wthern Oregon, deep down in the

F".‘?‘.'I'Y miles south of Grant's Pass,
8
M4 Grayback—a

bowe

tim-
bered

mis of the Coast Rango—are
found the ‘..u:l st lidestone caves of the
world. The caves are resched from

Grant's Pass from the Korby stage road,

or by way of the beautiful and verdant
Wi ms Valley. In elther case the last
Tew ies to the lubyrinths must be made
over & mountalnons, wooded rall. through
& primeval district that fa but ltde
changod from what it was a half-century
ag>, when the ploneer goidhunters Socked
into th Nowhere

©n

1 more won-
g, more beautifel
stone labyrinths in the
back, yet they are com-
unknown except to thoss who

derful, more remarkabl
than H,—-" lime
heart of Old Oray
paraiively

live and dwell nesr them. When they
were first discovered they were kaown
s “Josephire -Cavee™ but in recent years
they hawve y to be called the “Great
Oregon Caves

A few years m3zo Elijah Davidson, a
hunter. pursued a bear through the SBouth-
ern Oregon mountains, shd, following it to

the

its den, was led into the mouth of

“Great \ From the small

opEning e wes led Davidson
of nNArrow pRssAges

tepths of the mountaln.
parmssges had the appearance
& cells cot into the snow-
ne and leading into unknown'
of darknese. The accident of
marked the discovery of the
while that was several years
are af yet unesplored exvept
llow depth.

south mde of Grayback Mountain

Dn
theé entrance 1o {he caves l» found. There

the

are two entrances, one above the other
and about 30 feet apart. Out from tha
lower entrance a stream Of water lssues

and goes babbling down the canyon. The
Unkling music of thie brook, the whinper-

! the wind through the boughs of the
e that stand sentine] at the mouth
caves, and the burking of the sguir-
the forest trees are the only
break the primeval silence of
¢ that surrounds the labyrinths,
terprising party has bollt & small
wer the lower entrance, scross the
of which s written In huge jet-
- ‘fdﬁ-'

Great Oregon Caves.
Thin together with the ladders that are
here and there on the ineide, are
the only !mprovements abiout the

caves. They lle Just aa Kature left them—
the perfection of beauty, the wonder of
the \i

;}'o two an trances really lead to tho
Gdistinot caves, though the explorer, if he
be an sdepl at such work, can pass from

one to the other in the Interior. After
cemploying a competent gulde and supply-
ing himself with an ample number of
toiches. or a good l=ntern, the axplorer

enters the Jower cave and finds himsel! in
a smalli ballway from which & countiems
nf nerrow tunncls amify into the
vn. Followicg one of these, he in
through passages hewn out of lme-

In many pmces thess are so low

, and again they will
higa enough to admit
ge of peversl carriages abreast.
into chambers, oeils
raverns A strong current of sir
pemses through these tunnels, making It
difficult to keep & torch lighted at times
and giving assurance of a corresponding
opening on the other side of the moun-
tein. This entrance to the caves, If there
ls such, has not been dlscovered gs yet.
The curremt of mir may be expinined by
the fact that thare has been found an
opening to an unexpiored cave in Dal
orte county., Cal. i mlles south, which
* poesibly be a distant entrance to the
“Greut Oregon Caves

As the explorer penotrates further into
the depthes of the labyrinths, he Lalieves
bimaci! entering the paince
world monarch. he light of the torches
reflects the gliatening beavty of the wails,
celling and cblumns of halla, chambers and
caverns, all of llmestone of purest white
and tke mo=t beautiful brilllancy. Bot {f
one sxpects bafore antering the caver to
the lonumerable bhalls and caverns
eled and shaped am the hand of men
uld have done them he will be sadly
dissppoluted, for there are ho sguare gham-
bers or halls In the caves Irregulurity
is munl‘ut evervwhere throughout them,
and In this particular they are unsur-
pansed. Thete are no parallel walls, and
but few wstraight ones, but corners are
everswhere. In every chamber are to be
found beautiful views of stalactites pend-
ent from the celling, and .standlng out In
bold relief againet snow-white walls of
limestone. In the Mght of the explarers
torch, the crystals on the walls and ocell-
ing sparkle and glitter ilke »o many dia-
maonds.

