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ThE TINKLING OF THE BELL.

The summer sun was setting,
And the hiils were all aglow,
And a glory and a beauty
Rested in the vale below.
Suddenly, from out the stillness,
Ower hiils and through the d=ll,
same the sweetest notes of musio
In the tnkling of a hell

And I stouvped me there to listen,
‘Mid that evening paradise,

For the sounds somehow had thrilled me,
Filled me with a glad surprise.

And 1 looked across the meadows
And the valleys rich and green,

‘With the lengthening evening shadows,
To my boyhood days azain. -

Just the unkling of a cow-bell
O’er the kills and far away,
And a barefoot boy 1 wandered
In the golden summer days,
And the world looked like an Eden
Wth its round of mirth and joy,
For it seemed that God's own blessing
Rested on the farmer’s boy.

Once again I saw them coming,
Through the timber—coming home,
Now “*Indian file " across the “clearing ™
Whitefoot, Cherry, Lineback, Roan;
8o I make this glad confeasion.
Naught can stir my heart so well
As that plain old-time proeession,
And the tinkling of the bell

VWhile the curfew’s tones are falling,
O the quiet evening afr,
Arnd L' Angelus is calling
Worshipers to bow in preyen
Lot me listen for the music
Which I heard at close of day—
Sacred be the blessed mem rics
Of i1ke good old times for aye
—W. L. Ferris, in Inter Ocean

PRIVEN TO MARRIAGE.

But the Bride Selected Proved
Very Acceptable.

clared that
Hugh Colewood
ought to be the
happiest man in

Greenville.
He was young,
handsome and

well educated;
then, just as he

to fight his way
to fame with
poverty arrayed
against him, he

had suddenly been made the sole heir

to the fine old estate of his eccen-
tric aunt. Miss Betsy Cole'wood, recent-
ly deceased.

What more was necessary to the hap-

piness of a gay young fellow like Hugh
Colewood? Nothing, it seemed to the
envious bachelors.

However, there were conditions, or*

one at least, in his aunt's will which
caused him po littie uneasiness He
must love and marry the girl of her
choice, one whom he had never even
seen.

Hugh Colewood eanght up his aunt’s
last letter to him and read it azain and
again. hoping to find some little loop-

hole of escape from the galling condi- |

tion.

But it was there in merciless black
and white.
ried him:

*If vou cannot comply with my wish-
es for you to meet Ethel Wayne and
love and marry her youn forfeit your
keirship to my estate. Ethel's mother
was my dearest friend. and if vou marry
her daughter it will be fulfilling my
fonidest desire. You cannot help loving
her.

**1 could not rest in my tomb peace-
fully and know that Ethel was not mis-
tress of my estate, and you, dear boy,
the master. My lawyer, Mr. Cranston,
will arrange for you to meet Ethel, as
he is one of her guardians. You know
how thoroughly I despise old bachelors,
therefore 1 give you warning that I will
not allow you to inhabit my houses and
lands as omne of that disagreeable,
crusty order.™

So had written the eccentric spinster.
Hugh nibbled the ends of his mus-
tache impatiently as he pondered on
the conditions which the will imposed.

Hugh loved the Colewood estates, and
could not bear to think of giving them
up. Now, if the will had not specificd
whom he must marry, but Jeft the
selection of a wife entirely to himself,
Hugh believed that he would have en-

SCcAN A FELLOW LOVE
ORDERY'

AND

WED TO

jJoyed the romance of hunting for a
bride.

He picked up his hat and rushed from
his room, going up to the hotel where
Mr. Cranston was stopping. while he
arranged some business matters with
Hugh

.“*Hello, Colewood! Have a seat,” said
1he lawyer, scrutinizing the flushed
face and nervous manner of the visitor.
He was just wondering to himself if
theunexpected good fortune had turned
young Colewood's head, when his visi-
tor remarked:

“You are aware of that one peculiar
feature in my late aunt's will, Mr.
Cranston?”

Light at once dawned upon the law-
yer and there was a twinkle in his eye.
However, he asked indifferently:

*To what peculiar feature do you re-
fer. Mr. Colewood?™

“The one that absurdly commands
me to marry s girl that I have never
seen.”

*Oh, that!” returmed Mr. Cranston.
“You are a lucky fellow, Colewood.
That's the best part of the fortune.”

“It's the most exasperating part,”
Hugh cried, desperately. “How cana
fellow love and wed to order?”

““Well, it's a deal of time and bother

. saved to the wooer,” remarked the law-
yer, puffing. “I've no doubt Ethel
Wayne will suit you better than any

- selection you are capable of making.”

