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THE IDEAL LABOR UNION.
By Chancellor Day of Syracuse Unlversity,

There might be a union

upon only skilledd mechanles for mecl

vonglder the ntercets of the business amd how to serve

them,  Let it compel it wage, not
who choose to work for less or to wi

wien will not work, but by furhishing the highest type
of man and workman, =0 that bosiness men will say:
“1f you want the most skilled and relinhle mechanle or
Iaborer, you must get them from the unlon.

have no une In the pufon bot a first<
Let the union have elubrooms, and

tempernpee and howe sanltatlon and ways and means

of gelting the home aud furnishing

periodicnls for mental Improvement, and spend some of
the time n amuscments awd bealthy games now spent in
Let the encrgy now being put Into oppost-
tiver to enpltal be used in self-lwprovemwent and furnish-
L]

the salpons,

tier m Wlsbhar slhse of moechanie
g a4 gLer T

TRAINING THE FACULTIES FOR

By John A, Howland.
Coucentration of mind In harmonidus rela-

ol tion with bodily actlivity is

of this forée some hroad

without learning concentration, he is

appreciate the need sulliclently to undergo the training

necessary to get It

Coneentration of the facultles not only Is a safeguard

ngaiust errors, but It Is an assurance

ls been consldered and determined vpon the move will
haveall effectiveness and accomplish t

_H
membershilp and to business.
bor organizations as I believe in corporations.
But let it be a unlon upon |
benefit and helpfolness both to the laborer
and to the manufacturer, both to the work-
ingman and to the contractor.

Let It Le for the purpose of securing to the
e e C1IMOYEr  the greatest proficlency, insisting

force in clvilizatlon. There are human netivi-
/ ties which are effective without concentration
in the mind, but somewhere in the hamessing

evalved without which this almless force In
the individoal would be wasted.
tlon of mind Is pot o faculty ; it Is an acquired
abllity o commuand the facolties of mind and of body,
nud for the best results this aequirement must nsure #
harmonions relntion between braln amd brawn,
to o man, “You must contentrate yourself In your work,”
Is about ns Ineffective a8 to suggest to him that he grow
four Inches taller than he I8, If he has come to maturlty

SORSES.
of great help to Its
I belleve In la-

move a world.,

winciples of mutual

wnles” pay. Let it
3

by excluding those
wwk when the union

When

They will
dass man,”
discuss thrift and

it with books and

atlon,

SUCCESS.

Lthe greatest actlve

scheme has been

Coneentra-

Adviee

not lkely ever to

thut when a move

he maximum In re-

sults, There Is no work lu life where this attentlvenoss GOV, HUGHES

does not render ngsurance to the worker and to every-
¥

one Interested in that work. 'Phis

vislble evidence of dependableness in the man., It s

concentration is a

evidence of the quality of braln which the worker pos-
It reflects the facultles which education and ex-
perlence have developed harmoniously.
power of concentration every one of these faenlties must,
prove a4 poor, broken reed Instead of a lever that might

Without this

ENJOY BEAUTY WITHOUT ANALYZING IT,

By G. Santayana.

To feel beauty Is a better thing than to un-
derstand how we come to feel It. To have hn-
agination nnd taste, to love the best, to be cur-
ried by the contemplition of pature to a vivid
falth In the ideal, all this is move, a great deal
wore, than any sclence can hope to be.

# mnn tells you that beauty Is the

manifestation of Gl to the senses you wish
you might understand him,
might have shown you that the word of the Master was
but the vague expression of His highly complex emotions.
It Is one of the sitributes of God, one of the perfections
which we contemplute In our ideas of lLim, that there
18 no opposition tu His will and His vislon between the
impulses of s pature and the events of His life. Thly
I8 what we commonly designate as omnlpotence and cre-

Yet reflection

In the contemplation of beauty our faculties of percep-
tlon hiwwe the sume perfection; It 18, indeed, from the ex-
perlence of beauty and happlness, from the occasional
harmony between our natule and our environment that
we draw our conceptlon of the Divine life.
then, a real propriety In ealling beauty a manlfestatlon
of God to the senses, sinee, In the region of sense; the
perception of beauty exemplifies that adequacy and per-
fectlon which In general we objectify in an ideal of God,

PEOPLE, NOT THE BOSSES, RULE. ’

There |8,

By Gov. Hughes of New York.

