
COMMENT AND OPINION
PHIL FRANCIS

THE announced design of Hiram Johnson and Lissncr to elect
delegates, ostensibly republicans, but pledged to vote for the
candidate of another party, is the most amazing and the most

shameless piece of political rascality the country has ever seen
attempted.

"Thou shalt not steal" ?eh? Lots of us were inclined to grin
at that as a political platform. It seemed so futile, besides being a
trifle trite. But it begins to look as if we would have to adopt that
very platform.

When the governor of California and his handy' men actually
meet to plan the burglary of the republican electoral ticket, common
honesty really becomes, lor the first time, a political issue. There
have been thieves always in politics. But up to this time they have
made it a practice not to do their rascality in the dark and by stealth.

The Burglars' Bully Band never met before in daylight and in
the capitol.

ELECTIONS are not won, as Mr. Garfield once remarked in a
nominating speech, in June, but in November. It's too early

to bet. Remember that free silver campaign in "96? Republicans
and democrats were all as- enthusiastic for sixteen to one as some
of them are for insurgency now. Everybody was doing it. Some
folks even carried the hardihood of enthusiasm so far as to read

John P. Young's editorial clear through. There was no limit to the
sacrifices the excited ones*were willing to make.

Well, they all went to St. Louis, and the sovereign delegates of
the sovereign state of California, as well as several other sovereign
commonwealth.-, were all neatly flattened out by Mr. Hanna's steam
roller. Mankind was again crucified on a cross of gold. The remains
of the sovereign delegates were shipped back home and when they
revived they were a mad lot.

You couldn't find one man in a hundred who was going to vote
for McKinley. Thereupon yours truly, meaning to get down while
any foolish persons were willing to wager on such a cinch, bet all
he had on general results, borrowed all he could to bet on results in
California and wore out his feet running around to rib up his friends
lo bet on Santa Cruz county.

That was in June. November came later. It took the whole
shop to pay for that lesson in politics. But it was worth it.

Mr. Taft isn't strong in California right now. But he is much
stronger than McKinley was in July, 1896. The insurgents are not
a bit more formidable and but a little more bitter than were the free
silver republicans then. Yet Mr. McKinley carried the state in
November. If the advice of a singed Office Cat is worth anything to
you, don't be in too big a hurry to give odds that Mr. Taft won't
carry the state next November. You may get a better price two or
three months from now.

OX Sunday it is a pleasure to think about other things than the
chink of the dollar and the winning of the day's bread. An' it
please you to listen, we will talk about something else than the

necessary, recurrent doings of the workaday week?not sermonizing,
but just chatting, as we stroll through the fields and forget the town.

And. in the fir>t place, you will forgive me if I speak in the first
person, because there is no other way to talk among friends. This
problem of the pronoun, it you must know a secret of the trade, is a
hard nut to crack at times. The editorial "we" does not belong
under a signature, and the more intimate "I," while inoffensive in
speech, suggests if it stares out too frequently through the
printed page. It was in a fit of desperation born of this vexing
problem that John Swinton abolished the use of the editorial "we"
in his paper, though he justified himself to his readers by declaring
that no man had a right to speak of himself in the plural number
unless he was inhabited by a tapeworm, and that a diagnosis had
pronounced him disqualified.

That was not the only good thing John Swinton ever said, by!
any means. He was a great editorial writer who could never find
the right appreciation?so he printed a paper of his own. with the
result that when he attended to business there wasn't much in the
paper to read, and when he attended to filling the paper with excellent
stuff to read he didn't do any business! So his light went out. What
John really needed was a detachable tapeworm with reasonably good
business training.

* * *
John Swinton loved books, and an author favorite with him was

old Sir Thomas Browne. And in that one respect, at least, your
companion who is doing all the talking resembles John. I wish
there were many others. One would like to resemble closely a chap
so manly and so brave, so widely informed, so unpretentious, wearing
?.ll that weight of knowledge lightly as a flower. We can't all be that,
but we can all do the day's work as well as we can, with a stout
heart; and we can all love books, and old Sir Thomas Browne's
books, too.

