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- understood that was what was done
No nation can now say it does not matter what is
g Movements are becoming more
and more international. We may speak a different lan-

happening to another.

*_ ‘guage to other nations, wé may prid
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.imitate one another.. You may go

“tically the same customs prevailing;
in fashion, ,

Up to a recent date China was absolutely indifferent.

Trousers, the garb sacred-.to mascu
the most reckless suffragette does

- common garb of women . folk, and llkewise men's

TAX TO STOP BARTER OF TITLES,

The attitude of certain foreign
we ought to produce helresses here

heard representatives of this class
frankly say that they were not

that they may get a share of good
living, and, as the Americans seem

makers: nowadays, why shouldn't
‘they- trade thelr titles for the dollars of American
heiresnses? I have seen recently some of the most

1 would like to see an export tax of generous dimen-

the ‘interest of the home. It might keep the American
helresses on this side of the Atlantic. It might keep

INTO ITS OWN,
I, By Lord Wiiliam Cecil.
. The Chiness gentleman has been trained in
the philosophy, history and culture of his
racé, and both In his speech and in his
thought he bears the marks of'the excellency
of that training. He has now thoroughly
_realized his national weakness and his conse-
quent humiliation, and the whole mass of In-"
telligent thought in China, which was a few
- Yyears ago conservative and obscurantism, has
‘now become progressive, even revplutionary.

China has postoffices, modern currency, telegraph of-
fices, & school system, in fact all the legacies of western
And now she is Inaugurating a constitu-

tion, At one -moment she even ran to a feminist move-

ment, where, having apparently muddied the whole
. thing and confused it with the rational dress move-

national individuality, but nevertheless we all try to

through Europe to Vancouver and -you will find prac-

By Paul Morton,
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thoughts ran In different lines. Now all this is chang
Ing and China 18 fast becoming & member of our civill-
zation. When she does who will be bold enough to say
that fashions originating in China will not spread to

There must be no casting on the rubbish heap of all
things Chinese because they are Chinese. The priceless
Jewels of Chinese wisdom must be preserved.- Second-

built into the Chinese culture the

higher and finer part of our social system.

EGOTISM MOST INSIDIOUS DISEASE,

By John A. Howland.

An old friend of mine, a pasgtmaster in the
art of business on a scale involving millions
of dollara and thousands of men; insists that
one of the greatest handicaps of the young
man in business life is an excess of egotism.
He admits tBat a certain stimulus of egotism
may be necessary and natural to youth, but
“long-ago he made up his mind that he pre-
ferred the young man lacking In egotism to
the young man afflicted with an excess of it.

It 1s one of the subtle characteristics of egotism that '
it operates In ways making it impossible that the ego-
tist himself ‘shall have the least practical line upon its

/

the egotistical point of view to him-

self the young man constitutes himself the judge of all’
bis accomplishments. Some one else is paying him for
services which he is required to render to the satisfao-
tion of that employer, but under the influence of his

young man may find that wuddenly

he has assumed the attitude merely of pleasing himself.
And it is one of the marked tendencles of the position
that the further thé egotist goes in this directlon the
easier he finds It to satisfy his own vanity.

Get a line on yourself if you can find reason for sus-
pecting yourself of tendencles to egotism. Get the
opinion, too, from some person or - persons, who will
hand you the truth us they see it. You can't afford to
take the risk of the disease.

N
WESTERN SETTLER.
By J. B. Decan,

After: the prospective settler- reaches his
/] new home, whether it be In Alberta, Canada,
or in the panhandle of Texas, he must ac-
quaint himself with his neighbors and the
territory in which he Is to live and remem-
ber that every one looks upon a stranger
with a susplclous eye. Therefore, before he
can become acqualnted with his new nelgh-

must recelve many a snub and still

be as one blind and not seeing what {s going on around
him. Before he can‘attaln a strong footing in the com-
munity he must be as meek as a lamb and, although he
knows that he Is not being treated just exactly right,
he iz obliged to remain in good spirits and show enmity
toward none. If a proapective settler or a settler that
has already bought his farm has any new or up-to-date
tools the neighbors will want to borrow them. In order
not to make an enemy of any one he must not refuse,
although he does not like to part with his implements.
He must look pleasant whether he wishus or not.

TEARS.

When I consider life and Its few years,

A wisp of fox Letwixt us and the
) sun, .
‘. call to battle, and the battle done

'~ ~Ere the last echo dles within our ears;

A rose choked in the grass; an hour
. of fears; .
_The gusts _that past & darkening
. shore do.beat;
The burst of music-down_gn unlis-
 tening street—
der at the idl of tears.
Ye old, old dead, and ye of yester-
night,
“Chieftains, and bards, and keepers ot
the sheep, A% -
,By every cup of sorrow that you had
Joose me from tears, and make me
mee aright

.. How. each hath back what once he

stayed to weep—
Homer his sight, David his little lad!
~Lizzette Woodworth Reese.

T'11 tell the madam to sweep up Thiirs
day—we're going to have company.”

When Kennison touched the electric
button at the Matterly. home on
Thursday evening he had braced him-
self to go through the ordeal like a
man and therefore he bore up under
Helen's reception when she came trip-
ping Into the parlor.

