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The greatest book of the century, says
an exchange, is the check book.
”  ——————————
Now that even telephoning without
wires is spoken of, there's certainly
something in the air.

It must be quite unhealthful to live
over 100 years, judging from the way
persons above the age are dying off.

—————
The gemeral impression seems to be
that the world’s nineteenth-century
FUR Was & very falr accomplishment.

|

A vwaudeville trust has been organ-
fzed, but there is little reason to hope
that it will throw out any of the old
Jokes.

Does

Ignatius Donnelly kndow abso-
lutely now whether there really was a
Baconian cipher in Mr. Shakspeare's
plays or not?

Instead of giving the expression a
bicyele flavor by remarking a man has
whesls, the up-to-date terms is he's off
automoblle.

his
The man invented the photo-
graphic film the other day in New
ersey. To the uninitiated this may
like & thin excuse for fame.
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are s0 impressed with the

posaibilities of the new
[y they are asking where will they
About the only answer at hand is
end in precisely a hupdred years
date.
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conveys & rather striking idea of
growth of the country In popula-
%0 consider that the two States of
and Minnesota contain together
inhabitants than did the country
which Washington became

in 1789, 5

With & man dead from being hanged
& joke and a woman killed by sit-
down at a chair that was pulled
away, we do not need a didn't-know-it-
was-loaded case to remind us that some
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The first American deepsea cable
was laid last summer across one of the

A bole Is chopped In the eternal ice,
and the pole soon firmly set by pouring
a little water around it into the hole
This rapidly congeals, and unless dis-
turbed in some other way will remain
frozen forever. Evidently, “unstable as
water, thou shalt not excel,” was Dot
epoken of Alaska!

Heredity does not determine courage,
or its opposite, but the constitutional
tendency may be clearly marked
through generations. A t

sort for sea llons, valuable on account
of their oll; that there were a number
of good harbors, that lignite for fuel
had been found. Moreover, as the isl-
and lies near the salling route between
Australia, the East Indles and Chinesg
Wwaters, it would be a good place for a
supply station. Although the annual
temperature is only 10 or 12 degrees
above the freezing point there is a strip
Or zone of grass on the island, and
now the attempt will be made to begin
the sheep-raising industry. If this can
be combined with the other advantages
there will at least be a chance forhardy
colonists to make a living on this other-
wise desolate isle, i
T L

A novel case has been decided by a
New York court. A passenger brought
sult against the New York Central
Rallroad for being deprived of his seat
in the car. The question involved was
Whether & man, when he puts his valise
or any hand baggage into a seat, there-
by reserving it for his OowWn occupancy,
is legally and morally entitled to it.
The court decided that when a passen-
ger buys a ticket he presumes that he
is to get a seat, and unless there is
Some unusual condition he is legally en-
ttiled to it. If he enters an ordinary
coach where no seats are reserved and
there is no tralnman to usher him to a
seat, It Is the custom of rakway com-
panies to allow the passenger to choose
his own seat. This practically amounts
to & regulation of the company. There-
fore, the court ruled, if a person occr
pled a seat“dnd then for any reasom
left it without In some way marking
it as reserved by himeelf and
to find it occupled by another passen-
ger, he has no right to ask that passen-
ger to give up the seat. If, however,
he leaves his cane. umbrella or hand
bag in his seat when he goes to the
platform to buy a paper, or for any
purpose, and finds his baggage moved
and the seat occupled by another, he
has a legal right as well as moral right
to that seat. The court further held
that a passenger was entitled to but
one seat, and could not reserve one
seat In an ordinary coach while occu-
pying another seat in a smoking car.
This decides a point which has been
ralsed thousands of times on rallway
traips.

In its broadest statement the prob-
lem of the world's economy le to de
velop and give scope of individual orig-
inality, the benefits of whose exerclse
are registered in individual character
as well as In objective results. The
English econom!st, Marshail, however,
declares that one-half of the power of
human Initiative Is suppressed by the
present social order, and 1t is not diffi-
cult to accept the statement. The hap-
Py Instances where individuals manipu-
late circumstances so as to bring out
striking results are rendered the more
conspicuous by the number of other in-
dividuals who entlrely fafl not only of
such achievement but of anything com-

parable thereto. And yet it is known !

that these others grade only somewhat
below the first In capacity. Of all the
stupendous waste exhibited in the
physical and moral world this is per-
haps the moet tragic in character and

* of shipwrecked persons off Grand Ma-
naa is the subject of a report from our
consul at Bt. John, New Brunswick.

% fulil one purpose of living.

