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00D EVENING, Joun!” said a big,
athletic young man, appearing in
ihe entrance to the box,

_A_ girl with a dream-centered face,
®itting in the chair nearest 1he door,
looked up slowly and servenely, but the
f\mefican Beauty she held swayed on
its stem. The man seated himself be-
&llde hier and gazed longingly into her
beautiful By es,

“It seems a very long time since I
.llave seen you, Joan. You have been
1ot at home' every time 1 have called
within the last fortnight,” he said,
regretfully,

Joan's eyelids lowered, and she
Taised the rose as a screen to her
face,

“ “But, Mr. Waldane.,” she replied,

You told me when 1last saw you that
¥ou were expecling your father home
from his travels, Having been sepa-
rated from Lim so long, [ unaturally
thought you wonld wish to devote all
Jour titne 1o him.”

A half sigh and an entire smile ae-
companied his reply.

“You would never have thought that
—not for one moment- had youknown
my Zather. I Jove the frivolities of
life, the world, the flesh and the devil,
as you know. 1o you think, then, that
I could find any companionship in the
society of a man whose life is devoted
exclusively to the cold pursuit of seci-
ence.  His travels are ended. e has
come home to stay—and-——to experi-
ment! (mr home will now be a la-
boratory—a place of bugs and bot-
tles!™

There was sueh absurd despair in his
Yoice that Joan lnughed.

Joan’s laugh was rare-—so was Joan.
The man loved the Iaugh—and Joan,

“Why don’t you induce him to mar-
ry?" she usked, after a pausc. “Then
he would choose another home—or you
would.”

“Marry!" he ejaculated. Think of
the fate of his wife! He would doubt-
less label her ‘wife,” place her among
his specimens and—forget her! 1le
is a hermit. Sees no oue, but shuts
himself up to study and experiment.”

Joan was silent. She lovked aeross
into the box opposite and appeared to
be g0 absorbed in her contemplation
of the vecupants, that Waldane asked,
curiously:

*Whao is it youn find so interesting?”

He leaned forward ihat he might
gee, for the box was just out of his
range of vision. Ehe motioned him
back.

*0Omnly Mrs. Phillips. Youn have seen
her often encugh.”

“*Too often. A litile widow who
flirts. 1 have mo use for her type.”

“Tell me,” sald Joan, softly, after
a little silence, “some more of your
father. I am interested in what you
eaid of him. Deeeribe his personal
mppearance,”

*“(h, he is good-looking, T suppose.
Tall, not elderly-looking, wavy hair,
but slightly tinged with gray, wears
glasses. He is of the pale, interesting
gort, not big and beefy, like me. How
did he ever come to have such an of-
ike-earth, earthy, progeny as 1"

Joan made no attempt to solvethis
weighty problem. Ier expression be-
came half-amused, half-abstracted.

The orchestra was playing its loud<
est. The other two occupants of the
box were in the froct chairs absorbed
in each other.

Suddenly Waldane said in a Jlow,
strained tone, “Why won’t you marry
my father?”

Surprise and other emotions held
Joan paralyzed.in motion and speech
for a moment. Then she turned and
looked into his eyes staring miserably
and hopelessly into hers.

“Mr, Waldane,” she said coldly, “1
am at a loss—"

“0h, yes, I know all you would say.
When I told you of him and how he
would treat a wife, 1 was judging from
my own little measure. Just now in
describing his looke to you, it ccearred
to me how he might appear from a
woman's standpoint—a woman, intelli-
gent, refined and scholarly—like you!

Yau've been awfully good to me. Don’t
ihink I haven’t felt how condeseencicg
it was in you to waste time on guch an
idint as 1! I have been misled by jour
friendliness, I've known that you al-
wiys missed something in our friend-
<hip and in me, and that there musi
be times when only your kindness kept
vou from showing how bored you were.
My father is not old. You would ad-
mire his great intelleet. You would be
interested in his scientific researches.”

If Joan had ever had any ambitions
in a labratorical direction, she did not
admit the fact now, She seemed lost
in reflection.

“Perhaps your father might not be
inclined,” she eaid musingly.

“Oh, my father!” exclaimed Wal-
dane, “How could he or any other man
wish anything else after he had seen
and known you? My father is a recluse
and knows nothing of women or so-
ciety. I will tell him of you to-night
and ask him to come with me to cail.
When onee you have mat—"

Again Joan's eyes scught the oppo-
gite box where Mrs. Phillip’s eyes and
fan rose and fell in bewitching lan-
guishments,

“Mr. Waldane,” usked Joan gravely
and medilatively, “What quality is it
¥ou sce in me that yon would desire
in a stepmother?”

“A stepmother, Joan!™ he faltered.

“Yes, I econelude the idea of my mar-
rying your father i= a new one to you
since you seem so startled at the re-

“YOU HIE GIIEAT

WOULD ADMIRE
INTELLECT."

lationship the allinnee would involve
hetween you and T. It is not unusual,
T believe, for a man to ask a girl whom
he admires to be his sister, but his
stepmother!”