In the “Great Oregon Cawves™ there are
& mumber of Inturesting halls and cham-
bers, These are to be found at distances
of from one-half 10 one mile from the
entrance, and sre reached wfter much

squessing, climbing and slipping through

of an under-

»
nerTow pasmages, over tall boulders and
down Into gloomy depths that at first
seem bottomless, If the guide accom-
panying the explorer has been in the caves
several thmes before, ho will have a name
—and an appropriate gne, too—for sach and
ell of the various chambers and caverna
Who it was that first gave these names
i not known, but they am good ones
and should remalin unchanged., There ars
the “Devili's Banguet Hall, the “Queen's
Chamber,” ““Whits Reom." “Drapery
Room.” “Ghost's" Chamber” snd “'Old
Nick's Bedroom.”

The “Devil's Banguet Hall" % found
far back, about three-fourths of a mile
from the lower entrance. It s = large,
circular hall, 150 feet scross, with a domed
celling that stands ® fest from the floor
at the highest point. and from which
long and briliiant etalsctites hang Hhe
extravagant floral decorations. Om each
side of the !mmense room and oppouite
each other are the two arched satrances
to the great hall. Standing in one of
these entrances and gusing across with
uplifted torch, the explorer witnesses &
sight he will never forget. Beautiful, !'ﬂ
ewe-lnapiring and simost grewsame,
the spectacls presented. Boulders of llm-
stone and of all sizes and shapes are
strewn over the floor In reckiess eomfu-
sion, e If His Batanie Majesty had been
foreed to abandon and fles from his ban-
queting-pince In dira haste. The dlmmal
shadows from the fickering lghts leap
hither and yon about the walls and cell-
ing and impart a ghoullah, dance-lke as-
pect to the scome, titudes of lttle
sireamns trickis, down the walls and fll
the hall with rippling musde, pleesant for
deviis, porhaps. but mot at all such for
ruperstitious explorers. As one Jooks snd
listens, he ocan eaxily Imagine that the
devil is holding high cssnival in his favor-
1te banguet ball. One can ses the myriad
Mttie !mps a2 they caper hither and yom
in and out of the many dark recesses of
the great hall. The dancing devils the
tinkling music, the dull, distant roar as of
an underground cataract, soon gives the
explorer snough of the “Devil's Banguet
Hall” and he makes his retreat leaving
the Impe to their eternal midnight dance
and frolic.

The “Quesn's Chamber” is another of
the remerkable apd besutiful rooms of the
“Great Orogon Caves.” This ls a spacious
ball, well
From the oelliing of this room, a8 in all
the other chambers of the cave, countless
stalsctltes depend, and from the needle-
like polnt of each of thess a mingle drop
of waler hangs and clings and glitters
like & huge solitalre dismond. The celling
to the "Queen's Chamber,” hung with Its
countiess ataiactites and thelr glittering
points, reminds 6ne of & huge Arctie
grotto, thickly hung with snow-white
lclcien,

The walls of the "“White Room™ are
hung with griceful festoons arranged
all sorts of fantastic shapes. ‘Theaw
pure white, and are in rows one above the
other from the foot of the wall up teo
where the celling forms an lrregular dome
abave.

From an artistic point of view it would
be bard for one to chooss bDetwesn the

worthy of the name given IL*

“White Room" and the "ﬁnmry Room.™
the next chamber of intereat in the lime-
stone palace. It Is very muchk ke the
"SWhite Room.™ save in ths manner of the
srmagement of lts decorations. Here wo
find, instead of the regular rows of fes-
toons, massive draperies, curtaipes and
m No artist could have arranged
thess draperies more tastefoliy than Na-
ture bheare hes done. So natural 4o they
eppoar, one ia almost templed to draw
the folde and ser what is behind,
The "Ghost Chamber”’ derives Its pamae
from ths presepice of one especially lxrge
stajactite that jooma wup white and
shoatly In the center of the room when

ths exploter first entere. Over the floor i

are strewn s confusion of boulders and
stalagmites. In this room the dripping
:ﬁﬂ- fromm the strlectites sesms o

been more repid, for the chumber
contsias a number of solid columna resch-
ing from the foor to the geillag that have
boen formed by the coasclems drip, drip,
of the lHme-‘mpregnated water m the
ﬁu of the stalactite above. Thls end-

process has slowly lengthened them
til they have met balf way and formed
2 wolid column from the flcor to ‘the
calling

