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GAME WORTH THE CANDLE.

1here was never a rose without a thorn,
Never u cake that we ate and had,
The cow und ever & crumpled horn
To toss the malden all forlorn
Until she was yet more sad.

The apples over the farmer's wall
Were probably grafted from
tree,
But when we had eaten them, after all,
Trespassing somewhera about nightfall,
They commonly failed to agree.

Eden's

And love, my Phyllida, love the rose,
Love, the apple that tempted BEvel—
Because of the thorn that about it grows,
Because of the greenness that nothing
shows,
Apple and rose ghall we leave?

No, my Phyllida, come what may,
Blesding fingers or broken hearts;
Live and love for our little day,
Tear off nrmor and cust away
Shields against Cupid’'s darts!
—Westminster Gazette,

§ Pete’s Bride.
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OSALIND stood laughing and
R chiutting with nn old schoolmuee

she had run across in the walt-
ing room, while her husband was see-
fug about their bagguge. Presently, a
lttle old Indy came In and sat down
near them. Her small, faded face
wore a alipht Hueh. and PYArY now nnd
then  a feetlng smille would break
across I,  The dress she ware was
rusty but neat, und the occaslonal fup-
tyve glance she bestowed upon it was
a bit apprehensive, though her eyes
were sparkling with anticipation.

“Denr me, I—I believe I've lost it!"
She started and looked abiout ber in a
half-frightened way,

As her friend was Just then board-
ing the traln, Rosalind turned to the
old lady with & quick smlle. “Can 1
help you In any way?" she asked.

“l don't know,” she sald, fushing
and trembling with sudden awkward-
ness, CIf you've got one of those—tlme
tables 1 think 1 i8"—r

“Certainly 1 have, Which road?"

The lttle woman fushed ngain,
more deeply.

“I' couldnt tell you to

PROBARLY THAT 10;20 THAIN IS THE ONE.

save my life" she replled, an anxlous
look springing to her eyes. There was
a wistful, half-appealing expression
upon her face as she went on, gazing
timidiy at the richly dressed voung
woman before her: “Maybe, thongh,
you conld tell me. I guess you've heen
about n good bit. I'm such a stay-ut-
home myself"——

“Were you going somewhere? Ex-
pecting someone?" Rosallnd Interposed
kindly.

“My son and his wife are coming,™
she answered with a touch of pride,
“They were marrled last week in New
York, They don't expect me here,”
she went on. “We llve a good plece
out. But | just thought I'd give 'em
n llftle surprise.”

Rosalind opened her satchel, and se-
lecting a time table, ran her eye rapld-
Iy through the schedule lHst. “The next
triln from New York,” she sald, “is
due In about a half-hour, There Is one
at 4 o'clock, one at 5:30 and another
at O to-night.”

“But he sald they'd be here this
morning," she sald, paling a little,

“Then probably that 10:20 train 18
the one. 1 don't think you need worry
about 1t."

“Thank you!" The lttle old lady
smiled agaln, fn sudden relief, I don't
g0 about much you see she explnin-
ed, "and when 1 do, I'm apt to get a
bit muddled.” She cast an apologetie
look Into the young woman's fresh,
animated face, wondering Inwardly at
the beauty of the furs that enveloped
her slender, graceful neck. Then she
looked down at her own worn serge.
with the flimsy, flapping capes and her
lips twitched. For the Instant, o
Spusm of nervousness possessed her,
What If, after all, PPete's bride should
~—object to her?

Rosnlind stood for a moment longer,
then took a seat beslde the Ittle old
lady. “May I sit here?' she asked,
want you 1o tell me sbout them—yonr
son and hig bride. I should awfully
love to hear,” she rippled on, a pretty
flowering of roses In her cheeks, “Yon
seo—I am a bride myselt.” Her in-
flection softened on the last sentence.

The pluck and enorgy of the women of the grent West who have
goue down Into the mines with thelr hushands and helped lay the foun-
datlons of fortunes which afterward enabled fome of them to atiain
high socin]l position In the East and hobnob with royalty abroad was
never more strikingly illustrated than In the ease of Mrs, Charles L.,
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suoalug operators of Dulls,
took the entire management of the

Yankee Boy mine while her husband served a sentence of forty days In jall
for contempt of court, arlslng out of numerous minlng controversies which
have arlsen there between the owners of adjoining eladms,

When relensed Geyman agnln took control of his property, but found
that during his absence It had been conducted with as much judgment as it
‘lmd ever been before, and Mrs., Geyman has been so pleased with her
success that she will probably tuke a grenter interest than ever In the Yan-

kee Boy.

