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THE TALK OF THE TOWN.

There is such a thing as being Launted by
an ldea or by a personality. About this
time Vandeleur and I began to have night-
meres with regard to Mme. SBara. She vis-
ited us In our dreams, sand In our waking
dreams she was also our companlon, We
suspected her unseen influence on all occa-
slens. We dreaded to see her visible pres-
ence In the street, in the park, at the play
—in short, wherever we went. This sort of
thing was bad for both of us. It began to

get on our nerves, Il takes a great deal
to get on the lron nerves of a man like
Vandeleur, nevertheless, 1 began to think
that they were seriously shaken when I re-
celved, on a certain afternoon in late Oc-
tober, the following note:

“My Dear Druce: There are fresh devel-
opments in the grand hunt. Come and dine
with me tomorrow evening to meet FProf.
Piozzi. New problems are on foot.”

The grand hunt could, of course, only
mean one thing, What was up now? What
in the name of fortune had Prof. Piozz,
the greatest and voungest sclentist of the
day, to o with Mme. Sara? But the chance
of meeling hilm was a strong inducement
to accept Vandeleur's Invitatlon. He was
our greatest experimental chemist.  Six
months ago®his name had been on every
one's lips as the discoverer of a new arti-
ficin] Hghting agent which, if commercially
feasible, would take the place of all other
means hitherto used

Prof. Piozzi was not vet thirty vears of
age. He was an Itallan by birth, but spoke
English as well as though It were his na-
tive tongue.

At the appointed hour T found Vandeleur
gtanding by his hearth. A table in a dis-
tant recess was laid for dinner, He greeted
me with a gleam of pleasure in his eyes.

“What is the new problem?”’ I asked. ‘It
goes without saying that it has to do with
Mme. Sara.”

“1 am glad you were able to come before

Piozzl put in an appecarance,” was Vande-
leur's grave answer.

He paused for an instant, and then he
burst out in vehemence:
“l owe Sara a debt of gratitude. Hunt-

ing her as a recreation is as good as hunt-
ing a man-eating tiger. 1 am getting at
her now by watching the movements of her
vietim."

“Who is the vietim?" 1 interrupted.

“No less a person than Prof. Plozzi.”

“Impossible,” 1 answered.

“Fact, ull the same,” he replied. *The
professor, notwithstanding his genius, is iﬁ
an

many ways credulous, unsuspicious
easily imposed upon.”
“Nevertheless, 1 fall to understand,” 1

satd.

“Have you ever heard of the subtle power
of love?"

As Vandeleur spoke he stared hard at
me, then burst into an uneasy laugh.

“The professor is In love,"” he said. ‘“Mad-
ame's last move s truly prompted by gen-
fus. She has taken to exploiting one of the
most extraordinary-looking girls who have
electrified society for many a day. It isn't
her mere heauty that draws every one to
Donna Marta; it is her peculiarity. She has
all the ways of an unconscious siren; for
never was any one less self-conscious or
e re apparently Indifferent to admiration.”

“1 have not heard of her,” 1 sald.

“Then you have allowed the talk of the
town to slip past vou, Druece,” was Van-
deleur's answer. *“Donna Marta is the talk
of the town. No one knows where she has
sprung from; no one can confldently assert
that this country or the other has had the
honor of her nationality. She belongs to
Mme. Bara; she accompani- = her wherever
she goes, and Professor Piozzl Is the vie-
tim.

“Are you sure?' I asked.

“(ertain. He follows them about like a
shadow. Madame Is keeping more or less
in the background for the present. Donna
Marta is the lure. We shall next hear of
an engagement between our young friend
and this girl, whose antecedents no one
knows anvthing about. Madame has an ob-
ject, of course. She means mischief.”

It was my custom never to interrupt
Vandeleur when he was explaining one of
his theories, so 1 sat back in my chair
and allowed him to proceed without com-
ment on my part.

“At the present moment,” he continued.
“I happen to know that the professor has
run to earth another of his amazing dis-
covertes In the carbon compounds. No one
but himself knows what it is as yet, not
even his assistants. Next week he is going
to explode the bombshell In the sclentific
world at a lecture at the Royal Institution.
Every one will flock there on the tiptoe of
expectation and curiosity. The thing is at
present a dead secret, and the title of the
lecture not even mentioned. He means to
electrify the world. It is his little amuse-
ment to do this, as he did the ethylene
Hght affalr. The man Is, of course, a phe-
nomenon, a genlus, probably the most
brilliant of our times. He is absolutely un-
suspiclous and absolutely unworldly. I am
not going to see him ruin himself if I can
help 1.

“1 percelve that you are In earnest,' 1
gald: “"but how are you to prevent a4 man
who Is his own master from adopting his
own methods, even in the subtle cause of
love? Suppose your young professor loves
Donna Marta, how are you to stop him?"

“Pime will prove how,” he remarked;
“but ston him I will.”

The bell whirred, and the next moment
Professor Plozzi entered. 1 looked at him
with keen interest. From his photographs,
repreduced freely In the fllustrated papers,
1 had expected to see a young and good-
looking man, with a keen, intelligent face;
but 1 was scarcely prepared for his juvenile
appearance. He was tall in figure, well
made, somewhat siender; his hair was of a
falr flaxen shade; his eyes were wide open
and a clear blue. He had a massive fore-
head, dark eyes and a clean-shaven face.
His whole appearance wag that of an ordi-
nary, good-looking, everyday sort of young
man, and I examined his features with ex-
treme curiosity, endeavoring to detect any-
where a sign of genlus. 1 could not do so.
The profeasor's whole appearance was
everyday; not a doubt of it. He was well
dressed, and had easy, courteous manners,
and upon a finger of his left hand there
gleamed a ring, a royal gift from the king
of his native land.

