
T-f St. Tammany Farmer
PUulLISnD WEREKLY.

OVINTON. : : : LOUISIANA.

There is one thing certain: A wor.
ua will have to spend all of next win
ter apologizing to. her family i• sahlets her preserves burn.

"Even the hen when it drinks waterlooks towaaed heaven," saws a Turkish
phrae maker. But it doesn't rain
eorn, bugs and worms.

It is the opinion of every boy that
if boys were as polite as mothers saidthey should be, all the boys in the
world would starve to death.

Whep daughter paints a marine
slew it is so realistic to mother that
mother feels the salt spray dashing
in her face when she looks at it.

S
The neighbors, as a rule, do not con-

ema p the man who smokes half as
tuickly as they condemn the woman
S ho won't let her husband smoke.

Wearing green and yellow at the
fame time is not in any worse taste
"than for a tall woman to take the arm
Od her little bit of a husband in public.

That annual story about the demand
lee as army of harvest hands in Kan-
sas is getting to be what a distin-
gmished Kansas man would have called
"•liaphanous."

An English physician says "silence
will cure nervous women and delay
the coming of wrinkles." May fool

. British women that way, but not the
wide-awake American girl.

A writer in a weekly magazine says
there are one hundred thousand anar-
ehists in Spain. Is it any wonder that
Alfonso has displayed signs of pessi.
mism concerning the futuret

An envious exchange, noting the re-
port that Cincinnati telephone girls
are going to take boxing lessons in or.
dIr to protect themselves, meanly in.
timates that what they need most is
talking lessons.

We are pleased to see so many of
our citizens taking pride in their
homes. The word "home," next to
that of "mother" is the greatest ever
uttered by a human tongue. What a
refuge the home is when the darkness
gathers. How glad one is to get a
pimpse of home when time and space
separated him from it if even but for
a brief period.

\Ernest had been absent for several
days. His teacher asked the "circle"
If any one could tell why l1rnest did
set come to school. One little hand
went up and Its owner said: "Please,
teacher, he's sick-he's got the chick-
an coops." Another girl was absent.
"Ian arw one tell me why Marie is
awky?" asked this same teacher. Pat.
ey gave the reason as he piped out:
"Marie's got an illustrated tooth."

"One hot day last summer I saw a
man digging a trench in one of the
streets," says a lawyer. "He was
wearing a black Derby and it looked
to me as If he were in imminent dan-
ger of sunstroke, so I stopped to speak
to him. "'You oughtn't to be working
out there in the sun with a black felt
hat on,' I said. 'It will affect your
bratn.' "He looked up at me unper-
turbed. 'Do you think if I had any
brains to be affected I'd be doing this
work?' "

"It. i fashionable," said a rich man,
"to spend the summer in Norway. The
Norwegian rivers abound in fish, and
any one is free to angle for trout in
thma. Some of the, salmon rivers

tmat for'as much as $2,000 a year. I
know a man who has a river that he
pays $1,800 for. He often gets fish
of 60 or 70 pounds. I called on him
last year, his wife came in with a 40-
pounder, a 22-pounder and a 51-pound-
ar that she had caught herself with-
ab three hours."

There lives in Alabama a man who
has a tender. heart, and a high appre-
elation of his congressman. Some
days ago this gentleman wrote a let-
tar to his congressman, in which he
said: "I saw in the newspaper 'that
a congressman 'committed suicide the
ether day on account of financa dif-
ftealties. I hasten to send' you $10,
tadY $l•e is more if you need it." The
Congressman has been showing the
letter to his jealous colleagues, whose
S ns••ttaients do not send them money,

e tsd eten threateping to refuse them
thelr votes-

Two large photographs of the bust
at John Paul Jones now form a part
jt th•' collection of pictures in the
gavy depaitment library. These pho.
tographa of the first American admiral
were •]resented to the navy depart-
ment by J. Pierpont Morgan, and are
photographs of the celebrated Mar-
quls De Biron bust of John Paul Jones,
for which' Mr. Morgan paid $25,000.
One ia in profile and the other in full

cel. They are said to be the best
likeness of the naval hero extant, and
are printed fn chrome tint, making
them very beautiful.

The Madonna has at all times been
a favorite theme for the painter.

