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MISS CELESTINE
By Fielding Ridge.

FROM the Acadian hamlet came
shouts of childre who were turn-

ing to aduantage the last montents of
dlaslight. I could see their little fig-

nresl c:early outlined awainst the hltri-

lonl as I they scampea1iteredt backwards and
foriwarlds in the jipasture bey ond. Some-

-limes when a child's mother had pat-
rlniiztd the l illage store in place of
r ,an ing her own homespun, a dash of

color, a vivid red. was added to the
•Etcne.

The sails of the windmill harely
•t irred in the spring air and as I looked,

oiiugette and ('herry. Moll and Rose
caitue from the milking pan softly tink-
ling their hells as they passed.

In a little while. I knew. lights would
begin to glimmer in the village win-
dow\s. and smoke wotuld curl up fronl

1he low imud chimneys, a pleasing sign
oif supper to come. Our neighbor

across the way would soon gatlher in

her little flock from the troop of
n••rry, shoutingl children. and I found

myself speculating as to how many
titmes the cry of ".\Algele', Jacques. venez

dlone." would coitmei shrilly across the
pasture. before they would finally

yield to parental urging.
Miss Celestine Lagraize sat opposite

to me on the porch. Though conversa-
lion languished. it wvas evident that
Faith her this was not due to a contem-
p:ation of the scene. Picturesque it
was to me. but to her it was only one
of those dull realities which one ac-
cepts without thought and to which the
idea of beauty does not attach.

However. I could scarcely blame
her for this, or marvel at her lack of
artistic appreciation. She had been
]tre :;0 years. I not as many hours.

As my eyes traveled across miles of

prairie land with only a patch of stunt-
,ed china trees here and there marking

a homestead. I questioned whether. aft-
er awhile, the monotony of the place
might not produce a deadening effect
on my sensibilities also.

As I looked at her. I could scarcely
believe that in former years she had
been called "la belle ('elestine Le-
graize," butt so it was. 1My hostess had
told me but the evening before that
at one tinme Miss Celestine had been
the village belle. It was hard to
credit it.

True, her eyes were very large and
darl, hut their lyster was gone and
there was nothing left of her beauty.
After the manner of "Cajans,"as they
are called in that part of the world.
the had aged early.

The topics which we had in common
'were few, but Miss Celestine's social

call was something of long duration.
We had discussed flowers, chickens and
vegetable gardens until my brain re-
fused to give me another idea. The
shadows began to lengthen. and that
chill which marks the approach of
night became perceptible. Still Miss
('elstine lingered. I could not flatter
myself that it was because she had
found me overwhelmingly interesting.
I was aware that: it was a part of her
social etiquette (one handed down to
her for generations) to pay this pro-
tracted call. She would have thought
it lacking in courtesy if she had
brought her visit to a close sooner.

I knew that after awhile she would
rise with the time-worn excuse for not
remaining still longer. "Eh bien, je
im' ennuie pas mais il faut que je
m'en aille" (Well, I'm not bored, but I
inlst go).
How often in other days when en-

tertaining "Cajan" visitors had I re-
joiced in the fact that I was not
forced to confess my own feelings on
the subject. It would have been hard
to reconcile courtesy and candor!

lBy chance, in a search for ideas, I
mentioned l'ointe des Arbres, a thrir-
ing Louisiana town which I had vis-
ited in my rambles. 'o my surprise.
IlissCelestine suddenly became enthu-
siastic. ,'She leaned forward and an

lnexpccted color came into her sallow
face.

"Ah. that is a place where one
might live" she murmured.

I remembered Pointe des Arbres as
a little town thriving in a business
sense, buit hopelessly provincial. I re-
called how it aped city customs and
thus lost the charm it might have

possessed had, it clung to country
ways. The little Acadian hamlet was
at least picturesque. I could not say
as much for the town of larger
growth. Mis. Celestine anu I evidently
regarded it from a different angle of
vision.

'*Why. what is so nice about Pointe
des Arbres?" I asked with real in-
terest.

'"There are so many people there."
said Miss ('elestine. "aud there is the
levee to walk on, where one sees all
one's friends on Sunday afternoons.
Then there are balls in the spring of
the year--one is not dead' like here.

'erhaps," she added hesitatingly as
though she feared I might think her

boastful, "you do not. Mnow that my
brother Telesphore is a master me-
chanic in Pointe des Arbres. Yesl,"
she continued. "and he lives in the red

lhouse near the postofli0c."
1 remembered the place as a gaudy

little structure with a horrible pre-
tense at style. The flower beds were

primly defined by a border of blue and
red stakes about six inches high,
while two ferocious looking dogs

grinned at one from either side of the

steps. I had never been inside, but

in driving past. I had often wondered

if I might not decide with a reason-
able certainty that within on the par-
lor hearth rug the counterpart of

these dogs might be found in vivid

red on a background of blue! But it

was evident that to Miss Celestine's

mind this house represented all that
.as beautiful.

"I was never there but once.' she

said wistfully. "but some day I hope
I shall go back for a while. My
brother is married and has three chil-

dren." she said as I showed a beeom-
ing interest in the subject, "and my
sister-in-law wants me to come and

live with her."
"And will you do so?' I asked.
"But no." she replied. "Who would

take care of my mother? She is no
longer young."

The words were simple, but they

conveyed a world of love.

