AMERICA’S PROGRESSIVE POLICY.

By Leslie M. Shaw, Secretary of the Treasury.
“After the Civil War the nation en-
tered upon an extensive policy of Inter-
nal improvement, subsidizing so long
A8 necessary transcontinental lines of
rallway and permanently continuing
the subsldizing of rivers and harbors,
80 after this later war we appear to be
entering upon an equally progressive
policy of external Improvement, Not
‘as the crow flles, but as ships sail, it
Is pearer from Liverpool to San Fran
clseo vin Cape Horn than from New
York to the same port via the southern
extremity. Start two ships of equal
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speed from Liverpool, going to our Pacific coast, one

through the Suez Canal and the other by Cape Horn, and
two vessels of the same speed from New York, one going
westward and ihe other eastward, and bhoth English ves-
sels will reach their destination before either of ours, Cut
the Isthmian eanal, and it is ncarer from New York to,
Hong Kong via Nlcaragua than from Liverpool to the same
point via the Suez.

We must have the largest merchant fleet ever kissed
by ocean breezes, and these carrlers of International com-
merce must be bullt of Amerlcan materlal In American
yards by American labor. They are to be manned by
Ameriean stilors, fired by Amerlean coal or, more probably
oll, and they are to float the stars and stripes,

Whether this will be accomplished through government
ald or by Amerlcan patriotism and Ameriean capital and
Amerlean energy I cannot say, Whether this consumma-
tion shall be contributed to by statesmen or achieved by
financiers 1s immaterial compared with the Importance of
the thing Itself. Amerlcan wealth, American energy, plus
Hawall, which I8 ours, plus the Philippine Islands, which
are ours, plus the Isthmian ecanal, which we will surely
bulld, transfers the sovereignty of the Paclfic Ocean from
the Unlon Jack to the Stars and Stripes,

HOW YOUNG MEN MAY RISE.

|By Samuel Brill, New York Merchant.
I began my business career as a newsboy.
My begioning in life was a humble one. I was
only 13 years of age when 1 left the school 1
was attending and started out to earn a living
Even at that early age I had a thirst for knowl-
edge and avalled myself of every opportunity
to Improve my mind. 1 plcked up papers In the
street and bought second-hand books with the
few pennles I could spare and took them home
and read them evenings., Young men who are now
occupying subordinate positions In stores or workshops'
have the same materlal from which to draw Inspiration
and assistance that 1 had, the only difference being that
now there Is more of It.
I only had $150 when I started In business with my

——

brother, who had a similar amount, but I had what I would ||

to-day call courage, or ‘a something within me that gave
me confldence to struggle on toward the goal of success
By keeping a careful watch on my expenses, by living
very simply, even after fortune had begun to smile on us
the business grew rapidly.

To-day we have over 200 employes in our four establish
ments, [ have an excellent chance to study men, te
analyze their motives and watch their efforts to get on In
the world. If young men wlill follow my advice, which
I8 born of experlence, and will deny themselves what they
call luxurles In thelr younger days, say between 18 and
28, and save thelr money, when they are 80 years of age
they wlill have accumulated a few hundred dollars with
which to start In business for themselves or to lay the
Toundation of a substantial bank account. They can en-

smaller scale, and by studying the situation carefully acd
by keeping constantly on the alert. they will be able to
climb the lader of success.

This i3 not idle talk: It 1s experience. The yolting man
who I8 indifferent to his surroundings remains In a rut.
The one who Is energetic, not afrald of work and Is

known as a hustler, commands a good salary or starts in
business for himself,

HOW HUSBANDS ARE SPOILED.

By Edith Joscelyn.

An excellent proverb of Russia runs to the
effect that in the relations of two persons—and
it 1s more true when one s a man and the other
a woman—"one kisses, the other turns the chevk.”

A too-adoring wife—or a wife who shows her
love too much—is very apt to produce a selfish
husband—a man who 1s “never satisfied.”

Thus, out of the very wealth of her love, she
procesds to manufacture a selfish man!

