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I wonder In what blatant plifc^ 
^ Sweet "Annie Rooney" still 
' Where "Daisy Dell" hai hid her face, 

Where "Doris" telle 
If •till some tender chor 

ope deferndT 
la stirred 

%3jfaf By "Henrietta," blithe fend gay, 
is •" ^-AWho nerer at a feaat demurred?— 

" V* C4# <«fe^ Where are the songs of yesterday? 
fife 
r US If, In aome dusky, moonlit apace, 

'•O Promise Me" ia gently purred 
wBjr aome old' tabby, whose embrace ', 

Wus never asked a heart to gird? 
slurred, ' 

for away. ' 
spurred?— 

yesterday ?(. , 
V'SK NBot •?':'.And where lives in it* ancient grace; '* ' 

r » "Love's Old Sweet Song," by Time 
* „" unblurrcd? 

, Where does "Ben Bolt" his thoughts re­
trace 

To fowl on sorrow's whey and curd? 
•!•••• *" . Does "Only Me" still beg a word, 

Hns "Golden Hair" tqrned to gray, 
. ' • Does "Nancy" mourn her vanished bird? 

' Where are the songs of yesterday? 
\ "L K ^ ^ I ** 

ENVOY. 1 . * 
' . Princes, whose loyalty has erred 

; To these, who wore in turn the baf—-
The sad, the joyful, the absurd— 

Where are the songs of yesterday? 
—Life. .i n — „t , « yrdL| 
H I I <I •H'H« ? '» t'>»* 
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OU bad better let me ride to 
Marville and take that money to 
the bank; there are ugly rumore 

abroad concerning 'Lord Jim' and his 
pand. Three time* within a fortnight 
a lonely aettlerV shanty has been 
'rushed' by these gentlemen, and- the 
third was at 'Miner's'Corner,' net twen­
ty miles from beret Besides, you 
ought not to expose your wife and 
Kiddy to an Invasion of that kind; the 
fright would be enough to kill a nerv­
ous girl like Lucyi" : 

• The speaker, jack Hartley, was a 
tall, sunburnt young man, brothier to 
the owner of "The bungalow," a newly 
erected, low-roofed house, to which 
some four years back the latter bad 

- brought his young bride. 
After months pf hard work and 

-• rinany a disappointment, the grounds 
,, surrounding the house had been re-
v 'sclalmed from the bush by the young 
- -fellow, who, like many another, hating 

found it Impossible to make a decent 
•< rvliving In his native land, had decided, 
V, on receipt of a small legacy from a 
^maiden aunt, to try his luck at cattle-
' 'rearing and sheep-breeding In Austra­

lia. 
V: For once fickle .fortune, less blind 
' than usual, was In a generous mood, 
• and, after a few years of hard work 

and ceaseless . efforts, Ned Hartley 
found himself sufficiently well off to 
marry the "girl he had. left behind 

v hfm," and to bring her to a home 
. which he had literally built for her 

with his own hands. In the course of 
the following year a son was born, 
and "Kiddy," as he was called by rela­
tives and friends, soon became a very 
Important member of the small com­
munity. Jack Hartley, Ned's younger 
brother and Kiddy's most devoted 

YOUNG lady who Is teaching 
school In the Philippines, writes 
brightly and entertainingly of 

some conditions there, In the following 
paragraphs: _ _ 

We have just moved the girl's school 
in Dagupan Into a new building, a pri­
vate native house, hired for . the pur­
pose. But we chose the date of mov­
ing badly, for It Is the beginning of 
the fiesta, and the cock-fighting will 
last two weeks. It wMll" be Impossible 
during that time to get any one to d« a 
day's work for us. .The:benches are 
too long for the rooms and we will not 
be able to get a carpenter to saw them 
off or any one to put the blackboards 
in place. We are so near the cockpits 
that the noise Is deafening. 8chool. 
has to be carried on largely by sighs. 
The cocks crow. continually, the 
swarming children'shriek and cry and' 
the women are foreyer pounding rice. 
In going to school we have to cross the 
river In a banca. It Is nothing more 
than a log hollowed out,- in which we 
crouch at the bottom and are paddled 
a c r o s s  b y  a  s m a l l  F i l i p i n o  b o y .  f i ;  