:'There is something so beautiful and
'sacred in the love of a mother for her

Shelpless child that it could not but ap-
peal to him who devotes his life to
i: the immortalizing of beauty wherever
he Ican find it. In the painting under
i conaideration there is something more e

'rthan the mere expression of this ten-.
er e.motion. There are two charming

'b- •Cces and an unusually interesting as-
,~emblage of accessories. To allow
:those accessories to predominate
w3eld be t omake chaos.

i:, Many amusing stories are told of l
7 heodore C. Weeks, the banker and
broker, who died a short time ago. a
)Mr. Weeks pent into the omle of the

-Irving A. Evans, in the flake
ba&hdn, and said 'to Mr. Evans: "I
' ish you would lend me $5." Mr.

"3•r•ns, who was somewhat hard of
ieari g put his hand .to his ear and

aiU "What?" Mr. Weeks, taking 4
alid: "I wish you would lend I

Si10. Mr. Evans handed out the
with the remark: "I wish I

yrounthef r@t time I would
tee hoter 9k -

DELI'S TWENTY.
FIFTH BIRTHDAY
By6ertiDe S. Wentworth-James

(Copyright, by Joseph B. Bowles.)
June 1, 11 a. m.-It is Ave years to

day since I even opened my Blrthday
Diary.

At first-after it was all over-i
couldn't bear to see or to touch the
little book; then when that feelini
had dulled, I forgot all about it

Put this morning, I came across the
volume which holds the flamboyani
fancies from 17 to 20; and a mood has
seized me that after five years I will
again turn to my paper confidant.

Poor little book! you are faded and
yellow on the margins: like your wri.
ter-the worse for wear! From 17 to
25 is a long, long while!

Who could help growing the worms
for wear?

I don't suppose that many jilted wo-
men of 25 can smile with perpetual
success!

Jilted!
It is a marvelously ugly word to

write; but as a Birthday Diary de-
mands the truth, I may not scratch it
out.

Yes, at 20 I loved madly, riotously,
and wonderfully-oh, God! how fiul of
real romance I was!-and at 21 I had
to teach myself to leave off loving!

Ij didn't think I should ever learn
the lesson; but I suppose I have-now.

I almost wish now that I had entered
In the Birthday Diary how my lover
gave me up. There was nothing par-
ticularly original about the proceeding
or the way it was done, but for all that
it was worth remembering.

It was after dinner. I was sitting to
my boudoir waiting for him instead of
going to the theater with the others,
because he had wired that he wanted
to see me alone.

That wire had made me so happy.
"It is because he just wants to sit

with his arms around me; he and I
quite by ourselves," I thought with
glad conceit as I got into his favorite
gown.

With curious punctuality (he was
usually late on every occasion) George
arrived. His mouth looked straight and
set as he entered the room, but when
It,was pressed against my own in the
most passionate greeting he had ever
given me, I forgot its almost cruel
lines.

When I had drawn back after that
swift, spontaneous kiss, George did not,
make any effort to come near me
again.

"I have come to tell you," he began,
looking more Napoleonic than I had
ever seen him-"I have come to say,
Delia, that my people want--m -to-.
marry-a woman-with-s great-deal
-more-money - than - you - will-
ever-have. I had better confess it all,
and-"

Oh it's no good writing\ down the

L8

rr:e4
CAME THROUGH THE TREES.

ugly history of iAbt and dimculty, the
mercenary edicts of a snobbish family
full of generals, admirals, unpaid bills
and self-importance, and the pitiful,
cowardly weakness of a man with aA rm jaw and Napoleonic profilel

Detallmr are nothing; it's only results
that matter, and the results are in my
heart and on my facel

This morning when I woke I looked
In the glass, just as I looked on the
day I began my Birthday Diary-
eight years ago!

At first there didn't seem to be much
difference; but then gradually I under-
stodd why my only friends are clever,
staid spinsters or sensible married
women, and my only admirers livery
colonels or prudent people who would
be likely to study insurance prospe tges.

A "'woman" of five-and-twenty!
I remember how I used to revel in

the term "woman" while I waas young
enough for it to be absurd when ap-
plied to myself; but now, oh! I'd give
anything if people would only spon-
taneously call me a "girl!"

It seems ages since I was called. a
"girl" by anyone except mamma I(she
of course will call me one when I'm
90!). I am always a "nice little wom-
an," a "clever woman like yourself,"
"you who are such a eharming Wo-
man," etc.

I don't want to be a woman-not
"nice,".'clever," nor "charming!"

I'd give all my reputation for saying
smart things, being accomplished and
well-read, and for dressing well, if I
could Just be a silly, vain, shy, arro-
gant "girl" again.