VERYEBODY de- |

was preparing |4 oo oo

This is the part that wor- |

Hugh Colewood flushed warmly at
the lawyer’s cool observation and he
spoke hotly:

“1’m sure she won't suit me, sir. The
estate can o to charity for al [ care. I
don’t love any woman, and I love my
freedom too well to marry yet awhile.
I don't want tc be thrust upon any
woman for the sake of a fortune and I
don’t suppose Miss Wayne cares two
straws about the absurd condition in
my aunt’s will.™

It is very likely. although Ethel
had the greatest respect for the late
Miss Colewood and was very careful to
humor all her vagaries.,” returned
Cranston,much amused over young Cole-
wood's excitement. *“*However, I hard-
ly feel able to state whether the girl
would accept Miss Colewood’'s last
great vageary in the shape of her im-
pulsive nephew or not.”

*I shall not give her the oppor-
tunity,” said Hugh, nettled at the law-
yer's words.

**Hold on, Colewood. Let’s drop non-
sense and come to business. You like
¥our aunt’s estates, but you cannot re-
tain them without complying with her
wishes. You have never met the girl
whom your aunt has chosen. Perhaps
it will be proved that neither of yon
are opposed to fulfilling the condition.

**At least, you must meet. I will ar-
range that. Ethel will pass the sum-
mer with my sister in the country and
I'll manage it for you to spend a few
weeks with them. You ecan very soon
tell whether the condition is wholly
obnoxious or not. What do you say?”

“I will do as yon advise; thank youn.
sir,” replied Hugh, who had now cooled
off and was trying to take a business
view of the strange situation.

Four weeks later Hugh Colewood
was speeding away from Greenville on
the morning express, bound for a little
town among the blue hiils of Virginia.

When he stepped from the train he
was disappointed to find no one waiting
to convey him to the country home of
Mr. Cranston’s sister, a distance of
eirht miles.
| He was in the act of asking the way
 to the best hotel when a buggy came
| rapidly up to the station and halted.
| The station agent hurried forward to

meet the driver, who was a slender
young zirl, with bright, dark eyes and
{ hair as golden as the June sunbeams
| touchingr those hills.

“Is Mr. Colewood. of Greenville,
waiting here to ride out to Mrs. Thars-
| "inquired the fair driver in a
| sweet voice which won Hugzh's interest
; at once.
| *I am here and waiting, thank youn,”
| returned Hugh for himself, smiiing
| pleasantly as he came forward on the
| station platform.

“JI eame to drive yon to Mrs. Thurs-
ton's,” she answered, simply.

**shall I take the reins?” he asked as
! they started away.

“No, thank you; I like to drive,” she
answered.

*It was too bad for you.to take so
long a drive for a stranger,” he re-

| marked as he stole a side glance of ad-
{ miraticn at the girlish form in dainty
| blue.
i *Oh, I didn’t mind the distance at all;
| besides, I rather had to come,™ shie re-
| plied. “I did wish to go with the young
| folks. who are having a pienic this
morning over on Laurel Hill,but Uncle
Jerry was sick, and of course he
| eouldn’t come for you.

“Then Mrs. Thurston and Miss
Wayne never drive, so they made a
| wirtue of necessity and sent the last re-
| sort of the place,” and she laughed
merrily.

*It 1s too bad my coming prevented
you joining the picnickers,” he said.
“I shall not be able to forgive myself.™

*That’s nothing. [ am enjoying my-
self now too well to think of Laurel
Hill,” she returned, brightly.

“Thank you, and at the same time
let me assure vou that I, too. am en-
joying myself excellently well,”™ and
Hugh bowed to the young girl. whose
eyes drooped beneath the warm light
of admiration in his blue ones.

“l hope you will enjoy your visit,
Mr. Colewood,™ she said, to change the
|subjt=ct. “I know Mirs. Thurston and
| Ethel will do all they can to make
| yvour stay pleasant.™

*Thank yon; I've no doubt [ shall
find it pleasant,” returned Hugh. “You,
too, are one of Mrs. Thurston’s sum-
mer household, 1 suppose?”

“Yes,” with a smile. “Yousee I am
a distant relative to Mrs. Thurston;
then Miss Wayne is my cousin, and ex-
ercises a kind of consinly guardianship
over me, which no doubt is very neces-
sarv.”

*So you are Miss Wayne's consin? I
do not remember hearing Mr. Cranston
mention yon. I did not expeet to have
the pleasure of meeting any ladies but

Miss Thurston and Miss Wayne.”
“*How unkind in Mr. Cranston not to
prepare you for this meeting,” and
there was a roguish gleam in her eves
which Huzh did not see.  **I had uap to
date regarded Mr. Cranston as one of
my very test friends, bot to ignore me
i so ntterly. when he knew [ wonld ae-
t company Cousin Ethel here. looks like

downright intentional negiect.™

I “You have not given me the pleasure
lof knowing wyour name,” said [Hugzh,
| both amused and pleased with his pret-
ty driver.

