
J. PIERPONT

J. Pierpont Morgan, the new industrial
king of the United States, has risen so
suddenly into that position that it will
be some time before the public generally
will be uble rightly to associate him with
the power he really possesses. Mr. Mor-
gan's name has been so long and inti-
mately connected with banking that the
old association will cling even in spite
of his recent stupendous operations in
railroad and his just completed acquisi-
tion, for himself and his capitalist part-
ners, of the huge steel industries hitherto
iu the control of Andrew Carnegie. But
Mr. Morgan has long been an important
figure- - in the steel business, even if Mr.
Carnegie's prime position in that field has
served to obscure his rival's prominence.
Hereafter the name of Morgan will con-
note railway empire in America and the
mighty grind of iron and steel mills.

The new industrial ruler is a native of
Hartford, Conn. His father, James Mor-
gan, was a farmer boy who became a
New England banker. The son was edu-
cated in Boston and in Germany and at
the death of his father inherited a for-
tune of about $10,000,000. These figures
represented the Morgan equity in the
banking house of J. S. Morgan & Co. of
London and of Drexel, Morgan & Co. of
New York. Pierpont Morgan married
Miss Frances Tracy. He has three chil-
dren, Louisa and Annie and J. Pierpont,
Jr., who attends to the business of the
banking houses abroad. As an example
of business capacity of ,a remarkable
kind, Mr. Morgan is unparalleled. No
greai mental product of modern industry
can approach him. He is as capable as
any of the Rothschilds in the money line
find his recent achievements as an indus-
trial organizer surpass any similar feats
performed by other operators in this
country or abroad. Numerous organizers
necessarily did much preparatory work,

AS THE SUN WENT DOWN.

After the dla of the battle's roar,
Just at the close of day,

"Wounded and bleeding upon the field,
Two dying soldiers lay.

One held a ringlet of thin gray hair,
One held a lock of brown, (Bidding each other a last farewell,
Just as the sun went down.'

Chorus:
One thought of mother, at home alone,

Feeble and old and gray;
One of the sweetheart he left in town,

Happy and young and gay.
One kissed a ringlet of thin gray hair,

One kissed a lock of brown;
Bidding furewell to the Stars and Stripes

Just as the sun went down.

One knew the joys of a mother's love,
One of a sweetheart fair;

Thinking of home, they lay side by side,
Breathing a farewell prayer,

One for the mother so old and gray,
One for his love in town,

They closed their eyes to earth and skies
Just as the sun went down.
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i THEY WERE SWEETHEARTS I
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ESIDE a French window In a
. . . w.

Q) acep armcnair sai a woman, n
was evening, ana a arizziing rain

dampened the pane, but the woman
stared straight ahead Into the dark-
ness and seemed unconscious of the
Immediate environments. None who
knew her had ever sees her face lose
Its sweet placidity, nor had they heard
ber words make a discord in the music
of speech. She passed among her fellow-

-creatures dropping bits of sun-
shine here and there as she went ber
way, looking toward the mysterious
future.

And now, aa she sat there alone, a
Seat calm fell over ber, for the mission
which she bad long sought bad at last
come Into her life. What should she
do? The woman's eyea closed and she
leaned her bead back against the vel-

vet cushions of tbe chair. The Ideal
outlines of a face formed themselves
on the curtain of her Imagination a
face neither handsome nor Imposing In
appearance, but with coldly critical
blue eyes and a sensitive tightening of
the Dps; a face one could love for his
frank boyishness. Tbe blue eyes smil-

ed Into the eyes of tbe woman, and she

MORGAN,
KING OF FINANCIAL WORLD.

but the big achievements are his. The
figures representing the wealth his mind
directs in the railroad field are so vast as
to be inconceivable. A row of ten figures
will alone describe them in numbers 'of
dollars.

The Morgans were early associated
with the Vanderbilts in the upbuilding
and extension of the New York Central
properties. In this work it was the mas-
ter intellect of J. Pierpont Morgan which
deftly manipulated those vast properties
and brought them to their present eff-
iciency. The name which was associated
with them was the name of Vanderbilt,
but the mind that mastered the giant
problems was the mind of Morgan.
Among the concrete results of Mr. Mor-
gan's intellectual labors have been the
reorganization of the Buffalo and the
West Shore, and its lease to the New
York Central; the reorganization of the
Chesapeake and Ohio; the rearrangement
of the Great Southern and the reorgan-
ization of the Erie, and his influence has

sighed over her mission because the
face was there.

