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IDITORIALS

OPINIONS OF GREAT PAPERS ON IMPORTANT SUBJECTS

SECRET SOCIETIES IN SCHOOLS.

ECRET socletles In high schools and other
secondary schools are séathingly criticts@éd In
a report to the National Educational Associa-
tion by a committee appointed to investigate
Aitheir effects. “Factional, and stir up strife
and contentlon,” *“sncbbish,” *“dissipate energy
and proper ambition,” “foster a feeling of self-
importance,” ‘“‘expensive and foster habits of extrava-
gance,” “weaken the efficlency of the school,” “detract in-
terest from study,” are some of the grave charges made
against these organizations,

The indictment I8 severe, but not too severe. Children
from 18 to 14 to 17 or 18 years of age are not mature
enough to derlve benefit from organizations of any kind
which are not supervised by older persons, but are mature
enough to recelve 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 socleties enlarge the op-
portunity. This is the main reason why puplls 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 Assoclation will not abolish
school “fraternities’” by hearing reports or adopting reso-
lutions. Children are persevering. They are especlally
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
braln 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.
The remedy for secret socletles and other follles In second-
ary schools is for parents to tell children to obey thelr
teachers, and, If they disobey, to punish them.—Chicago
Tribune.

SUGGESTIONS ON 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-
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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 18 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 bolders 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 belleves—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 soclety, but should go to the policy hold-
ers in the 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 Post,

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

walks State street or other avenues of trade must notlce
that week by week the mailing cards exposed for sale 1n
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 o eriminal court. The matter is one of more
than ordinary importance. A soclety exists for the purpose
of stopping the sale of indecent books and pletures.  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 eard carrylng an
Indecent suggestion, or a vulgar innuendo, open to all to
read, exposing her to the ridicule of all who see it in pass-

THE POST CARD NUISANCE.

UNITED STATES Judge at Trenton—let us
give his name—Judge William M. Lanning, has
charged the United States grand jury to look
up the matter of sending *flashy” post cards
through the mails,

ing. The Postoffice Department is now doing something
to stop this. Let the censorshp be rigid.—Chlcago Ex-
aminer,

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 dlsgust 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 Jjerks.
Grace and dignity have vanished from it and the two-step
is responsible.,” It is proposed to abolish the odlous 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 serlous people 100 years
ago. The present nge 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—ull 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.

THE HELLO GIRL.
E have all felt at times that the telephone still
Incks a great deal to be a perfect machine, that
there is inattention, poor connection, needless
delay and sometimes alost impudence in the
telephone service, but how few ever feel that
it Is not an automatic machine that they are
using, that the volce they hear answering thelr
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.—Jersey City Journal.
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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-
fon.” He lles quletly down on the
floor, and bringing his eye on a level
with the carpet, soon sples the missing
object. In “A Girl In the Karpa-
thians,” Miss Dowle gives another in-
stance of letting bralns do the 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 wae an heirloom and
much valued; there was nothing to do
but to turn back on the trall. About
two miles before she had made the
discovery her horse had slipped, and
she had rolled off. It must have been
then that her watch was dropped.

The little party returned on the path,
wlldly searching here and there. When
they reached the place of the tumble
there 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 she declared she would not look
again for all the watches in the world.

A young artist in the party had
stayed with the horses while the rest
were hunting. Now he announced
that it was his turn to try. The oth-
ers laughed, but they willingly sat
down to rest while the young man
weént off down the hiliside. It was
pot long before they heard a “Hur-
rah!” and the artist appeared, holding
up the watch in triumph.

“] almost always find things,” he
sald. “I search llke a dog. I lay
down on my face and listened, and I
bheard the ticking when the watch was
a meter away. Then I crawled on my
bands and knees until I found it.”
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INDIA INK IS A SECRET.

Foreigmers Unable to Duplicate the
Work of the Chiness.

With all their modern improvements

the secret that enables the Chinese,
with primitive pro-:eses, io producs
these materiale in such perfect form,

ticular has baflled all foreigners. It is
made in China to-day practically as it
was four generations ago, when Chen
Kid Sonen invented the process.

The oll is pressed out of the 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 a
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 wateh 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 80 as to close every crack in the
walls.

