
Fourth of July in a Rebel Prison.
1 have a let er from a sturdy old

war veteran of Westerly, Rhode Isl-
and, who was in war times George
B. Carpenter, a sergeant in Company
I) of the 4th infantry regiment from
that state, and was a prisoner of
war for some months. He sends me
an article from the Westerly Sun,
which contains an int.erestng ac-
•courr of a celebration of our national
birthday under circumstances not so
very favorable for making merry. J
suspect that some of the old fallows
who read this, and-who were at one
time or another guests of the John
dies, may recall similar exhibitions of

patriotism when and where it cost
something to be patriots. Following

Is the story:
In a Rebel Stockade.

In the summer of 1804 more than
1,800 line officers of the union army,
prisoners of war, were huddled in a
small inclosure on the outskirts of

Macon, Ga. Their condi ion, however,
while wretched in the extreme, bore
no comparison to that o Ithe 40,000
enlisted men within the fetid P f, n at
Anderson vllle, a few miles away,

where brave souls to the number ot
from 100 to 200 perished daily.

For days echoes of Shermans guns,

as tha' warrior was slowly advancing
toward doomed Atlanta, were heard
with genuine interest and pleasure by
the prisoners, all of whom constantly
indulged in the fond hope, which,
long deferred, had made the heart
sick, that (he day of rescue and de-
liverance from living dea h was now
close at hand.

It, was early on the morning of July
4, during the customary ceremony ot

counting tin* prisoners, corralled in
the lower part of the pen as a prelim-
inary for that purpose, that a, scene
transpired which for fervor and exalt-
ed pa‘ rio* is in was never surpassed.
No more enthusiastic Rally Around
the Flag had ever before been made
nor < ver will he. The prisoners were
suddenly roused to the highest pitch
of excitement by the totally unexpect-
ed display of a tiny silk American flag

which my companion, Captain Harry

If. Todd of the High h New Jersey
regiment drew from the lining of his
tattered blouse, where he had long

secreted il. and held aloft, writes J.
Madison Drake in the Newark Gall.

The little silken color was no soon-
er observed by the dense crowd than
cloud reaching cheers made the wet-
kin ring and sent the confederate
Home Guards in the adjoining arm*

scurrying to their arms, which they
quickly and tremblingly seized, fear-

ing an emente. As Captain Todd
waved tin’ treasured relic above the
mads of the men who closely sur-

rounded him. Adjutant Jules Lombard
of an Illinois cavalry regiment, (re-

cently deceased), a famous vocalist
before the war and long after, in-
spired by the occasion, broke out

with Oh, say can you see? His ex-
ceptionally fine baritone voice pene-
trated to the camp outside, adding to
the fear and confusion of the armed
confederates.

Louder and louder swelled the na-
tional anthem, the chorus being ren-
dered with mighty power, producing
an enervating influence on the minds
of the exci ed and frightened confed-
erates. Tears coursed copiously down
the cadaverous cheeks of the halt-
starved prisoners, as, singing with
holy enthusiasm, they grasped each

others’ hands in warm and hearty

clasp and made the camp echo with
cheers that froze the fretful hear sof
tlie bewildered “Home Guards,” who.
mounting the stockade overlooking
the pen, double-shifted the pieces of

artillery and breathlessly awaited the
command of their officers to open fire
upon defenceless men possessed ot

no rights wh’ch the guards thought
themselves bound to respect.

Song followed song—Columbia, the
Gom of the Ocean, the Battle Cry of
Freedom. We are Coining. Father
Abraham. 300,000 More— until a

strong force of infantry, with bayo-
net- fixed and levelled, marched brisk-
lv into the inclosure, threatening ex-
termina ion of the prisoners unless
they ceased singing and resumed their
wonted quiet.