It was a pleasure to her, I could se,

to talk of her brother TelesphOr Sa

tt prosperity, With s.o itatttU o-

boasting, she dwelt with pride on his
house that had a hall down the cen-
ter (this seemed extraordinary to
her). More than that, her sister-in-
law kept a st rvant:

As I talked to Miss Celestine. I won
dered whether her dream would come
true, whethet she would ever go back
to that land of delight.

When at last I told her "good-by"
she had gained an interest for me.
I had met just another person with a
"Carcasonne."

It was three years later when I next
saw Miss (elestine. Her mother was
dead and she had come to live with
her brother's family.

Although I was only spending a few
days in 'ointe des Arbres, I intended
to look uip my old acqiuaintance, but
before I hadl timce to do so I met her
one morning as I was on my way to
the post oftice.

She was rolling a bhaby carriage
while two cress-lookiung children
tugged at her skirts and in voluble
French demanded her attention. She
was just inl front of the gaudy little
house-the door stood olen and I
caught a glimpse of the niuch-talked-
of hall, while I mentally decided that
Mine. Telesphore had now virtually
two servants!

It seemed to me that Miss 'elestine
looked much older than when 1 had
last seen her and gray threads were
beginning to show in her heavy black
hair. Her eyes had tired, (lark lines
beneath them as if she was often
weary, but had no time to indulge
in moments of repose.

I wondered if her "Carcasonne" had
been all that she dreamed it to be.
or if the present ever drifted away
and in thought she was back again
in the little Acadian hamlet tending
her flowers and chickens!

As we stood chatting on the brick
pavement, a buggy came rattling
down the street.

When one tarries awhi:e in P'ointt
des Arbres. one catches the spirit of
the place and looks with real interest
upon the most. trivial occurrences.
The affairs of one's neighbors there
possess an unparalleled importance;
thus I turned instinctively to catch
aglimpseofthe occupants of the buggy.

The man would have attracted at-
tention anywhere. With his deep-set
dark eyes and singularly classic fea-
tures, he seemed a type of the early
picturesque Acadian, and I could not
help thinking what a magnificent hero
(b Longfellow's poem "Evangeline" he
would have made.

I noticed little about the woman at
his side, except that she was of a
massive style of good looks and
seemed much overdressed.

"1Who is that man?" I asked Miss
Celestine, seeing that they had ex-
changed bows.

"That," she said. slowly, "is Achille
Rodrigue, and that is his wife with
him."

"Achille Rodrigute," I repeated to
myself. Why, that was the man I
had heard several people discussing
but the evening before as I sat on
the hotel porch. They seemed to be
much impressed by the fact that
after 13 years of unswerving devotion
to one woman, lie had startled every-
one by marrying a widow who had
long been keenly alive to the worldly
advantages of such a match.

No one seemed to know exactly why
he and his first love had never mar-
ried. Some one suggested that the
girl had sacrificed herself to the sel-
fishness of her mother, but whatever
it was. Achille Rodrigue had shown
a constancy which his associates at
first regarded with surprise. but aft-
erwards learned to accept as part of
his nature.
His marriage lately. therefore, oc-

casioned no small astonishment, and
there were many theories advanced
on the subject.

Theophile, the blacksmith, who
seemed to know Achille RIodrigue
better than the others did, asserted
loudly that Achille's great, strong
heart had been touched by the wid-
ow's open devotion to him and that
he had married her out of pity. per-
haps wishing to hiring into some
other life the brightness his own
lacked.

Apart from the speakers, sitting in
the gray dusk on the hotel porch, I
listened idly to the bits of conversa-
tion which floated to me on the even-
ing air. My thoughts drifted from
Aehille to the girl he had loved in
those other days. I wondere(d what
had been her fate. whether she had
married some one else, or whether
she still remembered. A mere specun-
lation on my part. since I never ex-
pected to see either Achille or his
first love!

"Yes." I said. recalling myself sud-
denly and turning to Miss C'elestine,
'"I have heard of Achille Rodrigue le-
fore." and all at once I regretted that
1 had ever inquired about him.

Miss Celestine was leaning down and
was lifting the baby from his car-
riage, arranging and rearranging the
pillows at his back.

Her face was so averted that I could
scarcely see it, hut there had stolen
over it an expression which made me
feel that I had ruthlessly lifted the
curtain from a human soul and dis-
closed depths which I had no right
to see.

Now I understood the glamour
which had been cast about the little
town. After all, the memories which
we treasure most are those which
are gilded with a brush of our own
romance. She had told me that April
afternoon as we sat on the porch to-
gether, she hoped she would go back
to that enchanted land. Now she had
returned-and it seemed to me that
since fate deals out her favors only
sparingly at best, she is sometimes
kinder in withholding altogether than
in fulfilling in part.-Detroit Free
Press.

Al Eeoaomlcanl Wife.

Wife-Karl. we ought not to spend

so much for our summer trip this

year. and I've thought of one way to
cut down expenses.
Husband-And what is that, my

dear?
"We won't ask the doctor this year

if I need the trip; that will save $5."-

Fliegende Blaet ter.

The progrea.sve larm Boy.
The average Maine youngster now

uses his bicyoi., says the Lewlsten

(Me.) Journal, even tQ d4*ve the cows

to pastui,

ON WHAT TO READ.

Talmage, the Noted Divine, Gives
Some Timely Suggestions.

T•e Greatest Bilessal of a Natiom Is
am Elevated Literature; Ita

Greatest Curse. am Im-
pure Literature.