“But musn't we show people that we love them?" aska
the adoring little woman despairingly. Yes, of course you
may, my dear, and If you do it wisely you will lift up and
Improve those to whom you glve your heart and devotion

But all human things are fallible. Therefore you must
temper yonr love with discration and wise fur.nm?ng Ala
¢rimination. Do not “spoll” your husband. Do not allow
the love which ought to be the gulding star of his lif@
which should be a stepping stone to higher things, to make
him Into a selfish, exacting, fault-finding person.

It Is common enough. A wife often becomes gelfish
because of her husband’'s great love. A man who started
marriage with only a normal average share of masculine
selfishness Is frequently transformed during the first year
of matrimony Into an Impatlent, inconslderate man, who lg
always demanding, never glving.

If he discovers that you are awed hefore the majesty
of his criticlam, he will be puffed up with an undue sense
of his Importance. By all means try to have everything
in the home life as perfect as possible. But do not let
him think that it Is all done for his sake—done lest he
might complain,

“l never go away from home for a day without Tom,
lest he might not be so comfortable. I'm sure he would
feel terribly neglected If I went off on a visit enjoying
myself, while I left him to the tender mercies of the ser--
vant,” continued Mrs., Smith. *“But there's no satisfyiug
him."”

It would be the finest thing in the world for Tom If he
were made to feel “neglected” for a bit, while his wife en-
joyed herself elsewhere,

If we have an “angel In the house” we are too apt to
be unaware of the privilege. Absence makes us miss her.
Tom would think a great deal more of his wife If she were
not always on the spot when he wanted her,

GOYERNMENT BY INJUNCTION.
By John Mitchell, President United Mine Workers.
Government by Injunction Is one of the most
insidious, harassing and dangerous methods re
sorted to by the enemles of workingmen to de
stroy labor organization and to clrcumvent the
constitutional right of trial by jury. The whole
system of government by injunction grows from
the distrust of the ultra ecapitalists for demo
cratic Institutions. The reasons given for the
Issulng of Injunctions are always misleading and
false. So far as these Injunctions are Issued In
Inbor cases they are never lssued excepting in such cases
as call for the exerclse of the eriminal law. (Government

it Is hostlle to constitutional liberty. If the American
people do not check this arbitrary power, It will result in
the annihilation of labor unions and then of all other forms

#age In the same line of business as thelr employer, on a

of association disllked by capitalists.

WITH PENCIL AND WITH INK.

“Mother, It's horrible to marry a

And the girl spoke truly. She knew

by injunction is not only hostile to organized lahor, but'

A little boy came from his. school one
day,
With his heart in a flurry of glee;
“Oh, papa! they've taken our penells
away,
. And I'm writing with ink,” sald Lo,
And his breast was filled with manly
pride,
For it joyed him much to think,
He hag Inid his pencil and slate aside,
And s writing his words with ink.

Ah, innocent child! could you guess the
truth
You would ask of the years to stny
Amid these slate-pencil doings of youth,
For m tear will wash them awuy.
But out in the great world of life und
men
The wrongs that we do and think,
We cannot 8o ensy blot out again,
Because we then write them with ink,
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The Point of View
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ABEL TRAVERS stood at the
gate and watched her lover's
retreating figure until It dis-

appeared round a bend In the road.

There was n discontented expression
on her handsome face as she walked
slowly back to the house and entered
Ler mother's deawning room.

Mrs, Travers looked up from her
work as Mabel, with a little impa-
tlent sigh, threw herself Into a chair.

“Well, dear?" she sald brightly.

“Well?" returned Mabel in a tone
that implied the contrary.

“Is anything the matter?" asked her
mother, “You haven't quarrel with
Leslie, I suppose " she added, play-
fully. ;

“No—yes—at least, really, I'm not
q;ﬂtﬂ sure,” was the unexpected re-
ply.

“Tell me,” sald Mrs. Travers,

poor man!" |

Mrs, Travers looked at her daughter
In pained surprise.

“My darling!" she sald, reproachful-
ly.

