a big shark about 
twenty feet ahead, an’ I thought 
while he was playin’ wid you it 
would give me time to reach the 
shore!”

The Nebulae.
The discovery of the gaseous na

ture o f  the nebulae came about 
largely through the use of the spec
troscope and spectrum analysis. 
Fraunhofer proved that the spec
trum of  an ignited gaseous body is 
“ noncontinuous, with interrupting 
lines,”  and J. W. Draper demon
strated that the spectrum of an ig
nited solid is always continuous, 
with no interrupting lines. In this 
way it was proved that, many of the 
nebulae are gaseous, illustrating the 
process of development actually g o 
ing on.— New York American.

No Race Suicide.
There are many anecdotes of ac

tors and playwrights in the recollec
tions of Sir Squire and Lady Ban
croft. Some of these, of course, 
originate with the always amusing 
H. J. Byron. To a provincial land
lady he once bitterly complained of 
having been attacked by fleas.

“ Fleas, sir?”  was the retort. “ I 
am sure there is not a single flea in 
my house.”

“ 1 am sure of it, too,”  was By
ron’s rejoinder. “ They are all mar
ried and have large families.”

WEDDINGS IN BELGIUM.
The Necessary Civil Ceremony JPef- 

formed In the Town Hall.
I f  you want to get married in 

Belgium you must go to the town 
hall of the particular city in which 
you happen to reside and take one 
of the chief parts in a brief cere
mony, which alone legalizes your 
matrimonial union. You can go to 
church before or after the little bit 
of civic business, as you choose, 
but nothing that priest or minister 
can .do for you, however soothing to 
your feelings or your conscience, 
can give any recognized binding to 
your wedding vows as far as the law 
of this country goes. In most of 
the ancient and wonderfully inter
esting town halls of Belgium there 
is a “ salle des mariages,”  a spa
cious chamber specially reserved for 
nuptial ceremonies. At Antwerp 
the town hall is more to be admired 
for its interior than for its exterior. 
The facade is in the renaissance 
style by Cornel is de Vriendt and 
dates from 1581.

The Antwerp town hall occupies 
the whole of the west side of the 
square of old guild houses and in 
its center rises to a height of 183 
feet. A statue o f  the Virgin Mary 
is in a niche in the center of the top 
story.

Half a dozen wedding parties 
await the advent of the deputy 
mayor each morning. The proces
sion of brides and their friends 
leads into the marriage chamber, 
the walls of which are appropriate
ly covered with five frescoes.

The several wedding parties ap
proach the mayor’s table in turn, 
the unmarried parties remaining 
seated in the body of the hall, 
watching their predecessors. The 
proceedings are very brief. The 
deputy mayor examines a few pa
pers put forward by the father or 
other representative of the bride, 
asks one or two low voiced ques
tions, smiles at the bride, nods to 
the groom, signs a certificate and 
informs them that they are man 
and wife. Then he touches a but
ton on his desk, and from an adja
cent apartment an organ sounds a 
few bars of a wedding march, dur
ing which the married pair and 
company file out of the chamber, 
and the deputy mayor murmurs the 
French equivalent of “ next”  to one 
o f  the two little pages attending 
him— handsome youngsters in court 
dress. Another wedding party 
stands before a desk; a repetition 
o f  the short proceedings; once 
more the tap on the button and the 
wedding march on the organ. Out 
they go, blushing and smiling, and 
No. 3 marriage begins. In less 
than half an hour the six marriages 
had been made. Nothing more and 
nothing less happens, no matter 
what the rank or position of the 
contracting parties may be, except 
that the mayor’s pages can be em
ployed to carry the bride’s train if 
she happens to be wearing one.—  
Washington Star.

His Nose For News.
A cub reporter on a Pennsylva

nia paper was sent out by the city 
editor to get a story on the mar
riage of a young society girl and a 
man well known in the city.

The “ cub”  was gone about an 
hour and then returned and went 
aimlessly over to his desk, bv which 
he sat down. Shortly afterward the 
city editor noticed his presence and 
his evident idleness.

“ Here, kid!”  shouted the supe
rior. “ Why aren’t you at work on 
that wedding?”

“ Nothin’ doing,”  replied the boy.
“ Nothing doing! What do you 

mean? Didn't the wedding take 
place?”

