
valueless for the women in shopping.
Business Man.

JACK. LONDON A Eulogy. Jack
London has done his last mortal task.
He has come, spent his restless little
hour or two, and gone. The white-he- at

of life, burning in him too fierce-
ly, has burned itself out and the Jack
London incarnate is no more. He
had lived much and toiled much, and
the world was made richer for his
labor. And when his soul reached
its last adventure, and life passed out
of the man, a hush came over the
millions whom his genius had made
to think; and they were moved with
the sadness which Jack London
wrote of in his books.

Life was for him ponderous and
serious. Doubtless, as a critic says,
he did have a dark outlook on life,
but it was only the sympathetic re-
flection of unhappiness he saw in the
yearnings and disappointments of
the race. He looked at life from the
standpoint of the long struggle which
evolved it, and the themes he sung
were the primitive and cosmic. He
caught the passions and emotions
which are the heritage of every man,
and whether the themes he chose are
always happy tney are at least al-
ways true. And always they are the
great themes, the primitive, undying
truths which awaken feeling in men
of every race.

All through his books one xeads the
things which attract and draw men
with sympathy and admiration.
Scarcely ever is there a word to
cause revulsion. His philosophy
seems to fit the universal approval.

Though he chose the harshest and
roughest of life, he touched it with
the gentleness of the strong and tie
simplicity of the great The man
Jack London himself seems to speak
out in every word he wrote, always
with sincerity for his fellow-ma- n.

Sincere and honest with himself, all
other men seemed to him honest and
sincere. Even that unhappy arch-dev- il,

.Wolf Larsen, was anything but

a villain. Jack London had no place
in his stories for a villian, and in this
was one of his great secrets, perhaps
his greatest. In the moral sense there
was no wrongdoing in his characters,
no offense to one's sense of justice,
and the absence of it redeems him td
a high place in literature.

Now that he has passed on, there
are men who will feel a pang or re-
gret when their eyes alight on a cer-

tain row of the book-line-d shelves.
Into their minds will come with deep-
er meaning a recollection of the mad,
intense striving of a youthful pro-
digy. They will think of the inimit-
able passages in which Jack London
has written and contemplated death,
and these passages will have a differ-
ent significance. And they will feel
a tenderness of heart, a lament which
never goes quite away, because they
know that for ,the fervid author of
their feelings, for the man who has
lived and suffered through all these
books, for Jack London, "the travail
of, existence has ceased." A Reader.

TO D. F. SWEETLAND. You state
in your article, "Nature and Fe-
males," that the fact that all seeds
produced by females are not fertilized
is proof that it is all right to require a
license for breeding. Every seed is
not a female, but simply the periodic
product

No
' one has advocated- here that

every seed should be fertilized, so
your argument falls flat. Every fe-

male who grows up with the power
to reproduce and who naturally
comes in contact with and equally
perfect male should not be restricted
by law, but recognized. As you say,
legislation against nature is folly,
and that is the reason why sexual in-

tercourse is not a monopoly 'of le-

gally married people.
The field of the law does not reach

beyond the prevention of the over-
stepping of the laws of nature and
the matter of providing for the un-
hampered working of her laws and
their results. These results are al--