We sat down to dinner, and the conversa-
tion was light, pleasant and sufficiently
witty to cause the moments to fly. No one
knew better than Vandeleur how to make
a man feel at home in his own house, and
I could see that Plozzl was enjoying him-
self in a boylsh way.

It was not until the meal was nearly over
that the professor caused us both to start
and listen with extreme attention. He be-
gan to talk of Mme. Bara. He spoke of
her with enthuslasm. She was the cleverest
woman in London, and, with one exception,

the most beautiful. Her scientific attain-
ments were marvelous. He considered him-
self extremely lucky to have made her ac-
qualntance. )

“The sort of knowledge you allude to.
replied Vandeleur, in a very grave tone,
“‘that scientific knowledge which madame
possesses, and which is not a smattering,
but a real thing, makes a woman at times—
dangerous."”

"ls‘:lo not follow wou,"” replied the pro-
fessor, knitting his brows. ‘“Madame is the
reverse of dangerous; she would help a fel-
low at a pinch. She is as good as she 1§
beautiful." .

Vandeleur made no reply. I was about to
speak, but I saw by his manner that he
would rather turn the conversation.

One more we chatted on less exciting
topies, and it was not until the servants
had withdrawn that Vandeleur proceeded
to unfold the real business of the evening.

“So you are going to astonish us all next
week, professor, at the Royal Institution?
Is it true that vou, and you alone, possess
the key of the discourse that you are to
give us?’

“Quite true,” he replied, with a smile. "I
ecannot help having the dramatic instincts
of my race. I love an artistic effect, and 1
think T can guarantee you English chemists
a lttle thrill on Saturday week. "My paper
was ready a month ago, and since finishing
it I have been having a pleasant time. Until
a month ago your London was more or less
a closed book to me. Now, Mme Sara and
her voung companion, Donna Marta, have
been taking me round. I have enjoyed my-
self, not a doubt of it."”

He leant back in his chair and smiled.

“That woman does plan things in a most
delightful manner,” he continued, “and
whether she entertains in her own wonder-
ful reception rooms at the back of her shop
in the Strand, or whether 1 meet her at the
houses of mutual friends, or at the play,
or the opera, she is always bright, viva-
clous, charming. Donna Marta, of course,
adds her share to the delights. Yes, it Is

all happiness,"” continued ‘he young pro-

PROF. PI0ZZI ENTERED.

fescor, rubblng his hands together in a boy-
ish manner. “You English.” he added, tix-
ing his bright blue eye on Vandeleur's sat-
urnine face, “are so dull, so—I might add—
triste. And yet,”” he added, quickly, *“you
have your charm. Oh, undoubtedly yes.
Your sincerity is so marvelous, so—I ought
to add—refreshing. One ecan rely on it. But
madame has also the sincere air, and yet
to her are given the brightness and vivacity
which come from living under bluer skies
than yours."

The professor's face was flushed; he look-
ed from Vandeleur to me with eagerness.
Vandeleur drew his chair a trifie closer.
Then, without warning, as though he could
not help himself, he sprang to his feet.

“Prof. Piozzi,”” he said, “‘you have given
our nation, perhaps unwittingly, a rare and
valuable tribute. You have just spoken of
our sincerity. I trust that we are sincere,
and I trust also that, so long as Eng-
land remains England, an Englishman's
word will be his bond. The best inheritance
an Englishman can receive from his fore-
fathers is the power on all occaslons to
speak the truth. You are my guest tonight.
1 have the greatest respect for You; I ad-
m!re your genius as I never thought to ad-
mire the genius of any man. It is most
painful to mé to have to say a word that
may seem discourteous to you, an honored
guest, but my heritage as an Englishman
forces me to speak the truth. You know
what T am—an official eriminal agent o#
the police. I will be quite candid with you.
My Invitation to you tonight was not pure-
ly the disinterested one of enjoying the
honor of your company, but also to give yo
a warning with regard to Mme. Sara and
the young girl who accompanies her into
soclety. They are both dangerous. I speak
with knowledge. It is true that the girl
herself is in all probability only the tool,
but the woman ! Professor, I have met
that woman before. So has my friend
Druee. Our acquaintance with her has not
been agreeable, May I proceed?”

The professor's face had now turned al-
most crimson; his blue eves were starting
from his head; he kept clenching and un-
clenching his right hand as though he
could scarcely contain himself. Vandeleur's
words, however, seemed to force him into
an attitude of attention. He listened as
though mesmerized,

My friend then proceeded to give a vivid
sketch of some of the episodes which had
fallen to our share in the life of Mme. Bara,
He spoke slowly, with great emphasis and
precision. He stated his case as though he
were addressing a jury In a court of jus-
tice, scoring point after point with brevity
and brilliance. When at last he ceased to
speak the professor was silent for half a
minute, then he rose with a jerk to his
feet. He was trembling, and his eyes flash-
ed fire,

“Mr. Vandeleur,” he sald, “we are ac-
quaintances of only a year's standing; in
that time we have had some pleasant in-
terviews. Your business is not an attrac-
tive one, even when confined to its official
precinets; but to introduce it into private
affairs is not to be tolerated. You exceed
the limits of propriety in dictating to me as
to the choice of the list of my friends.
Please understand that from that list I
erase your name."