“Oh,I'm a Wayne, too.” she answered,
langhingly. “Ethel Estelln Wavne,
variously nicknamed, as youn will ob-
serve later on.”

Two Ethel Waynes' Here was a
real surprise for Colewood. Why had
Cranston not mentioned that strange
fact to him?

If the Ethel Wayne referred to in the
will was only half as animated and
| generally captivating as the one by his
| side Hugh thought it might be an easy
matter after all to obey that condition
which had so vexed him.

Colewood received a cordial welcome
at Mrs. Thurston's pleasant home. He

omne-half of his aunt's estates and the
orphan asylom the other. He would
marry the girl of his own choice, pro-
vided he could win her, and boldly
fizht his own way throuzh life.

Having so deeided Hugh set ont for
a stroll along the river, feeling more
manly for his resolve.

He came suddenly upen a little fig-
vre in white, reading, in a little viney
nool: Ly the river's side.

*Wait. Estelle,” he called, for she had
started to run away. _*I shall leave to-
morrosw, and | have something to say
to vou which you must hear.”

The telltale flush which swept over
face and neck at his words might have
given some hint of an easy surrender.
However, in a moment she had re-
gained that customary piquancy which
had more than onze exasperated Hugh.

“I'd be sorry to have you leave us with
a burden on your mind,” she said, pro-
vokingly.

“It is needless for me to tell youn why
it was arranged for me to meet Miss

“woXN'T YOU SHOW MERCY, ESTELLE??

Wayne here,” he said, unheeding her
light words. *“*You know, I suppose.”

“sSome slight idea, I believe,” she re-
turned, fingeriag her book.

“Well, I may as well tell you that
that condition in my late aunt's will
can never be fulfilled.™

“And why not?”

“Iecause [ love another,” he erica,
passionately. *0, Estelie! can youv not
see how tenderly. how ardently 1 Jove
you? Without vou I shall make a fail-
ure of life. Won't you show mercy,
Estelle?”

“0h, Hugh! wonld you marry a poor
irl when you have a chance to win a
dignified bride and retain those princely
estates?” she asked.

“Yes, darling. I prefer you with love
in a ecottage to the wealthiest womao
with all the estate in the world!”

*Rash statement, young man."”

“It is trne. Do not torture me longer,
Estelle. Can you not love me a little?”

“No.”

“*Then you do not love me?"

“I'm afraid I do.™

*Do not mock me, Estelle.™

“I am not mocking you, Hugh,” in s
very sweet voice.

“Then you do love me a little?"

“No. nol a little, but very much.”

He would have caught her to his
breast, but she eluded his arms, erying:

*0Oh, there’s Uncle Cranston!” and
she rushed forward to greet the little
lawyer, who had approached them un-
seen.

*It is useless for me to ignore facts.”
said Mr. Cranston, pleasantly. *1 did
not mean to overhear your conversa-
tion, but I arrived unexpectedly and
thought I'd hunt up my sprite here and
surprise her. 1 see you understand
each other pretty clearly.”

“Yes, sir,” said Hugh, bravely: *1
have deeided to enjoy love in a cottage
with this dear girl rather than keep
the estate with Miss Wayne.”

“Love in a cottage! Oh, that's too
good!”

And Mr. Cranston broke into a hearty
laugh, in which the girl finally joined
him.

**Will you have the goodn:ss to ex-
plain what amuses you so much in my
statement?” asked Hugh, not a little
nettled.

“‘Pardon me, Colewood. But, really,
you are the victim of your own blun-
der.”

“Blunder? I don't understand you,
sir,” returned [{ugh.

“Of course not,” and the lawyer
langhed again. **This sprite, whom
vou took to be the unimportant little
cousin, is in reality the Ethel Wayne
referred to in your aunt’s will. 1 did
not tell youthat there were two Ethels,
so while she was driving you over here
you jumped to the conecluosion that
Miss Wavne at the house was the Etliel.

“You see I have been told all about
your amusing mistake. Ethel would
not explain her real kdentity with the
oirl whom your aunt had =elected for
vou, and, as the other ladies believed
you knew, yvon have remained the vie-
tim of vour own mistake,”

Nix months later the condition in
Miss Colewood's will was cheerfully
obeved.—Gibson. in Doston Globe.