[Copyright. 1•0O. by Louis Klopach.]
Washington,

Dr. Tamnage, who has been spending
a few days in St. Petersburg, sends
the folloswing report of a discourse
which will be helpful to those who
have an appetite for literature and
would like some rules to guide them
in the selection of books and newspa-
pers: Text, Acts 19:19: "Many of
them also which used curious arts
brought their* books together and
burned them before all men. and they
counted the price of them and found it
50.000 pieces of silver."

Paul had been stirring up Ephesus
with some lively sermons about the
sins of that place. Among the more im-
portant results was the fact that the
citizens brought out their bad books
and in a public place made a bonfire
of them. I see the people coming out
with their arms full of Ephesian lit-
erature and tossing it into the flames.
I hear an economist who is standing by
saying: "Stop this waste. Here are
$7.500 worth of books. Do you propose
to burn them all up? If you don't want
to read them yourselves, sell them and
let somebody else read them." "No,"
said the people; "if these books are
not good for us, they are not good for
anybody else, and we shall stand and
watch until the last leaf has burned
to ashes. They have done us a world
of harm, and they shall never do others
harm." Hear the flames crackle and
roar!

Well. my friends, one of the wants of
the cities is a great bonfire of bad
books and newspapers. We have
enough fuel to make a blaze 200 feet
high. Many of the publishing houses
would do well to throw into the blaze
their entire stock of goods. Bring
forth the insufferable trash and put it
into the fire and let it be known in the
presence of God and angels and men
that you are going to rid your homes
of the overtopping and underlying
curse of profligate literature.

The printing press is the mightiest
agency on earth for good and for evil.
The minister of the Gospel, standing
in a pulpit, has a responsible position.
but I do not think it is as responsible
as the position of an editor or a pub-
lisher. At what distant point of time.
at what far-cut cycle of eternity, will
cease the influence of a Henry J. Ray-
mond, or a Horace Greeley. or a James
Gordon Bennett. or a Watson Webb.
or an Erastus Brooks. or a Thomas
Kinsella? Take the overwhelming sta-
tistics of the circulation of the daily
and weekly newspapers and then
cipher if you can how far up and how
far down and how far out reach the
influences of the American printing
press.

What is to be the issue of all this? I
believe the Lord intends the printing
press to be the chief means for the
world's rescue and. evangelization, and
I think that the great last battle of
the world will not be fought with
swords and guns, but with types and
presses, a purified and Gospel litera-
ture triumphing over, trampling down
and crushing out forever that which
is depraved. The only way to overcome
uncTean literature is by scattering
abroad that which is healthful. May
God speed the cylinders of an honest,
Intelligent, aggressive, Christian print-
ing press.

I have to tell you that the greatest
blessing that ever came to the nations
is that of an elevated literature, and the
greatest scourge has been that of un-
clean literature. This last has its vic-
tims in all occupations and depart-
ments. It has helped to fill insane
asylums and penitentiaries and alms-
bouses and dens of shame. The bodies
of this infection lie in the hospitals and
in the graves, w-hile their souls are be-
ing tossed over into a lost eternity, an
avalanche of horror and despair! The
London plague was nothing to it. That
counted its victims by thousands, but
this modern pest has already shoveled
its millions into the charnel house of
the morally dead. The longest rail
train that ever ran over the tracks was
not long enough or large enough to
carry the beastliness and the putrefac-
tion which have been gathered up
in bad books and newspapers in the
last 20 years.

Now, it is amid such circumstances
that I put a question of overmastering
importance to you and your families.
What books and newspapers shall we
read? You see I group them together.
A newspaper in only a book in a swifter
and more portable shape, and the same
rules which will apply to book reading
will apply to newspaper reading. What
shall we read? Shall our minds be the
receptacle of everything that an au-
thnr hss a mind to write? 5hall therethor has a mind to write? Shall there
be no distinction between the tree of
life and the tree of death? Shall we
stoop down and drink out of the
trough which the wickedness of men
has filled with pollution and shame?
Shall we mire in impurity and chase
fantastic will-o'the-wisps across the
swamps, when we might walk in the
blooming gardens of God? -Oh, no!
For the sake of our present and ever-
lasting welfare we must make an intel-
ligent and Christian choice.

Standing as we do, chin deep in fic-
titious literature, the question that
young people are asking is: "Shall we
read novels?" I reply: There are nov-
els that are pure, good. Christian, ele-
vating to the heart and ennobling to
the life. But I still have further to say
that I believe that 75 out of the 100 nov-
els in this day are baleful and destruc-
tive to the last degree. A pure work of
Sction is history ano poetry combined.
It is a history of things around us witb
the licenses and the assumed names of

poetry. The world can never pay the
debt which it owes to such writers of
Action as hawthorne and McKenzie
and Land.n and Hunt and Arthur and
others whose names are familiar to all.
The follies of high life were never bet-
ter exposed than by Miss Edgeworth.
The memories of the past were never
more faithfully embalmed than in the
writings of Walter Scott. Cooper's
novelsarehealthfally redolent with the
breath of the seaweed anti the air of
the American forest. Charles Kings-
ley has smitted the morbidity of the
world sad led a grist msan to app•-

elate the poetry of sound health, strong
muscles and fresh air. Thackeray did
a grand work in caricaturing the pre-
tenders to gentility andl high blood.
Dickens has built his own monument in
his books, which are a plea for the
poor and the anathema of injustice,
and there are a score of novelistic pens
to-day doing mighty work for God and
righteousness.

