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Unstable as water thon shall not
stay on the wagon, sigh* the New
York Press.

! “A little nonsense now and then,”
said Uncle Eben, in the Washington
Star, ‘‘ls all right. But dars alius
a heap o’ danger dat it’s g’ine to git
to be a habit.”

' The Oil Trust had been given a cer-
tificate of innocence. “Of course, we

accept it,” said the representative of
the concern, to the Philadelphia
Ledger, “but you must not expect us '
to believe it.”
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An expert says that chemicals are
not necessary in the making of food.
He forgets, remarks the Philadelphia

North American, .that the manufac-
turers who use them are interested
'-hiefly in making money.

A London medical paper has re-1
ccntly been telling us that ‘‘an east !
wind and a dark day make cowards |
of us all.” Nevertheless it is good to j
have an expert authority agree with
us at the same time, as this publica- \

I
tion does, with sound reasons for the i
faith and courage that animate us in
the longer, sunnier days. “Light,”
the sage says, “has probably a great-
er vitalizing influence than has nor-
mal warmth.” Moreover, there is
more exaltation in the sunshine than
in the thermometer, we are assured,
and in the warm, bright sunshine, j
too, the wicked bacillus finds its
■*eath. ,•

Mr. Roosevelt will go down in his-
tory, among other distinctions, as the
only President whose name the Amer-
ican people never learned to pro-
nounce, insists the Boston Transcript.
Ninety per cent, of the population, |
East and West, North and South, 1
sound the first syllable as if it were
the word “ruse,” whereas Mr. Roose-
velt. in his early days at least, used j
to correct callers on him who pro- j
nounced his name in that way. Oas
in rose is proper. Nobody will have ;
any trouble in pronouncing the name
of the new President, although East
and West may differ somewhat as to
the length which they should awari*
its solitary vowel.

Automobilists in Europe have been
canvassing a list of the saints to see |

which of the canonized ones could
I

safely be chosen as their patron. Sev-
eral suggested themselves as suitable
up to a certain point that upon fur-
ther study into their past revealed at-
tributes not wholly favorable to mo-
toring -and to motorists, relates the
Boston Transcript. So finally good
Saint Christopher has been chosen,

and on dashboards of many automo-
biles inconscipuous medals, depicting
the saint in his traditional occupation
of safeguarding the traveler on his
way, are placed. To all parts of the
world where automobiles arc owned
and driven, the Frenchmen say, this
adoption of a patron saint wull ex-
tend, since tradition grips men and
women of every nationality. (

r Nothing easier for the young man
wr ho can make a front than to marry
money. If he sets his heart on it he
can generally have his pick. Tip, of
the New’ York Press, knows of a cou-
ple of instances. One of a man row
the head df one of the largest adver-
tising agencies in the country. This
fellow thinks himself so clever he
doesn’t hesitate to talk, even boast,
about it. Was working for sls a
week. Scraped together enough to
make a bluff wardrobe and have a
few’ dollars in pocket. Went to a
fashionable church. Prayed and sang
as if he meant it. Spotted three girls.
Said to himself, “I’ll marry one of
them.” And he did. Bided his time,
proposed to the one who pleased him
best, was accepted, and the bride’s
father set the bridegroom up in busi-
ness.

-

A good story is told of King Victor
Emmanuel of Italy, in the Boston
Transcript. He is very fond of going
out chamois hunting quite unattend-
ed, and one day he met with an
amusing experience. He had shot a
chamois, and a peasant boy, who had
seen the animal fall, offered to go and
fetch it. The king thanked him, but
the lad inquired w'hat was to be his

reward. “Well, what do you want?”
asked King Victor. “A franc and half
your luncheon,” was the reply. The
bargain was struck, and the peasant
went off and fetched the dead cha-
mois. The king handed him a franc
and proceeded to divide his luncheon
into two equal portions. But the
peasant turned away in contempt, for
the royal luncheon cpnsisted only o£
black bread and a large raw onion.
“Bah!” exclaimed the boy, disdain-
fully. “I thought you were a real
gentleman, signor, but I see you are
only a poor beggar like myself, after
•U.”