“Don’t, Joan!™ he murmured. “I
know T am a fool. Ihnve proved it to
you always.”

“Tell me,” said Joan curiously. “how
you will deseribe me to your father
when you seek {o arouse his interest
in me?”

“How will T deseribe you? T will tell
him you are the most heautiful woman
in the waorld; that there is nome so
grand, so good or so noble; that you
are s0 far above other women that a
eommon man would not dare to ask
yon-—that only o man famous and one
who seorned the inane, shallow women
of society could hope—"

Joan's eyes were chining trium-
phantly and mirthfully. She leaned
toward him and touched his arm.

“Bend forward and Jook! In Mrs.
Phillips’ box!™

Wonderingly he obeyved. Bending
over the frivolous little widow with an
air of intense de\\'ntiun he saw his
father!

“My father!™ he ejaculated.

The blankness of Waldane's countes
nance concealed for a moment the
state of his feelings. Then intense
chagrin and the knowledge that he had
made himself appear ridiculous caused
him to rise amd walk to the farthest
corner of the box,

e dreaded her mirth, but there was
no mirth in her voice when she Tollow-
ed him and said softly:

“Tom, your father in his travels has
evidently stndied women not altogeth-
er from books and specimens. I even
believe him ta be more worldly wise
than his san. Should you make to him
that little speech you had in mind, he
would, T am sure, respond by quoting
the old adage that *Love goes where
it i= =ent.’ and telling ¥ou that a woman
doesn’t love a man for hisattainmernis.
Tom, rince your father seemingly has

other plans, why should not his son ad-
just his thoughts from a siep-
mother—"

He opened the door and drew her be-
iween it and the curtain,

“Joan, you ean’t mean it! 1 am =o
dull—so commonplnce—Joan, I am a
terrible bungler—but T love you!”

She looked at him with half laughing,
half tearful eyes. “Tom, you are a ter-
rible bungler, but—1I love you!”

IN MAY.

When grosbenks show a damask rose
Amid the cherry blossoms whiie,
‘And early robins' nesis dizclose
To loving eyes a joyous sight,

MWhen columbines like living coals
Are gleaming 'galnst the lichened rocks,
‘And at the foot of mossy boles
Are voung anemanes In focks;

S hen ginger-root beneath twin leaves
Conceals its dusky floral bell,

‘And showy archid shyly wesves
In humld nook fts fragrant spell;

M hen dandeilon’s coin of gald
Ancw is minted on the lawn,
sAnd maple trees thelr tringe unfold,
While warblers storm the groves at dawn;

MWhen these and more grost eve and ear.
Then =zirike thy tusks and come away;
3t s the joy-month of the yvear,
And onward sweeps the tide of May,
—Johin Burroughs, in the Century.

CALLED IT «BORE WAR.”

The Woeful Experieunce of 2 Famous |

war Correspendent In the
sSoulh African Struggle.

fThe late Julian Ralph, one of the
best-known reporters and war corre-

-Humdcnt:-:, began his career us i copy

holder in a l;riuling oftice, thence
passed into the office of a weekly news-
paper as a printer’s npprcnl_icu. and
afterward formed a connection with
the New York Sun. Of his experience
as a war correspondent,  Mr, Ralph
wrote, in May, 1900:

“Pattered externally, disordered in-
gide, unuble to digest food for woeeks,
pursing bruises and ailmen
dozen at onee, T look upon this wur as
having ill-repaidt me for the kindiy

and jubilant tone in vhich T have dealt |

with it. And oh, how sick of it Iam!

How geadly, unutterably sick 1 am of

it!

“The long months of =and dist and |
kard faring under Methuen took from

i half-

me & stomach which an nstrich would
have envied, and exchanged for it a
second-hand, worn-out apparatus
which {urns wpside down at the ap-
prouch of any fuod except diluted milk.
A piece of Boer shell which hit me on
the chest made me faing and weary for
many days, and then o novel method
of alighting from a Cupe cart into a
trench, with the cart on top of me, left
mwe onc-legged for five wecks, after
which I found myself with a low elass,
no-aceount. limb, in which 1 have no
confidence. :

“Upon my revovering this inferior
' and makeshift other leg. my horse shot
me into a wire fence, which tore both
Larms into shreds, painted one thigh
like an omelet and the other like g
South African sunset. and left me an
interual fracture which [ must keep
as a perpetnal souvenir of what we are
are all beginning to speak of as the
Tore war.'

“Try toimagine the spirits of a man
who finds himself thus gradually
changing into an exhibit for a medical
museum, and you hegin to obtain a
glimpse of the fatigue with which I
now view this war”

Soeiety women in New Orleans have
ll]g‘;_"'ll'l] a movement 1o have the sireet
| ratlway company put on palaece cars
| for their convenience and comfort.
They say they cannot ride in the pres-
ent cats when they are inafternoon or
evening dress ns the cars aredirty and
ihere iz no teiling who their seatmate
may be. They donot mind paying ex:
tra fares for the vse of exclusive cars,

AMigs Minnie Bronson, of 5t. Paul,
_i'\\‘hu wis superintendent of the liberal
arts department of the Pun-American
| exposition, has been appainted super-
intendent of primary and secondary
| education at the 8t Lonis exposition.