* # *
Barrett Wendell, in his textbook on English composition?the

only work of the kind I ever saw which is worth reading?declares
that the most musical sentence, to his ear. ever written is that one
with which Sir Thomas begins the fifth chapter of his "Urn Burial":

Now, since these dead bones have already outlasted the living ones of
Methuselah, and in a yard underground, and their walls of clay, out-
worn all the strong and spacious buildings above it; and quietly rested
under the drums and tramplings of ihree conquests; what prince can
promise such diuturnity unto his relics, or might not giady say:

Sic ego componi versus in ossa velim?

"And quietly rested under the drums and tramplings of three
conquests"?that is the clause upon which Professor Wendell lays
the heavy weight of his most favorable criticism. And, indeed, it is
a subtly musical and cfiarming use of speech?of our English speech
?the most copious and the noblest speech that ever tanged on the
tongues of men?barring not that sonorous and beautiful and melo-
dious speech to which the Athenian porticoes echoed when still the
language of Homer lived on the lips within the walls of the lovely
i ity of the Violet Crown. One never forgets the measured, marching
music of that sentence, once it has charmed his ear.

Two little books I keep always by me, and like to have one or
the other in a pocket when going an hours journey. One is "Rcligio
Medici'

,
and the other is a collection of passages from the works of

Robert Louis Stevenson, called "The Pocket R. L. S." I like them
to read better than the bible?and, though not holding in much
honor the creeds of the I would not willingly let many
days pass without reading or recalling some passages from the bible.
The man who would know the capabilities of our English tongue
must make the King James translation his constant study?and
surely, .within the covers of no other volume are there held such
exquisite tales, such curious narrative, such dramatic poetry, such
eloquence?so much of the pathos, the gladness, the goodness and
the evil that ge to make complete this curious thing we call human
life. But 1 like my two little books better for workaday companions.

Maybe you think a newspaper writer likes his job. Well, so he
does. But not all the time. There are hours when a great weariness
and disgust with the grind?with politics and its futile noise and
pother, with murders, accidents, marriages, divorces and the con-
dition of Theodore's teeth and the latest utterance of the youngest
Wilson and the whole scrambled mess scraped together with a
thousand newsgatherers' fine combs?there arc hours, I repeat,
when one curves the grind in the names of all his gods and heartily
devotes it to the infernal pit. And when the little blue devils come
tv sit on the window sill in such fashion, one has only to glue his

eves to the little book's pages, drink at those eternal fountains of
deathless humor and immortal philosophy and be refreshed again
against the chafing of the bit and the* pulling of the harness. And
the little blue devils? They skip away.

* * *
It is a very great mistake to suppose that all truth is mummified

in the bible and that all religion is in sermons, prayers and genu-
flexions. God speaks with many voices, nor did he become suddenly
dumb when John wrote the amen of the Apocalypse. And there is
many a prayer that climbs to our Father which is said by some

jhumble and, it may be, rough and profane fellow who thinks he is
only earning bread?the deed coined into speech, not of men, but of
angels, and whispered by them in the benignant ear of the Almighty
Listener. In the most tfiumbed and best beloved of my little books
there is a noble poem which I like to repeat to myself when I want
heart of grace for any task. This is it:

For still the Lord ifLord of might;
Tn deeds, in deeds, he takes delight;
The plow, the spear, the laboring bark?,
The held, the founded city, marks;
He marks the smiler in the streets,

I ho singer upon garden seats;
lie sees the climber in the rocks.
To him the shepherd folds his flocks.
For those he loves who underprop
With daily virtues heaven's top,
And bear the falling skies with case ?

Unfrowning caryatides!
Those he approves that ply the trade.
That rock the child, that wed the maid,
That with weak virtues, weaker hands,
Sow gladness on the peopled lands,
And still, with laughter, song and shout,
Spin the great wheel of earth about.

