
she soon decided that it "exhausted" ROOSEVELT OH TRUSTS.TRUST AND TARIFF ISSUES.Colette's iniquities and Harry's sssd
folly, the first heavy drops of rain Lesson in American History in Puzzleflrcn Ccunty tScflistcr.

THE "MONITOR" ASD
Find Capt. John Erlcaaon.

In August, 1861, the navy department at Washington advertised for plans
and offers for the construction of ironclad steam batteries. Among those
answering this advertisement was Capt. John Ericsson, who proposed to
build the vessel afterwards named the "Monitor." The keel for the vessel
was laid in a lirooklyn shipyard in October of the same year, and she was
launched on January 30, 1862. She was turned over to the government on
February 25, and nine days later left for Hampton Koads to dispute the
question of supremacy with the formidable "Merrimac," which had on March
8 destroyed the greater part of the union fleet at that point. The novel
rraft arrived at Hampton Roads on the night of March 8, and the following

her lesa to play in the morning, and
Helen suspected that the change
was owing to the moon, which organ
to be just right for moonlight pad-
dles with Harry. The afternoons
were largely devoted to bicycling,
for she produced a' moBt remarkable
French bicycle suit and flew about
the country on Mrs. Dean's wheel
with Harry an adoring attendant.

Her good nature and gayety seemed
unending, and she made friends with
everyone in the village, from old Jake
Parker, whom she persuaded to take
her in his dory one morning, when he
went to set his "lawbster" pots, to
the tribe of small Black children,
whom she stuffed with candy until
even weak-eye- d mother protest
ed.

She won the heart of the MiBses
Conway, and so completely that they
took her up into that treasure cave.
their wide, musty attic, and told her
stories of e days. The romance
of their lives appealed to her imagi-
native nature-- , and she had spent
hours sitting on a brass-boun- d chest,
her chin in her hands, with Harry,
who followed her everywhere, at her
feet, gazing up at the bronze halo
which' a shining shaft of sunlight
from the small window made about
her head.

Such little episodes, as walking
across on the high, arched railing of
Long bridge over the river, while Har-
ry and old Mr. S'.ockwell held up um-

brellas at arms' length to steady her;
going in wading till she almost froze,
and then running, barefoot, a race
with the Dean children straight down
the principal street of the village, to
get warm; hiding Mr. Grey's, the min
ster s hat, when that precise gentle
man came to call, and then joining in
the search for it with the most in
nocent of faces these kept poor Mrs.
Dean in continual terror. But, as
she said to Helen, she really couldn't
turn Mr. Dean's guest out of his own
house unless she did something very
flagrant, and so far she hadn t.

One of Mademoiselle's scrapes,
which Harry took good care should
not reach his sister-in-la- s ears,
might perhaps have changed her opin
ion.

It happened on a bicycle ride which
Mademoiselle Colette and Harry took
the second week of the visit. They
hnd dismounted at the top of a long
upgrade and were busy with a most
interesting and satisfactory quarrel.
the beginning of which they had both
forgotten; the middle of which had
been that Mademoiselle Colette had
insisted upon Harry's going down on
his knees in his clean ducks, in a mud
puddle to tie her small tan shoe, and
the end whereof was fast approaching
in sulkiness on Harry's part. This
sulkiness threatening to become seri
ous, Mademoiselle Colette decided
that a diversion was needed, and for
tunately one appeared on the lonely
road in the shape of a gawky country
youth, driving a still more gawky
horse in a dilapidated wagon. Sud
denly declaring that she was too ex
hausted" to ride any more, Mademoi
selle Colette hailed the youth and
asked him with her sweetest smile
to drive her home. He didn't answer,
and nothing was expressed in his face
but stupefied amazement; but, per
fectly satisfied, Mademoiselle Colette
skipped up beside him, and taking the
reins from his unresisting hands,
started off at as fast a pace as she
could persuade the lumbering steed
to take, leaving Harry to follow with
both wheels. But whether some long
forgotten sporting blood in the old
horse suddenly developed itself, or
whether the rapid strides down hill
upset his equilibrium, at the bottom
he gave a solemn hop and shy, which
brought one of the old wheels into
contact with a large stone, broke it
short off, and down went everything
in a heap. Never had Harry coasted
a hill as fast as he did that one
When he reached her he found Made-
moiselle Colette safe, only hysterical
with laughter, while the old horse
gazed with peaceful surprise at the
luin he had created, ana tne youtn
sat silent on the ground with the
same unchanging expression of

It did not alter
even when Harry paid him generously
for his loss, but when Mademoiselle
thanked and praised him, gradually
a grin of delight spread from ear to
ear. and when they left him, still
speechless, he was looking after her
with rapt adoration.

