BETTER T0 WEAR OUT

Man Who Retires With Ample Fors
tune and Allows Himself to
Rust Out,

ENTERS A LIFE OF MISERY.

Loses His Hold Upon the Social snd
Business World and Rapidly
Goes Down Hill.

The average young man makes up
his mind that at 50 or 60 years of age
he will retire and take things easy for
ithe rest of his days, says a writer in
the Dundee Courier. The average
young man makes a great mistake, It
is far beter to wear out than to rugt
out. To the young man work is a
drudge, a necessity to keep him alive.
In middle age work is an accepted
thing, and we are used to it, and feel
rather the better for having occupa-
tion. In old age work is a necessity
to keep the mind and body youns.
There is secarcely a more miserable
spectacle than the man of 50 or 60
who has retired with ample fortune.
He loafs around the house. Goes from
one club to another. Gets lonely.
Feels blue. He tries to kill time in
the day looking forward to the meet-
ing of his cronies in the evening. The
cronies are busy in the daytime and
they have engagements and pleasures
in the evening, so that our retired
friend seems fo be in the way. He
finds that the anticipation of retire-
ment was a pleasure, and that the
realizations is a keen disappointment.

“There is nothing,” says Carnegie,
“absolutely notning in money beyond
a competience.” When one has enough
money to buy things for the home,
for his family comfort and enjoyment,
when he has sufficient income to take
care of himself and family, surplus
dollars do not mean much.

The business man should prepare
for his future so that if ill health
overtakes him he may have the where-
with to surround himself with com-
forts, travel and the best of care. The
man who enjoys pleasures of the home
and friends, who {trains up young
blood to take hold of the business,
who travels and enjoys himself as he
goes along has the right idea. We
must learn to enjoy life now instead
of waiting for te-morrow, for to-mor-
row may never come. The man who
cashes in, puts his money in bonds
and retires from all work goes down
hill quickly and feels he is of no use
in the world.

The farmer who moves in town to
live on his income is a sorry individ-
ual unless he has a garden and chick-
ens, or buys and sells farms, or occu-
pies his time with work of some kind.
The retired, non-working farmer who
has moved to town gets up in the
morning, goes to see the train come
in, whittles a stick, loafs at the hotel
or store, goes to the next train, talks
of his rheumatism, goes to bed at 8§
o'clock, and the next day goes through
the same rigmarole. Occupation is
the plan of nature to keep man happy,
so0 when you have all the money you
need have some occupation or hobby
to oceupy your time. The man who
retires from any active work is mere-
ly counting the days until he dies:

When old age comes) and your body
or brain won't let you do or eare for
as much as vou could in your younger
days, then get lighter work or lighter
Cares. .

Keep busy, if it is only raising
chickens or gardening, or studying
astronomy or botany. Keep at it as
long as you can. Die in the harness
instead of fading slowly away. Cul-
tivate the reading habit in vyour
younger days that it may be a pleas-
ant occupation when your legs and
hands grow feeble with age.: When
you quit work or occupation of some
sort then life has no beauty for you.

WHAT IS THE ANSWER?P

There Are Four Heasons for Opposi-
tion to Parcels Poxt.

What is the answer? There fsn't
any one answer; but the parcels post
is one of several answers, Collier's
says. . Everybody Kncws now the old
story. When John Wanamaker was
posimaster-gencral, some one asked
him why he-didn’t have a parcels post
like every other civilized country? He
said there are four reasons: The first
is the Wells-Parzo Express Company,
the second is the American Expres:
Company, the third is the Adams Ex.
press Cempany, the fourth is the Unit-
ed States BExpress Company. Every
once in @ while our uls in Europe
write to our government telling how
the parcels pust wor s in Euiope. |n

Senator Platt’s day (Sinaler 2Slatt was
once LI (§ nited, State
Express il ad to, hayi
such rej rem the pub-
He: rem H. 8.
Culver ¢on-ul at Cork,
Ivelan’ as printed in
the et
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girth., Eggs, tish, meat, frult, vege-
tables, glass, crockery, liquids, butter,
cheese, etc., may be transported by
parcels-post.”

if we had the parcels-post in this
country the farmer could ship one or
five or ten pounds of butter, or a few
dozen eggs, or a peck of potatoes; or
a basket of apples, to his individual
customer in the city, and avoid the
middleman. Fishermen in the north
of Scotland send fresh fish to the Lon-
don market this way. Also, if we had
the parceis-post system in this coun-
try, the express companies would
quickly reduce their rates and stop
paying 800 per cent dividends.