The Islands swarm with insects of 
all kinds. Ants are most plentiful and 
most troublesome. As I am writing, 
the "tlckeys," as the children call them, 
or little lizards, dart across my writing 
table and catch the bugs that fall 
around the lamp. -Several times liz­
ards have fallen from the celling on to 
my neck. Now and then It is ai centi­
pede that annoys. Cockroaches are 

A GIIU.8' SCHOOL. 

some babyi They do not live long 
after they are captured and sometimes 
a baby will still be dragging a poor 
little feathered thing about even .after 
it is dead. Once I had a present of 
three of these little birds, but they 
were all -dead within.:, twenty-four 
hours. When I next received a like 
present I walked to the school bouse 
window .and let It go. I flso had 
given to me three little parrots, beauti­
ful red and green birds about six Inch­
es long, but these, too, after a few 
days, I freed. Tie children bestow 
flowers and fruit on their teachers. 
Sometimes they "make little baskets of 
bamboo and wind them with red, white 

• • * ' '• •. • ' 

he keep 

#t! 

f The persplratloB., 
k his face; AMttdP 
the end of the coifc-

>jf»l4|d- i liia" sinewy arm /wii 
ftiaai^ifique^siagjIJie llfe-out ot tkt 
foung man's bo^, when a burst of' 
childish laughter startled the two com­
batants. 

There, his white nightshirt gathered 
up In his chubby hands, hls curls still 
moist, his clieeks llushedltroni his first 
sleep, and hls'Ilttle naked feet stamps 
ing the ground in wild excitement, 
stood-Kiddy!- 'V' V'-".'' 

The noise had disturbed him; add 
the sight of Jils father and the 'genpel-
man" playing at wrcstlihg, like he and 
Uncle Jack so often did, caused him 
the liveliest satisfaction; he clapped 
his little hands as he caqght .sight of 
the revolver, for the possession of 
which each of these two men Would 
have given nn/thlng. ; 

"Daddy big Hon, genpelman tiger," 
he-shouted: - "Kiddy shoot big llon!"— 
and he grabbed the retolver eagerly. 

Ned taw that the child held the 
means of deliverance or death in hla 
hands, "andhe . rallied his - waning 
strength. . , 

"Shoot the? tiger first, KIddyr h« 
cried. 

"No, Hop first!" shouted the child, 
the spirit of contradiction awakenlnfl 
within him. 
"No, no.'i'iho tiger first, darling," Ned 

repeated, Vnnd daddy wUl buy-you a 
gun—all to yourself!" -

Something In his father's manner ap-
pealed to the child.'" Fearlessly he 
crept near , the men, and deliberately 
putting the muzzle of the shooter to 
the !>':;(! of "Ixjrd JIm." whom Ned IB 
a ( »"prcme effort was holding down, 
t'ja child said: 

"Shoot! Biing! Fire!" 
A sharp l-eport, a scream from the 

surprised child, and "Lord- Jim" had 
gone to his account "" 

• .  . *  » ,  •  *  -  •  •  •  •  
Ned and his wife find Kiddy had 

their holiday at Melbourne after alL« 
Family Herald. ' H3SSP!®!' 

GOING TO SCHOOL. 

everywhere. One feels like standing 
and holding one's umbrella and hat all 
the time, that the cockroaches may not 
tiddle them befora they are used again. 
They will eat the stamps off letters if 
they are not hurtled, into the mall 
pouches. 

Birds are the principal playthings of 
the native children. There are several 
£lnda no larger than humming birds 
that are often to be seen tied by & 
thread to 'a stick or to the hand by" 

and blue worsteds and make tassels, of 
the yarn. These they idll on the out­
side with paper flowers and the inside 
with real ones. The school cbUdiren 
will also buy and bring with great 
eagerness any little Cheap ornament to 
their teachers. 

Sometimes we take trips on horse­
back. There are no side saddles and 
We ride astride.. The horses are very 
small and, easy 'to mount, There is 
ogiy one; fearr-that our feet may idrag. 

ibroni 
r end 
IPenna 
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slave, had been a resident In "The Bun­
galow" about six months. 

"Nonsense, Jack! When yon have 
been a little longer among; us you will 
not be so ready to believe all the ru­
mors that are spread among the 
'hands.' And then, you see, I received 
the six hundred pounds from Barton 
only last night, and no one with the 
exception of Lucy, ytfu, and myself 
can have the slightest notion-that such 
a sum of money is in my possession. 
Lucy has been ailing lately, and I 
promised to take her to Melbourne as 
soon as I could spare the tiipe and 
money. Now the shearing Is over, I 
mean her to take the holiday with the 
Kiddy and myself. I know you will 
look after things for me, old man. Now 
don't wear such a worried loo Id it 
doesn't suit your style -of beauty half 
as well as your elegant sombrero and 
cloak, not to speak of that six-shooter 
I seeVin your belt! Going for a ride? 
Well, ta-ta, see you by-and-by!" 

