
"

. yAAlKEElNVASIQAl OF SWITZEULANP ,jgyS&-- 5 &5

AM making a scouting tour through
Switzerland on the track of the Amer-

ican invasion. This little mountain
ous country is the kernel of Europe, and
a rich, juicy kernel It is. It Is only twice
as big as Massachusetts and it has not
as many people as New York, hut it buys
more foreign goods than the whole
Chinese Empire, and its people have wants.
which correspond to almost every branch
of our manufactures.

But first let me give you a birdseye
view of this little land of the Alps. If you
could sail over it in the n?w flying ma-

chine which Dr. Langley, of the Smith-
sonian Institution, is making, you would
find that it is by no means all barren. It
is only the snowy peaks of the mountains
that are good for nothing. Fully one-thi-

of it is covered with forests, and there
are pastures high up in the Alps, and
further down are thousands of email
farms and vineyards.

There are more than a million people
here engaged in agriculture. There are
300,000 peasant farmers, nearly every one
of whom owns his own land. The coun-
try is made up of villages, with a very
few cities of size. Zurich, the largest,
Thas only 150.000; Basel, on the German
frontier, has 111.000, while this town of
Geneva on the lake of that name, not
far from the French border, 53 still
smaller. I have been to the capital, the
City of Berne. It is a sleepy town of
65,000, while Lucerne, Chaux de Fonds.
Laussanne and St. Gall have from 30,000
to 40,000 each. There are villages every-
where, and little huts scattered through
the nests in the mountains.

The Swiss are among the thriftiest of
all the Caucasions. They believe in mak

WHY EMEL1NE AMELIA GAVE
Jennie Humphreys drove

WHEN over to Zanesville with Jim
Ferris, one of her mother's Sum-

mer boarders, aWl married him, every man
and woman in Drake County said that
Emeline Amelia had met her "come-
uppance" at last.

Jennie was pretty. Every young man
for miles around was alive to this fact.
And Jennie was a notable housekeeper
a far more important factor in the mar-
riage game to mothers of eligible sons.
But the sons. "one and all. had been vig-

orously snubbed by Emeline Amelia, Jen-

nie's mother, who declared that it was
Toad enough to have made a matrimonial
mistake herself, without letting. Jennie
wed a worthless man.

Si Humphreys, who had the misfortune
to be Emeline Amelia's matrimonial blank,
and the good fortune to be Jennie's fath-
er .said nothing. What was the U3e? - He
had heard himself referred to so frequent-
ly as a failure that he was almost per-

suaded of the fact.
Emeline Amelia was recognized all over

the county as a capable, forehanded wom-
an. Even the haircloth furniture in the
front room showed never a break after --2

years of service. Not that it was used
much, except when Jenny played the or-
gan Sunday nights, and her father, minus
his shoes, was permitted to creep in and
listen. Every week Emeline Amelia went
over the dining-roo- carpet on hands and
knees to make sure no strands in the gay
colors had been snapped, and she always
kept a carpet kneedle threaded behind the
clock, for use in case of emergency. When
there was absolutely nothing more to pick
up about the house, she would stand in
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her dooryard and call upon the heavens to
institute .comparisons between her domain
and hc--r husband's. The barn painted in
three colors, when the money he spent in !

one winter on tobacco would give it a
common coat of red. And that harvester,
new last year, needed painting badly. It
was shameful how shabby and down at
the heels Silas did let things go. Now if
she was running the farm-B- ut

still Si went his way. his head bend-
ing forward a trifle more each year until,
1vr tTio tlmo Tunnlo nj ?rt T"i"sj nhln npnrlV
touched his breast. But his eyes never '

failed to brighten when their glance fell I

unon his one ewe lamb. Once when Em- -

eline Amelia had been called away by the j

death of an uncle. Si and his ewe lamb
had pastured for one long, blithesome day :

in the sacred precincts of the front room.
They had thrown open the windows, and
Si had sat on the haircloth sofa in his
overalls, and Jennie had played her live
liest marches, while the sun fell full and
square on the vivid green and red carpet.
What a wild day it was to be sure! And

The uncle left Emeline Amelia $200. and
m vmnt "T" off tho front

room, furnished its two rooms comfortably
and announced that she was ready for
Summer boarders. It would take two
Summers, she admitted, to get back her
money, but that would be good interest on
the investment, and she felt it her boun-de- n

duty to add to 'the family income
when Si was puttering around, raising the
same old crops every year and not im-

proving the place one bit.
So Si planted more vegetables and

doubled the strawberry patch, and bought
a Jersey cow, and footed the 'advertising
bill and drove to Zanesville to meet the
Summer boarders as they arrived. Among
them the first year came Jim Ferris, who
tramped round in .a pair of old golf trous-
ers, a disreputable jersey and a. yachting
cap that had seen be'tter days. His attire
worried Emeline Amelia because the art-

ists in stories she had read Invariably
wore velvetcoats, and young Ferris haunt-
ed the brook's edge in the Humphreys'