You may say all you please of the
cunuing of politieal muneuvering
and of the resources of chieanery.
All schemes will prove as child's
play If the people set out to deal
with a real issue of popular govern-
ment and the supremacy of the con-
stitutlon of this State over race track
gamblers. 1t I8 well that there
should be organization to advance
party princlples. 1t is well that it
should be effective; vigorous and
sklllful leadership is required. But
At Is the duty of an clected officer
to serve the people and not any par-
tleular man, and no party leader

has n right to assume the role of dletator, or so to vio-
late the manhood of elected officlals as to parade them be-
fore the people ns subject to his domlnation,

THE CRICKET,

Oh, to be a cricket,
That's the thing!
To seurry iy the grass
And to have one's fling!
And it's o, to be n ericket
In the warm thistle-thicket
Where the sun-winds puss,
Winds a-wing,
And the bumble-beos hnng humming.
Hum nnd swing,
Andl the hopey-drops are coming!
it's 1o be n sumimer rover,
That ean see o aweet and pick it
With the sting!
Nover find the sting!
And it's ob to be a ericket
In the clover!
A gny summer rover
In the warm thistle-thicket,
Whers the honey-drops ave coming,
Where the bumble-bees hang hnmming—
That's (e thing!
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Viela met the postman at the front
door. He gave her two letters: one
wis addressed In Diana Colvert's ab-
surdly angular hand, snd was bulky,
with n fortmight's acenmulated effis-
lon; the pther bore her pnme I the
famillne ealigeaphy of BEustace Van-
diver, who had proposed to her quarter-
ly for half a dozen years,

She went ont and sat down on the
vernndn steps and broke the seal of
the frst one with eager fingors: Di-
ann’s  letters  were  Interesting, I

thelr Intlmate relations of the Iast
year he must have guessed her mortl-
fylng secret; probably he was taking
this very step to get clear of her. Burn-
Ing tears sprang to Viela's eves and
dripped over her throbbing cheeks.
But she dashed them away In flerce
self-seorn, and read on to the end, her
lips compressed, the blood scorching
her temples,

There were his exnct words, guoted
from Billy's letter: *“I am serlously
cousidering mnking a  change in my
resldence. 1 hope soon to marry the
dearest girl in the world and bring
ber with me to Cloverdale, But, of
course, It will rest with her whether
I shall accept the eall or not—that Is
4 woman's prerogative, Isn't 1t?  How-
ever, let us see you In  Brookwoodl
whenever It sults your convenlence to
come, ete”

Viola folded np the closely written
sheets nnd returned them to the enyol-
ope. Then she opened young Vandiv-
er's letter with mechnolenl fingers and
glaneed wearlly at his twenty-0fth dee-
laration of love, accompanied by an Im-
pugsloned plea to marry him and safl
for BEurope In June, whither he was go-
Ing to complete hls course at Heldel-
berg.  Go abroad—away from It nll—

rather voluminons,  She consumed the

lirst elght puges avidly, then suddenly |

the gheets fell from her hands  and
thittered to the ground. The roses, the
oy ks, the  shipdragons, e
violeta and  jessamine, nodding  and
droaping I the sun-warmed ale, melt-
od swiftly into a hideous ralnbow of
Impossible color, the matutlnal ehim-
Ing of the birds grew barsh and mock-
Ing, the blue of the sky turned blnck,
At Inst she stooped and gathersd the
letter into her trembling hands and
went on with her reading.