But no threats of punishment or
abuse could deter us from indulging
in the effervescence of joy we all
felt, and if forcitbly stopped at one
point 'he grand refrain was sure to

be taken ur at another. It gave us

intense satisfaction to witness the
anger of the confederates and to hear
the curses of the southern officers as

they vainly endeavored to check the
glorious refrain, which affected them
very much as a red flag is supposed

to madden and irritate a Spanish bull.
A protracted search for the flag

proving unavailing, the confederates
withdrew from the yard, whereupon
the prisoners repaired within the old
fair building (used as a hospital.) and
continued their jollification, to the tor-

men of the guards on the stockade,

who stood sweltering beneath the
burning rays of an almost tropical
nm. Here for a time the prisoners
prvf* vent to the great joy the> felt
1 hr* im-n-ra ion of the day thev
’ n i taught to esteem as holy.
’ - in patriotic speeches.

vers by the chaplains and
r "il pinging.

it is related that Napoleon s offic-

grand Jinny ~3BT
Corner

By H. W. ROOD

ers, on retreating from Moscow,
burned their standards, and in the
excess of their bitter affection mixed
the ashes of their eagles with wine
and so drank them. So with our of- (
ficers in their dark days at Macon, j
where on that fourth of July, 18C4— j
a terrible year for all our prisoners
of war—without means of defence or
aggression, they fearlessly bore aloft
and cheered the flag they lowed so
dearly, for which they were suffer-
ing untold horrors.

While but comparatively few of my
companions in the prison pens of the
south are living today, those wffo
have been spared will never cease
to remember with the liveliest feel-
ings their unique celebration of oin

country’s natal day while confined at
Macon, July 4, 1804.

Patriotism in Andersonville.
I have before me a book entitled,

Chris ianity in the Army, from which
the following is taken;

With all the excruciating torments
inflicted upon our brave patriots in
Andersonville, with few exceptions,
their heroic devotion to their coun-
try never abated; though surround-
ed with fil h. cruelty, starvation, mur-
der and death, they still clung to
the dear old flag with unyielding per-
tinacity. choosing rather to die mar-
tyrs han traitors. While a few tome
he oath of allegiance and joined the

confede.acy, expecting thereby to es-
cape and flee to our lines, the great
body of the men stood, with unshak-
en confidence and unflinching hearts, S
for God and their country! This was
he true spirit of martyrdom. To

face the belching cannon, to storm
batteries, make charges, and capture
forts, requires pluck and strong cour-
age; but to face starvation, hunger
and murder, to drag out a life more
ntolerahle than dea h itself, amidst

such fiendish cruel y and barbarity
as characterized this slaughter-pen,
required something more than pluck
and courage. And to endure all this
when the government they had
so nobly volunteered to defend, treat-
ed them, as they thought, with such
a spirit of ind fference as led them
to believe it had forsaken them, man-
ifested a self-sacrificing heroism un-
paralleled in the history of the world;
and some imes, when a number re-
duced to the extremity of want, with
death staring them in the face, dm
go over to the confederacy, Ihe feel-
ing of the great mass of the soldiers
was, “I would ra her have died a
dozen deaths 'han be guilty of such
disloyalty.” After they had been
years in the army, and several months
in Andersonville, we hear them say,
“1 am not sorry that I enlisted.’’

No. true patriotism, like true love,
never dies out. It is stronger than
death. And with the unquenchable
tiro burning in their bones and blaz-
ing upon the altar of their hearts,
thir een thousand brave martyrs,
rather than turn traitors, chose to
die amidst the devouring cruelties
and torments of Andersonville, ana
leave their uncoffined bodies to tell
he tragic story of their sad fate.

Being excluded from the world, and
deprived of all news from the army

and concerning the war, except what
they heard from prisoners coming In,

their concMt'cT ' was T,r>t only expres-

sihly wrrU but drearv and lon-
ic: yet Tkc the captive Jews in Ba-
bylon. thev never forgo ‘he r conn
try. Dejected di=couraged and heart-
broken. as thev were. vet. mc+hink^

I I can hear them ‘n the.
| guage of the Psalmist, "if I for’ 0 '

1 thee, O my country, le" my r /

hand fo* get her cunning."
Hence, with all their cruelties,

when any encouraging news came
from the army, crowds would col-

lect, and sing with joy a few patri-
otic songs, such as. Rod. White and
Blue, My Country, ’tis of Thee, and

S ar-Spangled Banner. At this the
rebel guards were surprised and

somewhat confused, as though they

hardly knew what it meant. Devot-
edly attached to their country, and

having so long shared each others
hardships and misfortunes, they be-
came warmly a*tacbed to each other:
and, says one of them. “We loved
one another as brothers."

