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DAME FORTUNE FAVORS
TWO' INMIGRANT BOYS

Michael O’Connor and Robert
Hughes, Sons of Erin, Now

Roll in

Wealth.

MONEY AGQUIRED BY DIFFERENT METHODS

Former Prospers Through Speculation in
Real Estate — Buys His Native Town—
Latter Inherits a Million Deollars and
Ancestral Castle in Ireland.

New York.—Dame Fortune, that
fickle being, has smiled on two men
who came toc America 13 years ago
fresh from the land of Shamrocks. Al-
though both of these sons of Ireland,
Michael O’Connor and Robert Hughes,
ure now rich, they obtained their
wealth in ways that are greatly differ-
tnt. The stories of their careers and
of the triumphs which recently crown-
¢d them, are the making of two as
pretly and interesting romances as
ever were concelved.

Before relating the story of Michael
Connor it will be necessary to ima-
zine one’s self transported across the
sea to the ancient village of Leitrim,
where the O'Connors have iived since
time immemorial. Leiwim is on the
banks of that much sung stream the
River Shannon, beloved of “Tom”
Moore and immortalized in his songs.
There, close upon its banks, stand the
ruins of the great old feudal castle
which was once the seat of Michael
O'Connor’s illustrious ancestor, Rhod-
erick O’Connor, the last king of Con-
naught, Prince of Branffny. About the
crumbling walls the little town nestles
closely. There is the white house of
the village squire, the apothecary
shop, the cobbler’s shop, the wagon-
maker's and the village forge. In the
little white housss between dwell the
villagers, descendants every one of
them of Irish kings.

The ground floor of onec of these
dwellings contains a general store. The
veople of Leitrim may buy anything
in this small store from a pound of tea
to a yard of gingham or a peck of po-
tatoes. The proprietor of the store is
Michael O’Connor's father, to-day the
most prosperous citizen in Leitrim
and the happiest and proudest man
In all the green land of Ireland.

O’Connor Comes to America.

Tor his son, his first born, the boy
whe 13 years ago set sail for the allen
land of America, has made a fortune
heyond the dreams of Leitrim avarice
and like a fairy prince has bought
back not only the castle of his long
deposed ancestors, but the entire
town of Leitrim, his npative place.
Michael, the fair haired, biue eyed,
merry mouthed boy who sailcd away

had managed to save up several hun-
dred dbllars, which he invested in a
few lots in the Bronx. It was the luck-
fest thing he could have dome. He
sold them for more than double sevs
eral years Jater and reinvested his
money in more real estate. Soon
Michael O’Connor, from Leitrim town,
was worth a hundred thousand dol-
lars; then the road to wealth was
easy.

When prosperity .had claimed him
for its own Mr. O’Connor’'s thoughts
began to turn to Ireland, and one sum-
mer, some six or seven years ago, he
journeyed back to Leitrim and mar-
ried the girl of his boyhood love and
brought her to America.

“It was then that I first thought of
buying my native town,” said Mr.
O’Connor in an interview with a re-
porter. “I suppose all men hanker for
their native towns, and Irishmen
most of all. Anyway, I did. I used to
think when I was a little barefoot
boy, playing about the ruins of the old
castle there, how much I would like,
when I became a2 man, to be able to
buy it and restore it to its once fa-
mous grandeur. You see, every boy in
Leitrim knows the story of the castle
and of the kings and princes who once
feasted in its great halls. Then there
were songs, sweet old Irish songs, to
keep our memory green. [ suppose
there was not a boy in the village who
did not share in the same emotion.

“Well, fortune has been very good
to me, and it turns out that I have
been able to go back and buy not only
the castle but the old town. Every
stone and stick of the dear old place
is my propeérty to-day, including, to be
sure, the homestead where my fore-
fathers for generation upon generation
have been born and lived and died. I
have been able to buy the dear old
place and know that my father and
mother will live there for the rest of
their lives.”

Mr. O’'Connor and his wife and
daughter expect to take formal pos-
session of their feudal town and castle
early in the coming snmmer.

