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MRS. HETTY GREEN.

Mrs. Hetty Green, the eccentric

character who is reputed to be the
wealthiest woman in the country,
made more or less oI a scene in a
New York court yesterday when a
jury returned a judgment for $569.25
against her in an action brought by a
trust company. It seems that Mrs.
Green had rented safe deposit boxes
in { hich to store securities valued at
$17,000,000 and objected to the rental
charged. She was very angry when
leaving the court room, stamped her
teet and declared it an outrage that a
woman couldn’t get justice.
It grieves Mrs. Green to the utter-
most depths when she has to let go
of a dollar. Columns of newspaper
gpace have been written of her eccen-
tricities, which is just an evidence of
stinginess in her case. She guards
her millions jealously and you can
geek in vain for the name of Mrs.
Green in any philanthropic or char-
ftable movement.

Perhaps she enjoys her wealth, but
she would get the same enjoyment
put of a few millions of brass wash-
ors, piled up where she could view
them and count them occasionally. If
the world at large benefits any from
the wealth Mrs. Green has inherited
and increased, there is no evidence
of it visible above the surface.

ROYAL SNOBBISHNESS.

Some of the notables who attended
the funeral of King Edward as repre-
sentatives of their countries are put-
ting up an exhibition that is in exceed-
Ingly bad taste in the circumstances.
Archduke Franz Ferdinand, heir ap-
parent to the throne of Austria, has
left London’ in anger because he had
to ride behind Czar Ferdinand of Bul-
garia. in the funeral procession.
Queen Maud is sald to be piqued be-
the queen mother,
instead of riding with her, rode with
a Russian grand duchess. The French
authorities object because their spe-
cial envoy had to give precedence to
three princes of the house of Orange
and a number of other samples of
frayed royalty. Parliament members
will register their protest when the
house of commons assembles because
they were glven tickets to a parade
ground where seats had not been pro-
vided.

Some of the people, evidently, were
laboring under the impression that
they were attending a royal jubilee of

some kina instead of attending a
tuneral. They didn't have as good a
time as they expected to have.

Some of us thought that it looked a
little odd to see Col. Roosevelt, the
representative of the greatest nation
{n the world, riding in a carriage near
the end of the procession and behind a
lot of puppet monarchs of insignificant
European principalities, but no one
tried to break up the funeral on this
account. There was genuine respect
for King Edward in this country. He
was admired for his manly qualities,
and not the titles he held, and the peo-
ple are not interested as much as to
which particular crowned head had
precedence in the funeral procession
as in the fact that the sorrow felt
here over King Edward’s passing was
given fitting expression.

THE NEW DOCTOR.

«Where,” asks the Chicago Tribune,
»ig the old fashioned doctor?” In the
old days, says the Tribune, the pro-
tession of medicine was something to
be undertaken only by those who had
come to that conclusion after much
prayer and thought. It involved the
gravest responsibilities and something
almost like consecration. An old
clags at Rush would never have cele-
brated its graduation in anything like
the rah-rah spirit of the present day.

The Tribune points out otaer dif-
terences between the old and the new
doctor. It says:

“Pime was, and not so long ago,
when a doctor could be told from his
appearance. He did not have to wear
& uniform to be distinguished from a
member of any other profession. You
could tell a ‘doc’ two squares away.
He had a professional habit as well as
manner, or, if this were lacking, his
beard identified him unerringly. It
was quite distinct from the legal or
any other hirsute adornment. It un-
mistakably indicated the man of medi-
cine.

“Now your doctor is not distin-
guished from your broker, your bank-
er, or your insurance agent. He does
not consider it necessary to wear a
beard, nor, in many instandes, to have
more than the average aignity. And
as for the old professional manner,
where is it? It 18 often difficult to
get him to listen to vour recital of
bodily ills. He laughs and tells you
there isn't much the matter with you.
Take ewercise, he says, and stop wor-
rying. Then he is off in his motor to
the golf links.