Wea next go to "0id Nick's Bedroam.”
It f» bere, presumably, bis astanle
majesty retives after bis hours of revelry
In the danguet hall. Ons cannot heip
but sdmire “Cid Nick's” choloe of & bed-
chamber, for |t Is doubtful. it he could
bave found a prettier, more handpome
room o wiish to pass his hours of re.-
pose—if indeed he has amy. Gracetul,
tastefully armnged purtaina hang over
the bed—ot the place one Iimagines the
bed ought to be; the bed 19 probably thers
but it belng a devils bed it &= of course
invisibie to the human eye,

Just how far these caves have been
penetrated with the winding panssages ex-
plored, Is not known, but probably no ex-
ploring party has ever goae forther than
one mile into thelr depths. Distanee in
the “Great Oregon Caves™” ls something

| that cannot be measured with accuracy.

The subterranean possages wind in and
out, and tugn and twist with endless
variations. From a single room ogf hall,
a half-doxen low and parrow passages
may ramify. Some of thess openings
lead out Into other stone-walled. stone-
celied, mnow.while apartments; some,
after describing a curve, or after mak-
Ing many ahort turns, and aoute angles,
return to the same room. Bome of e
openings Jead down te unknown depths,
while others lead to passages aloft. Be-
yond any doubt the mountain is one vast
hanercombd of limestone, and many years
will pass before the caves are completely
explored, In thuth they may never be,
For any party of explorers (o enter the
caves without a competent gulde would
be 2 very -laky undertaking. Onee falrly
entangied in the Intricate labyrinth of
rooms. chambers and tunaels, the ex.
piorer would become hopelemsly bewild.
ered and might wander for days and
gr even months withaut finding
the way out of bis moustaln prison.
are some peoplec who conecedo that
caves were, in prebistoric time,

=

the abiding place of human beings, of a
strange people whn lived in the time aof
the Cave Dwellew' Age. 1t this were
true It would searn thit there would be
some relic left of such a people, but of
this there s nn:i‘.inx.

It is teo bad the “Great Oregon Caves™
are so littie known. Thay
If not & greater satural wonder than the
ar-famed Mammnth Cavea, of Kentueky.

|
|

are as groat, '

They should be owned by the state and
sot aslde as n. publlc park. BHetter roads

should be bufit to them, and some ac-
sommodations ond convenlences pre-
pared for the tnurists who wvisit them,
They are one of the 4mportant features

that deserve to make Oregon the greatest
state in the Unlon,
DENNIS H. STOVALL,

Orant's Pass, Cregon.

THEIR SEPARATE WAYS

BY JOHN FLEMING WILSON

AYNARD MATTHEWS brushed
M the cigarette ashes from his walst-

coat and held the letter closer to
the light. Ths angular sceript depressed
Bim with ita suggestions of former meés-
magee. He i not like to be reminded too
concretely of the when WS
blindly foollsh. But he was thankful
that she had not used his name Iin her
mignature, Panchita had sounded sweet
In the hours of iliuston; Panchitm Mat-
thews would have simply been ans-echo
of the clalm that he hated.

Bhe had serawied only n few words,
but they conveyed more than he cared to
determine. To abandon his founlish wife
had been easy, #o free from legal imped-
iment that he was uncomfortable from a
pense of having missed
which §s fortified by opposition. He re-
read the sentences aloud. The appeal
provoked him. Why couldp’t he drop
that purt of his lifo entircly?

He tossed the jetter into the waste-
basket and took up a note that held far
pleasanter suggestions. It ran:

My Dear Mr. BMatthewn—Tou wern kind

days bhe

tha self-regpoct

(L A

enough to palk If 1 would not go with you ta |

that funny garden some tims. Mamma thinks
Thursday zight wouild suit perfectiy.

If you will call for us as early =» § o'clock
ws shall be ready.

I am curfous to ses the amusemenis of the
other half. Faitkfully, EDITH TRIANNOX.

Tussdny.

This note he dwelt over contentedly. It
was Thursday evening, snd be had a
comfortabls time in which to reach the

housa. As he dreased himself the know!
ege that Edith Triannon was
with him a piace where the “other halr
amused [tself seemed (o gently purify
his own recollsctions.