Nope. The bridegroom never 
showed up, so there ain’t nothin’ to 
write.”

Deserted.
“ Do you say your husband de

serted you?”  said the judge to a 
lady applying for a separation or
der from her husband.

“ Yes, my lord.”
“ Please tell the court as concisely 

as you can how he deserted you.”
“ Two months after we had com

pleted our honeymoon he scolded 
me because he thought 1 was ex
travagant in the matter of getting 
clothes, and 1 went home to mv 
people.”

“ Yes. Proceed.”
“ Well*. 1 waited and waited and 

waited for him to come and beg me 
to return to him, and he never 
did!” — London Telegraph.

W hat "M r.,” “ Mrs.” and "Miss” Mean.
“ Mr.,”  the common form of pre

fix by courtesy to the name of an 
untitled male, whether married or 
single, is a contraction o f 'the  word 
“ master.”  “ Miss”  and “ Mrs.”  are 
similarly contractions of the word | 
“ mistress,”  and as late as the reign : 
of George II. unmarried ladies used 
to be styled “ Mrs.”  Tlibn it be- I 
came convenient to distinguish be- ! 
tween the married and unmarried 
woman, and “ Miss”  was the original 
spelling of the new label. j

i SEWING NEEDLES.
How They Are Fashioned From Coils 

of Fine Steel W ire.
We are so accustomed to seeing 

the little steel sewing needle in 
everyday use that we accept its 
presence as a matter of course, 
quite as if it grew on a tree like an 
apple.

It is true that needles have al
ways been used, but not always in 
their present form. In times when 
skins of animals were worn for 
clothing the needle was made of 
fishbone, bone or ivory, without an 
eye and of goodly size and strength, 
in order to pierce the skins easily.

Since the latter part of the four
teenth century steel needles have 
been made. Various are the kinds 
and sizes which are now required 
for everyday use by a world of peo
ple for sewing by hand, by machine, 
for packing, upholstery and leather 
work, wonderful needles for surgi
cal purposes and many others.

The material used in the manu
facture of the needle consists of 
fine steel wire, which is supplied in 
coils. These coils are cut with pow
erful shears into lengths, each suffi
cient for two needles.

Several thousand of these lengths 
are placed together in a bundle, 
heated to red heat and then quick
ly straightened by pressure and 
rolling.

These straightened lengths are 
then pointed at both ends on a re
volving grindstone. A grinder will 
point as many as 100,000 needles in 
a day, while machinery invented for 
the same purpose will point three 
times as many as a skilled workman.

Next comes the eying o f  the nee
dles. You will remember that each 
length of wire referred to is suffi
cient for two needles. At the cen
ter of each length, therefore, is 
stamped the grooved and rounded 
impression of two needle heads, end 
to end, and then perforated by steel 
punches.

Through the double eyeholes thus 
formed (of say 100 needles at a 
time) is threaded fine wire, giving 
an appearance of a two edged comb. 
The needles are held rigid and then 
broken apart with comparative ease 
between the eyeholes.

The needles are next hardened 
and tempered by being subjected to 
red heat, plunged into an oil bath, 
reheated again and gradually cooled.

After this they must be scoured 
and polished by friction combined 
with soft soap, oil and emery pow
der. Washing, drying and more pol
ishing follow. In fact, there seems 
to be no end to the polishing and 
finishing processes. But when the 
work is finally completed the nee
dles are as near perfection as mod
ern machinery and human skill can 
make them.— Exchange.

George Washington’s Lottery.
The great Father o f  His Country 

was on at least one occasion the 
originator of a lottery, the like of 
which at the present day would 
be forbidden to send its tickets 
through the mails. That George 
Washington was interested in such 
a scheme is proved by a number of 
tickets still in existence which bear 
his august name. It was the Moun
tain Road lottery of which George 
was the promoter, and it is, of 
course, unnecessary to state that 
Washington himself did not finan
cially profit., from it. All the funds 
raised by the lottery were spent in 
building the road through Cumber
land gap, near Fredericksburg, Va. 
Originally the lottery tickets which 
Washington signed were worth $1 
each. Now, because they bear his 
signature, they are easily sold for 
$50 apiece, though it is certain that 
not one of them will ever draw a 
prize..

