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The Whole Song

By WILLIS STEELL.

© one can know the rihole
song, wrote Goethe in the
poem called “Ceheimnisse’:

“Das ganze Lied es kann doch nie-
mand kennen.”

And none may know what or how
profusely the flowers would have
bloomed for the singer Alice Miriam
i death had not so prematurely
cut short her career. The silencing
of her GLeautiful, clear note while it

was beginning to be heard among the
other song birds of the Metropolitan
opera cannot be thought of without
pain.

No onc can know ghh young girl's

a paper the advertisement of a man
in Milwaukee who wanted an ‘enter-
tainer’ who could sing. He offered
$10 a week and board.

“Without saying a word to my
people, I got on the train and went
up there. I wore g little calico frock
and my hair hung down in two
braids.

“The place was a saloon—a kind of
place with a garden and a little
stage. I saw the man's wife firat
and she liked my voice, but I didn't
se¢ the proprietor himself until night
when I went on to ‘entertain.’

“The guests applauded me, but at
the end of my second number the
saloonkeeper called me into his pri-
vale office, and said he:

“‘How old are you, little girl?

my voice grew darker and darker.
I lost all my high notes and gained
no low ones. 1 was in despair.

“The fifth summer mother and I
just gave up and recklessly went
down to Lake Maggiore in Italy to
try to forget what I was going
through. I thought my wvoice had
completely gone, and the knowledge
that I owed all the money to one
kind, believing woman, which with-
out being able to sing, I could never
hope to repay almost drove me to
suicide,

“I kept on practicing, however, a
little every day, but it was against
the grain,

“One day, after my exercises in
the hotel, I came down to the pub-

lic room where a gentleman ac-
costed me:

“iAren't you the young lady who
was singing a little while ago? My
dear young lady if you pursue that
method in a month more you will
be voiceless."

“Don't you suppose I know that?”
1 asked angrily.

" 'Will you permit me to show you
a better way to sing? he said, add-
ing: 'I am not yet a teacher and I
ask no fee.

“He gave me a lesson that day,
and every day for six weeks. My
improvement was marvelous. Note
after note came back in my voice
almost magically. Before I returned

to Paris T wns singing again as eas-

ily, as freely, as I used to sing when
-a child, but this time with art.

“How much I owe that stranger!
He is now one of Italy's best known
maesiros,”

These simple but enthralling remi-
niscences were of incidents that pre-
ceded Miss Miriam’s debut in Italy,
where she made at once a distinct
impression. They recalled her first
real opportunity at the Metropoli-
tan when that impression was deep-
ened. For the season to come the
young soprano had been promised
the part of Musetta and an important
role in the revival of “Rosenkava-
lier.” But the lovely, pure coloratura
is stllled and no one now can know
the whole song.

about 4 o'clock in the afier-
noon, a man whose lungs are
his fortune announces the readiness
of the Southwestern Limited train,
calling out: *“All aboard for Cleve-
l:mc.l. Wellington, New Laadon, Shel-
by, Crestline, Galion, Columbus, Cin-
cinnati, Indianapolis and St. Louis!"
Of those ities New Lond
(hio, is perhaps the smallest, yet it
is not without historic interest.
The oldest man living at New
London is Orlando Parley Post, who
came from Casanovia, N. Y. He was
born in 1832. In 1844, his father,
Isalah Post, and Hiram Woodruff
bought 1,000 hogs In the Buockeye
| State at 2 cents a pound, paying half
| in cash and balf in broadeloth, They
drove the hogs from New London,
Ohio, to Albany, N. Y., 530 miles.
On the way Post and Woodruff, with
| their brawling porkers, were over-
[taken by 500 turkeys, from their
}own neighborhood, alse being driven
to Albany. The turkeys were fed
daily, and arrived at their destina-
tion without the loss of ane. When
the more musically inclined members
of that orchestra of 1,500 artists en
route tuned up, the grunting, squeal-
ing and gobbling must have formed
as remarkable an overture
burst forth in the woods

! T the Grand Central Terminal,

Alice Miriam.

whole story, either, although the be-
ginning of It—the first chapter—as
she told it herself at a Httle dinner
party last winter, opened most in-
terestingly.