The garden reeited with tobacco smoke
undor the glare of the calcium Ilghts,
Huddles of men and woemen chattered

to wislt '

and laughed and shrieked with plercing |

appreciation of the performance. As
things went on, tha groups merged Into
one body of tumultuvous satisfaction.
The thres, quite far up om one side,
peamed left a lttle lalet of nedpteness and

respectalility amid this slemental effo-
elvencas, And Maynard Matthews failt
with ematisfactory wvividness that Edith
Triannon and her mother were drawn
closer to him In distinet though tasit
congeniality. It was almost the soclal
convergence of three Eurocpeans among
shvages: and his sense of thelr Incress-
ing dependence upom him as the only
membder of their own clasa was very be-
guliing.

Act after act eame on and passed out
in applause. Matthows looked over his
gaudy programme. He was undecided
whother to riak further developments In
the knowledge that the spectators ware
lapsing Inte a freer mood every momest.
But the fesling that ths mage obtrustive
the wvulgsrity on the stage the more
marked his associntlon with the falr ginl
at his side determined bim. He perfunc-
torily Inquired of Mra. Triannon whether

she wizhed to leave, and her polite eva-
slon he accepted as permisilon to stay
through,

“The other half seems to be enjoying
he remarked to his campanion.

Ehe smilled brilllantly. “It's worth see-
ing. Thelr keen pleasure lessens the
pense one has that It is all s0 common.
Anyway, I suppose, it's human.*

“A dangerous sentiment.' he responded,
“but very kindly.™

“Kindly? Why, Mr. Matthews, do you
know I almost fesl an though I could en-
joy this—] mean the acts on (he stage—
just as these people do. Am I horribly
primitivaT™

He glanced at her appreciatively.
“Your primitiveness is seductive,” he re-
plled with quilet qdm!rullun “and It has
the effectiveness of art”

She was sllent without peproof. Almost
before® be had interpretad hegp atiltude
nhe touchod his srm gently and|frankiy
laughed. 1 wonder If that is the art
you refer to?"

He turned his eyes upon the stage and
then swiftly bemt over his programme.
The band had plunged into a swift walts,

\

and & woman in pink skirts was execut-
Ing bher preparatory steps. She might
haveronce bosn graceful, perhaps pretiy,
but age and hard living wers deep In
every line of figure and faoce Palnt and
make-up could cover but mot conceal
The mechanical leer, the coy pose, the
dalicate sinuosmily of her art were a
biatant mockery. But the crowd accept-
od It cheerfully, if not with appiause.
As she whirled into the full swing of |
ber dance, Matthews felt an unutterable
repulsion strring within himn He felt &
personal Intent in the ghastly simper,
and ths soft padding of her fect on the
bonrds settied Into a hateful rhythm
Suddenly he was aware that Edith Tri-
anpnon was bending toward him:. her [}
bresath was on his cheek as ha heard her
whisper softly: “Ol! how pltiful! she is
an old woman!™

He looked at EMth with new adora-
tion fresh In his eyes. The compassion
seeméd dlvine, and he was agaln beyond
the reach of the stage, Impregnable to
the. moeckery of the dancing girl and the
memories of his youth.

Yet the old sensation of Insecurity re-

turnsd ‘whén his companion once more
bant towsrd him, this time to see the
programme. He pointed to the place

with his fingey, and she read aloud: “The
Spanish Blaters. But thers ip only one,"”
she objected.

His angwer was a gesture to the stage |

Advancing inte the glsre of the foot- |
lights cafhie & Uttle girl dressed precise- |
Iy as the other, szcept that her seanty [
glothes were bige. The childish form, the |
simple hands and innocent yos met thelr
it reception o a hush throug t the
garden. The bedizensd woman drew the
Httle ome to her asids, and they made
their how. Than the band doshed Into
a fix and the {{l-assorted pair started to
dance. The eyes of the woman no loager
rolled upon the spectators, and her lips
no longer forced a mechanical leer, for
all her sttention was fixed upon the lit-
tls one swinging by her side 8o they
stopped;: the withered by the dewy. the
hardened by the imnocent; snd while the
soft brown eyes under the shaking curl
took their cue from her, the woman's
peintad lips parted in & tender amile and
an expresalon of utter affection mantled
her face.