Getting Rid ot the King,
Prince Bismarck told a story the

other day of the battlefield of Konig-
gratz. The old emperor, then king of
Prussia, had exposed himself and his
staff to the enemy’s fire, and would not
hear of retreating to a safe distance.
At last I'rince Bismarck rode up to
him, saying: “As responsible minister
I must insist upon your majesty’s re-
treat to a safe distance. If your maj-
esty were to be killed the victory would
be of no use to us.” The king saw the
force of this and slowly retreated, but
in his zeal returned again and again to
the front. *“*When I noticed it,” Prince
Bismarck went on, “l only rose in
my saddle and looked at him. He un-
derstood perfectly, and called out
rather angrily: *‘Yes, ! am coming.’
But we did not get on fast enough, and

found Miss Wayne to be a tall, digni-
fied girl of about twenty-three, with
coal black hair and deep gray eyes.
She was as unlike her little merry-
hearted cousin as it was possible to be.

Yes. Hugh decided she was just such
a woman as his eccentric aunt wouid
be likely to select as the wife of her
heir.

In the weeks which followed Hugh's
arrival he saw a great deal of Miss
Wayne, although much of her time was
divided between her taste for literature
and in remonstrating against the inno-
cent pranks of her cousin.

It did not require a long time for the
young man to realize that he could
never love Miss Wayne as the man
should love the girl whom he intends
to marry.

He made another important discov-
ery—that his life would be a failure
without the little cousin to furnish
daily sunshine and wifely cheer for his
own home.

| at last I rode up close to the king, took

my foot out of the right stirrup, ar=
secretly gave his horse an energetic
kick. Such a thing had never before
happened to the fat mare, but the move
was successful, for she shot off ina fine
canter."—Pall Mall Gazette.

The Doctor Beat Bismarck.

When Bismarck first went to Dr.
Schweninger for treatment he grew
very angry at the physician’s search-
ing questions. *‘I am tired of your in-
terminable gnestions,” he said at last.
“Can’t yon cure your patients without
so much annoyance?’ *“Yon find my
questions annoying, eh?"” roared the
doctor., who was as fiery as the chan-
cellor himself. *“Very well, then; youn
may go to the doctors who treat their
patients without asking them ques-
tions; you may go to the horse-doc-
tors.” Bat Bismarck saw the justice
of the physician’s stand and they be-
came firm friends from that time.—Ar-

He resolved to let Miss Wayne have

gornuts

DOCKING VERSUS COCAL.

One Lesson Learased In English Nawal
Muaneuvers.

One thing already made clear by
these cvolutions at sea is the im-
portance of docking ships periodieally
for the purpose of having accumula-
tions of green seaweed scraped from
everv curve below the water line. This
is of paramount importance as affecting
the speedd of battle-ships, and, there-
fore, their coal consumption. After
cruising all night at seven knots speed,
which took us at first far toward the
coast of France, and then bg change of
eourse, back to within sight of the
Lizard, every ship hits its place in the
same formation they had fallen into
when leaving Torbay, and one could
not perceive the slightest irregularity
of interva!l in either line. T keep sta-
tion thus when winds are light, thesky
unclouded, as it was last night, and
each ship leaves a wake of phos-
phorescent foam on a calm sea behind
her, is not so very difficult, perhaps.

The conditions changed somewhat !

this morning, when a strong wind from
the east sprang up, and waves ran high
enough to make green curtains for
cabin scuttles. Under these changed
conditions, however, the vessels kept
accurately in position, thereby show-
ing that the eommanding officers had
them complely under control. All this,
simple though it may seem to lands-
men, can only be achieved by ceaseless

watehfulness and considerable skill in !

seamanship, when vessels of so many
different classes are together,and when
even ships of the same c¢lass must burn
very various quantities of coal in order
to keep station. When signals were
exchanged this worning we found that
the Anson, perhaps the fastest of all
the admiral elass, when in proper or-

der, had been compeled to keep her en- |
gines going at a rate of five and a half |

revolutions a minute faster than those
of her sister ship, the Camperdown.and
that naturally meant a much larger
coal consumption.

It is estimated that docking and clean-

ing her before she came to sea would |

have cost about two hundred pounds,
and for that small outlay she wonld
have been able to hold her own with

any ship in this or the hestile fleet, ex- | the ﬁ“%" l}“ cried.
In her pres- | from this time forth engaged to marry

cept the Roval Sovereign.

ent state, however, the additional cost | me?
of coal necessary for her to perform |

PITH AND POINT.

—It takes a great deal of humility to
be as humble asan angel. —Ram’s Horn.

—A man who is renning for office
takes great risk of a collision with his
own principles.—Washington Star.

—**You have never met Miss Gotrox's
father, have you?" *“Never. He over-
took me once, I remember.”"—Indian-
apolis Journal.

—**Don't walk around the owl and
stare at her,” said the keeper in the
menagerie. *It turns ber head.”"—
Washington Star.

—The great valne in astronomy as a
seience, morally speaking also, is that
it tends to make people look higher.—
Philadelphia Times.

—*Fred, do look at that man; how
| mncertain he seems. He must need
glasses, don't you think?” Fred—
No; it isn’'t thatt He has had about
three to many now.