Jack did not seem much .convinced 
by his brother's arguments and ban­
tering manner. The "rntnors" he had 
heard were alarming;" there, was no 
doubt that the desperado and ex-con­
vict known ais "Lord Jim" had been 
seen in the neighborhood; and that dar­
ing attacks bad. been made on solitary 
settlers, "Still," thought the young 
man, "the results might have been-ex­
aggerated, and after all Ned is not 
-likely to run any' unnecessary risks. 
However, T will ride as far us 'The 
Copse,' and brlng^ Sergeint Gilpin, and 
a couple of his: men back .jvlth roe. Ex­
tra precaution can do nq harm.", . 

As lie was about to mount ills horse 
a shrill voice called out: "Uncle Jack, 
Uncle Jack, take me with you I Kiddy 

sor -l ^«'• 

wants a ride on your big horse! Walt 
for me!" ' 

But Masteri "Kiddy" found himself 
suddenly seized from behind, and an. 
Immediate stop put to bis flight from 
the nursery. 

"Never mind, Kiddy," called out 
Jack, "you can't come out with me to­
day, you know; It's - your bed-time,1 

Isn't It? Besides, people don't go for 
rides in night-dress! There, don't cry; 
you shall fire uncle's revolver all by 
yourself, Met"? 

And, having assured himself that the 
revolver was unloaded,; Jack proceed­
ed to Instruct the child In the art of 
aiming, palling the trigger, etc., and a 
wild romp succeeded, in which imagin­
ary wild beasts were "killed dead," the 
said wild beasts being represented by 
himself, running on all fours, and 
Tom, the retriever, who, entering fully 
Into the spirit of the game, would 
stand quite still while Kiddy, labori­
ously aiming the harmless weapon at 
him, called out Is his clear treble voice, 
"Shoot! Bang! Fire!" This was the 
•ignai for the "wild Ueast" to fall 
down.' 

Kiddy's delight at this newgame was 
boundless; and when at last jack, 
breathless with tbe exertion of his re­
peated "death struggles," declared that 
it was time for him to be off and re-
took possession of his revolver, the 
chUd sbbbed. 

"Kiddy wants the gun! Kiddy wants 
to shoot evlybody! Nasty, unkind un­
cle! Qive me the gun! Give me—the— 
gu-u-u-iin!" he cried. 

By this time his uncle had mounted 
his horse, and, with a wave of the 
hanii, rode away, while Master Kiddy 
was recaptured by his mother, a gen­
tle, delicate-looking girl, and after a 
prolonged struggle, was finally dis­
posed of in his. little bed. -

* * * * 
Two hours later Ned Hartley and bis 

wife were sitting out on the verandah, 
he smoking a short pipe, Lucy slowly 
rocking herself to and fro and now and 
then applying herself .to some needle­
work. 

They had been discussing their plans 
for the long-taiked-of and often-defer­
red trip to Melbourne, and there.was 
an unwonted look of animation in the 
young woman's face. . . 

"And you really think we shnll be 

fully around -her. "It could not hap­
pen! I cannot think that—" , 

The sentence was unfinished. Before 
them stood a man who liad seemingly 
droned* from nowhere; Ned thl'ew 
himself In front of his wife. 

The stranger was attired In shabby 
corduroy breeches and a tattered wool­
len shirt the color of which might have 
been once blue; tall cowhide boots en­
cased fails feet and- legs; in one hand 
'hie held with mock 'politeness an apolo­
gy for a hat. In the other, pointed 
stralght at Ned's head, was a murder-
oos-looklng six-shooter. 
- "Sorry to interrupt; the billing and 
cooing:, but might I trouble you to 
hand over 'Tto me that six hundred 
pounds yon received last night from 
Barton's? Stop! No' humbug—hands 
up!"—the drawling voice change^ into 
a sharp growl. "Never mind your 
wife; I'll look after her." Poor Lucy 
had fainted and was lying in a heap 
on the floor of the verandah. "You 
walk in front of me and show me 
where you put the. swag; make an at­
tempt to get at your 'Iron' or to call for 
help and I'll shoot you like a dog!" . 

