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Von Schiller: His Name and Fame Immortal

ONE HUNDREDTH ANNIVERSARY OF THE DEATH
OF GERMANY'S BEST BELOVED POET J X &

the whole, of the Sth
THROUGHOUT the best-love- d poet In

dying In the south-looki-

bedroom at "Weimar. Gentle sleep
had followed the delirium of earlier hours,
then a brief few moments of waking, in
which the last farewells were spoken.
Then slumber again, from which the pass-
ing gerflus roused long enough to say:
"Many things are growing plain and clear
to mc" Then sleep once more and from
that there came no waking.

So Johann Christoph Frcldrich von
Schiller crossed over into the Great Be-

yond. This poet, whom Carlyle called
"The Apostle of the sublime and beauti-
ful" this good man whom Madame de
Stael wrot9 down as "the best of friends
and the best of husbands" this son of the
fatherland who yields place to none of his
fellows- in the hearts of the German peo-pp- le

died at 46, Just when his Intellectual
powers were at their ripest died from his
own criminal neglect of himself. Much
has been written of his excessive drinking,
believing as he did that .Inspiration came
to him only when he exceeded; much has
been told of the amount of black coffee he
would drink In a single evening; hut these
things were but details In that whole dis-

regard for self especially lor reasonable
Bleep which amounted to little. less than
euJcide.

A "World to Celebrate.
A century ago Schiller's name was writ-

ten below1 those of Goethe and Luther.
Today those others are still acknowledged
his Intellectual superiors, but the German
love goes out to none as to "The en-

deared Schiller." So, now at the cente-
nary of his passing, a world will mark
the day in affectionate honor. All Ger-
many celebrates his fame in a score of
fitting ways, Wurtemburg, Tils native
state, setting by an entire month for his
recalling. In Switzerland and Northern
Italy, at Rome and Paris and Madrid
and Brussels and London, here in the
United States in "half the greater cities
and in most of its academic centers, from
two days to six are to be devoted to such
concerts and dramatic representations
and parades and addresses as best may
commemorate the name of him who de-

parted this life on May !. 1805. A man
in whose honor a world celebrates on the
100th anniversary of his death is not dead.

On November 10, 1859. on the centenary
of the poet's birth, though Germany was
then still a political nonentity, with union
under one flag seeming far indeed in a
dim future, "the unanimity with which the
day was celebrated wherever German
ppeech had reached. Irrespective of all
political division, was remarkable. The 4C

years since then have seen millions more
of his works sold than of any other
writer of the fatherland. His poems aro
to be found In nearly every German home,
however humble, by Rhine or Hudson,
Danube or Mississippi. His dramas are
performed on every German - speaking
stage, and they always "draw." Quota-
tions from Schiller are more often used
and better understood by Germans than
are those from Shakespeare in the English-s-

peaking world. The last thing a
native German will forget will bo the
Schiller ballads which he learned when a
boy at school. In these lie the truest re- -

THE SEXES.
Se In the babe two loveliest flower?, united

for. In truth.
"While in the bud they seem the fame-t- he

virgin and the youth.
But gently loosened is the bond, no longer

side by elde
From modest Shamo the flory Strength will

soon itself divide.
Permit the youth to sport, and Kill the wild

desire to chase.
For. but when sated, weary Strength "returns

to seek the Grace.
Out from the bud. the double floirera the fu-

ture strife begin.
How precious each yet neither etllls the long-

ing heart within.
In ripening; charms the virgin bloom to wo-m-

ahac hath grown.
But pride doth watch the ripening cnarma.

and zuard them like a zone;
Shy. as before the hunter's horn the doc !

trembling moves.
She flies from man as from a foe, and hates

ere yet she loves!

From lowering brows this struggling world
the fearless youth observes.

And, harden'd for the trlfe bctlmea. he strains
the willing nerves;

Far to the throng of spears and to the race
prepared to start.