Now, I say, books like these. read at
right times and read in right propor-
tion with other books, cannot help but
be ennobling and purifying: but, alas,
forthe loat hsome and impure literature
that has come in the shape of novels,
like a freshet overflowing all the banks
of decency and common sense! They
are coming from some of the most cele-
brated publishing houses. They are
coming with recom mendat lions of some
of our religious newspapers. They
lie on your center table to curse your
children and blast with their infernal
fires generations unborn. You find
these books in the desk of the school
mis•, in the trunk of the young man,
in the steamboat cabin , on the table
of the hotel reception-room. You see
a light in your child's room late at
night. You suddenly go in and say:
"What are you doing?" "I am read-
ing." "What are you reading?" "A
hook." You look at the book. It is a
bad book. "Where did you get it?" "I
borrowed it." Alas, there are always
those abroad who like to loan to your
son or daughter a bad book! Every-
where, everywhere, an unclean litera-
tude. I charge upon it the destruction
of 10,000 immortal souls. and I bid you
wake up to the magnitude of the evil.

I charge you in the first place to
stand aloof from all books that give
false pictures of life. Life is neither
a tragedy nor a farce. Men are not
all either knaves or heroes. Women
are neither angels nor furies. And yet
if you depended upon much of the lit-
erature of the day you would get the
idea that life, instead of being some-
thing earnest, something practical, is
a fitful and fantastic and extrava-
gant thing. How poorly prepared are
that young man and woman for the
duties of to-day who spent last night
wading through brilliant passages de-
scriptive of magnificent knavery and
wickedness! The man will be looking
all day long for his heroine in the of-
fice, by the forge, in the factory, in
the counting room, and he will not
find her, and he will be dissatisfied.
A man v-ho gives himself up to the in-
discriminate reading of novels will be
nerveless, inane and a nuisance. liHe
will be fit neither for the store, nor
the shop nor the field. A woman who
gives herself up to the indiscriminate
reading of novels wifi be unfitted for
the duties of wife, mother, sister,
daughter. There she is, hair dishev-
eled, countenance vacant, cheeks pale,
hands trembling, bursting into tears
at midnight over the fate of some un-
fortunate lover: In the daytime, when
she ought to be busy, staring by the
half hour at nothing biting her fin-
ger nails into the quick. The carpet
that was plain before will be plainer
after having wandered through a ro-
mance all night long in tessellated
halls of castles. And your industrious
companion will be more unattractive
than ever. now that yon have walked
in the romance through parks with
plumed princesses or lounged in the
arbor with the polished desperado.
Oh, these confirmed novel readers!
They are unfitted for this life, which
is a tremendous discipline. They
know not how to go through the fur-
naces of trial through which they
must pass. and they are unfitted for
a world where everything we gain we
achieve by hard and long continued
work.

Again, abstain from all those books
which; while they have some good
things, have also an admixture of
evil. You have read books that had
two elements in them-the good and
the bad. Which stuck to you? The
bad! The heart of most people is
like a sieve, which lets the small par-
ticles of gold fall through, but keeps
the great cinders. Once in awhile
there is a mind like a loadstone which,
plunged amid steel and brass filings,
gathers up the steel and repels the
brass. But it is generally exactly the
opposite. If you attempt to plunge
through a hedge of burs to get one
blackberry, you will get more burs
than backoerries. You cannot afford
to read a bad book. however good you
are. You say: "The influence is in-
significant." I tell you that the
scratch of a pin has sometimes pro-
duced' lockjaw. Alas. if through cu-
riosity. as many do, you pry into an
evil book. your curiosity is as danger-
ous as that of the man who would
take a torch into a gunpowder mill
merely to see whether it would really
blow up or not.

In a menagerie in Aew ] ork a man
put his arm through the bars of a
black leopard's cage. The animal's
hide looked so sleek and bright and
beautiful. He just stroked it once.
The monster seized him, and he drew
forth a hand torn and mangled and
bleeding. Oh, touch not evil. even
with the faintest stroke! Though it
may be glossy and beautiful, touch it
not, lest you pull forth your soul torn
and bleeding from the clutch of the
leopard. "But." you say, "how can I
find out whether a book is good or
bad without reading it ?" There is al-
ways something suspicious about a
bad book. I never knew an exception
-something suspicious in the index or
style of illustration. This venomous
reptile always carries a warning
rattle.

Again,.I charge you to stand off
from all those books which corrupt
the imagination and inflame the pas-
dIons. I do nmt refer now to tl--t
kind of book which the villain has
under his coat waiting for the school
to get out, :uId :thn, looking both
ways to see that there is no police-
man around the block. offers th-' book
to your son on l.:s way home. I do
not speak of that kind of lite-a;ure,
but that wh;ih evades the laws a:nd
comes out in polished style, an.l with
acute plot sounds the tocsin that
rouses up all the baser passion:s of
the soul. To-day, under the nostrils
of the people, there is a fetid, reek-
ing, unwashed literature, eno'gh to
poison all the fountains of public vir-
tue and smite your sons and daugh.
ters as with the wing of a destr-oying
angel, and it is time that the minis-
ters of the Gospel blew the trumpet
and rallied the forces of righteous-
ness, all armed to this great battle
against a depraved literature.