There was no help for it Ned, his 
face contracted with rage and hopeless 
misery, led the ruffian i&to his room, 
where, in a little cot, Kiddy; fast 
asleep, was smiling In his dreams. 

In a small cupboard which Ned had 
built Into the wall by the side of the 
bed lay the result of two years' hard 
work and privations—the money . that 
was to have brought back health and 
happiness to Lucy. 

In silence-be handed the bag and 
notes to thf rufflan, who, still keeping 
Ned covered with his weapon, forced 
him back to the verandah. 

"Now, niate; haying called Upon you 
just about supper-tii^e, It would not be 
manners for me to depart before l've 
had the pleasure of sharipg the family 
meal!" Lord Jim remarked ih pitiless, 
mocking tones. "Ladies', company Is 
always pleasant, even when they are 
In a faint!.-How long does this young 
lady generally stay In hers?"—with a 
grim chuckle, "fiot having the-felicity 
of being married myself, .! am' not ac­
quainted with the .means of restoring, 
young and sensitive females to^ their 
senses! Perhaps a kiss ml{;ht do it!" ; 

• As the brute approached his wife 
with (lie intention of fulfilling his vile 
threat, Xed. with a yell of fury, re-

able to go this time?" she said. "Oh,' gardless of consequences, unarmed ns 
Ned, how 1 do long to get among peo-, he wa9i threw hiniself upon the ruf-

MUSIC HALt SONG8. 
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Thei-'lirnUKht ta America the Qiftad 
Artist, John O. Brown, . 

It was n peculiar. circumstance 
which bwuglit to? America the popular 
painter of street life, John' G. Brown. 

He had gone from 
his home in Du^ 
h a h ) ,  E n g l a n d ,  
where he was born 
71 years ago, and 
there supported 
himself as a young 
man. by drawing 
f o r painting oh 
glass. While there 
some music hall 
songs abont Ameri­
ca turned his 

John o. n. thoughts toward 
the uew world and he at once took his 
departure -for New York.- Making his 
home in Brooklyn, he went to work 
for a glassinaker and then took to 
painting scenes of street life. He made 
a specialty of newsboys and boot­
blacks, - a class of subjects which have 
made liirh the most popular of Ameri­
can painters. Of equal merit are the 
canvases on which., he has depicted 
rustic and,humble life, In which men 
and - women "are the chief and- only 
figures. One critic, has said that every 
human being, no matter from what 
part of the earth they might come, for­
got fdr the time the vanities of life, 
while looking at his picture of "The 
Piissing Show." Some of his most 
uotnbie pictures he positively refuses 
to sell. 

THE LATE EX.GOV. HOADLEY. 

He Was Once Thought "to Be a Man o* 
I>cstluy. 

George Hoadley, whose death has 
taken place, was at one time be­
lieved to be a mail of destiny. 
Hi s ~ election a;-
Governor of •. Ohii 
In 1SS3, when be 
defeated |lie pres­
ent: Senator Fora-
ker, brought hfm 
into great promin­
ence, and bis name 

; began - to be con 
s p l c u o u s l y  m  e n -

. tioned ; in connec­
tion with the Dem­
ocratic .nomination.1 

for .the prasldency ®X-°OT- HOADLEY. 
for 18S1. He was sidetracked by tht 
Cleveland bcoin. 

He was borii in New Haven, Conn;, 
July 31.18i«. but the family went west 
when he was a child and he was edu­
cated at Western Ileserve College. In 
18-47 lie w&a admitted to the bar and In 
1S:,1 Itecaiue a .judge in Cincinnati. He 
decline;! pusltions on the Supreme 
Court 'iHjnt'U of Ohio, but was a Judge 
of the Supei-Ior Court up to the time of 
hla c-Iectiou ns Governor. After sen? 
la^ tiis term lie went' to' New "York 
and was the bead of a big law firm. 

pie, to see bouses, streets, carriages, 
nnything and everything—to get away 
from this eternal, monotonous bush!'-' 
And with a sigh she hid her face on 
her husband's shoulder. 
, "Nothing will prevent us. ibis-time, 
dear; unless"—with' a short laugh— 
"Jack's eroakings should take definite 

fiahl Surprised bj . the sudden and 
unexpected s onslaught "Lhrd Jim" 
dropped his weapon, which. rolled a 
few feet away .from the two comba­
tants. . Kach then endeavored with all 
his might and main to throw down his 
adversary and take itosaession- of It ' 