The old man looked across the room.
“Hardy,” he said, “see here.”
The young man at the opposite desk

looked up.
“Well, dad?’
“How old are you?”
“Twenty-nine, dad.”
“Time you were married.”
The other man looked a little

startled. Then he smiled.
“A1 right, dad. Where’s the lady?”
“None of your levity,” he growled.
“When I was twenty-nine you were

four. I’m getting on in years, boy,
and I want to see you settled.”

“Very well, dad. What do you want
me to do? Advertise?”

The old man’s face darkened.
“I won’t have it,” he growled again.

“This is a serious matter.’
“I agree with you, dad,” laughed the

younger man.
“There you go again,” snapped the

old man. “Now listen to me. I’m go-
ing to give you two weeks’ leave of
absence.”

He darted a quick look at his son.
“You haven’t any girl in view, have
you?”

The young man laughed again.
“No, dad, I’m still fancy free.”
“Good. You’ll get your two weeks’

vacation. Make the most of it.”
“In what way, dad?
“In finding a daughter-in-law for

me.” He looked at the clock. “You
will have just enough time to pack
your bag1, get your luncheon and catch
the 2.30 on the Great Northern.”

“Why the Great Northern, dad?”
“Because there’s just one condition

attached to this outing of yours,” the
old man replied in his most impres-
sive tone. “I want you to find the
fortunate young woman—don’t laugh
you villain—in Hinckley. To my mind
there are no girls like the Hinckley
girls. They are smart and they’re in-
dustrious. They’ll be helpmates in
every sense of the word. You know
I haven’t any use for these city butter-
flies. They toil not, neither do they
spin, and when it comes to clothes they
make Solomon’s glory look cheap and
tawdry. Your mother was a Hinck-
ley girl, boy. Don’t forget that. Go
up to the old village and look around.
When you’ve found a nice, sensible,
industrious girl, send me word and
I’ll come up and bring my blessing

and a share in the business. I want to
see the old town again. I want to

show you where I passed my boy-
hood.”

The young man stirred uneasily.
“Dad,” he gravely said, “don’t you

think you are a little too liberal in
giving me two whole weeks?”

The old man scowled.
“This is no laughing matter. I tell

you,” he said, ‘T’m in dead earnest
and it will be well for you to recog-
nize the fact.”

The young man arose and went back
to the rack and took down his hat.”

“I’ll go to the house and pack my
bag,” he said, “and then come back
and we’ll have a farewell luncheon to
get her.”

The old man looked at him keen-
ly.

“Take a month,” he said. “That cer-
tainly should be enough. You’re not
a bad looking boy, and I guess you
don’t lack assurances. Hinckley girls
never believed in long courtships.”

He turned abruptly to his papers and
the young man with a comical expres-
sion of resignation on his clearcut face,
passed through the outer door.

H&rdy Thorne was in Hinckley that
afternoon. He had parted from his
father at the railway station, and the
parting had told him you very serious-
ly his father’s heart was set on this
strange quest. He thought of this the
next morning when he left the quaint
old hotel and started out for a brisk
walk. And as he walked he remem-
bered many things. He thought of
father’s unfailing kindness. He
thought of his mother, the mother who
died when he was a little boy. He re-
membered his father’s loneliness, his
long struggle against opposing cir-
cumstances, his first mining venture,
and ultimately his success.

He owed a great debt to this old
man. He must never forget that.
Perhaps fate would throw in his path-
way the prize he was sent out to find.
He laughed at this thought and stared
about him.

Then he noticed a phaeton that had
halted in the road ahead.

“Perhaps my fate is in that some-
what ancient vehicle," he said and has-
tened his footsteps. As he neared the
phaeton he heard a voice from within
the closed top. It was a pleasant
voice, and the speaker- seemed to be
pleading with some unseen person.