‘Beauties of 01d Age Likened Unto

CHRISTIAN RIPENESS.

Ripe Corn in the Ear.

Serman by the Rey. Wm. E. Thompson of
ihe First Methodist Charch,
Mewmphis, Tenn.

Text.. - Theu shall come 10 thy grave ina
fuil age. like 89 a shock of corn cometh in in his
seaxon, ' —Job. 5:26.

The age of these words we ean-
not teil. They were uttered before
the birth of Moses; before the golden
age of Grecee; before the princely son
of Amoz rolled from his poetic lyre
the melodious music of the Maessi-
ah's peaceful reign. They are the
words of a man royally endowed. He
had the gift of an inspiration and
the grace of generosity, His wonder-
ful poem, full of rhythm and music,
wilhout a rival among all the treas-
ures of literature which the past has
handed down to the present. Men of
intellestual refinement, of rich imag-
ination, of depth and tenderness of
feeling, have bowed to the wisdom of
Job. Men like Herder and Carlyle
have Leen captivated by the grandeur
of this poem. *“No cypress,” said the
eloguent Herder, “Hourishing in un-
fading green, marks the place of his
rest. With hig unuttered name, he
has consigned to oblivion all that
was earthiy, and, leaving his book
for & memorial below, 18 engaged in
a vel nobler gong in that world where
the voice of sorrow and mourning ia
unheard, and where the morning stars
sing together.”

IInder the figure of a ripe shock of
corn, gathered froin the rutumn field,
he sets forth the cultured grace and
the chastered bemuty of old age. But
these words have & deeper meaning,
& swecter musle, a richer pathes and
& higher insipiration for us than when
they were fArst uttered. We have the
accumulated wisdom of the ages, the
fragrant memories of the saintly dead
and the imperishahle treasure
amassed by the song of light, to en-
hance their value. We know more
of the beeignity and blesscdness of |
age, the crown of virtue, the divinity '
of love ang the conguering power of |
purity than the ancient poct whoses
words we have quoted. We sland|
in the current of the great thoughts
and rare experiences of the past. The |
ever-enlarging chorus of reverent and
lordly sonls disappearing ioto the in-
finite, updrawn by the beatiflc visfon,
and leaving behind such testimonies,
invests these words with rarer beauty,
ag llght Invests the dew with pearl,
and tke fall of the bridal wveil with
chromsatic hues. The great achieve-
ments of the world, the splendid vie-
torles of mind, the wondrous harvests
of the goul—ell add to the dignity of
man and his calmness in the hour of
death. :

How gilent are the forces that ripen
the soul and erown its nsnistry with
freshness and light! How blessed
when iime rounds a soul into serene
perfection! We have no means of
ascerteining correctly the ripeness of
a soul, for the larger part of any life |
is screened from mortal vislon. Some |
souls are like the finest marble, cn-’
pable of a very high polish, until they
look aimost transparent. Others |
ripen, but are never luminous and .
erystalline, There are clean gouls,
and there are beautiful souls. They
are winsome, becanse embellished |
with Christian graces. Truth, as dis-
cerned by the intellect, is white and |
gilvery, bui when touched by spirit-!
ual! affection is prismatic and charm- |
ing as the iainhow. Our blessed Lord |
was not only clean, but bheautiful, |
Hia life erabraced the golden circle:
of ideal excellence. And all souls in |
their edvenced stages of growth take |
on  ornamentation. The external |
beauty is the result of inward radi-
ance.

Soma fruits, when ripe, have a lus-
trous glow: others, fully as ripe, lack
the exquisiie color. Souls, like fruits,
ripen in different ways. Some ripen
rapldly; others, slowly, but beautiful-
l¥; and whenever we are ripe we
shall fall from the tree of life. And
ought we tc complain when souls have
ripened in the summer air? Iz not
ripeness the final end of all things?
Perfection I8 ripeness—whether In
flower, in fruit, or man. By this, we
do mot mean the soul has reached
the limit of its powers. This cannot
be said of the soul. When countless
years wshall have passed away, the!
possibllities of the soul will not be
exhausted. Im that mysterious organ- |
ism are undlscovered continents of
power. The soul will flower and fruit-
en forever. The higher it throws iis
Lranches in the summer air, and
the dceper it sinks its roots into
the genial soil of heaven, the finer
will be the fruit. But it is essential
to drop the body, as the coverings
of the chrysalis, before it can rise
to this supreme condition. Death
Is the removal of an outgrowth after
it has accomplished its work, It is
an esgentlal stape in human progress.
It I8 the gateway to endless life,

Sguls, growing sweeter and more
amiable in their disposition, climb-
ing higher and higher in the ether
of & pure life, diffusing the holy in-
cense of lave around them-—ever in
harmony with truth and goodneas—
are sald to be ripening, and nearing
that perfection which the union of
the mortal and immortal allows.