“But come to think of it, there isn’t
go much the matter with you as you
used to think there was. There are
fewer bottles on the shelf in the bath-
room closet, and you more often con-
sult your doctor about bridge and
iennis than you do about what you
think ails yen™

Col. Theodore Roosevelt is soon to
receive an open letter '‘which has
been addressed to him by the Human-
itarian league, protesting against the
African game hunt. One sentence of
the lotter states that: “At a time
when it was immensely more import-
ant to the cause of science and mor-
als for mankind to become acquainted
with the minds of animals than with
their hides, you have done your ut-
most to retard this thought by the
glorification, on a large scale, of the

medieval, unintelligent methods of
hunter and collector.” The Iletter
fails to state, however, just how to

go about it to get acquainted with the
mind of a hippo, a rhino or a dik dik.

Supposing, says the Des Moines
Capital, referring to the confidential
information given out by the former
stenographer, Kerby, of the interior
department, there were strained rela-
tions between the United States gov-
ernment and some foreign power, and
the secretary of war was conducing a
line of correspondence containing
propositions, the acceptance or rejec-
tion of which was fraught with the
gravest consequences to the nations
concerned. Supposing some sten-
ographic upstart, who had been en-
trusted with the dictation, should con-
ceive the thrilling idea that the sec-
retary of war was not carrying on the
governmental business along right
lines and should conclude to “expose
the war department” to a sensation
mongering news syndicate. It is a
very safe guess that the presumptious
one would be given such a startling
interpretation of the United States
laws against treason that his hair
would stand for a long time to come.
The only difference in the moral ob-
liquity of the two cases, the Capital
adds, is the difference in the status
given to military and civil affairs. The
traitor in peace may not be as odious
as the traitor in war, but his standing
before the public will always be pre-
carious and in not much danger of
general emulation.

If the grocer or the butcher would
start any such a game as has been ex-
posed in this sweet scented sugar
mess the kick that would go up from
the honest housewives could be heard
around the world. It is up to the
government to be the honest house-
wife in this case and find out the
name and address of the crook that
gave the orders for tampering with
the scales and the other crooks who
had guilty knowledge of the steal and
pocketed the profits. If this is done
the pardoning of Spitzer will prove to
be worth while.

-~

Des Moines Register and Leader:
The Jowa undertakers will spend a
few days in Des Moines this week,
glad, no doubt, to be among a lot of
live ones for a change.

On the dead, now, don't you think
this is rather a grave subject to croak
about?

Detroit News: “John D. never loses
nerve while motoring,” says the
headline. Did John D. ever lose any-
thing?

Yep. His hair and his appetite,

The c——t took second money last
night when the moon got busy. It
might be in line to amend this by in-
gerting steenth instead of second, for
there were several common old stars
that had it on the Halley entry last
night.

—

? THE EVENING STORY

A
CIRCUMVENTING CYNTHIA.

BY NELLIE CRAVEY GILLMORE.

Copyright, 1910, by Associated Liter-
ary Press.

Davison smothered an ejaculation,
snapped his fingers and made a dash
for the phone. Exchange refused
stubbornly to answer and he janglei
the bell peremptorily. At last he got
a connection and stood waiting for
the low, familiar ‘“1303” to sound
back over the line. After several
minutes he was advised that 1303 was
out of commission, and the receiver
clashed ominously against the hook.

“Something dreadful has happened.”
Thus had Cynthia expressed herself
in the letter left on his desk less than
ten minutes ago. Furthermore, she
continued, “it is now quite out of the
question for us ever to think of
marrying. Please do not ask me for
explanations, but believe that I am
honest and quite right in taking this
painful step. I know that your confi-
dence in me is sufficient to warrant
my asking it of you. Under separate
cover I am returning everything,
including the engagement ring. Please
do not attempt to see me or dissuade
me, for it will pe useless. I am salil-
ing for Cuba with the Hartreys on
Tuesday.”