Urgd by alluring glory on. and hi ow'n
etormy heart:

Protect thy work. O Nature, now! one from
the other flies,

Till thou unltest each at last that for the
other sighs.

There art thou. Mighty One! where'er the
discord darkent frown.

Thou callest peaceful Harmony, the godlike
poother, down.

The noisy chase is lulled asleep, day's clamor
dies afar.

And gently into nightly rest sinks each re
turning star.

Soft sigh the reeds, and. murmuring soft,
the brooklet glide along.

And all the wood the nightingale melodious
fills with song

O virgin! now what instinct heaves thy boiom
with the !gh?

Oh youth! and wherefore steals the tear Into
thy dreaming eje?

She cka In vain the something now round
which to gently twine.

With Its own weight the ripening fruit doth
down to earth incline.

And resUes8 strives the youth againat hie own
consuming fire;

Ah, where the gentle breath to cool the flame
of young desire!

And now they meet together Love ban brought
and Joined the two.

And fast as flies the winged god, doth vic-
tor)- etlll pursue

O heavenly Love! 'tis thy weet task the
human flowers to bind.

Divided ever yt by thee forever inter- -

twined?

DITHYRAMB.
Never, believe me.
Appear the Divinities,

Never alone.
Fcarcely comes Bacchus, the Joyous, unto me;
Than Cupid, the laughing child, hastens to woo

me
And' Phoebus his poet to ownl

They come near and nearer.
Their numbers are swelling

See! all the Celestials
Are filling my dwelling.

O guests! heavenly chorus!
Say now can the earthborn

Regale ye at? due?
Accord me. Immortals, the life that ye live!
To the God nothing worthy a. mortal can give

Take rne up to Olympus with you.

The pleasures dwell only
In Jupiter's palace

Oh, pour cut the nectar.
Oh, reach me the chalice!

"Reach him the chalice.
Fill full to the Poet!- -

Oh, Hebe, brim high!
Steep his eyes In the dews of celestial delight.
And let Styx the abhorrent be shut from his

right:
Let him feel as a son of the sky.

It murmurs, it sparkles.
The Fount of Delight;

Vrvm the heart falls the burden.
The scale from the sight.

What Great Men Say of a Great Brother

"Schiller. Bard tremendous in sublimity." Samuel Taylor
Coleridge. ,

"Schiller inspires us to noble action-an- to sacrifice.'' Cxuiseppe
MazzinL

"Schiller is the representation of the German intellect in its
highest form." Thomas Dc Quincey.

"He was a .purifier; and it "was by his work of purification that
his influence became most permanent." H. W. Neyinson.

"No author ever had more earnestness than. Schiller; his earn-

estness was "the real secret of bis greatness." Lord Lytton.
"It is from real present life that he has borrowed that terrible

spell of passion by which he shakes so inwardly the very seat of
thought and feeling.' John "Wilson.

"In another age, this Schiller wrill stand forth in the foremost
rank among the master-spiri-ts of his century, and be admitted to a
place among the chosen of all centuries." Thomas Carlyle.

"Somewhat resided in this man which begot an expectation that
outran all his performance. The largest part of his power was
latent This is that which we call character, acting--with'ou- t means."
R. W. Emerson.

"Sublime and silent.
From whose living lips have rung ,

Words to be remembered ever." W. Allen Butler.

Poems and Ballads by Schiller

ward of the man who Is recalled today
and tomorrow and Tuesday:

Friedrlch von Schiller was the man need-
ed by his times. The early years of the
18th century in German literature- - present
to student and reader a wilderness unre-
claimed and without a promise for the
future; a barren arena in which Insipid
writers paraded the emptiness of court
sermon, sycophantlsh dedications and dull
birthday odes. Then had come Bodmer
and Klopstock and WIcland and the
brothers Schlegel, revivifying and uplift-
ing, and then that world-wid- e intellectual
awakening which followed close in the
bloody train of the French Revolution.
To Germany, as to France and England
and Italy and Holland, it brought a revo-

lution in thought as well as in political
externals, and In the fatherland, Schiller,
with the of his over-
mastering love of freedom, became Its
main organ.