BAKERS USE BICYCLES IN GENEVA.

ing everything' pay ltd own way, and
every man hero has a profession or busi-
ness, just as in the United States. There
are but few millionaires, and very few
paupers, but many who have money In-

vested in stocks, bonds and mortgages.
Indeed, millions of dollars worth of Amer-
ican securities are held by the Swiss, and
a steady stream of foreign money pours
into Switzerland from outside Investments
as well as from, the thousands of tourists
who come hero for their Summer vaca-
tions. Switzerland has 35 banks, with an
average capital of $1,000,000 apiece. It has
5000 different factories, and the whole
country is a beehive of house Industry.

Every village has its specialty, and the
people of every section are employed in
making things to sell. Swiss watches are
sold everywhere, and the best watches or
the world today are the Swiss. We make
good timekeepers, but our watchmakers
are machinists. The Swiss are artists, and
the very finest of goods, are turned out
by them. "Nevertheless, American watches
sell here, and also American watch cas.es.

At Geneva one of the specialties is music
boxes. Not far away is the town of Chaux-de-Fond- s,

in which, with Its surrounding
country, 300.000 watches are made every
year. In themountains woodcarving is done
and about Zurich there are great

works. Near St. Gall they make
vast quantities of embroideries for Europe
and the United States, 50,000 people being
employed in that business alone. There are
other thousands who work in iron and
steel and other thousands who make
cheese and condensed milk, specialties in
which Switzerland leads the world.

I have said the Swiss are rich. They
have plenty of money to spend for what
they want, but they must have their
money's worth- - This our exporters should
consider in figuring upon the trade of the
country. They should remember that they
will have to sell better goods and cheaper

woods, with a sketching outfit under his
arm and a short, stubby pipe between
his teeth. The only time that pjpe was
laid aside was when Jennie appeared on
the scene.

Every one save Emeline Amelia, saw
it coming, but not one felt in duty bound
to enlighten her. One night Si and Ferris
had a heart-to-hea- rt conversation, out by
the paf-tur- fence. Si had mellowed un-
der the influence of Ferris' very excel
lent tobacco, and when for the slxti. time
he thoughtfully refilled his pipe from Fer- - j

lis' ugly leather pouch he remarked slow
ly":

"Well, I guess that'll be about the bestway. I'd like to give the little girl a
wedding, but it keeps my nose on the
grindstone just to make taxes and repairs
and running expenses. Besides there'd be
all the fuss with Emeline Amelia. She's
that finicky about the man Jen's to marry,
there'd be no pleasing her. And even if
she did happen to be suited with you,
we'd be all crazy while she was getting
things ready for the wedding. There ain't
no danger of Jennie's marrying anybody
else if she's Kive you her word, hut if vm,
think you can't wait a venr th wt thw
for you to do Is to take old Grant and
peg over to Zanesville tomorrow or next
day. Jennle'll meet you at the bridge if
I explain things to her, an I'll ship your
stuff and what few things the poor child
has later on. I guess it might be just as
well for your peace of mind and Jennie's
if you didn't come back from Zanesville
till Emeline Amelia gets over this some.
You can send the rig back bj Stebbins'
grocery boy. He delivers out this way,
and old Grant leads easy."

Young Ferris, sprang down from the
fence and shook Si's hand.

"Mr. Humphreys, you're a brick. And
see here, I want you to come to town tc
see us stay a good long time, too."

"I don't know about that. It takes a
sight of puttering around "to keep this old
farm going. That there north field elves
me lots of .trouble. It has to be coaxed
;omehow.' '
Ferris shrugged his shoulders.
"Better let your wife run it for a while.

Shs's aching to do it."
And he strode off in search of Jennie.

Si Humphreys followed the lithe figure
with brightening glances.

"Might be I will. Might be the best
thing for me and Emeline Amelia, too.
She certainly is the most dissatisfied wo-
man I ever knew."

The next day the deluge.
When Si appeared, after a weary after- -
on ot "coaxing" the north fleia. Erne

tv u mci m. eyes astaze.
lti0nt,y?U "e - me- -

11iiw-- f

by Mli aiumu-unyin- ing to live on.'
How you know but they'll be back
here, the two of 'em-- cn our hands?