Story of Robert Hughes.
Robert Hughes’ story is the very op-
posite to Michael 0’Connor’s. Wealthy,

13 years ngo, is master of the town

too, he s to-day, to be sure, wealthy
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and i1s castle to-day. He it is who
owns the long village street, the forge,
the apotbecary shop, the cobbler shop.
He it is, little Mike O'Connor, who
owns the squirc’s white house, and the
brown rectory, and ah! even the pret-
ty little church and the chapel stands
on Michael O'Connor’'s freehold
ground.

Formal announcement of the pur-
chase of the village was made recently
in the Leitrim Observer, published at
Carrick-on-the-Shannon, and the same
issve contained a detailed story of
Michael O’Connor’s adventures in the
land of his adoption.

Fortune Made Through Real Estate,

Strangely enough, he did not make
his fortune after the manner usually
adopted by heroes of romance. Heroes
from time immemorial have won their
millions by wresting it from the bow-
els of the earth, by clever manipula-
tions of the stock market, by war and
conquest. But who ever heard of a
hero of romance who made his money
in plain, prosaic real estate dealing?

That is what Michael O’Connor did,
and it pald him vastly more in re-
turns than more  romantic money
making might have. Pennﬂesa when
he came here, he managed to secure a
clerical position almost immediately
upon his arrival., He was Industrious

and frugal, a.nd after several years ha
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beyond the dreams of avarice, but, un-
like the brother in good fortune, he
did not earn it. It came to him like a
golden windfall from heaven, houses
and lands and three million dollars in
cash. ‘A poor silk-weaver, toiling all
day long, and barely keeping the wolf
from the door these many years past,
Robert Hughes is to-day one of the
landed proprietors of Belfast. For ten
years he has lived with his little fam-
ily in a plain little wooden house in.
the mill village of Lodi, near Pater-
son, N, J. In future he may if he
wishes live in.one of the finest man-
sions in the most aristocratic quarter
of the Irish capital.

Until a few:. weeks ago Robert
Hughes never dreamed that he would
be.other than a hard working silk weav-
er. The wildest dream he indulged in
was that of an era which would know
no strikes and lockouts among the siik
mills in which he has been earning his
livelihood ever since he arrived, which
was just three weeks after Mi 1
O’Connor, of Leitrim, had step oft
the gang-plank. For Robert Hughes
has suffered bitterly from the privations
incident to the frequent labor troubles
among the factories of Patarson,

Inherits Fortune from Relatives.

Hughes’ fortune he inherits from a
distant relative, John'! Hughes, Esq.,

| merchant of Belta.st. rcoentl:dead.lew-

iln;g‘ “a fortune'of $3,000,000 in cash and

much valuable real estate in Belfast and
the surrounding country.

Hughes is 38 years old, three yea.rs
older than Michael O'Connmor. He
learned to weave silk in the factories of
Belfast long before he left Ireland. - He
has worked hard all his life, always at
silk weaving. By virtue of intelligence
and industry he was promoted some-
thing like five years ago to the position
offoreman. His pay is, or was, $18 a
week. He has a wife and two children
to support, and by strict economy he
was able to lay by enough to buy alittle
house. Two tiny rooms downstairs and
two upstairs, with a small porch in
front—that is the sort of house Robert
Hughes has been living in in Lodl. The
Belfast mansion he has fallen heir to
contains 38 spacious chambers; any one
of which would almost be larger than
the little house in Lodi. In Lodi Robert
Hughes had one fire, that which glowed
in the kitchen stove. In Belfast thers
are 22 great open hearths whereon the
logs are wont to blaze all day long.

Pleased at Good News,

“Don't think I am excited,” said Rob-
ert Hughes, when interviewed by a re-
porter, “or puffed up with pride, for I
am not. I am only happy to hear the
good news. Do you blame me?

“Think of it! Only the other day 1
was a poor man. To-day, well, to-day I
am wealthy. How wealthy I do not
know. 1 seem to be walking in a dream
even yet. I get up in the morning and
I eat my breakfast just like a man only
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half awake. I ha;.va to pinch myself

when I hear the factory whistles calling
me to work, and they too sound like they
might be blown in a dream.

“Oh, yes. 1 still go to work every day.
The habit of work is very strong, espe-
cially when one-has worked all his life
as I have done. Indeed, I do not know
whether I shall ever be able to stop
working, now that I have an opportunity
to quit.

