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' * EDITORIALS 

OPINIONS OF QREAT PAPERS ON IMPORTANT SUBJECTS 

? ITHE LETTER FROM THE FARM. 

SECRET SOCIETIES IK SCHOOLS. 
ECRET societies In lilgh schools and otlier 
secondary schools are scathingly criticised in 
a report to the Nntlonal Educational Associa
tion by a committee appointed to investigate 
their effects. "Factional, and stir up strife 
and contention," "snobbish," "dissipate energy 
and proper ambition," "foster a feeling of self-

importance," "expensive and foster habits of extrava
gance," "weaken the efficiency of the school," "detract in
terest from study," are some of the grave charges made 
•gainst these organizations. 

The Indictment is severe, but not too severe. Children 
from 13 to 14 to 17 or 18 years of age are not mature 
enough to derive benefit from organizations of any kind 
.which are not supervised by older persons, but are mature 
enough to receive from them much harm. They are then 
at the age when they are prone to Imitate all that Is bad or 
foolish In the conduct of adults, and the only way they 
can be kept from following this tendency Is by restricting 
their opportunity. School secret societies enlarge the op
portunity. This is the main reason why pupils fight so 
stoutly to prevent their suppression. The teachers, who 
should know their effects best, are practically unanimous 
in condemning secret societies, and there is no reason to 
doubt that in doing so they aim at the good of the schools. 

The National Educational Association will not abolish 
school "fraternities" by hearing reports or adopting reso
lutions. Children are persevering. They are especially 
persevering when wrong. They are most persevering when 
they think they are spiting the teacher. Nothing gives the 
average boy so much unqualified satisfaction as to think he 
Is making the schoolmaster sit up nights and rack his 
brain over the subject of school government. As long as 
boys' fathers have clubs and college young men have 
"frats," high school boys will want "frats," and probably 
they will usually have them, no matter how often they 
may be put down. If teachers could enlist the hearty sup
port of parents In the contest the result might be different. 
Th# remedy for secret societies and other follies in second
ary schools Is for parents to tell children to obey their 
teachers, and, if they disobey, to punish them.—Chicago 
Tribune. 

SUGGESTION'S OK LIFE INSURANCE. 
IFE insurance in New England has for many 
years been managed with exceptional efficiency 
and honesty. In New York that kind of man
agement has too often been lacking. Many 
persons now far advanced In years can recall 
the time, some thirty years ago, when a num
ber of New York life insurance companies went 

to the wall. Some of these had many policies outstanding 
In all parts of the country, and their failure was so com
plete that the policy holders did not receive a cent. And 
the well-founded report that the receivers of the defunct 
companies fattened on the spoils wrung from widows and 
orphans did not mitigate the anger with which outsiders 
looked on that carnival of diabolism in the Empire State. 
It is because the record of New England is in happy con
trast with all this that advice from that quarter on the 
trouble in the Equitable Life of New York has a special 
Interest. A committee of New England policy holders In 
the Equitable has spoken words of truth and soberness. 
This committee declares that no matter what may be the 
result of the various investigations now in process, the 
policy of the company should be transformed in the fu
ture. It believes—and who will deny?—that the company 
belongs to the policy holders, and should be managed by 
them; that the surplus should not accumulate beyond the 
Just needs of the society, but should go to the policy hold
ers in tbe form of reduced premiums or otherwise; that 
provision should be made by law, if necessary, to prevent a 
needless surplus; that the funds of the Equitable should 
be regarded as those of savings banks, and their invest
ment should be surrounded by the same legal safeguards; 

that the officials should be prevented from engaging in 
other business and from using the company's funds to fur
ther their private interests. 

All of those propositions are manifestly just and unde
niably expedient.—Washington Tost. 

THE POST CARD NUISANCE. 
UNITED STATES Judge at Trenton—let us 

A give his name—Judge William M. Lannlng, has 
charged the United States grand Jury to look 
up the matter of sending "flashy" post cards 
through the mails. 

It is high time that some ofilcial took notice 
of this growing evil. Any Chicagoan who 

walks State street or other avenues of trade must notice 
that week by week the mailing cards exposed for sale in 
shop windows are progressing from mere vulgarity to abso
lute indecency. Some are of a sort that should promptly 
bring their seller or the man who sends them through the 
mails before a criminal court. The matter is one of more 
than ordinary importance. A society exists for the purpose 
of stopping the sale of Indecent books and pictures. But 
the purchaser of such articles is usually a degenerate seek
ing them for the gratification of his own vulgar and de
praved taste. 