Geyman, who had been prominent in mining and politleal afMalrs foy
some yeuars, was sent to joll by order of a Judge of the United States Court
for contempt for mining in territory which his neighbors sald was outside
his claim, but which be belleved and still belleves was In his own property.
THe engineers for the other party to the dispute were sble to convinee the
court that he was wrong and so Geyman got a term of forty days In jall

and served the full time,

Meantime, his mine, the Yankee Boy, was not {dle a minute,

The place

of general manager,swhich otherwise would have been vaeanut during his im-

prisonment, was taken by his wife.

And she ran things just as smoothly s

her husband could have done, or as he had lone,

Around the muachinery of a mill

and In the wet depths of a mine g

woman's skirts are either not safe to wear or Inconvenient to work In. 8o
Mra. Geyman put on overnlls and a Jumper and wore hoots when she had

anything to do about the mine or the

mill.  8he ean push a ear or run no

engine or do any of the other things that g0 with the profession of mining,

It Isn't absolutely necessary that she should do these things.
to doing them Just to find out how they should be done,
man was around to look after things himself.

her knowledge of things pertalning to

But she tpok
»and when Mr. Gey-
During his absence she found
mine and mill handy,

The genuineness of her manner
drew the little woman's eyes to her
in & glenm of gratitude. Rlhe lifted
them flutteringly from the hard, un-
gloved hands in her lap and let them
rest for a1 moment on Rosalind’s face.
“There’s not much I ean tell you,” she
began in her thin, gentle volee, “ex-
cept that Pete's all I've got In the
world; P’ete and his wife, It Is—now,”
she corrected herself quickly. “His
father dled when he was a bhaby"
ghe paused to brush awa, n Invol-
untary tear. “Sinece then, 1ts been a
struggle for both of us—the hoy and
me.  But by ploching and serimping
here and there, U've mannged to put by
enough to give him his law education,
He's got a good one now, too, and with
Pete's push, he'll be sure to make his
mark." -

“And his wife?’ Rosallnd leaned to-
ward ler suddenly, her breath coming
in a rapid little fashlon between her
parted red lips. The color In  her
cheeks changing.

The other did not speak at once. dne
smiled, but felt that, In some way, her
smile was dull and awkward, Present-
ly she sald: *“That's what's troubling
me some. I reckon everything'll be all
right. It's not likely P'ete would love
anybody that wasn't—well, good and
sensible. But she's lived always in a
clty, with everything she wanted and
all that, and'—— she checked herself
abruptly. “What do you think?" she
asked eagerly.

Rosalind lald one of her slim, daint-
lly-gloved hands on the old lady's thin
little arm. “I think,” she sald kindly,
“that everything will be all right, it
ghe's a4 real gentlewoman, and if she
renlly loves her husbanid.

‘I'm glad to hear you say that” the
other remarked with a little burst of
feellng, “for she ean't help loving my
bhoy, I know, and” this with a new
shade of dignity slipping Into her
volee, “Pete wouldn't marry anybody
but a true lady." Two polnts of color
glowed for an (nstant in her faded
cheeks as she finlshed speaking.
“Only," she commenced again, after a
pause, “I'm not so sure she'd be ex-
actly contented In n little country
town, with nothing liveller than sew-
Ing bees and things llke that oceaslon-
I.“y."

Rosalind laughed. *“That ought to
be just darling!” she exclaimed. “After
n ceaseless round of cotlllons and
luncheons and bridge parties—and
things,” she added, half to herself,

“Do you think so, sure enough?"

“I do, Indeed.”

Rosalind, looking thoughtfully at
the_little old lady, saw her eyes widen

ull nt once, then contract and widen
agaln, while the blood pulsed up to
her withered cheeks,

“My boy!" She started up from her
sent, tears glittering between her eye-
lds, and the next Instant a stalwart
form was holding the frall, shabby one
¢lose to his breast and kissing away
the tears of Joy.

Rosalind sat still for one breathless
second; then she got up, too, nnd stood
beside them, an exhilarant red spot
burning in each cheek. Into her eyes
had come n look of unutterable rellef,
Thank God, there had been no shrink-
ing, no hesitation, no wavering!

“Am 1 not to come In for a tiny
share?" she asked brightly, with the
luminons smile that belonged to her,

The little old lady turned suddenly,
all other expressions swallowed up in
that of blank astonishment. “You,
Rosalind!" she cried, a great gladness
brenking over her face, “and here
we've been talking for the longest
time, and nefther of us dreaming—"

Rosalind interrupted her with a little
rippling Inugh, *“I knew It all along,"
she sald.—Home Magazine,

Are We Getting Darker.