* * * «

I like to go down to the old square where the wonderful man
who wrote that gallant, glorious prayer in verse used to sit in the
shinings of the sun, longing for the furze and heather of the Scottish
hills he was to see never again; fronting the death that racked his
feeble body with the steadfast valor of a good knight?the hjgh
souled, the ingenuous, the heroic Stevenson. These streets have
been trod by many men of renown, by some of genius. But the
genius and the renown of that sickly and pain racked consumptive
who used to sit with the queer loungers in Portsmouth square will
be freshly remembered in the flowing cups drained to the memory
of the mighty ones long, long after all who have here come have
vanished into forgetfulness, and, it may be, long after the great city
itself is a tumbled and forgotten heap of ruins. For he was one of
the great ones of the earth, one of the few who are immortal; whose
fame is invincible, who live and die not.

* « *I will quote a bit of his prose, which seems to me the pinnacle
of style. If you are familiar with it, all the more will you like to
hear it again:

All around the isle of Af6s the surf, with an incessant, hammering
thunder, beat upon the reefs and beaches. Now louder in one place,
now lower in another, like the combinations of orchestral music, the
constant mass of sound was hardly varied for a moment. And loudabove all ttas hurly-burly I could hear the changeful voices of the Roost
and the intermittent roaring of the Merry Men. At that hour there
flashed into my mind the reason of the name that they were called. For
the noise of them seemed almost mirthful, as it outtopped the other
noise* of the night, or, if not mirthful, yet instinct with a portentous
joviality. Nay, and :t seemed rven human. As when savage men have
drunk away their reason and, discarding speech, bawl together in their
madness by the hour; so, to my cars, those deadly breakers shouted by
Aros in the night.

Oh, to be able to write like that! Said I not that he was king
among men? Aye, imperator! Nos morituri te salufamus!

* * *And now, to make an end of this rambling Sunday talk, let us
who will soon die in a sense that death shall not prevail against him?
since he lives in his works immortally young and beloved ?repeat
that manly evening prayer of him who the little theologians will
have in hell because he cared naught for their creeds:

Farewell, fair day. If any God
At all consider this poor clod,
He who the fair occasion sent
Prepared and placed the impediment.

Let him diviner vengeance take
Give me to sleep, give me to wake
(i'rded and shod, and bid me play
The hero in the coming dayl . i.

Sunday Sports in California No. 1

Deer Hunting on Mount Tamalpais

Letters From the People
The tall Work* for School*

Editor The Call: I wleh to extend
thanks to you, not only on my own be-
half, but also on behalf of {he Italian*
American citizens of San Franeiaeo and
the students of Italian In the public

schools, for the valuable assistance you
have given to the establishment of the
Italian language in the cosmopolitan
schools of San Francisco.

Upon the enactment of the cosmopol-
itan school law of 1909, making the
study of Italian, French, German and
Spanish compulsory In at least one
school of this city, the board of educa-
tion of San Francisco very promptly
and properly and generously established
not only one school, but six schools,
namely: The Hancock grammar school.
Miss Nellie G. Gallagher, principal;
"Washington grammar school, Mr. Mc-
Carthy, principal; Oarfield grammar
school. Bliss Sherer. principal; Gartleld
grammar school (after school session),

! Mrs. Ghibaudl, principal; Sherman pri-
!Mary school. Miss M. Hurley, principal,

J and the Sherman evening school, Frank
; 1... Fenton, principal.

These classes, I am happy to say, are
in prosperous and flourishing condi-
tion, and with the opening of the Pan-
ama canal, and a resultingly large
increase In the Italian-American popu-
lation, the efficiency of these classes
will be greatly Increased.

In closing I wish to say that I have
always found the present board of edu-
cation, the superintendent of schools
and the principals and teachers of the
above mentioned schools most willing
and anxious to advance the Italian
language In the public schools and to
do everything to promote the study of
a language spoken by such a large and
Industrious part of our citizens. Yours
very truly,

THEODORE BACIGALUPI.
San Francisco, July 6, 1912. <

A Kindly Parent
"Dad," said a BartleevlU*, Okie., kid

to his father the other night, "Iwant to
go to the show tonight."