But no--'"youth's sweet-scented man-
ascript" has closed for me.

I am 25--I- am "clever"-I am lone-
ly-I am admired-I am unloved!

And even Doll (the boy-lover who
has faithfully remembered my birth-
days all these years) forgets me now.

To-day Is the first time since we
said good-by on my seventeenth birth-
day that no gift has arrived rom the
blasing eat.

I expect I shall hear by the next
mail that he has taken unto himself a
wife--some young fresh-skinned thing
sent straight over from home in order
to test t8eAnglo-Indlan marriage mar-
ketbefore she runes the gamut of es.
pensive In*don seasons

Poor Dolf! He was full f all at
boy's paas•onate adeltr.

"I shall niver, sever forget pea eq
leave off loving you all my life!"

Sometimes I can hear those words ar
he said them that wonderful June I4
Just eight years ago, when I was full
of child-girlhood's arrogance.

Perhaps then--ohl here comes some
one to break my solitude! Cannot they
leave me alone with my birthday
thoughts?

6 p. m.-Although I never believed
that this birthday entry would divide
itself into two halves, like some of the
others, nevertheless, it has done so.

I began my diary on the river-I
conclude it in the bedroom (such a
tiny bungalow bedroom, where my din-
ner frock is laid out ready).

The "some one" who came througl
the trees to break the solitude of my
birthday thoughts was-Dolf!

The boy-lover, bronzed and grown
into a strong, almost stern-looking,
man.

"I thought I would bring your pres-
ent myself this year, Delia," were his
first words, as he stepped into the
punt and dropped a packet Into my
lap.

In a strange, inexplicable way "I
wasn't surprised to see him; it almost
seemed as though the water and the
wind and the birds had prepared me
for his coming.

"I-I-thought you had f-f-forgotten
me this year," I stammered, tearing
the string and paper off the packet

"I told you eight years ago that I
should never, never forget you," he
answered quietly, as I raised the lid of
a small cardboard box, and-

There was my birthday gift!
Another gold heart-just like the one

he had given me when I was 17!
"I have come home to give you my

heart over again. Will you take it this
time, Delia?"

Then I realized that there are some
men who "never forget"-and thank
God for them!

"But, Dolf, I have changed so much ,
-let me move into the sunlight here,
so that/you can really see my face;
and. remember, I powder-now! . . .
No, no, you must hear me! I have
loved some one very much, and-and
he gave me up. (Jilted me, Dolf!)
You will be only taking the leavings of 1
another man; you can't want me-
Dolf, you can't want me!" -

With a tender smile on his face,
Dolf took both my hands in his.

"Yes, dear, I can want you, and I do
want you," he answered; "I have want-
ed you all these years-lonely, blazing
years, Delia; and in my own way I've
been praying all the time that some
day we might be together."

A sudden feeling of resentment
rushed over me (perhaps his prayers
had been responsible for my being a
loved-and left!); but then as I saw t
the great honesty of his eyes, nothing (
but thankfulness and humility re-
mained in my heart.

"If you really mean ft, Dolf, I-I z
am ready; but it is a risk for a man to i
pick up broken threads after eight a
years," I said.

"It is no risk, because, with me, the t
threads have never been dropped."

Then he bent down and kissed my t
hand. . .i a

Now the second gold heat (I lost
the first one years ago!) is hanging
round my neck, and !everyone knows
we are going to be married.
We have been up to the houseboat,

and EricA has kissed and cried over us
both, and mamma` is so happy, too.

Everyone seems happy, and-surely
it can't be true-but is it that I am
happy as well?

It would be wonderful if it were so,
but (I sit opposite the glass as I write)
it almost looks like it.

I caught myself smiling without
knowing it, and the smile has takes
away that long line; I'll put on my
white frock and-and-why, to-night
I believe I can bear to wear roses!

Ah! there is Dolf; he is calling to
me from the garden below. ...

"When are you coming down, you
vain little girl!"

"Little girl,"-girl-girl!"
Not "clever woman"-but just "vain

little girl!"
At last I have come back to my heri-

tage. I am 25-but some one has
called me a "girl." "

It is very dear to be loved, and my
thankfulness is great

Please God, the future will be all
right-I think it will!
Where are the roses?
I'll put one in my hair, and a cluster

on my breast.
Yes, Dolf, I am coming!
A little girl!!!