Against the evil of the indecent or vulgar post card 
there is to-day no defense. The purest-minded maiden, the 
most refined wife, may at any time have delivered to her 
by the government of the United States a card carrying an 
indecent suggestion, or a vulgar innuendo, open to all to 
read, exposing her to the ridicule of all who see it In pass
ing. The l'ostoffice Department is now doing something 
to stop this. Let the censorshp be rigid.—Chicago Ex
aminer. 

After the day with its work and worry, 
After the restless rush aud rattle. 
The mad gold chase, the pitiless hurry, 
The killing blows of endless battle; 
After It all there comes a pause, 
A peaceful hour of calm, 
When he sits alone, anil smiling reads 
The letter from the farm:— 
How the old brown hen has set at last; 
How little Joe is grow lug fast; 
How Ben and Mary spent the day, 
And Jean's the "best yet" at croquet; 
Oh, what a homely, hearty charm 
About that letter on the farm. 

After the play with its jests and laugh
ter; 

And painted smiles, hiding God knows 
what; 

And the reckless revelry coining after. 
When the fever COOIB and the joy stays 

not. 
After it all there comes a pause. 
An hour of bitter calm 
When he sits alone, and tears fall wet 
On the letter from the farm: 
How the mother's heart yearns for her 

son; 
Can't he come home for a day, just one? 
How Tom has paid the mortgage off; 
A.nd Joe is well of the whooping cough. 
Oh, wha^a note of vague alarm, 
Runs through that letter from the farm. 

After the Service all uplifting, 
Mid deep new throbs of a contrite soul; 
The crimson light through rich glass 

sifting, 
And solemn tone of the organ's roll; 
After it all bides with him still 
A blessed hour of calm; 
When ho sits alone and prayerful reads 
The letter from the farm:— 
How they all drove oved to Little Creek, 
To hear the new young preacher speaks 
How his words were good and pure and 

true, 
With hope for all and comfort, too. 
Oh, what a tender, healing balm 
Breathes from that letter from the farm. 
—Agricultural Epltomist. 

D 
THE DECADENCE OF THE DANCE. 

ANCING, It seems, is not what It once was 
and even the waltz has deteriorated. People 
romp and call it dancing, to the disgust of 
those whose memories recall the grace and 
stately dignity of the movements of former 
times. "To-day," says "Professor" Bowen at 
the convention of the American Professors of 

Dancing, "dancing consists mainly of jumps and Jerks. 
Grace and dignity have vanished from it and the two-step 
is responsible." It is proposed to abolish the odious two-
step and bring back the minuet; but this we fear, is as im
practicable as it is to bring back the "grace and dignity" 
that characterized the manners of serious people 100 years 
ago. The present age is averse to many things that pleased 
the fathers and grandfathers. It takes life in a hurry and 
takes its amusements in a touch-and-go spirit. The drama, 
the poem, the novel—all are said to be decadent. Like 
manners, they have been abbreviated. The two-step may 
be sad enough, but it has the merit of being In accord with 
present tendencies.—Baltimore Sun. 

Maria's Portrait. 

THE HELLO GIRL. | 
E have all felt at times that the telephone still 
lacks a great deal to be a perfect machine, that 
there is inattention, poor connection, needless 
delay and sometimes almost impudence in the 
telephone service, but how few ever feel that 
it is not an automatic machine that they are 
using, that the voice they hear answering their 

impatience is not a part of the machine, that there is a 
personal equation to be considered, a woman away off 
somewhere in the unidentified "central," who has feelings 
and self-respect, Just as other women have; a woman who 
will recognize a cross tone Just as quickly as if she were 
visibly present, and a woman entitled to respectful treat- ( 

ment, just as much as if she were in her own home. The 
fact that you can stand miles away and talk into her ear 
does not detract from the right to the kind word and civil 
treatment—.Terser City Journal. 

SKILLFUL HUNTING. 

Five minutes of thorough, systemat
ic search for a lost object is often more 
effectual than half an hour of desul
tory hunting, which, in its excited 
flurry, often passes '.n plain sight the 
article which it seeks. An example 
of this principle Is often seen in the 
case of the small boy, who, when the 
family have scrambled vainly about 
for the dropped thimble, announces 
that he will look for It "Indian fash-
Ion." He lies quietly down on the 
floor, and bringing his eye on a level 
with the carpet, soon spies tbe missing 
object In "A Girl In the Karpa-
thians," Miss Dowle gives another in
stance of letting brains do tbe work 
of the muscles. 