“Wwill I go' back to Ireland to live?
Not on your life. I would not take the
whole city of Belfast, much as I love
every stick and stone of the dear old
place—I would not take it all as a
precious gift and be obliged to live there
the rest of my life and give up my Amer-
{can citizenship. I have toiled and suf-
fered here, I married my wife here and
my children were born here. I lm.g;q:;_1
helped to elect three presidents of the
United States. I tell you I am mighty
proud of being an American and I
would rather forfeit all the money of
John Hughes, of Belfast, than lose my
right to that name.

“God has been good to me, and Uncle
Sam has been good to me in spite of all
my hard luck. America has stuck by
me when I was down, and now thatIam'
up I mean to stick to her. America was
good enough for me to earn a living in,
and I guess it’s going to be good enough
for me to spend my money in.

Will Buy Coveted Home,

“will I move to New York city? No,1
won't. I don't like New York. I have
been up there twice, and I don't like the
place.’ 1 don't feel at home there, I'd
rather stay right here in Lodi, even if it
is bdrren and ugly, than to go up to that
great, cruel, unfriendly ¢ity. No, I
think I shall not go further than Pater-
son. There is a beautiful place, a white

house in a green hill that looks down |

over the town, which I have always

) coveted. And now I have made up my

mind I will buy that very house. No
house in the world, not even the great
mansion in Belfast which the letter
tells me I now own, could mean the same
to me as that white house on the hill
overlooking Paterson. And now I will
tell you why.

“In the mill where I used to work I
could see that house all day long every
time I looked up from my loom and al-
lowed my eyes to wander across the
floor toward the window. Paterson, or
that region of the town where the mills
are located, is, as you know, a black and

‘uglr place, and this white house on the

green hill always looked so beautiful
and serene and peace giving.

“I always rested my eyes upon the
green of that hill when they got tired
following the pattern of the .silk web.
There is nothing like green to fest the
eyes upon when they are tired, you
know. I used to look at the hillsideand
at the white house, and I built castles in
the air about what I would do and say
and how I should feel if that white house
and that green hillside were mine.

Dream Finally Realized.

“And now, all of a sudden something
has happened which makes it possible
for me to live in a house much grander
by far, and with green gardens much
more beautiful, perhaps, than the hill-

side at Paterson.  Or I could buy amuch | -

more elegant house here. But I want
neither. 'What I want is the house of
my years of dreaming and the green
hill it stands upon. That is all my wife

-and I and my little glrla want. We feel

we can be happier there than in ‘any

other house in t.he world, and I believe-| -
Wé can.” - -

“Yes, 1 am sure it is as my husband
_nan." remarked Mrs. Hughes, who had

band talked.
hill. We are plain people.
would not be becoming for us to puton
the airs of fine folk now that we have:
been lucky enough to inherit old = Mr.
Hughes’ money and lands.

ing.

this side of Heaven.
“Oh! it does seem to good to be true.

To think that I, Maggle Hughes, can
dare to think seriously now of ever liv-
ing in that beautiful place! Oh, it does
seem like a dream! -I am afraid to zo
to bed at nights for fear I wake up some

a dream.”

But the lawyers of Paterson and Pas-
saic assure the silk weaver and his wife
that it is a very.substantial fact, and
that they need have no fears of waking
in the morning.

Tactful Quaker. . ¥

Some time ago there lived a gentle-
man of indolent habits who spent his
time visiting among his friends.: After
wearing out his welcome in his own
neighborhood he thought he would
visit an"old Quaker friend some . 20
miles distant. On his arrival he was
cordially received by the Quaker, who,

___sm the hnzlng "-—Clnda.

thinking the visitor had takenl mu_gh
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pains to come so far to see him, treat-
ed him with a great deal of attention
and politeness for several days. As
the visitor showed no signs of leav-
ing, the Quaker became uneasy, but
bore it with patience until the eighth
day, when he said to him:

“My friend, I am afraid thee will
never come again.”

“0, yes, I shall,” sald the visitor.
“I have enjoyed my visit much, and
shall certainly come again.”