"Come, Billy,” said the pleading
voice, “do go ahead, that’s a dear.
Don’t you know you are making an
exhibition of yourself with your stupid
mulishness.” This was followed by a
clucking sound and then by two sharp
slaps from the driver’s reins.

' The young man drew alongside the
phaeton and halted.

“Can I be of any assistance?” he
asked. The question was addressed
to a girl, a slender girl with fine gray
eyes.

“I really can’t say,” the owner of
these gray eyes answered him. “Do
you know anything about balky
horses?”

“A little,” Hardy Thorne replied.
“This is a balky horse,” she gravely

told him, “and I may be domed to stay
here for several hours. Of course I
know there are things to do when a
horse succumbs to stubbornness. Have
you any special cure?”

Before Hardy could answer there
was a sudden move on the part of the
stubborn one. As if to show disap-
proval of the fact that Hardy had been
called into consultation, the animal
pushed the phaeton down the road-
way.

Hardy quickly sprang behind the ve-
hicle and bracing his feet in the loose
soil, with his back to the phaeton,
pushed against the horse. He was
strong in both back and legs and the
animal finding such unexpected opposi-
tion quickly weakened and stood stilt

The Girl at Hinckley. |
Billy Balked Opportunely, and the Incident Had

Sequels.
> (W. R. Bose in Cleveland Plain Dealer.) —’ * ’
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But Hardy now carried the war into
Africa. With a steady pressure he
shoved the vehicle against the horse
and finally compelled it to walk. The
walk presently became an amble and
the horse philosophically accepted de-
feat. Hardy dropped behind.

“Sir,” cried the pleasant voice.
Hardy ran alongside.
“You must excuse me for not stop-

ping,” said the owner of the voice.
“I’si afraid I couldn’t start again.
Thank you for your assistance. You
are very strong. Billy seemed to re-
gard you as quite irresistible.”

Hardy raised his hat and dropped
back.

“Sir,” cried the voice again.
And again he ran forward.
“I’m very stupid,” said the owner

of the voice. “Won’t you let me take
you part of the way toward your des-
tination?”

“Thank you,” said Hardy, “I was
about ready to turn back to the vil-
lage.”

“So was I,” said the girl. “All
aboard for Hinckley.”

Hardy took the seat beside her and
she turned the horse.

You are a visitor in Hinckley?” said
the girl.

“Yes.”
“Your first visit?”
“My first. I came yesterday.”
“Then you haven’t any idea how

pretty the village realy is.”
“My father has told me about it.

He was born and passed his boyhood
here.”

“Then my grandmother must have
known him. There was a time I
think when she knew everybody in
Hinckley—and all its natural beauties,
too. I live with her, you know.”

She was a very pretty girl with a
frank and yet perfectly self-possessed
manner. Hardy thought her charm-
ing.

“My father, who has led me to be-
lieve he was a keen observer, has told
me that Hinckley was always famous
for its beauties—of all kinds.”

Hardy said this quite boldly and
was a litle astonished at his own tem-
erity. But the girl with the gray
eyes only laughed softly.

The Hinckley girls both past and
present should be very grateful to
your father for his good opinion. But
isn’t it possible that your esteemed
parent is deluded by the glamour of
the misty past?”

Hardy looked around at her.
“No,” he answered with a little

shake of the head. “I’m quite sure he
isn’t.”

The girl slightly flushed.
“You evidently are a very dutiful

son,’ she said. “It’s a pleasure to see
a young man of the present age agree-
ing so perfectly with his father.”

“It is a pleasure to agree with him
in this instance,” laughed Hardy.

The girl looked around.
“This is my grandmother’s,” she

said. “Isn’t that a wonderful row of
maple trees? If you ever want to win
my grandmother’s favor just mention
those tress.”