No one could have attended the class
day of Columbus College, says. the
New York World, without belng struck
by the prevalence of dark young men.
Out of 120 or so there were two with
hair of flery red and three with flaxen
locks—five blondes in all. The rest
were either decidedly dark-looking In
their black gowns llke young prlests
In Rome, or were darkish brown of
halr and eyes,

A study of names and faces revealed
French, Welsh, Flemish, Spanish and
Jewlsh derlvation in many ecases, but
perhaps a majority were natlve Amer-
leans by many generatlons, and of the
native American tint, dark-brown,

The professors, older men, show a
much larger proportion of blondes.

Gladstone psed to say that during
his long life the avernge English com-
plexion visibly darkened. Is the same
process golng on here more rapldly?
By A. D, 2000 will the “sandy-com-
plected” American be a rarity?

Champion Tract Diatributer,

A. E, Hecles, of Chorley, England,
who has just celebrated his T5th birth.
day, clalms to be the champion tract
distributer of the world. He has cir
culated no fewer than 40,000,000 pub-
lications relating to temperance, ]_ur-
glene, politics and religlon.

Time 18 of no value to a man who
fails to use It

DESPOTISM
OF POWER

Avery . Moore, editor of the Weiser
(Idaho) World, delivered the principal
address at the Portland Labor Day ex-
ercises, Beptember 4. The address in
part follows:

“Each American, whether he works
with his head or his hands; whether he
is an employer or a wage earner; no
matter where he was born or what creed
he professes, is entitled to be judged by
his fellows on bis worth as & man. In
return he is bound in honor to do his
best to give to every man a fair deal,
for no man deserves more and no man
ghould receive less."”

Mr. Chairman, and friends; I have
chosen these words from a recent public
address of a prominent member of the
Brotherhood of Locomotive Firemen—
Theodore Roosevelt. In their spirit it
will be my endeavor to speak to you
today.

It is in the nature of man to follow
example when he will not give heed to
precept, and it rejoices me today to
know that the American citizen nas
continually before him — a pillar of
cloud by day and a pillar of fire by
night — the life and character of the
noblest among living men — the presi-
dent of the United States, He it is
who save  ““Fach American is entitled
to be judged on his wortl. as a man.”
He it iz who eays, “‘Every man de-
serves a fmir deal — neither more nor
less.'"  These are the truthe that power
is denying in practice, but which over
& million American workingmen are
banded together to defend.

It wae the “‘Bard of Avon’’ who said:
““Oh, it is excellent to have a giant's
strength, but it is tyrannous to use it
like a giant.” The power which gold
confers does not possess the character
of benevolence. True, there have been
ingtances wherein men have acquired
power and used it gently, but they are
rare—and as refreghing—as the showers
that come in summer. The abuse of
power ig the rule, and it is the abuse
of power which is giving the people
concern. v

The quarrel ie not so much with the
man who has power ag with the condi-
tions which bestow it. The system
which makes the happiness and well
being of thoneands subject to the ca-
price of an individual, or an association
of individuals, is wrong, and to diffuse
this power among the people should be
the ambition of every man, whether in
private or in public life.

My brothers, I have not come to yon
with & message of pessimism. One
cannot breathe the free air of Idaho's
glorious valleys and not catch the sun-
ghine in his life; so when I say to yon
that there are great wrongs to be right-
ed in this {and we love so well, I wounld
have you know that I believe they can
be and will be righted—righted by the
genius, and in the wrath if need be of
him who is greater than all the crowned
sovereigns that have been or are—your
brother and mine—the American citi-
zen.

Ours is a government designed to es-
tablish man in the fulness of liberty,
and its people will not be shackled in
mind or in industry, because shackles
strong enough for that purpose have
never yet been forged.

But they are & patient nation, the
American people. Conscious of the
etrength of & race of giants, they have
elected to remsin gentle under provoca-
tion to strike, and strike hard. Bat he
who says they are afraid does not read
their history aright.

There are five men in this conntry
today who, acting in concert, could
stop the wheels of industry and bring
about the desolation that follows panie.
True, they don’t do 1t—it wouldn’t pay
in‘dollars and cents just now; but the
power is theirs—the power that the
people must regain. It does not alter
the condition any to say that one of
these men is & prominent member of
the Baptist church; the church long
ago found him a burden. It does not
subtract anything from the danger to
say that another of these power en-
throned men is erecting free libraries
of marble and granite. In the eyes of
labor these are but the mopuments
offered by a stricken conecience tofhe
martyred toilers of Homestead and Lat-
timer — martyrs to the despotism of
power.

From servile courts they have wrung
the brutal injunction, and with the
fruits of labor’s toil purchased legisla-
tion to keep themselves in power—then
asked applause for erecting schools that
the children of the poor are not permit-
ted the leisure to attend, and for filling
libraries with books that they do not
know how to read,

I rejoice that the despotism of power
does not rest so heavily upon the men
and women of the golden west as upon
the toilers of the eastern states. Life
in this Eden-land gives an interpreta-
tion to liberty that they have not ex.
perienced and therefore cannot under-
stand; but in the great struggle that
engages them they have the right to
expect help from you.