He bowed stitfly, and, walking across the
room, took up his hat and coat and slam-
med the door behind him.

I glanced at Vandeleur
His eyes met mine,

‘““I'hne man must have his fling,"” he said.
“I dld what I did for the best, and am not
sorry. He is in love with the mysterious
girl, who has been brought to England,
doubtless, for the express purpose of work-
ing his ruin. We must find out all we can
about her as qulckly as possible. Poor
young professor. I should like to save him,
and I will, too, if in the power of man. His
powers of research much not be lost to the
glories of the sclentific world.”

“You must admit Vandeleur,” I said,
“that you were a trifie harsh In your deal-
ings with him. Granted that he is in love
with Donna Marta, can you expect him to
take your warning tamely?”

Vandeleur was sflent for a minute.

“I do not believe my severe words will do
any harm in the long run,” he sald then.
“The man is a foreigner; he has not an
Englishrran's knaek of keeping his temper
under control. He will cool down presently
and what I have said will return to him.
They wil' come to him when he is talking to
Donna Marta: when Mme. Sara is throwing
her spells over him. Yes, I am not sorry I
yhave spoken.

(To be continued Monday.)

in amazement.

Brown—"Dom’t get gay, or I'll be forced
to pound a little sense into your head.”
Green—"Huh! It would take a dozen men

like you to pound any sense into my head.”
—Chicago News. :
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GILA MONSTER.

ITS BITE 1§ FATAL

Gila Monster is the Most
Dreaded of Reptiles.

NO KNOWN REMEDY

INCREASING IN NUMBERS IN THE
SOUTHWEST.

Hualipis Have an Antidote, the Nature
of Which They Will Not
Reveal.

Written for The Evening Star by Dr. Frank
Romain,

That the Gila monster is the most dan-
gerous creature to human life in the desert
regions of the southwest, and that there
is no remedy known to science which will
act as an antidote to its poison, is the opin-
fon of Prof. Willlam Wetherbee, who for
nearly a year has been making a scientifi®
study of this reptile In the interests of ex-
periments which for some time have been
prosecuted- by the state of California.

To prove his assertion that death ensues
in almost every instance where the poison
of that creature enters the human systemn,
Prof. Wetherbee gives the results of his
long sojourn in the deserts of Arvizona and

California, where during twelve months of
experiment twenty cases came under his
notics, all but three of which ended fatally.

In proof of his assertion that since the

thinning out of the Indians the Gila mon-
ster Is rapldly Increasing in nuamber, “.“,d
that it is becoming a serious menace to life
in those regions, he points out that more
deaths have occurred from its bite during
the last two years than are recorded in the
previous tive,

During this time five little children, four
womern, seven white men and nearly twice
as many half-breeds and Indians have
fallen victims of the Gila's bite, and it 13
probable that there are other cases which
have never been heard of. Several of the
fatalities occurred during the sweltering
summer weeks that 1 was whh Profl

Wetherbee.
A Secret Remedy.

So formidable do these facts appear that
President Diaz has been asked to use his
influence in discovering the remedy which
has long been known to exist among the
Hualipis, a Mexican tribe of Indians who
have always kept their antidote a secret,
and have baffled the attempts of many
scientists to secure it, among them the
famous Dr. Shufeldt. This is not the first
time that President Diaz has been inter-
ested in fhe matter of securing a remedy
for the Gila's bite. A number of years ago
the medical authorities of California asked
him to secure the prescription used among
the Hualipis, and it Is said that not only
did Diaz detail special officers to the work,
but when they failed, the president went
personally among the Hualipis in his ef-
forts to secure the antidote. Because Of a
superstitious belief that the remedy, which
is also said to be efficacious in combatting
the fatal effects of rattlesnake poison, was
a direct blessing from their gods, and
should be kept secret, the Hualipis refused
to disclose it. Afterward, Shufeldt and sev-
eral California physicians went personally
among the Indians, but with as little suc-
cess. ‘That an antidote must be found I8
realized by both the medical authorities ot
California and Arizona.

The regions infested by the “mottled ter-
ror"” are rapidly becoming inhabited, and
each year sees a big increase In the white
population. For many years, perhaps for
hundreds of them, the Pima, Apache, Mari-
copah and Yuma Indians, who little feared
the bites of rattlesnakes or centipeds,
waged a cautious and systematic war of
extermination against the Gilas, but as
these tribes have thinned out the *‘mon-
sters’” have increased alarmingly, until
there are now some places where scores of
them may be met with in a single day.
With the iIncreasing population of white
people, the majority of whom as yet bear
no especlal enmity toward the Gila, it is
thought that the annual death list from
their bites will rapidly grow.

In Their Natural Homes.