She was one of a family of eleven
children born to a father who
you guess jt*

can't
waz a Wesleyan min-

e

“I told him, and he shook his head
ind gave me $10, with the advice to

home to your ma
i no place for a chikl'
“I took the

advice

as Lhis
money and [ollowed the
but 1 was heartbroken, for it
1d to me I had been o fallure.”

Miss Miriam's elder sister had n

In 1850, when the Cleveland, |
Columbus and Cincianati  Radl- |
road, now a part of the Big
Four, was under construction,
Oriando Post assiated in the grad-
ing. two yoke of oxen on
| the Among the famous oxen

! employed in building the Bee Line,
| as it waa first called, at New Londen,
| were Jack and Culb, Star and
Bright, and Buck and Berry. The
highest price then paid for a voke
of oxan was $115, but a good pair
Inrtuhl b bought for $85. My hat
s off 10 the ancient oxen thal hauled

many n ploncer *a Ghio; d for |
his aid in putting this country on
in- feet let our silver dime bear the

figure of the head and horns of the

¥ |ox. The bulalo glorified on the
ister Her real name *was Alice! Voice also, and the pair shortly after | 1010 never did mn honest day's
Pinch | this experience were engaged Lo sing |' work in his life.
“Father never saw anything runnyll“““ ifternoon and evening for the

in the name.” remarked Alice, with a |
quiet smile, “but half of the time we
children did and the other half we
hated it :

“I think Dad was rather proud of |
the fact that one of Dickens’s most |
lovable characters bore his name

“He was a splendid father, and|
while there wore times in our r--'.in;;:
life—for we rarely stayed mors |'.;:u'|,l

two years in a place—when we child- |
dren  lacked almost everything “l
was duc to no fault of his He |

preached on Sunday, but every other |
day he was willing to work at any-|
thing he could get to do. He would |
get o job on a fasm, in a mill, mend- |
ing a road, carpentering—anything! |

“I remember Dad’s telling us how

n man by whom he had been hired to

do a rough, dirty job asked him |
when it was done what his trade!
win when he was working at his
own job

sald father.
suld the man
1z before she

“I'm a preacher.”
“Like hell you are

The child be

could ¢ . and when she hal reachesd
the £ we of § she could carry
the solo part (soprano) in the vil
lage church chorus Everyviody
prawsed he inging, but the applause
of the lagegs didnt turn  the
child’s head  She new she had to
Jearn o sing 15 Hdn't know
where o ts wr was to be found

“I wasn't 12

to sing for money to help the family,™

when 1 beégan to Lry

‘Oceasionally T earned a |
two singing at a funeral
apd once In Ao while o lady of
our neight Arh-m-i gave what she!
calied a musicale and hired me. I
used {0 sing my head off. l

“Then when we moved to a littls|
place not Tar from Chicage I read in |

Fald Alice
dollar or

great

guests of the Battle Creek Sani.
tarium. Their joint fee was $25.

The children pleased so well that |

the director invited them to yombhir

for a week as guests, singing or not, |

as they pleased.

“One day 1 had gone
natatorivm,” said Alice, “and
rather lstlessly watching the bath-
ers when a volce reached me from
the water which said:

“*Aren’'t you the little
who sang the other day ™

“When I owned to it the

was

Pinch girl

spraker

nsked if she might come to my room |

to see me after her bath.  She
and gave me g lette

Chieagn which she mg

came
to a lady in

e me promise

I wouid deliver personally on my way
home

‘Bhe will hear you sing.*
w admirer,
¥ happen™
“What happened s

Blory or

sald my
‘and who knows what

ke o fairy
incident in wildest
drama. The lady, who was
the widow of x manufacturer of ele-
has married
heard me sing, and within a
my and 1 were on the
ocean going 0 Franee to find a
teacher who would te¥! how to
sing

“For five
nan pald all our
instruction
doubt,

an the

MOV ie
valor machinery—she

again

ob mother

me
thi=

Years waonderfal

expenses, all my

for
word of

dixcourngement,

without =«
hint of
She was my
earnest."”

and
without a

fairy

godmotheér in real

The singer

pat
if she had reached the end of her
rl to tell &

she complied:

early history L1} little

maorse

“What comes next I like to for-|

S I went from singing teacher lo
ging tsacher and with each one

into the |

at this point as |

Though hale and hefirty at the age
f ninety, Orlando Post has not al-
| ways ezcaped flineas, Seventy years
ago the prevalence of ague in the
vicinity of New London gave rise to
1 that babies were born

shaking, and Oriando Post caught
hig share of the chilla and fever.
Af a prolonged contest with the
digeasze, he found permanent relief
by swallowing twice daily a

a¢ report

milk Children of seven years,

aavy plug tobacco and swallowed the
juice as an antldate. **Theére are san
many cures nowadays" said an op-
timiat

who dies"

The Cabinetmaker.