Davison staggered back to his seat
and reread the lines in a half stupor.
What was it all about? What could
it be? Had Cynthia, after the ir-
ritating manner of engaged girls,
dragged forth some obscure affair
from the past? Was the dear girl
laboring under a hallucination, or
had “disinterested’” friends sought to
poison her innocent mind with vicious
gossip? The questions flew through
his mind in lightning panorama, be-
wildering, dazing, in turn, with their
possible answer.

At last he drew up pen, ink and
paper, and in sheer desperation,
dashed down the following:

“Darling Cynthia:

“Your letter has shocked me be-
yond expression, and I refuse to be-
lieve In its seriousness. You are
playing a practical joke on me, and
perhaps even now are laughing at my
plight and writing to make things
clear!

“If, on the other hand, you are in
earnest, then I demand an explana-
tion as my right. Our relations hava
been too dear, too deep and sacred
to allow of any such flippant and
summary dismissal.

“Please indicate the time and place
for an early meeting, and believe me,

“As Always, Jack. "

Davison sealed, stamped, addressed
and dispatched his letter within the
following five minutes. Then he

walited exactly two hours—for a re-
ply. It came in a single line:

“My letter was final. Heart-
brokenly. Cynthia.”

Davison ground his teeth savagely.
turned white ag a sheet and picked up
his hat. It was just three-thirty,
—and Saturday. He would go straight
to the Haskills' and have it out, face
to face. But haltf way there, he re-
called the fact, abruptly, that this
was Cynthia’s club day and she would
not be at home. He recalled at the
same instant, with a flash of inspira-
tion, that she had said the meeting
would be with Florence Greyson.

Ten minutes later Davison occu-
pled an inconspicuous seat in the
corner of the park, seven squares up-
town. Five minutes after that
Cynthia, radiant in mauve chambray,
rustled by, almost within touching
distance of him. Her face was de-
void of its usual delicate bloom and
there were violet shadows under the
brown eyes to match the violets
drooping about the wide, soft brim of
her hat.

Davison rose and, without a word,
matched his step with here.

“Let's come to the point at once,
Cynthia,” he began gravely, ignoring
her little exclamation of protest.
“If there is anything wrong—"

“You mustn't ask me; indeed you
must not.” And she shook her head
violently, though her lips were
trembling beyond control and her
eyes were wistful with shadows.

Davison bit his lip angrily. Ilia
voice was several shades deeper than
Cynthia had ever heard it, when he
spoke.

“] was determined to see you and
drag the truth from you,” he said,
“deeming it my right to know, but—"
He paused and looked at her long
and earnestly. “I've reached the
conc.lusion that it is really betier for
me ‘to go on in ignorance. I shall
re-enlist in the army and sail on the
next transport for Manila.”

“Jack!” The girl stopped short,
every atom of color gone from her
cheeks. “I won't—I won't hear of
it!” The words choked in her throat
and her eyes filled. Then, all at
once she pulled herself together and
sald, resolutely: *“I shall tell you the
whole truth, Jack. I had mad2 up
my mind to keep silent—from pride,
with a great, big P. But—but—of
course, I cannot let you go, believing
me—I] hardly know what, or what
not. Last night I went iilitc Martin's
for supper with Fred Humphrey. At

the table just behind me wera a party’

of four—the Elwoods and the
Thorpes. They were discussing our
engagement, and one o1 the ladies
sreeringly observed that it was well
that the Davisons knew nothing of
the fact that Mrs. Haskill's greaty
uncle was a barber.”

“Is that all?” Davison heaved a
prodigious sigh of relief,

“Isn't it sufficient?”

“Hardly.”

‘“You don’'t understand, Jacb. It
seemss an insignificant things but it
is the keynote to an ever-widening
circle in this narrow little social
world of ours, and I—well, I did what
I thought was best.” ¢

Davison made a gesture of disgust.
“What kind of love do you call that?”
he demanded curtly. You give me
up for good and all just because—"

“I loved you too much to bring
anything disagreeable into your life,”
interposed Cynthia, gently.