“But,” said the Quaker, “if thee will
never leave, how can thee come
again?’—London Black and White.

The Perfect Diet.

Bread and butter 1is' the food for
muscular work, according to Dr. E. F.
Willoughby. The perfect diet for thosa
who are neither faddists nor teetotal-
ers is elght ounces of covked meat, 24
ounces of bread, eight ounces of pota-
toes, two ounces of cheese, two ounces
of bacon, one ounce of butter, half a
pint of milk, and one pint of beer pe"
diem. Green foods are resirable addi-
tions to any diet.

Free Dentistry in Germany.

False teeth will not be in demand in
Germany, if the free care of children's
teeth continues to grow in popularity.
Strasburg. started the movement in
1902, and Darmstadt, Muhlhausen and
other cities have followed suit. The
third annual report from Strasburg
says that there were 12,691 visits to the
clinic last year and that the childrea
are improving in the care they give
their teeth.

o

Hairpins in China.

The hairpin is in China almost what
the ring is in Europe, and the value of
some of these ornaments is very great.
They are so complicated in shape, and
80 difficult to insert, that they have to
be worn night and day when once they
have been put into the hair. Jade is the
favorite material for these articles, and
to put jewels into them is considered
to be a mark of ostentation.

Laugh Broke the Match.

While walking to the village church
at Simmenthal (Switzerland) with his
financee, on the way to their wedding,
& bridegroom slipped in the snow and
fell. His bride, instead of being sym-
pathetic, burst into laughter at his
discomfiture. White with ankger, the
young man at once broke off the
mateh, and the sorrowful bride had to
pontinue her way alone.

An English Fad.

Black Spanish lace shawls are pre-
scribed for wear in England next sum-
mer. That is because of the marrfage
of the king of Spain and Princess Ena.
The Pall Mall Gazette remarks that
When the late duke of Manchester was
about to be married the booksellers
of London were rather put to it to sup-
ply the sudden demand ror George
Sand’s “Gonsuelo i

Remains. - .
With trembling fingers the sorrow-
ing father opened a small box . which
had just been left by the postman.,
When the lid was removed there 1
revealed a boy’s shoe, part of a cravat,
a ring and a collar button. :
“Alas!” sighed the grief-stricken old

ways feared 'that Clarence eouldn‘t

been darning stockings while her hus-

“I want the house on the |
I We Rhave |’
been' plain people all our lives, and it

Besldes we'
should not be happy to depart too much ]
from the way we have been used to liv- |-
The white house on the hill is just
large enough, and if I lived there I am |
perfectly sure I could not be happier

And the white house on the green hill! |- &

morning and find that after all it isonly |

.|a weak administration—Is

CADET BARRACHK

| E] zing Dlscredlts o of
‘tmnal Institutions |

The whole country has beem stirred
of late by fatalities .consequent upon
hazing and “honorable” school fights.
The death of a-lad in this quiet little
seat of learning, the violent end of a
youth at our naval academy, instance
‘after instance of very serious injuries
received at the hands of hazers—all the
tragedies resulting = from school
“pranks,” has‘led to a general protest
against the custom, to demand for
stringent investigations. After careful
consideration of the evil as existing at
| Annapolis, the senate recently passed
a measure regulating the procedure and
punishment in trials for hazing.

In the bill hazing is defined as any
unauthorized ‘assumption of authority
by one midshfpman over another mid-
shipman whereby the last mentioned
midshipman shall or may suffer or be
exposed to suffer any cruelty, indignity,
humiliation or hardship or oppression,
or the abridgement of any right, privi-
lege or advantage to which he shall be
legally entitled.