“Thank you for the valuable tip,” he
said as he slipped from the phaeton.
He mustered all his courage. “Do you
think your grandmother would be
enough interested in the boyhood of
my father to warrant my calling and
talking about him?’

“My grandmother has a wonderful
memory,” she answered. “She might
recall things your father wouldn’t
care to have his dutiful son hear.”

He smiled as he answered.
“I have long thought I would like

to get some sort of. hold on him, but
he always eluded me.”

They were close to the porch now
and Hardy saw it was occupied by
a white haired old lady in an easy
rocker.

“Grandmother,” said the girl, “here
is a young man who says he w’ants
to meet you for old times’ sake.”

The white haired lady leaned for-
ward as she looked at Hardy, who
stood hat in hand on the lower step.

“Come closer, young man,” she said.
I think you are like a boy I once knew.
What is your name?”

“Hardy Thorne.”
She nodded quickly.
“That’s it! You are David Thorne’s

son. Give me your hand, boy. A fine
boy you are. So was your father. And
he calls you Hardy after your mother’s
family. Lucy was a lovely girl.” She
paused and softly sighed. “You are
like the Hardys, too. boy. It was good
stock. And how is David? We have
heard some quite wonderful things
about his success.”

“He is well, madam.”
“And buried deep in business, no

doubt. He always was a schemer.
And he’s just a bit quick tempered,
and perhaps a little gruff and very
fond of having his own way. Are you
married?”

“No, madam.”
“How does that happen? You are

good to look at. Is it David’s fault?”
“No, madam. It is my fault—or pos-
sibly the fault of the tardy lady of my
dreams.”

“Very prettily expressed, boy.” She
looked at him keenly. “And why are
you in Hinckley?”

“My father gave me a vacation and
asked me to spend it in his boyhood's
home.”

“Yes. And do you expect that he
will meet you here?”

“I think he will, madam.”
“Yes, he will want to come and

show you the old swimming hole, and
the field where he saved little Annie
Graham from Abner Johnson’s bull,
a*|ki the trees he robbed of apples. Lis-
ten, boy. You and I are going to be
good friends. But don't tel! your fath-
er that you know me. We will save it
for a surprise.” She nodded toward
the girl. “You have met my grand-
daughter?”

“Yes,” the girl quickly answered.
“Mr. Thorne came to my rescue. Billy
had balked and nothing would m?ve
him—until Mr. Thorne happened alonij.
He fairly pushed’ Billy out of his o!/-
stinate tracks, sn4 I think he would

hare picked him up and carried him
away if Billy hadn’t surrendered.”

.-His father was strong, too,” said
the old lady. "You are to come to
dinner tonight, boy, and I’ll see that
you get a good helping of a certain
dish that a boy named David very,
much liked.”

That night Hardy wrote to his fath-
er.
“This is a beautiful town,” he wrote,
“and I don’t wonder now that you
wanted me to see it. I have met
some pleasant people, and find that
you are claimed as one of the most
creditable products of the town.”

In reply, Hardy received a brief let-
ter In' his father s cha’Jk.cteristlc
style.

“Dear son,” David Thorne wrote,
"glad you like Hinckley. Don’t forget
the errand that took you there. Look
about you carefully. Take a full
month. There are good families in the
old town, and there must be fine girls.
No city daughter-in-law for your fath-
er. Keep me advised.”

Two days later he wrote to his fath-
er again. This was a longer letter
and more to the point.

“Dad,” he wrote. “I begin to think
you were right in your praise of Hinck-
ley— more especially the plaudits you
apportioned to the Hinckley young
women. This isn't'quite accurate.
My opinion only includes one young
woman—but this 1 think is all you de-
manded. I can’t say any more at pres-
ent, and I’m only writing this because
I wr ant you to know T that I am striving
dutifully to please you—and incidental-
ly to please myself.”