The party was riding up a steep 
mountainside when suddenly the au
thor discovered that she had lost her 
gold watch. It was an heirloom and 
much valued; there was nothing to do 
but to turn back on the trail. About 
two miles before sbe had made tbe 
discovery her horse bad slipped, and 
•be bad rolled off. It must have been 
tben that her watch was dropped. 

The little party returned on the path, 
wildly searching here and there. When 
they reached the place of the tumble 
tbere was a grand hunt, which lasted 
a long time. 

Then, tired out and heated., the 
searchers returned to where the horses 
were tethered and acknowledged them
selves beaten. "I've turned up every 
fern leaf and grass blade," said one. 

"It's no use," exclaimed the author; 
and sbe declared sbe would not look 
again for all the watches In the world. 

A young artist In the party had 
stayed with tbe horses while tbe rest 
were banting. Now be announced 
that It was bis turn to try. Tbe oth
ers laughed, but they willingly sat 
down to rest while the young man 
went off down tbe blllside. It was 
not long before they heard a "Hur
rah!" and the artist appeared, holding 
up tbe watch In triumph. 

"I almost always find things," be 
Mid. "I search like a dog. I lay 
down on my face and listened, and I 
beard the ticking when tbe watch was 
a meter away. Then I crawled on my 
hands and knees until I found It" 

INDIA INK 18 A 8ECRET, 

VM«i|sm Cubla to Duplicate the 
Work of tk« CkbMM. 

With all their modern improvements 
and all their science, none of tbe ad
vanced natlona baa been able to pro
duce the equals of tbe Chinese and 
Japanese lacquers or India Inks. Chem
ists, Ink manufacturers and artists 
have tried for generations to discover 
tbe secret tyat enables the Chinese, 
with primitive pro-;vss®s, to pyodues 
thee* auttriala In nob pwtMt torn, 
tat tix HONti atU! m Hants, 

tfctgOflMlUKMtHttfcF* 

tlcular has baffled all foreigners. It Is 
made in China to-day practically as it 
was four generations ago. when Chen 
Kid Sonen Invented the process. 

The oil is pressed out of tbe seeds of 
a certain plant and then set to simmer, 
while the workman adds a mixture of 
powdered redwood, grated and sandal
wood and seeds of almonds and other 
powders. 

After the simmering is ended the re
sult is filtered and set aside for a long 
time to settle. Then it Is put Into tiny 
earthen dishes, each of which has n 
wick made out of a reed. A great quan
tity of these little dishes are set on 
bricks, and over each is placed a fun-
nel-shaped clay cover. Then the 
wicks are lit and the soot produced by 
the burning mass is caught on its in
side. 

This is so delicate an operation that 
the workmen watch the slightest 
change in the weather, for a small dif
ference in temperature will make a 
big difference in the quality of the 
soot. The finest soot is prepared in 
rooms that are absolutely airtight. If 
there are any windows in them they 
are covered with paper pasted over 
them so as to close every crack in the 
walls. 

Every little while the workman goes 
cautiously to a dish and dusts the gath
ered soot off with a feather. Although 
it is so soft and fine that it will float 
in the air, it still is not fine enough 
for the Chinamen. They put it through 
sieves, and only after it has passed 
through them is it considered fit for 
miring with the liquid material that 
turns It into India ink. Nobody out
side of the Chinamen in the secret 
knows what this liquid substance is. 

After It has been mixed it is knead
ed for many hours, and then ground 
fine again in mortars, which stand in 
water baths so that there shall not be 
the slightest change in the tempera
ture. 

Then the stuff is shaped into the 
sticks that we know and is beaten 
with little hammers until each stick 
is perfect After this the sticks are 
placed In wooden forms to harden. The 
forms have raised letters carved on 
them and these impress themselves on 
the sticks, making the trade-marks 
which are familiar to all users of In
dia ink. 

Even after the sticks are hard and 
apparently perfect the Chinaman is 
not satisfied. Each stick is wrapped 
with fine Silk paper and then they are 
laid Into" a box. The spaces between 
them are filled with ashes obtained 
from rice straw. Every day the ashes 
are taken out and new ashes put in, 
until every bit of moisture has been 
extracted. Then the sticks are un
wrapped again, brushed, rubbed and 
finally polished with a polisher made 
of agate. 

