‘ Jobhn Mijtehell, of the
- mine workers’ union, will write a
book on “Capital and Labor,” based
on the great anthracite strike in
Penansylvania.

Emperor William of Germany talks

- fluently in six languages—English

‘better than any other except his own.

Indeed, it has been said that he actu-

ally speaks German with just a trace
of English accent.

Two cents more has been added to
the price of oil by the Standard 0il
company. This will enable it to make
that $10,000,000 donation to the cause
of education. The consumers ought
to get $10,000,000 worth of education
out of it, too.

President

There is n reminder of the late Dr.
Burchard's famous “Rum, HRoman-
lsm and Rebellion™ alliteration in a
remark made by Rev. Mr. Tunnell,
of Washington. In discussing the
wegro problem he said it must be
approached with “soap, soup and sal-
ation.”

According to the Detroit Free
Press the governor of Michigan shed
lears over this touching appeal from
the wife of a convict: “Pleez Your
Majesty, let him come home, if for
no other rezen than to see his three
darling children whom has been born
since he®went away.”

Prof. Zephaniah Hopper has been
teaching mathematies in the central
high school in Philadeiphia for 48
years, in some instances to three
generations of the same family. He
s 78 years old, and is not believed to
have missed a sesslon of his class in
the lust two decades.

The eity council of New York has
appropriated $100,000 to the relief of
freezing poor people of that city.
Let’s see; it was President Baer,
wasn't it, who said when the presi-
dent interfered in the coal strike that
public uneasiness was unfounded,
merely a scare, and that no reason
existed for anticipating a coal
famine ?

It is reported that the famous
white house portraits, most of which
for generations have decorated the
walls of the public apartments, are
lo be transferred to the basement
and hung in a long underground cor-
ridor yunning from the east entrance

- to a stalrway leading from the base-
ment, It is explained that these por-
traits conflict with the scheme of in-
terior decorations, and provision has
2ot been made in the large rooms on
the first floor.

The modern tendency toward co-
sperative living, whether it be shown
i boarding house, hotel and apart-
ment living, or in the community co-
eperntive kitehen, is taken by many
social economists as a distinct menace
to home life. It may, perhaps, for a
- limited class of society, but not for
the great majority o thn American
bomes, The instinct for home life
and home making is too strongly
Imbedded, certainly in the American
xoman, to be uprooted in many gen-
- rrations, if ever. -

The secretary of agriculture has de-
tided to return the free distribution
» seeds to its original purpose and
“ mtent—that is, to sending out such
are and valuable seeds as zre not

. m the market. In the present year
there will be the usual distribution
d ‘common udl. amounting to 12,-

to each congressman,

Mqﬁ congressman will also have
j00 packages of the unusnal kinds.
m:w the secretary will ask con-

7] f_ enln the distribution in

the effects of
child's mother

)5 little danghter had
. /The incident

from
“The

in a southern city. On a

rickety table in one cor-

ner stood a broken vase,

which still showed rem-
nants of its pristine beauty as the
light of a stray sunbeam shone
through its ruby depths. A long-
stemmed, withered rose which it held
was doubtless a reminder’/ of some
happier hour. The occupants of the
room were s mother and her three
children, a puny babe, a little girl,
perhaps three years of age, and a
boy about seven years her senior.
There was mothing about the room
to suggest that the family had ever
been comfortably placed as regards
this world’s goods, save the broken
Venetian vase, but the faee of the
mother as she bent over her wailing
babe, trying to soothe and still its
cries, bore the traces of what had
once been.the most refined type of
beauty.

Only a short year ago, Mary Der-
went and her little family had been
living in comparative comfort, but
suddenly her husband lost his posi-
tion as head clerk in a large estab-
lishment, which, owing to the pres-

Meanwhile Hugh Derwent Had Dragged His
Weary Way Homeward.

sure of the times, had failed. Unfor-
tunately, he fell seriously ill of a
fever, which completely prostrated
him. By degrees their small savings
were expended, then the best of the
furniture was sold, for they were too
proud to ask help, and so they went
from bad to worse, until they only
bad the poor bed, the stove, the table
and two chairs, which now furnished
in scant measure the little room in
the tenement they called home.

Hugh had been out since early
morning hunting for work, and his
wife was growing momentarily more
anxious about his prolonged absence.
What could keep him? It began to
grow dark. Pressing her pale face
against the panes, she peered out in-
to the street.