To this David Thorne made a brief
reply, in which he thanked his son
for his display of confidence, and ex-
pressed his faith in Hardy’s good judg-
ment. He added;

“I trust this young woman who
seems to have made an impression on
your fancy, has none of the frivolous
weaknesses of the so-called society
girl—the girl who is brought up in

the artificial atmosphere of the draw-
ing room. You knew the type.”

The days passed very pleasantly
for Hardy Thorne. He was a welcome
visitor at the home of the white-haired
old lady, and her granddaughter seem-
ed more charming every time he met
her. They walked and rode together
and Hardy spent most of his evenings
in the pleasant parlor of Mapledale.

And then he wrote to his father
again:—

“Dad,” he said, “I am putting all
my hopes into one venture. That isn't
good business, I kiow. but I believe
it is consistent wih custom in these
cases. She is the most charming girl
I have ever met. one of her chief-
est charms is her simplicity in both
dress and manner. I’ve never seen her
wear a piece of pwelry, and all her
frocks are plain, yet remarkably be-
coming. You’re sire to like her, dad.
I guess you’ll thnk I’m pretty hard
hit. It’s true.”

Then David Thane wrote to his son
and asked for information.

‘‘So far,” he wvte, “your admired
young woman seens scarcely more
real to me than a phantasm. Hasn’t
she a name? Wb are her people?
Does she belong tonne of the old fam-
ilies? Would I tcognize the name
if I heard it? I’m not given to curios-
ity, but it seems pardonable in this
case.

Hardy Thom delayed his answer
for several day. And then he wrote:

“I held bad the information you
wanted, dad, fecause I wasn’t at all
sure of my grcmd. I feel more con-
fident today, lot that there isn’t any
definite undersmding, but—I’m afraid
I can’t explaii this on paper. Well,
her name is Lcille Coleman and she
lives with hergrandmother, Mrs. El-
sie Dens-low, ir a dear old farmhouse
which is caled vlapledale. Mrs. Dens-
low has been ind to me ever since
the moment sb found I was David
Thorne’s son. I have even thought,
she was pleasedto notice my very evi-
dent liking forLucille. Anyway she
hasn’t discourasd it. As for Lucille,
she never talks f herself. Her mother
is an invalid, Delieve, and her father
has taken herto a health resort. I
know very liie about the family.
When are yoi coming up, dad? I
want to see yof’

This letter lought a telegram.
“Reach Hlncley on afternoon train.

Meet me.”
David Thorns serious face wore a

dark frown whi Hardy met him with
outstretched had, and it was not until
they were awa from the station that
he spoke.

“Well,” he dnanded, “how far has
this affair gon^

“Why, whal’svrong, dad?”
“Lucille has romised to marry me

if her father msents. But I didn’
mean to tel youn this way.”

“Never mind.'hat you meant. Am
I to understandhat you know noth-
ing more aboutiis girl than you told
me?”

“That’s all, td. Why, what was
there to know?

“I sent you wn here to marry a
country girl, ai you’ve picked out an
aristocrat, MrsDenslow’s daughter
married DeWitColeman and the De-
Witt Colemanare on the top social
shelf. Why ts daughter of theirs
is a society oiunent—the very type
of girl I told yoto avoid.”

He snapped it this concluding
sentence as ilie were naming a
crime.

“She’s the arest girl on earth,
dad!” cried Hay. "But you’ve made
me afraid.

“Afraid! Afn of what?”
“Lucille’s fatr will never consent

to our marriage
“Why won’t ?”

“He must hatmuch more ambitious
plans for her. We—we are not in
their class, dad.

The old man *od still.
“What!” he lorted. “Don’t you

think the Thors are as good as the
DeWitt Golem*? Refuse. would
he!”

And without arning the old man
started away at lively pace.

“Meet me athe hotel,” he called
back.

“In an hour Ireturned. His frown
had disappear© There was a rose
in his buttonhc

He put out hland to his son.
“I’ve been ujpere,” he said. “You

,needn’t worry nmt her father. I
can fix that attght.” He suddenly
chuckled. “Shm’t exactly a Hinck-
ley giimy b4but I guess she’s
something justj good.”