After that tbe India ink is consider
ed ready for market.—Louisville Cour
ier-Journal. . 

It Jra't what your grandfather was, 
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SOME BUTTERFLY BEAUTIES. 

Rare Specimens from Tropical Coon-
tries in Philadelphia Collection. 

The annual butterfly exhibition ha! 
opened with many rare and beautiful 
specimens. One of the large beautlei 
is a Morpho. Its shades from velvety 
black to a wondrous light copper, and 
then to cream. This beauty was caught 
at Obldos, a long way up the Amazon 
River. 

Everybody knows the Morpho's fa
mous relative, the King butterfly (MOP 
pho Cypris), whose glorious Iridescence 
runs the color gamut of peacock blue 

"and green at their most dazzling. In
deed, prodigal nature, not content with 
thus enriching him, has thrown in t> 
bewildering assortment of warm tones 
which glance from plum and deep 
wine shades to a shimmery pink. 

Naturally the queen is near by, and 
also, naturally, she shines in a sort 
of reflected beauty, as if she were a 
queen consort, instead of a free lance 
of Queendonv This beauty In opales
cent colorings succumbed to the skilled 
butterfly hunter on the lofty table 
lands of the Andes In Colombia, near 
both the city of Bogota and the head 
waters of the Magdalena. 

One of the largest butterflies in the 
world, and exhibited here for the first 
time, is the papilio homerus. Though 
large, its rsrnge is surprisingly small, 
it being found only In Jamaica. It Is 
brilliantly marked in black and orange 
hues, with scintillating traces of blue. 
Its lower wings are fitted with swal
low tails. 

A new papilio, too, is the rare gund-
lachl-anus from Cuba. This grandee 
from the Interesting island Is dressed 
in black chiffon velvet, with carmine 
splashes on his lower wings, and me
tallic green ones on his "uppers." Each 
lower wing is picturesquely tailed. 

All the way from New Guinea, just 
north of Australia, have come a hand
some pair. Mr. Butterfly is a change 
able fellow, now black, now gold and 
now green—you never catch Just the 
same shadings twice. His lower wings 
are mostly gold, small, peculiarly tail
ed, with tbe scales elongated into a 
fringe of hair along the inner sides. 
The lady in the case is big and brown, 
better suited to domestic uutles than 
standing out in the full glare of the 
limelight. 

One never loses Interest in the Kal-
llma inachls from India. This "dead 
leaf buterfly" Is beautiful as a butter
fly, but, folded up and perched on a 
twig, he is more—he is a lesson in tbe 
laws of Nature for preservr.tlon. He is 
even veined like a dead l*af.—Phila
delphia Record. 

Botli Earned It. 

"What did you get for your mother-
in-law joke?" 

"A dollar from tbe editor and a six 
weeks' visit from my mother-in-law." 
—Meftgendorfer Blaetter. 

It seeuis tiiat when & boy butts 
himself, everybody m tbe family and 
tbe vrboit neighborhood, feu tt> 
potto# it 

HAT are you going to do with 
that, pa? Why do you take 
it down?" 

Mr. Bretman did not answer. For 
the first time in his life be pushed his 
child from him and called harshly lor 
tbe nurse to take him away. Little 
Fred made no resistance, but bis 
grieved lip and quivering chin told 
that he felt hurt and Injured. And, 
up In the nursery, he appealed to Mag
gie, the maid. 

"Maggie, why did papa look BO 
cross? Why didn't he tell me what he 
was doing with mamma's picture? 
'Twasn't any harm to ask." 

"Ocb, I doubt be was ashamed, dar-
lln'," said Maggie. "Be alsy; you are 
not to blame." 

And she took the widower's little 
boy upon her knee and patted his 
round head. 

"Why ought be be ashamed?" asked 
Fred. 

"You mustn't say I said so," cried 
the woman. "Masther bas tbe right 
to do his own will. It's none o' my 
business." 

"But why did he take the picture 
down?" asked Fred again. 

"There's somebody coming that 
wouldn't like to see the face of the 
lady that was mlsthress here but a 
year ago," said Maggie. "Your pa Is 
after glvin' ye a step-mother, Fred
die." 

"What's that?" asked Fred. 
"A new mother," said Maggie. "Ah, 

don't be spakin' of what I've said, or 
she'll send me away, and there'll be 
none to love ye. She'll turn your pa's 
heart, and bave It all her own. It's 
always so, poor balrnle!" 