To prosecute his experiments Prof, Weth-
erbee followed the course of the Gila river,
where the "‘monsters” have always been
found in the greatest numbers. For weeks
at a time he watched the reptiles in their
natural homes before attempting to capture

them. In his eabin near Castle Dome moun-
tains he at one time had fifty of them cap-
tive, and it was then that he succeeded in
securing for the first time enough poison to
experiment with. Irritating the creatures,
he succeeded in getting them to bite vi-
ciously at the edge of a thin plate, where
the poison gradually accumulated in the
form of a thick, syrupy secretion.. In con-
trast to most serpent venoms, which are
acid, the Gila's poison was of an alkaline
nature, During these experiments one of
the reptiles caught a Mexican assistant Ly
the thumb. 8creaming with terror, the
man beat the creature frantically against
the side of the cabin, until Prof. Wetherbee
secured a knife and chopped it in two. Every
stimulant and remedy at hand were in turn
employed, but the Mexlean gradually fell
into a stupor, and within twenty minutes
was dead.

It was after this fatality that T became
personally interested in Prof. Wetherbee's
work ard began working in conjunction
with him in his little Arizona cabin. |

For several years I had experimented
with Qila monsters, but had never regarded
them as more dangerous than rattlesnakes.
1 had had the opportunity of seeing the poi-
son act fatally in the case of human beings,
and had experimented with it on animals;
but so far was 1 convineced that what would
gave a man from a rattlesnake’s bite would
also save him from a Gila’s that I made
pets of two Arizona “monsters,” and often
allowed them to eclimb up my arms and
breast, playing, as it were, with absolute

death.
Death Comes Quickly.

That 1 escaped death seems to me noth-
ing short of a miracle, after knowing more
of the nature of a Gila's bite. The poison
obtained by Professor Wetherbee was tried
on a number of animals. A small quantity
injected into one of the wild Indian dogs
caused death in less than two minutes.
Birds and smaller animals brought for the
purpose of experimenting upon dled much
more quickly.

One afternoen in August we were inter-
rupted in our experiments by a half-Mex-
fcan ranchero, who tore up excitedly on his
mustang, crying that his daughter had heen
bitten by a Gila. Less than an hour after
the girl had been bitten we were back at
her side, The victim was about twenty
yvears old, with a bright, pretty face, and
immediately complained that though she
was suffering intense pain, she seemed to
be paralyzed. and could move her hands
and limbs only with great difficulty. A lit-
tle later, after stimulants had been admin-
istered, she began crying out In agony,
saying that her head was splitting. Grad-
ually the pain seemed to leave her, and a
few minutes before death unconsciousness
came to her relief. This case was a sin-
gular one, [nasmuch as the girl lived for
more than two hours after having been bit-

ten. Orfdirarily few |persons ocan speak

after fifteen minutes, and with the excep- |

tion of those few who recover, all cases
prove fatal within half an hour.

That the whites of the southwest are be-
ginning to realize the terrible offects of
the Gila's poison is shown in the case of
a ranchman, who, while camping en route
home from Phoenix, stepped on a Gila be-
fore he puton his boots in the morning.
The reptile immediately buried its teeth in
the ranchman's big toe, and clung there.
Shrieking to his companions, the ranch-
man called for paper. and while friends
severed, the Gila's head he wrote down a
few last words to his loved ones at home,
and gave instructions as to what should
be done with his property. A few minutes

Inter the man lost consciousness, and died
with his peneil still in his hand.
Saved Her Life.
One case was called to our attention

which proves that among the Hualipis ex-
ists a remedy for the Gila bite. Among the
Yumas was a squaw who was bitten by
one of the reptiles over thirty years ago.
This woman had lived for some years
among the Hualipis, and it Is known that
at the time she was bitten she quickly made
some sort of a decoction which she drank.
Years after the army oflicers of that part
of the southwest were Instruocted to dis-
cover what this remedy was, If possible,
but then it was too late. The effects of
the poison had turned the squaw Into a
semi-idiot, until now she doeés not remem-
ber what she did to counteract the poison.
8he is now pointed out by the whites and
Indians as the only person in those regions
who ever survived a real bite of a Gila
monster. In all of the cases where the'vie-
tims survived- Prof. Wetherbee found thag
the bites had been slight ones, and the
ereatures had not caught firm enough holds
to allow them to inject their venom.

For a long time there hias been a great
muss of fiction about the fatal effects of
the breath of the Gila monster, and any
number of traditions among the Indians
and of old soldiers of the southwest con-
cerning the blighting effeets left by 'the
crawling of the animal over any living plant
or animal. Among the C ahs of southern
California, where I previously spent
seme time, I found a belief among the In-

dians that the most fearful vengeance that
can come (o the spivit bodies of bad In-
dians after this'life is th be bitten by a

red Gila monster that roams unzeen by mor-

tal eyes ovér the plains.' walting to snap
at the red-skinned savages Inimical to the
great spirit chief. }‘, Je
What Itis Like. ~
The Gila is about eighfeen inches in

length and in girth dhout' the size of a
boy’s arm. Its tail fs one-third the lrxn;:h';
of the body, and it a8 4 .qottled skin in
reddish yeliow and dar® brown. Its
mouth i similar in Shape to that of an
alligator, and its little black eves have

the sleepy appearance of those of the alli-
gator family. It weighs from three to
four pounds. It hag four stubby legs,

shaped and placed like thase of a lizard,
but it has nene of the rapidity of that
animal, and instead of being found in
damp, cool spots, it frequénts the hottest
sands and sunbaked soil!" Rattlesnakes
cannot remain in a heat that the Gila en-
joys, dnd it is doubtful if even a sala-
mander could stand a daily temperature