The naval academy used to pride itself
on the fact that hazing was unknown
there, make reference to it as a feature
of West Point life, wherefore to be ri-
diculous. The naval school at first was
not a military school, the midshipmen
boasted of .unlikeness to the military
youths. Park Benjamin, author of
“The History of the U. §. Naval Acad-
emy,” and a graduate of the class of
67, writing in the Independent, says:
“It was enough to khow that hazing
was a habit of the ‘army people,’ to
make the midshipman leave it severe-
1y alone.” Back in the "60’s the elders
patronized the youngsters rather than
tormented 4hem. However, Mr. Benja-
min thinks boys then were not so
very different from boys mow, only
that changing conditions and ideals
have not been met by the necessary
increase in strict discipline. To quote
the author’s terse words: *“The mid-
shipmen of those days were mnot an-
gellc beyond the generality of youths
of their age. They punched one an-
other’s heads, boy fashion, as circum-
stances demanded, and occasionally
*deviled’ an over-conceited plebe—not
.because of hls ylshenen, but because
of his conceit. No corrective much
worse than m;kinz him chant the
praises of himself as printed in his
home newspaper was applied, and no
harm, in fact a salutary lesson, re-
sulted.”

In another article Mr. Benjamin
rather upholds a mild sort of hazing.
For the plebe entering with an ex-
alted opinion of himself, thinks it a
pretty. good-thing for the boy that he
be brought to a changed estimate; but
the author, with the rest of the na-
tion, looks with sternest disapproval
on hazing as carried to the extreme
marking the present. He names sev-
eral reasons for the present state of
affairg; among them, the exalting of
athletles In the school curriculum;
the creating in the older students an
exaggerated sense of self-importance;
handing over so much of the direct
discipline to the senlor class; the sud-
den increase in numbers—from 300 to
881; an (inefficient superintendent,
weak administration—"the true pre-
ventive of hazing lies less In punish-
ments than in the improvement of
conditions. It has lately been officlal-
ly recognized that there is mothing in
the tralning of a naval officer which
especlally fits him to be the head of
this great educational institution.”

Mr. Benjamin gives a vivid picture
of the conditions under which hazing
has developed into its present exag-
gerated and brutal forms—“a great
crowd of boys of all ages/from 16 to
24 cowmning from all ranks and condi-
tions of life, housed in more or less
disorder, treated as mature minds to
be canvinced rather than immature
intelligence to be compelled, left to
infer that obedience to law and disci-
pline is open to debate, given absurd
positions and a degree of authority
over one another far beyond their
years, led to believe that gladiatorial
triumphs outweigh professional study
as preparation for their future career,
it any
'| wonder, with the hazing law not mere-
ly flouted as it was 20 years ago—but
in (the) recent instance by both ex-
ecutive and congress practically set
aside—that these boys disregard the
obligations of their officilal oaths,
slight both law and discipline  and
evolve “ecodes.of honor’ which do not
prevent their lying pitifully on the
witness stand or seeking to evade
culpability by wretched quibbling over
the name they give to their offense?

Infractions of regulations at the
academy are punished by a system of
domerits, the number proportioned to
the gravity of the offense. If a cadet
receive beyond a certaln number a
year he is liable to dismissal. For
more sgerious breaches ;the punish-
ments are extra drill, loss of privi-

tee, The bill just passed by the sen-
ate In reference to hazing, before its
final amending granted to the secre-
tary of the mavy authority to dismiss
midshipmen at his discretion; as
amended, it gives the midshipmen
power, if he so wishes it, to demand
& court-martial to detei-mlne nctual
!acts. .

‘Candidates for admhalon to, Weut
| Potnt. are called “beasts,” those that

“plebes.”” - When ‘the plebes ‘join

leges, confinement on board the San-|

‘iave ' - ninations:
/| man, gazing on the fragments, ] al- are passed the entrance examinations

.Ihe ‘battalion their. troublei be(tn and
g lhouhme of the “deviling” 1s mon-:

f o CADET BARRACK 8 AT WEST POINT.

Iy silly, more than enough cases have
come to light of very brutal treat-
ment. Although penalties for hazing
are very severe and candidates are
warned they must not submit to baz-
ing, it is practiced regularly and vi-
clously. The upper classmen feels
the fearful responsibility of bringing
the greenhorn up to the standard, if
the plebe shows any reluctance, any
want of respect to his superiors, the
upper classman calls ' together his
“scrapping committee,” and a man is
selected to fight the plebe. They have
all promised to obey the academy
rules - against such a combat—but
where do academy rules come in when
it is a question of “class sentiment?”
Wherefore the fight is called, and pro-
ceeds. The combateuts fight with bare
fists and fight till obe of the two can't
stand any longer, ultil he falls. “It
is not enough that %e fights until
“groggy,” till he staggers; he must
fizht until he can actusxlly stand no
more. There is no let-up. If he fails
to do this, he is branded as a coward
and loses standing with his fellows.
Other similar gentle “punishments”
are inflicted, of such kind the vietim
is brought to a stage of collapse, or
goes into convulsions. He s doec-
tored with stimulants, or perhaps.sent
to the hospital; and when presently
his battéer®d condition comes to mno-
tice, the presumption goes that the in-
juries were received in the -gymna-
sium.