Hugo and the Darber.

When Vietor Hugo lived in Paris in
the Palais Royal he used to be shaved
by a barber named Brassier. A friend
of the poet asked the barber one day
if he was busy. “I hardly know which
way to turn,” was the reply. “We
have to dress the hair of thirty ladies
for soirees and balls.,” And M. Bras-
sier showed the list to his friend. A
few dayvs after the friend returned and
inquired about the thirty ladies. “Ah,
monsieur,” said the barber, sadly, “I
was not able to attend half the num-
ber, and I have lost many good cus-
tomers through M. Victor Hugo.” It
appears that the poet when about to
be shaved was suddenly inspired and
seized the flrst piece of paper he could
find to write a poem. Hugo hastily
left the shop with his unfinished
verses, on the back of which were the
names and addresses of the thirty la-
dies, many of whom waited in wvain
for their coiffeur.
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The third municipal census of
Buenos Ayres, now being compiled, Is
expected to give that eity a population
of at least 1,285,000.

Brass may be given a color resem-
bling pewter by boiling it in a cream
of tartar solution containing a small
amount of chloride of tin.

New York is experimenting with
street cars driven by electric motors
which get their power from gas en-
gines mounted below the floors of the
cars.

Though blessed with the most fer-
tile soil and most favorable climate in
the world, the United States produces
less wheat per acre planted than Eng-
land, Germany, or Holland.

A model electric engine, built by
Thomas Davenport, a poor blacksmith
of Brandon, Vt., and operated on a
small ecireular track in 1834, probably
was the first electric railway in the
world.

A bit of primeval yew forest about
half a mile square is carefuly pre-
served in the Bavarian highlands of
Germany, the tree, once widely dis-
tributed, having become almost extinet
‘in Europe.

The amount of fertilizing matter
brought down by the River Nile from
its source every year is estimated at
100,000,000 tons— enough to cover a
road from the earth to the moon six-
teen feet wide by two and one-half
inches deep.

The Bell Telephone Company is to
adopt in New York the plan developed
by independent companies in Buffalo
of attaching pay-station telephone-hox-
es to street poles, after the model of
police call-boxes. It is said that little
inconvenience is caused by the roar of
traffic in the street, because the head
of the operator can be introduced into
the box so as practically to shut out
the extraneous noises.

During 1908 Peru and Panama offi-

cially adopted the world system of
standard time based on the meridian
of Greenwich, and it is expected that
in consonance with a resolution of the
Pan-American Scientific Congress the
Latin-American countries generally
will adopt this system. It was the
expressed wish of the congress that
the new system should become effect-
ive from Jan. 1, 1910.+ Time signals
upon this system are now sent out
without cost by cable and wireless
telegraphy throughout the American
continent. The whole globe is divided
into hourly belts, starling from the
meridian of Greenwich.
. The chairman of the chemistry sec
tion of the Arerican Association. for
the Advancement of Science, Professor
Lonis Kahlenberg, dwelt, at the recent
Boston meeting, on the importance of
recognizing that solutions are really
chemical in character, and that there is
no wide gull separating the act of
solution from other chemical phenom-
ena. Benjamin Silliman, Sr., in 1837,
regarded soluiions as chemical com-
pounds, and the chemical view pre-
dominated until 1887, Professor Kah-
lenberg thinks that the renewed study
of solutions [nem the chemical point
of view will greatly aid in getting a
roader and more correct conception
of the nature of chemical action itself.
it wil' be of particular serviee in un-
raveling aquestions in physiology.

Funernl Baked Meats,

The Cust. . r—FHi, waiter! What
do you mean on the menu by “Brown
Soup,” "Jonis d Eggs" and “Harrised
Mutton?"

The Waiter—Well, sir, you see, sir,
we often give dishes names of our
lients who die after bein’ reg'lar cus-
omers here—The Sketch.