And the old nurse wept over the 
child and with him. 

Mr. Bretman carried bis first wife's 
picture up to the great garret, where, 
truth to tell, be shed a few tears over 
it before be deposited it in Its cor
ner. It was Impossible for him to 
bave those sweet eyes looking down 
upon him while living ones shone from 
her chair and her place at the table. 
He loved the dead woman still, though 
be also loved a living one. 

Maggie did .not know this. Sbe 
thought as sbe said, that "the missus 
was forgotten quite." What she 
thought she taught the child; and the 
young lady who came smiling into the 
parlor one bright morning and knelt 
down when her husband said, "Come, 
kiss your new mamma, Freddie" look
ing so sweet and gentle and pretty 
that, left to himself, tbe boy would 
bave liked ber, was surprised by an 
earnest slap on tbe face and the angry 
words, "Go away. You made papa 
put dead mamma's picture up garret. 
I don't want you for a new mamma; 
I won't have you. Go away." 

And at tbat the bride, almost a child 
herself, started up, flushed and angry, 
and returned to her husband's pro
tecting arms, quitg overcome by this 
greeting, and the face of the old nurse, 
in which she saw no pleasant greeting, 
but defiance and anger Instead. 

The father, stung by the child's 
words, seized him, for tbe first time in 
bis life, roughly by tbe shoulder and 
turned him from the room. 

"Go, sir," be said, "and do not come 
back until you can behave decently. 
It is that ignorant woman's fault," he 
said to his young wife, and led tbe 
way to the dining-room. 

But the sbock of the bride's recep
tion bad robbed both of any appetite, 
and Helen even wondered whether she 
bad been wise to break ber resolution 
and "marry a widower who had chil
dren." 

"No one ever bas any comfort with 
•tep-chlldren," she thought. 

And whj can say what was in the 
man's mind? They were silent, both 
of them. And, after lunch was over, 
tbe husband marched Into Maggie's 
nursery and addressed ber sternly. 

"You bave been filling the child's 
bead with wicked thoughts," be said. 
"How dare yon do it? He has in
sulted Mrs. Bretman, and you are the 
cause. I have half a mind to send you 
packing: yon desecve it." 

"Have Just a bit of pity on me and 
on the boy, and nlver do it I'm all 
he's got now," sobbed Maggie. "Don't 
blame me. I'm ould and remimber 
better than a, j-qnnjr mar. was a 
awate lady," 

"Ton wire goad to tor and art still 
9* * b* nm" rn tiw fast* 

IT WAS liABIAB FORTH A IT. 

man, gravely; "but remember, no more 
of this underhand work. You must 
teach tbe child to love his new mother 
aud to obey her." 

"Obey he may," said Maggie, "but 
love can't be taught; and we've but 
one mother In tbe world, however 
many wives an' husbands we may 
have." 

The man looked at her sharply, but 
there was no insolence In her face; 
and ho left the room and returned to 
his new wife, and saw no more of 
Freddie for that day. Indeed, the 
child did not seek liim. Never before 
had he been harshly used, and the 
shake his father had given him had 
been a terrible thing to him—tlu> very 
confirmation of Maggie's prophecy. 
More and more he clung to the old 
nurse, and, though Mrs. Bretman tried 
to make friends with both, the old 
woman's grim face and cold monosyl
lables and the child's passionate re
pulses were too much for her. She 
abandoned the effort. And the boy 
took his meals in the nursery, walked 

it with the nurse and brooded In 
oilence, as very little children do, over 
his wrongs. 

It was easy enough to forget him in 
the honeymoon billing and cooing, and 
the father was careful to give Maggie 
all she asked for—new shoes and caps 
and toys and books. Tbat was his 
duty; as he often said, "he never for
got his duty to Maria's child." But 
what his father had to do with bis 
comforts or pleasures, Freddie did not 
know; be laid all to the kindness of 
old Maggie. Papa never kissed him, or 
had him In to dessert, or took him out 
to ride. The lady with the pretty hair 
was his worst enemy. lie grew used 
to this state of things in time, and 
used to kiss the picture in the attic 
before retiring, and saying to that, 
"Good night, mamma," but he was as 
wretched as a child could be, and no 
one knew it. Even old Maggie did not 
guess at the depth of loneliness within 
the little breast. 