As these two rose and fell to the strains
of clashing music, Edith Triannon's hand
reated peatly on Matthew's srm  Her
swift Intultion was unraveling the
tangied knot of two lives. When she was
sure, It broke from her Impetuous lips
Her companion hJeard the words as In a
dream: “They are mother and daughe
“‘ll

He gave no d;'n that he had caught her
meaning, and sat dully watching the
scene befors him. Edith Triannon im-
percepiibly withdrew her hand froms his |
arm and, though apparently uncenscious
of her act he accepled the omen of fete.
They sat spart, and they both felt that
betwgen them irresistibly rolled the tide

sion. She was very nrar hm In troubled
sympathy He was passing fro hae
world, and she wanted almost with jeal-
ousy o know where his piih led. He felt

| her nearness, and under the purification
of it he saw quite clearly the truth. “I
am going to my little daughter.”

They rose together, and Edith Triannen
looked from the baby girl on the stags
to the man by her side. With a woman's
impulse, she bared her heart to him for
one instant: *“You m=ast go Good-by=,
But . « 1 can’'t Do . Jealous of

of the man's past life. & tide impassubie
foreaver.

With a hasty sxcuse, Matthews rose
and left them When he returned
ths dance neared Its close, and the eager
crowd walted to applavd. An ushor
pushed hizx way up the alsile bearing =
huge bouquet. Reaching over the foot-
lights, he hald out the flowers to the Nt
tie grl The music dled away, and with
& glance at her mother she stepped glee-
fully forward and recefved them. In the '
hand-clapping that followed Edith Tri-
annon watched the baby dancer. az she
beld out the bouquet 1o her mother, The
Intter smilingly ahook her head, then,
with a swift cutstretching of the hand
plucked out of the heart of the Howwers
a slip of paper.

Ard as the mother in her tawdy finery,
forgetful of the applauding crowd. rend
the message, her brown-eyed daughter
buried her hot little face In the sweet-
amelling flowers and watched her won-
deringly.

The band repeated the open!
of their dance. and mother and daughter
swyng through the fijgurss aguin. The
smile was gone from the woman's face,
and under the paint Edith Triannon de-
tected wea

ng straina

tae riness

of one who hgs
reachad the goal. She turned to her coms
panion with words on her lips. He was
gazing with a new light In his eyes upon
the child. Edith 4l not epeak, but with
qulet Insistence she lald her hand on his
AErin.
When he turned around and met her
eyes she smiled saftly throug! her tears.
“It Is very near to us—the other half—

fan't tT—sometimen T

He throw back his head as a swimmer
who gives up the struggle. e looked at
her with purilled adoration, then with an

indication that ¥ she could follow,
and yielding her the final homage of
atmplicity, he turned his eyes to the
stage and sald: ]I sm going back W
the other half—where 1 belong.™
Not ignorant that he had interpreted
her own attitude, but ecurious to know
the moving [mpulss, she bent a littla
closer to him and asked lightly, l[‘.-\ulh
her eyes bellsd her volee: “Where 4o
you go on your return to the
to the other half T

His guzs rested quistly on the paintsd
dancer and the tiny form by her sida.
He hesitated aa for the possible express-

your daughter.”

They looked Into each othor's eyes for
a triumphant moment, a mute [ rrnrll
before they went thelr separate wa

JOHN FLEMING WIL ‘1--\

PHILOSOPHER DOOLEY'S LETTER

WORK BY THE POOR AND SPORTS OF THE RICH
AMOUNT TO THE SAME THING

HARD time th' rich have
frin* Nfe, said Mr. Dooley.

“A
“I'd thrade with thim™

Mr. Hennesay.
"wl wnd not,”" ssid Mr. Dooley. ~ Tis too |
much like hard wurruk. If I lver got hold
v a lttle mound v th' money, divvie th* *
bit iy hardship wud I Infict n

in- |

said |

mrn:.f
I'd set on o lerge Turkish sofa an’ havée
dancla’ girlg dancin' an’ a man folin or-
chestres playin’ to me. 1 wudden't move

s step without bein’ earrid. 1'd go to bed

with th' lark an’ get up with th' night- |

watchman If anny wan sugge phys-

feal exercine to me I'd give n ) o

go away. I'd hire a prizefight to do
a pedesthre

me fAghtin® r me, do
me walkin', a jockey to do me i
& colledgz pro-fissor to
Here I'd =e¢t with a naygur
with osterich feathers, lookin'

to

th
nit

do me
far
ca'miy out

through me stailhed gloms windles on th'
rollin’ mills, smokin’ me gond 3-cint seo- |
gar an’ reficln’ to know how bad ye mue’ |

be feelln’ ivry time ye think v me
hoorded wealth.