Even in the hospital, while racked
with pain and writhing in agony from
the most malignant forms of diar-
rhoea, dropsy and scurvy, they ex-
pressed their strongest desires and
most earnest longings for success
and victory to crown our arms. Their
patriotism was of the undying kind.
With the same heroic devotion with
which they went forth to fight the
battles of their- country, firmly cling-
ing to the dear old flag, they died
the most excruciable deaths possible
for rebel tyrants to inflict. The se-
vere shock of battle, all the unutter-
able horrors of starvation, death and
murder of Andersouville. failed to
lessen their unfaltering devotion to
their bleeding country; and dying,
even, by starvation and torture, mar-
tyr-like, their last prayers were for
victory and union.

EDUCATION AND BIRTH RATE.
Philadelphia Press.— Repeated in-

vestigation has now established, be
yond a reasonable doubt, that the
average number of children born by
college educated women is as large

as the average number born by their
sisters and cousins who do not go j
to college. The birth rate of col- j
lege educa ed women is less fhan |
ihat of the rest of the community, I
but so is the birth rate of the young '

women of their age in the families
from which the college educated wo-
men come.

The principle is simple. In fami-
lies with mean£, education, the ad-
vantages of life and an income above
the average, the average birth rate
is low. This is conspicuously true
in he British peerage. The birth
rate is so low there—as was recent-
ly pointed out—that families are
constantly tending to die out. Few
families in the peerage, numbering
in all over seven hundred families
and more, are older in their line as
peers than 200 years.

THE POLE.
The question has been much asked

how an explorer can determine when
he has reached the pole. The meth-
od, in fair weather, is simple enough,
and the chief difficulty, in the opinlor
of astronomers, lies in the fact tha
the- sun is never far above the noi
i/on, so that there is room for erro
effie 'o haze. At the pole, of course,
the sun moves apparently in a cir-
cle about the horizon, the slight
corkscrew motion up in the spring
and down after the midsummer hight
i= reached being invisible to the eye.
The observer, knowing the longitude
by which he approached, and having
the Greenwich time by his chrono-
meter, would have simply to take,
win his sextant, repeated observa-
tions through the day, recording the
altitude of the sun above the hori-
zon, its bearing with reference to
the mognetic pole, and the precise
time. If no level horizon were avail-
able. the image of the sun in a disn
of mercury gives a substitute, and
if mercury is disturbed by vibration,
a leveled mirror has been found to
give very fair results. The closeness
of the measurement would depend
partly on the experience of the ob-
server, but in some degree also on
atmospheric conditions. But a ser-
ies of reasonably good observations
of the sun at different points on tne
hurizon should leave little room for
serious error.

SMALL CHECKS TO
■ PE DISCOURAGED
SURPRISING LAW ENACTED AT

LAST SEASON OF

CONGRESS.

Anew federal statute which goes
in;© effect January 1 has caused some
discussion among banking men of the
city and elsewhere, since its provi-
sions have become known. The law

forbids the issuance of any check in

the sum of less than $l. The viola-
tion can be punished by a heavy fine
and imprisonment. The law reads;

“No person shall make, issue, circu-
late or pay out any note, check,
memorandum, token or oiher obliga-

ion for a less sum than one dollar,
intended to circulate as money or to

be received or u,;ed in lien of lawful
money of the United States, and
every person so offending shall be
fined not more than $5OO or imprison-
ment not more than six months or
both.”

The announcement that such a law'
will go into effect has been something
of a surprise to the public, and it was
not generally known.

A query has arisen as to what is to
be done in settling the accounts of

bankrupts, creditors often by the de-
crees of bankruptcy courts being en-
titled to sums less than one dollar.
The trustee in the terms of the new'

law will not be able to pay off these
creditors with checks as heretofore
and the answer must be found in the
use of postage stamps or money order.

The statute appears to be wrought
in mystery, and why it was adopted
and how it slipped through congress
and when it was passed are matters

wh ch are not yet fully explained. At
first glance the measure appears to
be one which will work some hard-
ship. Yesterday the attention of a
local banker was called to it. His in-
terpretation was in a manner that
will allay the fears which may have
been arising in the minds of some.

