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THE SECRET. 

The workman wrought far himself alone 
And shaped his fancy in marble stone; 
Strangely hewn to his mood and whim. 
Precious and perfect, it seemed, to him: 
But the master saw It and turned away 
Bitterly smiling, as who should say: 
“Here may be genius, my son, no doubt, 
But only a genius could iind It out.” 

The workman wrought with a sadder 
» face, 

A nobler image of wondrous grace. 
Subtly lovely in limb and line. 
Blest with the touch of the gift divine: 
But the master sighed, as he held his 

hand: 
“To us ’tis given to understand; 
But what is here for the throng below— 
Our little brothers who do not know?” 

The workman summoned his wit and will. 
And made a figure with pleasing skill. 
Set it up where the world might gaze. 
And reveled deep in the people’s praise: 
But the master frowned as he said: “My 

son, 
Worse than this may never be done. 
You have mocked the gift of the gods on 

high 
For the base delight of the vulgar eye!” 

The workman toiled In sorrow and shame. 
Forgot himself and his hope and fame. 
Working for nothing but work alone, 
And the thing he fashioned was scarce Mb 

own: 
But the people wondered and wept and 

smiled. 
Youth and elder, woman and child; 
And the master said: ‘Y'ou have done 

your part. 
The simple truth is the goal of art.” 
—Francis Dana, in Youth’s Companion. 

f A Romance of the 

I Agony Column. 

By Marion Morris. 
Kum,m. ..J 

NEITHER of them—that is to say, 
neither Dick Beresford nor Olive 

Bassett—quite understood how the 
disagreement which had led to the 
breaking off o'f the engagement had 
come about, but then it so frequently 
happens that people who are fond of 
each other quarrel about nothing at 
all, and wonder how they could have 
behaved so foolishly Anyhow, the 
misunderstanding had arisen, and a 

certain gold ring, purchased by Dick 

only six weeks previously, had been 
returned to him by registered post, 
with a cold little letter that well nigh 
drove him to the verge of despair. 

Another man in the circumstances 
would have refused to accept his 

conge and would have gone straight 
to his sweetheart’s house and de- 
manded a reconciliation on the spot. 
But Dick Beresford was not as other 
men. Pride was his predominant 
fault, even as it was the fault of the 

girl he loved, and pride rose up in 
his path and barred all return, unless 
Olive made the first overtures in the 
direction of reunion. Thus did it 
come about that two people were 

made intensely miserable, and doubt- 
less would have remained so but for 
the intervention of an extraordinary 
incident which the lines that follow 
will endeavor to describe. 

One evening, some six months after 
the canceling of the engagement, 
Olive sat with her teacup in her hand, 
looking intensely woebegone. Her 

mother, who was the only other oc- 

cupant of the tea table, regarded her 
with anxious expression. 

“You look miserable, dear,” she 
said, softly. 

“I am miserable,” replied the girl. 
There was a short pause, and then 

Mrs. Bassett observed: 
“Ever since you sent young Beres- 

ford away you have been anything 
n_a __..!« t* 

Olive laughed bitterly. 
“I wish I were anybody but my- 

self,” she made answer, putting down 
her cup with an abrupt gesture, “and, 
better still, I wish I were dead.” 

“Olive!” 
v “Mother, it is the truth. I’ve noth- 

ingleft to live for, and the days seem 

to me like weeks.” 
“It is your own fault. You dis- 

missed poor young Ileresford in a 

moment of temper and now you are 

sorry for it.” 

“Sorry or not, it was as much his 

doing as mine. He had no right— 
positively no right—to use the words 
he did.”" 

“I think you were both in the 

wrong, and if you were sensible you 
would write him a nice little note 

suggesting a reconciliation.” 
“I would sooner be burned alive 

first.” 
The girl’s cheeks flamed, and she 

stamped the floor with her small feet 
so passionately that Mrs. Bassett 
looked up in alarm. 

“I love I)ick now as 1 have always 
loved him.” she said presently, “but 
do you think I could ever humiliate 

myself to do what you advise? It’s 
out of the question.” 

“Suppose he came back to you of 
his own accord, how then?” 

Olive shook her head decisively. 
“You don’t know him as I do, 

mother mine,” she replied quickly. 
“He used to say that we were a well 
matched pair, for both of us were as 

proud as Lucifer. And so we are. 

Each of us wants the other to speak 
first, and so we’re at a sort of dead- 

lock for ever and ever.” 
“In my young days,” returned Mrs. 