Aganl, abstain from those books

wbob are apoloptfs o crme. It i.

a sad thing that some of the best and
most beautiful bookbindery andwl some
of the finest rhetorie have been
brought to make sin attractive. Vice
is a horrible thing anyhow. it is
born in shame, and it dies howling
in the darkness. In this world it is
scourged with a whip of scorpions,
but afterward the thunders of God's
wrath pursue it across a boundless
desert, beating it with ruin and woe.
When you come to paint carnality.
do not paint it as looking from behind
embroidered curtains or through lat-
tice of royal seraglio, but as writhing
in the agonies of a city hospital.
Cursed be the books that try to make
impurities decent and crime attractive
and hypocrisy noble! Cursed be the
books that swarm with libertines and
desperadoes, who make the brain of
the young people whirl with vil-
lainy! Ye authors who write them,
ye publishers who print them, ye
booksellers who distribute them, shall
be cut to pieces, if not by an aroused
community, then at last by the bail

of Divine vengeance, which shall sweep
to the lowest pit of perdition all ye
murderers of souls. I tell you,
though you may escape in this world,
you will be ground at last under the
hoof of eternal calamities, and you
will be chained to the rock, and you
will have the vultures of despair
clawing at your soul, and those whom
you have destroyed will come around
to torment you, and to pour hotter
coals of fury upon your head, and re-
joice eternally in the outcry of your
pain, and the howl of your damna-
tion. "God shall wound the hairy
scalp of him that goeth on in his
trespasses."

The clock strikes midnight. A fair
form bends over a romance. The
eyes flash fire. The breath is quick
and irregular. Occasionally the color
dashes to the cheek and then dies out.
The hands tremble as though a guar-
dian spit it were trying to shake the
deadly book out of the grasp. Hot
tears fall. She laughs with a shrill
voice that drops dead at its own
sound. The sweat on her brow is the

spray dashed up from the river of
death. The clock strikes four, and
the rosy dawn soon after begins to
look through the lattice upon the
pale form that looks like a detained
specter of the night. Soon in a mad-
house she will mistake her ringlets
for curling serpents and thrust her
white hand through 'the bars of the
prison and smite her head, rubbing
it back as though to push the scalp
from the skull, shrieking: "My
brain! My brain!" Oh, stand off
from that! Why will you go sound-
ing your way amid the reefs when
there is such a vat ocean in which
you may voyage, all sail set?

Much of the impure pictorial liter-
ature is most tremendous for ruin.
There is no one who can like good
pictures better than I do. The quick-
est and most condensed way of im-
pressing the public mind is by pic-
ture. What the painter does by his
brush for a few favorites, the en-
graver does by his knife for the mil-
lion. What the author accomplishes
by 50 pages the artist does by a flasoy.
The best part of a painting-that coats
$10,000 you may buy for ten cents.
Fine paintings belong to the aris-
tocracy of art. Engravings belong to
the democracy of art. You do well
to gather good pictures in your
homes.

But what shall I say of the prostitu-
tion of art to the pu-poses of iniquity?
These death warrants of the soul are at
every street corner. They smite the
vision of the young man with pollu-
tion. Many a young man buying acopy
has bought his eternal discomfiture.
There may be enough poison in one bad

picture to poison one soul and that
soul may poison ten. and ten fifty, and
fifty hundreds and the hundreds thou-
sands,. until nothing but the measuring
line of eternity can tell the height and
depth and ghastliness and horror of
the great undoing. The work of death
that the wicked author does in a whole
book the bad engraver may do on a
half side of a pictorial. Under the
guise of pure mirth the young man
buys one of these sheets. He unrolls it
before his comrades amid roars of
laughter, but long after the paper is
gone the result may, perhaps, be seen
in the blasted imaginations of those
who ~eaw it. The queen of death holds a
banquet every night, and these period-
icals are the invitation to her guests.

Young man, buy not this moral
strychnine for your soul! Pick not up
this nest of coiled adders for your
pocket! Patronize no news stand that
keeps them. Have your room bright
with good engravings, but for these
outrageous pictures have not one wall,
not one bureau, not one pocket. A man
is no better than the picture he loves
to look at. If your eyes are not pure
your heart cannot be. At the news-
stand one can guess the character of
man by the kind of pictorial he pur-
chases. When the devil fails to get a
man to read a bad book, he sometimes
succeeds in getting him to look at a
bad picture. When Satan goes a-fish-
ing he does not care whether it is a
long line or a short line, if he only

Sraws his victim in. Beware of lasciv-
ious pictoria.s. young man, in the
name of Almighty God, I charge you.

Cherish good books and newspapers.
Beware of bad ones. The assassin of
Lord Russell declared that he was led
into crime by reading one vivid ro-
mance. The consecrated John Angell
James, than whom England never pro-
ouced a better man, declared in his old
age that he had never yet got over the
evil effects of having for 15 minutes
once read a bad book. But I need not
go so far off. I cauld tell you of a com-
rade who was great hearted, noble and
generous. He was studying for an hon-

orable profession. but he had an infidel
book in his trunk, and he said to me
one day: "De Witt, would you like to
read it'?" I said: "Yes, I would." I
took the book and read it only for a
few minutes. I was really startled
with what I saw there, and I handed
the book back to him and said: "You
had better destroy that book." No, he
kept it. He read it. He reread it.
After awhile he gave up religion as a
myth. He gave up God as a nonentity.
He gave up the Bible as a fable. He
gave up the church of Christ as a use-
less institution. He gave up good mor-
als as being unnecessarily stringent.
I have heard of him but twice in many
years. Thetinebefore thelastlheardof
him he was a confirmed inebriate. The
last I heard of him he was coming out
of an insane asylum-in body, mind and
soul an awful wreck. I believe that one
ls 4s* book kl4 bh for wo world.