“In my opinion the new law does
not prevent the issuance of small
checks,” he said. “It looks l.ke a
meausre which was passed to help

out the postal money order business
and deal a blow to express com-
panies. It will not prevent a man
from checking his balance out of a
bank even if that balance is but 5
cents. But in my opinion it will pre-
vent the circulation of small checks
by people doing business with distant
points and with mall order houses.
After January T it will doubtless be
necessary for them to use money or-
ders. The payment of some of the

smaller bills by check will also be
prevented.’

The Chicago Banker, a journal de-
voted to the interest of the banks has
the following to say relative to the
law:

“The press has raised a hullaballoo
over section 179 of the revised penal

code of the United States. The re-
port of congressional proceedings
shows that the section was passed
without objection, although the read-

ing of many other sections was at-

tended by considerable discussion. It
seems reasonable to suppose that the

li'ttle metal check in use in mining
towns rather than bank checks was in
the minds of the lawmakers as this
section was read and passed.

The Order of Hoo Hoos had a splen-
did meeting here last nigh T

ANARUS, at which
some of the most prominent citizens
were initiated. A procession paraded
the principal avenues, followed by a
magnificent banquet.—Bogalusa notes
in New Orleans Times-Democrat.

An Encounter With the Sioux
BY I. L. M.

The keen smell of western dawn in
the air had made me throw ail my
windows wide open just at sunrise
and I sat wrapped in a motely bath-
robe in one corner of the couch where
I could see through the east window of
the shack. The dog stretched his
long yellow limbs and stared with lazy
brown eyes at me from his sleeping
place behind the stove. Then he rose
with a yawn and came over to lap my
toes gravely as a good morning greet-
ing.

The first little pink ripple of sun-
rise was just showing on the buttes
and I pullej the dog’s great head close
up to mine that, we migh watch to-
gether the coming of the day. He sat
quite still and every time I comment-
ed on the sunrise I was rewarded by
a lap, bestowed indiscriminately on
nose, forehead or whatever part of
my face tvas handiest. The pale glow
in the east began to tremble into
tiny ruffles of vivid rose color and a
clean sweet breath of morning came
over the hills like a sigh. The curls
of silvry vapor at the edge of the pink
sky were bordered by the palest lav-
ender and then suddenly with no more
warning a gush of yellow warmth
came over the buttes and the sun had
risen. A piercingly sweet note from
some lonely meadow lark burst forth
at the moment as if at the signal of
an orchestra conductor.

The only way in which one can keep
selfish and material and narrow in
Dakota is by never looking at a sun-
rise. At this moment I felt like be-
ing charitable to the whole world.
There was no one to take advantage
of the mood, so I embraced the dog.
He evidently shared my unexplain-
able feeling, for he was suddenly
seizej with an irresistible desire to
chase something. I opened the door
and he ran out to pursue fence posts,
the waving grass and finally, his own
plumey tail. Finally he grew so ex-
uberant that he dug up two dead
prairie dogs which he had carefully
planted in the garden the day before.
Then with a wave of his tail he was
oft over the buttes.

I began my dressing. The magic
of the new day had made my solitary
breakfast an actual pleasure and I set
about its preparation with a song. As
I went up the coulee for a pail of
fresh water I heard tar up the trail
the rumble of wheels. The early hour
made the sound a bit surprising for
Dakotans are not as a rule early trav-
elers. There may have been a bit of
trepidation in my minj for I remem-
ber tripping in my haste to get back
to the shack and the absence of the
dog did not add to my unconcern. 1
set the pail down hurriedly and came
back to where I could see farthest up
the trail. In the meantime I whistled
to the dog and he came rollicking
back over the buttes. At this in-
s ant his ear caught the rumble of
the wheels and his head went up to
listen while he growled low. I dragged
him into the shack by his collar while
he protested vigorously every inch of
our progress.