This adventure had the effeot of
somewhat subduing Mademoiselle Co

lette's spirits tor a any or two,
change which Harry welcomed with
delight, as it inclined her to lie on
the deck of his yacht, the Midge, and
do nothing but talk to him.

Harry's infatuation was by this
time so open and avowed that Mrs,
Dean trembled lest the boy should
be really entrapped, and Helen, to
whom she confided her fears, could
enly join with her in longing for his
father's arrival.

There was a good deal of fog the
next few nights, which made all the
boats late, so that on the day his
father and brother were expected
Harry announced that he did not in
tend to waste all his afternoon wait
ing on the wharf. They were down
there when he said it, and Eunice in
stantly replied that she was sure his
father would be much disappointed
if Harry did not meet him. She was
the more emphatic, as she knew the
alternative waB taking Mademoiselle
Colette paddling, and she might have
prevailed if just then Mademoiselle
had not sighed a patient uttie sign,
The truth was, the young lady waB
somewhat bored, there being nothing
to do except watch the gradual un
covering of the barnacles on the rot
ten old piles as the tide sank.

Harry no sooner heard that pa
thetic sound than he dropped his
canoe into the water and begged
Mademoiselle Colette to come. As
the graceful birch thing swam away
he called over his shoulder that they
were going out to Sheep Bock, which
completed Eunice's exasperation, as
that was a very dangerous place to
paddle at all times, owing to swift,
uncertain currents and the risk of
squalls, and particularly bo just now,
when for several days everything had
prophesied a storm. '

Indeed, by the time the fussy, small
steamboat finally arrived, great,
greenish gray clouds were tumbling
over each other to cover up the sun
and when Eunice, having hurried
home her husband and his father,
was telling the story of Mademoiselle

were beating the waves in the harbor
down into smoothness.

Mr. Dean was ss horrified as Eunict
could wish. It was all very well to
befriend unfortunate damsels, but
when his own son fell in love that
was a very different matter. But,
alast their anxieties for Harry's fu-

ture were soon forgotten in the fear
for his present.

The storm caught its breath and
then hurled wind and rain and fog
as if it had a malignant joy in ter-
rifying. It was long remembered as
the dreadful August gale, and more
than one wreck propitiated its fury.

Just before dinner Helen was
watching from her window. A cur-
tain, the color of night, hung straight
down, hiding lurking chaos, and from
beneath Its edge white spray would
rush out, ' roaring, to use its rage
against the wet, streaming rock and
fade back impotently.

Suddenly Jane ran into the room.
"Oh! Miss Helen," she cried, "Mrs.

Dean has just sent word will you
please go over right away Mr. Har-
ry and the French lady are out some-
where in a canoe God help 'em, and

"Good Heavens!" cried Helen, turn
ing pale. "Give me my golf cape and
don't let my father know if you can
help it, Jane."

Away she hurried, to beat her way
along the shore path, where the wind
surely blew from every point at once.

Eunice met her at the door.
"Oh, Helen," she sobbed. "I'm so

glad you've come. Poor Mr. Dean, it
nearly breaks my heart to see him.
He is out there in the wet, pacing
up and down. What shall we do?"

"I don't suppose there is much we
can dobut wait," answered Helen.
Where is your husband?"

"Charles is down on the wharf with
the men and just as soon as there is

lull they are going to send out
every boat in the village, but nothing
could leave now. Think of that little,
frail canoe! They say their only
chance is that Harry may have seen
it coming and landed on one of the
islands. But if they did they will
have to spend the night there that
horrid woman! This will settle it, of
course."