FARMERAND PLANTER
HORSE AND MULE OUTLOOK.

Demand fot War p•rposes Ilsa

Largtely Ekhameed the V'alao

of the Animals.

Horses In the Chicago warket have

Iciereased from 75 to 100 per cent. in

salue since this time last year, and

the same is true of mules: for the

buying for army supplies of transpmr-
tnticn stock hat made the supply of

these useful animals short, and so rn-

banced the value.
Dealers recently interviewe'd by the

Philadelphiat Times gave the follow-

ing reasons for the advance in prices:
'first, the large purchases of h.orses

and mules for ese in the Philippines,

Cuba and Porto Rico by the 'nited

States government. Second, the large

shipments to South Africa. Third, that

h.orses are again popular among the

richer class of persons in this coun-

try. Fourth, that there has been a

great revival of Interest in trotting and
running racing. The sales of horses

were double those of last Mav.

It was also stated that the United

Flates and Great Britain Iad pur-

ch--sed 1S7.500 horses and mules in Mis-

souri, Texas, Kentucky and Tennessee,

and the other horse breeding states

during the past three years, at an av-

crage of $115 each. This would make a

total of $21,462,500, the largest amount

ever paid for horses and mules in the

same time in the history of the coun-

try. Except in thoroughbred running
hlorses and animals not suitable for

military purposes, these states have

practically been cleaned out of salable

horses.
The United States is still purehasing

horses for the Philippines, which are

being shipped by way of San Fran-

cisco and Vancouver to Manila. The

sales to former bicycle enthusiasts are

said to have doubled.
Two or three years ago light drav:ght

and ordinary carriage horses sold from

$40 to $100 each. Trotters, saddlers,
coachers and medium draught horses

sold from $50 to $123. Thoroughbred

trotters, saddle horses and other i.ne

animals, when they could be sold at lil,

brought only front $100 to $500, ex-
cept in long pedigree strains. The

prices are double and triple these tlg-
sres to-day. Cab, carriage, light

draught, saddle and trotting horses

have become scarce, because they are

most needed for cavalry, mounted in-
fantry and field artillery. Coach and

medium and heavy draught animals
have been put into the artillery, army
transportation and into the hospital

corps. Tile mules have gone into the

army transportation service with the

draught horses. Most of those from

Kentucky, Missouri and Texas are now

packing loads on tha ir backs or drag-

ging wagons, or among the Kopjes of

South Africa.
As nearly five years will be required

to replace the horses that have al-

e-ady been sent to foreign countries,
and even longer to replace those that

are going during the next year, h'.rse
breeding hps a reason for its present

boom. Money is again being invested
in the business of horse breeding, anud

there is every prospect that t will pay

good interest, while the man who has

Stuck to the business during the bad

years is at last the recipient of the

reward he so richly deserves. The
noral of the whole story is that farm-
ers should breed every brood mare in
the country to a pure-bred sta:ioun,

fitted to produce when so mated a foal

that will have a specilic purpose. and

can not fail to return a remuner.tive

price when of marketable age.-F:arm-
er's Review.

INDUSTRIAL EDUCATION.

Eseerpt From an Address by Gov.

Geo. T. Jester Beftere the Tes-
as Farmsers' Congress.

If Texas becomes a great industrial
state, it must be brought about by
education from the school, the plat-
form and the press. In all countries
whl:ere the manufacuurmng industry
prevails, the government has aided by
establishing and maintaining indus-
trial schools; thus the influence and
dignity of the state is emphasized as
to the importance and necessity of a
thorough educational training in the
agricultural and mechanical industries.
" There is an old German maxim.
"That which you would have appear
in the nation, teach in yoI-lr public
tehools." It has been verilled in Eu-
rope and the New England states.
where the government has appropri-
ated liberally of the public revenue,
in establishing and maintaining agri-
cultural, textile and other mechanical
schools and coleges; and wherever a
state has manifested this interest,
thousands of young men have availed
tl.emselves of the opportunity to be-
cc me thoro.gh and efficient. Through-
out the southern states, mo.st of the
industrial plants are superintended by
these men.

When Texas manifests the same in-
tcrest in the industrial pursuits as
thcse I have mentioned, there will be
more yourg men seeking industrial
education and fewer will feel that
they have a special talent, and call to
the professions. It is now necessary
to rend out the state for superintend-
ents for our industrial institutions;
but we hare yet to hear of a coin-
mnunity that found it necessary to im-
port lawyers. doctors and members
of other professions, which are crowd-
ed.

Among the educational institutions
of our state, none occupy a mnore i.n-

portant and prominent position for
s:efulness, especially at this time,

than the agricultural and mechanical
college. The good work ow its able
faculty is manifest, and will become
more apparent as the years go by.

1 trust the day is not far distant
when a textile and other ;ndustrial
sihocls will be added to the agricul-
tural and mechanical college, and that
it will increase the good work of pre-
pairing the young men of the state
for industrial pursuits. If it becomes
necessary to refuse to receive young
men for want of room. let it not be
those who are seeking an industrial
education as inmplied in the name of
agricultural and mechanical college.