J
r i1"05- - nantly.
know do, Emeline

Amelia, and I've seen the letters to prove
it. He's no artist. Ferris ain't, but a
broker in Wall street. Got a bang-u- p lit-
tle office, and his father's cashier in the

Bank. He's got money enoutrh to
buy this old farm five times over, and the
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goods than are now in the market to get
the trade, for they will have to displace
the goody now used. They should send
commercial travelers here. There are
thousands of drummers now on the Swiss
roads from Germany. Belgium and Eng-
land, but comparatively few from the
United States. Licenses are required for
commercial travelers, and of 23,000 such
recently issued none were credited to the
United States. The drummer should
speak German .or French, but he can never
get along with English. The railway fares
3 re low, and hotels are cheap, so mat
a good man ought to be easily able to
earn his salary and expenses and a good
profit for his employer.

American Goods In Switzerland.
But let me tell you something about the

American goods already sold here. I have
visited the largest cities, and I find the
tracks of the American Invasion on every
street and" on many of the country roads.
I saw an American automobile yesterday
with a dashing French girl acting as en-
gineer, and I find American bicycles on
almost every country road. Some are used
here in Geneva, by the bakers, to deliver
the bread from baskets which they carry
thus about on their .backs. You see a
basket full of bread scorching up and
down the street upon two wheels, and you
know that the man manipulating It is a
bread peddler and that the wheels belong
to a bicycle which in three times out ot
five comes from the United States. Swit-
zerland, hilly as It Is, Is a good land for
bicvclintr. You have to do much walking
up the mountains, but the roads are every
where good, and there is much chance for
excitement in flying around a curve on
the edge of a precipice with your legs
over the handlebars.

"We yell several hundred thousand dol-
lars' worth" of American machinery to the
Swiss every year. Our sewing machines

presence of her quiet, gentle-voice- d daugh-
ter, she never admitted thefact, and she
read the loving, pleading letters from
New York with a hard lock about her Hps.
Her pride, not her love, had been hurt.
She, the recognized head of the house,
had not been consulted in the matter of
Jennie's marriage. The Insult was unfor-
givable. Silas might write to the , way-
ward daughter, their ungrateful child
but not .:ha.

When the last Summer boarder had
departed, Emeline Amelia turned her at
tention to the county fair. There were
prizes she wanted to win, cash and blue
ribbons, for bread and rolls, pickles and j
preserves, butter and cheese. Some one :

must kpen nn thr fnmllv rrniutsHnn ami '
of course SI would have nothing to show
In the way of prize-winni- products
from a farm so shiftlessly managed.

It was the final day of the fair, and
Emeline Amelia stood In the woman's
booth, gazing, with pride,
upon the award card3 attached to her ex-
hibits, alias wsr, not at her side to share
her triumphs. In truth he was exceed- -
Insb husy in another part of the grounds.

! An exciting horse race was on. Silas had
thrown his usual prudence to the winds
and had staked every dollar of his Sum-
mer profits on the horse entered by a
boyhood's 'friend. It happened to be the
right horse.

He had taken terrific chances. H!i
neighbors gazed at him In bucolic awe.
and none dared tell Emeline Amelia what
awful things might h'ave happened If that
horse had not come under the wire first.
It was Silas himself who broke the news
just as they turned into their own lane.
Emeline Amelia first raved at him for a
reckless fool, then turned her attention
to the proper expenditure of his winning?.

"There'll be enough to build a decent
chickeh-house- ," she announced with au-
thority, "and the barn must be painted.
I'll have a new c6ok stove"

Silas slapped old Grant's back lightly
rems.Srlou can J"3 as you like, Emeline

Amelia, with your share; but as for me"
Emeline Amelia drew herself up very

straight In the" consciousness of eight
"flrst prizes" won by. her own Industry.

"I never knew there was any .sharing
between husband and wife, and if you

j dpn't mind, perhaps you'll tell me just
i where we stand. I reckon whatever you
have I've helped to get. For 22 years I"
"Silas made a deprecatory gesture.
"I know, I know, Emeline Amelia. All

I am I owe to your forehandedness. And
now I'm going to make it. right with you
for all you've done. I'm going to deed
the fnrm mw tr, nn X vn m
what I've got in my .purse this minute.

Hoskins' boys'll be glad to hire out to you
j this Winter and"
j "A hired inan in the Winter?" exclaimed

the thrifty NEmellne Amelia. "What'll you
do?"

Again Silas beat a tattoo on old Grant's
back with this reins.