Helen did her best as comforter,
and deciding that her place was with
Eunice, wrote a note to her father
and stopped all night at the Deans
a night of agonized length.

It passed somehow,' and gradually
the wind lessened to a musical,
swinging murmur; the rain stopped;
the fog folded itself neatly up and
was whisked off, and the sun rose
fairly.

Then came the good news. A shot,
the signal agreed on, rang over the
water, and a white flag streamed
from Jake Parker's sloop as she
careered into the harbor.

With joyful excitement all Cran
berry Cove hastened down to the
wharf to welcome the sufferers and
escort them home in a triumphal pro-
cession. Mademoiselle Colette, very
weak and faint, but highly enjoying
herself as the center of a sensation,
was enrried to the house in a pic-

turesque limp attitude, Harry fol-

lowing, his father's arm over his
shoulder.

Things have somewhat quieted
down and Mademoiselle Colette being
safely ensconced in bed, where, to
every one's relief, the doctor rec-

ommended her remaining for the
present, Eunice called Helen into the
library. Harry, warmed and fed and
petted, was smoking his pipe with
lazy content by the open fire, his fa-

ther and brother watching him.
"Now, my boy," said Mr. Dean, "tell

us all about it."
"There isn't much to tell, sir,"

smiled Harry, with a comfortable
stretch.

But they would not let him off, so
he told of his seeing the squall com-

ing, and, realizing that they would
be swamped if he tried to reach home,
how he made for Seal island and with
great difficulty beached his ticklish
craft. Then how they tried to make
some signal which would be seen
from the mainland, but the rain made
U impossible to light a fire, and the
fog and darkness soon shut them in
completely.

"When I saw," he continued "that
it was no use, and that we would have
to stop the night there, I did the best
I could for Mademoiselle Colette with
my sweater and a screen of boughs,
but it was pretty bad. She was aw-

fully plucky."
"Harry," said Mr. Dean gravely,

"did you ask her to marry you?"
"Yes, sir, I did," he said simply. "I

didn't see what else I could do."
"Then you are engaged!" came

Eunice with a sort of groan.
"Certainly not," answered Harry

cheerfully. "Mademoiselle Colette
thanked me for what she was pleased
to call the honor I had paid her, but
said that as she had been happily
married for five years to Monsieur
I'aulSmoloff, first violin in an orches-
tra in Vienna, she really couldn't ac-

cept.
His hearers were too amazed to do

anything, but gasp, and Harry con-

tinued in a tone which showed him
to be entirely heart free:

"She said she kept her maiden
name because 'the public' knew her as
Mademoiselle Colette Platon, and
that she was over here this yea
without her husband for 'profession-
al reasons.' She added that she was
quite sure that my 'kind and munifi
cent' father knew of er marriage,
but I guess you didn't. Dad, did you?"

Mr. Dean laughed with a sort of
choke.

"I only wish I had," he said.
Then he put hia hand on Harry's

head as thexboy leaned back, blink-
ing a little with the sunlight across
his brown forehead.

"Harry," he said, "you might as
well close with that offer of the
schooner yacht you wanted the
'Midge is rather small.1 N. Y. Inde-
pendent.

Her Only Comment.
He I always judge other men by

myself.
She But Isn't that rather severe

on the other men? Chicago Dally
News.

Feminine Point of View.
He So Tom and Jack both pro-

posed to her.' Which was the lucky
one. .'

She Jack, I imagine. She married
Tom. Chicago Daily News.

spreaac Satiafaetloa with Lrarfslaw
tiaa Which Docaa't Taach

th Coaaalaca.

In his speech on trusts at Milwau-
kee on April 3, President Roosevelt
said:

"Not only is the legislation enacted
effective, but in my judgment it was im-

practicable to attempt more."
He was demanding much more

when on his stumping tour last fall
and when his attorney general was sug-gesti-

10 Congressman Littlefield
what the president wanted done. Lit-

tlefield prepared the anti-tru- st bill and
got it through the house. It was
pigeon-hole- d in the senate by order of .

the trusts, and with the expressed con-

sent of the president.
In his Milwaukee speech the presi-

dent spoke sarcastically of "alleged
remedies" that "seek to destroy the
disease by killing the patient." He
then added: "Others are so obviously
futile that it is somewhat difficult to
treat them seriously or as being ad-

vanced in good faith. High among the
latter I place tRe effort to reach the
trust question by means of the tariff.
You can, of course, put an end to the
prosperity of the trusts by putting an
end to the prosperity of the nation;
but the price for such action seems
high."