FABULOUS INDIAN LEGEND.

Grandfather of All Kosquitoes Ap-
peased His Appetite with a

Redman or Two.

There are pretty big mosquitoes in
the world, but if report be true they
have greatly degenerated in size and
strength since the days when this le-
gend was believed by many tribes of
Indians.

The grandfatner of all mosquitoes
lived in the neighborhood of Onon-
daga, N. Y. When he grew hungry he
would sally forth and eat an Indian
or two and pick his teeth with their
ribs. The Indians had no arms that
would prevail against this monster, so
they called upon the Holder of Heavens
to come down. Finding that he had
met his match in this person the mos-
quito flew eastward, sought help from
the witches that inhabited the Green
lake, and had reached Lake Onongaga
when his pursuer came up and killed
him.

As his blood poured forth on the
sand each drop became a smaller mos-
quito. They gathered about the Hold-
er' of the Heavens and stung him so
cruelly that he half repented the ser-
vice he had rendered to the Indians.

The Tuscaroras say that two of the
mosquitoes stood on opposite sides of
he BSeneca river and slew all who

passed. Hiawatha killed them. A
reservation stone marks the place
where the Holder rested during his
chase, and tracks were until lately
seen south of Syracusq alternated with
the footprints of the mosquito. These
footprints weft shaped like those of
a bird, and were 20 inches long. These
marks were revered by the Indians for
many years.

Last year there were 39,211,000 ofmatches sold in France, b~ringing %athat nation's treasury 15,216,'5, thI
being a state monopoly,

Marab, the Plec
of Bter Water
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OF TE nH1n egV PEOLtE
By the "Hishway ad rByway" Preach

(Copyright, w, by the asuthor, W. S. Edoa.)

scripture Authority: Exodus 15:22-Z6.

t ATER! Water!
Water!"

The cry ran
down the long
line of marching
people, the glad
news passing from
mouth to mouth

'until the sultry
air of the desert
fair ly quivered

S with the volume of
- the sound. In the

(a 1 ~a distance away -off
to the left could

be clearly seen the vision of cool
springs and shady palm trees, and the
welcome sight brought a wild thrill of
joy a•d thankfulness to the .thirsty,
tired people.

For two days now since their de-
parture from the Red sea, after their
miraculous deliverance from Pharaoh,
the iHebrew people had been strug-
gling across the hot, dusty reaches of
the wilderness. The water they ha4
brought with them, while not exhaust-
ed, was warm and brackish, and their
thirsty bodies were longing for a
draught from some cool spring. Eager-
ly as they marched, obediently follow-
ing the Cloud which went before them,
they kept a keen lookout for the signs
of water, and when the cry was raised:
"Water! Water!" and the people saw
the welcome vision in .the distance,
seemingly let down out of the very
heavens for their refreshing, they I
clapped their hands and shouted for
joy, crying to their leaders to turn
and hasten thither.

But apparently unmindful of the dis-
tant vision, the Cloud still led for- 5
ward in the direction it had been go- 2
ing. What could it mean? Surefy the C
Cloud was misleading them!. Moses t
could not have seen! t

Again the people raised, the cry 'of E
"Water! Water!" and then the elders t
of the people hastened forward to t
find Moses. But to their inquiries and
their expostulations he could only 8
point to the cloud and say: "
it "Whither It goes, we must follow."

I In amazement the people heard the
S answer to their pleadings and watche4

R the steady forward movement of the
S Cloud. Then their astonishment gave

I- place to bitter disappointment and t~e

latter was followed by rebellious mir-
I murings, so that Moses and Aaron
0 with the help of other leaders could

t scarce restrain the people from bolt-
ing from the ranks and rushing off

a towards the distant watering place.
On and still on the Cloud led, and

the multitude reluctantly followed. All
afternoon the: vision hanging in thet heavens seemed to follow them with

g tantalizing persistence, but as the sun
s set and the light failed the vision
faded from their sight. A wail of dis-
appointment and anger swept over the
s people, and gloomily they set about

the task of pitching their tents and
settling down for the night. The last
y draughts of the water they had
brought with them were drunk with
bitter misgivings, and many declared
openly that Moses had brought them
out into the wilderness to kill them
with thirst. One fellow, Jahziel by
name, a man of considerable influ-
ence who had caused Moses trouble on
former occasions, and who had been
the first to discover the sight of the
water in the distance that day, was
loud in his denunciation of Moses, de-
dlaring that if he had it to do over
again he would go after the water,
whether any others went with him or
not.