Davison burst into laughter. “You
are a Quixotic little idiot, Cynchia.
Here is your destination, by the way.
Shall I wait around a couple of hours
or come to the house at the usual
time tonight?”

“Neither. I'll call you up at 6.”
And with a backward smile she dis-
appeared between the flaming beds
of flowers .

Davison returned to his office in
a rejuvenated frame of mind. The
entire day’s work had been ruthless-
ly neglected and he applied himself
diligently to the stack of mailon
his desk. Six o’clock came even
sooner than he expected, and when
the bell over his shoulder gave a
prolonged ,imperative ring he jumped
up eagerly.

The girl's first words stunned him.

“Good-by,” she said. “I'm leaving
in fifteen minutes for New Orleans.
The Hawtreys sail from there on
Tuesday, as I told you, and my pas-
sage is already engaged.”

“And this is all the farewell
to have, Cynthia?”

“My mind was made up, dear, and
1 didn’t dare run the risk of letting
you see me again. It—it i{s for the
best, believe me.”

Without  comment Davison calmly
hung up the receiver. He jammed
his hat over his eyes and ran down
three flights of steps to the street.
His runabout stood at the curbing.
He stepped in and whizzed off at
sped limit toward the station.

Seven minutes later he was elbow-
ing his way through the scurrying
crowds toward the ladies’ weiting
room. He found her at a news stand,
glancing idly through a periodical.

“What do you mean by running
away from me in this fashion?”

“Oh, Jack,” she said reproachfully,
“why did you?”

“Because you are mine, and T've a
perfect right—"

“I should have written to you and
—and explained everything.” The
girl sat down weakly on the bench
nearest her, her face ablaze with
scarlet. ‘“You can have no concep-
tion of the mortification I was forced
to endure—should have had to endure
always—"

“This doesn’'t sound
practical, broad-minded
thia.”

“It is a new side to me, the proud
side, dear, which you've never had an
opportunity of observing before.”

“Pride be dashed. And—you'll
never get aboard this train, Cynthia.”

“Indeed?” Her black brows went
up with a touch of challenge.

“Indeed. I'm going to prove to you
how utterly ridiculous your theory is.
Would you send me away if you knew
my ancestors were plain people?”

“Certainly not.”

“But you are relieving me of the
burden of yourself—" ;

“Oh! But the way they sald it,
Jack—a barber!”

Under cover of the dusk Davison
slipped a surreptitious arm amout her
waist. “My grandfather was a
butcher!” he said happily.

And Cynthia tore up her ticket,

I'm

like your old,
self. Cyn-

NEIGHBORS.

By Joanna Single.
Copyright 1910 by Associated Literary
Press.

The whole neighborhood held its
breath when the .three-room cottage,
vacant for a year, was bought by one
Reuben Farr.. The place could not
be rented because of the Jones family.
Every Jones in the house made
trouble—even Mr. Jones, two years
in his quiet grave, for his widow used
his name perpetually as a reason
why a “poor widow woman and her
young ones had ought to be let
alone.”

Mrs. Jones talked as fast as she
worked, which speaks well for her
industry, and defended her chicks im-
partiallyy, Mame was really pretty,
with the courage of that prettiness,
and kept the girlhood of the little
street in a ferment by her wholesale
and consclenceless annexation of
their beaux. Sophie, red-headed and
gawky, and eleven, teased smaller
children and caused feuds and fights
among them. George, eight, cried it
anything or anybody looked at him,
and ran to his ‘mother, who forthwith
sallied forth to protect her offspring.
At such times rows were rife, and the
probation oflficers, ihe police and the
Humane socicty had all been called
upon- to arbitrate during the twn
vears since the demise of the husband
and father. .