“Why, Rob Kennison, you old
wretch!” she exclalmed, glving him
both her hands. *“What do' you mean
by deserting us like -this? Bit down
and let me look at you!™
‘/Kennison felt his way to a chalr,
smiling weakly. :

“I've—I've been very busy, Mrs.
Matterly," he sald, awkwardly. “Isn't
—er—Jack at home?” he added in a
sudden panic, as he reallzed that they
were alone.

“Rob, don't you ‘Mrs. Matterly’ me,”
she commanded, sitting - down  very
close to him. *‘Helen’ is good enough
around here. No, Jack was called
away for a few minutes. He'll' be
back soon. I'm glad he's not here,
Rob, I want to talk to you alone.”

Kenn: .could feel cold perspira-

i.li the days when his friend Mat-

i _terly was paying couxt to the present

Mrs. Matterly and deftly leading.up
to the state of domestic bliss which
the  Matterlys have experlenced for
fully two years, Kennison also was &
at the shrine, though a
diMaent and unobtrusive one. It was
the surprise of Kennison's life when

* Matterly mentioned in an offhand way

N
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" thought of sitting opposite Helen
_“‘while
. ‘what might have been,

that ‘he and Helen wers going to be

married a month or so later.
Kennison had a hallucination that

Helen would have brought up the mat-

“ter of marriage for discussion with |
him yery soon had she not been trick- |,

ed Into a promise by Matterly. He at-
tended the wedding as chief mourner
and then he had felt profoundly sorry
for Helen ever afterward. Indeed, he
carried it to the length of feeling a
certain delicacy about calling upon
the Matterlys—he feared Mrs. Matter
1y might be upset by the revival of old
. memories,
wrefore he shied llke a skittish
when Matterly cornered him
aftown onhe day and insisted upen
paying them a visit,

“WHers on earth have you been
keeping yourself?” demanded Matter
1y. "“Halen has asked me’ forty times
it 1 ever saw you."

s ennison flushed and stammered.
i elen had been asking for him! Hel-

en had Been wondering where he was!
It was as he had feared—she had not
ben able to forget!

“Come out and look us over,” said
Matterly. “We've got the finest little
hut you ever put your foot in. Helen

gave me strict orders {f ever I ran|

8 you to drag you out to see her.
‘Wheh can you .come to dinnért”
Diyner! Kennlson gasped at the
she miserably . contemplated
He knew the
salad would choke him and:that he
would perish In agony before the des-
“mert ¢ on.

“You'll really have to excuse me,
0ld man,” he sald.  “I—I never. dine
out” - ‘ AR

“What's the matter, you old fossiiy”

" demanded Matterly. “Don't you know'

how to behave at table?. Come on,
take a chance! We'll 1ot you'do the
whole trick with the same fork, if you
want to.” s

“No, it {sn't that"” said Kennison,
Then, seeing no way. out of it, he add-
ed: “I' might run out some evening
for & little while—just for a chat with
you—and—and Mrs.  Matterly,” he
added. : =

“Well, I'm glad you counted her
in,” said Matterly, affably. “I was
afrald you were going to make her
stay out In the kitchen and pesk at
us through a keyhole. All right, then,
How’s Thursday evening? Are you
loose Thursday? Fine! Here's the

- “Teard with the regular little address

tion burst from every pore. He
glanced nervously through the win-
dow in the vain hope that Matterly
was coming up the walk to save him.

“It's llké old times, isn't it?” she
cooed, moving her chair a little closer
to him. *“Do"you know, I  actually
haven't seen you since I got married?”

“Is it—1is it as long as that?’ ssked
Kennison, nervously. He choked and
coughed. as If he were trylog to add

“TELL ME BOMETHING — BEFORR JACK
‘coMEs,"”

something and. finally it came out in
a small/ scared volce. “Helen,” he
added.

“That's right!" sald Mra. Matterly,
“1 was afrald you had forgotten my
name! ~ Tell me something—before
Jack comes,” she went on. “I'm: re-
ally anxious to know for a' certaln
reason, Has aaything In your Ilife
made you a—a woman-hater?"

‘Would Matterly never come? Kennl-
son oould see things were rapldly ap-
proaching one of those third-act cli-
maxes he had w!tneueg in problem
Plays. 1 3

“Why—why —1 don't = understand
you,” he gurgled, rolling his handker-
chief into a clammy ball and dabbing
the back of his lett hand with it.

to think such a thing went on Mrs.
Watterly, “but something Jack sald
put it into my mind. I'm so glad it
isn't true,” she added, with a gentle
sigh. .~ ., ° :

Bomething Jack sald! Then he did
suspect!  They had “been discussing
the situation! In his distorted fancy
Kennison could see Matterly storming
out of the house and refusing to re-
main to meet him! He leaned back
‘In his chair weakly.

“I hope I'm not," he murmured.

“Now, I'm golng to pry into ypur
Affairs a little bit,” went on Helen,
looking at him in the most bewitch,
ing way from the corners of her eyes.
“Have you taken your vacation yet?"
" “Not yet,” sald Kennison, in sur-
prise, - “I'm going away in about a
fortnight.”