As described by those who knew and
loved him, t have looked the part
he played. Tall and of a strong, bony
build, though never muscular and always
too lean, his lofty forehead and aquiline
nose bespoke the man's high purpose and
mental attainments, while a mouth of
pure Grecian beauty told unmistakably
of tenderness and consideration. His
look of contemplative sensibility was
even saddening in its effect upon the ob-

server, but none the less was It pleasing,
impressive, unforgetable.

From Teace to Prison.
Schiller's birth (at Marbach. Wurtem-bur- g.

November 10. 1759). nearly coincides
with that of another poet of the human
heart. Robert Burns: It preceded that of

THE INVINCIBLE ARMADA.
She comes, the comes the Burden of the

Deeps!
Beneath her walls the Universal Sea!

W'Ub clanking chains and a new God, she
sweeps.

And with a thousand thunders, unto thee!
The ocean-castl- and the floating hosts

Ne'er on their like, looked the wild waters'
Well

May man the monster name "Invincible."
O'er shuddering waves she gathers to thy

coasts!
The horror that she spreads can claim
Just title to her haughty name.

The trembling Neptune quails
Under the slltnt and majestic forma;

The Doom of Worlds in thow! dark sails:
Near and more near she sweenal And slumber

all the Storms!

Before thee, the array,
Blost Island. Empress of the Sea!
The n equadrons threaten thee

And thy treat heart, Britannia!
Woe to thy people, of their freedom proud-S- he

rests, a thunder heavy in its cloud!
Who. to thy hand, the orb and sceptre gave.

Thou that should' be the sovereign of the
nations?

To tyrant kings thou wert thyself the slave.
Till Freedom dug from Law Its deep foun-

dations;
The mighty Chart thy citizens made kings.

And kings to citizens sublimely bowed!
And- thou thyself, upon thy realm of water.
Hast thou not rendered millions up to laugh.

ter.
When thy ships brought upon their sailing

wings
The Bceptcr and the shroud

What should'st thou thank? Blush. Earth, to
hear and feel;

What should'st thou thank? thy genius and
thy steel!

Behold the hidden and the giant fires!
Behold thy glory- - trembling to Its fall!

Thy coming down the round earth shall" appall.
And all the hearts of freemen beat for thee.
And all free souls their fate in thine foresee

Thtlrs Is thy glory's fall!

One look below the Almighty gave.
Where streamed the s of thy proud foe;
And near and wider yawned the horrent grave.
"And who." ialth He, "shall lay mine Eng-

land low
The stem that blooms with hero deeds
The rock when man from wrong a refuge

needs
The stronghold where the tyrant comes In

vain?
Who shall bid England vanish from the main?
Ne'er be this only Eden Freedom knew,
Man's etout defenre from Power, to Fate con-

signed."

God the Almighty blew.
And the Armada went to every wind!

THE LONGING.
Heavy vapors coldly hover.

Round the vale I cannot flee:
Outlet could I but discover.

Blessed were escape to me!
Ever green In fair dominion.

Yonder hill-to- p I survey;
Thither, could I find the pinion.

Thither would I wing my wayl
Hark! T hear the music ringing

Harmonies of heavenly calm.
And the gentle wirjda are bringing.

Breathing. bringing down the balm.
Yonder, fruits are golden-glowin-

Beckoning from the leafy shade.
And the blooms that there are blowing

Never doth the winter fade.
Beautiful must life be yonder.

Suns eternal there to see.
Airs that on the mountain wander.

Oh. how healing must they be!
Yet before sne rolls a river

Roaringly its waters roll;
And Us wavee. that swell ' forever.

Send a horror to my soul.
On the surge a "boat is tossing;

But. alas! the pilot falls'
Enter eater, dare the crossing

Breath epl ritual fills the sails!
Guarantees no gods concede thee;

Safety in believing dwells:
Only miracle can lead thee

To the land of Miracles!