Svery 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 alr, it still is not fine enough
for the Chinamen. They put it through
sieves, and only after it has passed
through them s it concidered fit for
mixing 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 béen mixed it is knead-
ed for many hours, and then ground
fine agaln 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 famliliar 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 ohtained
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 tha! the india ink Is consider-
ed ready for market.—Lonisville Conr-
ier-Journal.
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SOME BUTTERFLY BEAUTIES.

Rare Specimens from Tropical Couns
tries in Philadclphia Collection,

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

Everybody knows the Morpho's fa.
mous relative, the King butterfly (Mor
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 2
bewlldering 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 Queendony,. This beauty in opales-
cent colorings succumbed to the skilled
butterfily 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 papillo homerus. Though
large, Its r#nge is surprisingly small,
it being found only in Jamaica. It s
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-
lachi--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 pieturesquely talled.

All the way from New Gulnea, 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 the scales elongated into a
fringe of hair along the inner sides.
The lady In the case Is big and brown,
better suited to domestic wuties than
standing out In the full glare of the
limelight.

One never loses Interest in the Kal-
lima inachis 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 the
laws of Nature for preservition. He is
even veined llke a dead lsaf.—Phila.
delphia Record.

Both Earned lt.
“what did you get for your mother-
in-law joke?”
“A dollar from the editor and a six
weeks' visit from my mother-in-law.”
—Mergendorfer Blnetter.

It seems tuai when & Doy hurts
himself, everybody in the famliy and
the whole nelghborbood, hAs He6R eEe
pooting i : ,
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THE LETTER FROM THE FARM.

After the day with its work and worry,
After the restleas rush and 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, and smiling reads
The letter from the farm:—

How the old brown hen has set at last;
How little Joe {8 growing 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 coming after,

When the fever cools 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;

And Joe is well of the whooping cough.

Oh, what,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 he sits alone and prayerful reads

The letter from the farm:—

How they all drove oved to Little Creek,

To hear the new young preacher speak:

How his words were good and pure and

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

Maria’'s Portrait.

JAT are you going to do with

W that, pa? Why do you take

it down?”

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

“Maggle, why did papa look so
cross? Why didn't he tell me what he

| was doing with mamma’s plcture?
"T'wasn’t any harm to ask.”

*“Och, I doubt he was ashamed, dar-
In',” sald Maggle. *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 he be ashamed?” asked
Fred.

“You mustn't say I sald so,” cried
the woman, ‘“Masther has the right
to do his own will. It's none o' my
business.”

“But why did he take the pictuve
down?’ asked Fred again.
| “There's somebody coming that

wouldn't llke to see the face of the
lady that was misthress here but a
year ago,” sald Maggle. “Your pa is

after givin' ye a step-mother, Fred-
dle.”

“What's that?” asked Fred.

“A new mother,” sald Maggie. *“Ab,

don’t be spakin’ of what I've =ald, or
she’'ll send me away, and there'll be
none to Jove ye. She'll turn your pa’s
heart, and bhave it all her own, It's
always so, poor balrnle!”

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

Mr. Bretman carried his first wife's
picture up to the great garret, where,
truth to tell, he shed a few tears over
it before he deposited it in 1its 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
he also loved a living one.

Maggle did not know this. She
thought as she 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, the boy would
bhave liked her, was surprised by an
earnest slap on the 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 that the bride, almost a child
herself, started up, flushed and angry,
and returned to her husband’'s pro-
tecting arms, quité overcome by this
greeting, and the face of the old nurse,
in which she saw no pleasant greeting,
but deflance and anger instead.

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

| “Go, sir,” he 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 the
way to the dining-room.

But the shock of the bride’s recep-
tion had robbed both of any appetite,
and Helen even wondered whether she
had been wise to break her resolution
and “marry a widower who had chil-
dren.”

“No one ever has any comfort with
step-children,” she thought.

And wh) can gay what was in the
man's mind? They were sllent, both
of them. And, after lunch was over,
the husband marched Into Maggle's
nursery and addressed her sternly.

“You have been filling the child’'s
head with wicked thoughts,” he said.
“How dare you do it? He has In-
sulted Mrs. Bretman, and you are the
cause. I have half a mind to send you
packing: you deserve it."”

“Have just a bit of pity on me and
on the boy, and niver do it. I'm all
he's got now,” sobbed Maggie. “Don’t

blame me. I'm ould end remimber
better than & young man. She wasa
swate lady”

"You were good to bar and are still
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man, gravely; “but remember, no niore
of this underhand work. You must
teach the child to love his new mother
and to obey her.”