"Heaven give me strength," she mur-
mured, an alien passion stealing over
her, face; "It is for him for him." (

Did she not see the sudden swinging
aside of the door curtains, nor hear
the confident stride across the thresh-
old? I

There was a pause, followed by a '

deep-voice- d ejaculation of Impatience!
as some one stumbled over a chair.
The woman rose noiselessly and lighted
the gas then smiled as the glare fell
on the young man standing before her
with his hands thrust deeply in his
pockets.

"I beg pardon, Evelyn," he burst out,

"what else have YOU to sat?"
laughing good-naturedl- y ai bis band
clasped hers. "What are you doing
alone In this gloom? Don't I bring
sunshine enough with me without you
lightening up as I enter?" He threw
himself Into a chair. "What a night!
Gloomy as the hours of midnight. I
hare the blues, Evelyn may I tell you
all my troubles 7"

Evelyn Westland gazed down on the
boyish face with strange wilfulness.
Tbe five years which divided their lives
seemed like a gulf to her Just then; he
was In his prime, while she she knew
the sorrows of the world by heart. At
be glanced up, she smiled and shook
her bead. "I am ready to listen, Sever-
ance; what baa life been bringing to
you? Sadness? It seems Impossible,
you have such a bright way of looking
at care."

Severance Caulder sighed. "You have

been felt by the Pacific system. Some of
the achievements which he made inci
dents to his hioney and railroad business
are the present- - efficiency of the China
and Japan carrying trade, the consolida
tion of the Western Union Telegraph and
the American Bell Telephone companies,
the combination of the colHn producing
and steel Industries, and his launching of
the new Edison process of magnetic iron
ore separation,! Mr.- Morgan is fond of
the good things of life, although his most
intense pleasures are derived from the
exercise of his functions as a business
man. He scatters wealth among chari-
ties with a-- lavish hand. He likes fine
paintings and rare books. He has a copy
of the great folio Shakspeare of 1023,
and a Mazarin Bible. He is a good
church member, smokes expensive cigars,
likes steam' yachts, good dogs, fine
horses, and, in short, by no means spends
all his time dreaming of new combina-
tions in business or of the price of money
in the great markets of the world.

been a good friend to me,' Evelyn," he
said, thoughtfully.

"And why shouldn't I be?"
"Why? Because I am wayward and

careless and because 1

wound you in a thousand nameless
ways when I don't mean to; because
you are good and sweet, and I am wick-
ed and restless." He spoke fervently,
but Evelyn only crossed over and laid
her hand upon his. arm.

"Hush; you speak foolishly. Tell me
your cares, and let us leave your mis-
erable points out of the question,"
smiling down Into his serious eyes.
"Do you know, only once In a man's
life does he reach the stage of self-crltlcls- m

that is when he Is In love.
You see, I have guessed your secret;
ah, Severance, I guessed It long since,
only you were afraid to trust me with
it. Am I right?"

"You are right!"
What had come over the world Just

blacker than ever before. She felt
then? To Evelyn It looked colder ami
blacker than ever before. She felt the
blood slowly go from her face, and a
chill grip seemed to seize her heart
He In love! The boy friend who had
always made ber bis confidante. Ills,
heart was no longer free to tell her Its
trials, and yet she had no right to be
jealous of the little bits of exchanged
confidence. She was only a friend to
him and to her he was

"A woman Is a good guesser," she
said, still smiling, though her lips were
white. "Come over here by the win-
dow where you can le more comforta-
ble; now, I am ready to listen."

Her voice was guarded, even as her
eyes were in the light. Caulder glanc
ed over to her and looked Intently at
ber face for several minutes.

"It has crept upon me unawares,"
he began slowly, "and yet I might have
known In time to prevent It."

Evelyn bent forward. "Is It so un-
happy?"

He laughed bitterly unlike the
frank, free-hearte- d boy of yesterday.

"Unhappy? I do not know. I am
wretched; I feel so lonely, Evelyn."

"Oh, Severance!" There was a tre-
mor In her voice. Even In that hour
a black shadow passed over her heart.
All the sunshine went out of ber life
and she wondered If ber loneliness was
not deeper than his.