THE CHILD IN THE CRADLE.
Blest babe! a bouadless world this be'd, so

narrow, seems, to thee.
Grow man. and narrower than this "bed the

teovadtes vrerid stall fee!

Napoleon by about ten years. "The boy's
father. Caspar., had left the array to be-

come overseer of the great place of Karl
Eugen, ruler of the Duchy: the mother
was Just a good-heart- German house-
wife, the uneducated daughter of an hum-

ble baker. But It was from this mother
that Friedrlch received those attributes
which were to lift him head and shoul-
ders above the vast majority of the men
of his da'. She dearly loved poetry, and
held moral strength above all else, and
these things came naturally to the son
who was so close to her. As one thinks
of Goethe in his Innate worship for the
beauty of symmetry, so one cannot think
of Goethe's intimate, Schiller, without
endowing him first of all with his passion
for freedom and his respect for woma-
nhoodand these gifts were his because of
his, mother.

For 14 years life ran noothly at Mar-bac- h.

If that nation bt happiest which
has no history, and if this be as .true of
the Individual, then Schiller's boyhood,
of which so little Is known, must have
been happy Indeed. - He studied with
Moser, the parish priest; he 'went .to the
Latin school in neighboring Ludwlgsburg

and the world must guess the rest. But
with 1773 came a change. In that year
the boy was solemnly entered at Duke
Karl's pet Academy of Instruction at
Stuttgart. Those youthful dreams of
studying for the ministry, with a pastoral
office which might also bring harmony
and quiet literary pursuits, were not to
be. Instead was forced upon the young
man yet scarcely that the monotonous
routine of a formal military discipline,
padded out with long hours of uncongenial
labors In the study of the law. This last
was eventually changed for medicine, but
that was but scant gain; repression of
thought and action ruled In the silly little
court of a petty tyrant petty In all he
did and said as in the land he mlsgov- -

Translated By Sir Edward
Bulwer Lytton, Bart

THE NADOWESSIAN DEATH-DIRG-

The idea of this poem Is taken from Carver's
Travels Through North America. Goethe reck-
oned it amongst Schiller's best poems of the
kind, and wished he had made dozen such.
But. precisely because Goethe admired It for
Its objectivity, William Von Humboldt found
it wanting in Ideality.

Se there he sits, upon his mat.
There still he sits upright;

The same as when he living cat.
And looked upon the light.

But where the right hand's strength? and
where

The breath that once did breathe.
To the Urtat Spirit aloft In air.

The pipe's pale ?

And where the eyes so falcon clear.
On waves of grass to view

The faintest track that wandering deer
Had left on blade or dew?

Are these the feet that could not flag.
But bounded through the snow.

As when, flies the stag.
Or the light mountain roe?

Are these the arrss that proudly bore.
And stoutly bent, the bow?

See, limp and loose their life Is o'er
See, helpless hang they now!

Yet weal to him o'er field he strat.
Where snows no more can fall;

Gone hence to meads that shrine with
maize

Which springs, self-sow- for all.
Where birds abound on every brake

Where forests teem with deer
Where swarm the fish through every lake-O-ne

chase from year to year!
There, Spirits now he feasts amid

And leaves us here bereft.
That we may .praise the deeds he did.

And bury what is left.
Here bring the last gifts! and with th

The last lament be said;
Let all that pleased, and yet may please.

Be buried with the Dead.
Beneath his head the hatchet hide

That he so stoutly swung
And place the bear's fat haunch beside.

The Journey hence Is lonr!
And let the knife be.

That, on the battle-da-

Shore with quick strokes he took but three
The foeman's scalp away!

The paints that warriors love to use
Place here within his hand:

That be may shine with ruddy hues
Ami(Jt the Spirit-lan-

THE SHARING OF THE EARTH.
"Here, take the world!" cried Jove from out

hla heaven
To mortals "Be you of this earth the heirs;

Free to your use the heritage is given;
Brother-lik- e choose the shares."