But the head and front of the
neighborhood offedings had been Jo-
seph Jones, aged twelve and one-half,
the owner of pigeons and rabbits and
guinea hens, all nuisances and tres-
passers. Worse than that, Joe Kkept
chickens. That is, the neighbors kept
them, They were ostensibly kept in,
and the widow was so neat and clean
and industrious, so valiant a mother,
that officers were inclined to think
the neighbors were simply down on
the tribe,” and unwilling to condone
an occasional accidental escape of a
small hpy's pets. Also, the widow
had a fine eve and a plump red cheek,
not to mention an Irish tongue in her
head. The neighbors always came oft
second best, but they lived in hope
of some day seeing Joe Jones ‘‘get
what was comin’ to him.”

The Jones family owned and had to
live in their place. When Reuben
Farr bought the place next door, in
spite of fears and hints, the public
breath was held. How would he stand
the Joneses—especially Joe?

The day the new housecholder took
possession the neighbors were hidden
behind curtains, or openly out in
yards and porches. Reuben Farr was
a year or two . younger than Mrs.
Jones, tall and silent and gaunt, a
carpenter by trade, his own cook and
housekeeper. He nodded to every-
body, s=aid good-night or morning
when he met them, but talked with
no one. He minded his own business.
It was bleak March when he moved in,
and at nights and odd free days he
tinkered about his little house and
got his affairs in order. In April he
appeared one night with horse and
plow and broke up his entire and
generous back vard. He was ques-
tioned,

“Garden,”
sponse.

The next night he harrowed the
ground. Then, he methodically made
beds and planted things, vegetables
and flowers, and set out bushes and
little trees. A few ones tried to warn
him of Joe's rabbits, his pigeons, his
guinea hens and, worst of all, his
chickens. But gossip, ailmed at him,
seemed to die on the lip. The neigh-
bors finally decided to let him get his
own experience. But they admired
him. Moreover, he was rather fine-
looking, and not a day older than
forty.

Mame Jones tried to lure him into
a flirtation. But, to the joy of the
interested, she did not succeed. He
was polite, that was all. As for Joe,
he found no fault with the boy. But
one fine morning in May awhen he
found the pet rabbits had eaten the
tender tops from his upgrowing vege-
tables, he stood thoughtfully. That
night he fenced his place in high and
tight with chicken wire of the finest
and closest variety.

And the next morning as he went
to work, after getting his own break-
fast, Joe, safe on his own porch, cat-
called at him and made a gesture of
scorn. It was awful to be ignored.
Used to raising trouble, Joe would
have preferred an open row to silence
—and a fence.

It was not long thereafter that, in
gsome indescribable manner, the
Jones’s chickens got over the fence—
miraculously, since they were clumsy,
heavy fowls without power of light.
They uprooted several flowerbeds
and gobbled off the tops of the peas,
now. well above ground. Reuben Farr
sowed more peas, and lifted the hens
over the fence.

That night he called on the widow,
casually as if in passing. She wel-
comed him on the porch and bade
him smoke if he liked. He did not
talk more than a word or two, but
Mame came out, in white and impu-
dence and inwardly: much excited.
She wished her mother could learn to
know when she was not wanted. But
Mrs. Jones stayed, rocking intermi-
nably. When he rose to go she stam-
meringly mentioned the matter of the
chickens and the rabbits. It was a
new thing to have a neighbor. who
did not resent things. She was so
sorry, but it was accidental, and
children must have pets, and so forth.
After a voluble discourse in bher
pleasant Irish voice, Mary Jones, nee
Ryan, finished with her favorite bit
of wisdom, “Boys,” she sald, “will be
boys.”

“Yes, ‘Boys will be—boys,’ he said,
dryly. Then he went away uptown.

The next evening he added an ex-
tra foot to the height of his fence.
The neighbors grinned, knowing
Joseph would simply consider himself
challenged. Natural history tells us
that the rabbit will bore its way un-
der almost anything on earth. It al-
g0 teaches us that, like most useless
things, it multiplies very rapidly.
There had been originaly some seven
or eight rabbits. Now there were,
it seemed, dozens of them. One night
they worked steadily, having some-
how escaped from their alleged
hutches, and the morning found them
in Reuben’'s garden. They were keen

was his laconic re-

.t;:ensu:b th¢ court might direct the last)
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and hungry, and the young cabbages
and caulifiowers suffered.