"You you are angry with me," the
boy exclaimed, half passionately; "you
think I am foolish to talk of love."

"No, I do sot. Only why do you
not go to her and tell her of your love,
all your pain? She will listen to you
6he must listen to you. Bitterness of
ten deprives love of Its Joy, and the
first sweet love dream is often blight
ed by one's own lack of confidence. Men
should never blame a woman if she
sometimes appears cold, and at other
times too light and gay, grief gnaws
deep, and woes are hard to bear. Wom-
en are hard to understand; their hands
are tied In every emotion; their life is
masked."

Caulder rose and stood In the middle
of the room. Evelyn followed his ex-
ample.

"Will you go to her?" she asked gent-
ly, -

He stared at her balf sullenly much
as a boy would look at an older sister
who had corrected him.

"Are you sure I will not regret speak-
ing to her?" he questioned, after a
pause. . ,

"1 trust not, I believe not. God help
you." She held out her hands Impul
sively. He took them In his own; her
hands were cold, although she candid-
ly returned his glance.

"What else have you to say, Eve-
lyn?" There was a tenderness In bis
tone.

What had she not to say? Should she
tell him how her life would be a blank
without him? How he had crept into
her heart with his boyish eyes and
smile? How the woman who heard
his troubles and comforted him In his
first pain was starving for the young
love he had bestowed on some fair
one? No, she could not tell him all the
bitter truth! She was conscious of a
choking sensation which prevented
speech; her glance fell lower and lower
until It rested on 'the rug at her feet.
She knew her fingers closed around his
Impulsively .with a sudden dread of his
leaving her forever. ' ' '!'

"I have this to Ray to . you" she
breathed the words slowly "will you
still let me be your friend, or wiU sh't
who has won your love be both sweet-
heart and friend?", . , Kv ...
What had her voice" betrayed? She

felt her hands suddenly pressed against
a warm, unbearded cheek, and a voice
which thrilled ber with awe spoke her
name. .
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"She who has won my heart is my
friend,'? ,he ald softly, "and" draw-
ing the slight figure Into his arms
"wiU she be my sweetheart, too?" :

She was a woman with a mission,
and vet. as she danced un Into those
earnest-eye- s, hep lips were raised to
meet his kiss half way.

REV. EDWARD P. GOODW N, D. D.

An;: .Eminent. Chicago Divine- - Who
Died Recently.

The sudden death in Chicago recently
of Rev. Dr. Edward Tayson Goodwin,
removed one of the most eminent. di

vines of the West.
Dr. Goodwin's de-

mise was due to
heart failure and
the end came while

. he .was dining at
the home of' Will-la-

II. Busby, a
prominent Chicago- -

f 7 an, whose guest he

came Into promin-
ence1:KV. GOODWIN. during the re

construction period In ; Chicago which
followed the great fire In 1S71. As pas
tor of one of the wealthiest congrega-
tions In that city and whose church, for
tunately, escaped the. flames of tbe
great conflagration, tie performed nobw
work in succoring the poor and needs'
and providing shelter and sustenanw
for the thousands rendered homeless
and destitute by the fire.
, Edward Payson Goodwin was born Id
Borne. N. Y.. July 31, 1832. Graduating
from the Home Academy, he entered
Amherst College and on completing his
collegiate course, in lSoU, entered the
Union Theological Seminary In New
York, matriculating In 1850. Following
his ordination Dr. Goodwin took up
missionary work In Vermont and In
October, 18(50, received and accepted his
first call to preach at Columbus, Ohio,
where he remained seven years. He
left Columbus to accept the pastorate of
the First Congregational Church of
Chicago, a position which he filled for
thirty-thre- e years. He was obliged to
resign last July owing to enfeebled
health.

Dr. Goodwin bad made a study of the
conditions and life of the poor of a
great city and It was through his char
itles and good works In that direction
that he had become best known. Hit
name had been for years a household
word among tbe poor of Chicago and

'synonym for goodness and practical
Christianity. He was scholarly and elo-
quent and had achieved an enviable
reputation as a pulpit orator. In Sep
tember, 18tJ0, Dr. Goodwin was united
In marriage to Mlm Ellen M. Chamber-
lain at Burke, Vt. Besides his wife
deceased Is survived by three children,
Paul, Margaret and Albert, tbe latter a
student at Princeton, and a sister, Mrs.
Henrietta Townsend, of Rome, N. Y.