“Oh, T know I'm a wretch to say
It, and—and perhaps [ don't mean it—
and yet—and yet——"

“Don't be afraid to tell me, dear.”

“Mother, Leslie and I have been
having a business talk. That's what
he ealled it. It was hateful!"

“But very necessary. Leslie
wise, darling."”

“Yes—I suppose so. He sald that,
as we were to be marrled so soon
now, It was only right that I should
know exactly what he could offer me,
Oh, mother, I had no ldea that Leslle
was 8o miserably poor!"

Mrs., Travers eyed her daughter with
a troubled look.

“He has never made any secret of
his Income,” she sald,

“1 know; but I dldn't realze how
little It was till he went into all the
wretched detalls about rent, and sery-
ants, and housekeeplng money, and
all the reswof It, Oh, it all seemed
so mean and sordid!™

And Mabel flung out her hands with
a little gesture of Impatience,

“I am very sorry to hear you say
that, Mabel,” sald Mrs, Travers grave-
ly. “It—It nlmost makes me afraid,”
ghe “went on hesitatingly, “you ought
never to have promised to marry Less
lle. Perhaps you are not the right
kind of wife for him, dear.”

“Mother!"

Mrs, Travers rose from her chalr and
1ald her band lightly on the girl's dark
head.

“Tell me, child,” she sald, “do you
really and truly care for him?"

At this Mabel hid her face In her
hands and burst Into a flood of tears.

“J—I do love him,” she sobbed, “‘but
—but—oh, I don’'t know what ls the
matter with me!”

was

that she loved Leslle, yet she wns mis-
erably consclons of dlsappointment
and disiluslonment. That day she
had realized, for the first time, the
prosale meaning of a‘llmltml Income.
She had been accustomed to think
vaguely of poverty as a rather ro-
mantic kind of thing that made love
all the more delightful, Leslie's state-
ment of hard facts had seattered all
her pretty, sentimental notlons to the
winds, Her heart had sunk within
her as sBhe listened to her lover's de-
scription of thelr future home—amod-
est villa In the suburbs, with one mald
to asslst her in her household duties,
She dreaded the prospect of all the
petty economles they would be obliged
to practice, and for a moment, though
she hated herself for It the next, she
had felt almost angry with Leslle be-
cause he was not a richer man. She
loved Leslie, she told herself again and
again, and yet

Something of all this the girl con-
trived to sob out In her mother's sym-
pathetic ear, and as Mr&, Travers list-
ened, the look of perplexity on her
face gradually changed to one of re-
lef,

“1 think T understand,” she sald,

“*Oh, I'm a horrld, mercenary
wretch!"” erled Mabel,

“No, I don't think you're that,” re-
plied her mother, quletly, “only—well,
want of money Is never a pleasant
thing. We all love wealth and pros-
perity, and It's perfectly natural that
a woman should want her husband to
be rich rather than poor. 1 don't
blame you, dear, for regretting Les-
lle's poverty; only I thought you eared
for him less because of It———"

“Oh, no, nol” cried Mabel eagerly,
“Mother, you don't think that I meant
thl“"

“I was afrald at first, when you
spoke so bitterly,"” replied Mrs, Tray-
ers gently, “But I konow now 1 was
mistaken."”

“Mother, I'm beginning to see things
more clearly,” sald the girl, with a
sudden brightening of her face, *I
hate poverty, but.I love Leslle. If Les-
lie were a pauper I should groan hor-
ribly, but I ghouldn't give him up!”

Mrs. Travers began to laugh,

“Well, it Isn't as bad as that, is 1t?"
she returned. *“After all, Leslle has
quite a respectable income. 1 adimit
It might be larger, but then, there's
every prospect of its increasing as tlme
goes on, Do you know, Mabel,” Mrs,
Travers continued, “you're just a lit-
tle bit Inclined to exaggerate your fu-
ture husband's straltened elreum-
stances "

“Perhaps 1 am,” admitted Mnabel
“But then s

*Oh, 1 know what I8 in your mind,"
Interrupted her mother. “Poverty is
always comparative, and so, because
you have been accustomed to a big
house with plenty of servants, a lit-
tle house with only one servant must
seem poor and mean to you,"

Muabel looked puzzled.