In a stringent editorial on hazing,
as carried on at West Point, the au-
thor says: “A West Point student or
graduate Is not necessarily a gentle-
man. He sometimes is a brute. We
do not always trust his moral in-
stincts, for they may be perverted.
The cadet who is a bully will be a
bully as an officer; and such boys and
men we want weeded out of our mil-
itary service. War, and authority in
time of peace, cultivate too much,
even under all possible restraints, the
tyrannous elements of a man’s char-
acter. It is idle to assert, as many of-
ficers are doing, that such brutality
as this exercises a beneficial effect In
breaking a boy to the rlzoﬂ of mill-
tary disicipline."

ARTIST'S ODD MISTAKE.

His Worlr. Was All Right, But He
‘Had Made a Mistake in the
Subject,

Danton, the celebrated caricaturist,
had a wonderful power of modeling
from memory. After.one long look at
his subject he could go to his studio and
make a bust quite perfect in its resem-
blance, says an exchange.

One day a young man came to him,
saying that his sister was 111 and about
to die, and that, although the family
wished her bust modeled, they dared not
excite her by mentioning it. Would he
undertake to reproduce her features
after seeing her once? Danton agreed,
and next day the brother informed his
sister that he intended to present her
with some jewels and that a young man
would bring some specimens for her ap-
proval.

Danton brought in the jewels and,
going home, modeled a bust of striking
resemblance. Next year an old gentle-
man, the father of the young woman,
came to order a bust of the brother, who
also had died. This, too, was a marvel-
ous success.

The result of such planning, how-
ever, was not always as satisfactory to
his patrons as in these cases. A gen-
tlemen who could not persuade his wife

omnibus one day and fix in his memory
the features of the lady opposite him.

Fe did so, modeled a beautiful
bust wnd sent it home. It proved,
howeve=, to be not the mistress, but
the mald, who had also taken the
trip in the omnibus.

Monopoly.

“Yes, sir,” said the man with the
bulging waistcoat; “I was the only child
of the family.”

“That explains,” sald the other man,
yawning, “why you do enough talking
for six average men.”—Chicago Trib-
une.

Recognition.
A heroin his way was he.
His mémory.fondly thrives. )
From ice he kept his sidewalk fres, ~
And thus saved many lives.
—Washington Star.

laugh.” Horses never lnugh while I'm
around. 3

to sit asked Danton to enter a certain |

"~ Cholly—People talk about a “horse

“Miss Peﬁpeﬂr—'n:en ‘they ~ can't
l_gus_h,_ that's all.—Chicago Dally Newa,

Hapyiness Not Won
by Money Making

By AN!h!EW CARNEGIE

" As a nation we Amcr-»
fcan people are inclined
to .take everything, in-

“cluding ourselves, too.
seriously.” If I had the
making of the Ameri-
can - eharacter over I
think I should remedy

of all.

that national trait first

Another improvement might be made in our ideal, and that-is

to find something more worth while than mere money to work for.

|| Wealth is all right and necessary if properly made and used. But it is
a means, it should be a means, to an end and not be the end itself.

By

looking upon it as an end we are losing, as a people, the best and

brightest boons of life.
Happiness? Money alone, no

matter if it be piled to the moon,

can never make anybody happy in the best and most pcrmanent sense

of the word.

If a poll were taken of the wealthiest peoplpe in this

stupendously rich country of eurs, hardly a tithe of  ***

them could be recorded as happy.
when pursued exclusively without

| and healthy pleasures, is a most paralyzing perform-
It almost invariably narrows the capacity for
normal enjoyment, and beyond a certain point is

ance.

more of a bane than a blessing.