“Do you ever go to Twin Lakes?”’
she went on, propping her chin on her
hand and placing her elbow on her
knee in the most confidential way im-
aginable. 3 K

Kennison scented trouble In that ia-

“I know it's awfully foolish of me_

nocent queation and tried to avold it.
“I—I never have been there,” he sald.
“I don't know where I'll go, I usual-
ly go out west to the mountains,” he
added desperately.

“We're golng to Twin Lakes,” she
sald, archly, “Couldn't you go there
Just this once and forget your moun-
tains?” :

Kennison realized that the cruclal
moment had come.

“Why —really,” he stammered,
pounding his brow with the wet hand-
kerchief, “I—I wouldn't like to prom-
ise, Mrs. Matt—Helen—er—does Jack
know that you—er—" - !

asking,” sald Helen suddenly. *I
know the sweetest young widow! Yes,
Q:o'l actually young—only five or six
years older than I You would like
her, I know. Bhe's golig to be at
Twin Lakes and I'm determined that
you shall know her. Jack and I both
think she would make just the right
wife for you."—Chicago Daily. News.

Substitutes Used In Parta of Italy,
Austria and Roumanis.
‘Baked loaves of bread are prastical-
ly unknown 1ip msny parts of South
Austria and Italy, as well as in the ag-
rlcultural districts of -Roumanis; the

of the Oberstelrmark, not many miles
‘from Vienna, bread is seldom seen, the
staple food of the people belng aters, a
kind ‘of porridge made from ground
beechnuts, which s taken at breakfast
with broth or frled in iard and with
milk again at supper. This sterz-is
also known as helden, and takes the
place of bread not only in Stelermark,
but in Carynthia and in many parts
of the Tyrol. In the north of Italy the

.| péasantry live chiefly ‘on poleata, a

porridge made of bolled maize. Tha
polenta, however, is not allowed ‘to
granulate, like Scotch porridge or like
the Austrian sterz, but is bolled into
a solld pudding, which {8 cut up and
portioned out with & string. It is eat-
en cold as often as it {8 hot, and is in
every sense the Itallan peasant's daily
bread. The modern Roumanians are
held by many scholars to be descended
from & Roman colony—in other words,
to be cousins of the Itallans; and, cu-
rlously enough & variation of the po-
lenta, called mamaliga, is the national
dish of Roumania. The mamaliga s
like the polenta in that It {s made of
bolled maze, but it is ulike the latter
in one important respect, aa'the grains
are not allowed to settle into & solld
mass, but are kept distinct, after the
fashion of oatmeal porridge.

A Problem in Mafhematics. .
The town of Sturgis in Missisaipp!
s the oply round square town In ex-
istence. By legal enactment the cir-
cle has been squared, and the mathe-
maticlan may now' proceed 'to calcu-
late the area of a square circle. In
the laws of Misslasippl for the yoar
1886, on page 682, is found the follow-
dng: -
“An act to Incorporate the town of
tSturgls, In Oktibbeha County, Missis-
slppl. | 3
“Section 1. Be it enacted by the
JLegislature of the State of Mlssissippi,
That the town of Sturgls, in.the coun-
ty of Oktibbeha, Is hereby ncorporat-
ed. and that the corporate limits of
sald ‘town shall be as follows: Begin-
ning at the quarter stake In front f
Caleb Hannah's residence, and. run-
ning six hundred yards every direc-
tion, making said corporate limits
twelve hundred yards square.”
Thus, the circle is squared by the
golemn declaration of the law.

A Fallure,

“Marriage is a fallure,” sighed the
June bride.

“What's the matter? Quarreled al-
ready?" ]

“No. Npt exactly, but supper wasn't
ready when he came home last even-
ing #&nd he swore right in front of
me,"—Detroit Free. Press.

The good we do i an excellent anti

dote for the ill we think. .

A

“F might as well tell you why I'm

Baker's. Weekly says, In. the villages'

SEXD OF THE VIOLET.

Flower Blooms Twice in a Seasom== |

Has an Explosive. Pod,

The common wild violet affords one
of the most remarkable {llustrations
of the care and apparent forethought
of nature in preserving a specles, a
writer in the St. Louls Globe-Demo-
crat says. As everybody knows, the
violet, grows in the shade, in pastures,
woods and flelds where the grass is
abundant and long. It comes up early
in the spring and flowers at a time
when the grass {s most abundant and
succulent. Of course, it is liable

‘be cut down by the scythe, but much

more likely it is to be bitten off by
grasing animals.

Mhe violets that come in the spring
either do not seed at all or very spar
ingly, But in the late fall the plant

bears another crop of blossoms that (=

are never seen save by the profession.
al botanist. They are very small, ut
terly insignificant in appearance, and
grow either just at or below the sur
face of the ground. These are the
flowers which produce the seeds for
the next season. The flowers on long
stems blooming In spring are only for
show; the hidden flowers are for use,
and the number of seeds they bear
may be judged from the ease with
which a wild violet bed spreads.
When the seeds are ripe the pod ex:
plodes, scattering them to a consider-
able distance, often to ten or twelve
feet from the parent plant, so that in
spite of its boastful modesty the vio-
let not only takes care of itse¥, but
becomes a troublesome Aggressor.