Young girls do not, as a general 
thing, really love children; and the 
girl who was Freddie's step-mother, 
though she had Intended to pet her 
husband's boy, had felt him the stum
bling block to her hnppluess, even be
fore she met him. She was very glad 
that Maggie made him her very own, 
and shunned both carefully. 

The weeks rolled by, and the months 
followed them. If Maria's spirit had 
ever wandered through the home 
where she had once been so happy It 
must have flown weeping away—not 

so much that she -found another re
posing upon ber husband's bosom, for, 
111 pity of human weakness and human 
longing for living love, this might wed 
be forgiven by the angels—not that 
her fair picture stood, with the cob
webs clinging to Its frame, In the cold 
garret; but tbat the lonely boy, as fa
therless as he was motherless, dwelt 
alone, save for the old servant's faith
ful love, in the very room where his 
birth had been hailed with much re
joicing. "It's the new lady does it," 
said Maggie, honestly believing It, and 
never guessing that she herself had 
caused this unnatural estrangement 
by her unwise chatter. She had 
taught the boy that his step-mother 
came as enemy, else he would have 
greeted her with a kiss and been pet
ted until sbe came to love him as her 
own; else be would not have been ut
terly forgotten when one-bright win
ter'morning the sun arose upon a lit
tle face that its setting had not shone 
upon, and Helen Bertram kissed the 
unconscious lips of her lirst-born. 

And somehow, as this breath floated 
over her cheek, the remembrance of 
anotber child came to her, whose 
mother slept in the cold grave—whose 
sulky mouth and angry eyes when he 
met her In the garden path had made 
her loathe him. So might some other 
woman feel toward her babe some day, 
If she also slept beneath the church
yard sod and another filled her place. 

Dead Maria arose before living Hel
en's memory; dead Maria's child found 
a place In ber thoughts. She pitied 
him from her heart, and for the first 
time since she wore his father's wed
ding ring. 

But old Maggie did not come near 
her. and she would not send for the 
old woman. Sbe had been hurt by her 
grim face and cold voice and was; now 
hurt by neglect. No, she could not 
call Maggie. But one day, when she 
was able to leave her room, she made 
her way to the nursery and peeped In. 
There was no one there; only a broken 
toy upon the floor told "of the boy's 
existence. Maggie bad gone out upon 
an errand. She had seen the sturdy 
old figure trot down the street before 
she left ber room, else she had not 
come hither. But where was the obi Id V 
Afar sbe seemed to hear a sound of 
sobbing—soft, heavy sobbing, like that 
of a grown person. Her heart beat 
faster. The little stair door leading to 
tbe attic stood open. She followed 
tbe sounds, and climbed tbe stairs. 

There she saw a scene that seemed 
to take away her strength. The win
ter sunlight fell through tbe skylight 
in a broad, slanting stream. In the 
flood of gold,stood a picture—the por
trait of a woman, fair and young, 
with soft blue eyes arid a dimple in 
ber cheek, with coquettish curls fall
ing about ber neck and diamonds In 
her dainty ears—and upon the floor, 
bis cbeek against tbe lace^reiied bos
om of this exquisite picture, sat Fred
die, weeping as children weep, jipd 
fobbing, "Mamma! mamma!*' 

II WM portrait; $e|«? r» 

membered the words the child had 
spoken very well — Maria's portrait, 
banished from the parlor wall when 
she came thither to take her place. 

She could not stir or speak. And 
as she sat there, some one else climbed 
the stairs—her husband, Maria's hus
band—the father of these two chil
dren; the weeping one here, the smil
ing one In the cradle below. Then the 
wife and mother arose and crept up 
to the boy and gathered blm to her 
bosom. 

"Paul." said she to the father, "is 
that Maria? Is It Freddie's mother?** 

"Yes, love," he answered. 
"The mark where that picture hung 

Is on the wall still," she said. "Let It 
till its place once more. Am I so 
meanly Jealous as to forbid you even 
a memory of that sweet, dead woman? 
Let me see her smiling down on me, 
and fancy that she knows that I love 
her boy as I do my own. For I do, 
Paul. And God forgive me for the 
past, for which the future shall atone." 

Then she took Freddie by the hand, 
and his blue eyes looked no longer an-
g. ily upon her, nor did his tiny hand 
essay to push her from him as of , 
yore. And she led him down to the 
little crib where the new-born child 
lay smiling, and laid him beside the 
little creature. 