—What Did She Mean?—He—*Did
you see me on the street yesterday?”
She—**Yes.” He—*Have you quit
| speaking to your friends?” She—*Oh,
! no.”"—Detroit Free Press.

—There is little more tantalizing toa
man than to go home with something
in his mind he wants to scold about and
I find company there and be obliged to
! act agreeably.—Atchison Globe.

—First Sportsman (as the partridge
flies off)—*‘Just my Iluck: miss fire
every time.” Second Ditto—*‘Don’tde-
i spair. Youn may have better luck in
another world.”—Boston Transecript.

—Why should any man in the bosom
of his household, reading alond of the
capture of a female pickpocket. look
with a hard. hidden-meaning expres-
| sion at his wife?>—Thiladelphia Times.

—Museum Manager—**What's all
that row about?” Assistant—*‘The
show is over and the freaks are getting
ready to go home. The mermaid is rais-
| ing a row because she can't find her
shoes.”—N. Y. Herald.

—Let Me Off This Time.—Teacher—
“What are you doing there, Johnny,
acting like a monkey?” Johnny Bel-
cff this time,
{ teacher, and I won’t never mock you
| mo more."—Yankee Blade.
| —Referred to an Expert.—*“Here is
' “Now will you be

: Jows—**Please let me

*“Wait till papa can see it.” said
i the elf; “I'm not a judge of diamonds

similar work efficiently will amount to , myself.”—Washington Star.

thousands. and there is the increased
strain on engines to be thought of. Our
friend the enemy need not expect to
catch this ship napping, nevertheless.
She can still go fast enongh for any
emergeney that is likely to happen, but
her expenditure for coal will be much
greater than it need have been. Coals,
however, come under one vote, and
docking a ship under another, and mem-

—*“Yoh kain't allas jedge a man's
! achievements,” said Uncle Eben, “by
de 'mount ob noise he makes erbout
| "em. De cannon ain't makin' er soun’
| now, but de bass drum am jes' ez talk-
ative aseber.”"—Washington Star.

—Charlie Youngnoodle—*Yon wear
guite a number of rings, Miss Knott-
voung.” Miss Knottyoung—*Popper
i has given me a ring on every birthday.”

bers of parliament who are curious in | Charlie Youngnoodle—*‘You must have
such problems may work ont for the | quite a small jewelry store.”"—Jewelers'
reason why economy of a few hundred | Cireular.

pounds in one direction is secured by

—Mammasa (enthusiastieally)—*How

the expenditure of thousands in an- | T wish we counld afford to send Nellie

other.—London Daily News.

GREAT PROBLEMS OF SCIENCE,

Vast Flelds of the
Awaiting Exploration.

The greatest of all our problems to-
day is the making of the utilization of
forces of nature more general, more
efficient and more frunitful. Could the
engineer find away of producing steam
power at a fraction of its present cost:
could he transform heat energy direct-
ly and withont waste into dynamic;:
could he find a method of evolution of
light withont that enormous loss now
inevitable in the form of accompanying
heat: could he directly produce elec-
tricity, without other and lost energy,
from the combustion of fuel—could he
do these things to-day, the growth of
all that is desirable to mankind and
the advancement of all the interests
and powers of the race would be incen-
ceivably accelerated.

Every animate creature is a machine
of enormously higher efficiency as a
dynamite engine than his most elak-

orate construction, as illustrated in the !

twenty-thousand horse-power engines
of the Teuntoniec or the City of Paris, or
in the most powerful locomotive. Every
gymnotus living in the mud of a trop-
ical streang puts to shame man's best
effort in the production of electrieity,
and the minute insect that flashes across

his lawn on a snmmer evening, or the |
worm that lights his path in the gar- |

den, exhibits a system of illumination
incomparably superior to his most per-
fect electric lights.
challenge to man!
fourth of all the

Man wastes one-
heat of his fuel as

utilized in his steam boiler. and often |
ninety per cent. as used in his open fire- 1

Forces of Nature

| tion height,

Here is nature’s '

places:nature, in the animal system util- |
izes substantiallyall. He produceslight |

by candle, oil lamp, or electricity, but
submits to a loss of from one-fifth to
more than nine-tenths of all hisstock of
available energy as heat: she. in the
glowworm and firefly, produces a love-
lier lizht withont waste measurable by
our most delicate instruments. He
throws aside as loss nine-tenths of his
potential energy when attempting to
develop mechanical power: she is vast-
ly more economical. But in all cases
her methods are radieally different
from his, thongh they are as vet ob-
seure. Nature converts available forms
of energy into precisely those other
forms which are needed for her pur-
poses in exactly the right quantity,
and never wastes, as does invariably
the engineer, a large part of the initial
stock by the production of energies
that she does not want and can not
utilize. She goes directly to her goal
Why should not man? He has but to
imitate her processes.—Prof. R. H.
Thurston, in Forum.