Physically the men wetp well match-

In t>:' 

vi ^ " 

shape—unless, in short,, we Hhould be^^d. but slowly "Lord Jim" was getting 
'rushed'"arid" the money 'taken.—Then.--the upper liurid. Ned'Siireath came ih 
there would bo no trip for us this t-liort sasps. He knew that now It was 
year, at;any rate!" « Iuo.longer for his money alone, but for 

"Don't!" she exclaimed, looking fear-1 his very life that he waa wreatliBg! 

iSSb 

IN iN«|n iai'lllillir iliMf Bacfclf iss Wirt It. | 
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. ilic Wit of General Grant. v 

•~ta a recently published life of General: 
(front the author gives several anec­
dotes: connected With his "subject," 
these two heliig'refreshiAgiy smart: . 

The General was not ah admirer of 
Mr. Euinueiv'aiid when some one said, 
"Mr. Suinner "does not ibielleve ih the 
Klble,'- Grant :Bai«t '»!b, Lspppojje not; 
lie didn't write it." # 

A,tti acted; by a Ijprse driven by a 
butcher, ho., purchased the. animal at a 
t-qst of tivejiiuulml dollars, and invlt-
ed .i^enntor C' lnkling to a drive "behind 
iti-'^'riiV 3eiiator criticised the animal, 
nlid" Ssiitii>;.T.think T should prefer the. 
moue^. to ;tbe horse." "That is what tbp 
fiupisli;tiiougUt,!' i^id^Genejal Grant 
.. ^, 'U. .- ' -i; 

/..J' Wmpicd\»>yv!!ie JDe«sw!t.;:^fe; 
l! - Ltttie- Ma iiel Xwho ba£ been allow^; 
to join i lift diners ai dessert, providing. 

lit i I>s'" very quiet)—Mamma, will 
that dessert hurt me, or is there enough 
to go 'rouhd?—New Vork Tlmea, ^ 

m - "  

tiire may be diffused among tlM arhole 
people. The tariff on most kinds of 
agricultural machinery has been re­
moved to encourage the introduction of 
Improved farming Implements. Thus, 
an educational work is going on Which 
will some day doubtlesa have a pro- j 
found Influence for the betterment of ,r 
agricultural conditions Ih 

Referring to her jroutli, Mrs." Julia 
Ward Howe once said: "WhS I wasi 
young I would rather hear Theodore 
Parker than go to the'theater; 1 would 
rather go to theater than to a ball, and 
I would rather go to a ball than stay at 
home." -' -

The thing that the average ^ Z 
novelist lacks is not so much Inspiration 
as literary conscience. It-may also be 
said without fear of contradiction that 
literary conscience does not. make cow-. 
ards of many of the so-called romancers 
of to-day.—Judge. 

Hie book which first brought the late 
Paul Leicester Ford into prominence as 
a novelist of sentiment - and romance is 
"The Story of an Untold Love," pub 
llshedby Houghton,Mifflin & Co. Asa 
story, as a tactful suggestion of finer 
and wiser life, and as literature, It is a 
notable book, 

Dr. A. Conan Doyle tells with delight 
that when he left school his master 
called him into the educational sanctum 
and ~ solemnly said: "Doyle, I have 
known you now for seven years, and I 
know you thoroughly. I am going to 
say something that you will remember 

FUNERAL8 IN OLD MEXICO.? ^ v!1 v 

Street Car* for Hearies. and "€•««• 
Peddled from Door to Door, ;  ̂

"Did you ever see a 'street car fnner- ;.j-
ai? " The questioner was a drummer -air xue » — 
for a large Eastern house, and had Just ' • 
returned from au extensive ; tr 

In after life: Doyle, you will never cpme 
to any good." • ; . ' '• 

By no stretch of the Imagination can 
any of Anna Katharine Green's novels 
be ranked as literature, says the Book­
man, and with the makers of great de­
tective stories—1'oe,- Gaborlau and 
Doyle—she has little in common; never­
theless, for work of a certain kind she 
enjoys a wide and well-deserved popu 
larlty. In a crude way Anna Katharine 
Green possesses a very strong sense of 
sensational dramatic effect. Few writ­
ers to-day can handle mystery and as­
sassination so picturesquely and effec­
tively. 