Bassett, “men were different. If a 

man loved a woman he put his pride 
in his pocket and did not pause to 

consider who should be the first to 

apologize for a fancied grievance. 
But that was 30 years ago,” she 

added, with a smile, “and times have 

changed.” 
Olive made no comment on this re- 

flection. She was thinking of the 

happy days which she had enjoyed 
with" Dick—of the long, delightful 
evenings at the theater, of the pleas- 
ant Sunday afternoons, of the myriad 
joyous hours that go to make up the 

courtship of^a man and a maid, and 

for a moment her eyes grew soft 

-\yith happiness. But soon the dull 

reality forced its way back into her 

brain, and she sighed heavily. 
That same afternoon Dick Beres- 

ford was lounging in the smokeroom 
of his club, feeling intensely de- 

pressed. Already he had had re- 

course to several drinks lo revise his 

drooping spirits, but these adjuncts 

I 

to gnyety did not produce the de- 
sired effect. 

“The stuff they sell at this club 

grows worse and worse,” he remarked 

savagely to his chum. Jack Ailing- 
ham, who sat in the adjoining arm- 

chair. “I shall really have to say 
(something about it in the suggestion 
book.” 

“Seems all right to me,” replied 
Allingham in a cheery tone. “There’s 

something troubling you, Dick, apart 
from the whisky. Come, out with it, 
and let’s see if I can help you.” 

Beresford was in that melancholy 
condition when a man seeks sym- 
pathy from the nearest available 
source, and, encouraged by young 
Allingham’s friendly manner, he de- 
cided to relate to that gentleman the 
incident in connection with Olive, lie 
therefore proceeded to do so after 
some little hesitation, whilst the 
other man listened with a half 
amused expression. 

“Well,” said Beresford at length, 
when the recital was concluded, 
“what do you think of the business?” 

“I think you’re a fool.” 
“Thanks for your candor, but your 

remark, whilst admirably forcible, is 

hardly helpful. I want your advice, 
not your objurgations.” 

“Advice! Great Scott, what’s the 
use of asking for advice? Isn’t the 
solution of the difficulty as plain as 

the head waiter’s hint for a tip when 
he's given you an extra bad day’s 
dinner? Write to the girl at once— 

«>r, ucurr uri at unvx, txiiv* 

'make it up.’ as the kids say.” 
“Allingham, I can’t do it.” 
“You won’t, you mean.” 
“Can’t or won’t, it’s all the same. 

When I was a boy I was thrashed for 
ten days running because 1 refused to 
admit that I was in the wrong, and 
I believe that the same old pride, or 

whatever it is, sticks in me still.” 
“Then the sooner you get it out of 

you the better, for that kind of pride 
causes more bother than half the 
other vices that flesh is heir to. Any- 
how, I’ve given my opinion, and you 
must take it or leave it, as our pawn- 
broking friends say.” 

“I’m afraid,” replied Beresford, 
slowly, “that I shall have to leave it.” 

The other man took up a newspa- 
per and said no more, whilst Dick 
Beresford followed his example. 
Languidly raising a copy of the Blade 
from the floor, whither it had fallen 
from the sleepy hands of a fellow 
member, he perused the columns of 
that journal with anything but ab- 
sorbing interest. 

His eyes roved listlessly from page 
to page, and presently he lighted 
upon that section of the newspaper 
known as the “Agony Column.” 
Presently his gaze became glued to 
the printed page, his heart beat like 
a steam hammer, and he leaped from 
his chair with a low cry of delight. 

“Hallo!” exclaimed Allingham, 
looking up sharply. “What’s the mat- 
ter?” 

But Dick hardly heard the words, 
and had he heard them he would not 
have waited to answer his chum’s 
question., Pacing in the direction of 
the hat room he flung himself into his 
overcoat, and then rushed down the 
club steps at breakneck speed. 

A hansom crawling westward 
stayed towards him. Dick jumped 
in and shouted to the driver to drive 
“like. Jupiter” to the address he gave 
him. 

All the way Dick was hugging the 
club copy of the Blade to his heart, 
and was murmuring to himself in a 

delirium of new-born happiness. 
“The dear, sweet little girl,” he 

muttered, “how good, how kind of 
her to make the first overtures, 
whilst I, like a stiff-necked ass, have 
been hanging in the wind, too infer- 
nally proud to say a single word of 
apology.” 

With these and similar reflections, 
the young man consumed the tedium 
of the long drive, and when at length 
the cab drew up at Olive’s door he 
leaped out with alacrity and flung 
the man half a sovereign. 

“I expect 'e's'backed a winner to- 
day,” thought the latter as he drove 
off. 

ne mam servant who openea ine 

door in answer to Dick's summons 

on the bell was a new arrival and did 
not know him. When, therefore, she 
inquired his name in order that she 
might convey it to her young mis- 
tress, he said abruptly: 

“Tell her simply that—er—there is 
a gentleman who wishes to see her at 
once.” 

This would give Olive a surprise, he 
reflected, and would be a more in- 
teresting method of return than the 
formal announcement of his name. 