,of 135 degrees for hours, lwhich the Gila

grows fat on during midsffmmer weeks.
The stories which haye been generally
believed that, Gilas will pursue human
beings, and that they will crawl into
houses in search of vietims, have been
disproved. The Gila is a stupid creature,
and it will not wantonly  attack. The
great danger lies in stepping on the rep-
tiles, whose skins are much the color ef
desert sand and sunbaked earth. In these
places the Gila will flatten itself out and
go to sleep. When stepped on it catches
viciously onto the humin foot and its
teeth penetrate the toughest boots.
These teeth are in double rows., thick
and very sharp. They belong to the
“bulldog of reptiles,”” for anything once
caught between them iz held as if in a
steel trap. The Indians have a saying
that a Gila will not release a piece of
Hesh between its jaws until the big spirit
causes a thunder, even if it takes all
summer. In one instance where Prof.
Wetherbee allowed a Gila to bite an In-
dian dog the reptile maintained its hold
for thirty-six hours after the animal's
death. It is known by both whites and
Indians that it is usgless to attempt to
force a Gila to.release s hold, for that
only increases the wound, and the reptile
in a rage. manufactures fresh venom in
the poison sacs which are in the roof of
its mouth. The chief results of the Ari-
ZOnd experiments are’ to show that no
poison antidotes now known ecan avert
the fatal effects of a Gila's bite, except
in instances where the bite is not much
more than a scratch, when large quanti-
ties of whisky taken lmermilly s¢sam to
be good. Next summer Prof. Wetherbee
::r“:\rﬁ? t‘;‘xml?snf the Flualipis and will try
: v mea
b A ns or foul their won-

UNHEALTHY TRADES.

Sanitary Work Rooms Good Invest-

ment for Employers.
From the Chicago Inter Ocean,

For centuries the tailor has been the sub-
Ject of jesting pity because his trade was
supposed to make him physiecally wezk,
while the stonecutter has been usually rep-
resented as the image of strength. So sail-
ors and miners are supposed to follow dan-
gerous trades, as |ndeed they do if the
chances of external injury alone be con-
sidered, while bookkeepers anrd salesmen
are supposed to be in little danger from
their oecupations.

Disease, however, kills scores where ac-
cidents kill one, and of all ! vases con-
sumption Kills the most adul: And with
regard to deaths from consumption a life
insurance expert has recently prepared a
chart, from official mortality returns, which
upsels many popular notions as to Lhe rela-
tive healthfulness - er' unhealthfulness of
various trades. It covers thirty lcading
trades and shows the . perecentug:s of
deaths from consumption to deaths from all
ca uses of workers jp each.

In the middle stand: the painters and gro-
cers, with percentages of23.4 and 242,
From grocers the figures rise through liguor
d_ealers, molders, longshoremen, potters,
cigarmakers, silk werkers, hatters, sales-
men, plumbers, bookkeeqers. brassworkers,
glassworkers, printers and stoneworkers, of
whom 45.1 per cent die of consumption.

From painters figures go down
through brewers, balgers, poileemen, wedv-
ers, ifron and st worlters, masons,
butchers, carpenterd,: tailors, blncksmiths,
merchants, sallors, .brakemen and miners,
?ir whom only 6.4 per-cent die of consump-

on. i st

It is certainly somiéthing of a surprise to
learn that the most wid#ly fatal of maladies
iz less likely to kill the, proverbially weak
tailor than the proverbially strong hutcher,
and that sallors, who must endure the
most sudden and violent changes of tem-
perature, are less subject to consumption
than printers, who can hardly work at all
except in a reasonably even temperature.

In this connection it ie interesting to note
that large employers of labir are being
convinced with increasing ease and rapidity
that provision of clean, well ventilated and
properly heated and lighted shops is an in-
vestment that pays good dividends by in-
creasing the contentment and preserving
the health of their employes, and that in
this manner the mortality of even the unm-
Ps‘;;ﬁémm trades may be sensibly dimin-

Harker—"'Prof. Jansen is certainly a re-
markable man.” ¥

Parker—"In what way?"

Harker—"He is the only scientistsin the
couvntry who hasn't made at least one im-
portant discovery relative to radium.”"—Chij-
cago News. g

THE FARMER OF TODAY

He is Better Off Than He Ever
Was Before, &

HAS MONEY TO LEND

AND HIS MORTGAGE WAS PAID
OFF LONG AGO.

Crops Worth Billions—Where Our
Prosperity Really Comes From—
Talk With Becretary Wilson.

(Copyright, 1904, by Frank G. Carpenter.)
Written for The Evening Star.

I called on Becretary Wlilson the other
day to ask some questions on capital ana
labor from the standpoint of the farmer.
My interview was held at the Department
of Agriculture during the busiest hour of
-the day, and the Secretary answered my
questions between jobs. As he did so I
wags surprised at his versatility. He is
like Napoleon in that he can do four
things at a time and do them all well.
His mind seemed to jump at a second's
notice from the pasture lands of Dan to
the graln flelds of Bersheba, and when it
landed it was all there. Now the question
was the appointment of a man to investi-
gate crop conditions in the Philippines,
now the arrangement of the new agri-

sell at home, but what they sell .
The amount is so enormous you cannot
comprehend it.