"Ashow at night is no place for a kid
like you. You should be at home in
bed.

,,

"But I peddled bills and kave two
tickets," said the kid, as he began to
sniffle.

"All right then," answered dad. "I
will go with you to see that you don't
get into trouble."?Kansas City Star.

Johnny's History Lesson
By Mxon Waterman.

I think, of all tho thing* at school
A boy h*% got to rift,

That atudyin' biet'ry. aa a rule.
la worst of al!. dent you?

Of dates there are an awfn] eight.
A\u03b2' tho, I study day an' night.
There's onl.T one I've eot Just right?

That's fourteen ninety-two.

Columbus n-->ss«d the Delaware
In fourteen ninety-two:

We whipped the British, fair an* iquare,
In fourteen ninety-two.

At Concord an' at Lexington
We kept the redcoat* on the ran
While the band played "Johnny, Get Your Gun,"

In fourteen ninety-two.

Pat Henry, with W\u03b2 «jla' breath?
In fourteen ninety-two?

Said, "Give me liberty or death:"
la fourteen ninety-two.

An' Barbara Prietehle, m> 'tis (aid.
Cried. ? Shoot, if yon rawt, this old. (rray head,
But I'd rather "t would be jour own toatead!"

In fourteen ninety-two.

The Pilgrim* cane to Plymouth rook
In fourteen nln#ty-tw*».

An' th« Indiana etandfn' on tbe d<v»k
Aaked. "What are yon groin* to do?"

An, they uM, "We »eek yonr harbor drear
That onr children* cbildren'a children dear
May boast tbat their forefatbera landed here

In fourteen ainety-two.'
,

Mlaa (Dived the life
la fourteen ninety-two.

Of John Smith, and became his wife
Is fourteen ninety-two.

A\u03b2' the Smith tribe etarted tben an' there.
An' bow there are John Smiths everywhere,
But they didn't harp any Smiths to ppare

la fourteen ninety-two.

Kentucky waa nettled by Daniel Boose
In foorteen ninety-two.

An' I think the cow jumped orer the moon
In fourteen nlaety-two.

Ben Franklin flew hi* kite co high
Re dretr the Ugbtnin' from the sky.
An' Washington coeldn't teU a lie

In fourteen ninety-two. ?Exchange.

The Insider
Somewhat on the inside of the bfennial federation, tells or

the woman who did not know of Henry CJ?* 1 "J!
other woman who did know where Longfellow was

buried.

"Henry Clay, Dear Me,

Who EverWasHe?" KENTUCKY has sent some of Its clever-

est and most blue grass blooded daugh-

ters west to represent the clubs of that
. .. . i._ j*t» #«T«tnlnttT' ftlir-

state at the biennial convention which has filled tne cuy wtm - -
Ids* tli6 l&st, few wGPkfi_

Prominent among these was Mrs. Thomas Jefferson Smith, who. tt1 a great-

granddaughter of Henry Clay, as witty as she is handsome, and having nair

a dozen college degrees in America and Europe-

Mrs. Smith was visiting last year in Boston and mention was made in tne

serene social circles to which she had been introduced by right of birth ana
acquaintance, that she was descended from Henry Clay. A pretty matron

looked puzzled for a moment. Evidently she had not even read the tobacco

signs, for she asked finally, "But who was Henry Clay?"

There was not a very vivid response, to the question, and although

shocked at the state of affairs, Mrs. Smith made no comments., But she waited.
A little later the name of Longfellow was brought into the conversation.

"Longfellow?" she said, "oh, yes; his grave is on my grandfather's farm down

in Kentucky."
There were polite eyebrows raised and feeble but courteous murmurs of

impossibilities, and it was conveyed to Mr3. Smith that she had made a his-

torical blunder, which amounted almost to a social crime.
"Oh," she said; with an artless air of astonishment, "you are speaking of

Longfellow, the racehorse, are you not?"