Why Henpeck Smliled.

Henpeck—What is the subject of
your lecture?

Van Tawk—Matrimony.

Henpeck—And you say it's a humor-
ous lecture?

Van Tawk—Yes.

Henpeck—H'm! Have you ever been
married?

Van Tawk—No.—Brooklyn Life.

One Needed.
‘Tourist (at railroad station in Ala-

bama)—Any cemetery here?

Native—None that I know of nearer'n
five miles

Tourist—What do you do with the
folks that die here waiting for trains?—
Chicago Tribune.

The Great Point.
“Are snails awful slow, papa?” asked
Marjorie.
“Very, very slow,” was the reply.
“Well, would we be any faster if we
bad to carry our house about with us
wherever we want?’—Harper's Young

FPeople-

|
l

abroad for a few finishing touches to
her musical education!” Papa (noear
for music)—“If 1 could buy the finish
| without the tounches, I'd pawn the fur
; niture.”—Lippincott's Magazine.

THOSE OUTSIDE CORSETS.

The Latest Fad Shocks Passengers on a
Chicago Traln.

The summer girl if ont with a new
| swrinkle. It discounts the suspenders
, by abont one hundred per cent.. al-
| though the shoulder straps are pressed
! into service in conjunction with it.

The new idea is nothing more or less
| than a pair of corsets worn outside the
! blouse. .

' A reporter encountered the new
! wrinkle the other day on a bridge
| train, and sustained quite a severe
shock. A pretty little girl entered the
car carrying a violin case. She was
dressed in cool summer attire, consist-
ing of a plain skirt and a blazer of the
same material.

Between the the open edges of the
blazer front a bit of the same material
counld be seen, which looked very much
like a wide belt. The observer would
never have known whether it was belt
or what it was had not the fair wearer
been heated and removed her blazer,
throwing it over her arm in true man
fashion.

Then it was seen that the girl had on
' a pairof corsets outside of her blouse.-
They were made of the same material
as the rest of the costume, of regula-
and were separated in
front, being laced together with a silk-
en cord.

The removal of the blazer created a
sensation in theecar. A couple of young
meéen snickered: &n elderly man whe

a Jerseyman glanced at the girl over
his spectacles, and then. turning very
red, fixed his eyes on the floor,

A matronly old lady started to speal:
to the summer irl, but was refrained
by her daaghter. who said:

“0Oh, no, ma: there's no mistake. She
wears that way purposely.™

“Law sakes!” commented the old
lady. and looked both puzzled and dis
gusted. :

The strangeness of the costume was

suspenders, buckles and all, fastened
to the top of the corsets. both front
and back. It was a question whether
the suspenders sustained the corsets or
vice versa.—Chicago Inter-Ocean.

A THOUGHTFUL MAN.

The Skipper's Kindly Intentions Towards
His Newly-Made Bride.

The skipper of a canal boat on the
Illinois & Michigan canal recently de-
cided, after matuare deliberation and
careful consideration, to marry his
cook, a smart energetic. and not wholly
bad-looking Celt, who had been a tried
and faithful servant to him for quite a
number of his perilous trips on the
storm-lashed canal

So he spoke to her asbout the matter
one day, and, after securing her coy
consent, he ordered the boat to be tied
up at the wharf of Joliet, and, being a
practical skipper, skipped up the street
aftera B

The nuptial knot was soon tied, and
then the canal boatman said:

“Well, Melindy, we are married for
keeps now. We are hitched for life
and must pull together. I'm a little
short-handed to-day, and, as that lead-
maule has got saddle-galls on his back,
you jist take the tow-path and lead him
down to Lockport, and I'll steer and
kinder ruminate on some plan to give
youn work on the boat without going
ashore in the mud. I've got a powerful
sight more res for you now you're¢
my wife, Melindy.”—Yankee Blade.

Art Is Long.
Miss Sears—1 have given up my entire
life thus far to art.
Ethel— you must appreciate the

truth of what is said of art!—Truth

SINGLE TAX DEPARTMENT.
Some Object Lessons.

The following experiences are plain
illustrations of the rewards of land
speculation, and of the prevailing ideas
of assessment, and I therefore offer
them to the readers of the Standard. It
will be seen that the evils here typified
might have been considerably amelio-
rated by a just and strict application
of present laws, and I am quite sure
that workers for the single tax cause
can hardly put forth their efforts to
better effect than by trying to get the
present lawsrightly executed. Ninety-
nine per cent. of the assessors of town
property, some in ignorance and some
ia lack of comscience, sport with the
laws of taxation, virtumally changing
them from lot to lot, from street to
street. There is no law for assessing
unimproved lots, and yet this practice
is well nigh universal. I should be
happy to join a club which should make
its object that of trying to beat into
the heads of assessors the fact that va-
cant lots are “‘used” just as much as
lots that are occupied, and that specu-
lation is a use that does not deserve
special favoring.