"Well, I rather think I'll take, a vaca-
tion. I've been wanting to see Jennie and
her husband, and and well, I mightn't
like the wav VOU run voiir fnmi nnH t

; I'm down in New York I won't see noth- -

"""r''f ""aoettea ana iet you run the farm. You think you
enV A they re off to Newlork. How j Can make it go better than I can. and Iou know they re married, though the I don't know but you're right. I seem to

only reason he married Jennie so suddent ing, and by the time I come back you'll
was that he thought if he left her an- - ' have everything running smooth,
other year, you'd worry her down to a Emeline Amelia's heart throbbed with
shadder. She was gettin' more like me ! triumph. At last Silas was acknowledg-ever- y

day walking round all the time , ing her superiority and admitting his own
with her head hanging down like a inability to make the old farm pay. She
whipped dog, and Ferris says he don't j would just show him that to make money
want that sort of wife." you must keep- - your farm in good trim.

Emeline Amelia ignored the rebuke. j She would adopt in her farming the same
"You see. Si, what I say will come true. I tactics employed in the house no waste.

You're just as easy today as when you j a place. for everything and everything in
traded horses with Dan Ely. The horse j its place, no leakages everything kept
went lame in less than 24 hours. He was painted up thrift thrift everywhere,
doctored up, aiul I bet you'll find young That would be her mctto. She was so
Ferris has a doctored bank account. busy figuring on the painting of the barn

Tongues wagged from one end of the and remodeling the cow sheds that she
county to the other, but Emeline Amelia did. nbt even remark to Silas that she
held her he?d high. If the mtesed the I should miss him. His going was a, sec

. are humming away in the cottages on the
IAlps and our mowers and reapers cut the

crops on tne plains, uur leaning ui cul-
tural implement factories, have their head
offices at Zurich, and their travelers go
from place to place drumming the farm-
ers. I am told there Is a good oeningi
for American plows, and Ixsee our hay
rakes and spades sold in many of the ,

towns. The introduction of such things
Is slow The Swiss' are conservative. i

They are the same that their fathers have
been;

They see the same sights their fathers have
seen.

They drink the same streams, they feel the
same sun,

And they do the same deeds their fathers have
done. , ,

I have seen plows used here which ex-

actly correspond to. those in the Scrip-
tures, having one handle and a wooden
point, shod with iron. I have seen men'
and women mowing with scythes, and a
few miles further on found women riding
American sulky rakes. I saw, a woman
plowing with a sulky plow, two cows do-

ing the pulling, and in the same region
found a mowing machine drawn by two
fine draft horses from Germany.
American Beslfs and Office Furnltnrc.

Switzerland has plenty o wood and its
people are skilled in "handling it, but they
cannot make furniture as low as our fac-

tories. No European carpenter can com-
pete wiin us, and the result is that Amer-
ican furniture Is pushing its way Into all
parts of Europe. This Is especially so of
American roll-to- p desks, files and unit
book cases, which are often sold In "con-

nection with American typewriters. There
are large American furniture stores in
Zurich and Basle, and roll-to- p desks are
sold here In Geneva. The goods come
knocked down, as the freight from New-Yor-

to Switzerland ls'l cent per pound.
Some of the desks come overland from
Antwerp and Havre, but others are
shipped to, Rotterdam and are sent up the
Rhine on barges.

American Coal for the Swiss.
Switzerland Is spending millions of dol-

lars 'every year for fuel for its homes
and factories. It buys coal of England,
Germany, Belgium and Austria, and It
Is believed that it might profitably pur-
chase of us. The coal couhi . be sent to
Rotterdam and up the Rhine to Switzer-
land at a comparatively low rate. At
pressnt Germany sells 900.C0O tons of coaL
here every year, France and Belgium
about 200,000 tons each, and in addition
there are thousands of tons from Aus-
tria and England.

As to the American shoe, there Is no
doubt but that Its sale might be largely
Increased. It Is claimed that our shoe
is too expensive for the Swire, but I
found five stores In Zurich selling Massa-
chusetts and Chicago 3 shoes for high
prices, and doubt not they can be sold
all over the country. The Consuls tell me
that the Swiss need a thicker sole than
that found on the ordinary American shoe.
The roads here are rocky and harc on
the feet. A duty of about $1 a pair is
charged, and this must be taken into con-
sideration In fixing the prices.

Working the StvIsh Markets.
I had an interesting chat asl to Ameri

can trade the other day with Consul Lleb-crknec-ht

at Zurich. Mr. Lleberknecht
is a well-kno- country editor of Genesee.
III., who was appointed by President

to represent us at Zurich. He Is
a good business man. and Is full of com-
mon sense views of Switzerland and the
Swiss. Said he: .

VOur people do not understand the. I

Swlas nor their wants. They think they
are longipg for American goods, and that
they will, snap at thern as soon as they
see our catalogues!- - They do not realize"
that this is one of the oldest markets of
Europe, and that people lived here very

THANHS
ondary matter. Of flrst importance wci-th- e

fact that she could show her neigh-
bors as well as her husband how a capa-
ble woman could make a farm pay.