The money-making ideal stultifies us mentally,
artistically and morally, But I am optimistic in this
as in other things. I believe we are becoming rich
enough in material things to realize the necessity of
having other and higher ambitions.

Money-making,
regard to whole

The Dilly
Dlalogues

A HUMOROUS DISCUSSION
OF AFFAIRS OF THE TIME

By
CAMPBELL MAC CULLOCH

« Dramatic Critic of the New York
Telegraph.

“Dear uncle,”
an anxious look,
Art?”

“Art, my dear mnephew,” replied
Uncle George, vigorously dusting the
ashes from his nickelodeon off his
waistcoat, “is all that makes life worth
living, and art is also the bane of our
existence. It gives employment to
many deserving men and women, and
causes the treasury department untold
anguish. As handled by Velasquez or
Rubens it is ethereal and taken care
of by Mike Clancy and Pete Fogarty
it is dipthereal, the difference being
that the first two are not in a posi-
tion to reap any reward for their work,
and the latter are clamoring hungrily
for more work at $2.50 a day. Done
by & man who needs the money, art is

sald little Dilly with
“tell me, what is

‘‘worthless, but if produced by some

gilded imbecile who has more than is
good for him, it becomes a{ once of
extreme value—to some persons.
Turned out by a printing press the
picture is not art, handled . by a long-
haired gazabo attired in a soiled vel-
vet coat and a vandyke beard, who
slaps wads of color on good canvass
with an air brush or a whitewash im-
rlement it becomes an impressionistic
symphony. There is a line of de-
markation somewhere, Dilly, but you
get three guesses, and no one puts it
in the same place.”

“Do all artists paint, dear tlncle""

asked Dilly.
" “No, my dear boy,” raplled Uncle
George. “Some of them merely touch.
Others, again, fuss about on a pine
Dboard with a piece of hot metal; still
others are to be found upon the stage,
and others, again, are in jail; but all
are artists. Augustine Daly once re-
marked that an artist without temper-
ament was of no value, and that if he
had temperament he was crazy, so that
the patron was stung either way he
played it. Yet therd are many wise
men in the art game, and it is these
who make the coin trip merrily in
their direction. To many of us art
is a game; a sort of catch-as-catch-can-
I-saw-it-first proceeding. Good Master
Plerpont Morgan goes abroad and pur-
chases largely of works of art and
pays enormous sums to have them
brought here. Then some rude per-
son points out delicately that Mr. Mor-
gan has been stung, for his object of
art was turned out in Jersey City or
Mayayunk by a garlic eating artist
with some plaster of paris and a fine
sense of humor.

“To a great extent art depends upon
its antiquity. What would be the
soul of art if done by Michael Ange-
10 would be but a paltry effort when
turned out by your friend, Algernon
St. Leger Dubbe, down the street, that
18 1f the public knew it, but if Alger-
non was foxy enough to break the leg
of his statue or crack the varnish of
his picture and let some one discover
it in an excavation or an attic as the
case might be, it would become real
art. To the mind of many thinking
persons, Dilly, the old masters were
the bunco men of their day. To many
others they were all the goods. You
never can tell. Muchk art comes from
abroad, and the native artists are
slathering considerably -over the ques-
tion of duty upon art. If they are to
be put in competition with the pauper
art labor of Europe they can see their
dinner pails dwindling, but if we are
to have a high protective tariff on art,
they think perhaps they will be able
to buy enoéugh coal to heave at the
wolf that is rubbing the paint from
the door post. It is a sad thing, my
dear boy, to think that the foreign
trade 1s driving our artists to the
wall.”
© “Does all art come from abroad, dear
uncle?” asked Dilly. ;

“Yes, Dilly,” said Uncle George.
“Art is always distant from where we
live. To the resident of Oskaloosa, the
only artisis live in Parls. To the
American In Paris all art comes from
Rome, angd if you can get far enough
east you will-find -that the omly true
art hias its habitat somewhere between
Tarrytown : and . Coshohocton..  We
‘have just dl'.ieovered. my boy, that the

delicate art of the Japafiese about
which we raved for years, is manufac-
tured on the East side of New York
by a few beetle-browed Germans under
the able supervision of a Milesien
foreman. You can buy heathen idols
by the gross on West Madison street
in Chicago, and if you wish the finest
lace work of Rome or Florence, you
must go to the lower quarters of New
Orleans, where it is ‘made.