"In fact," he exclaimed, filled with
a sudden determination, "I am half
minded to go this night. It cannot be
tar distant."

"But perhaps the march will be
taken up in that direction in the
morning," remonstrated his friends.
"Or we may find water in another
place."

And after dint of much argument,
the fellow was dissuaded from his
plan. But the iext morning when the ,
march was resumed, and the Cloud -
without deviation from its course of ,
the previous day went forward, the a
murmuring of the people broke 'out
afresh. Jahziel wVas louder than ever r
in his protests, and set about secretly s
to stir the people to rebellion, and all ,
through the morning, as the journey ,
was pursued and they found no water, l
the peoplle were more and more will- t
ing td hsten to his seditious talk. After f
the midday rest and the journey had d
been again taken up and still no wa- .3
ter, Jahziel and his followers were a
upon the point of turning back, when t
behold before them broke the welcome 1
sight of pools of water.

Forgetting their disappointment and p
murmurings, and glad that they had h
not departed, Jahziel and his followers t]
hastened forward, and behind .them
came streaming the multitudes eager p
to quaff their thirst at the cool pools.
Casting aside their burdens and stoop-
ing low, they scooped up the water in
their palms and sucked it into their -
mouths like the dry and parched earth i,
draws in the rain when it falls updh it.

But what ails the people? With d
wry faces they spit the water out more t
quickly even than they had drank, it
in, and a howl is raised which spreads ,
and grows as others of the multitude
crowd up to the edge of the pool and
drink also of the water. But so
parched are the people and so eager 1
for a drink that again they es-
say to drink, but again they spit the hi
water out as before, and again the cry
of disappointment and protest rings
forth.

"Marah! Margh!" (Bitterness! Bit-
terne s!) they cried. "We cannot M
drink these waters." Si

And they sought out Moses and com- o
plained angrily, saying: th

"What shall we drink? What shall a
we drink? For thou has led us to cu
Marah, the place of bitter water." na

"Nay, but it is God who has led us th
thither. Let us not murmur against th
n.•"' was Moses' reply. 'a
"But thou art not going to remain l an

this .:e ?"ndexlaimed the t
D ate VA they saw that fl
'Was settling down, and the horis were
blowing Inobedience to the signal that
there the cam' was to be made.

S"Yea, we date not go on except the
Cloud go before us," Moses rejoined,
quietly, but with such positive em-
phasis that it was evident that no
pleading could alter his determination

A howl of disappointment and rage
swept over the assemblage at this an-
nouncement, and Jahziel stepped for-
ward and said:
"! "Would you encamp here while we

perish with 'thirst, when refreshing
springs of water .and the shade of
palm ,trees are to be found behind us?
" Better that we turn back to the place
our eyes looked upon yesterday. Here
g we have naught but the bitter water.

There we shall find rest and refresh-a ing."

. Nods of approval greeted this
speech, but Moses, unmoved by the de-sfant attitude of the people, replied:

"It is only as we abide where Gd
rests his Cloud that we can expect his
blessing." And as they cried again
in their distress and anger that the

water was bitter and they had naught
to drink, Moses added: "God can
make even the bitter water sweet. He
will give us to drink."

"Can God change' this vile staff?"
Jahziel broke in with a sneer. "Why
need he have led us to such a place
when we might "have found springs of
good water? You may tarry here if
you will, but as for me, I am going
back to that other place," and he
turned and walked away, followed by
certain of his followers.

In silence the people.watched them,
seeming half inclined to turn and fol-
low, but the presence of the Cloud
hovering over them and the stern, un-
yielding, face of Moses held them in
indecision until the crisis was passed
and Jabziel and his company had
passed out of view.

Then Moses withdrew into his tent,
leaving the people standing there, and
gradually the loud murmuring ceased,
as the whisper went around:

"Moses has gone to pray."
For it was noted that the Cloud had

settled down upon the tent of 'Moses
and enveloped, it, as it was wont to
do when the Lord would talk with I
their leader. Subdued by the sight,
the people 'wafted, forgetting for the a
moment their distressing thirst and 1
their disappointment at the bitter wa-I
ters. Then the Cloud lifted again and c
Moses came forth. Without the least I
glance to tho right or the left, he *
passed on by the people, who watched a
him with mingled awe and wonder. '
On and on he went, never pausing un- e
til he came to the very outskirts of the a
camp, by which time all the assembly a
of the people had been stirred by the b
unusual proceedings and came to- p
gether with the rest of the people and b
followed him at a distance.. , t