“Mamma, I'm so hungry,” pleaded a
weak little voice from the bed. “Can’t
I have something?"

“Oh, Harry, what shall we do? Sis-
ter wants something to eat?" cried
Mrs. Derwent, putting her arms
around her little boy's neck.

“Mamma, don’t ery. I'll go out
again; perhaps 1'll get something
this time, and pr'aps 1'll meet papa.
I won't come back without some-
thing this time,” cried Harry. “Now,
see, :nammn. if I do. ©Please don't

1

“Oh;, where will you go, my poor
little darling, where will you go?
Your clothes are too thin to go out
in this wind. 1 cannot, cannot let
you go!™

But Harry was off; he had no time
to lose. He had no time to lose, in-
deed, if he meant to reach the great
publishing house in Broad street. It
was fully five o’clock, and he must
be there before six, and it was such a
long, weary walk for a little fellow.

Meanwhile Hugh Derwent had
dragged his weary way homeward.
He had met the usual rebuffs, some
rudely uttered, sume gently worded,
for there were men who were
touched by his pallid face and the
hopeless expression of his coun-
tenance. Mary listened for his foot-
steps, for it was now toe dark to see
the passers-by on the street, caught

a faint, uncertain sound as of some-

cne toltering on the stairs. Opening
the door she discerned the figure of
ber husband coming wearily up, step
by step, but oh, so slowly. Soon she

{ had bhim clasped in her arms. No

need for him to repeat the sad story

of failure again; she knew it when
:lit touched her cheeck with his cold
ps.

“Where is Harry?" were the first
words he spoke after regaining his
breath, for he was quite exhausted
by the exertion of mounting the
steep staircase

“He's gone out, dearest; I couldn't
alop him. Mary cried for something
to eat, and the little fellow rushed
out, determined to do somerhing.
Don’t be frightened, Hugh, God will
take care of him, and of us, too. We

ﬂum%mmm:m_

Derwent, in her happier days, had
written verse which had been accept-
ed and published. The prospect of
coming trouble had stimulated her,
as it has many another, to literary
effort, in the hope of giving her fam-
ily the helping hand. Poverty had
knit this little family into a closer
and more intimate union than ordi-
narily exists in families, and they
had talked things over together, but
long since Mary had ceased to won-
der about her story, giving it up for
lost.

The thought of it came as an in-
spiration to small Harry, and he
meant to beg money for the story;
that was his errand. “Surely,”
thought the child, *“the good editor
will buy it if he knows how hungry
we all are.”

Harry's tired little feet at Iast
reached the large building where the
Manhattan Magazine was published,
ond through hia earmest solicitation
hé was admitted to the editorial
rooms, where he told his errand.
After some questioning, he was in-
formed that Mary Derwent's story
had won the first prize, and as she
Lad sent mo addr except “City,”
they had forwarded the check to the
general delivery office.

It was so far to the post office, but
that letter would buy bread, so Harry
trudged bravely on. At last he was
there. There were two letters, one
for his father. He clutched them
tightly in his thin, small hand and
started for home. How far it was!
If he could just hold out to get
iherel A pain came in his head and
everything turned dark around him,
despite the electric lights.

There was an elegant gentleman
sauntering leisurely along, looking
almost bored by the mere fact of ex-
istence. Harry stopped a moment,
passing his hand over his eyes as if
to clear away the mist, before at-
tempting the muddy crossing.

What made everything turn around
s0? Suddenly there was an outery
as a little form went down in the
mud and slush, right in front of a
carriage dashing furiously onward.
A moment more and the cruel hoofs
of the madly driven horses will
trample the brave little life out.

But no, a strong arm cluotches
them, and with almost superhuman
strength forces them back on their
haunches as the little child struggles
to his feet. It was the listless gen-
tleman, a Mr, Mayo.

“Oh, thank you, sir,” gasped Harry.

“Ah, don’t mention it, sonny; let
me help you across,” and he grasped
the muddy, ragged sleeve in his
daintily gloved hand, and nearly lift-
ing the slight form, swung him over.
The child reeled and would have fall-
en, but he caught and held him.

“I can't go on, and they are so hun-
gry at home. Please take this letter
to mother—I—I can't see.”

The gentleman signaled a hack and
lifted Harry in, taking a seat beside
him.