O Dunte the people used to sy,
“There goes the man that has looked
hetl™  The lare pn I'homas,
netmaker, often related experi
| enees of his exvcarsions to the world
of spirits, where he wulked at

ostinate

into

(1

bound,” says the poet:
Thomas thought otherwise

the New Jerusalem

but  Eli
To him
sceemed nearer
Mansficld or Sandusky B
cagse of his wiherence to the Swe
denborginn faith, hi
Verally called h
having pns

than

townsamen gen
His

Swedenborg
wife WLy
wiait 10 the
that
number in
her neighbors were
nnd that he could find his
her dwelling without wid
auestioned why he

| from s0 delightful A region, Thomns
| always replied that his work In this
world was not yet finished. ¥rof
| Youmans sald that the
| the Swedenborgians were due Lo

éud of life to follow, but

t

I"'l' RN
vty
angeis
way fto
When

returned

il red he knew "

and the celestinl

where

us to

the drinking of coffce. It is told of
Thomas that he slept at his cabinet
shop in one of the coffins which he
made.

The Mayor of New London ls A.
M. Turner. His father, the late
Stephen Turner, brought the family
from the State of New York to Ohio
more than seventy years ago, oxen
hauling the party over corduroy
roads from Cleveland to the new
‘home in the woods, nearly fifty miles,
between sunrize and sundown. This
is fast time for the cloven hoof.
Stephen Turner supported his fam-
ily by helping to clear the forest
and by splitting ralls at fifty cents
a hundred, often bringing wild game
from the timber. In his old age he
spent some weeks with a daughter
at Fremont, Ohio. On his way down
town one day he met a courteous
stranger, who shook hands with him,
asked where he hailed from and
manifested such interest In his wel-
fare as they walked together toward
the business streets of I"remont that
he left upon Mr, Turner's mind a
most pleasant impression, The
stranger proved to be Gen. Ruther-
ford B. Hayes, who had been Gov-
ernor of Ohio and President of the
United States. Up to that time a
Democrat, Mr., Turner for the re-

A8 ever

‘: California

mainder of his life voted the Re-
publican ticket.
A Noted Lunatic.

The “Immortal J. N." the most
noted lunatic that ever wandered
over the United States, was fond of
visiting New London. J. N. Free

| formerly of Tiflin, Ohio, but later of

the world, was born about 1526. At
40 he was tall and erect, with a
powerful frame, long hair, plercing
eye and the look of a monomaniac,
Ho had been a prosperous business
man, of strong intellect, considerable
talent and more than ordinary lit-
erary attainmenta. In business in
about 1350 he brooded
over exiensive losses on sea and
land, became demented and began
to wander up and down the Union.

When the eivil war broke out Free
fancied that on him fell the whole
pressure of the struggle. He held
North and South both right and both
wrong—right from their standpoints,
but wrong from each other's, This
he denominated his theory, and he
strove to “lift the veil” that the
public might understand it. Meet
ings were held everywhere.

When no one came to hear him at
appointed meetings he applied to the
Sheriff to be locked up and mar-

ten- |
| spoonful of munpowder in a glass of |
| but
| troubled with worms, chewed black |

“that the man must be very |

will. |
“Heaven is mot reanched by a single |

visions of |

tyred, if necessary, for the truth.
He never paid for anything. o
many railroads he carried passes,
it grieved him sorely to find
that he could not conquer the close-

| fisted genernl paszenger agent of the

Pennsyivania. Hotels received noth-
ing for meals furnished him. To
the proprietor of the New London
hostelry where he had eaten dinner
he would say:

“Will you throw off half my bil®

Upon winning the concession he
| would remark:
| "I can't let
| generosity so 1
other half.”