Apparently, President Roosevelt has
changed his mind since he resigned

GAVE SUCH MILK,"

from the farmers and laborers and
trusts and monopolies.

from the Free Trade club in New York,
shortly after he was elected to the as-
sembly there in 1SS4 on an independ-
ent, fusion and anti-Pla- tt ticket. He
was 1hen speaking strenuously for free
trade, and resigned only because he
thought and said in a letter to Poult-ne- y

Higelow, that he thought that his
membership would stand in the way
of political promotion. He said: "Iain
a republican first; a free trader after-
wards." Now he appears to be a re-

publican first, last and always, and has
forgotten that he ever was a, free
trader. Politics certainly produce
some strange results on economic
ideas.

Again the president isaid in his Mi-

lwaukee speech:
"We should b fslse to the historic

principles of our government if we dis-
criminated, either by legislation or ad-

ministration, either for or against a
man because of either his w ealth or his
poverty."

This sounds all right, and would be
all right if it were "backed up by
deeds;" for, as he told us last summer,
"words are good only w hen backed up
by deeds!" But as the president be-

longs to a party that has enacted tar-
iff legislation which does discriminate
in favor of a few and against the many
and which protects monopolies and
trusts while they prey upon the peo-

ple, and which permits them to sell
goods to foreigners at 30 to 100 per
cent, less than is charged here, what
becomes of the president's fine sound-
ing phrases? What do these same
trusts care for his "publicity" as long
as he does not touch the tariff which
protects them in their plundering
business? What do they care for his
toy "bureau" and its sham restraints,
if they can keep their tariff privileges?

. BYRON W. HOLT.

OPINIONS AND POINTERS.

Mr. Roosevelt's speech warning
everybody to keep hands off the sa-

cred robber tariff shows the effect of
those long and prayerful consulta-
tions with J. Pierpont Morgan at the
white house. Chicago Chronicle.

Mr. J. Pierpont Morgan is said to
be preparing a great gift for the
American people. If Mr. Morgan really
wishes to give them something, he
might, permit congress to pass an ef-

fective anti-tru- law. Detroit Free
Press. '

William E. Curtis, the Washing-
ton correspondent of the Chicago Record--

Herald, says that no further at-
tempt will be made to pass t he ship sub-
sidy. At the same time Mr. Curtis
admits that three-fourt- of the repub-
lican members of the house are in favor
of the measure. He explains that the
bill recently before congress was de-

feated because the republicans of the
northwestern states joined with the
democrat. The Louisville Courier-Journa- l,

however, hits the nail on the
head when, in commenting upon Mr.
Curtis' statement, it says: "The truth
Is, It suits the purpose of the ship tub-sid- y

grabbers to create the impression
that they have abandoned this raid on
the treasury. We have already had
experience of that kind of tactics."

Mr. Piatt dies hard and it was to
be expected of him. His grip has been
too tight to relax voluntarily. But let
go he must and picayune attacks upon
those who are coming after him will
neither sweeten nor delay his depart-
ure. The process going on in New
York politics is nature's own way.
Hartford Courant.

An extra session' of the senate,
followed by the announcement of an
extra session of congress for October,
puts the Roosevelt administration
right up to the front in one line) of
government, anyhow. Atlanta Jour-
nal

Deaearata Arc Aakeal la Eallgataa
Secretary Shaw an the

Sahieet.