The presumably irate, but outward-
ly calm gardener let Mrs. Jones come
over and, with the aid of her off-
spring, remove the offenders, still
nibbling, She was flustered, and for
once her volubility failed her. Some-
thing in the tall bachelor's attitude
shamed her to a partial silence, She
broke previous records by offering to
pay for the damage. She would buy
new plants for him, He said it would
be too . late now—and he would use
the space for something else.

Joe was fascinated into decerncy for
a week or two, He did not under-
stand. And now, every few evenings,
Reuben would saunter over to the
widow’s porch and sit on the steps
and smoke. He got to exchanging
dry jokes with Mame, who was 80 ex-
cited about this wary new specimen
that she forgot to bereave Sadie Du-
gan, four doors on, of her latest beau.

It was Reuben Farr’s custom each
night to padlock his front fate—also
made of wire like the fence. One
dawn, early in May, he arose to find
the gate wide open. The Jones's Jer-
sey was peacefully browsing on the
last of the voung sweet corn stalks;
the Jones's hens were scratching in
the beds, the rabbits were busy with
the clover planted to protect the
newly sprung up lawn grass. It was
pretty bad.

Farr called Joe over and sternly
helped him to get the creatures out.
His eve was blazing, and his lips
close set. Old Dugan, who camo
along, said he heard the outraged
gardener swear, but Dugan had a
fine imagination. 3

This time, Mrs. Jones dared not
even apologize. To do her justice,
she was stiff with fear. And the mis-
chief was not all intentional. Piqued
by the padlock, Joe, like all boys, had
tried all the keys which he could
find, He had a large assortment. One
of them did fit the padlock, which
opened with difficulty —but which
would not lock again. He had shut
the gate, but the cow, pulling up her
stake, had pushed it wide. The hoy
was frightened, and his under-exer-
cised conscience was working, He
kept himself out of the way the fol-
lowing evening, being sure that
something would happen.

It did: but it was not the expected.
Reuben Farr, after his supper, came
over to the Jones's house dressed in
his best, newly shaven and smiling.

Mame began something and got the
surprise of her life. He simply asked
Mrs. Jones if she would send the
children away while he spoke to her
a moment. Angry and surprised,
they went, standing out of earshot,
but anxious as to what was going on.
The man talked, and the widow, from
a showing cf fear at first, began to
protest, then to laugh, and protest
again. Finally he showed her a paper
and Mame held her breath. Had it
something to do with the law? They
continued to talk, Then the widow
went indoors.

Mame followed, eagerly, but got no
word of an answer to her inquiries,
save a command to help her mother
get into her best dress. The girl had
an idea that her mother wished to
make a good impression on some
magistrate and did as she was bid-
den. Joe had sneaked up hehind the
house, peening around to see what
had happened.

It was still broad light when the
widow and Reuben Farr went to-
gether down the street. Sophie, at a
safe distance, trailed them—and came
back to report that they had gone to
the pastor's a few blocks off. It
seemed that the church was to inter-
vene! The whole neighborhood, in
ghirt sleeves and dressing sacques
came out on the porches, and into the
yard, What had happened? Even Joe
regained his impudence, and in a half
hour, or less, when in the first dusk
the two came slowly back, he waitei
boldly in the front yard as_one who
stood on his native heath.

As the boy’s mother and Reubeun
Farr stepped into her yard, with the
eyes of the world upon them, young
Joe indulged in a gesture of deflance
and contempt. Then Fate descended
upon him. Reuben Farr caught the
unsuspecting youth by the arm, sat
down on the bottom step, laid him
over his gaunt knees, and gave him
the spanking ‘of his lifetime. Joe
yelled in rage and grief, but the pun-
ishment proceeded until even the
neighbors were fully satisfied. He
Kept on spanking and the mother did
not interfere!

“What right you got?” yelled the
boy.

And the answer was this:

“The rights of a good, able-bodied
stepfather who knows that boys will
be boys! Tomorrow we'll see about
selling off some superfluous animals
about this place.”