In 1881, in Norfclk, Va.. where I was
at that time working as prinecipal of a
private school, I attended an auction of
lots in Brambleton, a suburb not then
made a part of the city. 1 bought for
#55 one of the last two lots that were
sold. Thirty-six lots had been knocked
down to a wealthy gentleman at an
average price of about #35. The rest
were bought by intending builders,
who, like myself, were looking for
lots whereon to make homes for them-
selves.

In the course of a few years, houses
sprang up as by magic. The streets
were graded, sidewalks laid, and Bram-
bleton became the growing quarter.
My lot being but thirty feet front, I
concluded that I wanted more land. I
therefore bought 125 feet, farther out,
at & a foot, and sold the former lot
This thirty feet, for which I had paid
€35, brought readily 725 cash.

Meantime, the thirty-six lots bought
by the rich man for speculation were
growing in weeds and value, and daily
becoming more and more an eyesore to
the community. I knew of his refus-
ing €800 for a lot that had cost him
about forty; and yet he was making no
contribution to such improvements as
grading and sidewalks, which were car-
ried on largely by the voluntary contri-
buations of those who were building
houses around his vacant lots. When
approached by a would-be purchaser,
his reply was that he was saving his
property for his son—a boy in knee
pants. He could well afford to hold the
land, since, as being considered unpro-
ductive, it was assessed at an insignifi-
cant amount. .

That struck me as queer. Here was
a man who was a positive drawback to
the progress of the place, and yet mak-
ing out of it some thousands per cent
As to myself, while I had contributed
my due share to the grading of the
street on which my lot was located, I
thought it remarkable that I should
somehow get more for nothing thaa I
could make by three months work in
the school-room. :

On the new lot which I had bought I
commenced to make some improve-
ments. Having put around it a fence
at a cost of £#30, I leveled the land,
sowed it with grass, planted two dozen
trees of rare variety, and thus at a cost
of about £200 1 made it look like an at-
tractive building lot, instead of aridged
field How unwise this was was soon
shown by the arrival of the assessor.
Because of these improvements the lot
was assessed at £2,250. I might not
have given a second thought to this val-
uation but for a contrast. Opposite my
lot a speculator had bought five ucres.
The land was still in cultivation, so
that it looked like farm land. Although
it lay between my lot and the city, and,
therefore, nearer to population, and
more desirable, its assessment was ata
rate just one-tenth as high as mine.
This again struck me as queer. I felt
that I had been punished for buildinga
fence and planting trees.

Subsequently I built a house, which
was welcomed as a great improvement
to that loeality. The vacant lots ad-
joining my property were owned by a
gentleman in New Yorkcity. His agent
told me, in a delightful innocence, that
I had doubled their price. This again
struck me as queer; that a poor school
teacher in Virginia should add hun-
dreds to the wealth of a man in New
York, whom he had never so much as
seen.

The queerness of these object-lessons
was fresh in my mind while I was read-

waore flowing whiskers and looked like |

increased by having a pair of blue silk |

ing and rereading “*Progress and Pov-
erty,” and they helped me to appreci-
ate some of its revelations.

As I read on, I could not but see how
the homely events that had been going
on before my eyes in that corner of old
Virginia were interwoven with the
greatest social problem of the day.
Since that time, whether in Virginia, or
Missouri, or Louisiana, or New Hamp-
shire, I have fcund no lack of similar
instances. The comscolation is thag,
wherever I have been, I have found an
increasing number of those who appre-
ciate the exposition of the master who
has thrown his light upon the injustice
of a system which fosters such transac-
tions —Prof. James H. Dillard.

Effect of the Single Tax.

All wealth being, in the last analysis,
the product of land and labor,the whole
secret of its just distribution lies in
securing to every man the full reward
of the free application of his labor to
natural opportunities. Any laws, there-
fore which tend to restrict the use of
such opportunities—enabling some to
use them more freely than others—will
result in an unfair distribution of the
wealth produced. Remove such restric-
tions, equalize the benefit of natural
opportunities, and a just distribution of
wealth will follow without further leg-
islation to that end.