Then hand stretch'd eager in Its greed.
And busy was the work with young and old;

The Tiller settled upon glebe and mead.
The Hunter, wood and wold.

The Merchant grip'd the store and lock'd the

The Abbot chose the garden of vine
The King: barrd up the bridge and thorough-

fare.
And cried. "The tolls are mine!"

And when the earth was thus divided, came
Too late the Poet from, afar, to see

That all had proffcr'd and had selz'd their
claim

"And is there naught for me?

"Shall L thy truest son. be yet of all
Thy human children portionless alone V

Thus went his cry, and Jove beheld him fall
Before the heavenly throne.

"If In the land of dreams thou wert abWinc."
Answered the God. ""Why murmorest thou

at Me?
Say, where wert thou when' earth they ware

dividing?"
The pott said, "By Thee!

Cpon thy glorious aspect dwelt my sight
The music of thy heaven Inthrall'd my eari

Pardon the soul. If, drunken- - with thy light.
It lost. Its portion here!"

"Yet. asswered Jove, "the world no more
Is mine

Field, chase, and sail are given; ao plac
for thee! , ...

But cosee at will, since earth thou ssust re,
eigfl.

To Heave. d Hve wit s4.

erned. It was but a question of time till
the great mind should break from beneath
such bondage.

Schiller bad already been driven Into
hlaself in search of Ideals which might
more nearly correspond with his dreams
and Imaginings than the mercenary, ser-
vile life about him. He had made two
essays In dramatic form "The Student of
Nassau" and "Oosirao de Medici" both of
which be had burned at their completion,
but In 177S this poet of 19 voiced the reac-
tion from oppression in "The Robbers."
"To escape from the formalities of a dis-
cipline which was odious to my heart,"
he wrote, "I sought a retreat in the world
of Ideas and shadowy possibilities, while
as yet I knew nothing at all of the human
world from which I was harshly secluded
by iron bars."

The volcanic play which is now con-
sidered his first, with its unsuccessful
imitation of Shakespeare, was published
In 17B0. and all the youth of the land
hastened to hail it with an applause al-

most as tempestuous as the theme and
treatment of the work itself. The Duke
of Wurtemburg was alarmed. Here was
something audacious, self-wille-d, revolu-
tionary, within his very household. His
Serene Highness summoned the author be-
fore him, reprimanded him severely, bade
him write nothing more that did not bear
upon his medlcai studies, and in a score
of lesser ways made more Irksome than
ever the dreary, cabined, life that hag Just
tasted of free expression.

In 17S2 "The Robblns" was acted at
Mannheim and the author was In the
audience, triumphantly happy but this
second breach of the narrow etiquette
of the Ducal court led to imprisonment.
Theli came the opportune call of a
neighboring Princeling and in the ex-

citement and confusion the prisoner es-
capedand so began 33 years of an un-
fettered, glorious career.

First Plays and s First Love.
He lived for a time at Melnlngen,

.masquerading under the Incognito of
"Bauerbach," and there completed his
"Flesco" and "Intrigue and Love." Each
was preposterous, overstrained and weak.
Then it was Mannheim again, with an.
interlude brought by a transient love af-
fair with Laura Dalberg. daughter of
that friendly theater director who had
brought out "The Robbers." It was,
however, merely the passing infatuation
of jl youth of 21, and soon he was back
again in the harness of dramatic Ideal-
ism with "Don Carlos" under hand. That
was the turning point. It was forceful,
but Its power was under due restraint,
while It first brought into Schiller's work
a subtlety definitely- - marking the death
of that extravagance which had marred
all that bad been done earlier.

Lelpslc, Dresden and Jena followed,
and then, at last, Weimar, the "German
Florence." These years (1785-17S- saw
the "Ghost-Seer- " and the "History of
the Thirty Years' War." the last In con-
nection with his work as professor of
civil history at Jena's University, but
they also saw the formation of that habit
of night work all night work for weeks
on end which materially shortened the
candle of genius.