How subtle and noigeless are the
forces that ripen the grain, that weave
the violet, paint the lily and the rose,
and give to birds their plumage and
their song? The earth swings
through spsce with a momentum eqgual
to the strength of trillions of horses,
and yet we hear no sound. In the
regions above us milllons of worlds
ara rolling in their orbits, and vet
there ip stillness. Gravitation, the
power thar malntalns order and har-
mony through the bewildering for-
este of immensity, is silent.  And in’
tha overcoming of evil, the conguer-
ing of passion, the moulding of char-
acter, the coming of beautiful
thoughts, likd angels in a dream, there
is silence. :

The beautiful imagery of Job zeems
to imply that we should make time
a factor in ripening the soul, so that
when we go down to the grave we
should be like the shock of corn that
decks with gold the autumn fleld. As
we gaze on lthose advanced in years,
standing amid the scenes of sunset,
or the paler Juster of the stars, we are
incdlined to think they have outlived
their usefulness, because of physieal |
infirmities. Hut do we think how
much we owe to them hecause of
their chastened wisdom,, their calm
and feathery movements, their powers
toped to delicacy and Dbeauty, and
their serene elevation and purity of
etrength? Do we know how much
they help us to live in the pure love
of ihe true, the beantiful and the
good? We should never forget how
magnetic are the silent forces of life.
What can match the gracious influence
of a royal character enshrining and
expressing the divine ideal? our
world neeids these Indian summers

£d leaves or worm-eaten froit

! selfish, severe.

Tat her home.

i women.

of life to teach meeknesg and geatls
ness—qualities a5 rare as opals. The
most heavenly and Christlke of vir-
tues do not belong to flowering May,
or luxurisnt June, bhut to the autemn
of life, when *

“November strews the woodland o'cr

With many a brillinnt color.”

1 have seen the dashing river in the
mountains carrying trees and bowlders
as if they were but straws, but no
preen savannas were mirrored in the
depths. I have heard the thunder
af the cataract, and have seen the
foam and spray dim the splendor of
the noon. But far up in the moun-
tajns 1 have seen the limpid lake
copying the flora on the banks, and
at night the starry mysteries of heav-
en. Plety, In old age, has the ge-
renity and clearness of the embow-
ered lake. Pilety, In youth and in he-
roic manhood, has the dash, tha
swing, the rhythm and lhe majesty
of the river and the sea. Old age,
fashioned into comelinezd, radiant
with the beauty of holiness, ia the
fulfillment and realization of the di-
vine ldeal. He who leaned on the
bogom of his Lord and dipped his pen
in the pure love of heaven, wrote the
fourth gospel with nearly a century
in his heart, A full age, like & shock
of corn, i3 essentizl to the mat!,lrity
of wisdom, the equipoise and balanced
calm of life, the symmetry of cher-
acter.

There is an insplration In looking
at a saintly man gitting in his chair
beflowered with Christlan graces.
Menmories fragrant as spikenard are
his companions. His "life is green
as the leaflets of spring, and swesct
as the blossoms of May, although he
is an autumn leaf. And while his
bady is crumbling, his soul is radi
antly youthful, and looks forward to
death as the gateway to coronation.
The finished life, like the snow-white
pillars carved into lily work. cannot
be wrought out in a year.

It requires time to ripen the grain
and mellow the fruits and array them
in their final colors. It requires
time to bring the lily and the rose
to thelr ultimate flowering, and the
vine to its stage when purple clusters
gleam through its leaves. And it
requires time to produce a rounded
charactier, as tender as 'tis brave, as
gentle as 'tis strong; clarified by the
waters of sorrow, and chastened by
the fires of affliction, is the crowning
work of time. And what iy suoch
a character, In its graciousness anid
beauty, but a picture in art? The
painter, the architect, the musician,
deal with the beautiful forms and
colors and sounds. But fond as we
are of garing on pictures in stone and
rearble, in colors harmonicously  ar-
ranged, and in hearing sounds that
make us think and dream of heaven,
we must eonfess, the soul, when finely
ecarved and shaped—=all abloom with
springlike glory and morning fresh-

ness—is a greater picture.

A life fashioned in harmony with
high ideals, marked by unusual ele-
vation and spirituality of tone, gentle
as one of the nights in autumn when
all the leaves are atill, full of win-
some courtesy and affectionate behav-
ior, is a fine ~—more curipusly

| wrought than thefPortland vase, and

ned than the
t iz God's master-

more exquisitel
Venus of Milo.

piece.

But if we wish to stand In the an-
tumn of life, covered with all the
glary of October, we mnst pay at-
tention {o the planting time. We
reap what we sow. Autumn may
mean decay, darkness and death; or
it may mean abandanee, light and
sweetness. All antumn leaves are
not beautiful. Some have been de-
faced. They do not pass from glory
to glory in the normal process of
development. Something  touched
them and robbed them of their green-
ness in the summer, and their flam-
ing gold or secarlet in the autumn,
And there are aged people like blight-
They
did not bLegin right. They planted
the wrong kind of seed. and, as ihe
result, they are not sweetened. You
might as well expect a perfect lily
from a decayed bulb, or choice roses
from a worthless slip, as to expect
the consummate flower of spirituality
from wrongdaing.