“Now, where do you live?” he in-
quired.

Harry roused sufficiently to give di-
rections, but immediately sank back
almost fainting.

Mr. Mayo suddenly exclaimed, as if
a thought had struck him which was
very surprising:

There Were Two Letters, One for His Father.
“I believe the boy is starving,” and

he stopped the hack in front of g res- |

taurant and ordered a glass of milk,
a glass of sherry and some brandy
and water, the only things he could
think of just then.

The hackman said, dryly:

“That ain"t no fitten stufl fur In!l-m {

whut's starvin’l The milkll do, but
bread and meat’s whut he needs.”
“Well, bring them.” and a generous
supply was brought forth.
A slow smile dawned on the face
of the gentleman as the child ate.
“Ah. what & remarkable appetite!
1 feel surfeited myself just watching

you.”

Harry’s appetite appeased, they
proceeded.

Mr. Mayo scanned thé addresses on
the letters which he had taken. 3

“Mary Derweat—sounds W,

saved me from being run over. Now
Mary and all ean bave something ta
eat.”

Mr. and Mrs. Derwent could not
vealize the sudden transition from
despair to hope.- They =at as il
dazed. Mr. Derwent came forward
at last, and in a broken voice tried to
speak his thanks.

“Why, haven't you a light?" in-
quired Mr. Mayo,

“Oh, sir,” said Harry, who had re-
vived wonderfully since eating, “we
liad no money to buy anything.”

Mr. Mayo stared. He had never
come in contact with poverty before.

“Here, take my purse and get light
and, ah—something to eat.”

Mr. Derwent was again thanking
kim, while Mrs. Derwent was weep-
ing tears of joy and thankfulness,

“God sent you to save my children
from starvation. This evening 1
begged for bread, begged it, and the
btaker refused me. But what
wouldn't & woman do for her chil-
dren?"

Harry soon came back with a light
and a basket of food and handed the
pursge back to Mr. Mayo.

“I only took enough for to-night,
for mother has money, now."”

Mr. Mayo emptied the purse on the
bed, where Mrs. Derwent was already
feeding little Mary, who ate raven-
cusly.

The mother had less to eat thap
any, but, mother-like, thought of sell
last.

Mr. Mayo bowed himself out, prom-
ising to call on the morrow, silently
wondering that he, of all others,
should be the one to play Providence
tc a poor family.

The second letter which Harry
brought proved to be an urgent invi-
tation from Mr. Derwent’s aunt in
the country for him and his family
to spend New Year's with her, the
second day from this. How gladly
they left the close, comfortless room
for the spacious old farmhouse
smong the hills!

The day was glorious, the air
balmy as if Indian summer had come
again,

When they reached the home sta-
tion and crowded into the large fam-
ily carriage, she threw wide the win-
dows to let in the golden sunlight
and health-giving breeze from the
pine lands.

Was ever a day more royal than
this?

Mr. Mayo, having called to see
the Derwents the day previous, Mrs,
Derwent took the liberty., in her
great happiness, to invite him ount
too, presented himself, to his own
and her astopishment, as they were
going out to dinner in the large,
handsome old dining-room.

There was just enough frost in the
air to make the wood fire acceptable,
yet the musk roses looked saucily in
at the wide windows and nodded a
welcome, while large vases full of
flowers breathed out their hearts in
fragrance.

The crowning event or the day
came when Mr. Derwent was giving
a second helpivg to turkey. The dear
old nunt announced that, as he would
be her heir, it was his duty to remain
there and keep up his property; she
was tired of living without children
in the house. “And what is more, I'm
not going to any longer,” she de-
clared with emphasis.

“Ah, Mrs. Derwent,” said Mr. Mayo,
after dinner, as he swung lazily in a
hammock under a large oak tree, “I
found out why your name sounded so
—ah, familiar; there was a little mis-
take. My cousin wrote a story for
that competition, and took a fancy
to sign her name “‘Mary Derwent,
having heard it somewhere, perbaps.
She told me about it and—"

“Then it was her story instead of
mine which won the prize?”

“Her story was called ‘Evelyn,’ I

‘| think.™

“That accounis for it; the letter

that contained the check said *Evelyn,

by Mary Derwent.' Mine was ‘Evan-
geline,” but 1 thought they had made
a mistake.”