Under the severe guardianship of a 
cruel stepmother, who sought to crush 

-out all the poetry from the lives of Alice 
and Phoebe Cary, these two frail, fee­
ble writers would steal upstairs to their 
rooms before bedtime and write poetry, 
their pnly companions a few books, and 
their muse being; well nigh their only 
consolation. When but 14 years old 
Phoebe secretly mailed a poem she had 
composed to a Boston paper, and one 
evening, on the arrival of their Cincin­
nati weekly, she beheld the very poem 
taken from the Boston paper and duly 
accredited to the little Ohioan. In after 
years, when speaking of the sensations 
of that hour, Phoebe said: "I no longer 
cared if I was poor and my clothes were 
plain; some one cared enough for my 
verses to print them, and I was happy." 

POOR FARMING IN RUSSIA. 

ax 

1«rr 

gibauition of Soil Threatened Unlcw 
Method* Are Improved. 

Bussia is .essentially an agricultural 
fountry. Ninety per cent of the inhabit­
ants till the soil for a living, but farm­
ing among the peasants is not very 
profltabie, and seems to be growing 
worse Instead of better, says the New 
fork Sun. 

Three years ago the attention of the 
Czar was called to the very backward 
condition of agriculture. He appointed 
a commission to Investigate the ques­
tion. A part of its work was delegated 
to the well-known agricultural expert,. 
Prof. Lenz, who has just presented to 
the commission a report of a pessimistic 
character. 

Prof. Lenz says that the irrational 
Bysteiq Qf farming practiced by the ma­
jority of small Russian farmers may 
easily lead to complete exhaustion of 
the soli. This exhaustion, he says, can­
not be made up to the soil even by the 
use of the best fertilizers for a long 
series of years, . 

Vast as RusalaVagricultural Interests 
are, the peasantry are among the poor­
est farmers in the world. One reason Is 
because, except In Poland and some 
other districts, the land they till Is not 
owned by them. They live in villages 
arid the land belongs to these communi­
ties,;^ mirs, each taxpaying Individual 
haiying the use of a part of the land held 
in common, and being responsible* for 
the taxes on the patch of ground he cul-
-tivates.". ; .. .._ :. 

The result is that the moujlk, or peas­
ant, knowing that at the end of a short 
period his allotment of the land will be 
subject to a redistribution, does not care 
to Improve the soil by careful cultiva­
tion. :He has ho ambition to expend 
upon It time and mohey With an eye to 
the future— Should he do this he would 
expect to lose all he expended upon Im­
provements. Hence he barely skims 
over the surface .with his rude plow, not-
only to save labor, but also that the 
manure be plows In may benefit Only 
his own crop arid not the future harvest 
which some other may reap. He has no 
attachment to the soil, no Interest ex­
cept the present." The system la thor­
oughly bad. 

The result is that English farmers 
raise from three to four times as much 
grain to the acre as Russian farmers. 
If land were tilled in Russia as it is in 
England, that country would to-day be 
the jireatMt wheat raiser In the world. 
As It is, with only eight or nine bushels 
'of wheat to the acre, the Russian crop 
varies from 375,000,000 bushels to 450,-
000,000 bushels a year. 
• It will probably take a long time'to 
make very noticeable Improvements in 
Russian agriculture, but some of too 
ables.t men in the country are, npw 
studying ,thia. problem. - Agricultural 
schools and experiment stntions are be-
ginning to be rijaliitained in widely sep-
arated parts of the farming area, so 
ithat better ideas as to practical agricul-

"A street car funeral?" the repoi 
repeated. ... 

"Yes, sir! Otfe meets with odd sights 
the moment he crosses the Mexican bor­
der, but he reacts the climax in the 
City of Mexico itself, and from what I 
can learn It is the only town In the world 
where 'street car funerals' are an every­
day occurrence. Funerals, l|ke all other 
things Mexican, are divided Into' two 
classed. Those who can. afford luxuries 
procure the hearse drawn by four black 
horses, with a coachman arid * foot­
man, and ornamented wlt^ gold and sll: 

ver trappings of eyery description. Bui 
the poorer element must be content 
with just a plain, ordinary; street car, 
with the seats removed, a few jpleces of 
cheap black cloth tacked here and there 
to lend a somber effect, and drawb ,by 
a pair of sunburned but energetic 
mules. 