Germany has become the greatest
producer of cocoa butter‘in the world,
turning out about 7,000 tons a year.

The best Turklsh tobacco is grown
in the low mountainous region border-
ing the south shore of the Black Bea.

The entire fire department of Frank-
fort-on-the-Main, Germany, is to be
changed from horse to motor traction.

To prevent fraud in welghing, the
government is having self-registering
scales bullt for use in customs ware-
houses.

The paper on which the Bank of En-
land notes are printed has been made
by a secret process in the same mill
since 1719, R0

A resldent of New Jersey has pat-
ented A tapering stiletto on which
there is a sliding gauge to regulate
the size of the holes it may make, to
save an embroidery worker from car-
rying a set of tools of different sizes.

Contrary to the general Impression
that the country furnished by birth a
much larger percentage of leading men
in all walks of life than the city, Dr.
Frederick Addins Woods arrives at the
conclusion that It is the urban popula-
tion which takes the lead {n-this re-
spect, He bases his results on the
birthplace statistics given In a wells
known volume containing brief blog:
raphies of notable Americans: Tak-
ing the total urban and non-urban pop-
ulations, he finds that the town shows
a notably higher percentage of produc-
tivenesas in the way-of talent. This he
regards as conalstent with the laws of
heredity, since talent of all kinds
tends to seek the cities, and should be
expected, generally,~to reproduce .its

fnd. " b 1A \

On of the most interesting achieve-
menta of Lieutenant Shackleton’s polar
expedition was the ascent of Mount
Erebus, the most southerly of all
known volcanoes, by a party led by
Professor David. The higheet peak
has an elevation of 13,120 feet. An old
crater, fillled with feldspar crystals,
pumice 'and sulphur, was found at the
helght of 11,000 feet. The active crater
at the summit is half a mile in diam-
eter, and 800 feet deep. It was eject-
ing steam and sulphurous gases to a
height of 2,000 feet when the party
visited it. The ascent was made In
March, 1908; In June the volcano was
very active, and photographs of the
eruption were made by moonlight.
The neighboring volcano, Mount Ter-
ror, was Inactive.

Of course the ocean I8 not as old as
the earth, because It could not be
formed until the surface of the globe
had sufficlently cooled to retain the
water upon it, but it seema _chimerical
to try to measure the age of the sea.
Nevertheless Professor Joly has under-
taken the task, basing his estimate
upon the amount of sodium it con-
tains to that annually contributed: by
the wamiings from the continents. He
thus reaches the conciusion that the.
ocean’ has been In "existence between
80,000,000 and 170,000,000 years.  This
does not seem a very definite determin-
ation, but then, in geology, estimates
of time In years are ‘extremely dif-
ficult because of the uncertainty of the
elements of the calculation. The most
that can be sald of such results s that
they are probable.

LOOK WELL TO THE KITUHEN,

Writer Comes Forward with Varia-
tions on “Feeding the Brute.”

There is a great deal in the old say-
Ing that the way to a man's heart is
through his stomach. If he {sn't well
fed he s going to glve trouble. Feed
the brute well and let him smoke in
the house and he will be as tame as
the family horse, but be'careless abtiout
his feed and he Is aptito swear and
cut up llke a balky mule.. Therefore,
it is wise for every girl to look well to
her kitchen education. It is true that
man 18 hooked in the parlor; but it is
the kitchen that enables you to hold
him.

A kitchen is to the home what the
engine-room is to a power plant or a
locomotive to’'a train. If things go
wrong in the engine-room, there's the
devil to pay. If the locomotive is out
of fix, the train must be switched to

=] the slding. It the kitchen {s not com-

petently and efficlently conducted the
old man will fly oft at a tangent and
poasibly swear where the children can
hear him. Moreover, he is apt to find
excuses to eat down town where pretty
girls with white, flufty-fringed aprons,
dimples, ribbons and things do the
hash-slinging.—Houston Post,

A Similarity.

Youngly—DId you ever notice that
the matrimonial progress is like that
of making a cali? You go to adore,
and ring a belle and” you glve your
name to a mald,

Cynlcus—Yes, and then you're tak-
en in,

Wpen & good woman confesses her
sins, “her husband listens to please
her; he knows he wlll not hear any-
thing Interesting.

Men are usgally willing to arbitrate
only when the chances are they would
be whipped in a fight.
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A BUMBLE-BEE.
Tommy, In a Hollyhock
Saw a Bumble-bee
Gathering up the honey,
A busy Bee was he.

He quickly closed the petals
With his finger and his thumb,
And sald, “Now, If you listen,
You can plainly hear him hum."

When In the pretty Hollyhock
The Bee felt tos “shut in,”

He turnea upon poor Tommy
With a sharp and cruel sting.

It's never safe to meddle
With a very busy Bee,
As I think little Tommy
‘Will surely now agree.
=Mary E. Merrill in the Christian
Register.