So the lawyer was consulted, the papers
were drawn up and signed, fcr. 'as Silas
explained It. he did not wish her to feel
bound in any way. Everything was to
be made easy for her. If she wanted to
trade the farm for othfr property, well
and good. It was hers. She "had helped
to pay fcr It.

When would he come . back? Well, he
didn't rightly know, but any time fihe
needed him. she could send for him. At
which remark Emeline Amelia sniffed the
air like a proud race horse. Need him, in
deed! And she only hoped he wouldn't
waste his savings on Jennie and Jennie's

husband. Whereupon Silas
promptly took the hint and gave here a
hundred dollars of his savings.

Then, with some clean linen and a very
few other things packed in hln shiny
leather valise. Silas took his departure.
Emeline Amelia took him to town, and as
they made the turn In1 the lane. Slla.
stood up m the buggy and swept tne
placid farm with loving gaze. The north
field sparkled In the sunlight. The Hos-
kins boy would do the "coaxing" new.
The barn, with Its coat of miny colors,
peeped out from behind a huge haystack.
When he 'came back Emeline Amelia
would have It brave In red paint. His
wife looked up suddenly and caught the
expression of his face. ' I

"I don't believe you'll stay in New
York six weeks," she announced. "You'll
be that homesick for the old

place that you'll want to come back
on the next train."

Her scorn for the place In which he had
sown his young manhood and his ripe
midddle age stung him, but he answered
quietly:

"Mebbe so, Emeline Amelia. It ain't
paid very rich, but it's made us a decent
living. Perhaps you'll make It pay bet-
ter."

"Indeed. I will," she answered sharply,
and old Grant jumped at the stroke she
give with the whip.

And so they parted Sl'as with a strange.
Indefinable pain tugging at his heart, and
Emeline Amelia, her mind teeming with
plan?.

And so, too, for a year their paths di-

verged at an angle. Silas
burled himself In the heart of the seething
metropolis as effectually as If he had
journeyed to the Sahara. His old friends
at Zanesville knew him no more. The
old green settle by the kitchen stove on
the farm now harbored the stocky form
of the Hoskins boy at nightfall, while SI
adjusted himself to the many-colore- d pil-
lows and draperies of cozy corner in
Jennie's flat, "Cozy corner" was no mis-
nomer In this Instance, for Jennie and her
husband made a corner for Silas in their
home and their hearts. Their welcome
was no empty form, and gradually, like
a flower long struggling to bloom in a
shady corner, Silas raised his head to the
deference never before shown to him. In
Zanesville, he had been Emeline- - Amelia's
husband. In New York he became "my
father," and the tone in which the words
were spoken filled his heart with a ce

he had not known In years.
When he had exhausted the sights of

the metropolis, he formed the habit of
dropping Into his brokerage
establishment, and here among Jim Fer-
ris' business acquaintances he formed
friendships. At first his quaint, homely
philosophy, his naive ohservations on
life as he-- found it on 'change, amused
these keen players In the polite game
of graft known as finance, and they gave
him "tips." Then the same spirit of reck-
less assurance which possessed him the
day of the horse race at Zanesville
seemed" to. animate him. For days and
days he would whittle and smoke and
chaff with the men who came and went
in Ferris' office, and suddenly, without
consulting his astonished he
would "plunge," and, to the wonder of

THERE

comfortably long before America was dis-
covered. There arc store buildings in Zu-

rich which contained merchandise while
our forefathers, dwelling In log cabins,
were bartering with the Indlins: and
these same store buildings are still-fille- in
with all the necessaries and luxuries that
the Swiss need or want. If we would sell
goods here we must show the Swls3 that
our goods are better than those they are
buying. The people must see the goods
and handle them. They won't buy with-
out they know what they are getting.

Amerlcnn Supply Honses Wanted.
"Our exporting firms should study the

Swiss, and if necessary modify their goods
to suit the demand. They should have
supply housss at Zurich, which could
feed the stores of the villages and smaller,
places as well as those of Zurich. TUls I

Is a small country, and the people live j

largely from hand to mouth. In many' .

of the stores almost the whole stock In
kept In the show windows, and the mer-
chants will not lay in a large amount at
one time.