With swiftly beating heart he waited 
in the spacious hall whilst the maid 
departed, but he had not long to wait, 
for, after a moments’ interval she 
tripped back and said politely: 

“Miss Bassett will see you if you 
will step into the library, sir.” 

Beresford followed the servant to- 
wards the room in question, and the 
girl, having thrown open the door 
and said simply: “Here is the gen- 
tleman, Miss,” retired to the base- 
ment. Olive, wondering whom her 
unknown visitor might be. advanced 
towards him, and then fell back a 

step or two. 
“Dick — Mr. Beresford!” she 

breathed. 

“My own darling!” he cried, as he 
took her in his arms and covered her 
soft cheek with kisses. “What Joy 
it is to be with you again. Forgive 
me for all my folly.” 

Olive could hardly speak for joy. 
That Dick should have come back 
to her now when she had abandoned 
all hope of seeing him again seemed 
to the girl wonderful, and a long 
pause ensued before she could trust 
herself to frame the first words. 

“It was I who was guilty of folly, 
not you,” she murmured, stroking 
his cheek gently; “it was I, all the 
time.” 

But Dick would not hear of this. 
He vowed that he was the original 
sinner, and that whatever blame 
there was in connection with the 

disagreement should rest upon his 
shoulders. Thus did the two foolish 
mortals wrangle in loving accents, 
and it was not until the affair had 
been compromised by each allowing 
the other to admit that perhaps there 
was a tiny measure of fault on both 
sides that Olive asked shyly: 

“Dick, dear, I—I want to ask you 
a question. 

“Bo on, my own pet." 
“What was*it that made you re- 

solve to—to come to see to-night?” 
A pi fueled expression swept over 

his features. 
“I could not very well have done 

anything else,” he made answer, 
“seeing that you hinted 1ha,t if l came 

back everything would be ull right 
again.” 

It was now Olive’s turn to look 
puzzled. 

“Hinted?—I don’t understand,” she 
murmured. “What hint did I give, 
Dick dear?” 

He smiled and placed his hands on 

her shoulder. » 

“Why, you little goosr,” he cried, 
“surely you haven't forgotten your 
sweet advertisement in the ‘agony 
column?’ 

“In the ‘agony column?’” 
She echoed the words with pained 

surprise, and it was obvious that he 
was speaking to her in the language 
of enigmas. 

“Yes; I came across it whilst glanc- 
ing at the Blade at my club this aft- 
ernoon, and you may be sure I lost 
no time in coming after that. See, 
here it is.” 

He pulled forth from his breast 

pocket the copy of the newspaper 
and pointed to an advertisement 
which ran thus: 

Dick—Forgive nnd forget. Perhaps 
I was wrong. Who knows? But let 

bygones be bygones and come soon to 

your sorrowing Olive. 
A mighty flush came into the girl’s 

cheek as she read the words. 
"Dick,” she breathed, “I—I never 

inserted that announcement, i ntu 

tips moment. I had never set my eyes 
on it, and I cannot for the life of me 

understand how it got into the pa- 
per.” 

“But I can,” he replied with flash- 

ing eyes, as he threw his arm around 
her slender waist and pressed her 
more closely to himself—“I can”— 

“You?” 
“Yes. The affair is simply the re- 

sult of a coincidence of names—a 

blessed and glorious coincidence. 
Some other couple, named respective- 
ly Olive and Dick, have quarreled, 
just'as we quarreled, and the Olive of 
the advertisement, like a good sensi- 
ble girl, was the first to say ‘come 
back.’ 

Olive nodded sagely. 
“Yes,” she acquiesced, “yes. That 

is the explanation.”—Chicago Trib- 
une. 

A KING COWHERD. 

Story of the Killer of Italy nnil of 

Ills 111 it kh ii in I iik and Democratic 

Manners. 

The king of Italy is one of the most 
unaffected of monarclis, according to 

Youngman’s magazine, and it is said 
that he always carries with him his 

simple and unassuming manners. 

A short time ago he was enjoying a 

country walk near Rucearigo, and, 
feeling very thirsty, he personally 
asked a peasant woman, who was 

milking a cow by her roadside cot- 

tage, for a glass of milk. 
“I can’t give you this,” said the 

woman, not knowing who it was that 
addressed her, “but I will fetch you 
one from the house.” 

The king joyously agreed, and 
minded the cow until she came back 
with the promised milk. When she 

returned, he asked her why no farm 
hands were about. 

“They’ve all gone to catch a 

glimpse of the king,” she answered. 
“Well, little mother, you can see 

him now,” replied the king, “and 

that, too, without leaving your 
work.” 

At this she laughed, thinking this 

democratic, simple garbed stranger 
was trying to jest with her. The 

king laughed, too, as he saw how 
she deceived herself. Then, pressing 
a coin into her hand for the milk, he 
sauntered off. 

Tempos Fngrit. 