"When a Mexican dies the street car. 
company - Is immediately notified to 
have a hearse and the required number 
of coaches at a certain point on thei: 
track as near as possible to the late 
idence of the deceased. The coffin 
then placed upon the shoulders of fj 
friends and carried from the house to 
the street car pageant in waiting. The 
remains are carefully deposited .on the ^ 
platform of the first car, the gaudily ; 
attired mourners climb In the remaining ^ 
coaches, and the funeral proceeds, in r\ 
more or less state, to the cemetery. 
Cigarettes are very much in evidence, ^ 
and a casual observer might well sup-
pose from the ascending smoke that the ^ 
remains were being cremated en route, - j 

"If the mourners are extremely eor- 5 
rowful they liiay pull down the blinds <•; 
and close the doors, thus enjoying com- ; 
plete privacy. The great objection, how- > 
ever, to the street car funeral Is the de-
gree of speed that must be maintained < 
In order to keep the tracks cleared for 
regular traffic. In fact, on orie.occa- s 
slon just before I left the capital I saw ; ' 
the little mules attached to the second-
class hearse coming down the street it 
a full gallop, affording us an astonish­
ing combination of. 'the quick and tlw 
dead.' ;. 

"And speaking of funerals reminds 
me of a little incident yrhlch occurred * 
up in Queretaro, a- town some" , miles 
iiorth of the city. I was sitting out In 
front of the adobe- hotel one evening 
when I noticed an old;,'man going'from 
door to door with a plain pine coffin on 
his back. He was what is termed a 
'coffin peddler,' and was trying to In­
duce the residents to lay in a supply of 
coffins for the approaching winter. The 
principal argument used in disposing of ; ; 
his grewsome wares was that all are ^ 
hound to die sooner or later, and one >. 
might as well be supplied with all the "< 
necessary requisites to a funeral."—* : 

Washington Post. • i:,; , 

" THE OLD-TIME PRINTER. 

Like Othello, He Has Foand Ms Oc-
capatlou Gone. 

When old enough to make the. initial ,> 
move toward seeking a channel of fu-
ture livelihood, the newspaper office rtt 
was the inagnet of attraction. In the ^ 
day of my ciritrance upon the.- Vfourjli 
estate," the chief roaid to the editorBi 
sanctum lay' through; the composing 
room, a knowledge of the mechanical 
deiMirtments of a newspaper being held 
requisite before one could hope to as­
pire to even the repertorlal dignity, 
says a writer in Donahue's Magazine. 
There were no schools of Journalism 
in those days where readymade editors 
were turned loose upon an unoffend­
ing public. Neither were the profes­
sions of law and medicine so crowded 
as to cause the diversion of a- stream 
of college graduates to the newspaper 
editorial rooms. I am net one who 
laments any- change .that' time in ac­
cordance With the law of neceasary 
progression brings about Conditions 
will continue to change and the new 
take the place cf the old; when the 
latter shows' a faltering step In keep­
ing up with the procession. I regret, 
It is true, the gradual- extinguishment 
of the old-time printer .with his.ency­
clopaedic mentality. The operator "of 
a typesetting' machine, however.- neces­
sary he may he, according to the pres­
ent day demands, can never hope to 
attain the Informative position of the 
typo who lias been; displaced. I am > 
speaking of tie old-tiiri'e printer as I 
hnew him after Having summered and 
wintered with him, and I cannot but 
regret that, 1'ke Othello, he should find 
his occupation' gcfne.; u - * ' 

'I 

':%5 

St. Bernard Doss Superseded.. 
The dogs of St. Bernard, so long re­

nowned for their life-saving service, 
are at last to take 'a second place to 
modern Invention.' AU the' refuges on 
the'mountain side, says a: message from 
Turpln, are; shortly to; be connected by 
telephone with;the prlncipnl.hospltaI. 

The nun\ber v ofvtravelers, tourists, 
workmen seeking employment pilgrims 
who cross • tlip Alps at'all times of the 
year, make tliis inealure highly neces-. 
sary, .But. it ,s,eeins hard 011 the dogs' 
pride.—London Leader. i'l 

LZ-* l^ '.-
Cnbii an Ancient Name. 

The island of Cuba was known by 
that nan t; li.v .tlie Lnc-anyan Indians, 
who vvei'<>-Columbus wheii he dls-
covtted it 

v4'-. 

Wholesale Fruit, Canton. 
ware of counterfeits. 
CO. ! 

I. M. Helmey te 
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