Only One Death in Family in 50 Years.

This was a notable day in the af-
fairs of Mr. and Mrs. G. E. Kulp of this
city, for it was just fifty years since
they were married.

Today’s event was attended by the
six children and eleven grandchildren,
their families and other relatives.
There has been but one death in this
family—that of a grandchild, which oc-
curred twenty-six years ago.—Lock
Haven correspondence Philadelphia
Frees.

PEARLS OF* THOUGHT.

Unstable as water thou shalt not stay
on the wagon.

The most hopeless thing Is to try to
realize on hope.

The reason there are so few great
men is how many think they-are.

The thing that worries a man about
being rich is now he can get richer.

The redder a girl’s hair is the safer
it Is to tell her that it is silkey sun-
shine.

• The things that a woman can’t be-
lieve are only those that she doesn't
wr ant to.

Unhappiness is a joy to a woman if
she can only find an excuse for call-
ing it romantic.

One thing that helps a man to be a
good husband is not caring whether ho
enjoys life or not.

Quarrelsome people can get just as
mad with you for agreeing with them
as for differing from them.

People think they know how to
raise children when they don’t even
know enough to raise vegetables.

It's just like human nature for the
ice man to think the coal man is a
fool in summer and a genius in win-
ter.

The reason every man wants to
marry a pretty girl is everybody else
thinks he ought to marry a sensible
one.

There is no surer way to convince
a girl you are making love to her
than to try to make her think you
aren't.

The water wagon is way up like an
airship when you climb on, but as
close to the ground as the grass when
you fall off.

Next to his beard a certain type of
man seems to think the kind of neck-
ties he w'ears is the surest sign how
smart he is.

Maybe the reason a widow seems so
willing to get another husband is she
knows from experience what a disap-
pointment it will be.

Most people’s idea of being high
class is having a horror of doing what
ordinary folk do unles you call it by
some superior name.

If a man could over get enough mon-
ey to support his •family in all they
want it would be just his luck to have
another one to support.

One of the most useful traits a man
can have is not to think he knows
howr to do half a dozen things so well
that he needn’t do any of them.—From
“Reflections of a Bachelor’’ in the
New York Press.

KNEW THE BRONTES.

\ Visit to the Parsonage—Shyness ot

the Sisters—The Father’s Temper.
It will probably surprise a good many

people to learn that one of the curates
whom Charlotte Bronte immortalized
in “Shirley” is still alive and well. The
Rev. James Chesterton Bradley, now
living at Richmond at Hie age of 90.
was the original of the “Rev. David
Sweeting’’ in the novel referred to.

“The parish where I went to my first
curacy, Oakworth, bordered on tho
Bronte parish of Haworth,” he says,
“so I frequently saw all the sisters and
their father and brother and had many
talks with them.”

Mr. Bradley used often to go to Ha-
worth parsonage, “for the change and
company,” and there he met the other
curates which Charlotte Bronte has so
w'eli described. Concerning the sisters
he says:

No Relief.
Knicker—Maxim has invented a

noiseless gun.
Bocker—Roosevelt will circumvent

that; his will have a typewriter at-
tachment.—New York Times.

Manley Inwton, son of the late Ma-
jor-General Henry W. Lawton, w'ho
was killed at San Matel, Philippine
Islands, in 1900, has been appointed
second lieutenant of the Philippine
Scouts.

“All the three sisters were very shy.
but perhaps Emily ami Annie were
worse than Charlotte in that respect.
The latter as I remember her, was a
lively talker when once drawn out, a
girl of about the ordinary stature or
perhaps below it, with features neither
very dark or fair, but with striking, ex
pressive eyes and mouth. She had a
particular way of'suddenly liftipg her
eyes and looking straight at you with
a quick, searching glance while you
spoke to her.”