An up-town woman recently went 
with some friends to Cape May by 
water, and became interested in the 

picturesque attire of .the weather- 
beaten features of an old chap in 
sailor tog's who boarded the boat at 
Chester. He spoke to nobody, but sat 
in his chair and gazed afar until the 

landing was in sight, when he arose, 
made a voracious inroad on the huge 
plug of “navy” he had been using on 

the trip, took from the folds of his 
blouse a huge telescope, and proceed- 
ed to sweep the horizon. Then he 

turned, doffed his cap, and courteous- 

ly passed the glass to the ladies. 
wiinn thoir rolurmul if DTiP tvf tllPBl 

-J 

remarked: 
“That is an excellent telescope, sir.” 

“Yes, miss—it be that,” he replied. 
“That there ’scope was given to me 

by Lord Nelson.” 
“Nelson?” repeated one of the 

ladies. “Why, lie’s been dead nearly a 

hundred years!” 
“Well—I’m—lilowed!” exclaimed the 

sad old tar. “’Ow the time do fly!” 
—Philadelphia Times. 

Testing the Sermon. 

The minister of a parish in a part 
of New England where doctrinal 

points are considered of great impor- 
tance says that his test of a satis- 

factory sermon is the opposite of 
that which is commonly applied. 

“My clerical friends in the city tell 
me that so long as their congrega- 
tions appear wide-awake and inter- 
ested they feel encouraged,” he said 
to a visitor, “but with me it’s differ- 
ent. 

“Of course I wish to interest the 

congregation, but if I look over to 
Deacon Drew’s pew, and then to 

Deacon Snow’s, and see them with 
their eyes closed and heads nodding, 
I feel that all is well. Just as surely 
as I discover them wide-awake and 
alert after I’ve been preaching fof 
ten minutes, I know that there’s 

'something wrong, to their minds, and 
that I shall hear what it is as soon 

as the service is over.”—Youth’s Com- 
panion. 

Narrow Escape. 
“Father,” said Tommy Jones, “how 

big a fish did you ever catch?” 
“I caught a catfish once, Tommy,” 

replied Deacon Jones, “that 
weighed—” 

The good man stopped short, 
looked fixedly at his youngest son 

and resumed in $n altered tone: 
“Tommy, this is Sunday.’^—N. Y. 
TT ornlrl 1 

GROW FAT ON FILTH. 

Foreigners Who Oppose All Health 
Office Edicts. 

Latin Settlement of San Franeiaco la 
Kepulaive in Uiilap'idation and 

Moral and Physical Ltrg. 
radatlon. 

[Special San Francisco Letter.] 

THERE are about 15,000 Italians 
in San Francisco, and about 
40,000 in toe state. They are 

the most numerous of the Latin 
races, the immigration to California 
averaging 4,000 a year. They strong- 
ly compete with the Chinese and Jap- 
anese, work as cheaply, live as eco- 

nomically and, like the orientals, 
send their surplus earuings to their 
homes. Orientals are prohibited 
from coining except iu specified in- 
stances, while there is no restriction 
to Italian immigration. During the 
last iiscal year 178,000 Italian immi- 
grants arrived in the United States— 
exceeding those of any other race. 

The Ghetto of San Francisco is the 
most extensive Latin settlement in 
the United States, and the most 
compact. The Ghetto is inhabited by 
Italians, Mexicans, Spaniards, Sicil- 
ians, Manila men, and a small sprink- 
ling of French and Portuguese. 
These Portuguese are from the Azore 
islands, aud the other classes of the 
Ghetto draw a line of social distinc- 
tion, which is unobservable to all save 
the dwellers in the Ghetto. The 
races of this Latin quarter live prac- 
tically apart, each nationality having 
its separate section, yet all are 
crowded within its narrow limits 
and economize space about as much 
as do the Chinese. The Ghetto cov- 
ers Telegraph hill, an eminence in 
the northeastern portion of the city, 
overlooking the bay of San Francisco, 
extending westerly. On the north- 
ern, southern and western slopes of 
the hill is the Ghetto. On the east 
is the bay. On the south the Ghetto 
is stopped from spreading by the 
business houses of the city, and 
further southward it runs against 

Ghetto is picturesque, but a near 

approach dispels the romance, espe- 
cially when one sees the week’s wash 

strung along a community line 
across a dark alley, the torn, tattered 
and patched apparel of all colors and 
nationalities fluttering in the wind, 
and two old hags in opposite door- 
ways hurling vile epithets at each 
other. The women seem to be always 
washing, and one wonders why 
Ghettoites never wear clean clothes. 

But the Garden of Eden was like- 
wise invaded; and the descendants of 
Adam in some ways are not much bet- 
ter than their ancestor, who stole the 
apple, and then made faces at his wife. 