“You see,” sald Mrs, Travers, “when
you compare the big house with the
little one, you're comparing your fath-
er's positlon with Leslle’s, and the
one, you know, is nearly 'thirty years
older than the other.”

“Oh!"” exclaimed Mabel, with start-
ling emphasis. *“What a sllly child I
am:ll

And Mrs, Travers smiled In a satis-
fled way. She knew that her ll'hugh-
ter was cultivating the proper frame
of mind, .

“And I never thought of that! I ac-
tually expected Leslle to start where
father left off! Why, of course, it's
unreasonable, Mother, I remember
now what you told me once—things
have come to you gradually. You and
father began just as Leslle and I are
going to begin!”

“Well—no, not quite,” returned Mrs.
Travers. =
“But you
weren't you?"'

Mrs. Travers langhed gally.

“If you must know, my dear,” she
sald, “your father's salary when I
married him was exactly half the In-
come Leslie Is making now."

“Mother,” sald Mabel, “you make
me more and more ashamed of my-
self."”

“Oh, but ours was a dangerous ex-
perlment. You see, our Income was
below the minimum of diseretion.”

“Anyhow, the experiment ended hap-
plly."”

“As It happened.”

Mrs, Travers blushed charmingly.

“It was a risk, though, which 1
shouldn't llke you and Leslie to run.”

“You think I don't love Leslle as
much as you loved father, and no won-
der, after the way I've behaved,” said
Mabel, humbly, “Mother, 1 wish—L
wish Leslle were as poor as father
was, so that I might show you i

The sentence wasg elliptical, but Ma-
bel's mother understood.—New York
News

were almost as poor,

BUSY MEN SHORT OF FRESH AIR.

Indoor Workera Find It Difficult to
Renew Store of Oxyuen.

Men of affalrs In New York find it
ag difficult to get fresh alr as exercise.
Some of them find time for an hour
with an athletic tralner, but are too
occupied to devote another hour to
taking the ale: that Is a long process
nowadays in this ecity,
happens that the men who are ab-
sorbed by the large matters of life
here are those who are most strenu-
ously urged by the physicians to take
the alr, gays the New York Sun., Cer-
taln maladles to which they are espe-
clally subject are best treated by peri-
ods of time passed out of doors. tiout,
for Instance, ylelds more promptly to
such a course than to any other. But
It happens to be just the thing that
wost busy wen are unable to do.

One or two of the athletle tealners
whose services are so much In de-
mand at high prices have all their cli-
ents work In what Is practicaly the
open, as the windows are unclosed and
the patients protected from the cold
by heavy clothing. But more usual is
the prescription of a doctor who has
numbered many  well-known men
among his patients. He told them to
ride always with the windows of thelr
caba  open, whatever the weather
might be. By that means the journey
to and from thelr offices could always
be made a method of taking the alr,
And most of those who tried the pre-

It perversely

scription were so convineed of Jts
vialue that they stuck to i, Willlam
C. Whitney attributes hils general

good health for years to lis devotion
to this habit, and he has not been seen
In a long time riding In a carriage
with the windows: closed, no matter
how cold the weather.

Browning by Phonograph.

Robert Browning's words and tones
have been preserved, He spoke Into
a phonograph cylinder some time be-
fore his death. Ten or a dozen yenrs
ago there was A gatherlng of notables
at the Chelsea residence of the Inte
Rev. Hugh Hawels to hear the In-
srrument glve back the volee of the
dead poet. The preclous cylinder ls
kept In the British Museum,

It takes a strong-minded woman to
convince herself that she Is bomely.

CANADA'S DIAMOND FILLDS,

Mines as Rich as Those of South Af-
rica, Perhaps, Near Hudson’s Bay,
Somewhere In the far North, south

of Hudson's Bay, lie undiscovered dia-

wound fields as rich as those of South

Africa. At least, this is the assertion

of Professor W. H. Hobbs in an article

written for the Popular Sclence

Mouthly.