“But that ain't th’' way [t comes ouf,
Hinnlssy. Higgins, th' miliylonalre, had
th' same !dee o8 mo whin he wes begin-
nin’ to bread money with s dollar he
ownded an’ & dollar he took fT"m some
wan that'wasn't there a} th' time. Whils |
he was hammerin’ hoops om a barl pr
dhrivin’ pege into » shoe, he'd stop wanst
in & while to wips (' sweat off his brow |
whin th’ boms wasn't lookin' an' he'd sxy
to Rimellf: ‘If I Iver get It T'll have &
man wheel me around on s chalr’ But
as his stadble grows an’ he herds large
dhroves down to th' bank lvry week ha
changes his mind, an’ whin he's got
endugh to injye Iife. as they may, he
finde he's up amainst It His throubles
has just begun. I know In his heart
Higuina’' idecl Iv jazury ls enough huck-
wheat cokes an’ & cosy corper in 4 Turk-
jsh bath, but he ean't inlye It He mus
be up an’ doin’. An' th' om'y things anny
wan around him fs up amd doin' i» th' )
things he used to get pald fr f'r doin’
whin he was & Yyoung man,

“Arly in th' mornin' Higgina hoa got
to be out exerciasin’ a horses to keap th'
horse in good health, Higgins has no
busiaess on a horse an’ he knows it. Ha
was bullt an’ [dyecated Cr a cooper an'
th’ horse donm’t At him. Th' nachral way
r Higginz to ride a horpe ls o set well
aft ap’ hang onto th' earm But he's tol

that'sa wreng an’ he's mades 1o set up |
straight ‘an’ be & pgood fellow an’ meel
th’" horse haif way. An' If th' harse don't

run awayswith Higgine an’ kil him. he'a
tol" it's pot & pood horme an’ he ought
to esll §t. An', mind vo, he pays Tr that |
though he ecan't help raymimberin’ th'
man nex' dura fr*m him-used to get tin
doliars & week I'r th' same, Job.

“Whkin be was & jyoung man, Higzina
knowed & fellow that dhruy four horees |
'r & brewery. They pald him well, bat
he hated his job. He wveed (o come in at
night an’' wish his parents had made him
a eooper an' Higgirs pitled ks, knowin’
he cuwmiden't get out a ife Insurapce pol-

fcy an' his wife was scared to death all |
th' time. Now that Hlggins ha= got th’
money, he's took th' bhrewery man's joo |
with worse horses an' him barred fr'm |
dhrivin’ with more thin wan hand. Axn'
doed he get annything v 1t? On th' con-

th'ry., Binnlssy, It satz him baczk a large |
forchuns. An' he says he's havin' & good |
time, an’ If th' brewery man come along !
an' feit sorry f'r him, Higgina wudden't |
exactly Enow why.

“Higgins has to =all & yacht, raymim-
berin’ how ke deaplsed th’ Swede sallors |
that used to loaf in th' mlioon aear hia
house durin’ th' Winter; he has to run
an autymobill which & th' same thing
aa dhrivin® a throlicy car on & windy day
withaut pay; be hax to play goM which
fs th" panme thing as bein’ a postman with-
out & dacint anlform; he has 0 play ten
nls which s another wurtud 'r batin' a
carpet; he has to race horses which Le
th' sams thing ss beln' s bookmaker with

W' ohances again' ye: h2 has to go
abroad which s th' l

same thing as beln’

Newpyt an’ won handily with about tin
sguare feet to spare. He was pobly as
sisted be Regynald Van Btinyvant, who
acted s= his hod carryer an” displayed all
th' agility which won him =0 much ap-
plause arller in h' year