Men are too willing to go to law.
Remember that when a lawyer advises
you to go to law, it is not his funeral.

4 woman who tries to convince a
man that he knows more than she does
ie both clever and dangerons

MOONSHINE BUTTER:

Strange New Induastry Costing Uncle
Sam Millions of Dollurs.

“Moonshine butter” is making a good
deal of trouble for the government in
these days, says the Ohio State Jour-
nal.

The reason is simply that there is a
tax of 10 cents a pound on cleomar-
garine that is colored to imitate but-
ter, whereas on the uncolored article
it is only one-fourth of a cent a pound.

Of course, this offers an invitation
to fraud. A man rents a house or a
celiar, buys a few hundred barrels of
Yoleo” from a meat packer, puts it
into a big vat, heats it, adds the requi-
site amount of “anatto" to give the
desired tint, mixes it thoroughiy and
sells the stuff as “‘fresh dairy butter.”

This sort of thing is being done at
the present time on a considerable
seale in most of the large cities of the
East and Middle West. Tt gives the
government more annoyance, ten times
over, than all the distilling of illieit
whisky.

Oleomargarine is composed of ani-
mal fats and cotton seed oil. It is
perfectly wholesome and a good deal
of it is used for cooking, instead of
butter. Its first cost, at wholesale, is
10 or 11 cents a pound. Al right 20
far.
are sold without paying the tax of 10
cents a pound—the extra and illegiti-
mate profit to the “moonshiner” being
n8; cents—the loss to Uncle Sam is
great.

In fact, “moonshine butter” is cost-
ing the government a great deal more
than unlawful whisky. The process
of manufacture is much easier and far
cheaper than that of whisky and the
producing plants are often very difi-
sult to locate. Those who conduect them
are in many instances desperate char-
acters, and every now and then a rev-
snue officer is killed in making a raid
upon one of the counterfeit butter fac-
tories,

THE PILE OF COAL.
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When in fall you lay it up, the win-
ter's store of coal,

yvour heart beats high with cheerful

' hope and peace rests on your
soul; .

And you survey the jet black hoard,
and as vou look you smile,

For, lo! it towers till there
abundance in that pile:

C
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A month has. passed; the days wetw
chill, and freely yvou fed fires,
wor, of all things, yvour family a good
warm house admires, \
But when your store of coal you
chance one morning to survey,
You find the heap is much reduced—
reduced to this, we'll say:
C
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Boreas gets his work in well—he
keeps vou shoveling coal

{Boreas, once he's started in, can be
confounded cruel),

And panie grips your heart as you take
anxious note once more

And find there's only a modest stock
left on the cellar floor:

ccec

TV
A thaw or two brings joy to you, then
zero comes in turn;
Che groundhog also fails to halt de-
mands for coal to burn;
Till on one fatal day In March you
bid farewell to bliss
When, seeking coal to warm the house,
you find there's only this:
c

The Cows of Muscat.

Muscat is famed as the hotbed of
smugglers in the Persian gulf, the
nearby desert tribes being regularly
supplied with arms despite the efforts
of the British patrol. But to the
writer, reared on a Missouri farm,
the odd antiecs of the cows of Muscat
seemed nothing short of freakish. They
actually eat fish. No grass grows, so
the wily Arab teaches his family cow
to subsist on dates and dried fish. The
milk tastes queer to a foreigner,
which is probably why the Arab likes
it. He also claims it is richer and
makes more butter, but most ridicu-
lous of all is the deception practiced
on cows when the calves are “wean-
ed.” A calfskin or sometimes a goat-
skin is stuffed with rags and tied not
far from where the mother cow is an-
chored. This effigy of her late lament-
ed offspring soothes her nerves and
keeps her from “going dry,” accord-
ing to Arabic tradition.—San Francis
co Chronicle,

A Different Instrument,

“You are a tvpewriter, I believe?'
said the professor.

“Yes, sir.”

“Very good. Now, my dear young
lady, in playing the piano yon must
not pay too much attention to your
speed.”"—Louisville Courier-Journal.

Goodness Is Dull,
Elsie—Auntie, were you good or baa
when you were a little girl?
Auntie—Oh, 1 was always very good.
Rlsie—Well, I think it's a lot nicer
to pe bad—it's more interesting to talk
about when you grow up.—M. A, P.