While T-.xas stands first among the
wIatis of the world in the production
of cotton, we also occupy a like curs.
ble loelgo Il the u!aPukerte of cut-

teo seed, and of the 340 cotton seed-
jil mills In the United States, our state

has fully one-third of them. These
industrial plants are owned and oper-
atea largely by home people, many of
the producers of cotton owning stock. t
The cotton seed hulls and meal are
L.rgely used in feeding the 400.000 head
of eattre, fed annually for market. Add
the cil and other products shipped
throughout Europe and the east, and a I
rich revenue is derived from a product ]
that not many years ago was con- a
paratively useless. It is hard to esti-
mate the great benefit our people de-
rive from this industry, which is grad-

ally on the increase.-Tex-as Farm
and Ranch.

large and SmaIll Reas as sltters.
Isi ing in mind the idea that a good t

many autlmn chickens will be
hatched, the question of large and

small hen3 as sitters is not unseasna-
ole.

While it is a fact, I believe, based on
experience and observation, that a

small hen usually hatches more chick-
ens from a sitting of eggs than a

large hen, from an equal number, yet
it does not follow that large hens. as

sitters, should be condemned. Rather
investigate the way they are set and
see if the system should not be con-
demned first.

A large hen must have a large nest,
in order to get good results from her

eggs, ctherwise more or less breakage,
bad odor, and consequent bad hatch I
will result. Her nest should not be c
deer, nor too shallow, either. It must a
be wide and shallow, to allow the large
lhen plenty of room in which to turn
.bout and move her feet; otherwise she I
will, by her heavy weight. crush some
of the thinnest shelled eggs. t

In hot weather the hens often half f
stand over their eggs in order to cool

them, and push them out to one sid,l, t
too, during the hottest part of the day. I
This is another reason why tle sitter, I
whether large or small, shoul1, at this
reason, have ample space in her nest. c

Get the chicks from the shell, then a
crop the hen in a shady plat-e, where i
the chicks ean range about a good deal, d
and they will thrive during the autumn t
as well as in the spring-time.-Farm e
and Blanch. t

ii
Will We Starve m 131?it

A magazine writer after making I.
what be claims to be careful estimates a
of the increase in the world's popula-
tion, and of the available land for til- a
lage,predicts that the supply of cereals r
will be inadequate to the world's re-
quirements after the year 1931. It will
then be necessary, he says, for chem-
ists to produce some form of nitro-
genous food; otherwise starvation will
stare us in the face. In arriving at
this conclusion no allowance appears
to have been made for the decreased
demand for cereals that will follow thQ
extinction of the horse, predicted by I
our automobile enthusiasts and farm-
ing-by-electricity prophets. According
to these the horse will have passed in-
to oblivion long ere 1931, leaving his
share of the corn and oats available for
the table. With this feature duly con-
sidered we think the scientific chap
may consistently amend his prophecy
by setting the time a few years
further off. It will be no less general-
ly believed.-Farm Implement News.

Waste lredueets.

One of the great wastes of Ameri-
can agriculture 20 years ago was cot- I
ton seed. Aside from what little was
needed for starting a new crop, the
greater proportion was not only a
sheer waste, but it was a burden and
an expense to the planter. Rotting In I
heaps and spreading as a fertilizer was
th'. most common method of disposing
of the then surplus seed. To-day this t
surplus is in good demand at the oil
mills, and its sale adds no little to the t
sum total of the cotton-planter's in- I
come. Besides oil, various useful, and I
in a measure, indispensable by-prod-,
acts are derived from this once waste a
material. Another great waste at the I

present time on western farms is flaxn c
straw, hundreds of thousands of tons a

going to waste every year. There has I
been also a great waste in the fiber 3
and pith of the corn plant, but that t

day is happily drawing to a close.- I
Farmers' Advocate. I

HERB AND THERE.

-A tenant fanner near East er- i
nard, Colorado county, Tex., makes a i
specialty of sorghum hay, shipping his a
;prduct to Houston. His average crop i
for four years has been six tons per 1
acre, and the average price $8.60. [

-The Grout bill, providing for a tax i
of 10 cents per pound onoleomargarine I
colored in imitation of butter, will be |

voted upon December 6, next, by the l
house. Over 200 of the 356 congress-
men are said to favor its passage.

-It was the Ben Davis that won the I
first prize for Missouri fruit at Paris
and the "big red apple" is said to be
creating great enthusiasm among Eu-
ropean horticulturists, who rave over
its generous dimensions and lurid col.
oring.

-The Southern Cultivator callstime-
lv attention to the value of wheat and
cat straw. It says: "If promptly
baled and kept bright they bring a air
I.rice, and if run through a shreddler
with corn stalks, or mixed with pea
.ines, they are about as good as any
Lay."

-From 400 to 700 persons are being
served daily, with free corn dishes at
the American corn kitchen, which las
excited such great interest at the Paris
show, that the newspapers have tal en
it up and are developing therefror a
popular fad.

-An exchange recommends aprles
as a cure, when a cow "holds up" milk,
but says not to give them to her at
any other time. This is a better rem-
edy than kicking her in the ribs or
smashing the stool over her head, but
we still doubt its efficacy.

-- Dr. Law, the New lork veterina-
rian, says cow-pox does not reatlily
spread from herdtoherdunlcksthrough
an infected animal, or a milker, who
attends both herds. It does not us-
ually spread from animal to animal
of the same herd, except fromr the
hands of the milker.