In the decade andlt:g 1900 it was more than
$7,000,000,000, or on the average more than
$700,000,000 a year. In 1901 our farm ex-
ports amountéd to more than $900,000,000,
or almost $3,000,000 for every working day
of the year. That means $125,000 an hour,
$2,000 a minute or $33 per second. Every
time the watch ticked on every one of the
days throughout that working year 33
worth of our goods were dropped into the
lap of Europe and three $10 gold pieces
started on their way back to the United
States.

“That was In 1901, BSecretary Wilson
contlnued, "“Last year our exports were
almost as large, and so it is going on year
after year. You may talk about your great
combinations of eapital, your gigantic mo-
nopolies and enormous trusts, but,
all, Uncle Bam’s most profitable asset is
the American farmer,"”

A Business Which Deals in Billions.

“Give me some of the items of this busi-
ness of the farmers' trust, Mr. Secretary,”
said I.

“The farmers are not a trust,” sald Sec-
retary Wilson, *“‘and to give all the details
of their enormous business would require
too much space. Still I can give you some
of the items. Take cotton, for Instance.
We got high prices for that last vear. Our
exports amounted to about 12,000,000 pounds
a day, not including Sundays, and our re-
ceipts were about $1.000.000 a day, or a
gross amount of $317,000,000 per year. This
was all cold, clean money brought into the
country for stuff sold abroad.

“Our grain exports were 300,000 a day.
We sent 204,000,000 bushels of wheat and
almost half of that went in the shape of
flour. We exported $178000,000 worth of

meat and enough béef and pork to have
given every man, woman and child of the
whole world one-half pound and enough ad-
ditional to have made a mess of hash for

cultural building to be put up at a cost
-

Those fig-

every one of them the next day.

SECRETARY WILSON AT HIS DESE.

of several million dollars, and now the
importation of a bug to wipe out the San
Jose scale and make our orchardists rich.
At the same time great bunches of letters
were brought in and the Secretary read
each one as he signed it.

The Farmer and the Trusts,

I started out with:

“Mr. SBecretary, you work as though you
had your coat off, you claim to be the
representative of the man with his coat
off; T want to know what you think of
that man in his relation to our big com-
binations of capital?”’

“The only man with his coat off whom
I know is the farmer,” replied Secretary
Wilson. “With the ordinary laborer 1
have nothing to do. The farmer ig a big
enough proposgition for us here. We are
working for him and although we look
over the fence now and then at the strug-
gles of labor and capital we keep on our
way saving nothing as to anything else,
but steadily sawing wood.”

“But, Mr. Secretary, adapt my questions
to the farmers. What do they think of
the glgantic trusts which, like Jonah's
gourd, have sprung up in a night?"

“They are anxious about them,” replied
the Secretary. “but it is from an Invesi-
ment standpoint. They want to know
whether they have a substantial basis, how
tliev are operated, what business they are
doing and whether they will keep on pay-
ing dividends. The farmers are interested
I= the new Department of Commerce and
Labor and especially In its bureau of cor-
porations. If that bureau can give them as
satisfactory information about the trusts
as the treasury does about our national
banks there will be no difficulty in their
getting a fair share of the farmer’'s money.”

Our Farmer Capitalists.

“But, Mr. Secretary, 1 thought the farmer
posed as a poor man. He is a chronic
whiner, a constant complainer, and he al-
ways makes a poor mouth?"”

“That may have been 80 some years ago,"
replied Secretary Wilson. It is not so now.
You can't whine on a full stomach, full
barns and a full pockeibook. That is the
condition of tha farmer today. He is grow-
ing rich. He has become a creditor instead
of a debtor. He 18 a capitalist hunting
placestoinvest his surplus. He has had good
crops and good prices, and today his de-
posits are rolling in like a golden tidal wave,
flooding the western banks with more mon-
ey than they can handle. The local banks
are sending their mill{inns to the east, and
New York Is taking what they cannot lend
out in the west The farmers, not satisfied
with American investments.are sending mil-
lions into Canada to buy lands there, and
still they have money left. Indeed, what
they want most is a safe place to put their
surplus where it will bring them a fair rate
of interest.”

“What do you mean by a fair rate, Mr.
Secretary?”’ I asked.

“0Oh, about 5 per cent,” replied Mr. Wil-
son. “That is the best you can expect of
money now."

“Why don't they take up their mort-
gages,”’ said I. “Not long ago it was said
that the whole United States west of the
Missouri was practicaily owned by the sav-
ings banks of New England.”

“That is not so now,” replied Secretary
Wilson. *“Those mortgages have been paid
long ago, and vast sums have been spent
in improving the farms. There are mort-
gages still, It is true, but they have been
given by the sons of the farmers, who are
now buying farms of their own.”

Farm Lands as an Investment.

“Do you consider farm lands a good in-
vestment, Mr. S8ecretary?"”

“T do at the present prices,” was the re-
ply. “Investments differ according to lo-
calities, but any farm that will now pro-
duce enough to carry itself, that is, to pay
its taxes and a low rate of interest, Iz a

purchase. Our public lands have been
largely taken up. e are rapidly increas-
ing in population, and the domestic market
steadily grows. We are now the greatest
manufacturing nation on the globe, and the
domestic market of the future is beyond
conception, As to the forelgn market, it
will always take what we cannot use our-
selves. We are farming better every day,
and the business of farming will be more
profitable as time goes on. We have some
of the best food lands on the ‘globe, and
| are just beginning to appreclate what they
will produce.”