However, their appearance on the 
streets is cleanliness personified, com- 

pared to the hovels in which most of 
them vegetate. A family of half a 

dozen live in an ordinary size single 
room. And in this they do their cook- 
ing. Passing along the streets at 
night, one hears an Italian woman 

thrumming “11 Trovatore” on a harp, 
and a Mexican senorita singing “La 
I’aloma” (The Pigeon), while her 
sweetheart accompanies her on the 
guitar. They are seated in a box-like 
front room called a parlor, or more 

likely on the front stoop. This looks 
romantic, and the visitor is charmed 
with what he terms “Bohemian local 
color.” The local color is less pictur- 
esque if one gets an inner view, where 
he sees numerous unwashed, ragged 
children, the old dame, fat and greasy 
looking, smoking a cigarette, and her 
lazy husband eating tortillas and 
drinking sour wine. And' as for the 
young Mexican beau who is thrum- 
ming the guitar, he has not, perhaps, 
two pairs of pantaloons to his name, 
nor a dollar in his pocket. So long 
as he can get money for cigarettes 
and an occasional drink of mescal, he 

I is content to pass his indolent life in 

j thrumming on the guitar. Mexican 
life is here seen as in the primitive 
Californian days, and the Italians and 
Portuguese live after the fashion of 
their ancestors in their native land. 

A visit to the Ghetto is like stepping 
into Italy, Mexico, the Azores, or into 
Breton, from which district the 

I French mainly come. These classes, 
! like the Chinese and Japanese, are not 

| of the better element, which does not 
I emigrate. The Italians come from the 

A ROOKERY IN THE GHETTO OF SAN FRANCISCO. 

the Chinese quarter, where it is again 
stopped, for the Chinese wall is too 

strong even for the Italians. On 
the northwest the Ghetto creeps 
along the shores of the bay to North 
Beach and under the brow of Rus- 
sian hill. This is their only outlet, 
but they are crowding the older set- 

tlers further outward, for no other 

peoples will live where the Ghetto 
extends its lines. The Italians most- 

ly are engaged in the fruit and fish 
canneries and in fishing in the bays 
and rivers. Also in the manufac- 
ture of their favorite macaroni and 
kindred dishes. In the canneries, 
gardening, and fishing for salm- 
on and shrimp, the Ghettoites 
are strQngly competing with the 
Chinese and have practically monop- 
olized these branches of industry. 

Like the Chinese, the Ghettoites 
do not assimilate with other races, 
and hence are not as desirable citi- 
zens, especially as comparatively lit- 
tle of the money they earn is invest- 
ed in this country. About 1,000 of 
these people are engaged in the fish- 

ery business in this city. From Fish- 
erman’s wharf they sail out each 

morning in their square-rigged ves- 

sels, flying a lateen sail from a sin- 

gle spar, and at night return laden 

FISHERMAN-S WHARF. 

with fish. They have a fishing camp 
near the wharf, and there dry and 

prepare their catch of shrimp for 
the market. They run their craft 

up into the lagoons and islets and 
fish out of season, where it is diffi- 
cult for officers of the law to find 
them. In this they# are as shrewd as 

the Chinese and are about as trou- 
blesome to the fish commissioners. 

The Ghetto is the oldest settled 

portion of San Francisco. The town 
was located at the base of the hill 
near the shipping, while the Latin 
element swarmed upon the hill. No 
traces of the early town remain, but 
the Ghetto is about as it was then, 
only much more extensive. Here are 

seen antiquated cottages, with high- 
pitched roofs, and overhanging eaves 

that nearly meet across the narrow 

alleys and almost shut out the sun- 

light, doors below the level of the 
streets, and others that are reached 

by narrow rickety stairways, filthy 
streets into which everything is 

thrown, regardless of the menaces 

of the superintendent of streets, and 
tenement houses with little or no 

ventilation, reeking with the odor of 

garlic, onions and decayed fish, and 
whose occupants resist all attempts 
of the health officer to purify the 

surroundings. From a distance the( 

more crowded districts, nearly all of 
them of the very lowest class, and 
some of them are criminals, or mem- 

bers of the Mafia, Carbonari and other 
unlawful societies. Very few of them 
can read or write, and they show no 

disposition even to learn English. A 
few of the more intelligent among 
them build tenement houses and cot- 

tages and soon become rich—for Ital- 
ians. These “nabobs” then move out 
of the Ghetto, or upon its borders, 
where they occupy cottages and live 
after the manner of their ancestors 
in their villas. They lend money to 
their poor brethren at illegal usurious 
interest. They have their own gov- 
ernment, or unwritten laws, like the 
Chinese have, and manage their affairs 
independently of our local laws. 