" *The' Pickaways carred o all th* hon-
ors In th' sewer-dlggin’ contest yeoester-
dah, defeatin' th' Bpadewells be flve wiles
to wan. Th' shovel wurruk Iv Cassidy, th*
banker, was apicially noticeable. Th' eol-
ors v th’ Pickaways was red flannel un-
| dharshirts an' éark brown trousers,

“ ‘Raycreationa Iv rich men: Jawn W.

a five days’ shinglin® contes: at Narragan-
| sett Pler. Géorge Gold i= thralnin® f'r
th' Autumn plumbin’ {imkanny Mitehl-
gan avnoo s tore up Irm Van Buren
ethreet to th' beit ilne in priparation Cr
th' contest in sthreet layin' belween mim-
bers iy th™Assocyation Iv More-Thin-Rich
| Spoorta Th' siedge teams Is completed,

| Bure, I s'pose th' ratson a rich man can't

“No, sir, what's 2 rich man's rayecre-
| ation = a poor man's wurruk. Th" poor
sr-re.th' on'y people that know how to
| infye wealth. Mo !dee v setiln” things
athraight s to have th' tich who wurruk
becauss they like it do th' wurruk Or
poor who wud rather rest. 1'll b

it if you called it & spoort an” tol' him
| th' first man'to th’ dump wud be entitled
110 do it ever agaln agalnst sthronger
men pex’ week. Wud yo give him a tin
cup that he cud put his name on? Wud
ye Hinnissy?T I'm sure ye wod™

“Why do they do 17" asked JMr. Hen-
nessy

“lI dionaw.” sald Mr. Dooley, "onless
it ils that th' wan great object Iv Ivry
man's life s to get tired enough to sisep,
Ivrything seems to be some kind Iv wur-

| do ™

| Havrs we ant all,

- We always may be what we might have heen,

an !mmigrant; he has to s«t up Inle which
is th'same thing as be a dhr 1
an' he has to piay ca tha m s
nows how, ch Is th' same thing as
:wi. a sucker.

“He takes his good times hard, Hin-
nlemy A rich man at spoort s 3 Kind
iv nonunlon laborer. He don'l get wages
f'r it an" he don't dhrive as well a8 &

milkman, ride as well as a stableboy, shoot

as well s a pollsman, or autymoblll as
well s th' man that runs th' steam ral-
ler. It's a tough life. They no rest
'r th' rich an’ weary, We" i
in th* paapers wan Iv these day

Higgine, th" runner up in [as
peenship, showed gr-reat |
this year's brick-layin® ¢t

Gates an’ J. Plterpont Morgan ar're to have

but a few good tampers an’ wather men

is needed.’
“An' why not, Hinnlasy?

1f ‘tis fun to

wurruk why mot do wome rale wurrak?
If "tis spoort to run sn autymoblll, why
not run a locymotive? If dhrivin® a horss

in & cart s & game. why not dhrive
{lvery wagon an’ carry 1hings arot

undberstand why wages sbhud go higher s
becaum th' rich can't see why amnybody
shud be pald rr annything so nmusin' as
wurruk, [ bet ye Higgins !s wondherin’
at this moment why he was pald so much
v puttin’ rings around & bar'l

happy

th' day I see wan Iv th' Hankerbilt
In' ye'or little go-cart up th'
while ye set in th' shade

choor him on his way. I'm

a threa an'
sure bhe'd do

ruk. Wurruk ls wurruk If ye're paid to

an’ It's pleasure {f y= pay to be

allowed to do 10"
{(Copyright,

1902.)

From “A Legend of Provence.™
ambd Ife s pe
Bome pure i3eal of a aobis life
That onee scemed possible? Did we not hear

tly sirife,

The figtter of ity wings, and fesl [t nemr,
And just within our rvach? It was, And yet
We lost it in this dafly jar and fret

And pow lve idle In a2 vague regret
But atlll our plaoe s Eept, and 1t will
Ready for us to il I, scon or Iate:
Ko star s sver lost we once have seen,

wail,

Since Good, though oaly has life and
breath,

Gof's life—an always be rede-med

And #vil. ia s nature, is decay

And any hour can blet It all away:

The hopes that lost In soma {ar distancos sewm,

May be ths trues life, and th's the dream.

—Adelalds A Proctor.

ihought,

from deathy