HOW. RUTH HID.
© “Let's play hide-and-seek,” sald
Ruth, from her little' stool near the
fire.
“Yes, let's,” agreed Tom, jumping

It was a dismal stormy. holiday.
All the family were In the sitting
room of the big house. There were
ipapa, mamma, Sister Mary, and big
Brother Ben.

“Let's play hide-and-seek,” said
Ben, who was as much of a boy a8
ever, althouzh he was as tall as papa.
He threw down hig paper. Mary was
‘willing, but papa and mamma were

not much' Interested until Ben ex-
plained his plan.
“Mamma' will hide . Ruth _some-

where, and we will all see If we can
find her."We'll rule out the attic and
the celler. Aay other place is fair.”

“Yes, hide me!” crled little Ruth,

joyfully, jumping up and down.
. Then mamma put down her knit-
ting and father closed his book. All
eéxcept mamma and, Ruth ghut them-
gelves {n the laundry, where they
were to stay untd mamma called
“Ready!"”

As soon as they had gone, mamma
thought very hard for a minute. Then
she carefully took out the ornament-
ed grating under the marble mantel
plece in the dining-room. Ruth had
always thought there was a fire-place
‘back of it, but it was only a make-
belleve fireplace, for there was -just
space enough back of the grating for
gix‘year-old Ruth to crawl im, with a
little squeezing, ‘Then mamma put
back the grating. -

“Don't laugh or make any nolsey
cautioned mamma, and she called-the
“gseekers.” -

It was dreadfully hard for Ruth not
to make any noise; she did want to
Taugh when they passed her many,
many times. She hegrd Mary say
that she had looked under all the pil-
lows on the beds. Ben sald he had
‘even looked in the sugar barrel.

“] wonder where she can be" sald
father, léaning up against the very
mantel-plece under which Ruth was
hidden. “We've looked everywhere,
She's too 'big to get in a drawer. I
begin to think, mother, there must
be a secret closet.”

Ruth heard mother laugh. She put
her wee_ handkerchiet to her mouth.
"That time tho giggle nearly got out.
- “Hag any one looked under the
glothes in" the ‘mending * basket?"
asked: Ben. BG s

Nobody  had.
stairs again.

Ruth felt rather cramped = and
drowsy. She heard them walking
around in the nursery, then their
volces seemed to grow farther away
in ‘the distance.

There was a scraping sound. Ruth
felt herself moved. Then father’s
volce ‘rang out,—

“I've found her!" .

There was a rush on the stairs.
Ben and Mary came in breathless,
with Tom' bringing up the rear. -

"Rdth sat up in father’s arms and
rubbed her eyes sleepily, as she look-
ed from one to the other.

“Found what" she asked. And then
they all laughed.—Harrlet P. Fenton,
in Little Folks.

.

They all - went up-

PAPER MAKERS.

“Emma, look! Uncle Jim has
brought us home a wasps' nest!" and
elght-yearyold Mabel held up a round,
gray object factened to'a branch of
an apple tree.

“The wasps are all gone,” sald
Uncle Jim, lifting Emma on his knee,
“and thelr home is deserted.”

Emma toucheq the gray looking ob-
ject. “It looks like paper,” she said.
. “It is paper,” saig Uncle Jim.
“Wasaps were the first paper makers.
They find dry wood, old fence ralls
and the dead limbs of treeg, 'and
they go busily at work to make paper.
They chew up the crumbling wood
into & paste and spread it out into a
sheet, and when this sheet hardens
and ‘dries it is a paper, one of the
layers to be used in making this qlry.
warm nest for-the little wasps to live
{n."”

_Both the little girls looked at the
wasps' paper and OMabel asked, “Did
men learn to make paper from
wasps?”

“Perhaps so. Paper is made from
wood just as the wasps make it only
the wood.i8 chewed up by machinery
by many little steel knives, and then
it 1s softened in water Into-what is
called pulp, and then it is pressed out
Into sheets, just as the wasp spreads
it, and then it is paper.”

*“Then paper grows first in trees?”
sald little Emma.

“Yes. Poplar trees make the best
paper. But many forests of spruce
trees are cut down everyy year and
sent to the pulp mills to be ground up
into material for paper,”
Uncle Jim.

“I wish I could see a wasp making
paper,” sald Mabel.

*Well, my dear, perhaps you have
seen it and not known it. Some. day
{f you see a small, black insect on a
fence rail very buslly at work, and
if you wateh it closely you may find
out-that it i{s a wasp chewing up the
dry wood Into paper pulp.

-“T would rather see men make
paper,” declared Pmma. “Can't it be
made of anything but wood?""

“Yes, indeed. The best paper now
is made of linen rags, ground .up,
cleansed, and fine paper made of fit,
Paper can be made of straw, and of
hemp and flax.”

“And 1t 18 all made in just the same
way as the wasp ‘makes it?" question-
ed Mabel,

“Just the same,” sald Uncle Jim,
laughing. “The big mills are just
like big~wasps chewing up wood into
pulp for paper.” 4

Emma jumped down from her un-

up very carefully,

‘even worse.

 barrel.

replied |

cle's knee and tcok the wasps’ nest.

“Do you suppose my mother Knowh
about 1t?” she asked.