Last Acts or the Drama.
The tragic dignity of "Wallenstein"

(1799) which De" Quincey has not hesi-
tated to call immortal, ranking it "be-
yond all competition, the nearest in point
of excellence to the dramas of Shake-
speare," followed, then "Marie Stuart."
(1800) . "The Maid of .'Orleans." and. last of
all. "Wilhelm Tell." (ISOt). Here the
prophet of national unity sounded his
truest and highest appeal. It is eloquent
In every lino of th man's quenchless en-
thusiasms, of his love of liberty, of that
sympathetic emphasis which he. ever
placed upon human worth, of his'", hatred
of caste and cant. It speaks to the soul
rather than to the understanding. The
critics are right. It Js Schiller's best- -

The last 15 years of the poet's life were
his happiest in spite of the clouds of
growing weakness and wreck which hung
lower and lower over him. He had mar-
ried Charlotte von Langfelde in 1750. he
had been made a citizen of the new-
born French Republic, he sat with the
Privy Council of Weimar Province, he
had been raised to the rank of "Gentle-
man" and might write the "von" before
his name, and finances were easy. His
close friendships with the great Herder
and the greater Goethe were inspiring
him to work as he had never worked be-

foreand then came 1805 and the 9th of
May. and the reaping which could only
follow the prodigal sowing of earlier
years.

This is Schiller. In whose features
With their passive, calm regard.
We behold the true Ideal
Of the high heroic bard.
Whom the inward world of feeling.
And the outward world of sense
To the endless labor summon
And the endless recompense!

WARWICK JAMES PRICE.

The Lightship.
William Hervey Woods In Century.

She lies far out along- the bar.
A ghost by day. by night a star

That sways and swings and dips;
Though chained, she knows no anchored

ease
Though tides are full and freeh the breeze.She rides, but may not sail the seas

This sentinel of ships:
Hers but to watch by ruln'a lair.
And lift her warning light in air.
Her sides are oak of triple strength,
Vtr mast a pine-tree- 's sturdy length.

Unhelped of boom or spar
The lantern bears, her only sail:
Yet naked thus she dares the gale.
With plunging prow and burled rail.

Or breasts the breakers' war
An atnaion of courage high
Who may not fight and will not fly.

Her sister ships their wings have spread,
Perhaps by dark Magellan's head

Or on Ionian seas;
Dim Greenland's isles of ico thev knew.
They sailed Hawaii's waters blue".
And Aden's shadows loitered through.

Along the dying breeze;
And shs. in calms when cablet slack.
May drift five fathoms out and back.

Not hers in glassy bays to seem
A dream-bar- k mirrored In a dream.

Nor hers the joy to feel
Her black, hull on and onward whirled.
The rush of winds, the waves upcurled
High o'er her bows, as round the world

She sweeps on bounding fceel.
While ocean 'neath her laughs and swings.
And ropes are songs and sails are wings.

And yet no bulk of senseless etonx
Is she. on some stern cliff alone

A ship's heart In her beats;
She thrills to every tide that turns.
Her naked mast for canvas yearns.
And each proud Umber in her spurns

The chain that still defeats
Her forward plunge, and holds her slave '

Whcae will la tameless as the wave.

She will not always fettered ride
Some night at turning of the tide.

When God's great wtnda are out,
A lightning bolt her bonds will rive.
And she, unchained, alert, alive.
Wttl on her one mad voyage drive.

And, 'mid th mighty rout.
While heaven and earth commingled roar.
Pass to be seen of men no more.

At Tabic-Settin- g.

Evangelise Metheny, In Atlantic
For- - the table-settin- g

Fewer are the places,
Fewer round the table

Grow the children's faces.

Changes, change J, changes
Life aad Death are bringing;

Sore my soul misgives rae.
Fears my heart are wringing.

Otherwise X fancied
As I hushed their weeping;

Otherwise I fascled
As I watched them sleeping.