From under the curtain I peered up
the trail as far as my eye could see,
an( ] in a few seconds a wagon came in
sight followed by several vehicles of
various descriptions. Plaid shawls and
bright blankets proclaimed the fact
that our early morning travelers were
Indians. The wagons and buggies
held the squaws and older braves
while the youths were mounted on
sturdy ponies and trailed alongside.

As they drew closer to the shack I
could see plainly the Imy faces of the
papooses with their Pttle eyes like
black shoe buttons, peering over the
shoulders of their mothers.

As I sat looking at them a figure on
horseback flashed past the window, so
close to me that I drew back quickly
to avoid his counter observation. It
was a young brave and he tvas hot on
the trail of three stray mounts which
had veered off from the party on a re-
connoitering expedition of their own.
He circled skillfully over my fire
break, lasso held high above his head
and a stream of lurid profanity flow-
ing from his lips.

In my excitement I had forgotten
the dog. As the young Indian gal-
loped wildly around the shack the
dog could endure it no longer. The
door of the shack stood slightly
ajar and before I realized it, he
gave it a push with his nose and a
frantic shove with his great paw and
with one hoarse cannonade of barks
was out into freedom. The storm of
curses outside ceased suddenly while
the Indians galloped on.

Now the dog rejoiced in a Sioux
j name which had been bestowed upon
him by a teacher in the Indian school
at Chamberlain. He was a big fel-
low collie with wistful, brown eyes,
hence she had christened him “Zizi,”
—meaning in the Sioux vernacular
“thou yellow one.” As he sped out
after the young Indian and his strays
T rushed to the door and called quick-

“Zizi, come back. Zizi!”
Just ’at this moment a wagon, its

seats filled with greasy, bright eyed
squaws was passing. As I set up my
shout to the dog all of the dark faces
were turned toward me for an instant
and as the Indian syllables fell upon
their ears the whole party showed
whit** teeth in a quick smile. The
dog refused to come and I called
again. At this one old squaw leaned
out of the wagon ahead and called
back to the others in a soft guttural
voice. They all broke into a laugh
and the message, whatever it w*as,
was passed down the line. A chatter
arose like that of a thousand black-
birds and I could distinguish the
word “Zizi’’ tossed back and forth in
the conversation. The squaws
nodded to me, smiling broadly with a
great flashing of white teeth, and
while I could understand no word of
Sioux, nor they of English, yet I nod-
ded back happily and felt the better
for their friendly interest

The dog returned at this moment
and finding himself the center of at-
tention he made a grandstand play.
He put both paws upon my shoulders

and laid bis head close against mine.
At this, even the braves unbent form
their expressionless poses to smile
grudgingly while a low murmur of ap-
proval of the “yellow one ’ went down
the procession.

As the last wagon passed, I sat
down on the doorstep. The heart
warming which had been begun by the
Dakota sunrise had been continued by
this kindly glimpse of my red neigh-
bors. and as the dog put his head on
my knee and looked up with his keen
wistful eyes I took his head between
my hands with an odd lump in my
throat when I thought of possible fut-
ure days when “the yellow one” and
I might no longer be companions.

DROUGHT IN ARGENTINA.

This Country’s South American Wheat
Rival Is Sorely Stricken.

“Drought in Argentina is assuming
such proportions that it is approach-
irg a crisis,” said Mario Estrada of
Buenos Ayres, an agricultural engi-
neer connected with the Argentine
department of agriculture, at the Wil-
lard, according to the Washington
Post. “The lastest reports I have re-
ceived are to the effect that 1,000 cat-
tle are dying every day, and it is es-
timated that 3,000,000 will perish be-
fore the year is out. The ground is
so hard that a plow cannot make any
impression. The wheat crop will be
the smallest it has been in years, and
farmers who have been planting 6,000
acres of alfalfa every year are this
season planting none.

“Last year we produced in Argen-
tina 197,000 bushels of wheat, which
was about a third of the crop raised
in the United States, yet we exported
more than did this country. When it
is considered that there are 80,000,000
people in this country and but 6,000,-
000 in Argentina, the extent of the
wheat industry in my country can be
appreciated. The fact is, Argentina
is essentially an agricultural coun-
try—the foremost agricultural coun-
try in the world—while the United
States is becoming more and more
an industrial nation. You export
comparatively little of your wheat,
and the time is not far distant when
this country will sell very little of its
raw products. The exports will con-
sist almost wholly of manufactured
goods.