"The Americans need their agents on
the ground. If they can send them here
from home it will be better, but if not
there are good Swiss who can be en-

gaged. The agents are needed to ex--

amine into the credit Of the merchants,
for although they are in the main trust-
worthy, still they are divided. Into good
payers and po6r payers, as are traders
the world over. There is no use of trying
to do business In Europe except on credit.
The merchants can get this from the
other' exporters, and the Americans will
have to give Jt. The ordinary credit is

v ' ........ .
T fin1 n crront r?pr1 nf crnln

used In Switzerland. Wheat grows well i

on the plateaus, but only half enough Is :

produced, so that there Is a good market j

for American wheat and American flour.
As It ir now, we sell as much as $5,000,000

worth of cereals a year, and it would

all ' Invariably landed on the 'right side
of the market. Men laughed at what ,

they termed his "dumb luck," but ncvcrr
theless more than one timid buyer
watched the way "old man Humphreys"
jumped. And as his shoulders straight-
ened and his bank, account grew, Silas
Humphreys gradually laid aside certain
tokens of his life on the farm. His
clothes were made to order by Jim Fer- -
rls' tailor he became punctilious regard- -
ing his personal appearance, wore-- oar-- I
nation In nis buttonhole and, as the cli- -
mnv of thesp sartorial irlorlos. he invested !

!in a aress suit.
W'hen the latter was brought home, he

laid it forth proudly before the eyes of
his astonished daughter, and, seeing the
expression on her face, he remarked with
an apologetic cough:

"You see, Jennie, if my daughter ran
set herself up as mistress of a house like
this, and not make breaks to shame her
husband and his fine friends, I've got to
do my share toward making the family
bluff good. We've got to be a credit to
Jim. If it hadn't been for Jim I'd " !

He broke off suddenly and walked to
the window. A warm' Spring day was
melting all trace of a late flurry of snow,
The grayish water trickled from roof to I.

window ledge, and he watched it as one
fascinated. IThe. snow must be meltlnz
on the stubborn north field. The brook
running through the woods must be riot- - j

ous and yellowish-brow- n today. The
Plymouth rocks and leghorns would be
nlumlng themselves in the sunshine. The
barn 'would fairly flaunt its new coat o
paint in the face of a late Spring.

For the barn had been painted, and the
remodplpfl nnrl a nnvr f?npe i

built around the meadow land. There
was a new bay window on the south
of the dining-room- ! and a new cook stove
ln the kitchen. Things must be looking
somewhat prosperous. Emeline Amelia
had written this and more. Her letters
reached him every Tuesday morning,
filled with details of a life so busy that
he had an odd sense of being utterly
out of it. Not that he could blame Eme-
line Amelia for this. He had come to
New York of his own free will and ac-
cord. He had given her the farm to do
with as she willed, and yet here were
the crops being planted, the stock being
fed, the house being. remodeled, Emeline
Amelia being elected president of the
sewing circle, and a member of the New
Idea Woman's Club and all without hla
aid

Moments like these he had had before. !

and Jennie with a tact rare in women of
her years, seemed to read his thoughts.

j Her hand was slipped through his arm,
j her soft cheek pressed against his clean-- i

shaven, unwrinkled face, but no word
j passed her lips. She seemed to realize,
j in spite of her own happy home life, that
j her father's was watching without com-- I

plaint his own matrimonial tragedy.
I She and Jim often talked of his strange
i reticence and pondered over the contents

of those weekly letters, for something
told them that Silas never wrote to Erne- -

I line Amelia the details of his dally life.
With Summer, they decided that surely

; he would take a run up tS the farm, but
i he informed them with a aulet air nf
I finality that he was going up north with

and the remainder. These
family gifts gave, him Intense
satisfaction the two young people
never Tiis sending to
the

And Summer came and went.
The leaves turned and the air became
frosty. jSllas had away from

. .

ARE PASTURES HIGH UP IN THE

seem to me that an increase might be
made in the sale of oatmeal, hominy and
other breakfast foods. There should be
an opening here for American corn, as
the Swiss have to buy cattle feed, and

same connection cake
might be sold. The chief light outside the
cities Is from American coal oil, and
among meats sold I see Chicago hams,
bacons and canned stuffs.

The sale of carpenters' tools Is large.
Our hardware holds Its own in all parts
of Europe, and our machine tools are
acknowledged to be the best. Arnerlcan
saws arc frequently s2en, and there should
be a demand here for the
v.'oodsaw. In many of the cities the chief
fuel is wood'. It is brought in from the
mountains and sawefi and spilt in the
streets. The rtx us?d has a short handle
and a blade about three inches wide. It
la a sort of cross between an ax and a
hatchet. For cutting down trees some
American axes are sold. I saw a lot from
FIndlay, O., in one of the stores of Berne.

the wood Is sawed and split it is
carried up into houses on the backs
of men in great baskets made of staves.