* * *
Should Suffragist

Have Cook's Ballot

In New York, itis said, only two subject*

are ever discussed nowadays In polite

circles?aviation and woman's suffrage.

Apropos ot the latter. Mrs. Frederick Nathan of that city, prominent In club

circles and as president of the National Consumers: league, is telling that at
a recent dinner in New York the hostess was discussing the matter of the
feminine right to the ballot with a Wall street power, who was willing to
grant her something of her argument.

"Certainly," he said, "it would be all right for you to vote. You are edu-
cated, intelligent and well informed. Your ballot would be cast in the right

way. But you must consider the other side. How would you like your cook,
jfor instance, to vote?"
j "Sir," was the quick response, "he does."

* * *
When Admiral Dewey

,
s

ot jn r» st jBlood Once BoHed

Guncotton is kept wet on board battleship*

to guard against its exploding. Before charg-
ing a mine the explosive ie dried out This

is done on the galley range. Occasionally when drying guncotton a small

piece will catch fire. The buining of a thimbleful of guncotton willproduce

as much and as denee smoke as a burning bale of cotton. It may be stated
that to say on board ship a "fire is in the galley" is to say something "clever,"

as there always is fire there.
It was on the flagship Olympia in Manila bay, Rear Admiral George

Oewey in command. Lieutenant Commander William A. Moffett, until last
.londay local Inspector of the United States lighthouse service, and now

executive officer of the dreadnought Arkansas, was officer of the deck.
The fire alarm awakened Admiral Dewey, who was dozing in a deck chair.

A bit of guncotton was burning in the galley. Seeing the cloud of black
smoke the admiral started down the deck. Lieutenant Commander Moffett
was met coming from the galley.

"Where is the fire, officer?" asked Admiral Dewey, excitedly.

"In the galley, sir." answered the officer of the deck.
"How dare you answer roe in that manner! I'llhave no flippancy from

any officer of this fleet. Where is the fire?" thundered the commander.
"In the galley sir," was again spoken in truth.
That was too much. Before Commander Moffett had time to explain he

had been ordered into custody for insubordination. The admiral continued
down the deck.

In a few minutes Admiral Dewey ordered Commander Moffett released
and extended him an apology.

How One Lieutenant
Sobered His Captain

* *- *In company with two brother officers and l>
a battalion of infantry, Captain Blank was
sent to one of the southern islands of the

Philippine archipelago to maintain order among the little'brown brethren.
Duty did very well for a day or two?then it began to pall.
Captain Blank sought mental refreshment in alcohol, ot which they had

brought a goodly supply. He kept on seeking it for some weeks.
Then word arrived that the colonel of the regiment was coming on a

tour of inspection.
The time for his visit grew perilously near, but neither the alcohol's

influence nor the captain's desire for it had abated.
Finally the two lieutenants rose to the occasion.
They brought in all the drink they could find and proposed a last spree.
Captain Blank protested against it being the last, but agreed to do his

share.
Drink went hyd with his brother officers. He was surprised to see them

go under so soon.
Toward nightfall Lieutenant Onebar grew refetltss. Continually he

brushed the air about him and flicked imaginary nothings from bis knee.
Little by little the captain's knee came in for a share of his attention, to the
captain's unconcealed discomfort.

At length the lieutenant spoke: "Whether it's me or the drink I can. net
tell, but I seem to see little pink thingg "

"Shake hands on it, my boy," said the captain unsteadily. Tve been
seeing the same for tjie last three days, but I wasn't man enough to say 50.

,.
When the colonel came on his visit of inspection, Captain Blank con-

ducted it with credit. The cure had worked.

PERSONS IN THE NEWS
YXCOXTE AND VICOXTEBSE DE TRIBTA2T,

Miss Agnes de Tristan and Master Pierre <5e
Tristan were among the passengers salting yes-
terday on the steamship. Olympic from New
York for Europe. Others sailing were Miss M.
le Brun de SurrUle. Mr- and Mrs. H. X Oreen,
Mr. and Mrs. Harold Nelson. Miss Jessica Jack-
son, Mme. OlaroTSky, E. C. Golls. G. A. V.
Fitzgerald, Percy Mould, Mr. and Mr*. C. F.
Lornax.