The minlster, their minister, golng th
e warrled and move o Cloverdale!
Billy Colvert, Dinna’s brother, had had
o letter from Lim, 8o there could be no
mistake about It.  And she—what a
1ttle slmpleton she had been to waste
Lier affections on someone who was go-
ing to wed another girl. Surely, in

HE GAVE HER TWO LETTERS,

show him that she had not given her
love unmasked, and that * » =
Bhe flung back her head with n quick
aeeesslon of  pride, and  exelteiment
n smile to her lips, a glow to her eyes,
She would do it; yes, she would e
copt BEustaee Vandiver and go with him
to the ends of the earth If need be—
unywhere away from this,
1L

fhe went to her room and sat down
at her desk, but something seemed to
dull her brain and numb her hands;

she could not write a sylluble. In
despalr she took her portfollo under
her nrm and returned to the verandi ;
the shade of the orchard beyond entle-
¢d her und she ran down the steps and
past the flower beds to the gate on the
other slde. Entering, she sought her
favorite retreat in the fork of a gnapl-
el old apple tree. A lazy breeze wans
hlowing, stitring the leaves about hor
with @ vague, musical rustle, and
cooling  the hot blood In her cheeks.
She took up her pen and selected a
sheet of note paper. A twig cracked
sharply, and she sat up alert. The
paper slipped from her fingers.

“Did T startle you?" inquired a deop
volee wider the apple tree.

“Not the least,” said she, disposing
hersell with studled primness against
the knotted lmb at her back.

The winister yaulted the lower lmb
eaglly and picked out a comfortable
goit opposite, tossing his hat on a net-
work of branches,

Viola regarded him fiest with eold-
ness, then with assumed Indifference,
finally with n felendly smile that was
the hardest thing she had ever ac-
complished In her twenty-one years,
But hie must never, never guess—unless
hie had already done so. And If hLe
hiad she must set to work to prove to
him that he wany altogether wrong!

“Viola,” he began in his stralghtfor-
ward way, “I've come to you with a
confesslon. I hope you ar® not golng
to—to disapprove?”

For a sccond the girl sald nothing.
He Jooked rather young for his age,
she thought, He must be at least 38,
but his black halr was full of waves,
his eyes bright and clear, his face rud-
dy with health,

“I'm consldering a somewhat Impor-
tant step.” he went on musingly, his
glanee sweeping the sky, thie gronnd,
and settling at last upon her slightly
flushed face, "and I want your—your
adviee,”

“Mine?" she querled, a tiny furrow
wrinkling the bridge of her nose. She
erossed her hands at the back of her
head and stared past him at the rows
of apple trees in the distance,

The minister regarded her solemnly
for o moment, opening his 1ips twice to
gpeak, then closing them agnln uncer-
talnly, A shadow drifted neross his
good-looking face, “Perhaps,” he sug-
gested with a downward Inflectlon, “the
affalr does not Interest yout"

Viola could not suppress a smile ot
the lugubrious countenance before her,
and steadylng her breath, she gazed

stralght Iuto the minlster's eyes. But

only ror a fingh, Something In them
that she could not altogether make out |
caused her to turn her head with a
swilt heartbent,

“Of course, It interests me,” she sald '
with a rush of enthuslasm, recollecting
her role, I thought you were sure of
that—alwnys,”

He stralghtened himself then, and
with a gesture of determinastion broke
precipitately Into the subject. “It's
about some one 1 love,” he said, spenk-
ing rapidly, “someone, I want to be
my wile”

Viola colored furfously; the leaves
all about her quivered gently. But she
pualled herself together and sald In a
very matter-of-fact tone:

“You want my adviee about hep?
Well, then you will have to tell me
something about ber; her disposition,
her halr, her eyes—éverything, you
know." 3

The minlst® contemplated her with
a fatuous expfrescion.

“Why—as to her disposition” he re
plied earnestly, “that Is all that ecould
be desired—perfect, Her eyes,” he
scrutinized her with surreptitious anx-
fety, “her eyes are splendidly, - wonil-
rously brown—" Ile paused. Vieola
Hstened  movelessly. “Her halr s
brown, too—and—most beautiful.”

A queer sllence followed his words.,
When Viela looked up she was pale,
but vallnnt, and ghe seemed nll at once
thousands of miles away.