And the time will come, and come
quickly, when yon will need their help
to preserve America for the American
people. It has long been one of the

power to throw open the portals of the
republic to the pagan hordes of the
Chinese empire.

You all have reason to khnow what
that would mean to Ameriean labor
and to American institutions. Yet
under the hypoeritical pretext that to
continue to exelude Chinese from this
country will be to forfeit our trade
with China, the despotism of power de-
clares that the bars must come down.

It spoke through a national gathering
here tha other day—spoke cowardly and
to the shame of the states represented,

But the time will soon beat hand for
American lahor to speak and when it
comes it will say in thunder tones that
will reverberate through every corridor
of the nation’s eapitol, that the repub-
lic’s sacred poil shall never become
haven for a race of men who do not
want to call it ““home;"’ that because
manhood, and not the dollar, is the
standard of value in measuring great-
ness—we do not want, and will not
have, the trade of China, il it must
bring the labor of China with it.

Do yon ask me how the despotism of
power must be overthrown? Brothers,
I believe in the ballot—the ensiest
weapon to use, and the one weapon of
which power stands in deadly fear.
Use it, workers of Oregon, but first join
hands,

And I believe that the ballot ghould
be in the hands of every American wo-
man, There is no phuse of existence
that woman has not brightened, and
the American political system will be-
come [ree from tarnish and take on lus-
tre whenever woman is established in
the slective franchise, Years ago we
struck the word **man’’ from the con-
stitution of my state, and every election
day since then lisa seen the husbands
and wives, the fathers and mothers of
Idaho traveling hand in hand in the
steadfagt ways of citizenship. And we
would not return these wives and
mothers of Idaho to subjection any
more than we would take the other
steps backward into barbariem, The
happy experience of the past few years
hag rendered us proof against ridicule
—and the false doctrine of the superi-
ority of man. When men gay to ua
that that the ballot degrades woman-
hood—but they don't say that to the
men of Idaho; it wouldn’t be well with
them if they did.

Yes, the workers of this country will
come into their own through the ballot
box, and through the ballot box alone.
They will obey the laws as they find
thém but change them when they are
wrong. Power prefers to obey the lawa
it pleases to obey — and DLreak the
others at will. But examples set by
power will not remain very long. Each
day is developing strong men in the
puablic service—men so strong that they
are demanding obedience to the law
alike from the hoyel and the palace.
The proper employment of the ballot
will develop more of them. Then
the despotism of power will pass for-
ever. This is the last word of counsel
that I would leave with you today: Do
not let the superficial things of life
blind your eyes to the things substan-
tial, Men with the reins of power in
their hands will try it, either directly
or through their minions in congresa.
Don't be deceived. When your con-
gressman talks to yon about a larger
navy or the dual tariff, remind him
that a national employer's liability will
be on the calendar as “‘unfinished busi-
ness'' the coming session and ask him
what he intends to do about it. He
may be endeavoring to keep a sinking
bark afloat on the comfortless ocean of
polictical eminence by stopping the
leaks with the doctrine of class hatred.
When he lies to you about your home
being in danger of Mormon invasion,
tell him that you are quite willing to
take care of your own homes—and re-
mind him that he will find a national
8-hour measure pending in congress
which ie designed to give you two hours
more each day in which todoit. Then
if he faile to perform your will, replace
him with some one else. There are
men Aamong your citizena who are brave
enough and elogquent enough to stand
up on the floors of congress and fight
the vattles of the people; send them to
represent yon,

Shall I add a word of testimony re-
garding the institution of lghor union-
ism? During the years that I have
held membership in organized labor I
have always found patriotism to be its
invigorating principte. It delights me
to contemplate the splendid | work for
human society that it has done and is
continnally s'riving to do. In every
struggle to place the race of man upon
higher ground labor unionism has been
in the vangnard, battling with courage
and devotion as honor showsa the way.,
It has not always worf—but all of its
victories have been for civil’zation and
for peace, and the good that it ia doing
today we can neither measure nor com-
prebend. We do know that it is speed-
ing the coming day when the despotism
of power shall be “‘as a tale that is
told" and the rights of man forever-
more estahlishied.

This ia the whole of the mission of
man and the only excuse for govern-
ment. It may not be in our genera-
tion, but we will live in the faith that
the time will come when the citisen
ahall be judged, not by his goods, or
his lands, or his dollars, but ‘‘on %is
worth a8 a man.” And when that day
comes, a review of the ages that have
gone, or a forecast of those that are to
ba, shall not tell of & people 8o righte-
oum in their practice of justice—s8o hap.

unholy ambitions of the despotism of

py in their homea,