Small; we kept them near us.
Thou and I together:

Hard the task wlthoat thee.
Loatly the endeavor.

Read the hoard, so crpwdea
Wider grow the spxew.

For the table-settin- g

Fewer' arc the, places:

.1

Miraculous Cures Effected by a
HE HAS DRIVEN EVIL SPIRITS FROM
OF MANY UMATILLA BRETHREN

I WEINITO. INDIAN

Or.. May
PENDLETON. of The Sunday

last it seems as if the
"red man" was to be reclaimed from the
whisky habit, in spite of a recent Supreme
Court decision that allottees 'can have free
access to intoxicating drinks. This refor-
mation among the inhabitants of the
"Umatilla Indian Reservation is due to
the visit of one Welnlto. a "medicine
man" of the Yakima Reservation In
Washington, who, with two companions,
has just returned home after performing
miraculous cures among the tribesmen in
this county.

Wcinito is said to have cured many In-

dians here of the liquor habit, the cure
being so effective that even the smell
of whisky causes the former heavy drink-
ers to become deathly sick. During his
two weeks' visit, Weinlto has, so it is
olaimed, driven the evil spirits from 23

men and seven women, all of whim had
been addicated to the use of whisky. In

j addition- - to these cures, the "medicine
I man" is credited with having healed a
! number of Indians who had been in ill

health for years.

Things Does?

you were your wife
IF Don't you think like to

know something about your hus-
band's finances and business In gen-
eral? Perhaps you manage to live In-

side the small weekly sum allows
for expenses, but if you
knew that he was in straits .your wifely

'sympathy would help you to econ-
omize even further. The thought that
you shut out of his confidence en-
tirely may harden the tenderest heart.

Wouldn't you be delighted If some
day your husband Invited you down-
town to take lunch with him?
course you could cook nicely for the
home table, and buy what you liked
for the noon lunch which you and the
children eat alone; but there's a fas-
cination about life and cook
ery for the little woman who stays
home day in and day out.

Don't you think you'd soon weary
of lectures on' the extravagance of the
soda water habit or your fad for fine,
sheer handkerchiefs and lingerie when
said lectures fall from the Hps of a
man who smokes not less than ten

a day?
Wouldn't an occasional box of candy

or a bouquet of flowers sent home by
your husband do much to lighten tho
drudgery of doing your own house-
work?

Wouldn't you fairly beam if your
husband happened to remember your
birthday or wedding anniversary by
sending home some small gift?

Wouldn't you Immensely pleased
If your husband noticed the new frock,
made over from last year's old one.
perhaps, but still looking very fresh
and pretty?

Do you think you'd proud of a
husband who, when you were enter-
taining- company, tipped back in his
dining-roo- m chair, sopped the plate
gravy from the platter with "his bread,
picked his teeth at the table, comment-
ed disparagingly on your cooking and
all because as head of the house he
considers these breaches of etiquette
his privilege?

Would" yoa entertained by your
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HEALER, WHO HAS PERFORMED MIRACULOUS CURES.

There is an interesting story connected
with Weinito's past career. Several years
ago he was considered a very bad Indian,
and is said to have committed numerous
crimes, including murders. Soon after his
last crime he took suddenly ill and died,
according to the story. Just before his
death he commanded his tribesmen to
watch over his body for six days, keeping
candles burning at night. The news of
the strange case was soon spread about,
and Indians gathered at the Yakima Res-

ervation from many parts of the country
to view the body of the dead roan.
the end of the six days' vigil, the watch-
ers were surprised to see signs of life
returning to the supposedly dead Indian.
Wlnlto slowly recovered from his "sleep
of death." showing no signs of physical
depression. He claimed that he had re-

ceived a message from the "Great Spirit"
and that he was to be hereafter endowed
with supernatural powers. His chief mis-

sion was to go among the Indians, heal
them of their ills and cure them of the
drink habit.