“Now, while we are badly off in my
country so far as wheat and cattle
ar© concerned, what is our loss will
be your gain, for the wheat crop in
Argentina has much to do with the
price at Liverpool, and the wheat ex-
ported by your farmers will conse-
quently command a higher price
abroad than it did last year. I spent
several months in the west, and from
what I saw I am convinced that the
crops this year will be excellent. I
never saw the fields look better any-
where, and prospects surely appear
bright for the American farmer.’’

VAGARIES OF PA RAG RA PH ERS.

An Atchinson county farmer has just
ordered a motor car, which he said
his wife should have if his crops were
good this year. Kansas farmers can’t
be too careful about making that
kind of promises, unless they expect
to keep them.—Kansas City Star.

Will there be an organization of
the sons and daughters of the mock
war veterans now laying down their
lives in the maneuvers about Boston?
—Cleveland Plain Dealer.

India is expected to cut down the im-
ports Of British products many mil-

| lions of dollars a year, by means of a
general boycott movement, just to
show how deeply England's efforts to
uplift the poor Hindu are appreci-
ated and admired.—Cleveland Leader.

A member of the Georg a legisla-
ture denounced a minister who had at-
tacked him as “a wilful, malicious,
luckless, malignant and vicous liar.”

; Why did he omit the adjectives “un-
mifgated,” “pusillanimous,” “pluper-

| feet” and “copper-riveted?” In these
days, the people desire to know just
what kind of liar a man is.—Houston

, Post.

A member of the Georgia legisla-
ture has introduced a bill making it a
felony for a woman to ride astride in

that state. One paper breaks in with
the suggestion that “he should go fur-
ther and make bow legs a misde-
meanor.”—Toledo Blade.

The Engksh Channel has been
crossed by swimmers and now that
it has been flown over parliament is
justified in regarding it as very little
protection.—Washington Star,

PAPERS WHITE PLAGUE FOE.

Publicity of Press Gives Great Aid in
War on Consumption.

Consumption Is receiving nearly
half a mile of publicity a w'eek, ac-
cording to a statement which, the Na-
tional Association for the Study and
Prevention of Tuberculosis recently
issued. According to statistics com-
piled by that body, the various news-
papers of the United States printed
articles concerning tuberculosis
which, when measured, amounted to
over 50,000 column inches of space
in two wr eeks.

The investigation which the na-
tional association conducted included
all of the daily and weekly news-
papers throughout the United States
as well as some of the larger journals
and magazines. In the two weeks
which were taken as a standard it
was found that 51,557 column inches
of space was devoted to the subject
of tuberculosis. If all of this matter
were gathered together at one time
it would make a newspaper the ordi-
nary size of 3C9 pages printed solid,
without any advertisements, all on
the subject of tuberculosis. If it
were arranged in one long chain, it

would make a single coluann of mat-
ter four-fifths of a mile long and 2(4
inches wide.

Among the numerous agencies
which are today joining in the flgh*
against tuberculosis, such as the
school, church and labor unions, the
press is in the foremost rank, de-
clares the Detroit (Mich.) Saturday
Night. Never before in the history
of American journalism has the press
taken such a lively and continued In-
terest in a subject pertaining to hu-
man health. When it is considered
that tuberculosis alone kills nearly
200,000 people in the United States
every year, and that there are at the
present time at least 600,000' cases
of this disease in the various parts of
the United States a sufficient war-
rant for the activity of the press is
given.

The national association declares
that consumption will never be wiped
out until the prevalent ignorance
concerning this disease is overcome.
To combat successfully this lack of
knowledge, immense amounts of lit-
erature of various sorts are neing
distributed constantly. Within a
year’s time thousands of tons of leaf-
lets, aggregating over 100,000,*)0
pages, are distributed by the various
organizations engaged in the warfare
against tuberculosis. But more than
all of these individual agencies, (he
national association believes that the
press is the greatest means of edu-
cating the masses concerning the dis-
ease. If the present rate of interest
on the part of the newspaper world
continues, it is estimated that within
a tew years every man, woman andchild in the United States will havelearned the simple doctrines of tuber-culosis.