There was nothing more to be said.

BU RLINGTbN CENSUS.

Burlington Hawk-Eye.—What will
happen to the present city adminis-
tration should it turn out that, by tne
new census, Burlington has not a total
of 25,000 inhabitants?

This is a question over which some
of Burlington’s lawyers are divided in
opinion. It appears to be quite cer-
tain now that the new federal census
will not give Burlington 25,000 people.
The best estimate possible from the
census of the Commercial Exchange
and what can be learned from the fed-
eral census that Burlington will do
well if it can scare up a round 24,800.
The total number is likely to go even
below this. The federal census ten
years ago gave Burlington but 23,201

inhabitants. The state census of five
years ago gave the city 25,318. But
the present federal census will only

total a matter of 24,800. For thirty-
five years the records show that the
federal census is below that of the
state census.

The question has been asked what
if anything, will happen to the present
city government should the forecast of
the present census prove correct. It
will mean that Burlington has elected
five commissioners on a false basis of
population, which, in fact, gives it the
right only to elect three commission-
ers. One legal light expressed the opiu-
fon that should the case of legality
of the election of the present city gov-
ernment be taken to the courts, that
under a claim of padding of the last

‘building in Burlington and the awak-
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election illegal and direct a new elec-
tion.

The general opinion is, however, that
no such action will he taken. The pres-
ent city government, having been
elected under the census adopted offi-
cially by the state, giving Burlington
over 25,000 inhabitants, it will be con-
sidered legal and binding. The elec-
tions of the next five years will also
be held under the provisions of the
state census of 1905, entitling Burling-
ton to five commissioners. Under the
law, it is held, no change in the num-
ber of commissioners to be elected
can be made until after the next star2
census is taken, when, if the popula-
tion is shown to have fallen below
25,000, only three commissioners, may,
be elected.

The falling off in the population Is
explained by some to have been
caused by the fact that the state cen-
sus of 1905 in Burlington was con-
siderably padded. It has been found
that in some wards there is a lack ot
geveral hundred names over the show-
ing of 1905.

On the other hand it is pointed out
that with the large amount of new

ening in business life shown, Burling-
ton’s population certainly ought to
have increased very considerably. The
reply to this is that by the estimate
showing the present federal census
will show 24,800 for Burlington ,indi-
cated an increase of over 1,500 people
in ten years, the census of 1900 hav-
ing shown 23,201 population. An in-
crease of 1,500 population in ten years
is going some for a city of Burling-
ton’s class.

ODEBOLT’S POPULATION.

Odebolt Chronicle.—We have reason
to believe that the census will not
show an increase in the population of
Odeholt and it is not improbable that
the figures will fall below the state
census of 1905. This will doubtless
seem incredible to those who know
there are more houses—and all of
them occupied—than ever before
more voters than were ever within the
corporate limits when a census was
taken and a substantial growth in area
and business. But when one goes over
the town, street by street he finds
families of two or three where once
were seven or eight; elderly couples
living along in home once full of chil-
dren. The young folks have gone; the
old remain. There are more than sev-
enty widows in town and they have
few children living with them. Other
towns in Towa are in the same condi-
tion. They have grown in wealth and
area but not in population.
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PEOPLE'S PULPIT ;
:

The Courier opens its columns
for the discussion of topics of
greatest import to the public
weel. Communications of 250
words or thereabouts will be
printed in this ¢.lumn. All com-
munications should be typewrit-
ten or in plain hand on one side
of the paper only.
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PLEADS FOR HOMES.