It is a great thing to find a states
man who is willing to ask questions
and thus obtain reliable information
on subjects that he does not thorough
ly understand. Hon. Leslie M. Shaw,
secretary of the treasury, who, on the
towa prairies, had but little oppor-
tunity to study high finance, or the
tariff or trust questions, so he naturally
asks for information about these mat
ters of the democrats who are compe-
tent to advise him. Hie has heard of
"the Iowa idea" from Gov. Cummins,
but he can hardly be blamed for not
understanding exactly what is meant
by it, for the governor. Senator Dol-liv- er

and their organ, the principal re-

publican newspaper of the state, are
none of them very clear in explaining
why the trusts are sheltered in their
monopoly by the present high protect-
ive tariff. Therefore, Secretary Shaw,
in the speech he made at Peoria a few
days ago, said: "I would like to have
our democratic friends who are advo
cating this remedy, explain why they
would remove protection temporarily
or permanently from monopoly pro-
duced goods." The democrats, unlike
Secretary Shaw and the republicans
do not believe in monopoly, and will
If given the power, so revise the tariff
that those products of trusts and com- -

"THE COW THAT

She takes feed, and lots of it,
she gives milk, and lots of it, to the

bines that are sold at a high price in
this country and a lower price in for-

eign countries shall no longer be pro
tected. The present duties on trust
productions range from 30 to 100 per
cent., thus allowing the trusts to ami.

that much to the price they charge here
for their products. If this tariff was
taken off, the trusts would have to re-

duce the price: of their products to
what foreign competitors ccaUl export
the same class of goods afler paying
the freight, and the profits that those
who handle the goods would charge.

Take barbed wire, which sells in
Pittsburg for $2.60 per 100 pounds, is
sold in Liverpool for $1.86 per 100

pounds, a difference of 40 per cent.,
and this is just about what the duty
amounts to. The price of barbed wire
in Iowa or in other states is the price
quoted with freight and profits adid.

The paper trust has a monopoly of
print paper, and is also sheltered by the
protective tariff, the Democrats would
place that necessary article on the free
list, and thus allow competition to
come in and reduce the high price that
the trust has been charging the news-

paper proprietors. The list of trusts
which are so protected exceeds 100, and
If Reeretnrv Shaw favors the people
and not the corporations, he mit
openly espouse the cause of the tariff
reformers.

Those who do not care, or are too
partisan to be willing, like Secretary
Shaw, to take the advice of democrats
on the tnrifF and trust issues, can ob-

tain similar information from a num-
ber of republican leaders whose eyes
have been opened to the shelter the
trusts have been vouchsafed by the pro-
tective tariff. The chairman of the
republican congressional committee,
Mr. Babcock, has mnde a number of
statements that answer Secretary
Shaw's inquiries, and there is no doubt
he will send such as he has had printed
to any inquirer who will take the
trouble to write to him. Senator Dolli-ve- r.

Gov. Cummins and Comptroller
Roberts are on record in favor of re-

vision, though still declaring for the
principle of protection. Senator Dolli-ve- r,

In a speech in the senate, said that
some of the tariff schedules were in-

tentionally made too high, yet the re-

publicans refused to ratify even the
slight reductions that the reciprocity
treaties called for.

No one claims that a revision of the
tariff will entirely obliterate.trust ex-

actions, but the democrats and many
republicans are convinced that the tar-
iff adds greatly to the price that the
trusts charge for many of their prod-net- s,

and that the old claim that infant
Industries need protection to build
them up has long become obsolete by
the formation of those giant corpora-
tions that are called trusts.

Secretary Shaw signed last Mon-

day a warrant for $3,000,000 for the
treasurer of the Philippine islands to
cover the relief appropriation. The
Philippines continue to prove quite an
expensive luxury. They have already
cost this country over $400,000,000,

which is probably more than the gross
value of all the trade they will bring us
in 100 years. Atlanta Constitution.

President Roosevelt is stren-
uous, but not consistent. Or rather he
Is consistent all the "time in bis real,
though not his pretended purposes..
He Is looking out for Number One, and
lctting.neither consistency nor princi-
ple stand in the way of delegate-gettin-

Albany Argus.

The president reiterates his
declaration that the trust should be
properly regulated, but he uses a more
hopeful tone than most of us are able
to assume. This, however, may be a
mere matter of temperament. Indian,
spoils News (1ml.).

7 BU D. AKK.
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I Concerning Cranberry Cove:

By Mary Chopin Smith. T

DEAN cnme over to the Holi
MRS. with a very worried ex-

pression. All Cranberry Cove con-

sulted Helen Holiwell when in diff-
iculty.