TOMMY’S AMBITIONS.
"I’d like to be a poet,” said little

Tommy Grime,
But try and try as best I can my

words will never rhyme.

"I’d Ike to paint a picture that would
make the people stare;

But when I get my paint-box out, the
picture isn’t there.

“I’d like to write a story that would
bring me lots of gold,

But every single thrilling thing has
many times been told.

“So I must be contented with being
Plain Tom Grime,

And pT’aps before 1 know it, I’ll do
something great in time!”

AN ARTISTS SAD EXPERIENCE.

Fine Fruit in Georgia, Only to
Be Looted of Profit in Chicago.

Forest Crisey in June Everybody’s.
—An artist living in Chicago acquired
a little fruit farm in one of the most
productive regions of Georgia, where
several of his relatives had settled.
Although he was seldom able to visit
the place, which was operated by his
brother-in-law, :be artist took a keen
interest in his country holdings, and
talked proudly to h:s city neighbors
and associates about his farm. Early
in the season he received word from
his brother-in-law that the first crop
of grapes had been gathered, packed
and shipped to a South Water street
commiss on house. “They are beau-
ties,” the letter informed him. “Finer,
sounder, sweeter grapes never went
out of Georgia.”

Instantly the artist made out a list
of a dozen friends to whom he had
boasted of bis farm. Then, on the
day after the shipment was due to ar-
rive, he went to the commission
house to buy a dozen baskets of his
own grapes for his special friends.
His eye lighted with the prde oi
possession when he saw the baskets,
stamped with his own brand, stacked
up on the sidewalk and inside the
coramiss’on house.

“Any graphs?” he inquired.
“Finest ever grown out of doors,"

responded the salesman, tiling a bas-
ket to display its contents.

“Every basket just as sound as this
one,’’ he continued; “not an unsound
cluster in the whole shipment.”

‘What's the price?” asked the art-
ist, wishing that his friends were
with him to hear the praises of his
crop.

“A dollar a basket,” answered the
salesman. “That may seem a little
high, but i: just happens that there
isn't another decent basket of grapes
on the street today, and we can get a
fancy figure for every one in this
shipment. They'll be gone in almost
no time.”

The artist made his purchase of a
dozen baskets? and ordered them de-
livered to his local grocer, with
whom he had arranged for their dis-
tribution to his friends. He also
bought several baskets for his own
use, and found that the salesman had
not overpraised the fruit.

Eater he received a letter from his
farm manager enclosing the account
of the sale returned by the commis-
sion merchant, saying that the grapes
had been received in bad condition,
owning to the melting of the refrigera-
tor ice, and that it had been neces-
sary to throw' a large part of them on
the dumps as absolutely unsalable.
The return was made upon a gross
average price of 25 cents a basket.
After deducting freight and commis-
sion charges the net accounting was
for an average of 19 cents a basket.

GWINN—A CIVIC TRIUMPH.

Member of American Civic Associa-
tion Gives Example of City Planning
In upper Michigan, in the iron min-

ing county of Marquet e, is the town
of Gwdnn —a model town. It Is
pitched in the fork of Escanaba river
and its eastern branch, and not three
years ago this was a densely wooded
valley.

The building of Gwdnn was the
idea of the Cleveland-uiifts Iron Com
pany and its design was by Warren
H. Manning, landscape architect, ot
Boston. Mr. Manning is an active
member of the American Civic asso-
ciation, a member of Its executive
board and formerly a vice president
of the association.

Gwinn has an area of one square
mile, a modern sewer and water sys-

tem, roads and sidewalks, is cleared

and graded to accommodate 5,000
persons, and has houses tor more
man six hundred. Provision, was
made for the extension of (he town s
area.

In is establishment, Gw inn is the
product of a mouem miracle in in-
dustrial progress. After Mr. Man-
ning had selected the site for the
town, his assistants surveyed the
land and staked out the site in deep
snows in the wm.er of 1906-07.