As long as there are men and wo-
men, it will never be officially decided
whether tobacco or corsets are more
injurious . to health.

We believe we would just as soon
smell cabbage in the parlor as mmusk
on a person's garments,

A girl seldom admits that she's in
love until she isn't

But when hundreds of tons of it

MY DREAM OF DREAMS. |

Alone within my house 1 sit;
The lizhts are not for me,

The music, nor the mirth; and yet
I lack not company.

So gayly go the gay to meet,
Nor wait my griefs to mend—
My entertainment is more sweet
Than thine, to-night, my friend.

Whilst thou, one blossom in thy hand,
Bewall'st my weary hours,

Upon my native hills I stand
Waist-deep among the flowers.

~=Allce Cary.
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The Woman
Who Listened

The little club at Royat-les-Bains,
where | was taking the cure, had swal-
lowed up most of my ready money,
and I was bound to go over to La
Bourboule to see my elder brother.

Even if I had not been broke I
ghould not have taken a first-class on
such a little side line. A middle-class
girl got in, and the hot summer night
and the question of a draught from the
window soon got us into conversation.
She confided to me that she had met
her mistress in America, that her mis-
tress was a Polish countess, that she
was traveling by the same train, that
they had been taking the cure at
Vichy, were going to complete it at
Mont-Dore, that her mistress was cer-
tainly young, a widow, and pretty.

This, interspersed with what I
vouchsafed, occupied Miss King, for
that was her name, and myself till we
stepped out into the dark at the little
station of Lagueuilles, from which I
learned we were to proceed by an om-
nibus across the mountains to La Bour-
boule.

We—la comtesse, King and I—were
the only passengers, and this, with the
fact of my acquaintance with King,
and that none of us were English, soon
enabled me to get into conversation
with the little Polish lady who inter-
ested me stragngely, for she certainly
was very voung to be a widow, and
was a very fragile little beauty with
quite ivory skin, jet black hair, large

I SMOKED AND TALEKED,

dazzling, turquoise-blue eyes, and a lit-
tle round red mouth,

It was a lovely night, but the heat
in the 'bus was intense, and, therefore,
thiere was nothing unnatural in my re-
mark:

“*Should we not find it cooler if we
went outside?”

1 was soon helping Mme. La Com-
tesse to eclimb by the little ladder on
to the roof.

“So you have been picking
King's cotton brains about me.
what have you found out?”

“That we both belong to a conquerei

poor
Well,

‘| nation.”

“You are Irish.”

“Yes, who told you?”

“King. ‘What else?"

“She told me I must find out the
rest for myself.”

“You asked her my name?”

“No, indeed.”

“Then, what:”

“If you were pretty.”

She smiled, but said nothing, as if
avoiding an obvious compliment, and
then said: :

*If chance had thrown me into con-
fidences with your valet, 1 think I
should have asked your name.”

“Do you know,” said I, “it would be
a unigue experience to meet as we
have met, to woo and win, to continue
to the end, and if there mnever were
an end, to part unknown and un-
knowing, never to meet again, but al-
ways wondering and being wondered

about, and, therefore, mnever forgot-
ten.”

“Do you think so?”’

“*Oh, yes!” 1 replied. “Every one

else you know, every one else I know,
knows all about us—our names, our
ages, our likes and dislikes; the goat-
paths we have traveled and will return
to; they and we have worn out our in-
terest and ounr love and hate, one for
the other. But a new experience
would be to part before we wore out
our loves, never fto see one another
change or grow old, but always to stay
in each other's memory as we are,
young; never to know the other is
dead or married, but always to feel
that one thing in the world had not
come to an end, believing that, if we
met again, we would be the same.”

“Go on!" was all she said.

T took her little hand.

“To exchange names is to label one-
gelf, to establish doubt; fear as to the
past and as to what the other will do,
or think, or say. Not to give names is
to act naturally as if alone, unseen,
unwatched, unafraid.

She was entranced; her head was on
my shoulder, She said dreamily: “"Go
on! Talk to me!"”