Under our system of private owner-
ship in land we find mines wholly or in
part shut down; great water power un-
used; thousand of acres of arable land
untouched by the plow; more than one-
third of Manhattan Island unbuilt
upon; while thousands of men are
eclamoring for work, and while thoun-
sands more, painfully toiling for scanty

are forced to contribute from
their pittance towards taxes on thrift
and production. exacted to replace the
natural community fund now taken by
individuals

Bnt 1 be understood by the own-
ers of valuable natural opportuni-
ties—whether of mines or water power,
arable lands or city lots—that they
must pay over to the community the
full rental value of their monopoly, and
they find themselves obliged, in order

to make such holdings possible with

Under ‘'such conditions nothing
indolence and vice can lead to want
Not grinding . but unanxious
competence must be the lot of every
worker who enjoys the full product of

To bring about such a consummation
who would not devote himself?—Mar-
garet S. Littell

Interrogation Points.

The owner of a small piece of ground,
forty feet, fronting on Randolph street,
inC has executed a lease for the
use of it by another party for the un=
usually long term of 198 years
annual rental to be paid for the use of
this littie piece of earth is $3,000. The
total in 198 years will be $1,584,000.
The “owner” of the ground has been
holding it vacant for a long time, wait~
ing for just such an opportunity as has
now opened up before his delighted
vision. He has not improved the land,
but has generously permitted other
people to improve the surrounding land
in innumerable ways, thereby steadily
enhancing the value of his particular
holding. And now the city is so big
and growing so rapidly that he is able
to lease his ground, as above stated,
to a man who will improve it and use
it. Of course Chicago and every other
growing city is honeycombed with such
object lessons, but I select this one
merely as a basis for a few plain, perti-
nent questions, which, possibly, the
single-tax-hating Tribune would like to
answer:

Was the rental value of the ground
mentioned created by the present indi-
vidual owner?

If not by him, was it created by the
community; that is, by all the people
who unitedly have made Chicago what
it is?

If that value was created by the en-
ergy and industry of the community as
a whole, does it not justly belong to the
community? A

If not, why not? !

If ground rent rightfully belongs to
the community, how does the communi-
ty “rob” anybody, or ‘‘confiscate” any-
body’s property, by taking for publie
use that which the public made, owna
and needs?

Is not the ‘‘robber” or ‘‘confiscator™
the individual who appropriates to his
own use that which belongs to the
public?>—Ralph E. Hoyt

St. John's Has a Chance.

A correspondent of the Montreal Ga-
zette, writing from St. John's, N. F.,
the scene of a recent disastrous fire,
says that the people who wish to re-
build are having trouble with absentee
landlords, since the latter are raising
ground rents upon the land just bared
of improvements by fire. The corre-
spondent thinks that the state shounld
step in and pass a law dealing with the
question. The Register, of Berwick,
N. 8., thinks the situation at St John's
offers a fine chance for an application
of the single tax. Says the Register:

There is certainly a splendid chance
in St. John’s for a gingle tax experi-
ment. To require the rental value of
those lahds—the ground rents—to be
paid into the public treasury for publie
puiposes, would “hoist” the ‘‘absentee
landlord” for once and forever. But
why attack the absentee lundlord? If
the land is his, he has as good a right
to live in England on the earnings of
his tenants as he has to live in St.
John's, The land, it is true, cost him a
mere trifle originally, and he has done
nothing to improve it since. Its in-
creased value is entirely derived from
the labor of the tenants. The fruits of
their labor have been destroyed by fire,
and nothing is left but the land, as
valueless in itself as it was when the.
island was first discovered. Bwei the
land must be used; houses and shops,
factories and stores must be built, and
they must be built on the land. When
everyone else is contributing to relieve
the suffering, the landlord comes for-
ward with a demand that he shall re-
ceive for the use of the land double the
amount yearly that he received when
it was covered with buildings.

Cobden and Land Reform.,

The reformation of the land system
had not become a political question in
the days of Cobden, and when he
thought the time had arrived to make
it so, the hand of death was him.
In the last speech he ever made he said;
“If I were twenty-five or thirty yeara
instead of twice that number, I wounld
take Adam Smith in hand, and I would
have a league for free trade in land as
we had a league for free trade in corn.”
Volumes have been written to explain
what Cobden meant, for he died a few
days after saying that, but the com=
ments are speculations only. What he
meant will never be definitely known.
That he intended a ndiulchan;‘anl:
land system is very likely.
mhoml.ndlulh:ophhnl;nd
practice, and secondly, because in &
hundred speeches he had shown his ha-
tred of landlordism and his contemp®
for landlords. His ridicaleof their pre=
tensions turned their wine into vinegar,
and he feared them above all other men.
One night in the house of commons,
when they were masq as the
“agricultursl interest,” he sald: A
landlord is mo more an agriculturis
than a shipowner is a sailor.—Gen.
Trumbull, in American Journal of Pok
ities

—Farmer (repairing fence)— reckon
I ain’t much of & hand at & fancy job.
Guest—Hardly. You ses vouyr board q
80 plain.—N. ¥. Sun. _
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