-- The Northwest Farmer says cows
should be kept by themselves and giv-
en the best pasture. When they are
runaning on the same pasture with
horwss, sheep and pigs, they don't have
a fair chance; the dry stoct, monopo-
lise all the nice, fresh bites, sq qsar
ri to a good ow at milk

PERSONAL AND LITERARY.

Since his recent ill:ness Prof. Max
Muller, for the first time in his life.
has taken to reading novels. "The old

brvels are good," he says, "but mod-
ern fiction is poor stuff."

Charlotte Bronte's widower, Rev.
Arthur B. Nichols, is now over 80 years
of age, and sgends most of his time
in attending to his land business at
Banagher, Ireland. Though married
again, he always observes the anniver.
saries of his first wife's birth and death.

President .McKinley made his first
visit to Washington, on his bridal tour,
in 1•71. Before he was married he
wrote to Congressmtan Ambler, who
represented the district in which Can-
ton is located, for information about
the hotels and asking him to make the
accessary arrangements.
The (;erman historian and novelist

G istav Freytag declared shortly before
his death that the trouble with (;er-
many was that through the death
of Kaiser Friedrich the generation that
bad grown up with him was deprived
of the realization of its ideas in favor
of the young generation represented
by the present emperor.

In 1s91 there was printed in St. Pe-
tersburg a book containing interviews
with many prominent persons on the
position of Jews in Riussia. The au-
thorities interfered and apparently
every copy was dlestroyed. One, how-
ever. found its way to Berlin. It has
been translated into t;erman, and the
original presented to the British mu-
seum.

Miss Bessie Wetmore Hunter, the
young society woman at Newport who
has announced her intention of going
on the stage. repudiates the notion
that her purpose is to teach the pro-
fess'on how to dress correctly In so-
ciety plays. On the contrary, she says
that actresses in such work are fault-
lessly dressed and frequently serve as
models for society.

Mrs. Edward F. (roker. wife of the
chief of the fire department of New
York. is as much interested in the fight-
ins of fire as her husband. She has
drilled her entire household in what
to do in case of fire and the advises
every housekeeper to do the same
thing. She has instructed everyone
in her home. servants, children and all,
in a simple line of action, and particu-
larly how to send in an alarm from
a fire box. She considers it the duty
of everyone to know hovrto do this
and no one can say thit she is not
right.

MANRIA FOR WILL-MAKING.MARIA FOR WILL-MAKING.

A Well-to-Do Woman Who Wished
to Exelle Cupdlity anm

Proet by It.

"Several years ago," said a New Or-
leans lawyer, chatting about queer ex-
periences in his profession, to a New
Orleans Times-Democrat man, "a wom-
an died in this city who, to my certain
knowledge, had made at least 25 differ-
ent wills. Of course there are people in
the world who have a mania for will-
making, just as there are manias in
other directions, but there was a dis-
tinct method in this woman's madness.
She made her numerous wills for the
deliberate purpose of exciting cupidity,
and then profiting by it, and, if the
true story of the curious complications
growing out of that policy could be
written, it would form an astonishing
chronicle of greed and duplicity. To
begin with she had a couple of pieces of
improved property worth perhaps
$6.000. and a lot of personal belongings
which were mere junk and rubbish, but
which she valued at a fabulous figure.
Between the two she was reputed to be
worth from $50,000 to $60,000, and there
was much jealousy as to the prospec-
tire succession among a lot of distant
relatives. The old woman's plan was
to take up her quarters with some par-
ticular set of her kin. and make a will
In their favor. Neealess to say, she
would be treated with every consider-
ation, but she was very irascible and
invariably got into a quarrel in the
course of a few months, and moved
somewhere else, where the same pro-
gramme was repeated. She spent
years in migrations of that sort, going
the rounds of her relatives several
times, and camping temporarily with
numerous personal friends. When she
finally died it was found that her last
authentic will left the coveted proper-
ty to a niece who had shown her
scarcely any attention at all, and the
wail of rage and disappointment that
arose was something simply terrific. I
dare say she engendered more family
bitterness when she was alive, precip-
Itated more rows and was instrumental
in causing a greater q mber of people
to stop speaking when they passed by
than any other one person in the par-
ish. This was an extreme cause, but it
was by no means unign . Almost every
lawyer in town who has blarge general
practice could cite instances where ju-
dicious will-mauing has kept old age
surrounded by affectionate solicitude."

Sulphur the Momuitoe' PFoe.

One of our readers informs us that,
having seen a statement of some Eng-
lish medical journal to the effect
that sulphur, taken internalay, would
protect a person against flea bites, it
occurred to him to try it as a preven-
tive of mosquito bites. According-
ly he began taking effervescing tab-
lets of tartarlithine and sulphur, four
daily. He provided himself with sever-
al lively mosquitoes, and, having put
them in a wide-mouthed bottle, in-
verted the bottle and pressed its
mouth upon his bare arm. The mos-
quitoes settled on his skin, but showed
no inclination to bite him. If this
gentleman's experience should be
borne out by further trials it might
be well for persons who are particu-
larly sensitive to mosquito bites to
take a course of sulphur during the
mosquito season, especially in view of
the growing opinion that the mos-
quito is the common vehicle of the
plasmodium malariae.-Medical Jour-
nal.

Japanese Art.
Japanese art, according to Mr. Al-

fred East, is "great in small things,
but small in great things." Among
other things, it has never succeeded in
successfully transferring to canvas
the "human form divine."--Cbicag
Times-Herald.
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