She found Helen and her father on
the piazza, Mr. Holiwell watching
through a telescope the drawing of
the seine in the channel by Seal is-

land. He was very glad to see Mrs.
Dean and at once, entered for her
benefit, into an elaborate explanation
of seining in general and this sein-

ing in particular, while Mrs. Dean
fidgeted politely, until Helen could
break through the peacefully over-
whelming torrent of her father's con-

versation and carry Ser off to her
own room.

"What do you think Mr. Dean has
done now?" exclaimed Mrs. Dean aa
soon as they were alone. "He write
that he has invited Mademoiselle Co-

lette Platon, a professional pianist,
to spend a month here!"

"What!" cried Helen.
"She has been ill and is very poor
oh, my dear! this is what comes

of a father-in-la- given to having
proteges the last one was an Italian
peanut vender, and he stole the
spoons! Of course I know it Is his
house, and he has a right to ask
whom he chooses, and if he were on-

ly to be here by himself but he and
Charles don't come for two weeks or
more, and this creature arrives on
the noon boat What
shall I dp with her? She is sure to
be impossible. Of Polish extraction,
he savs. whatever that means but
her mother was French."

'Perhaps it won't be so bad, Eu-

nice, dear," said Helen sympathet-
ically; "you will enjoy her playing."

"I don't believe she can really play,"
said Mrs. Dean viciously, and then
laughed at herself. "If only Harry
doesn't fall in love with her!", she
sighed.

Helen thought to herself that it
was highly probable Harry would, he
being a susceptible sophomore, and
quite within possibilities that Ma-

demoiselle Colette might fall in love
with him, as he was very good-lookin- g

and an extremely nice boy.
The next afternoon brought Eu-

nice again, this time almost in tears,
"Oh, Helen, it is worse even than I

expected! I was prepared for a good
deal, but such clothes and such hair!
She kissed me, when she first saw me,
right on the dock, and hugged the,
children. And she hadn't been in the
house two minutes before she made
a dead set at Harry j they're off ca
noeing now up the river; she
wouldn't even rest after the jour
ney," and Eunice looked as if her
guest's failure in this last particular
was her gravest delinquency.

, Helen could not help laughing.
"Mademoiselle Colei'.te certainly

does not mean to lose any of the
good time," she said "But if she
feels so well, at least you won't have
to worry over her ill health.

"I don't see a sign of it," returned
Eunice, "except that she flourishes an
enormous bottle of sour black tonic
You will come over won't
you? I must have you see her.

That evening, as Helen and her
father crossed what was by courtesy
called the lawn, a field of rough grass
with sweet-fer- n and golden-ro- d and
the low cranberry bushes growing in-

discriminately among rocks and
stunted firs, they heard the "Moon-
light Sonata" played with so brilliant,
although somewhat metallic, a touch,
as to leave no doubt of Mademoiselle
Colette's talent.

They found most of their neighbors
on the Dean a piazza, and stood look
ing through the open windows into
the large hall, its dark paneling
reaching up to the low ceiling of
wooden rafters. Tall, green jars
standing on the floor, held clusters
of bayberry; one polished table was
covered with dishes of pale yellow
and deep orange nasturtiums, while
on another were crowded poppies,
ranging in almost inperceptible grad-
uations from faintest pink to vivid
rose. It was an effective setting for
Mademoiselle Colette. She was
dressed in shining, clinging black,
with innumerable turquoise orna-
ments, her gorgeous, Titian-colore- d

hair fluffed high on her head, and
was undeniably handsome, with large
hazel eyes.

She rose at the end of her playing,
as they went in to be introduced
Having talked to them for a'moment,
singling out Mr. Holiwell, with her
graceful, little foreign gestures, in a
way that made him open his miiu 01a
eyes, she took a decided step to one
side, which brought her next to Har-
ry Dean, with the tall lamp between
them and the others. ' It was neces
sary that she put some sweet peas
in her hair, and it was done with
much soft laughter and shrugging her
shoulders out of her low dress, all
directed at Harry, and the boy was
young enough to grow red with pleas
ure.