“Obey he may,” said Maggle, “but
love can’'t be taught; and we've bhut
one mother In the world, however
many wives an' husbands we may
have."”

The man looked at her sharply, but
there was no Insolence In her face:
and he left the room and returned to
his new wife, and saw no more of
Freddle for that day. Indeed, the
child did not seek him. Never before
had he been harshly used, amd the
shake his father had given him had
been a terrible thing to him—the 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 coid monosyl-
lables and the child's passionnte 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
silence, 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 Maggle
all she asked for—new shoes and eaps
and toys and books. That was his
duty; as he often said, “he never for-
got his duty to Marla's child.” But
what bhis father had to do with blls
comforts or pleasures, I'reddie did not
know; he laid all to the Kindness of
old Maggle. 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. He grew used
to this state of things In time, and
used to kiss the plcture in the attie
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 IFreddie's step-mother,
though she had intended to pet her
husband’s boy, had felt him the stum-
bling block to her happiness, even be-
fore she met him. She was very glad
that Maggle made him her very own,
and shunned both earefully.

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

IT WAS MARIA'S PORTRAIT,

so much that she -found another re-
posing upon her husband’s bosom, for,
in pity of human weakness and human
longing for living love, this might weail
be forgiven by the angels—not that
her falr picture stood, with the cob-
webs clinging to its frame, In the cold
garret; but that 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-
joleing. “It's the new lady does it,"”
sald Maggle, honestly belleving 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 she came to love him as her
own; else he 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 first-horn.

And somehow, as this breath floated
over her cheek, the remembrance of
another 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 Marla arose before living Hel-
en's memory; dead Maria's child found
n place in her thoughts. She pitied
him from her heart, and for the first
time since she wore his father's wed-
ding ring.

But old Maggle dld not come near
her, and she would not send for the
old woman. S8She had been hurt by her
grim face and cold volece 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 had gone out upon
an errand. She had seen the sturdy
old figure trot down the street before
she left her room, else she had not
come hither. But where was the child?
Afar she seemed to hear a sound of
sobbing—soft, heavy sobbing, like that
of a grown person. Her heart beat
rfaster. The little stair door leading to
the attic stood open. She followed
the sounds, and climbed the stairs.

There she saw a scene that seemed
to take away her strength. The win
ter sunlight fell through the 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 and a dimple in
her cheek, with coquettish curls fall-
ing about her neck and diamonds in
her dainty ears—and upon the floor,
his cheek against the lace-velled bos-
om af this exguisite picture, sat Fred: !
die, weeping as chiliren weep, gud |
sobbing, "Mamma! mammal’
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membered the words the child had
spoken very well — Marla's portralt,
banished from the parlor wall when
she came thither to take her place.

She could not stir or speak. And
ns 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 eradle below. Then the
wife and mother arose and crept up
to the boy and gathered him to her
bosom.

“Paul,” sald she to the father, “is
that Marin? Is {t Freddie's mother?”

“Yes, love,” he answered.

“The mark where that picture hung
Is on the wall still,” she sald. “Let It
fill its place once more., Am I so
meanly jealous as to forbld you even
a memory of that sweet, dead woman?
L.et 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.liy upon her, nor aid his tiny hand
essay to push her from him as of
yvore. And she led him down to the
little crib where the new-born child
lny smiling, and lald him beside the
little ereature,

“Love him, Freddie,” she said. "It
s your little brother.”

And husbhand and wife stood hand in
hand and watched the little tear-stain-
ol 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 Signal Service Can Not,
of Course, 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
maintaing at enormous expense, a
wenther bureau for the express pur-
pose of furnishing rellable dally pre-
dictlons and probabilities. With that
class of our people to whom scientific
investigation appeals the weather bu-
reau has become highly popular, and
its predictions are relled upon by them
with a good deal of confldence. An-
other large class whose members each
has a system of weather~forecasting
of his own, look upon the weather
maps and predictions of the weather
bureau as mere guesses and promptly
forget the ninety that are verified and
remember the ten that fail,

As a matter of faect, from the very
nature of things meteorological, the
predictions of the weather burean can
not be always correct. The system is
based upon what knowledge I8 possess-
ed of meterological laws, which 1s not
full and complete, and the atmospheric
conditions as ascertained by varlous
instruments. If all the weather changes
depended upon the 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 fdYy away to
have any influence upon the barometer,
thermometer, anemometer and other
weather Instruments. These conditjons
of the upper alr may swoop down sud-
denly and upset the conditions of the
most eareful 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 the phases of the
moon. It is the simplest, the easiest
learned, and the easlest 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 lles level
on Its back, It I8 a dry moon because
it §s in a position to hold water; but
it it hangs by one corner it Is a wet
moon, because the water can easlly
splll 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
prognosticators that hold to the theory
that when the net 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 the water
has already run out.