It cannot possibly “make a man” of
& boy to pour a peppery sauce down his
throat; to pour hot grease on his feet;
to pull him at night out of bed into the
dirt and mire of the street; to compel
him to persist in'a gesture or movement
¢ill he faints “vom agony; to make him
on his bead {n a bathtub; or ride
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q Yet it is enacted unob-
trusively and with little dramatic ef-
fect. It is typified byy the circum-
scribed career of the w ng class boy
who, at 14 years, passes from the influ-
ence of the ‘graded” system of educa-
tion to ‘tend & machine” for ten hours a
day. The lot of the few who enjoy

| more elastic and extended educational

opportunities and a more adequate fleld

of action thereafter is more in the pub- A

lic eye. Thelrs, however, is not the lot
of “the great majority.” Among the
latter there is no Inconsiderable pro-
portion whose power of individual ind-
tiative is but meagerly developed nad
whose potential contribution to the
world’'s enterprise is never realized.
There can be no doubt that the domi-

entire series of world's
established free public schools and
abolished slavery, both of which acts
mean accelerated material develop-
ment. It has bullt great cities with

HOW WELL IT HAS LINKED THE TWO TOGETHER!

—— m——
THEIR OWN POLE. \

e —

It Purnished More Fun than if It Hed
Been 8tolen,

Five wicked students were in a bar-
ber'’s shop getting their hair cut and
parted in the middle. All this took to
quite late in the night, and then one of
them sald:

“Barber, what will you take for your
slgn pole?’ {

“Ten dollars,” replled the artist, i
smilingly.

“Here {s your money,” sald the stue 1
dent, who was a member of the wine
ning football team that season, and so
had only to write home at any time
for a check. “Sign this,” and he drew
up a bill of sale. “Boys, help me
home with my load.” And the little
cavaleade went down the dimly-lights
ed street with the singular burden up»
on their shoulders.

“HIi, there!” yelled & policeman,
whom they had tried to pass slyly,
“what are you doing with that bam
ber’s pole?”’

“That is our business,” grimly re
plied the football player.

“It is also mine,” rejoined the police
man. “Come with me to the station,
and bring that pole with you.”

“We cannot afford to carry it away
from its proper destination,” sald one
of the students.

“Never mind,” growled the police
man. “I'll get it there,” and he sume
moned help, and conducted the whole
procession to the police station,

“Boys,” sald the sergeant, afterthey
had ranged themselves In front of
him, “I'm sorry, but this bit of fun wil
cost you $5 aplece.”

“Perhaps before we are fined, you
would like to look at this strip of pa Ut
per?” inquired the ball kicker.

“Why,” exclaimed the sergeant,
reading the blll of sale, “here is an
awkward mistake. This is your pole”

“We had thought 80,” meekly replied
the student.

“Young men,” wald the sergeant,
“you are discharged. Officer, go bachk
to your beat.” A
“Will you kindly instruct him to take o
the pole where he got 1t?” inquired the
student.

“Certalinly,” replied the sergeant,
“that is your right,” and the striped
stick of timber was tugged back again
by the disgusted myrmidon of the law.

The students again shouldered theis
tapering load and started down anoth-
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MONUMENT FOR THE SOLDIERS.

A woauwent for the soldlers!
dud Wull Wil ye buud ot or?
Cuu ye¢ vuliu it o1 warvie, or brass, or
brouze,
Outitsiuiug Lhe Soldier's love?
Can ye gy ot whidh wgenus
A Eralld do Lheir Livou uata writ,
F'rom Lhe iuwost surine of Luis iauu of thine
4o tue outwost verge of it

We would bulid it
vut oI our hopes wade sure,

And out of unr puresc prayers and tears,

t _And out of our faith secure;

We would bullt it out of tue great white

truths

Their death hath sanctified,

’Am the sculptured forms of the men In

Arms,
And thelir faces ere they died.

And what heroic figures
Can the sculptor carve in stone?

Can the marble breast be made to bleed,
And the marble llps to moan?

Can the marbie brow be fevered?
And the marble eyes be graved

To look thelr last, as the tag floats past,
On the country they have saved?

And the answer came:

And thPanswer came: The figures
Shall be all brave and fair,

And, as betitting, as pure and white
As the stars above thelr grave!

The marble lips, and breast and brow
Whereon the laurel les,

ueath us right to guard the flight

Of the old flag In the skies!

A for the soldlers!

Bullt of & people's love,

And blasoned and decked and panoplied
With the hearts she bulit It of!

nd see that ve bulld it stately,

In plllar and niche and gate,

And high In pose as the souls of those

It wounld commemorate!

|-Jlmel Whitcomb Riley.

} CROOKSIE.

TGPPSO T TEITY T o

POPOPN

B had pever known any other
name than Crooksie Peters, though
there was a rumor afloat in the
tenements that he had unce been called
Jerome, or Gerald—they had forgotten
just which. What did it matter anyway?
Crooksie was far more appropriate, for
the only straight thing about him was
the pair of little white pine crutches,
memories
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to him, and there had been a great deal
to do. There were babies to mind, and
errands to go, and ever so many other
things besides. As for Nance, he had
never seen her again.

*I say, Crooksie, does yer want ter go
out ter the graveyard to-morrow?’ ask-
ed Jakie Bollinas one evening. Jakie
sold papers and was authority on the
news of the day.