A Lesson In Grammar.
Hetty’s uncle, who was a school

teacher, says the Lutheran, met her 
on the street one beautiful May day 
and asked her if she was going out 
with the Maying party.

“ No, 1 ain’t going.”
“ Oh, my little dear,”  said her un

cle, “ you must not say ‘ 1 ain’t g o 
ing.’ You mu3t say ‘ I am not go
ing.’ ”  And he proceeded to give 
her a little lesson in. grammar. “ You 
are not going. He is not going. 
We are not going. You are not go
ing. They are not going. Now, 
can you say all that, H etty?”

“ Sure I can,”  she replied, making 
a courtesy. “ There ain’t nobody 
going.”  _________________

Grecian Jokes on Physicians.
Among the jests of the ancient 

Greek humorists are many on the 
physician. Some of them are char
acterized by an almost American 
extravagance. The following are 
from a popular Greek anthology: 

“ Diophantus dreamed that he 
saw Hermogenes, the physician, and 
he never awoke again, even though 
he wore an amulet.”

“ Marcus, the doctor, called yes
terday on the marble Jupiter: but, 
though he was Jupiter and though 
he was marble, his funeral takes 
place today.”

BAKING
POWDER

COMPLIES WITH ALL 
PURE FOOD LAWS

Makes the 
Baking! Sweeter, Lighter

Always works right
NO FAILURES
Costs YOU Less 
NO TRUST PRICES

25 Ounces for 25  Cents
BEST AT ANY PRICE

or your money back

A Merry Christmas
W e  take  this mean s  of  e x t e n d i n g  to our 

f r i ends and pat rons ,  in this local it y ,  our 

heart ie st  w i shes  for the merri es t  o f  C h r i s t 

mases  and a h a p p y  and prosp er ous  N e w  

Y e a r .

W e  wish a l so to e x p r e s s  our  s incere  

th an ks  for the generou= p a t ro na ge  which 

has been ac co rd e d  this s to ie  dur ing  this 

the g r ea t es t  H o l i d a y  Sea son  in the h i s tory  

o f  this store.

THEO. F. SWAN
Great Department Store

Elgin, Illinois
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lA l

'~ p H E R E  was a time w hen everybody 
-*• bought roofings that required paint

ing. It was the regular thing to do. In
fact there was nothing else to do, for ail 
roofings were “ smooth surfaced”  and re
quired painting regularly to keep them from 
deteriorating.

Now there is Amatite, an improve
ment over painted roofings, having a real 
mineral surface imbedded in pitch—  
making a kind o f flexible concrete.

This mineral surface needs no 
painting. The waterproofing material, 
Coal Tar Pitch, is the greatest enemy to 
water known. It is the base o f  many 
waterproof paints. Only in a paint the 
pitch is diluted and made into a thin film, 
whereas the Amatite waterproofing is Solid 
pure Pitch— two layers o f it. It would 
take something like a dozen coats o f  pitch 
paint to equal in thickness that upper sheet 
o f  pitch in which the Amatite mineral sur
face is buried. And under that heavy sheet 
o f  pitch is a layer o f  wool felt and under 
that another sheet o f  pitch, just as thick as 
the outer one. And below them all is an-

THIS IS 
THE HOOFING 
THAT NEEDS 

NO PAINTING**
other layer o f  strong felt, That make# two
roofs in one.

I f  the storms wore away the mineral 
surface and dug through the pitch and de
stroyed the felt, they would still be only 
half way through. And if  the weather then 
removed the next sheet o f  pitch, you would 
sfi'l have left a final layer o f  felt— nothing 
more or less than an ordinary smooth sur
faced roofing which could keep o ff the rain 
very nicely if painted 
every year or two.

Cut as a matter o f 
fact, the weather never 
gets past that mineral 
surface securely gripped 
in it3 matrix o f  pitch.

The mineral sur
face is there to stay.
N o painting— no bother 
— no further expenses 
after the roof is once 
laid.

W e should be glad to 
send you a free sample 
o f  Amatite, and you 
can see for yourself how 
much better it is than the 
smooth surfaced kinds.

Perkins & Rosenfeld, Genoa