In 1866 he interviewed Jeff Davis
in jail at Fortress Monroe, and atout
| thitt time he advised 4'resident An-
| drew Johnson by letler as to the
| atate of the country.
| Free died In the asylum for the

Ingane at Toledo, Ohio, in June, 1506,
His body was buried in the cemetery
it MoCutehenville, Ohio.

you surpass
will

me in
throw off the

he did not !

Maple Sirup Days.
With what mingled emotions doca

Just About a Smal

a man, after long years of absence |

from his native village, return and
dine at the hotel or the bakery! At
New London I inquired: “Where ja
the best restaurant?
| of the town!"”
| ing house it proved to
Greeks frying potatoea,
Lduinty as “voss LI on Lhe bill of

byt

Oof course they |
are all good, but show me the pride | failed to reach their goal, the

1 Town

fare, no crashing of dishes, no tip-
ping of waiters, no stealing of hat
or coat! T actually forgot my foun-
tain pen on a desk at the post of-
fice for two hours one day, wonl
back and found it where I had left
it! Verily, the Golden Age scoms to
be taking a fresh start; or, with
Satan brought to book, is not the
millennium setting in?

Forty Years Ago.

Upon coming out of the restaurant
I met Charles Hamilton, prosperous
farmer, who suid, as he extended hia
hand:

;I've heard about you."”

“Your father, James Hamilton,
claimed relationship to Heary Ward
Beecher,” 1 said. “He looked
like pictures of the famous Brooklyn
clergyman.”

“Yes," returned Hamilton, “my
father's mother was one of -Henry
Ward Beecher's cousins. She was
a Beecher. When a little chap
Henry Ward Beecher woa a bawl
baby. His folks were worried abofit
him."

eecher himself sald that as a
child he wis utterly godless. One
day his mother caught him in a raid
on the preserves, and promptly shut
him up in a dark closet as a punish-

ment. “I went into the closet to re-
pent.,” he declared, "but unfortu-
nately my mother had left some

doughnuts in that closet, and my re-
pentance was postponed,”

Charles Hamilton had come to
town to attend the comunity sale, a
monthly public auction to which
flock all the farmers for miles
around. Anything a man may de-
sire to sell may be brought to this
vendue and disposed of to the high-
est bidder by the payment of n small
fee for the service. On this occa-
slon the live stock and goods disg-
played were as nteresting as an old
curiosity shop. A one horse, single
seated carriage, which thirty veara
ago would have cost $100 or mwore,
sold for $22, though the president
of the savings bank had predicted
that it would bring but $4 or $5.

In a wagon with end gate removed,
#0 that all could see him, lay a long-
eared hound of friendly countenance,
whose services the owner no longer
required. As the auctioneer cried,
“How much am [ bid for thiz coan
dog? the old fellow, calmly survey-
ing the crowd, said as distinetly as
an animal has ever uttered words,
"Take me or leave me—I should
corry.” the last expression showing
that New York slang trickles into
far off rural districts. The dog sold
for $2.

Pigeons and Others.

In the nineteenth century, at eer-
tain seasons of the year, the skles of

this region were blackened with
myrinds of wild pigeons in their
flight across the country. Fifty

years ago it was said that the roar
of their coming near Oakinnd, Md,,
could be heard two miles away, (mn
the ground they were piled from one
to two feet deap

The red squirrel is still one of
the tyrants of the woods in the
Vicinity of New London. Now and
then a fox squirrel may be seen
gracefully leaping over the ground
or from log to log. But bhoth the
gray and the black spocies, onee the
delight of the rifleman in search of
n savory dinner, are now extinel.
Though much larger than their red
brother they feared him and fed at
his approach, An astonishing ex-
hibition of tho red squirre
took place at the zoologic
in Cincinnati in 1881
little fellows was thrust into tha
cage of a rattlesnake to be muyr-
dered and swallowed by the writh-
ing monster.  Several vicious lunges
on the part of the snake having
nimbile

& ferocity
I gardens
One of the

What a curious eat- | squirrel at last shot from his perch
No|to thoe rattlesnake's neck and tore
no  such | off his head.

WILLIAM B THOM.
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