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much less. It needs at least $200,000,-00- 0

for repairs and extensions. How
' can It securu this amount when the

total revenue of the postofflce Is only
$110,000,000?

There are only 24,000 telephone em-

ployees; very poorly paid. The best
managers, before the war, received
only $1,300 a year; and the head of
the whole system received $6,500

the price of a good automobile.
In England, the telephone is a high-

speed device for people who are not
in a hurry. Eleven years of govern-
ment ownership has taken the speed
out of it. As a London paper recently
said) "If you are in a hurry, don't tel--

Iephone walk."
years ago the British post-offic- e

bagged the telegraph; and since
then it has made a total loss of $120,-000,00- 0.

The telegraph department
has been bankrupt for 44 years.

Then, when the telephone was in-

vented by Bell, the postofflce pounced
on it and declared it to be a species
of telegraph. An English judge, in
1880, actually decided in favor of the
postofflce, and today in England the
telephone is legally a little sister of
the bankrupt telegraph.

IFrom the first the postofflce was
jealous of the telephone. It would
neither develop telephoning itself nor
allow anyone else to do so. It grant-
ed licenses for 31 years only and for
small areas. It demanded 10 per cent
of gross receipts, in addition to taxa-
tion. It took away the long distance
lines. It sent the ten plagues of
Egypt upon the unfortunate National
Telephone Company, which, in spite

iof
$75,000,000.

everything, built up a Bystem worth

At present the postalization of the
telephone is complete. Telephone
managers report to postal clerks who
do not understand the language of tel-

ephoning.
The British telephone is a branch

of the postofflce. The postofflce is a
branch of the treasury. The treasury
Is a branch of the government; and
government is controlled by parlia-
ment, which consists of 670 members,
not one of whom has any technical
knowledge of telephoning or has ever
seen back of a switchboard.

Members of parliament don't care
about "the confounded telephones" to
use a phrase of the postmaster-ge- n

eral. They do not care, for the rea-
son that only 9 per cent of the voters
are telephone subscribers.

1 In short the eleven-year- s record of
public ownership in Great Britain
ihows conclusively that it is impos- -

for a government department,
E'ble by political considerations,

a technical business on com-Eerci-

lines. Mr. Burleson should
before he goes too far

Ijgt his experiments. Written for the
IKoston News Bureau from London.
m
H"John," exclaimed the nervous wo-Ka-

"I believe there is a burglar in
Re house."
B"I haven't time to fool with small
ffiy" was the sleepy response. "I've
Kent the entire day fighting regular

Profiteers."--Washingt- on Star.

THE MINISTER'S SON

(This story would have seemed per-

fectly natural in California forty
years ago.)

IT was way back in the old flush
California days that, one rainy Oc-

tober evening, a little after dusk, I
found myself at a hotel at Bldwell's
Bar, on the Feather River. At that
period Bldwell's Bar was but a rough
mining camp, not much different from
a hundred other camps in California.
I soon discovered that some boister-
ous characters were guests in the ho-

tel where I had found quarters for the
night. They were miners, teamsters,
and stage-drivers- ; and when the sup-

per was over and the teamsters and
hostlers had taken care of their stock
for the night, as by mutual consent
all gathered in the long, low bar-roo-

to make a night of it. Some clustered
around a rougn table to try their for-

tunes at poker; the teamsters in a
knot conversed upon the state of the
roads, the probabilities of an early and
hard winter, or the merits of their
respective mules; a sententious stage-drive- r,

called "Curly," was telling char-
acteristic stories, and all, for a while,
were in the best of liumor. At length,
however, there was trouble at the pok-

er game; a few hasty sharp words
were passed between two of the play-

ers, when they sprang to their feet,
and, for three minutes, fought like tig-

ers. The crowd separated the fighters,
and, as they held them, asked what
the trouble was. One answered hotly:
"I had just anted a five-dolla- r piece,
when the black thief stole it."

"That yellow-haire- d vagrant never
had five dollars in his life," was the
reply of the other, and then the two
men struggled like wild beasts to get
at each other.

Just then some one in the room saw
something glisten at a distance on tho
floor, and picking it up it proved to be
the missing half eagle, and it was ap-

parent that the money had been
brushed from the table by accident.

Then mutual apologies and expres-
sions of respect and esteem followed
between the two men, a drink was tak-

en all around, and the game resumed.
A broken-of- f story by "Curly" was

scarcely recommenced when a man far
gone in liquor reeled into the room,
and, staggering up to the bar, demand-
ed a drink. The landlord was absent
at the time, but his daughter, a kind-
ly faced girl, of fifteen or sixteen yeart
of age, who happened to be standing
near the bar, with genuine California
candor, said: You have had too much
bad whisky already; you can not get a
drink here."

At this the man commenced to as-

sail the girl with a perfect shower of
epithets, but in an instant one of tho
teamsters, called "Posey," sprang up,
seized th.e man, swung him to the door,
and opening It, hurled him clear over
the broad porch into the night. At that
moment the landlady entered, and,
seizing one of Posey's hands in both
of hers, exclaimed, "Oh, Posey, Posey,
I owe you ten thousand thanks for that
noble deed."

Without the change of a muscle
Posey answered: "A thousand will do,

my good, woman; a thousand's plenty
for carrying a small load of freight
like that. He's bulky, but ho don't
weigh much."