It was so apparent that Helen sud
denly caught herself feeling in that
way, and then laughed privately at'

.seeing' the same sensation plainly
written In the awkwardness of the
rest. It was a relief when Eunice

suggested that they should
go out onto the piazza again, while
Mademoiselle Colette played. But
this did not better things, for Harry
was now left alone with Mademoi
selle Colette, a devoted slave, turning
her leaves, while his sister-in-la-

v fussed back and forth helplessly.
That was the beginning. Mademoi

selle Colette caused Cranberry Cove
to look on in stupor.

Her invalidism .vanished, or at
least conveniently adjusted Itself so
that she was able to do everything
that she liked und nothing that she
didn't. At first she UBed to practice
tn the evenings, while an admiring
group listened frpm the piazza; but

THE "MERRIMAC.'

sea battle that changed the naval ar
the hopes of the confederates.

the third son of the third son of an
earl of Stamford, and there were
many lives between him and rank
and fortune. His father was a poor
clergyman, and the future earl had
to face many vicissitudes of fortune
before he was suddenly exalted from
the position of a London diocesan
reader to be earl of Stamford and
Baron Grey of Groby.

Probably no one was more sur-
prised than the late earl of Caithness,
when he realized that he was heir to
his distant cousin, the fifteenth earl.
As a young man there had been so
many lives between him and the title
that he would have laughed at the
suggestion that one day he would
wear an earl's coronet, and he made
himself quite happy as a bank agent
in Scotland, while his son, the earl
of tended his farm and herd-
ed his sheep in the states.

There was equally little chance of
Augustus Arthur Perceval ever quali-
fying for a sent in the house of lords,
for his father, a poor army officer,
was a second son of the fifth son of
the second Baron Aden, who himself
was not within measurable distance
of the earldom of Egmont.

There ore few more dramatic
stories in the peerage than this of
the elevation of the hall porter of
Chelsea town hall to the rank of
earl, viscount, and baron by a scries
of accidents only less remarkable
than the hard blows that Fortune
had dealt him before she revolution-
ized his life in this startling fashion.

A still more dramatic story is told
of one of the earls of Huntingdon,
who before his elevation to the earl-
dom was nn obscure barrack master
in Ireland. One day he chanced to be
looking through some old corre-
spondence of his grandfather, a man
of a position as humble as his own,
when he saw a reference to a possi-
ble claim to the extinct earldom of
Huntingdon. Following up that clew
the barrack master discovered that
he was really heir to the title, and
after a long struggle succeeded in
gating his clajm admitted and in
taking his seat in the house of lords.

The history of the Bellew family il-

lustrates the strange vicissitudes by
which a title may fall to a seemingly
impossible person. At one time there
were no fewer than ten lives between
the present holder and the title, and
yet within the short space of two
years every one of these intermediate
lives was removed, four heirs perish-
ing together through the upsetting
of a bont in a squall.

, The Age of Oyster.
A wholesale oyster dealer was siz-

ing up a new invoice the other day.
"There are some old fellows in that
lot," he said, as he shoved to one side
some abnormally large ones. He picked
out one and measured it. The shell
was eight inches long. "The age of an
oyster has absolutely no effect, upon
its quality, he said. "It doesn t get
tough with age, like the higher or-

der of animals. How long does an oys-

ter live? Well. I couldn't say exactly.
I have known Maurice river oystermen
to claim that an oyster undisturbed in
a neglected cove would live for 25 years
before it finally died of old age.
And an oyster of the Maurice river
type keeps, on growing all the time. I
have seen some myself that measured'
nearly a foot in length." Philadel-
phia Record.

Baptismal Fonts Were Dry.
Some curious results of the devas-

tating Australian drought have been
witnessed on the Ballarat gold field.
The quantity of water in the local res-

ervoirs sank so low that the authori
ties had to conserve it to the utmost
and give the city only an intermittent
supply. In the principal Baptist
church a ceremony had to be aban-
doned, a sufficient supply of water for
baptismal Immersion not being avail
able. Next to this Baptist church is
the Catholic cathedral, and there the
organ was unplayable for three Sun
days, the motive power of its belloMs
having been withdrawn. One of the
local water commissioners is credited
with "the statement that as long as the
drought lasted he would not sanction
a supply of water to organs even at
th rate of a pound a gallon.