“There's goin' ter be a big time out
there—bands playin’, an' speeches, an'
real cannons, an’ everybody in their best
clothes! It's Mer-morial day, for the
herors, yer know!”

“What's them?’ questioned Crooksie,

Jakie scratched his head. The crown
of his hat was missing; that was com-
venient at times,

“Well,” Jakie answered reflectively,
“them’s fellers what—what fights, or
somethin’, an' then goes an' dles, an’
every year the people goes out ter the
graveyard an' takes flowers, an' sings, an’
prays, an’ gitsa a hollerday. It's nifty.
Let's me an’ you go.”

The first ray of Jight found Crooksle
awake the next ddy. He knew just
where in a neighboring court a milkweed
had opened some fuzzy yellow blossoms,
and the heroes should have thewm, every
one.

It all seemed beautiful out there in the
cemetery., In the tenements death meant
a black box for those who went and a
black bottle for those who were left be-
hind. But this little world of grass and
sunshine where the birds sang and the
flowers bloomed was different, :

The exercises had already begunm, and
the eager, gl throng pushed and
crowded on its way to the soldiers’ plot.
Once the boys were pressed almost under
the feet of a big black horse.

The lady who was driving drew the
reln sharply and stopped. The boys star-
ed hard at her.

“Aln't she n pretty one, though?’
whispered Crooksie, and Jakie nodded.

“Sure!” he said.

There was something in the little bemt
figure, and the pinched, pain-scarred face
of Crooksie that touched the pretty lady,
for she leaned suddenly toward the boys
and smiled.

“Wouldn't you like to ride?’ she asked.

Crooksie's heart gave a great bound,
and then stood still. He had never rid-
den In all his life; but now something
was choking him. He shook his hei
and the lady drove up the hill alone.

morning wore on and noon came.
Chlildren grew tired and cried, with their
Httle faces hidden In their thers’

ad, | only—know,” he

“Get the kid out of the way!" yelled
a man. “He's no good!” and the women |
shut their eyes.

There was a orash. The horse had
struck something and stood still; a po-
liceman caught him by the bridle. *“Our business,” sang the boys.

It was hours before Crooksie showed! “Your business seems to be the thief
signs of returning to life, Then there business,” sald the officer. “Come
was a rushing sound in his ell’l‘. like the with me to the station.”
wind in the pines; he was drifting some-| wywe will carry pole,” sald
where, and patches of red and yellow | ¢po lt\ldent:?t “but “th. want to,
light danced before his eyes. we'll swear not to run for {£*

d(;;{[o::' coming round at last,” said the The officer ballevéd them sfter

Then Crooksie felt a soft, cool hand on ! had repeated it in Latin, and being &
his, and looked up, straight into the face large, strong man from the Tipperary
of the pretty lady.

The night lamp shed a tender glow
through the dainty room and rested lov-
ingly on the little bed.

Crooksle had never seen such a room
before. He tried to sit up, but fell back
with a cry of pain and lay quite still,

“My preclous little boy,” suld the pret-
ty lady. “My dear, brave little hero.”

Crooksie's eyes had a question in them
and the doctor raised him on the pillow,

“Yer didu't mean me?" he sald.
“'Cause I'm crooked, yer kmow, and
there ain’t any crooked omes, is there?”

“Crooked what, dear?’ asked the lady.

“Herors,"” he sald with an effort. “Is
there any wih bad backs, an’ legs that
are sort er wabbly 1"

The big doctor laild him suddenly
down and walked away, but the pretty
lady knelt beside the little bed and took
Crooksie’s hands in both of hers, Hot
tears were blinding her, but to a woman
it falls—this duty of taking the pilgrims
half way to heaven, :

“Dear little man,” she said, “there are
all sorts of herces; big ones and little
ones, white ones and black ones; yes,
dear—and crooked ones, too.”

“An' do they put crooked omes out
where the grass an’ the birds Is?" was
the epger question.

“Ye‘-”

“And will they give 'em flowers—vi'lets
an’ perrywinkles an' pinks?”

The little volce was growing very weak.

“Yes, dear,” sald the lady, “and the
backs are all good in the land where the
heroes go, and the legs will all grow

er street. They soon met another po-
liceman. This time they did not at
tempt any evasion,

“What're ye doin’ with that beam o’
wood?’ shouted the officer.

on the little face, and Crooksie gave a
long, contented udf:. “It Jakie—could

Next morning an early sunbeam
ed aslant through the curtain.
a pair of tiny idle crutches and
little sleep Some one

Women sat singly or In groaps on the
copings and ate sandwiches and boiled
eges. Thus does life assert itself in the

. | sprig of mountain laurel in

* | small ones on the

the
hands, for the world had lost
hero.~Indianapolis Presa.

It costs money to fiy
flags every day In the
east
of the Capitol, each about
long, which is small for such
mense structure as the Capitol,
80 fast that it costs one hundred dollars
& year to replace them. They are
darned every day, and on windy days
probably two or three times. Even
with all the economies, one hundred
dollars worth of fine wool ficats off into
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