To an ordinary mind these two
moon theories contradict each other,
but In reply to this it can be sald 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 the other, and so it mat-
ters not which theory the forecaster
adopts he will hit it right half the time.
—Sonthern Lumberman,

He Got It.
Tough Timmins—Gimme somethin’
to eat?

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

Tough Timmins—I
work till I gets w'at I want.
in' fur a snap!

Mrs. Farmer—For a snap, eh! Here,
Rover! sic him!—Philadelphia Press.

won't go ter
I'm look-

Blacklist of Drunkards.

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

Must Keep Awake.

A traveler In an English rallroad
train went to sleep and passed the sta-
tion for which he had bought a ticket.
At the next station he was arresied
for traveling without baving pald his|
fare.

Inopportune.

Mrs. Foddershucks—Git a doctor,
quick, Si! The baby's swallowed a
pint 0" kerosenal!

Farmer :oddersiucks—Gol Jurn j¢;
An' oil's jest weng pp & cent, (00l
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Grandfather’s Clock.
My grandfather's clock was too large
JSor the shelf, -
8o 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.

CHORUS.
Ninety years without slumbering (tick,
tick, tick, tick),
His life seconds numbering (tick, tick,
tick, tick),
It stopped short—never to go again—
When the old man died.

In watching its pendulum swing to and
fro,
Many hours had he 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 #0 go
again—
When tho old man died. !
My grandfather said that of those he
could hire,

Not a servant so falthful he found;
For it wasted no time, and had but one
desire—

At the close of
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 @0
agnin—
When the old man died.

each week to be

It rang an alarm in the dead of the
night—
An alarm that for years had been
dumb;
And we knew that his
pluming for flight—
That his hour of departure had come.
Still the clock kept the time, with a soft
and muffled chime
As we silently stood by his side;

spirit was

But it stopp'd short—neéver to ge
again—
When the old man died. P
~—Henry C. Work. g

ELEVATED RAILWAY.

Any Rate of Speed Cam Be Attained
with Perfect Safety.

Several of the larger citles in the -

United States are in need of an ele-
vated rallway to accommodate the
heavy rallway traffic in the more
densely populated sections which the
surface lines are unable to handle.

Because of the unsightliness of ele-

vated rallways at present in use, thel

further use has been discontinued In
favor of the underground road. An
Ohio engineer has invented an ele-

vated railway bullt on entirely new
This structure Is made of &

ideas.
series of Individual posts, firmly set

ELEVATED ROAD AND CAR.

in the ground and imbedded in cement
to make them permanently rigid.

These posts are formed of a number .

of tubular sections united at the jolnts
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 that an upper and a lower rall con-
stitute a track for a car. All the cen-
tral posts are equipped with lateral
arms for one or more lines of cars at
each gide. 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 occuples the
minimum ot surtace room possible im
an elevated road, and being tubulae
throughout, obscures light less and is
less objectionable to the eye than any
other now in use. Any speed can bé
atained with perfect safety.

How He Knew.

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

Plane—IHe must be.

Newitt—Why, how did you know?
He was only talking to you for a very
few minutes.

Plane—Well, it was long enough to
make me very tirel.—Catholic Stand-

ard.

Young Pr;-n Charles.
The christening of the infant son of
the Prince and Princess of “Wales 18

specially interesting from the fact that
one of the names given him Iy Charles.
The young prince is the first of the

royal blood to bear that name since

“Bonnfe Prince Charlie.”  ~
“Are you sure be loves
“Sure! Willie sneaked a tR

chair beside mine the other

as he came, aud he sat on
the evening and  pever

Houstop Post,

It would be strangs

-

{ b |
» -

e N et et S RN LTV NN
t ‘.‘ . 5