Editor Courier: Please permit me
to talk with my pen just a little bit,
from your “People's Pulpit” to the
many readers of the Courier. In read-
ing the Dailly Courier of May 13 my
heart was stirred when I read
“Woman Is Old and Helpless.” 1 am
aware that this is only one of the
many sad cases of old ladies who are
old and homeless right here in the9
city of Ottumwa. I have wondered
and wondered when reading in the
Courier about what Ottumwa needed
to “Boost It”, why some one did not
mention the building of an Old Ladies’
Rest Home in Ottumwa, to help
boost it. The writer of this is a
widow, but thank God I have my own
home. I am pleading for homeless
mothers. 1 will give the first $10 to-
wards getting such a home in Ottum-
wa. (Come on! We can have it. Let
us hear from the dear loving hearts

“every good word and work.” Wae can
not help these homeless mothers b,
just wearing a white flower on Moth
er's Day. While I have no objectiol
to wearing a white flower in memor;
of precious mothers on Mother's Day,
I plead that something more substan
tial be done for the dear old home
less mothers. May we not soon have
a home for them in our city?

And while T speak with my pen to
you in behalf of the homeless moth-
ers, another scene comes up before
me, the “poor under world girls.” 1In
my evangelistic work in the jail I
have often met and pleaded with these
girls to turn to God and lead clean
lives. They would turn away and say,

clean lives.
when we get out of jail where we could
live clean lives.” I would say to
them: “Girls, if we had a refuge
home in Ottumwa, would you go to
it?”” They would almost invariably
answer: “Indeed we would.” Oh, how
sick at heart I would get because we

“Refuge for girls"'—
Refuge from what? Refuge from the
“roaring lion,”” lust in the ‘‘under
world” men (?) who claim that “God
made the abnormal, low, . earthly, sen-
sual, devilish” corrupt nature in them,
Why charge God foolisklly? God does
not make libertines, prostitutes, liars,
murderers, imbeciles, etc.? Who does.
Stop and think—‘underworld man'(?)

Search the Bible and I think you will
find that the ‘“low, earthly, sensual
devilish” nature emanated from the
devil when he seduced Eve im the
Garden of Eden. Say, “the sin of the
world" isn't stealing apples; and just
as long as some are ignorant enough
to believe the devil's lie about the
“apple stealing” in the Garden of Eden,
just so long we will haye to build Ref-
uge Homes for girls.

May we not soon have such a Ref-
uge Home for these girls? I will give
the first $5 toward it, and that means
a good deal for me, but I will gladly
give it, and more, if I can. Will
someone take the lead in this matter?
I am glad I can be an agitator to
help “boost Ottumwa" anyway, by
pleading for these two, greatly needed,
homes. Respectfully,

Mrs. Margaret Tullis Minnick.

DECLINE OF THE MUCKRAKER

Washington Post: Attorney General
Wickersham, like his colleague, Secre-
tary Ballinger, has no intention of re-
tiring from office in the immediate fu-
ture. Increasingly arduous as his
duties have grown since taking office,
he yet finishes today's task with
pleasurable anticipation of tomor-
row’s. For him public office has com-
pensations outweighing {its burdens
and the added infliction of muckrak-
ing. Approached in New York by a
news writer who put the almost invar-
jable questions the cabinet officer has
thrust at him every time he ventures
out of Washington—'Are you about
to resign, as stated’—the attorney
general denied the impeachment and
later declared in a public address that
he liked his job, notwithstanding the
increasing rain of imprecations his
officfal acts invoked.

As a matter of fact, the muckraker
has seen his most prosperous days.
The readjusting public is inolined te
vawn over what used to give it #
thrill, and throw down in disgust, o)
read with amusement, what once had
the force of a revelation. The remnant,
it is true, is dying hard, but the ma
ligners of great note who gave the
rake its vogue are all out of the game
while but few of the many publicationg
which once made it a specialty now
exploit it as “hot stuff.”

Nowadays warfare of this sort sel
dom is waged on men because of their
wealth as formerly, but finds its prey
among public officials, preferably thos¢
chosen to high station from private
life, and hence to be attacked with
more impunity and success than.men

to take them to.

long in the public eve. The
attitude of Wickersham and
Ballinger serve to bring appreci

ably closer the day when muckraking
shall have been frowned down to the
irreducible minimum.

who are always ready to help in|
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We have no place to go
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