Fruit, In itz initlal stage, is acerb
and bitter, but in its ripened state it
is luscious and very pleasant to the
tagte, We expect in the young buoy-
ancy, rashness, passion and fire, but
in the old we expect serenity and
sweetness of temper. It is sad to
seq old people bitter as wormwood.
We do not llke to come in contact
with people when they seem so sharp
and irritable as though they wera
dressed in sandpaper or in a Mexican
cactus. We prefer those whose ways
are so gentle and winsome that to
touch them is to touch plush.

I carry in my memory the portraits
of two dear old people—one as the
type of the bltterness, the other as
a type of the sweetness of old age.
Oue, by nature, was harsh, exacting,
She carried in her
mouth & viperous tongue. Her touch
wag like a dagger. When she en-
tered a room she turned the tropics
to the poles. She Insulted callers
She never paused to
conglder the feelings of others. She
lived in th!s way until sbe had no
friends, and was utterly alone. BShe
could have lamented with Macbeth:

3 "M'y way of life

.Is fallen ii\to the sere, the yellow leaf,

And that which should accompany old age—

As horlor, love, ebedience, troops of fricnds--

I must oot look to have; but in their stead
Curses, ¥ot oud butdeep, mouth-honor, breath,
Which the poor heart would fain deny. but daer

not.™

But she had no one to blame but
herself. it we desire friends, we must
be: friendly. We cannot go through
this world swinging a club and then
expect people to love us.

The othér was a splritual queen
silent as to words, but powerful in
the exaltation of the sentiment of
love. SBhe was as mellow as any rip-
ened peach, and beautiful as any au-
tumn leaf. Her passing in and out,
her modest and retiring manner, hep
deeds of symptahy and helpfulness
were like the perfumes of an alabas
ter box. And in her notably long ca
reer, spanning with its wide arc nine-
ty-8ix years, down to the angel calm
that closed her eyes and made silence
golden, she was always winsome, al-
waye serene, alwavs hopeful. As in
a calm and beauteous eve in summer,
the sun rolls slowly down the west-
ern hill, clothing clouds and mountains
with amethyst and gold, so, 'with equal
serenity and glory, this grand old
saint passed below the horlzon only
to shine eisewhere immorial and ua-
dimmed.

Is it not a blessed thing to reach
the autumn vale of life spanncd by a
ralnbow anild at peace with all the
world? What ig death to such lovely
souls but rebirth and infinite expan.
sion, and at evenitde 1L shall be lighi?

May we Jearn to live as sons and
daughters of the Almighty. Let av-
ery autumn find us better men aud
Let us aspire after holi-
ness. As the eolorings of ripen-ed
leaves and Iruit are beautiful, so are
souls, when arraved it the sott colcr»
of spirituality.

IMMENSE AMERICAN FARMS.

Texas Has One as Large as the Whole
of Coonecticnt—Thelr Oper-
atien I'roftable,

The farms in the states and terri-
tories of the southwest portion of
the United States are the most exten-
eive in the world. The Centerville
(Md.) Record gives an account of the
areas of some of them. which, to the
upfamiliar mind, are so astonishing-
iy preat as to be next to incompre-
hensible,  Texas takes the palin in
immensity of acreage, as the follow-
ing descripticns show:

Col. C. C, Slaughter, of Dallas, Tex.
has 1,230,000 acres of farm and ranch
land. The Capital syndicate. of which
Senator C. B. Farwell, of Illinois, is
the head, possesses in the Pan-Handl=
disirict of Texas a ranch of 2,000,000
acres, which is about the area of the
whole of the state of Conunecticut,
On that virtual prineipality are culti-
vated annually 100000 1o 20,(KK acres
of corn and other fecding crops, while
15,0600 to 20,000 heef cattle are each
season fatteped for market, the work
and care of which require the sery-
ices of some 30 farm hands, and 250
cowboys,

In Okkidioma i= a farm ranch of 30,
000 acres, on which list  year was
grown 5000 acres of wheat and 5000
acres of fornge millet and kaffir eorn.
From 8,000 to 10,000 cattle are turned
out by this farm yearly. With oper-
ating expenses of $85.000 last year,
$150,000 profit was realized.

The TI"orsha farm, in.central Kan-
sas, embraces 5000 acres. It s
equipped with a flouring mill, post of-
tice, gas plant, long distance tele-
phone and complete weather burean
system. The wheat grown on the
estate is milled into flonr on the
premises. It has 1,500 acres of al-
falfa, the largest area in one tract
appropristed to that forage in the
United States. from which three cut-
tings are taken yearly.

Frank Rockefeller has 14,000 acves
of grazing and crop lands in western
Kansas, of which 5000 are cultivated
and the remainder laid down to al-
falfa and timothy pasturage. On
these posseszions are kept the best
bred Hereford and short-horn cattle
appregating 1‘3 value $350.000, one
creature flone being worth §10.000.
The buildings and equipment are of
the best, and complete in all partien-
lars.