But the episode furnished excuse for
a drink all around, and the drinks were
repeated until some of the men pres-
ent had too much aboard. At last
Curley, the stage-driver- , proposed that
a literary society should be organized;
that every man in the room should
join it, and that when a member was
called upon he should either tell a
story, sing a song, or treat the crowd.

An uproar of approval followed; tho
cards were put away, and the fun com-

menced. I was one of the first called
upon, and, to manage tho matter jn the
easiest way possible, I bade the land-

lord "set it up" for the boys, and to
give them cigars also. At this they
demanded my name, and elected me a
true gentleman and thorough old Cali-fornia-

by acclamation, right there
and then, as a bystander expressed it,
"spite of his store clothes and or'nary
looks."

Then followed such stories as were
never told outside of California, such
songs as are only heard on the turbu-
lent frontier, and frequent drinks.

All through the evening, a young-ma-

almost a boy indeed, had been sit-
ting alone in one corner of the room.
He was pale and frail looking, and had
sat as if half stuplfied amid the revel,
never once moving, except when the
ruffian had insulted the girl, when he
sprang to his feet; but the big team-
ster was too quick for him, and so he
quietly settled back into his chair. At
last, one of the men, excited with
liquor, struck the youth upon the
shoulder, and said, rudely:

"Come, pale-fac- a song, a story, or
a treat."

The young man rose to his feet, and
said, quietly: "I cannot sing, I can
not tell stories, and I do not drink."

"The deuce you can't and won't,"
said the miner. "What kind of a
white-livere-d monkey are you, any
way," and turning to the crowd con-

tinued. "I say, boys what do you think
of this rooster? He can't sing, can't
spin a yarn, and don't drink."

A general howl followed this out-

burst, and the crowd gathered men-

acingly around the youth.
Curly, the stage driver, here inter-

fered, and said: "Young man, better
reconsider; the boys don't like it; try
a story, or try a song, or order the
poison."

"But I don't drink," said the youth;
"I can not sing, and can not tell
stories," and, as he spoke, he turned
a full, fearless face upon the excited
crowd.

A murmur of disapprobation began,
and one rusty miner was calling at-

tention to a "city chap as was too
proud to go chats with common min-

ers and teamsters," when the big
teamster "Posey," with a wave of the
hand stopped him, and marching up to
the youth said: "I think there's a
misunderstanding here. If you don't
sing nor tell stories, nor drink, your
education has been badly neglected
for some kinds of business, sure; but
think it over for a minute; you might
do something else, perhaps."

The young man looked down for a

moment, and then looking up, said: ,H
"I might, read you something which,
perhaps, would answer in lieu of 1H
song or story." H

"I knowod it," said Posey. "I know- - jH
ed there was game in him when he H
jumped out of his chair, a little while H
ago, when the loafer commenced to H
insult the 'Lily.' Room here, and a H
light for the boy to read by!" H

The crowd fell back, half moroao H
and half respectful. A candle was H
brought, which Posey claimed the1 re- - H
sponsibility of holding. The boy drew H
a little volum,e from his pocket, lqok- - H
ed over the crowd for a moment, then H
opening the book, examined it' for a H
moment, as if to find tho place, and H
commmenced: H

"When the great and wise King ISolomon dispatched his fleets to IlOphir to gather gold, and gems, and Irare wood for the temple which he H
was building, he sent with them a ISeer to mark the conduct of his men, H
that each might be rewarded accord- - H
ing to his merits. When the land of H
Ophir was reached, some of the men H
went at once to the mines to dig H
gold; some were employed with I
trains of camels, to freight merchan- - H
dise and food to tho mine; some with I
swift dromedaries carried the express H
and gold dust between the mines I
and the sea-shor- Some kept innB, I
and gathered many shekels by dis- - H
posing of bad food and furnishing I
poor beds to the miners."

"That means you, landlord, said I
Posey, interrupting. I

The boy continued: "And the Seer H
watched all these men' in their daily H
and nightly employments, and took I
notes of their lives. Almost every M
one had left father, or mother, or sis- - I
ter, or sweetheart in Jerusalem, and,
amid the tears and anguish of part-- I
ing, had promised to be faithful to I
the end. But some had forgotten I
their promises when far away. Some I
would spend whole evenings in dis- - I
cussing the merits of their respective I
dromedaries, and would do this night I
after night, until they did not have
an idea abovo the brute over which I
they held control.' I

"That means you, Jake Farren, and M
you, old Grimes, you miserable mule- - I
beating infidels," said Posey. I

The young man had a delightful M

voice, was a beautiful reader, and,
as he proceded, the interest in his I
narrative increased. He read on: I

"Some who were miners would I
work all day, and at night spend their I
last sheckel in a game which, in Ju- - I
dea, was known as "cinch." I

"That's you, Mike Graley and Dan I
McNaughton," said Posey, "ypu dis- - H
reputable poker playing frauds !f'

Again tho reader proceded: "Some
desired to bo considered dangerous I
men and fighters, and would seek dlffl-- I
culties with men their inferiors, phy- - I
sically, that it might be told m the I
different mining camps of Ophir that 'I
they were desperate men, with whom "

none might trifle." il
"That's you, Sam Brown, "you cow-- 'I

ardly bluffer," interrupted Posey. I
"And some," continued the boy, I

"grew vain of foolish exploits, and I
(Con? 'nued on Page 31.) I