When a girl Is first In love, she buyi
very expensive note paper to write
Him on. but after the engagement
an old affair, the writes her notes on
margins of newspapers, or on Uii
butcher's wrapping paper.

JUDGED BY APPEARANCES.

New York Woman Who Hn learned
Lesson by Kxperience.

"I had a rather funny experience with
the owner of the apartment where I
reside the. other day," said a woman
who had Just settled in otie of the fash-
ionable apartment houses iu the neigh-
borhood of Mornlngslde Heights. . "The
Janitor and his helper were assisting
my maid to set things to rights. A
third man, in his shirt sleeves, and act-
ing like a laborer, was with the Janitor,
and assisted in moving some of the
furniture. When their work was done
I gave to each of them a quarter for
their services. I noticed that the man
of the shirt sleeves did not take the
money, and said, 'Give It to the other
two men to divide between them.' As
I wished a rather t .borate gas chande-
lier in one of the rooms removed so
that I could arrange some decorations
In Its place, I told the Janitor of my
wishes. He spoke to the man in tbs
shirt sleeves, who at once came to me
and told me it was Impossible to re-

move the fixture. 'It Is a very hand-
some fixture,' he said, 'and its removal
would tend to Injure the appearance of
the apartment.'

'.' 'That's your opinion,' I remarked
rather curtly, 'but mine Is different. I
have plans that I think will Improve
the appearance of the rooms. And,
furthermore,' I said snappily, 'I don't
ee vviiul busiuetm it is u yours any

way, hs I hire these apartments and
pay the rent and can do as . I please
about the gas fixtures, I suppose.'

" 'Very true,' be said blandly. 'I
only happen to be the owner of the
house and I should prefer not to have
the fixtures removed, as doing so might
Injure the walls. . Still I will have It
done If you wish," and will have a gas-fitt- er

come here at once.' Then he very
politely bowedhimself out of the door
and I was left considerably abashed.
Then it dawned on me that I had offer
ed him, quarter for his work about
thei.ho.u8e. ;.Now, I feel as If ; I never
wanted to face him again, for he is a
man worth- - very close to $1,000,000 so
my husband says. It was only another
incident tending to show bow little one
can Judge people by outward appear-
ances." New York Times.

THE LATE EX-KIN- G MILAN.

A Royal Sake, Who Sprang from a
.Plmfary to a Throne.

Ex-Kin- g Milan, of Servla, who died
in Vienna--; not long since, was one of
Europe's greatest royal rakes and had
less noble blood In his veins than any
other monarch of . his era. He was a
grand-nephe- w of Mllosh Obrenovltch,
who became a popular leader and later
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prince of the Servians and who began
his life as a simple bog dealer. The
title of hog dealer would have been
morehonorable for Mllosh than that of
prince, for to earn the latter be caused
the assassination of bis predecessor,
Prince Karageorgevltch. Thus was the.
way made easy for a piggery to a
throne!
Milan Obrenovltch, the deceased

was born In 1854, and was be-
ing educated In Paris when, In 1808, his
uncle, the ruling prince of Servla, was
assassinated. Young as he was at tbe
time, Milan had managed to sow a vast
quantity of wild oats, and when he re-
turned home, on the death of his uncle,
the evil In his character was well de-
veloped. Until 1872 Servla was gov-
erned by a regency, but In that year
Milan succeeded to the rulershlp of the
principality. In order to shake off the
suzerainty exercised by Turkey over
Servla Milan, In' conjunction with
Montenegro, went to war with tbe Turk
and got badly licked, European Inter
ventlon alone saving his principality.

Chance Iu Narrow Limits.
If, In speaking of chance, we mean

simply something whose cause we do
not know, It may be allowable to use
the word, but If we mean by It any.
thing which happens without a cause
It Is an Injurious fallacy, which should
be banished from every mind and
every lip. If we remember that every
chance Is only an Illustration of our
own Ignorance, we shall be less likely
to use the word Inadvisedly, and If we
habitually search for the causes of
things and turn our Ignorance Into
knowledge, we shall gradually curtail
the Idea of It within narrower and
truer llmlU.-Phlladel- phla Public