There might he an opening for Ameri-
can electrical machinery here, for the
Swiss are rapidly turning their streams
to account. There are little power plants
everywhere, and many factories are run
by electricity generated by water. Here
at Geneva the water works run the street
cars and furnish the electric lights. They
also supply power to workshops large
and small throughout the city and Us sub-

urbs. The power plant Is on an island in
the Rhone, right in the center of the
city, and only 1.00 feet from where the
Rhone runs out of Lake Geneva. There
is quite a fall at that place, and the
turbuTcnt stream moves 20 great engines
by means of turbines. The machinery
was made at Zurich, from where comes a
large 0""t of the electric supplies of this
country. Many of the cities have electric
trams, and most of them are lighted by
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farm over a year. Sometimes Jim won- -
dered whether he had lost all interest in
the old lire, wnetner ne naa reauy learneu uiuuu ui me uuuu&-iuuu- i. uu ouu
to live without the wife for whom he cost money. And the Hoskins hoy had
had labored all through his young man- - ; gone home for Thanksgiving Day. Grudg-hoo- d.

Then came the evening which he ingly she had said that she guessed she
Jennie never foraot. There had been could look after the stock. She turned up

company for aisd Jennie sat In ,

firelight, toying with her father's
latest gift, a tiny gold lorgnette. Jim,
with his back against the mantel, smiled
down upon her. and Silas smiled upon
them both, there was a hint of tears j

In his eyes as he watcnea tnem. ne
cleared his throat, and the two younger
people swung round to iook at mm

"I'm going home!
The relief .the yearning, the happiness

and the touch of sorrow which mingled
in that brief sentence held his listeners
spellbound. Silas drew a long breath and

azed around the room, with its subdued
hangings and Its shaded lights.

"You two have made me very happy.
There ain't anything Jennie could do for
her Old father that she's failed in, but
Just tfie same there ain't been a day that
my soul ain't hungered for that old farm,
for every Inch of dirt on It. for the
--neancst calf and the ornerlest setting
hen on the place, and now the time has
come when i can go bacK. aon t Know
as you two. being so happy together, can
understand, but I was getting so near (

hell that I had to break away or or .

do something desperate. I'd been watoh- -
Ing my manhood slip away from me and
lie like a heap of tattered old rags at
Emeline Amelia's feet. There was only
jne way to teach her that I had some
rsnse and some rights, and' that was to

fclvc her head. I did It. And It S

come out just as I looked for. I alnt
shown you her letters, but they were I

always kind of boastful, even when I i

heard stralgnt irom zanesviue tnat tne (

Hoskins boy couldn't do tjie work, and
she had two hired men, that part of her
crops failed, and cholera carried off a lot
of hogs while she was telling the women
of the New Idea Club how women could
farm at a proflt. Mind, I ain't taking
no glory from.Emeline Amelia in her
sphere, which Is the house and the
kitchen. There she no equal, but
farming Is another matter, and well. I
guess she's found It out. She's mort-
gaged the farm and I've got that mort-
gage. I guess I'll go home for Tharfks-giving-

."

For one moment a fierce jealousy burned
In Jennie's heart. Her mother had never
offered that love which forms a bond be- -
tween parent and child. To her father
Jennie had always looked for sympathy
and affection. She had petted and made
much of him since- - his advent Into their
town life, and he-- was going back to
the woman who had tried to crush out his
individuality.

Perhaps Jim Ferris read what was
in his wife's mind. His hand sllpred

across her shoulder, and he drew her close,
though he spoke to Silas.

"It has. been a great pleasure, father, to
hflve with us- - and we want to

I come for a vlsIt whenever you can. nen
you've any little sum to invest, send it

'' down, and we boys will look after ycur
' interests."
t Silently Silas rose and clasped the ,

back on the old place with Emeline
Amelia. You women can't understand
that loving you becomes a habit with us
men. We are undemonstrative about it,
perhaps, but when .we try to break the
habit well, we just can't."

It was Thanksgiving Eve, and Emeline I

some of his' business acquaintances for a younger man by the hand. Silently he bjnt
i fishing trip". Their surprise he passed over and kissed the peach bloom on his
j over with a laughing remark that as he daughter's cheek, then crossed the room

had always been punished for every fish- - ' and mounted the stairs. A sob shook Jen--j
ing trip he had taken in h's school days nIe's frame.

i he guessed he would just make up for it ; "Don't cry. sweetheart." whispered her
j now. ' husband. "Twenty-tw- o years of married
I And all the time his bank account grew. "orm a chapter not easily closed. The
j Whenever things came his way. as he i remedy he used with your mother has
I quietly expressed it, he reinvested part probably been harder on him than on her.

of his nrofits. bousrht Jim ami . .Tennlo a and I've known all along that his heart
present banked I
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electricity. The tramcars are trolleys.
The electric lights here at Geneva are c
the Brush variety.