John W, Slewart, of Wellinglon,
Kam., has 140 farms of varying aere-
age distributed thronghout the state,
all of which sre under operation.

WORKERS AMONG NOBILITY.

Among Well-Born German Familles
There Are Many Who o Com-
mon Labor.

Tn the Almsnach de Gotha there
much suggestive reticence concerning
the whereaboats and occupations of
certain members of the families
deemed sufficiently noble to figure in
that classical eompilation, The rela-
tively modest annual Perthes” Al
manach, which deals with the Ger-
man nobllity of all ranks, is much
more outspoken, says Harper's Week-

Iy. 1In the latest edition it acknowl-
edges that thousands of  waiters.
coachmen, barkeepers, wminers and

other workmen in the United States
are recruited from the German nobil-
ity. FEven ir the Fatherland itself
the names of the very oldest nobles
appear not only in the highest rank
of the army. but in the lists of coach-
men and common laborers.

In France, under the ancient re-
gime, there used ta be a noblesse de
la robe, composed entirely of judges
and lawyers, but in Germany it seems
that when a man of noble birth has
to earn his living he scldom has
brains or education enough to sue-
ceed at the bar.  In the preat eity
of Berlin only a single lawyer is of
noble birth, while, on the other hand,
the urban direetory eoumerates hun-
dreds of noble names in the lists of
commercial agenis, constables, skilled
aml unekilled laborers. In other
words, the state of things in Berlin.
as regards the degringolade of many
members of noble families, is rapidly
approaching that which obtains in
§1. Petersburg, where the saying is
current that if youfling a stone into
a erowd of hackmen on the Nevski
Prospekt you cappot fail to hit a
prinee. 1

Of course, the cauze of the phe-
nomenon in both Germany and Rus-
gia is the custom ol transmitting the
father's title to all of his male de-
seendants, instgad of to his eldesi
gon alone, as is the cnstom in Great
Britain. Where the eldest son alone
retains the title, together with most
of the estale, the prestipe of the
family is kept up, and there is al-
ways gomeboly through whose infln-
ence the minar members of the clan
may hope to secure advancement. In
France, under the ancient regime,
there existed n species of compromise
tetween the German and the Englizh
gystems. The eldest con, on his fa-
ti]l_-,r‘s death, took the latter’s highest
title: fhe second son, the second title
if there was one, and so on; but
even the youngest male mewmber of a
large unoble Tamily had the title of
chevalier,

Applying the Lesson.

A little four-year-old boy being
taught politness at meal time was told
that he wae not to expect 1o he helpetl
first, and particularly that ladies were
always served before gentiemen,
Soon after, when it was all being di-
gested in his little mind, he said to
his mother, who was undressiog him
at night: :

“Mother, you are going to die first.”

“What in the world do yon mean by
that?" his mother asked.

“You will die before 1 do.”

“And what makes you think 1 will?”

“Why, you know ladies always be-
fore pentlemen”—N, Y. Times.

A Heal Bargnin,

“I'n time.” said the struggling artist,
“that painting will be ol great value
All you have to do is to tuck it away
in an attic somewhere and keep it for
about 200 yexrs, by which time 1 wil]
have become one of the «id masters,
Then yon can sell it easily for $10,000,
You =ee, [ know the rales, but unfor-
tunately I am not in a financial posi.
tion to carry them out. So,if you want
a real bargain, I'll et youhave this lit-

tle gem for $1.30."—Chicago Post.

———

MORE ON THE NEGRO.

Bill Arp Wants to Know Where His
Grindstone Is.

—_——— g

Snya & Negro Stole 1L to Sell or Elae |
hmonght 1t Was & Cheene—om-
ments on Cleveland’s Xew

York Speech,

Where is my grindstone® Where is
my rake and my ax? Bid anybody
ever hear of o negro stealing a grind-
stone? MWe stole it to sell or elze he
thonght it was a cheese. Ull bet there
are 20 pegroes in sight of my house
who Lknow all about that grindstone,
but they won't tefl. That is a race
truit—not totell on one another. Who
eleals my yvoung pigeons before we get
up in the morning? We baven't had a
equab to eat in three months.

Mr. Cleveland made a good sheech
fn New York onthe race problem, and
ko did Mr. Parkhurst, but you can’t
make 8 pood citizen out of a negro
without he bas a master or a 1)0!%5‘011
whom he has to depend. My opinion
from gbservation dis that Tuskegee
et gsit. nor any other school. The
more efncation, the less Inclination 1o
work for & living.” Where are the Tus-
kegre graduates? Justlazying around
or teaching school. 1 read in yester-
day’s paper where B NEEro school-
tearher was eanght in having made a
fake list of his scholars and drew more
money thun he was entitled to. Bot
neither Cleveland nor arkhurst nor
any other northernman knowsenough
sbout the negro to talk intelligenily
about him. Nor does this generation
of southern men know much more.
Nobody Lnows now but the few old
men who are left. Our editors and
newspaper men do not know. They
are all too voung aud most of them
came from stock that did noet own ne-
grocs in the old slavery times. 1donot
assert this through conceit, but it
pains and astonishes me to hear north-
ern speakers und some editors from
the sonth saying 1hat since the negro
was set {ree he had made wonderful
progress, considering that for a thou-
sand years he had been either a savage
or a slave. Mr. Cleveland said “there
iz =till a grievous amoeunt of ignorance,
a szd amount of viciousness and a tre-
mendous  amount ~of 'laziness and
1hriftlessness In-ternlingl?_tf with their
citizenship.” B