Occasionally, an Italian or Mexican 
is found dead from a stab in the back, 
in “Murderer’s alley,” which appro-f 
priately is in the rear of the county 
jail. The police know that it is the 
result of a vvendetta, and they go to 
some one of the “padronesi” for in- 
formation, or to the “king” of the 
Italian colony. This king, always a 
rich man, is informally elected by 
common consent, because of his finan- 
cial influence and his Hberality in ad- 
vancing money, frequently on slender 
security. When he becomes too op- 
pressive in demanding his own he is 
dethroned, and another “king” is se- 
lected. To him many of the disputes 
over wages and debts are referred, and 
settled without a lawsuit, just as the 
Chinese court of high justice settles 
disputes among its own people. 

The houses in the Ghetto are built 
on irregular lines, without regard to 
architectural beautv or convcnicnno 
Some extend into the street and oth- 
ers are pushed back as if attempting 
to hide from public view. Most of 
them were put up before street lines 
were run, and zig-zag up and down hill, 
flocking streets and alleys, and the 
owners refuse to permit streets to be 
opened by tearing down the rookeries. 
The Ghettoites resist all attempts to 
improve that part of the city. A park 
was laid out on the summit of the hill 
and an incline railway built, but the 
inhabitants resisted the innovation 
and this, together with the “Barbary 
coast” dance houses and thugs who 
waylay people in the dark alleys, dis- 
couraged visitors and no further at- 
tempts to open the Ghetto to improve- 
ments have been made. The Ghetto 
has no architecture, the “ruins” are 

not interesting nor picturesque, but 
are grotesque—even repulsive, in their 
dilapidation and dirt. But they are 

in harmony with the uncouth, lazy, 
superstitious people who inhabit them. 
It has no ambition for the future and 
it has no memories worth remember- 
ing. From its earliest settlement it 
was the most immoral and criminal 
portion of the city, and it so remains. 

J. M. SCANLAND. 

Hu Him on the Hook. 

Miss Ascum—Wasn’t that Mr. Bonda 
I saw you walking1 with last night? 

Miss Coy—Yes. 
Miss Ascum—He’s a landed freehold- 

er of the county, isn’t he? 
Miss Coy—Well—er—he isn’t quits 

landed yet.—Tit-Bits. 

Measurement. 
“Which do you think should be more 

highly esteemed, money or brains?” 
“Brains,” answered Senator Sorg* 

hum. “But nowadays the only way 
a man can convince people that he has 
brains is to get money.” ton 
Star. 

NOT IN CYCLOPEDIAS. 

Bill Arp Gives Confederate Daugh- 
ters Information They Seek. 

Give* the Xante* of Eminent I,<■«!*- 
lator* of the Civil War Period— 

The Mother* and Wive* of 
Our President*. 

A chapter of the Daughters of the 

Confederacy writes to me for a list of 
the Georgia senators and representa- 
tives who seceded in January, 1S61, and 
also for a list of their successors in the 
confederate congress. But few men 

can answer these questions, and in- 
deed, the answer is hard to find in any 
book. But these women are after in- 
formation that is worthy of preserva- 
tion in their archives and they will soon 

know more about the civil war than 
the men. 

Well, our state senators before the 
war w ere Robert Toombs and Ben Hill. 
Toombs made a withdrawal speech 
which was grand and defiant. 

Our representatives were Martin J. 
Crawford, Peter K. Love, Thomas J. 
llardemau, Lucius J. Gartrell, John 
YV. 11.Underwood, James Jackson, John 
Jones and Joshua Hill. All of these 
withdrew except Joshua Hill, who re- 

'i's. 
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The members of the first confeder- 
ate congress were Senators Ben Hill 
and Herschel V. Johnson, Toombs was 

elected, but had serious opposition and 
it irritated him so that he refused to 
serveand later on Johnson was elected. 
Toombs said: “The manner in which 
this trust has been conferred on me re- 

lieves' me of any obligation to accept 
it.” So he unsheathed his sword and 
went to fighting. The representatives 
elected were Julian Hartridge, J. C. 
Munnerlyn, Hines Holt, A. H. Kenan, 
David VV. Lewis, YV. W. Clark, .Robert 
i’. Trippe, L. J. Gartrfll, Hardy Strick- 
land and Augustus R. Wright. These 
are all dead. “Time cuts dow n all, both 
great and small.” 

A letter from another chapter wishes 
to know the maiden names of the 
wives of the presidents and the 
names of the mothers of the pres- 
idents. 1 tell you these women are 

in earnest. For centuries their sex 

has been under the ban. You 
can’t find a history or cyclopedia that 
tells anything about tbe'wives or the 
mothers of great men. and yet it is the 
mother who makes the man. George 
Washington’s father died when he was 

11 years old and his mother trained 
him and taught him and planted with- 
in him all those virtues that made him 
great—and yet there are but few of 
our American people who know' who j 
his mother was. I have three sets of 
standard cyclopedias, but only one 

meager mention is made in them of the 
mothers or wives of the presidents. 
Who knows anything about the moth- 
er of Webster, Clay or Calhoun? 1 
have found the maiden names of all the 
wives of the presidents and the names 

of all their mothers except those of 
Zachariah Taylor,William H.Harrison, 
Franklin Pierce, James Buchanan, R. 
15. Hayes and Hen Harrison. Maybe 
they had no mothers. Well, to begin: 

George Washington's mother was 

Mary Ball. His wife was widow Park 
Curtis, nee Martha Dandridge. 