“¥¢ T dn not tell you my name, if I

 PHILIPPINES

PROGRESSING
UNDER UNTED STATES RULE
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NCLE Sam has no reason to be ashamed of his first ten years
in the Philippines. Whether one is an imperialist or an anti-
imperialist—whether one rejoices or regrels that we have the
Phi'’ppines on our hands, no true American can be other than
gltd that so large a measure of just rule and prosperity has
come 1o these islands from the American occupation, says a
writer in the Chicago Record-Herald.

The Filipino war left desolation in its path, as war always does, though
since this war was fought largely in the jungle it left as little desolation

and as few bitter feelings behind it as war ever does.

Even Aguinaldo,

whr had as much reason as any one, perhaps, fo resent Uncle Sam's forcible
entrance, has bhecome a good and peaceable American citizen, living in guiet
and contentment near Manila and speaking in the highest terms of the

government he so recently was fighting,

After the war came the rinderpest,

that swept off nine out of len, if not ninety-nine out of a hundred, of the
carabaos, or water buffaloes, animals which are almost indispensable to

the life of the Filipino.

Then disastrous

typhoon succeeded disastrous

typhoon, uprooting homes ‘and whole wvillages, until it looked as though

the very elements were leagued against the American occupation.

But

worst of all was the long delay of our Congress in recognizing the Philip-

pines as part of the United States in a commercial sense.

The old markets

of Spain were closed to the poor people, and no new markets were opened
to them in America until the last Congress gave them practically free trade
with the United States, allowing their sugar, hemp, tobacco and copra to

come in duty free.

Now the tide of prosperity, so long damned up or diverted from the
Philippines, seems to be flowing toward them in a steady stream, and the
days of murmuring of the Filipino, let us hope, are ended. Already capital

iz beginning to flow in.

New enterprises are being started; the forests and

the gold mines and the coal fields are being exploited and the virgin wealth
of the islands, which cannot be estimated, is being explored and devel-
oped. One might speak with enthusiasm of the railroads that are pushing
up into the country, opening up new fields of wealth with every mile con-
structed; of the great carriage roads like the one to the new summer cap-.
ital, which cost $1,000,000. Three new docks recently have been completed
to which the largest ships afloat can tie up. New streets are being opened
throughout Manila, and the splendid street railway system is being ex-

tended in every direction.

The church and the schoolhouse came with the pilgrims to Plymouth,
and they came to the Philippines with the militant pilgrims of 1898. To say
nothing here of the splendid work of the mission churches and schools,
nearly 1,000 American teachers and 8,000 native pedagogues are teaching
the young Filipino idea how to shoot, at the expense of Uncle Sam,

never hear yours, nothing that may
eyer happen to either of us will mat-
ter. If your death were announced, if
my name became the most dishonored
in the world's history, it would bring
no sorrow or shame to either of us,
nor shadow our pleasant memory of
to-night which must be eternal.”

“The idea has endless possibilities.
Names, as you say, are a folly. I will
not tell you mine.”

I persuaded her to break the jour-
ney and we went to our hotels, I to
the Iles-Britaniques, she to the Am-
bassadeurs, chose our rooms, and by
agreement, met again and wandered
about till we found a place open to eat
supper in. But we ate little. I smoked
and talked. She listened with her
great eyes intent upon me.

At what time I kissed her for the
last time and we parted, I do not
know. I remember she cried and clung
to me, and I promised fo call for her
after I had seen my brother. This I
did, Bbut only to leave a note with
King, saying my borther required me
to start at once for Paris from which
I would return immediately and come
straight to her.

On the third day I was back, only to
learn that the lady 1 described had
gone to Lyons. 1 followed her there,
and after some delay tracked her to
Biarritz, and thence to Spain. I was
madly in love and I determined to find
her.

1 tracked her till I came to Barce-
lona, where I could mot hear of her
having left, and yet where I could not
find her anywhere. In my despair, 1
gent her deseription to the police. At
last they came—there were several of
them—and the principal one said:

“Do you know her?”

l!Yes“i

“ls her name——"

I stopped him with I do not know
her name. She is. a Polish countess;
where is she?”

“You are quite right, signor. You
have been following her all over Spain.
We have followed you. We know all
about you. You need have no fear."