1t Mr. Clevelund had been au old cit-
jzen of the south he would have said:

“Refore freedom came the . negro
was doeile, maral, indusirious and as
intelligent as thousands of the unedu-
eated white people of the south. Not
an outrage was committed by them
during the war irom the Potomae to
the Ttio Grande. There was not a con-
viel camp nor & chain gang in all the
south. The marriage relation was
faithfully observed, and negro families
were contented and happy, for most of
them had kind masters and misiresses,
who wonld get upin the night and min~
ister to their sick. Bad negroes had o
he punished, of course, and so do bad
white children, but it seldom had to
be done, Talk about the shackles and
the chains of elavery, [t is all rot
and imapination. Our children have
a master nntil they are 21, - The negro
had one all his life, and. as Dr, Park-
hurst =aid, miost of them needed one,
and need one now, and sodo thousands
of white people. The fact is there are
but few people who have not got one.
Ido notadmit that | huve, butThavea
mistress, and that is the same thing.
There is nut a clerk in a stove, whether
male or female, but is under theeon~
trol of somebody; not e conductor on
& railroad nor a sailor on a shipnora
pupil in the schools nor a policeman
in ihe towns., Nine-tenths of the pen-
ple in civilized countries are subor-
dinate to the other tenth, and it looks
like everybody in these United Biates
belongs to Teddy Roosevelt, save a few
besides myself and some Mississippi
bears,

The old-time &laves got a zood, fair
education from econtact with 1he!r|

masters and their masters’ e.\ih]r.en_.l

]

SHADOW EXPERT ENGRAVER.
Care Which lil-‘:l’.: When a New
Seal of the United States Ta to
He Engraved.

Secret serviee operatives will shori-
Iy arrive at Ihiladelphia to shadow
Max Zeitler, an expert heraldic en-
graver. Not 1hatMr. Zeitler has done
wrong, but he is ahout to recut the
great seal of 1he United States, and
the government during this process
employs a greater for-:eloj' inspectors
to keep an eye on the siggle workman
than in the construciion of a $3,000,000
battleship.

The firm to which the contract for
the seal has heen let was compelled to
name ihe engraver when it bid for
the work. This exaction is required
so that the mecessary protection mag
be afforded to the design which ix ex-
pected from Washington in a few days
for the guidance of the engraver. The
new seil also will be carefully suarded.

The present seal has become soworn
by years of constant uee that the new
one will be completed to replace it a-
soon as possible,

A Gentle Knock.
“That Lat just suits Mabel, doesn’t
it /
“Yes, indeed. T suppose that's why
she’s wearing it again this year e
stead of getting a new one,”—(hjeg-
go American.

Edscatlon That Paid,

“Was it worth while to seud your
four danghters to that fﬂ.shil‘r!‘l‘nhh
school?™” G

“Sure. One eloped while she waog
there and the others came Jiomne on-
gaged.”- N. Y. Times.

Irony,
said  Mre,
her

“Josiah.”

Chugwater,
Inoking up from

; paper’ agnin,
“what is a ‘steel plant’?”
“You've heard of  wire Eravs.

e

haven't you?

“Yyes"

*Well, that’s it."—Chicago 'J;-r:'“i!i'._‘.

I TR R TR
Troubles of the Rich,

Mra, Cobwigger—What can ran dis.
like about being w0 wealthy?

Mre. Damrich—I have to eat every.
thing when [t'= out of season an § noy,
fit 10 eat—Town Topics.

said Mr, Chugwatap,

.0
| my rake and my ax-

whites of th

and that is where th ;
tage of the poor whites.
the family s¢ A, 4
\\';Ihstanding there was a_Ia“ :mb;d-
ding their being taught. :‘innr:klea and
chains! Wherse is my grindstone and

Most all of

cintly those of the copper colored 1ypa
(I don’t mean mulattos) are I:_‘.I:I.'lur;].],-
born mechanics. e had 15_1 Lu_em_:gm
more negre carpenters, bl‘,u-l-:ﬁmith,
and shoemakers than there. “?,m
e same trade. This kind
are all over the state
didn*t come from Tus-
1 years I have been

of mevhanics
now, but they
kegee. For severd
Jooking for 8 B
that school or any olhe " J
but Lave not found one. A New York

friend told me not long a_go ;%mt 1
conld find 3¢ of them as walt.en; in one
hote]l in New York city. '1hf|t Js_ull
the money foribeir education
eame from up there’and we can spare
the whole turnout. *Just emerged
from hondage and ignorance and weTe
a thouzand years behind the white

r negro school,

right.