"Love liltn, Freddie," she said. "It 
is your little brother." 

And husband and wlfo stood hand In 
hand and wntched the little tear-stain
ed lids droop In slumber, with the 
dimpled hand lying softly about the 
neck of the young creature who had 
opened a place In a mother's heart for 
him.—Grange Bulletin. 

GUESSING AT THE WEATHER. 

Government Slarnal Service Not« 
of Coarae, Be Infallible. 

So Important Is a foreknowledge of 
coming weather to the business inter
ests of the country that some years ago 
our government established, and yet 
maintains at enormous expense, a 
weather bureau for the express pur
pose of furnishing reliable dally pre
dictions and probabilities. With that 
class of our people to whom scientific 
investigation appeals the weatber bu
reau has become highly popular, and 
Its predictions are relied upon by them 
with a good deal of confidence. An
other large class whose members each 
has a system of weather'forecasting 
of his own, look upon the weather 
maps and predictions of tbe weather 
bureau as mere guesses and promptly 
forget the ninety that are verified and 
remember the ten that fuil. 

As u matter of fact, from the very 
nature of things meteorological, the 
predictions of the weather burean can 
not be always correct. Tbe system is 
based upon what knowledge Is possess
ed of meterologlcal laws, which is not 
full and complete, and the atmospheric 
conditions as ascertained by various* 
instruments. If all the weather changc* 
depended upon tbe lower atmospheric 
conditions the Instruments used by 
the weather observer would promptly 
and correctly Indicate them and make 
verification of every prediction prob 
able, but It must be remembered that 
the sudden and violent changes are 
carried in stock and in the upper strata 
of the atmosphere, too ffifc away to 
have any Influence upon the barometer, 
thermometer, anemometer and other 
weather Instruments. These condiyons 
of the upper air may swoop down sud
denly and upset the conditions of the 
most careful weather expert. The gov
ernment is fully aware of this limita
tion to Its prognostications, and hence 
they are warranted good for only 24 
hours. 

The oldest and most universal meth
od of forecasting weather conditions 
is by observation of tbe phases of the 
moon. It is the simplest, the easiest 
learned, and the easiest to remember, 
and requires no' Instruments and in
volves no intricate calculations. It 
consists simply In observing the posi
tion of the new moon. If it lies level 
on its back, it Is a dry moon because 
It Is in a position to hold water; but 
if it hangs by one corner it is a wet 
moon, because the water can easily 
spill out. This Is all there is to It 
except that if the new moon is far 
south it will also be a warm moon, but 
If far north it will be a cold moon. 

There Is a class of moon weather 
prognostlcators that hold to the theory 
that when the liefr moon lies level on 
its back it will be a wet moon, be
cause it is in a position to hold water, 
and if it hangs by one corner it will 
be a dry moon, because all tbe water 
bas already run out. 

To an ordinary mind these two 
moon theories contradict each other, 
but in reply to this It can be said that 
predictions of the kind of weather that 
Is to come, based upon either of these 
apparently contradictory theories, are 
verified about as often on the one the
ory as upon tbe other, and so it mat
ters not which theory the forecaster 
adopts he will hit It right half the time. 
—Southern Lumberman. 

He Got It. 

Tough Tlmmins—Gimme somethln' 
to eat? 

Mrs. Farmer—A big, strong man like 
you bas no right to be idle. Why don't 
you go to work? 

Tough Tlmmins—I won't go ter 
work till I gets w'at I want. I'm look-
In' fur a snap! 

Mrs. Farmer—For a snap, eh! Here, 
Hover! sic liim!—Philadelphia Press. 

Blacklist of Drankarda. 

All Honolulu drunkards bave been 
officially blacklisted, so that they may 
be refused drink in the saloons. A cor
respondent states that "nearly all on 
the list are steamship men." But if 
Honolulu's blacklist docs not work bet
ter than London's the mariners have 
no need for alarm. 

Hut Keep Awake. 

A traveler in an English railroad 
train went to sleep and passed the sta-

for which he had bought a ticket 
tbe next station he was arrested 

.traveling without.having paid his 

tiou 
At 
for 
fare. 

Inopportune. 
Mrs. Foddershucks—Git a doctor, 

quick, Si! Tbe baby's swallowed a 
pint o' kerosene! 

Farmer roddewlBJcKs—Gol jprn itl 
An' oil's Jest wen$ pp a cent, fool— 
ojfrtiMd imfa 
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Grandfather's Clock. 