“Have you any idea,” said Secretary Wil-
son as he turned to his desk, picked up a

percll and made some figures on a slip of

ures show you something of our agricul-
tural interests. The American farmer Is
the backbone of the country. He is the
biggest institution in It."”

What Makes Uncle Sam Rich.

““But last year and the year before have
been the exceptions, Mr.- Secretary. The
crops have been much better than ever be-
fore." g

“That is true to a minor extent,” replied
Secretary Wilson. “But for years the
farmer has been bringing over foreign gold
from Europe, Australia and Asia to even
up our losses in other branches of trade.
In the last thirteen years our average ex-
cess of exports over. Imports amounted to
about 275 milllon dollars per year, and
during that time the annwval balance of
such trade in favor of the farmer was 337
million dollars, that is, the farmer had
not only to give the balance of trade in
our favor, but he had to pay 62 millilon dol-
lars in the shape of an adverse balance to
other imports. In the last fourteen vears
the farmers’ balance of trade amounted to
almost five billlon dollars. It was <nough
to pay all the losses of our other foreign
business and to put 4,000 millions of dollars,
in round numbers, to the credit of the na-
tion. Those figures give you some Idea
where this wonderful wave of prosperity
which has been sweeping over the country
comes from."” 4

Farming as a Business.

*“Then, I suppose that farmiug,
business, has begun to pay.”

“It has always pald," replied Secretary
Wilson, “when managed in a business-like
manner. But the day has passed when you
can take it up as a makeshift. The man
who would make money in farming to-
day must know his farm and how to farm
it. He must know the nature of foods, and
fertilizers. He must understand the mar-
kets and bring the same business judg-
ment to bear that is necessary o the suc-
cess of other businesses. Above all the
farmer must keep up to the times and
farm scientifically, for it is only in that
way that he can get the most sut of his
land.

“Will we ever have a great farmers'
trust, which will corner the market, raise
prices and fight the other combinitions of
capital?”

“I don't think such a thing possible,” re-
plied Secretary Wilson. This is a big
country and farming is a big business. All
the world is more or less engaged in it and
yvou can’'t control elements like that. Be-
sides each farmer {s independent of the
other, and whlle all have to a large ex-
tent common Interests they are somewhat
antagonistic to one another. T think the
farmers might be united in opposition to
anything vitally against the interests of all,
but that matter seitled they would as be-
fore act as individuals.”

The Question of Farm Labor.

“But, Mr. Secretary, how about labor
matters? I should think you would have
trouble to get men to work on the farms.
I understand that most of the farm boys are
going to the cities.”

“That was so for a time, but more now
remain upon the farms. We have had a
great immigration of farm laborers and we

have been steadily making Inventions in
farm tools so that the average hand can do
more now than the man of the past. Take
the rice lands about the Gulf of Mexico. One
American farm hand with our machinery
can raize as much rice there in one year
as four hundred Chinese laborers can ralse
in China employing Chinese methods and
Chinese machinery. The conditions as to
other crops are somewhat similar. Indeed,

as a

the farm machines enable us to dispense

with a large number of hands."

“Is farm labor organized, Mr. Secratary?
Do the farm hands have trades unions?”’

“Not that I know of. The men are so
scattered that it would be difficult to or-
ganize them., They are not employed at
steady work all the year round, and besides
the farm hand of today expects to own a
farm of his own a few years from now.

is
5& he has no time
and wages."”
‘“How about wages, Mr. Becretary? 1Is
the farm laborer well paid?"’
“I think he is,”" replied the Secretary of

1

after.

take the farm and manage It himself. In’
some other parts of the country the wages
are less.'

‘Where Our Money Comes From.

"“Are we farming any better now than we
did in the past, Mr. Secretary?”

“Very much so,” replied Secretary Wil-
son. "“And we shall farm better in the
future than we are doing now. We are
learning every day and are steadily adding
to the aggregate of our crops. What we
produce now is beyond conception. Our
wheat crop amounts to 600,000 bushels
every year, and it is worth in the neigh-
borhood of $400,000.00.

“The wvalue of the gold and silver mined
In the United States i= not half that, and
all the gold mines of all the world did not
produce as much by $100,00000 in 1902
The corn crop is worth more than twice as
much as the wheat crop. It Is now bring-
ing in §LOMMUWO000 a year, and for our
onts alone we ralse enough to equal a value
of a million dollare for every working day.
The crop amounts to a billion bushels, with
a value of 00,0000, Our hay crop in
many years s worth more than the total
product of all the gold and silver mines of
the world, and the cetton crop last year
sold for more than a half billlon dollara.
These figures are enormdéus, There is noth-
Ing like them anywhere, and wa have not
begun to approximate .the maximum of our
farming possibilities."

Uncle S8am’s New Crops,

“No,"” said the Secretary, reflectively,
“"We do not kpow what we have nor how
rich we are. We are discovering some new
thing every day which adds enormously to
our national wealth. The Agricultural De-
partment has become one of investigation
and research. We have men traveling over
the world looking for new plants and seedas,
Some time ago It seemed impossible that
we could ratse fige. We plantad the trees,
but could get no results. At last. on the ad-
vice of our specialists, we imported a little
insect from Smyrna to fertilize the treesj
that is, to earry the pollen from cne plare
to another. That little bug did the busi-
ness, and we are now rais’ng excellent figs
on the dry highlands of the west, We pro-
duced more than 1,300.000 pounds last year,
and we are just beginning.