race when their shackles were knocked.

off. Oh, my country! wh_ere i?: my
grindstone? Refore 'those imaginary
chackles were knocked off our slaves
were so obedient and law-abiding we
did not need a prison, and now ’rhp_re
are 4,400 in the c¢hain rangsof (,-d.’o.rgn_a,
Wonderful progyess! With all their
eduncation they are meaner, !:rueli'_
dirtier and ten times more inunoral in
their domestic relations than cver be-
fore. And yet some southern editors
boast of their acquisition of property
and rau it up in the millions. Of course
{here are some good and some thrifty
negroes who have made money, but
they are not five pereent. of the masses,
One megro in this town is worth more
money than all the rest. The cities

ave full of vagabonds who play craps

and steal and snateh purses from wom-
en and burglurize houses and keep
women and ehildren in a state of con-
stant alarm. Stealing is as much a
race trait with them as It is among
the Bedowin Arabs. Where are my

young pigeons and what becomes of

my stove wood and cozl?

No. our wlitorsare too young to real-
jze the difference between tow and
then. Why, my faithful man servant
Tip could tell them more about slavery
than they all know, Did I ever whip
Tip? No, pever. I never thought of
such a thing. Tnever whipped but one
of my negroes. My wife's father,
Judge Hutchine, owned over a hundred
and I never heard of him whipping one
of them. Tle had one very bad negro
who gotmnd and run away and stayed
in the woods a month out of spite. und
when he got tired and bame home the
old judge drove him off again and told
him to.stay in the woods, that bhe
didn’t want him any more, but he final-
Iy begged his way back and gave no
movre trouble. Chains and shackles!
T wender where Gen. Grant was when
Mr. Lineoln knocked thewn off of his.
Thers are many kinds of chains, but
the chains of slavery were not to be
compared with the chains of the chain
gang or the chains of matrimony that
many a poor wife is suffering from.

Now let us hear no gore about
shackles nor about the negro being a
thousand years behind the white man.
The truth is the old-time negro was
morally a thousand years ahead of the
razeals up north who  brought him
here in slave ships and sold him to us
becanse they could not use him at
home. But the Lord is perciful and
we had rather endure the negro than
listem to northern slanders. They
have just found a mare's nest, If it
has taken them 40 years to realize their
foliv. how long will it take them to pay
s for what they swindled us out of?
Where is my grindstone? Tt was un
unshackled nigger that stole’it und the
folks that unshackled hip. ought te
pay for it.- -Bill Arp, in Atlanta Con=
stitntion.

Trathfal I7 Not Poetie,

Miss Anne Teaque—I'd just like tn

catvh any wian azking me to marry
him? :
Miss Vera Perte—Yes, dear; and
I'm sure vou wouldn't waste much
time in doing it, either. — Brooksyn
Life.

Protected RAulifrogs.

In nccordance with the bill just
signed by Gov, Penvypacker, of Penn-
sylvania, bullfrogs huve been placed
in the category with other gpume, and
hereafter will receive the protection
of 1he statp. The bill 'provides a pen-
alty for catching or killing them bes
tvween certain periods of the year.

The bill in full is as follows:

“Section 1. He it enacted by the sen-
ate and house of representatives of the
cominonwealth of Penusylvanin, in
general assembly met, and it is hereby
enacted by the authority of the same,
that fram and after the passage bf this
act it shall be unlawful to cateh, take
or kill eny bullfrogs only from the
firet day of Jnly to the first day of No=
yemher.

“Bee. 9, or

Any person persons

offending against the provisions of this .

act shall be liable to a fine of 323 for
each and every offense, to be sued for
and recavered before any alderman or
metice of the peave”™

The passage of this bill will serious-
ly interfere with an industry whieh
has «prung up recently in varicus ru-
ral distriets for ralsing and killing bull-
frogs for the market.

Al the Mosenm.
“Do they pay you much?” u-ked
the visitar.
. YN replied the living skeleton
I a tone of disgust; “just enough to
keep =kin and bone together."—
duddge.

Rather Stale.
Boxem—Your friend Blowitz seemn
‘rnt!u-r fond of ventilating his vpin-
iomg,
Noxem—Yes: and goodness Lrows
they need ventilation all right enouvgh,
—Cinvinnati Enquirer.

Family Record,

}'}’garn in a BHIviile faratly record in shs mej
Eighicen-ninety—[1ttie Jim; :
Furson Jinkins christened him,
T®n years after, Bill we knew;
I}’zu'.uuu Jinkins fixed him, LCID,'

Fhen came jittle Tommy Jones—
Bless Gifs iitie bowleg hones!
Fhen come Kate an Hue, one day—
1Lard kave merey!'—Let us pra.vu‘
~Atlania Constitution, 4
———

! Prince of Fame,

It tickied Green when he was asked

‘I‘ulwrtte hilg auiography
But it turned up later on a note—

J‘\nd then he aldn’t laugh,
~Clnelnnat! Enquirer,

ey had the adven- ;

rvants could read, not- ¢

The negro, espes *

juuzing graduate of

I

Lot