“Then, again, Dilly, art is dependent
upon price. Should you see a nobls
painting witlr a price tag on it calling
for 98 cents, you will know it is not
art. If it reposes in a gilded frame
with a plate glass front and iz la-
beled $42,000, you will know at once
that this indeed is true art, even
though you cannot detect the differ-
ence. The American is the largest pa-
tron of art in the world, Dilly. He
goes abroad with a wad of the long
green in his trousers pocket, and he
finds the artists waiting on the dock,
or coming out to meet him on a tug
His appreciation of art is judged by
the price, and he couldn’t tell the dif-
ference between a painting depicting
four sausages on a tin plate and la-
beled with a tin tag, which is still
life, my boy, and a chrome tint etgh-
ing of Noah nailing the last armor
plate onto the ark. 'When our American
millionaire heaves in sight abroad, the
entire population throws up iis job im
the spaghetti factory or the steel mill
and begins to gell him objects of art
It i3 a great game. A great game.
Here we have some noble specimens
of art in our country, my dear nephew.
We have just discovered that the treas-
ures of our national museums are
largely culled from the junk pile, and
that our art experts have been buying
phoneys at an enthusiastic rate. It is
sad, but true.” '

“But surely the art dealer knowa
what art is, dear uncle,” said little
Dilly.

“He does, indeed, my boy,” replied
Uncle George, fervently. “He is a
fly party, is the art dealer. His ideas
of art and ours however are wldely
different. He considers it the height
of art to sell a 20-cent tintype to a ru-
ral senator for Corregio or a genuine
Astrakan rug to a museum curator,
that was made in Athens—Ga. The
art dealer knows a great deal about
art, my boy, and he keeps it to him-
self. If the purchasers knew as much
there would be no art dealers. Opin-
fons of art differ. Kitty Mahoney,
makes a cosy corner out of a soap
box and her last year’s polonaise, and
she calls it artistie, while Mrs. Van As-
torbilt_ gives an order to a dealer for
a genuine Turkish effect which costs
her $14,000. The result is the same,
Dilly, and it would require a Phila-
delphia lawyer to decide which was
the more artistic. Some day we will
have a standard of art, and by that
time the pursuit of art will have be-
come a sordid occupation, indulged in
only by members of the Artists’ union
at the prevailing union rate of six
dollars for seven hours’ work with Sf.
Patrick’s day and Washington's Birth-
day thrown in.”

Is there no good art in America, dear
uncle?” asked Dilly.

“Undoubtedly, Dilly, but it’s so ar-
tistic that none of us can tell just how
good it is,” said Uncle George, with
a heavy sigh.

PULLED OFF HIS ARM.

Quick Presence of Mind of Man Wha
Was Being Crushed Saves
His Life,

Cincinnati—The quick presence of
mind in the face of a terrible accident
is all that saved the life of Frank P.
Thomas, manager of the Peacock dis-
tillery. The accident occurred at the
plant of the Peacock company, at Kais-
erton, Ky., which is four miles from
Paris.

* Mr. Thomas went to the plant sever-
al days ago to superintend the placing
of new machinery and prepare to start
the distillery for its season run. A
new machine had just been installed,
which is used to crush the grain for
its mash. The rollers of this machina
are adjusted to crush the grain down
to the thickmess of a mnewspaper.
‘While feeling up the grain chute whicle
feeds this masher Mr. Thomas, who
wore a glove, accidentally got too close
to the rapidly revolving rollers, and
his right hand was drawn into it.
Hsl arm was being rapidly pulled
through the machine, when, with rare
presence of mind, and with a power-
ful jerk, he pulled off the erushed por-
tion of his arm, the rollers having
reached to within a few inches of his
elbow.

He was removed to the office of the
company, where medical aid was sum-
moned, and his arm was later ampu-

tated near the shoulder.

= 5 Cymnicism.

“People are getting more charitabla,
Wonder why?”

“They're probably learning that ig
pays to advertise.”—Chicago Suu,

S