My grandfather's clock was too large 
.'or the shelf, 

So it stood ninety years on the floor; 
It was taller by half than the old man 

himself, 
Though it weighed not a pennyweight 

more. 
It was bought on the morn of the day. 

he was born, 
And was always his treasure and 

pride; 
But it stopped short—never to go 

again— , 
When the old man died. 4

; 

CHORUS. 
Ninety years without slumbering (tick, 

tick, tick, tick), 
His life seconds numbering (tick, tick, 

tick, tick), 
It stopped short—never to go agaim— 

When the old man died. 

In watching Its pendulum swing to and 
fro, 

Many hours had ho spent when a boy; 
And in childhood and manhood the clock 

seemed to know, 
And to share both his grief and his 

joy. 
For it struck twenty-four when he en

tered at the door, 
With a blooming and beautiful bride; 

But It stopped short—never to go 
again— 

When tho old man died. 

My grandfather said that of those b* 
could hire, 

Not a servant so faithful he found; 
For it wasted no time, and had but on® 

desire— 
At the close of each week to be 

wound. ' 
And It kept in its place—not a frown 

upon its face; 
And its hands never hung by Its side; 

But It stopp'd short—never to go 
again— 

When the old man died. / 

It rang an alarm In the dead of the 
night— 

An alarm that for years had been 
dumb; 

And we knew that his spirit was 
pluming for flight— 

That his hour of departure had come. 
Still the clock kept the time, with a soft 

and muffled chime 
As wo silently stood by his side; 

But it stopp'd short—never to ge 
again— 

When the old man died. v -
—Henry C. Work. 

ELEVATED RAILWAY. 

AnT Rate of Speed Can Be Attained 
with Perfect Safetjr. 

Several of tbe larger cities in the 
United States are In need of no ele
vated railway to accommodate the 
beavy railway traffic in the more 
densely populated sections which the -
surface lines are unable to handla. 
Because of tbe unsigbtllness of elerlJE' 
vated railways at present In use, their 
further use has been discontinued In 
favor of the underground road. An 
Ohio engineer bas Invented an ele-
vated railway built on entirely new 
ideas. This structure Is made of a 
series of individual posts, firmly set 

1$ 

ELEVATED HO AD A5D CAB. 

in the ground and imbedded In cement 
to make tbem permanently rigid. 
These posts are formed of a number , 
of tubular sections united at the joints 
by. collars, the latter made with sock
ets which receive the supporting 
braces. Upper and lower tracks are 
supported by these braces, the whole 
being further braced and supported 
by a span mechanism. All of the 
braces, arms and other parts are made 
of tubes or pipes. The rails are car
ried on the outer extremities of the 
horizontal crossarms, and are arranged 
in parallel pairs one above the other, 
so tbat an upper and a lower rail con
stitute a track for a car. All tbe cen
tral posts are equipped with lateral 
armB for one or more lines of cars at 
each side. It Is claimed that by this 
construction It Is possible to build an 
elevated structure which will stand 
perfectly rigid and which needs no 
special provision for expansion or con
traction in its frame work and track 
and has tight joints in all tempera
tures. Furthermore, it occupies the 
minimum ot surface room possible te 
an elevated road, and being tubular 
throughout, obscures light less and 1m 
less objectionable to the eye than any 
other now in use. Any speed can M 
ntained with perfect safety. — — ^ 

How He Knew. *** 

Newitt—That was Dr. Pondruss wno 
was talking to you a little while ago. 
He's a very learned man. 

Plane—He must be. 
Newitt—Why, how did you know? 

He was only talking to you for a very 
few minutes. 

Plane—Well, it was long egough to 
make me very tired.—Catholic Stand-

Yoinc Prince Charlea. * ' 

The christening of the infant son of 
the Prince and Princess of ; Wales is 
specially interesting from the fact that 
one of tbe names given him ts Charles. 
Tbe young prince is the flret of tbe 
royal blood to bear that n*Ofe. tiQC* 
"Bonnie Prince Charlie." y * -

• Waa ItTrne Lorel 
S^J'Are yon sure be loves yout" '* 
f̂ 'Sure! Willie sneaked a tack In tha 
chair beside mine the other night just 
as be c;tme, and be sat.on tbat tack allo 
tbe evening and never kite* It."- " 
Hoostop Post. 

It WOBia be if tto# ~ 
i sm m* witmrn ^. 