“Of course she does!” declared Ma
bel, before Uncle Jim could answer.
“But we will go and tell her that we
know, about paper, too.” And the lit-
tle sisters starteq happlly ot In
search ol their mother.—Alice “Tur
ner Curtis, in Youth's Companion.

HOW DEAN SWIFT CURED HER.

An instance of Dean Swift's
straightforward good sense, accom-
panied by amusing eccentricity, is re-
lated In connection with his visit to
a farmer near Quilea, with whom he
went to dine. The farmer's wife was
dressed vefy expensively and her son
wore gold lace on his hat. The dean
of St. Patrick’s saluted her as though
she were a duchess, and, with low
bows, handed her to a seat, propos-
ing to her husband that they “look
over the farmer's demesne.” “The
devil a foot of land belongs to me, or
any of mine,” replicd the farmer.
“But T have a pretty good lease from
my-Lord Fingell, but he will not re-
new it, and I have only two years
left.” Then Dean Swift asked when
he was to see Mrs. Riley, wife of the
host. “There ghe is, sitting before
you, -sir,” repliod‘-.\!r. Riley. The
Dean raised his eyebrows and shook
his head. “No,” that Is noct Mrs.
Riley, for I've always heard her
spoken of as a woman of sense, an&
this lady is dressed in the fashion of
a duchess. No, ‘Mrs. Riley, the wife
of a poor farmer, who ounly leases,
would not wear silks and satins &nd
costly ornaments; she would dress
according to her station in life.”
Mrs. Riley, feeling the rebuke, arose
and 18rt the room, soon returning clad
in a gown of plain stuff, and without
jewelry. The dean, rising, advanced
to her with outstretched hand: “Ah,
that is the good wife of the farmer.
Why, madam, your husband tried
playing a trick on me a while ago by
presenting a gayly bedecked woman
of fashion to me as his wife, But I
was not so easily taken In.” He then
took a penknife ang cut the gold lace
from the young son's hat, and threw
it in the grate. Then resuming his
good humor, he entertained the fam-
ily tiN dinner was announced. When
the hour of his depfirture arrived he
took from his pocket a small bit of
paper, neatly folded. Handing it to
the son_he explained: “I do not wish
to rob you of the value of your gold
lace, but I give it you in a more use-
ful form.”

After the Dean had «gone the
young son opened the paper and be-
held four shining guineas, Some
months later Mr. Riley received no-
tice from his landlord that Dean
Swift had asked that his lease be re-
newed, a request which the Lord
Fingell would gladly grant.

And Mrs Riley and her vain young
son were curad of their foolish fond-
ness for dress which had led them in-
to extravagance their poor circum-
stances could not well allow.—

A LITTLE WANDERER.

Down in dark, lonesome cellar, in
a deep barrel lined with rags, was a
little gray kitten. He was very hun-
gry and weak., His mother was a
thin, shabby, old cat, not able to sup-
ply the hungry little "kitten with
enough food.

“As days rolled on, the little kitten
grew larger. The small amount of
food that he received daily just bare-
1y kept him alive.. He often longed
for more,:but one day matters turned
His mother was killed
by some bad, cruel boys. The moth-
erless little kitten mewed for its lost
mother, but his cries never brought
her back.

By this time the little kitten was
old enough to run around, but he
could not climb to the fop of the tall
But God bad not forsaken
him and managed to let him out.
Some mischievous boys were running
through the cellar and knocked the
barrel over.

The little kitten now began to
creep slowly along the side of the
barrel. He was very ourious about
what was outside ot it, so he crept
further and further. At length he
came to a step and managed to jump
up, Now he was out in the noisy
street and before long he could not
trace his way back to his old barrel.
While he was mewing and slowly
walking this way and that, a little
girl and her mother came along.
When she saw the kitten she ran to
plek it up. It was love at first sight.
It was the first time he had ever been
picked up by human arms.

The little girl wanted to take fit
Nome, but her mother refused be-
cause she had so many already. But
a few tears and some babyish coax-
ing finally got the mother's consent.

So the little kitten found a good
home and plenty of warm milk and
some other little kittens to play with.
To-day he is a beautiful cat, loved
and petted by all the children.—Ebba
Nahlstein in the Brooklyn Eagle.

SBLF PORTRAITS.

A single phrase has often served to
make & man famous, and many well-
known personages are readlly re
called by some striking utterance.

How many readers will be able to
credit the following sentences to their
proper sources?

1. “I am the greatest historlan that
ever lived.”

2. “All that I am or ever hope to
be I owe to my mother.”

3. “I would rather men should ask
why my statue is not set up than why
it is."

4. “Where liberty is not, there is
my country,” .

5 “Though I have the arsx of & wo-
man, I hayve the heart of a king, and
am ready to pour out my blood.”

6. “Circumstances! I make circum-
stances!"

7. "My country is the world; my
countrymen are mankind.”

8. “I am the State.”

9. “If 1 were an American, ag I am
an Englishman, while a foreign troop
landed in my country, I never would
lay down my arms—never! never!
never!”

10. “I came, 1 saw, I conquered.”

11. “Here lies one whose name was
writ in water.” :

12 “I awoke one morning and
found myselt famous.”—Philadelphia
Record.