And while all eyes watched intently, a
Moses stopped before a certain tree i1
from which he speedily gathered sev- e
eral toughs and then turned and went t]
swiftly towards the pools of w ter t
from which the people had so sh&lt at
time before turned away in anger and P
disg'.:st. n

SWh.at strange thing was this whilc
a their leader was doing? With grow
- ing interest the people followed ande came up to the edge of the water

t as Moses cast thereif the boughs hi
j had gathered and spoke with a lout

t voice so that all standing near couli

hear, saying:
"Here would the Lord prove theeI whether ye will walk in his ways o:

1 no, for again has he 'given you de
1 liverance. Drink we of the waters

r for God bath touched them with thi

finger of his power."
The voice ceased. But in all the

great company of people there was po
S one who moved to stoop'and drink, a
I blind and hard of heart were they

that they were slow to..believe ,the
words which Moses had spoken.

But at last there c` ame 'one and
kneeled down by the waters and
sipped half hesitatingly from the hand
he dipped into the pool. Then a glad
shout rose from his lips, and droppain
on both hanqs he plunged his face
into the pool and drank long and
eagerly. Then another and anothe-
followed his example, and soon the
great thirsty throng was slaking its
thirst, and shouting for Joy over this
thing which God had done for them.

In the meantime Jahziel and those
with him had lost no time in Jour.
neying towards the place of their
vision, but not that night nor the next
did they find aught but the burning
sands and.the rocky waste. The little
water they had brought with them was
now well nigh exhausted, and death
stared them in the face. Wearily they
dragged on and on. Now no longer
hoping to find the place for which they
had, set out, they sought to retrae
their steps l and regain the company
from which they had so willfully with-
drawn, in spite of the protests of
Moses. And at last when they had
about given up hope and were ready
to lay down and die, they again came
in sight of Marsh. ,

Eagerly, expectantly they pressed
forward with what little strength they
had left, but when they had come to
the place where the camp had been
pitched they found it deserted and the
people had gone.

"Yea, we might have known they
would have gone, for how could they
remain here where the waters were un-
fit to drink, and were but an aggravat-
ing reminder of their greatest need,"
spoke up. Jahzlel, bitterly, as he
dragged himself away from the wa-
ter's edge, followed by his companions.
"There is nothing for us to do but to
press forward."

And on Into the desert they went,
ignorant, because of their sin and un-
belief, of the miracle God had wrought
at Marsh, and missing the blessing
which might have been theirs even at
Marsh, the place of bitter waters.

Giving to the Lord.
A convert in a Bohemian village in

Minnesota kept his store closed on
Sunday, and would not sell tobacco.
JIe puts one-third of his income into
the Lord's treasury. Not long ago he
and his younger brother began bee-
culture. The first year their 15 hives
netted them ten dollars apiece, while
the average for hives in Minnesota was
three dollars apiece. The Lord's bees
made three and a halt times as mush
as the common ones.

MILLIJ OtS FOR MAILS
POST O FWICE AROP P1ATION

ARE CONSTANTLY GROWING.

Enormous Expenditures Necessary
That the Service Be Kept Up to

the Requirements of the
Present Day.

When Senator Penrose, chairman of
the senate committee on post offices
and post roads, predicted that the
post officee appropriation bill would
in time-the senatorial life of men
then in the senate, he put it-reach
the enormous proportions of $500,000,-
000 a year, he startled some of those
who heard him, while others did not
take him seriously. When the Unit-
ed States government was 100 years
old, when it entered upon its second
century of its present existence, when
the Fifty-first congress appropriated
$500,000,000 a year for the expenses
of the government, there was a pro-
longed cry about the "Billion Dollar
Congress." Now Senator Penrose pre-
dicts that the post office department
will cost a billion dollars every two
years, Just what the total expense of
the government was less than 20
years ago. The present appropriation
bill of nearly $200,000,000 no doubt
encourages the belief that the appro-
priations are to be rapidly increased
,within the next few years. Already
it it predicted that the rural free de-
livery service will cost $50,000,000 a
year, and, of course, other services
will increase in proportion. The
prophecy of Penrose might also be
realized if the movement for a tele-
graph system owned and operated by
the government should be adopted.
The movement in that direction is
slow, but it may come. We own a ca-
ble to Alaska, and are going to own
anothes to Panama, Cuba and Porto
Rico. If we own sea telegraphs why
not land telegraphs, which are sp
much more useful? If we should
adopt such a system we would And it
very expensive at first, the billdling
of the lines and installation of the
service, but those who have looked
into the matter are convinced that it
will be self-sustaining and that the
people will get a service which will
be less expensive than what is now
paid by the people to the telegraph
companies.' Then there is the parcels
post proposition, meaning that the
government shall carry small pack-
ages by mail at a very small cost.
That would mean another additionalexpense to be -added to the, post office I
appropriation bill. The prophetic soul I
of Penrose -lay have seen the future I
better than we can guess when he
predicted half-billion dollar post office
bills. There are certainly possibili-
ties, and the country is growing. Be-