Charlotte Brontee always struck Mr.
Bradley as “a young lady with deep
prejudices and of strong will.”

Mr. Bradley describes the Rev. Pat-
rick Bronte as “not at all a bad sort
in most things. But for temper! I
really think he had the vilest temper
I’ve ever seen in a man.” He repeats
the pistol story, which we believe the
latest biographer of Charlotte ridicules
and adds: “I have known him so wild
with anger at the merest thing that
ran counter to his wish that he would
take up the rug from before the tiro
and throw it on the flames.”

The son he describes as “dreadful”—
“a good hearted fellow when sober and
right, but too often drinking and wrong
to be of any use to those girls in
that lonely parsonage.”—From Great
Thoughts.

His Sole Limitation!.
“Do you know what I’d laik to be?”

asked Rastus of the commercial trav-
eler, w'ho was stopping at the wayside
hotel.

“No,” said the commercial traveler
“What? A millionaire?”

“No. sah,” said Rastus.
“A lawyer?”
“Oh, no, sah. Not dat.”
“A doctor?”
“No, sah.”
“What, then?” asked the commercial

traveler.
“I’d laik to be a preacher, sah.” Ras-

tus said.
"Well, then. why.don’t you?” asked

the commercial traveler.
“I can’t sah,” replied Rastus, “be-

cause I ain’t got no frock coat.”—New
York Press.

A Declining Japanese Industry,
The forging of scimiter blades in

Japan was once a flourishing industry
and the workers "'formed a close and
powerful corporation.' But the indus-
try has declined for years', and now
only two makers are left. No young
Japanese has come forward to offer
himself as an apprentice, and the
question was referred to the Mikado
with a view of perpetuating the.'indus-
try. '

The Mikado has come to the rescue
and has founded two scholarships ; of
IflO pounds to induce two lads to.offer
themselves for initiation into the art
and mystery of making scimiter
blades.—London Globe

p Bigness of Things
Sj Nathaniel C Fowler, Jr.

f 1•••##•••• F it were not for the atom, the molecule would not have
• w Z been born, and if it were not for the molecule, there would
x I ♦ not be particles of anything, and if it were not for particles.
• 12 there would not be anything. As the chemist honors the

£ w atom, so let us have due respect for those little things ot

tfftfmi> business, those details, which, in combination, build up the

2 x largeness of trade. There is nothing too small to be insig-
nificant, unless that something be worthless, for all bigness

is but the combination of little things.
The very greatness of the mighty steamship is impressive, and we mar-

vel at man’s ability to produce it. Superficially we admire it for its greatness,
and often forget that if it were not for the little propeller in the stern, almost
microscopic compared with the bulk of the hull, this huge mass of steel and
iron, this floating palace, would be but a derelict on the sea of commerce.
That mighty engine, with its 50,000 h. p., is controlled by a lever small
enough for a baby to handle. An appreciation and a mastery of detail are
necessary to the consummation of any result worth accomplishing. Ihe
master minds of the world in science, art, or business have never neglected
the details, the small things, which, collectively, make great things possible.
True, many a great captain of industry may, in the heyday of bis success, ap-
pear to care nothing for detail, and to ignore the little things. Asa matter
of fact, he does nothing of the kind, although he may seem to do so; but.
even if he did, investigation would show that he became a master by being
a proficient servant, that he learned how to do great things by properly han-
dling little things. The successful business man. and the success in any
other direction, springs invariably from the man who succeeds all along the
line, who mastered the little before he attempted to handle the great, who
was lieutenant of detail before he took command of great responsibility.