*“Ah, quite a coincidence,”
Mayo, “but you shan’t lose by it.”

“I cau’t lose now. Iiad Harry not
gone to the post office, he would not
Lave met you, snd had you not suc-
cored us at that critical time we
would have died, and but for the
check we could mot have come out
here."

“S80 you gtole your New Year's,
Mary,” =aid her aunt, as she shook
her fat =ides in laughter, “but the
heir to *Pinelands,” your farmer hus-
band (as he is to be), can easily re-
place it.”

said Mr.

Would you believe that that gay
young fellow driving the cows from
the pasture with Harry, helping little
Mary make mud pies, swinging the
Laby in the hammock, peeling pota-
toes with a checked apron on, was
the dandy who stood at the street
crossing with his cane in his mouth,
almost refuting the statement that
“God made man in His own image?”

Well, he is the identical young
swell, who has been out at Pinelands
several weeks, and s=ays he intends
staying there several more.

“In fact, Mr. Derwent.,” he said, I
sm in love with Pinelands, and I in-
tend you shall adopt me a= a brother.
Let me put my money in improve-
ments on the plantation, and instead
of mlgl ‘dacks and duh" of my

Ranymede Was a Lively Flace While

it Laated, Dut It Has Deen
Wiped OF (he Map.

There was adown in Kansas that
bas lost its on the map. It was
named Runymede, but it iy no more,
says the Philadelphia Press.

Capt. Charles S¢ton, who was forme
erly an officer in the Britiah army, re-
turned recently to this country and
when he read of a hunt for lost.towns
in Kansas he told the following story
about Runymede:

“You must first know,” sald he,
“that Runymede was a eombination
of British inexperience, British cred-
wiity, British money, econsiderable
cockneyism and a Indicrous attempt
to live on foolish hopes and foolish
premises,

“The immigrants who came from
England to Kansas expected to grow
rich over night and then return to
England to live on champagne and
venisom

“It took two years to wear off the
varnish, break the bank and turn out
the lights. And Rome—or I should
say Runymede—howled in the inter-
val,

“Runymede was created by a north
ol Ireland agitator named Turnley,
who hac lost money in the cotton
business in the United States. His
son Edward bought 1,700 acres of land
at $1.50 an acre in Harper county, and
began advertising in England that he
was lord of a western paradise, where
golden birds sang in the trees and sil-
ver rivulets ran tinkling to the sea.

“For $300 a year he engaged to
teach the sons of English gentlemen
the mysteries of successful farming
and stock raising, provide for their
physical needs and administer such
eduecational tonics as would enable
them to hold the winning hand
wherever they might be.

“Runymede, 12 miles northwest of
Harper, in the middle of a boundless
prairie, with only one tree in sight,
was founded as the center of this en-
terprise, and at Runymede congregat-
ed the good souls who listened to
Turnley’s tinted tales.

“It was to be the great commercial
depot of the west. It was with glow-
ing hearts that my party of 16 men
and women sailed from England in
May, 1880, for the new world.

“So anxious was . to find agreeable
quarters at the end of my journey
that, wita fearful extravagarnce, 1
sent a long cablegram to Turnley to
build me a house forthwith and have
it ready for me upon my arrival
When I reached Runymede there was
no house in sight, and we were glad,
likewise disgusted, to find lodging at
the ranch house, where we braved the
terrors of corn bread and fat bacon
until houses were built.

“Some of us had congiderable
money. None of us had any financial
sense. While we waited for a miracle
to be performed that would tfrans-
form our arid home into a blooming
garden, and the town of Runymeds
into a vast metropolis, we feasted and
danced and made merry. We enjoyed
all the sports dear to English hearts
and dressed in the wonderful gar
ments we had brought from the land
whose white cliffy look across the
channel to Calais.

“Kansas was known as a prohibi-
tion state, and omne guileless father
thought that Runymede would be the
salvation of his son, whao had aequired
a big thirst for liguor. The lad kept
the frail hot between Runymede and
Harper and maintained an irrigating
plant that would have overwhelmed
the children of Israel. He always had
some kina of a jag.

Kansas probibition was a failure in
Runymede. The good livers brought
whole cargoes of the very best whisky
from Chicago. One youth fell heir to
$15,000 a year, and the thermometer
in Runymede went up several degrees.
What a time he had.