John Adams’ mother was Susannah 
Boylston. His wife was Abigail Smith. 

Thomas Jefferson’s mother was Jane 
Randolph. His wife, Martha Wales. 

James Madison's mother, Fannie 
Taylor. His wife. Dollie Payne. That 
Fanny Taylor’s brother was grand- 
father to Zachary Taylor. 

James Monroe’s mot her, Eliza Jones. 
His wife, Elizabeth Kortwright. 

John Q. Adams had a grandmother, 
Quincy. Xo mother is named. His wife 
was Louisa Johnson. • 

Andrew Jackson’s mother. Elizabeth 
Hutchinson; his wife, Rachel Donel- 
son. 

Martin Van Buren’s mother, Mary 
Hoes; his wife, Hannah Hoes. 

William H. Harrison's mother not^ 
named; wife, Anna Symmies. 

John Tyler’s mother, Mary Armis- 
tead; wife, Letitia Christian. 

James K. Polk’s mother, Jane Knox; 
wife, Sarah Childress. 

Zachary Taylor’s mother, not named; 
wife. Margaret Smith. 

Millard Fillmore’s mother At as 

Phoebe Millard; he never married. 
Franklin Pierce’s mother not named; 

wife, Jane Appleton. 
James Buchanan’s mother not 

named. He was a bachelor. 
Abraham Lincoln’s mother, X'ancy 

Hanks; wife. Mary Todd. 
Andrew Johnson’s mother too poor 

KNEW HE COULD DO IT- 

Wonderful Nerve and Self-Confi- 
dence of n llnNebnll Player In a 

University Team. 

Some five years ago a group of col- 
lege men, in which were many mem- 

bers of the Yale and Princeton base- 
ball teams, was discussing the game 
of the next day, which was to de- 
cide the championship, relates the 
Albany Argus. “Slugger” Kelly, the 
hardest hitter on the Jersey nine, 
predicted in the course of the con- 

versation that he would get a home 
run in the.coming game. The Yale 

pitcher turned toward him and asked 
how ceitain he was of that home- 
run. Kelly replied that he was sure 

to the extent of $5,000, and the Yale 

pitcher remarking that he was 

convinced of the opposite to a like 

degree the two players shook hands 
on the wager, and went home to bed. 
During the first eight innings Kelly 
came to the bat five times, and five 
times he got his base on balls, the 
Y'ale man taking care to send in no 

ball that Kelly could touch. 
When the “slugger” came to the bat 

in the last half of the ninth there 
were two men out, and an eager tiger 
was hovering oft first base. Kelly 
knew that it was his last cbance to 
hit the ball, and as the first ball 
pitched catne flying down far to one 

side of the plate, the “slugger” 
stepped away across the rubber and 
his bat met the ball with a sharp 
crack. The next second the broken 
bat was lying on the ground, and Kel- 
ly was flying around the diamond. He 
reached home with the winning run 

about a second before the ball land- 
ed in the catcher’s hands and aB he 

! brushed the dust from his shirt he 
calmly remarked: “I knew I could 

j do it,” 
1 Without entering into the question 

and ignorant to name. His wife,'Eliza 
McCardle. educated him. 

U. S. Grant’s mother, Hannah Simp- 
son; his wife, Julia Dent. 

it. H. Hayes’ mother not named; hi* 
wife. Lucy Ware Webb. 

James A. Garfield’s mother wa» 

Eliza Ballou; his wife, Lucretia Itu- 

dolph. 
Chester A. Arthur’s mother, Mal- 

vina Stone; hi® wife Ellen L. Herndon. 
Grover Cleveland’s moth ex, Anne 

Neal; his wife, Frances Folsom. 
Hen Harrison’s mother not named; 

his wife was Miss Scott. 
William McKinley’s mother, Nancy 

C. Allison; his wife, ida Saxton. 
Now, of course, if a man can afford 

to buy the separate biographies of 
these men, though some have not been 
written, no doubt he could learn more 

about their mothers and wives, but not 
very much. We know but little con- 

cerning the mothers of Milton, Shakes- 
peare, Cowper, Hope, Gray, Johnson, 
Hood, Burns, Moore, Byron, Coleridge 
or any of the noted writers of England 
or Scotland. The idea seems to have 
been that women as a general rule 
were of no consequence—except to 
bear children and stay at home and 
nurse them. But that is not the idea 
now. Women are coming to the front 
and claim a more notable position in 
history and biography. Mrs. Do. Hurt, 
of Brunswick, has in press a book de- 
voted exclusively to the mothers of the 
notable men df Georgia, the mothers 
of our governors and statesmen and 
ministers and military heroes, and I 
know she will do justice to them. Some 
time ago a friend of mine died and as 

he was a man of some note, his son 

who is growing old, wanted to answer 

Mrs. Burt’s letter about his grand- 
mother, and he told me that he didn’t 
know anything about her—didn’t even 

know her maiden name. Be said that 
he never saw her, for she died when he 
was a child and he never heard his 
father say much about her. 