I am aware that there are some experts in detail who never rise above
the management of small things, but this is not an argument against the
most careful attention to detail, because no man can handle great things suc-
cessfully unless he has as successfully handled small things. No man ever
began at the top and succeeded. All success begins at the bottom, and step
by'step, rises to the top. There is nothing too small to be noticed, and he
who ignores the details of business, who has not mastered them, is sure to
fail, not only at the start, but all along the line; and the reason he is able to
command business is because he obtained a command of business detail.
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| The Rich and the Poor |
By Samuel McChord Crothers

OU must have noticed how much of the literature of good

will is devoted to the'praise of the Blessed Inequalities, how
w y • the changes are rung on the Strong and the Weak, the

2 Wise and the Ignorant, the Rich and the Boor especially
2 the Poor, who form the hub of the philanthropic universe.

2 Nobody seems to meet another on the level. Everybody is
either looking up or looking down, and they are taught how
to do it. I remember attending the annual meeting of the
Society for the Relief of Indigent Children. The indigent

children were first fed and then insulted by a plethoric gentleman, who ad-
dressed to them a long discourse on indigence and the various duties that it
entailed. And no one of the children was allowed to throw things at the
speaker. They had all been taught to look grateful.

Now these inequalities do exist, and so long as they exist all sorts of help-
ful offices have place. The trouble is that geed people are all the time doing
their best to make the inequalities permanent. You have heard how divines
have interpreted the text, “The poor ye have always with you. Ihe good

old doctrine has been that the relation between those who have not and those
who have should be that of one-sided dependence. The Ignorant must de-
pend upon the Wise, the Weak upon the Strong, the Poor upon the Rich. As

for the black, yellow, and various parti-colored races, they must depend upon
the White Man, who gaily walks off with their burdens without so much as
saying, “By your leave.”

Now it is against this whole theory, however beautifully or piously ex-
pressed, that the protest has come. The Spirit of Democracy is a bold icono-
clast, and goes about smashing idols. He laughs at the pretensions of the
Strong and the Wise and the Rich to have created the things they possess.
They are not the masters of the feast. They are only those of us who have
got at the head of the line, sometimes by unmannerly pushing, and have se-

cured a place at the first table. We are not here by their leave, and wo may
go directly to the source of supplies. They are not benefactors, but beneti
ciaries. The Spirit of Democracy insists that they shall know their place.
He rebukes even the Captains of Industry, and, when they answer insolently,
he suggests that they be reduced to the ranks.* Even toward bishops and
other clergy his manner lacks that perfect reverence that belonged to au
earlier time; yet he listens to them respectfully when they talk sense.

(Newport Society |
It Has None of the Dreadful Attributes that /

3 Popular Superstition Attaches to It. : : : i
{ Ey Gouverneur Morris *

OHE society of Newport is no more exclusive than any other
society. It isn’t a club that meets to elect or blackball. It
is a number of more or less agreeable people who are quite
ready to be friendly with any number of other more or less
agreeable people, once they have found them out, and liked
them. And their judgment of others is broad, on the whole,
rather than narrow.

To be clean and neatly dressed, to be polite and agree-
able, and reasonably honest, and reasonably likable, are the

kindly and simple qualities that admit to ibis exclusive society. But one
would not, naturally, armed with only these qualities, land upon the long

wharf and be immediately invited to dine on Bellevue Avenue; any more
than would King Edward, traveling incognito and landing at the railroad
station of Oshkosh, be invited to dine by the humblest citizen (so exclusive
is Oshkosh), unless the humblest citizen happened to be a bunco-steerer with
an eye to England’s watch and chain or India’s scarf-pin.—Everybody’s.
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Teaching
i

But Not Educating ||
Jv fty President Woodrow Wilson, of Princeton 1

- HE children of the last two or three decades have not been

T educated. The pupils of our colleges of the last few decades
have not been educated. With all our educating we have in- j
stmcted nobody, and with ail our instructing we have edu-

- cated nobody. I have been teaching for some 20 years—

Hthat is, I have been conducting classroom exercises, but I
do not think that I have been teaching any appreciable part |

—=JJ of the time. I have been delivering lectures, sometimes about 1
things of which I had heard. The result has been that my

pupils have remembered my stories and forgotten my lectures.