8. H. VELIE, a prominent manufe<"turer and
automobile man of Kansas City, registered at

the Palace yesterday. He is the vio* president
of the Deere Implement company, which builds
the motor car that bears his name. He is on
tfc* coast In connection with his corporation's
affairs.

C. H. HITANG is a yoong Chines**. jn*t gradu-
ated trHh unnsnal distinction from Columbia
university, ?who <\u25a0 returning in bis home In
Chine. He is n guest at the Stewart uDtii the
nest steamer day.

BE. J. A. EDMONDS, a leading physician of San
Antonio. T*x., arrived here from the I.on# Star
state yesterday aud is registered at the Palac«.

J. A, LATTA if Minneapolis arrWed here yester-

d»7 na businese of Itankins imprest in the
northwest. He is registered «t the Talace.

* * *A. Rh BOSENBERG. a dealer in general tner.

cbandiae at Deoair, CaJ.. is registered at tbn
Argooaat.

* # *C. 8. LAUOKXJ3T. associated In sereral mining
companies at High Grade, is stopping at the
Argonaut.

* * *Ih H. LOMO, chief engineer cf thf Soothern Pa-
rifle company I\u03b1 Mexico, Is a guest at the
Bellevne.

* * *UtTIVO HTNBBORO. a prominent broker of
Ne»r York, registered at toe BelleTue yester-
day.

* * *\u25a0
0. G. STARTS of St. Louis, a wholesale grocer,

l> among the arrirals at the Baldwin.

* * *K. CVIXEN. a well known borne dealer at Oil-
roy, is stopping at the Argonaut.

* * \u2666
F. A. TORJDI. a 6an Diego merchant, acd his

wife are stopping at the Turpin.

* * *WIXIJAMMAIXORY, a Cbh-n real esUte dealer,, U registered at the Turpin.

HXJrar HADI.EY, director of the Ran Franciscosymphony orchestra, returned yesterday from atrip east and U stopping at th« Palact. B* ifl
deeply immersed In plan* for next season's
series of concerts to be given by his orgaatea-
tion. which, he says, will exceed botJi in origi-
nality and execution the successful program*
presented last year.

* * »
E- J. BOWES, a well known theatrical manager ~4

and formerly a real estate man of this city amiSeattle, i, a juegt at toe PaUce Bowes Is the
husband of Margaret Illlngton. recently seen
here in Charles Kenyan's plsy. "Kindling"* *\. #

JOHH IXXWEILxTf of L\u03b2. Angeles returned
here from the south yesterday and is amoosthe guests at th« Palace. He is associated
Kvith his brother. Reese U«wel!yn. In the ltonworks of that name in the southern city.

DAVID VAN BCHAACK of Hertford. Conn., ami
airs. %an Krbaack were among the arrivals a<yesterday at the Fairmont.

* * #
3. TAKK McOEEW of p,n 8 WM «monf TMt|ir.day> arrivals aL U\u03bc St. Francis. Ue ia mak-ing a tonr of the world.

* * *C. J. MOOSE, a director in the Lakeport Tran«-r>orrat!on company at Lakeport, was a recentarrival at the Argonaut.

W M YOUNG and A. *. ttJLtt,. two of theleading fruit srowers of PorterriUe, are stop
Ping at the Stewart.

HIM MAY F. TRIMBLE sn*M!* Me-

* # *C. E. TREED, an automobile man of Ortaiid tostopping at the Yon Dorn.
* * »

* * #
J. E. JOmreOH of Dayton, Ker., ia .t th* Sta».ford. *«»»>a

* * *GEOaOE SHELK of Gilroy is sUyte» at th. Ym

* * *A. 0. MASSH ol Lot Afliselas I*at U\u03b2 Columbia*
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