“Never mind about me. What of
her?”

“Her name is—"

“] don’t know or wish to know her
name. Where is she?”

“On her way to Siberia.”

“Siherial Why Siberia?”

“She was enticed to a luncheon on
board a yacht by the Russian secret
police.”

“My God! The police!
supposed to have done?”

“They say she is a member of some
polifical secret society.” )

There was nothing more to say, noth-
ing to be done, but journey back to
London, worm myself into the confi-
dence of the Russian embassy, get let
ters of credit and a passport, become
attached to a great mnewspaper, ani
start on a mission to prove to the
world at large that Russian prisons
were all that is beautiful and good,
and the Siberian mines were rest
cures. I knew they would be so pre-
pared for me, as they had been so pre-
pared for other traveling Englishmen.
I found them so, and so reported, and
accordingly 1 was given all informa-
tion I desired. I played my game well,
and was more than discreet, never ask-
ipg the one thing about the one per-
son in the world I wanted to know till
I found myself inside the fortress of
Saint Peter and Paul, for there I found
she had been taken, Her dossier was
even shown to me, Tne last word in
the document was “Eseaped.”

There is but one means of escape
from the prison of Saint Peter and
Faul, and that is through a trapdoor
in a dark corridor which runs over the
river—M. A, P.
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What is she

POLITENESS IN RAINSTORM.

Citizen with Umbrella Shows How
Courteous New Yorkers Can Be.
The politest man in New York was

paying gallant attention to the ladies

for two hours at 5th avenue and 35th
street yesterday afternoon, according
to the New York World. F. Hopking

Smith, author, artist and engineer, la.

mented at the Southern society's dine

ner. the other night that “we live in
the most insolent city in the world.”

Mr. Smith would have been delight-
ed to study this very polite man,

A drizzling, penetrating rain was
falling. The polite man carried a very
large umbrella, In the most defer-
ential manner he urged women who
had been shopping and who waited
buses going uptown to find shelter
from the rain in the doorways of the
shops on the northeast cormer and
near fit.

Then, raising his silk hat, he asked
each woman courteously if she want-
ed a Hth avenue bus or a Rliverside
drive bus. As a bus approached he
halted it and asked the conductor how
many places were vacant. Learning
this, he told the women waiting in
the doorways, and, in turn, escorted to
the bus as many women as there were
places for, He protected the women
so carefully under his big umbrella
that his high hat and seal-lined over-
coat soon were soaking wet.

Plainly some women were grateful
for his attention; some giggled; some
resented his addressing them as if
they feared his motives. But his de-
corous, deferential manner mnever
changed. About 6 o'clock, after escort-
ing scores of women to the buses, he
started up sth avenue.

“Why have you been doing this?*
a reporter asked him.

“I just wanted to show people that
New York men are polite,” he answer
ed.
<*Will you tell me your name?"

“Pardon me, but what has my name
got to do with the purpose I had In
view?”

Personal Magnetism a Grent Assen,

There have been great advocates at
the bar whose charming manner, like
the presence in court of some of the
world's famous beauties, would so
sway the jury and the judge as to en-
danger and sometimes actually divert
justice, says Orison Swett Marden in
Success Magazine, A gracious, genial
presence, a charming personality, a
refined, fascinating manner are wel-
come swhere mere beauty I8 denied
and where mers wealth is turned
away. They will make a better im-
pression than the best education or
the highest attainments. An attract-
tve personality, even without great
ability, often advances one when great
talent and special training will not.

There is always a premium upon a

charming presence, Every business
man likes to be surrounded by people
of pleasing personality and winning
manners. They are regarded as splen-

did assets.
What is it that often enables one
person to walk rigu. into a position

and achieve without difficulty that
which another with perhaps greater
ability, struggles in wvain to accoms-

plish? Everywhere a maenetic per-
gonality wins its way.

Young men and young women are
constantly being surprised hy offers of
excellent positions which come to
them because of qualities and charac-
terigtics which, perhaps, they have
never thounght much about—a fine
manner, courtesy, ¢heerfulness and
kindly, obliging, helpfnl dispositions.

No woman's hair is as long hanging
down her back as it Jooks to be in the
-~vad on top of her head.
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