The Great Trouble.
The trouble with these observing

people is, they are liable to talk about
their observations. Atchison Globe.

What Tow Head I For.
' Let your head be a workroom rathei
than a storeroom. Chicago Journal.

morning engaged the "Merrimac" in a
chitecture of the world, and dispelled

PITH AND POINT.

The next time you complain of being
overworked, think of the time you
waste. Atchison Globe.

'He's publishing a paper now, I
hear." "Yes; it's the official organ of
the dental profession." "Ah! sort of a
mouth-orga- eh? Philadelphia
Press.

The Critics. Ida "They say it was
a case of love at first sight with mm.
May "What a pity he wasn't a medium
and could have taken a second sight!"

Chicago Daily News.
Adolphus (penitently) "So sorry,

dearest, that I was angry with you
yesterday evening, and lost my tem
per." Olivia "Pray don't mention it,
Dolly, It wasn't a very good one, and
I'm sure you can easily find a better."

Punch.
His Apology. Bill "Do you know

you owe me $10?" Jill "O, yes, I re-

member, I borrowed it a month ago."
"That's what you did." "I owe you an
apology." "I should say you did."
"Here's 25 cents." "What's that for?"
"That's an apology for $10." N. Y.
Telegram.

Burton "What sort of a man is
Bjohnson, anyway?" Barton "Well,
Bjohnson is the sort of man who, if
he should come to your hous on a

visit and see that your parlor clock
was slow, would calmly compare it
with his watch and set it exactly
right." Somerville ((Mass.) Journal.

Very Obliging Silas Hopkins (in
the city) "Mnndy, these here city fel-

lers is mighty kind and polite." Mandy
Hopkins "How do you know, Silas?"
Silas Hopkins "I wanted ter git a
fifty dollar bill changed en' a nice
young feller said he'd get it for me,
and he's goin' ter bring ther change
to ther hotel." Detroit Free Press. ,

LEAPS INTO THE PEERAGE.

Trick Played by the Law of Succes-
sion Bring Title Kvcr

Expected.

To retire at night just an ordinary
citizen, a poor man, and to rise in
the morning with a noble title or two
and perhaps vast acres, with castles
and wealth, is an experience possi-
ble only to a British subject. The
law of succession regarding the no
bility sometimes plays strange tricks
of this kind, not only in fiction but
in real life, says the Chicago Tribune.

Unexpected leaps from obscurity
to the perage, from poverty to great
wealth, are not uncommon in Eng-
land. Many such Instances have
been recorded ' in recent years, the
elevations in some cases going to
persons who did not even know they
were in the line of succession for a
title.

The present duke of Hamilton, by
a sequence of accidents, found him-

self transformed seven years ago
from an unknown lieutenant to the
premier peership of Scotland, with
three ducal titles and as many s,

to say nothing of earldoms
and baronies sufficient to equip half
a dozen average peers.

How slight was the prospect of
Lieut. Alfred Douglas-Hamilto- n ever
succeeding to the family honors may
be gathered from the fact that, al-

though he is the thirteenth duke of
Hamilton, he derives his descent
from a third son of the fourth duke,
who was born in the faraway seven-
teenth century, and that ail his in-

termediate ancestors were younger
sons. How many lives might in the
ordinary course have come between
the young lieutenant and the duke-
dom it is impossible to estimate; but,
as it was said in sporting parlance
at the time of his- accession, the Odds
were thousands to one against his
ever wearing the strawberry leaves.

By a similar series of accidents the
present duke of Portland succeeded
to the title and wealth of the

'The son of a third son, who
in turn was a third son of the third
duke, there seemed as much chance
of the young subaltern of the guards
ever being the head of his family as
of his becoming emperor of China.
The fourth duke alone had four sons,
all of whom were considerate enough
not to marry; and the third duks
was also blessed with four sons, who
were sufficiently amiable to make the
way clear for the lucky young sol-

dier.
When Master William Grey first

opened his eyes in Newfoundland SO

years ago his prospects of a coronet
would have been considered dear at
half a crown, for his father was but