sides there is a tendency toward lav-
ish expenditures by the general gov-
ernment. Many people seem to think
that this great, rich, prosperous coun-
try ought not to stop at small things,
that it ought not to be penurious, and t
parsimony should have no place in its 8
management. With all the prospee- t
Live expenditures for the postal serv- S

lee we may reach the figures of Sen-
itor Penrose in a score of years. 0

Clippings Came Too Rapidly.
It is not often that an American

politician gets sick of seeing his name
in print. Yet Senator Albert J. Bev-
eridge, of Indiana, got more clippings
a few days ago with his name in them
than he cared to see. This is the way
it happened: Thge day the senator
introduced his meat- inspection bill he
telegraphed- an order to one pt the
New York press clipping bureaus to
sepd to him all clippings on the Bev-
eridge meet bill. Every paper in the
cjuntry printed something about the
packers and the Beveridge bill. The
first day following his order Beveridge
received several thousand clippings
and an. enormous bill. The next day
the clippigs, and the bill were tre-
bled. The third day brought Senator
Beveridge's finish and gasping over
the amount oft his indebtedness,to the
man with t~he shears he teleaiaphed
as follows: "CanIel my 0oder; have
had enough."

Senator'e' wn as Peaceaker,
Concerning the junior senator from

Massachusetts :a correspondent writes:
"Crane slips silently about with his
quiet smile, asmoot g ddwn ri dgw dmulo
ties and 'rubbing th6 fur On, the ani-
imals the right way. His motto is:
'Blessed are the peacemakers,' and his
patron saint is Henry Clay; who. was
known in his day, as the compromiser.'
What Crane really ought to be is bhief
justice of ai international court of ar-
bitration. There would be no more
war.;"

Senator's Days. Lengthened.
Senator Spoonor has stopped smok-

ing. He was mourning his sad fate
in the Republican cloakroom when
Senator Dolliver, thinking to 'be sym.
pathetic, said: "Well, I guess it Is
pretty well 'dmitted that the use of
tobacbo tends to shorten a man's
days." 'That's right," Senator. Spoon.
er replied. "I find that my days with.
out it are about 60 hours long."

Xaryland Senator Pleases.
As was to be expected, William

Pinckney Whyte, the venerable suc-
cessor of Senator Gorman, has made a
most favorble impression on his col-
leagues. Dressed faultlessly and with
his courtly bearing, fine burgundy
complexion and snow-white hair, he
attracts muc a attention. One of the
best things said of him during his first
day came from a small toW-headed
page. "I hear the Maryland fellows
call him Pink Whyte," said the lad,
"and his complexion andhair are right
pp even with his name."

Secretary "earded" Dog.
Miss Irma Shaw, daughter of the

secretary of the treasusr; is a great
dog fanieer. She is at present abroad
with her mother and reendly par-
chased in London a fine young bull
terrier. She shipped it to WRshing-
ton and for a time the secretaryl had
a woeful "time tooling after the sail
mal. "Finally," be says, 'rI decided it
would be cheaiper to pay some one to
take care of the blasted thing and
now I have agreed to pay $710 a week
for i- until my daughter returns and
meaR IM t soef s* y

WRITES NAME OFTEN.