“Do you see that macaroni? the Secre-
tary went on, as he picked up a paper to

which some pipe stems of white macaroni
were sewn., ‘“‘That macaroni was made In
America® from .merican wheat, which
Erows on land that will ralse no other
grain. We studied the wheat and the solls
which produced it, and th is the result.
We raised 10,000,000 busle's of macarond
wheat last year, and the day will come

when we will be shipping it to Italy.
New Cotton for the South.
“There on the mantel,"”
continued, “‘you may see a frame contain-
Iing samples of cotton. The cotion at the
right has a short staple. That Is the com-
mon cotton raised on the uplands all over
the soutli. Those long. silky fibers on the
left are from the famous sea Island cotton,

the

Secretary

tee highest priced and best known to the
world. That cotton will grow only on the
islands off the coacts of G orgin and South
Carolina. We have planted its wiis on the
uplands, but could get results. Then
we took the upland pla and married
them to the sea island g , ind the re-
sult is we have produced the ecotton which
you see between the two in the frame. It
is not so long ag the sca island cotton, but
it is far longer than the upland cotton,
That cotton, the child of the two other
kinds, will grow on the uplinds and the
breeding of it will add milllons of dollars
to the wvalue of our cott rop We ars
now experimenting on the best varieties of
the' Egyptian cottons, of which we import

7,000,000 whrth every vear. We have had

good results, and will soon raise all we
want.

“Another Important ftem Is riee,” sald
the Secretary. “We >0 to import nearly
all we consumed We  radsed 300,000,000
pounds Jlast year, and are now sending
rice to Cuba and other countries. We
are doing a big business in sugar. We
have begun to rajse It from sugar beects
and our product last year of that kind

of short sweetening was 320400 0id) pounds,
enough to give thirty pounds to every fam-
ily in the United States, or six and one-
half pounds for every mnan, woman and
child in the country. We have fifty fac-
tories now running making that sugar,
and we could if the matter were prop=
erly handled produce etery pound of sugar
we use,

A Great Scientific Institution.
“Indeed.'”” sald the Secretary, "1 doub$
if the people know what a scientific ine
stitution the Agricultural Department is,
Aside from its other business it is now
a post graduate university devoted to
training men to original scientific re-
search along agricultural lines. We have
had 4968 students here, most of them
college graduates whom we have
training for this kind of work. About t@
of that number have already been glw
positions in the Agricultural Department
and elsewhere. Indeed, I could find places
for scores more if I had them. The British
minister asted me for a man to send
to the Bermudas to investigale some
matters there. Another of our specialisis
has been recently emploved by the goOvs
ernment of Cuba and 1 understand he
to get $5,000 a year. I have an app
cation now for a man to take charge of
a new agricultural school which is be
established in the middle west at a
round salary and there are other openings
along other lines. Indeed, the day of
the old-time farmer is pussed and the day
of the sclentific agriculturist is here.”
FRANK G. CARPENTER.

Coffee in War Times.
From the New York Press.

In the ecivil war there were numerous
coffee substitutes, The principal was po-
tatoes, which were cut int> small cube®
and parched. The beverage was declared
to be potable. A Texas reghment used corn,
parching the grains till they were a black-
ish-brown. It was common to make coffee
out of rlece and other cereals beside corm.
Many of the southern troops made a drink
of the tender roots of the sassafras by bolle
ing them in water. Many a gallon of sas-
safras tea have I drunk, and the effect 1h
gloriously stimulating. A phmt of It will
enable a fatigued person to labor on ine
definitely. The taste is dellciously aroe
matiec.

A St. Petersburg Experience,
From the World's Work.

An American wished to move from the
Hotel Europe, the principal hotel in Bt
Petersburg, to a smaller hotel around the
corner. He came down with his bag pack=
ed ready to go. “Borry.” said the manager,
“but you cannot leave this hotel or registar

at another hotel until we get your pass-
port from the police; and that will take &
day and a night. You must go through exs
actly the same procedure as if you were
leaving the country.”

Missed.
8. B. Kirer In Chlcago Record-Herald,

The reply of a lonely husband whose wife bas
asked in one of her letters: ‘Do you miss Sy
deary”

“Do I miss you, dear,” you ask me,
““Since you've journeyed far away}

Am 1 conscious of your abeence ¥’
Ah, my treasurve, | sbould say,

1 have ceased to lock the windows
When 1 go to bed at npight,

1 have ceased to care a covkey
Whether everything's all right.

If the kitchen gas keeps burnlng
I don't know it and dou’t care;
"Neath the bed thieves may be hiding,
I've sworn off on looking there,

Darling, 1 bave ceased to bother
With the bird and with the cat,

They're attended to by Maggie,
Who has full charge of the flat,

I have ceased, my dear, to worry
When the busy day has fled,
And 1 get to feeling sleepy
I just tumble into bed.

No more peering round In corners,
No more pightly chores for me;

From a score of vexiug duotles
For the present I am free,

Do 1 miss you, dear, you ask me?

!Yn.u?:, u?.n.-.r il:;‘l‘l delight;
‘ve t and bunting
Atl‘lr hu'lmm rn’th night.

‘lt_&:ﬂu-h llhmnﬂ.nm

t M?ﬂu pane,
Never minding if the curtains
And the rug are soaked with rain,

In absence I am getting
r% R
say I fine,
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