When Mr. Manning first reported
upon the site of Gwinn, he recom-
mended that public reservations be
made to include the surrounding
steep wooded slopes. This was done.
To make the lands accessible, Mr.
Manning planned a three mile trail,
ultimately to he a road of easy
grade. It was recommended that a
civic center be established the
terminus of the principal creel.
There, a school, a court house and
several churches are situated.

In addition to the beautiful natura
surroundings, the streets are plant-
ed with trees. Much care was taken
in the original clearing to preserve
some of the maples, elms and pines.
The main streets have a total width
of eighty feet, with a planting space
between two roadways. Other streets
are sixty auu forty feet wide.

Not only in the town itself, but In
the additions to it, (he company has
endeavored to obtain model cottages
for the miners and other residents.
These home sites include plantations
of shrubbery and vines, so arranged
io separate the front lawns from the
rear play grounds and gardens. There
are fifteen styles of cottages now in
Gwinn, most of them one and a half
stories high, with four to six rooms.
They are built of stucco and wood.
Their artistic features and variety
give to Gwinn a distinct appearance
compared with the ordinary mining
town

It is the opinion of the otTicors of
the Cleveland-Cliffs company that it
pays to improve the educational and
social conditions of a town and in
all of the towns in which the com-
pany is interested, the policy has
been pursued of giving substantial
and constant encouragement to coun-
try clubs, singing societies, schools
and churches, as well as co-operating
in the general improvement and beau-
tification of the community. As this
work extended, the company found
it advisable to employ a secretary
whose sole duties are to promote
such enterprises.

Living conditions have been hr
proved everywhere that this compan
has an interest in and the town o
Gwinn is only an example of the
manner in which the company does
things.

THE AMERICAN WOMAN.
Washington (IX C’.i Post.— The

American woman is in a category
of her own. She is sni generis. Our
national institutions, the air of lib-
erty which we breathe, the charac-
ter of our people have made her so.
Rut that as a class she is depravefl,
or blase, or hoydenish, or even spoil-
ed, is not for a moment to be ad-
mitted. Max O'Rell once said that
the eyes of i French country maiden
are wide open like a daisy because
her heart is pure. Will onyone de-
ny that the same reason applies to

the frank and honest gaze of the
Americn girl?

SOURCE OF PROFIT TO WOMEN.

New York Press—Illuminating ot
documents is anew field of work for
women in England, and it might rec-
ommend itself as a congenial and prof-
itable employment for women in this

country.

Mrs. Hammer-Jackson of London is

urging women to take up the work,
which she says peculiarly belongs to
them. Mrs. Hammer-Jackson is one
of the best illuminators in England.

She makes a large income and does
all her work at home.
“"she describes illuminating as an
art. Her work is devoted almost ex-

clusively to the decoration of public
addresses, books and cards in the fine

floral scrolls and designs, often spot-

ted with gold and silver, in the style

of the old Angla-Saxon and Gothic
manuscripts.

Mrs. Hammer-Jackson says there is

practically unlimited work to he done
for private persons. It is her plan to

organize a school for the instruction
of young women in the work.

THE STAR OF WISCONSIN.
State Song by Mrs. Ogden If- Fetbers.

Janesville, approved by the state D. A.
convention.

We love the bright flag that flies o'er
us,

We cherish each star on its breast;
But one star is greater in glory,

Wisconsin, the star of the west,

Wisconsin, thy glad day of promise
Had dawned ere our country was

free—

When red men and white in thy for-
ests

Met in peace ’neath the French
fleur-de-lis.

CHORUS.
Then, hail to our banner in beauty un-

furled;
The light of its stars illumine the

world
The star of Wisconsin, the one we

love best,
Is moonlight—is sunlight—

Our star of the west.

Wisconsin, thy murmuring waters
Have stories of wonder to tell;

Brave deeds and heroic adventures
Have left on thy fair fields a spell;

But life came to thee when our fa-
thers

First brought thee, the flag they
had won.

And fixed on its broad azure bosom
The star that now bleams in the sur

Wisconsin, thy star is a beacon,
A light to our wandering feet;

No distance can dim its bright luster,
No rival in splendor complete.

It beckons in darkness and daylight
We see its bright beams from afar;

Wisconsin, thy daughters adore thee.
Our state of the glorious star.
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