“The men imagined that they were
in the very heart of the west, where
the blood ran wildest and reddest.
They wore cowboy outfits, and an ar-
senal of guns and knives rattled on
them as they walked. They wonld
not go outside the house unless armed
to the teeth. They were fond of pos-
ing for their portraits in photograph
galleries at Harper and Wichita, and
I tremble even now at the terribie des-
peradoes that gaze at me from the
faded pictures. Capt. Fanlkner was
an especially fierce-looking ‘cowboy'
and was almost afraid of himself
when in full regalia.

“Every fortnight there was racing.
Runymede had a steeple eourse which
afforded moch amusement. The
riders bedeckaed themselves in all the
glory of Solomon. Joha Lobb was the
beau of the stecplechase. Upon one
oceasion %e appeared wearing a white
stiff-bosomed shirt, a eollar and a
flowing wecktie, a black alpaca coat,
checked trousers that reached half
way to his knees; white socks, danc-
ing pumps, a grapger hot and laven-
der kid gloves.

“Dick Watinage, who affected cow-
boy hats and a ferocious-lookivez buf-
falo overecat, ran this race with red
and white bunting wrapped around
his legs, hatless and wearing a black
shirt.

“Runymede withered like a flower
and died. Its citizens were scattered
from ocean to ocean. Few returned
to England. .

“If anyone should find the ‘lost’
town of Runymede, ask Lim to mark
the spot with a stone bearing the
words: ‘We bed a good time while it
last.

Turkestan Weddings.
ln Turkestan every wedding en-
gagement begins with the payment
of a lnhltluth.l consideration to tha

-.m'- parents. 1f the girl §ilis he.

Capada, but in the Unﬂd States
Great Britain. The large crops
the past two years, with phenomena
yields, have enacted a movement tos
wards the west, which will not b

stead is taken.

letin, one of the “farthest no
newspapers, in a recent article
the Northwest as a wide and op
field, says: “There must be fer
#oil, there must be a suitable climata
there must be the possibility of build
ing up a modern civilization; and th
conditions must be such that lab
cnn reach the land; or in ofihe
words, land must be cheap.
Canadian Northwest contains
largest unbroken area of countiry on
the continent, or in the world fulfill
ing these conditions. In its the
sand miles of plain which stretch:
from the Lake of the Woods to
Rocky Mountains Canada is able
offer land to the landless of the
tinent, and of the world. This
(1902), the omnly complaint, over |
the vast stretch of territory, of
farmers and ranchers, is that ’
railways have not sufficient .oﬂiﬂ'
siock to move to market the rcinrns
of the past season.

The area under crop in Western

Canada in 1002 was 1,987,330 acres. .

field 1902, 117,922,754 bushels, Wealth
waits on industry in Canada. There
is Plenty of Room.

Prices have advanced in Westarn
Canada 50 per cent. in the last twe
years, and the upward movement
seems still on, The migration inte
Canada is becoming notable. Some-
body has estimated that 25000 acres
of Canadian land are sold a day to
people from the United States.

Whatever doubts there have beem

as to the suitability of the Canadian
Northwest for settlement, those
doubts have been set at rest by the
successive yields of previous years,
and by the crowning glory of the
past year (1902), which gives solid
assurance as to possibilities that
wonld not otherwise have been be-
lieved. The fact of the grain produe-
tion of the past season in Manitoba
and the Northwest, 117,022,754 bush-
els from 1,987,330 acres, and that a'
certain number gf farmers have pros
duced a greater value of wheat, oats,
and cattle for sale than any other -
equal number anywhere else in :%.

known world, is the best possible ans
swer to the question: “Is thers
wealth in the Northwest?” Not only
in the Northwest but in the whole
country has there been prosperity.

The Canadian Northwest is not all
alike in its production. Wheat grow-
ing iz the specialty of one part, eat-
tle ranching of another, and mixed
farming—the growth of grain and
lve stock together—of still another,
Speaking roughly, the southeastern
parts of the Territories and Manitoba
are wheat growing; the southwests
ern part of the Territories is ranch-
ing, and the northern part of the
Territories is mixed Tarming. Differ-
ences of wmoil, climate, and other con-
ditions are the causes of these differ-
ences in agriculture in the various
sections. But it is safe to say that
in no other area of the world is there
an equal possibility of the productios
of wealth from the soil, whether by
one branch of agriculture or ancther,
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