In proof of his remarkable statement
Professor Hobbs has prepared a map
which shows within a few hundred
miles where the great diamond belt
may be found,

The reason of his investigation was
the discovery of the following seven
dinmonds In Wisconsin and adjoiuing
States:

“Hagle stone” ,..............10 carats
Oregon diamond ............. 4 carats
Kohlsville diamond ....... «oam) carata
Suukville diamond ............ carats
Burlington diamond .......... 2 carats
“"Dowagine stone” ., «o o 11 curnts
Milford diamond .,........... G earats

These dlamonds were plcked up by
farmers who were ignorant of their
worth, and kept as curlos for years be-
fore their true value was discovered,

The SBaukville diamond was kept on
the clock shelf of a farmhouse for six-
teen years before It was recognized as
anything but a curlous bit of brighe
quartz.

The “Tagle stone” was kept for sev-
en yvears and then sold to a Milwankes
Jeweler for a dollar, neither buyer nor
seller having any ldea of its worth.

Perhaps the strangest fact about
these discoveries that attracted the
attention of Professor Hobbs was that
the soil In which these seven dianmonds
were found was not In any case the
kind from which diamonds could be
produced, '

In spite of all the digging and delv-
Ing that followed every discovery no
second stone was ever found.

Professor Hobbs soon dlscovered
that all these diamonds, besldes n
number of smaller ones, had been
found along the rldges of land formed
millions of years ago by the great gla-
clers that had woved down from the
north,

He at once concluded that the pre-
clous gems had been earried to the
places where they were found by those
moving Iceflelds that are known to
have exlsted long before there was any
life on this planet.

When at last the glaclers stopped
and melted, the dlamonds which they
had carrfed on thelr backs were
dropped upon the ground, to be dis-
covered“ages afterward by Wisconsin
farmers,

The Important question, therefore, to
be answered ls: At what place did
the glaclers plck up the diamonds?

Professor Hobbs replies by tracing
seven lines northward from the places
where the stones were tound, showing
that they come almost to a point jusc
south of Hudson Bay.

“The ancestral home of these dia-
monds,” says Professor Hobbs, “must
be in the wilderness of Canada be-
tween the polnts where the several
tracks converge upon one another, It
Is by no means Improbable that when
the barren térritory abont Hudson
Bay is thoroughly explored a reglon
for profitable diamond mining may be
revealed."—New York World,

The Unknown Swamp.

Within twenty miles of one of the
largest and most energetic of the
Southern cities of the const, and on the
border lands of two of the oldest
Southern States, there lies a distriet
some two or three hundred square
iiles in extent, but little better known,
at this day than it was 150 years ngo
when George Washington himself lald
out a route through its wllderness,
The name alone, “The Disinal
Swamp,” Is a by-word everywhere,
When the spring Is far enough along
for the wild honeysuckle and jasmine
and the arbutus vines to be hanging in
delicious masses over the sldes of the
ditches and reaching down to the red-
brown water, of a color so clear and
warm and sunny, then there Is a fes-
tival time In the Swamp. Companles
of young people come from the villages
lying around the borders of the
swamp, twenty or thirty at a time,
with some slight eamping outfit, em-
burk on large, flat-bottomed dugouts
that @raw but little water, and then
are poled up the ditches for ten or
twelve miles from the fertlle farm
lands of the outer-world to the sav-
agely luxuriant beauty of a lake hid-
den In the midst of the wilderness,
Then at a camp on the lake shore they
spend a night or two, fishing In the
lake, poling along its shores, doing a
little shooting perhaps, much dancing
in the evenlngs and merry-making, un-
til they are poled out again, often by
a different route. A real spring fes-
tival that bhas been a habit In that
country for many years.—Leslie's
Monthly.

Not Feazed by Lightning.

A curlous characteristic pecullar to
the Callfornia redwood tree Is that It
the head Is cut off by lightning a new
one will gradually grow out in its place
as shapely as the first.

It a woman Is a widow, and has o
solemn 12-yearold daughter, the girl
has her dutles the same as any chaper-
on,
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