HORSES REMEMBBR.

A fire-horse, after his retirement,
never forgets that he was a fire-
horse. He never forgets the clang
of the gong, the sharp snap of the
electric signal, or the sound of the
engine whistle and bell. If one of
these old horses who™has fallen Into
the hands of the huckster happens to
be near an. engine house when the
alarm rings-in, he will dash after the
engine, no matter what kind of a load
ho may be-drawing.—Christlan Reg-
ister,

B N A G S o T e 1 e s SR C

‘er resisting the Democratic policy of

‘eut in the courts, every corporation in

<

Thrift Through Burglary.

The Democratic party, says the St.
Louls Globe-Democrat, “waits to see
what the Republican party will do,
and then opposes it. The Aaerlcm
people dislike a party ot negation.”
~This {5 llke committing burglary by
stealth and then abusing the occu-
pant of the house for cowardice and
stupldity, the Republic replies. There
bhas not been a year since McKinley's
first election in which the Republican
party has not lived and thriven by
stealing from the Democratic’ party.
80 far i{s the Democratic party from
belng a party of negation that it has
set the pace for the Republicans ever
since 1892.

With a bold initiative the Demo-
cratic party has drawn its lines of bat-
tle and forced the Republican party
one after one to retreat from its po-
sitlons. The Republican party has
walted to see what policies the Demo-
cratic party would make irreaistibly
popular and then has stolen them to
save itself,

The votes from the election of 1896
were hardly counted before the Re-
publicans saw the fatal folly of long-

reconciliation between the seotions.
McKinley was the first great Repub-
llcan reconciler. Roosevelt and Taft
have falthfully followed in his foot-
steps.

The income tax which President
Taft now urgently recommends was
favored by President Cleveland In
1892 and enacted by a Democratic
Congress (n 1894, Regulation of
great oorporations, tariff revision
downwards and other salient issues
on which the Republican party has
found favor with the people are of
Democratic origin. The Republican
party took shem up only because ‘it
saw that it would be beaten if ‘it
didn't.

But the Republican paity has made
bad use of the goods it has stolen
from the Democrats. The legitimate
powers of the Federal Government
have been perverted {nto reckless in-
vasions of the rights of the States.
Regulation is made an excuse for tax-
ing privileges granted by the States.
Premises of downward revision of the
tarift are fulfilled by upward revis-
fon. The Democratic livery has been
stolen merely to serve the gods of
monopoly and imperialism in.

Mr. Taft and the Insurgents,

The seemingly authentic news that
President Taft intends to defend the
Payne-Aldrich tarift bill on his way
through the middle West and to re-
buke the senators and representatives
who opposed the outrageous scheme of
robbery engineered by the bosses of
his party 18 welcome news to Demo-
crats, The Insurgent Republicans of
Indiana, Iowa, Kansas, Minnesota and
Wisconsin have no reason to be cast
down by the announcement.

The speclal session did not settle
the tariff. That {ssue iis thrown
more conapicuously into the arena of
political contest by the Republican
party's faithless repudiation of the
promises on whioh it won last years
elections. People who want honest
tarift taxation, as a vast majority of
the Amenican people undoubtedly do,
will be thankful for the President's
ald In keeping the matter under dis-
cusaion.

It will not be easy for the President
to defend the new tariff. It 1s far
from being the tariff he wanted. It
is the product of a revision the op-
posite of what he promised last yaar
in the name of the Republican party.
He has admitted that it is not what
the people expected. It is not pos-
sible to see \how Mr. Taft can find
enough good in the new law, unléas
from his point of view, to persuade
him to commendation. Apparently
the corporations tax amendment coy-
ers all the other sins which the meas-
ure commits against the welfare of
the country.

In the final stages of the bill the
President found some ugly jokers snd
by intimations of veto' dragged them
out of it. The law is still full of
jokers, however, whose malicidus
grinning will be revealed from time
to time. Everybody who has looked
into the business at all understands
the wickedest of these jokers, with
whose aid full 25 per cent will be
added to the Dingley rates on a large
proportion of the articles of general
use imported into this country.

Out here in the West Mr. Taft can-
not persuade voters of any party to

demn thelr tors and represen-
tatives for opposing this outrage with
all thelr might. But Democrats and
all good tariff reformers will be de-
lighted to see him try.—St. Louis Re-
publie.

Listing the Corporations,

The paradox of a tax by the Federal
Government upon a privilege conferred
by a State up conspl ly in
the instructions sent out from Wash-
ington last week requiring internal
revenue collectors to begin listing and
classitying corporations for the new
tax.

Under the law, if it is not knocked

the country must make its.returns on
or before March 1, 1910, and annually
thereafter. But how are the internal
revenue collectors to make up their
1ists? What sources of information
have they, gxcept upon common hear-
say, upon which to decide whether a
glven concern s a corporation, a
partnership or an Individual?

The name on the street sign will
generally indicate the character of the
concern, but State and 16¢al records,
over which the Federal Government
has no sort of authority, are the only
sourceq from which the collectora can
complle thelr lists with any approach
to completeness. They can get a list
of all the concerns incorporated by the
Btate of Missous! from the Secretary
of State in Jefferson City and from no
other source.