In performing his feats of healing. Wei-

nito's method is to place a black

husband's nightly recital of the day's
flirtations? Innocent enough, no doubt,
but he wouldn't have thought of boasti-
ng: of such conquests in his courtship
days. OC course, the little typewriter
girl, whose desk Is next to his, has a
fresh shirtwaist for every day and her
hands are beautifully manicured, but
yours looked the same you
exchanged the typewriter for the gas-sto- ve

as your badge of service.
Do you think you would really enjoy

constant reference to your husband's
mother's good housekeeping? course
by the time he was old enough to no-
tice his mother's domestic virtues she
had passed the novitiate period through
which you now passing. A good
many years from now your son will tell

What Would You Think or Some Your Husband
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SHED tears for the homeless, the har-
assed,I the oppressed for the women
who hold hungry babes to famished

breasts, for the men In prison, for the
ignorant and brutal who wrench at their
bonds, and who by violence hope to
achieve freedom.

Governments cannot be done away with,
but progress will come, as it has in the
past, by lessening the number of laws.
We want less governing, and the Ideal
government is the government that gov-

erns least.

So long as governments set the exam-
ple of killing their enemies, private In-

dividuals will occasionally kill theirs.

Do your work today, doing it the best
you can, and live one day at a time.
The man that does this is conserving his
God-give- n energy, and not spinning it out
into tenuous spider threads that Fate will
probably brush away.

Yes, life Is good! God wants his chil-

dren to be happy! The white clouds

Yakima Indian

THE BODIES
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Now, Supposing You Were Your Own Wife

eagle feather In each hand, of a sick or
drunken person, or one who has .commit-
ted a crime, and after closing both eyes
tightly and muttering a few mystic words,
to give his subject a sudden twirl to the
left. The subjects falls to the ground.- - and
If a criminal, goes through the various
motions of his former crime or crimes.
Should the Indian be sick Welnlto touches
the afflicted part and pulls out the dis-

ease, while in the case of a drunken In-

dian there la much vomiting, and he is
never able to keep liquor on his stomach
again.

The Umatilla Indians look upon Welnl-
to as almost a supernatural being and all
worship htm frantically. Yesterday a.

squaw, who was in the city, was speak-
ing of the medicine man and frequently
termed him "Jesus." Many of the 'In-
dians regard him as being in close touch
with Sahalie, one of the great gods of
Indian mythology.

Weinlto himself claims to be a disciple
of Smo-Hollo- an aged Indian spiritual-
ist, who la credited with having embroiled
the Indians during the outbreak of the
Ncz Perces in 1S7S. C. W. MYERS.

his wife what a fine housekeeper hia
mother was.

Don't you think you would like yoqr
husband to speak a pleasant word oc-

casionally at the breakfast table? Of
course he feels tired and grumpy when
he first gets up. Perhaps, he was out
the night before and he hates to run
for that early car and dreads to pick
up the day's routine at office or shop.
But maybe you'd be tired, too. Perhaps
the milkman forgot to leave the cream,
or the Are refused to burn, or one of
the children had croup, or earache in
the night. Anyhow, you got up at least
half an hour before he did and let him
sleep until the very last moment. .

Act on these little hints sometimes,
and see how they work?

chase each other across the blue dome of
heaven, the birds In the azaleas and in
the orange trees twitter, build nests and
plar the livelong day. The
balmy air Is flavored with health; healing
and good cheer.

America is .truly a giant; it Is well to
have the strength of a giant, but not well
to use it like a giant. -

Great men are ever lonely and Hve
apart, but birds of a feather flocjc to-
gether because they are afraid, .to flock
alone.

To do your work well today Is the sur-
est preparation for something "better to-

morrowthe past has gone, the future we
cannot reach, the present only "Is- - oats.
Bach days work, is a preparation 'fer-'-t-

next, live in the present.

Friendship asks for no rash rojs,
demands no foolish vows, is strenst-'l- a

absence,, and moat loyal when needed. It
lends hall&3t to life, and gives stadinaa
tt every venture.

Little Sermons, by Elbert Hubbard