Assis*Ul Secretary a the Treasay
3ygnalds Kept 3usy .&zilng

Signaturte to documents,

"Jimmy" Reynolds, of Boston, asl
sistant secretary of the treasury, is
the champion long-distance signataure
r writer of the Roosevelt administra•i
tion. He writes his name oftener thani
any other man in any of the governa.
ment departments, and as his signs-
ture, is of the fancifully strenuousf brand, he probably "slings more Ink"

s alliz!ng it to public documents thaei
e any other one "chief" in Washingtnie

i secretary Reynolds has beaten thea signature signing record of Uncle Joea
i Cannon, who, as speaker of the house,.

has to sign every bill that passes. He
bsu distanced Secretary Root, who harstt a short name of nine letters. Seers.

tary Taft, another of the short nameI fellows, isn't in the same class with
I Mr. Reynolds. Even President Roose-
i velt dcesn't sign his name as often

as Becretary Reynolds. '

The fountain pens that Secretary
feynolds has pat out of business would
fill a large waste basket. He uses up
three a day ,aigning his mall, and
while they are mended and used again
eventually, their life is. short. and
strenuous and their period of useful-
ness brief. He scorns the slow going
"dip" pens.

"Jimmy" Reynolds has been' assiat
ant secretary of the treasury for near-.
ly 15 months. In that time he has
signed his name a trifle more than
100,000 times. He puts his name at
the bottom of 300 carefully scanned
documents or letters a day. Two mes-
sengers keep busy handling the pa-
pers.

"What they need in the treasury do-
partment," sqid Mr. Reynolds, recent-
ly, "Is a Chinese ofelal whose sole
duty it shall be to sign all the: mal.
I am thinking of broaching this sub-
ject. What a cinch a man would have
have signing letters whose name was
'Ah Sin.' He could get through 4,000
letters and warrants an hour, or about
30,000 a day. That would be Wortl~
while. Then, too, there would be a '
great saving in ink." --

Mr. Reynolds uses a bottle o afoun-
tain pen ink a day the year round.

Last summer when the tempature'
was 100 under one of the treasury de-
partment electric fans, and Mr. -R -
nolds was simply delighted with0 the
ball game article the Washingtons
were putting up, and wor ws :t-
ting slack, 12,000 Indian wawts
came in.., They had .to • e. signed. The
other assistant secretaries were on
their. vacations, and "Jimmy" signed
them, the whole 12,000. He lost 21
pounds anpdsoured his disposition..

WANTED TO FIND OUT.

Statesman Had Doubts as to Whether
Senator Riddleberger Was Able

to Agree with Himself.

Senator Blackburn tells a story of
the days when Riddleberger was a
senator from Virginia, which recalls
the late Senator Harris, of 'Tennes-
see. All these senators were then mem-

.bers of the committee on the District
of, Clumbia, and there was a fran-
chise bill of some kind pending, over
which there was some contention. It
was referred to. a- subcommittee, of
which Riddleberger, Harris and two
other senators were members. There
were two. reports, Riddleberger mak-
ing the minority rejprt.

The bil was referred to another
committee, Riddleberger being the man
reappointed, with two different sena-
tors, and again he, made' a minority
report. When the question' came up
as to what should be done with the
bill Senator Harris said, in his plee
else and emphatic manner:

"Mr. Chairman, I move that this
bill be 'again referred to a_ subcom-
mittees., and that the s~boomntttee
shall consist of the seqatir from .r-
ginia. I make this suggestion In or-
der to ascertain if the. senator from
Vi nis can 'agree with himself..

Where H Drow the Line.
Con smM a Stanliy, of Kentguclk,

was, discusmessu
When Mr. Mhiga
terrupted with the remark: "Thegn.
tieman from Kentucky reflects on the
appropriations committee." The -.man
from the blue grass state replied with
an air of profound courtesy: ,"The
members of. the conmmittees are pehaps-
sup.qsensitive. Because we differ with
thai is in no sense a 'reflect•en upon
file committee. We accord to you
proper energy and proper Intelligence,
but we deny you absolute, infinite wis-
dom."

Unconscious Plagiarism.
Congressman Rueker, of MIssoeri,' is

said to have been guity of plagarism
-unconsciously, no doubt-whet ' he
said in the house the other day: `•'he
only way you can cheo corruptilnistg
in Pennsylvania is tot hang them."
Years ago a Republican. governor of
that state said to Senator Quay: "I
shall t y to drive every corrupt man
out of Pennsylvania." "Governor," re
plied Quay, "do you Intend to deprive
your party of all its voters?"

"I thought you an' him aster '
pals."

"Yus-buats it's the oQ dr
woman came atwerutt." J

You can't te ll miu to$o early a•• k
earances,. ,Many a bey Who wears

his hair inearls natil he is hs'eue
ryearsn old chews tobso_ befe heis 1L