Buppose a State refuses to open its
books to the Federal agents? It may
be the possibility of such action which
causes Attorney General Wickersham
to revive the Rooseveltian proposal of

Federal incorporation of concerna do-

ing Interstate business—a mischievous
measure of even more doubtful legak
ity Than the taxation of State corpora:
tions. 1

The Constitution confers upon Con-
gress the power only *‘to regulate com-
merce ® ©® * smong the several
States.” It gives no power to create
the agencles of such commerce and
Congress cannot, through what Mr,
Roosevelt has called “constructive ju-
risprudence,” usurp that power with-
out placing a strain on our Federal
system greater than it can bear.

The Taft administration has started
with a central policy which is leading
the President and his advisers into a
morass of troubles.

A New Tariff Kye-Opener.

During the recent session of Con-
gress Mr. Hale of Maine and his
friend, Mr. Aldrich of Rhode Island,
graciously permitted the tariff on
print paper to be cut to $3.75 a ton,
Mr. Hale bewailing the terrible blow
to the paper industry of his state. A
Washington dispatch tells of a ruling
made by Assistant Secretary of the
Treasury Reynolds, at request of the
collector of customs at Ogdensburg, N.
Y. Mr. Reynolds holds that because
of Canadian export regulations the
cheapest grade of print paper from
Quebec must pay $6.10 and that from
Ontario $5.76. This is anSther strik-
ing instance of tariff reduction that
does not reduce, and adds one more
to the long list of Aldrich tariff jok-
ers,

The offense will be aggravated when
the maximum tariff goes into effect
March 81, 1910. If the average value
of print paper imported from Canada
is $50 a ton, the maximum schedule
automatically adds 25 per cent, or
$12.50, to the duty, making a total of
more than $18, which is entirely pro-
‘hibitive.

Mr. Hale's friends of the paper
trust will be able to add another cent
& pound to their selling price, and
America’s supply of pulpwood, al-
ready almost gone, will rapidly disap-
pear. The American consumer will
add millions to the fortunes of trust
magnates, while the nuew law puts a
premium on wasting our natural re-
sources, 3

The Protectien Fallacy.

The basis of a pretective tarif® on
imports is false doctrine. Your pro-
tectionist contends that the fewer
goods we import and the more we ex-
port the greater our national prosper-
ity.

Bearcity of a certaln line of gooda
means-high price. Abundance means
low price. The high price benefits the
seller; the low price pleases the buyer.

Every man has a double interest. In
some things he is a saller and desires
& scarcity of competition. . In other
things he is a buyer and desires plenty
of competition’ that his outlay may
be low. Witness the anxiety of the
New England high priests of protec-
tion to secure low-priced raw materials
while at the same time they demand-
ed legal permission to charge higher
prices for thelr products.

For this reason we cannot found a
logical tarift on either the selling or
buying intereat, until we find which
is to be the general and permanent
interest of mankind at large. If the
secret wishes of every producer were
realized where would soclety soon find
itself?

Law cannot take the part of the
producer against the consumer, of the
seller against the buyer, of dearness
against cheapness, or of scarcity
against abundance. Therefors the
whole theory of protective tariffs is
wrong.

New Bone for Finger.

Surgeons in all parts of the country
are taking great interest in the re-
markable surgical operation which has
just been successfully performed in
Trenton, N. J., by Dr. E. B. White, for-
merly head of the staff of the McKin-
ley Hospital. Beveral weeks ago ten-
year-old Walter Barry was playing in
his father's barn with a hay cutter,
and his hand slipped through the feed
chute. One of the fingers on his left
hand was completely severed between
the first and second joints. )

Dr. White was called and tried to
have the bones united by stitching the
severed parts together, but falled. As
a last resort, before entirely amputat-
ing the finger, the surgeon removed
the bone between the first and second
joints and allowed the secretions of
the body to fill the space, practically
growing & bone In place of the one
removed.

A Bad Gueas,

A lady, passing along the street one
frosty morning, saw a little fellow
scattering salt upon the pavement for

v

the purpose of melting the ice.
“Well, I'm sure,” sald the lady,
“that's real benevolence.” =
“Oh, no, ma'am,” he replled. "It

ain't benevolence—it's salt."—The De-
lineator.

The Literary Man’s Wife,
“Her husband is a literary man,
isn't he?”
“] guess so. She Imagines (t's
something wonderful to get a new
dress."—Detrolt Free Press.

No More Romance.
“Have you?" Inquired the poet, “a
moss-covered bucket about the place?*
*No, sir,” answered the farmer. “All
our utensils are sterilized and strictly
sanitary.”—Loulsville Courler-Journal.

Mind Reading,
Charlie Loveday—Um—ah—er—er—
er! He! he—
Jeweler (to his assistant —Bring

that tray of engagement rings here, *

Henry.—Tit-Bits.

Slouxter from Slomx,
A man {n the city of Sloux
Called on a young widow he knfoux;
“Mrs. Weeds,” sald he,
“How bappy I'd be,
If you'd take me for number tioux.”

Has To,
She—I admire him; he always keeps
his word.

He—Naturally; no one will take it
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