The most of western Switzerland Is
French, and Geneva might be called Its
capital. The" city Is one of the most beau-
tiful of Its size in Europe. It has mag-
nificent stone buildings and many fino
homes. It lies in a nest in the hills on
the shores of Lake Geneva at the point
where the Rhone flows out on its way
toward the Mediterranean Sea, Tho
Rhone divides the city, forming several
islands, over which bridges go from one
side ot the town to the other. On the
isjands are bath-house- s, restaurants,
cafes and the water works. One of the
bridges is on the site of a bridge which
Julius Caesar destroyed when he had his
first battle with the Helvetil.

I like Lake Geneva. It Is a beautiful
expanse of glassy green, wth Mount
Blanc and others of the snow-cappe- d

Alps looking down upon It. It Is only
from a mile and a half to eight miles In
width, but It is as long as, from Baltimore
to Washington, and in most places very
deep, reaching a depth of 1000 feet in
some parts.. The lake is in the form of a
goose-nec- k squash, with Genoa at the' end
of the neck. It Is covered with steam-
boats anu sailboats of various kinds,
which ply from town to town and village
to village along Its banks.

In traveling from Geneva to Berne i
skirted the north side of the lake, going
through the rich orchards and vineyards
which cover its shores. The land Is well
tilled, the farms are divided by hedges,

! and the hills are so "terraced with stone
walls that every patch of them Is used.
Every vineyard has a sort of dollhouse In

! it about the size of a large store box.
; This is Intended for the men whe guard
j the ripe grapes from birds and other
i two-legg- thieves. As in France, the
j vines are tied to stakes,
i FRANK G. CARPENTER.
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Amelia sat alone in the kitchen. It was
not only to save the carpet that she had

the light and laid out the last few letters
she had, received from Silas,

"Not a word about wanting to see me,"
she murmured. "Not a line about having
me down for Thanksgiving. Don't suppose
they've given a thought as to whether I'd
ue uaiteu anywin-rcs- . l suppose Jennie anu
Jim is coddling him so he's got selfish.
Men is naturally selfish anyhow. I can
remember the day though that Si would
have thought of me flrst. There was
nothing could kept him from me Thanks-
giving day nor Christmas. Why, I re
member the year before we was married.
he drove through a regular blizzard tc- -

The words faltered, and she felt pet
tishly for her pocket. Before she could
reach her handkerchief there came a
knock at the door. She rubbed the back
of her hand across her eyes, but forgot
to thrust the letters out of sight.

And s6 Silas found, her, with the first
tears she had shed in years, moistening
her cheeks, and his letters spread out upon
the table.

He patted her hand gently, tenderly, and
she did not draw away from his clasp as
she had for more .than one long year be--
fore he left the farm. She stood looking
at him with shining eyes.

"Silas! Silas! And I was just saying to
myself I had nothing to be thankful for
tomorrow nothing."

"And now?" he asked, with all the
eagerness of that Thanksgiving day when
he haa facra a buzzard to eat with hl3
sweetheart.

With, a mighty sigh of relief with some--
tnmg more, wnicn sounded very liKe a
sob of happiness, she laid ,her head on his
well-cla- d shoulder and cried, "And. new
I've got everything everything."
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vThe Melancholy Days.
Baltimore American

One more unfortunate.
AVeary of breath.

Wife too Importunate.
House-cleane- d to death.

Carpet wet wtth his blood, "

Flesh full of tacks.
Stovepipes all crushing him.

Giving him whacks.

Look at his jrarments.
See his mashed foot!

Look at the face of him.
Frescoed with soot:

Treat him not scornfully.
Think of him mournfully.

Unmarried man!
"Watch one day's
Volcanic plan meaning
Sneer at him, jeer at him,

Then if you can.

Alas, for the rarity '

Of wifely charity .
-

Under the sun!
Oh, It was pitiful!
In a whole cityfull.

Feed had he none.
Breakfastleas, dinnerless " .
Supperless. hopelessness

This was his lot.
Chilled-ste- sandwiches.
With bites full of hitches, -

Face powder in coffee
Rage of the hungry man

Only thing hot.

Battle, hang, din and dash.
Shrieks, scolds and crash and smash.

Rattle and roar
Wire's tongue twelve knots an hour.
Children of demon power.

Pipes in a pour
Mad from his cup's full brim.
Glad would fate but. his clim- -

Thoroughly douse.
In misery's corner curled,
,QuIck, frantic, to be hurled.

Like a dead mouse.
Anywhere anywhere

Out of the house!