That has been the way, but it will 
not be much longer, for the elevation 
of woman to her proper position by the 
side of man and not beneath him, is 
rapidly coming on. This federation of 
woman’s clubs will assert woman’s 
rights. This recognition of woman 

has gained ground rapidly since the 
war. Before that our school-teachers 
were generally men and where we 

had women as assistants they were im- 

ported from the north. We had five 
in succession in our town. One by one 

they got married and we sent off and 
got another. Our well-to-do widowers 
took a liking to them, for our girls 
wouldn’t marry a widower and our 

y'oung men wouldn’t marry a Yankee 
school mistress. But since the war our 

own girls have gone to teaching and 
are found in every school room in the 
land. If they are more fit to teach our 

children than are the men, then why 
are they not better paid, and why are 

they not members of our school 
boards? 1 have known men to be elect- 
ed on school boards who couldn’t do a 

sum in the rule of three and didn’t 
know whether algebra was Latin or 

astronomy. Some of these same men 

are put on the committee to choose 
school books. School boards are not 
always elected for scholarship, but for 
sectarian influence and because they 
have an ax to grind. But this is enough 
for one letter. J hope the young people 
wall cut it out and paste it in their 
scrap books and keep it for reference 
so that when they are married and have 
inquisitive children they can answer 
these questions. Every young person 
should have a scrap book. One of our 

teachers was not long ago asking her 
scholars about Washington. “Who 

n ♦ <111 mn <iin n li rr r» lwil 11 n»i<vrir<» 

Washington?” and one of the boys 
said: “He was born on Mount Ver- 
mont.” xv little girl said: “No, it was 

Mount Vernon.” Another boy said: 
“He was named for the city, of Wash- 

ington,” and another said: “He was 

the father of all th£ country children,” 
and another said: “He cut a cherry 
tree down to git the cherries, and didn’t 
tell a lie about it and his father never 

licked him for it, but that night he had 
the colic mighty bad.” 

And here is a good kind letter of 
sympathy from a full-blooded Cherokee 
Indian, who writes from the Indian 
territory and says he was born in Mur- 
ray county and loves Georgia and her 
people. He asks about the Howells, 
and says his father knew the old man 

on the Chattahoochee and always said 
there was some good Indian blood in 
his veins. Well, they do look like it. 
I expect our Evan came sideways down 
from old Powhattan, just as my wife 
came from Pocahontas. Hello, Cousin 
Evan; we are kin.—Bill Arp, in Atlan- 
ta Constitution. 

of the morality of betting, that sort 
of spirit is what is needed to-day ?iy 
the man who wants to accomplish 
something. Not the conceit of the 
man who deludes himself with a 

magnified picture of his own abilities, 
but the calm certainty of the one 
who knows what he can do and in- 
tends to do it. The world trusts the 
man who trusts himself. 

Tommy's Peculiarities. 
“Where do yez keep the jam, mum?” 

inquired the new hired girl, who was 

trying to familiarize herself with her 
surroundings. 

“We keep it in different places,” said 
Mrs. Tucker, “until Tommy finds out 
where it is, and then we don’t keep it at 
all.”—Chicago Tribune. 

Probably. 
“It is a terrible storm,” said Dusty 

Dennis, crawling under the lumber 
pile, “and I think I have been bitten 
by a dog.” 

“Der are no dogs about, pard,” re- 
plied Timothy Ties. 

Dat so? Well, maybe it was de 
‘teeth of de gale.’ ”—N. Y. Herald. 

Why They Gave Her Up, 
Bacon—You say she hag just got her 

third divorce? 
Egbert—Yes, she is an enigma. 
“That is why her husbands gave her 

up, I suppose.”—Yonkers Statesman. 

Outride the Pale. 
Mrs. Brown—Charle^, why do they 

call it a bucket shop? 
Mr. Brown—Because, my dear, it ia 

outside the pale of respectable gam- 
bling.—Boston Transcript. 

He Pleaded Guilty. 
She—Did you ever countenance a 

lottery? 
He—1 es i I was best man at> ray 

brother’s wedding.—Yonkers States- 
man. 

■ iforiiliiai.w' a’-safodA.'j ■- ^ ̂  ■- ■' 
... 