“She must be very, very lovely—
this girl,” she sald, dreamlly. “Do I
know her?”

'.ii'n' “‘ill;hl\‘l :"n"hl:l; muul'n:nll :u'
scerutable ns he made reply:

“I am not sure—perhaps you do not.”

She returned his gaze with absent
eyes,

“Well?" he prompted with an enlg
matle smile.

“Well, T really don’t see what I'm to
tell you except that I'm delighted to
know you are so—so happy and thnt—
that—" she bit her lips, “to congratu-
late you and *

“But it is not time for congratula-
tlons," he Interpoged thoughtfully, “yon
don't understand."

“No, sald she, shaking her
“No, I'm afraid I do pot.”

“It's this way,” he pursued eagerly,
hending near to her, “I've been called
to Cloverdale. I don’t want to go with-
out first finding out whether she will
g0 with me.” He reddened and broke
off, keeping his hands locked to the
Hmbs on which they were resting.

“T'he only thing,” remarked Viela
with sage eyes and a sinking heart, “is
to tell her that truth and get It over
qulck.” 8he caught her breath. “May-
be you have told her?' she suggested
tentatively,

“Not Just as I should llike to."

“Then you will, at once? Put your
fate to the test, as they say In tire
some love rtorles.”

“Do you consider them tiresome?”

“Other people’s.”

“Then we'll not waste any more time
discussing other people’s” He bent
farther, till his warm breath fanned
the lopose gold about her temples.
“Viola," he said, “I love you. WIll you
be my wife?"

“Oh," she sald, “I don't——"

head,

“You don't love me!" with swiftly
clouding eyes, .

Viola met hifs Iook with a wonderfnl
1ttle gmlile breaking through the sl|r||]-|
ows of her face, “But—but my hrlII'I
Isn't brown at all,” she sald lm\\'ilclnr-:
Ingly, “and my eyes are unmistakably
bline,"

“And mine,” langhed he, with hir
arms nbout her, “are color-blind. Shall
I go to Cloverdnle?"

“We mustn't thinlk of It,” she sald.—
New Orleans Thnes-Demoerat.

He Foresinlled Fate,

Josinh Quiney, asgistant secretary of |
glate under Cleveland, was famed for
the energy he showed in getting Jobs
for his constituents,

One day a laborer in the employ ot
the Department of the Interior was
drowned while bathing In the Potomae,
A congressman who happened to be
near when the body was tuken from
the water, hearing that the dead man
worked for the government, rushed off
to the Department of the Interior to
secure the Job for one of his followers,

When he reached the department,
however, IToke Smith, who was Becre-
tary of the Imterior, told him that the
pogition hind already been filled.

“Filled I erled the congressman,
“Why, the man hasn't been dend half
an hour™

“1 knosy that,” replled Smith; “buy
Joslah Quiney heard the man was go-
Ing In bathing, so he put In an appllea-
tion for the job by telephone.”—Satur-
day Evenlng Post,

Cool,

“IdithI” the old gentleman hawlpa
from the head of the stairg, “You fust
ask your young man If he doesn't think
it's near bedilme”

“Very well, pa,” replied the dear
girl In the parlor; then, after n pause,
“Jack says yes, If you're sleepy, go on
to bed, by all means"—Phlladelphia
Press.

The talk of a good many peopls
sounds as If they had begun In the
middle

L™

Buy Hair
at Auction?

At any rate, you seem to be
getting rid of it on auction-sale
principles: “going, going,
g-o-n-e!” Stop the auction
with Ayer’s Hair Vigor. It
checksfalling hair, and always
restores color to gray hair. A
splendid dressing also. Sold
for over sixty years.

o hatr cams sut so hadly T nearly loat it
all. ; heard so much nzoul Ayer's Halr
Vigor 1 ught 1 would give it a trial, 1 did
a0 and it completaly stopped the falling, and
halr Eu' vory rapldly "~ MARY H.

Id, Mass.

Borry, but—

“Gumbolt and I have made a bet and
agreed to leave it to you. Ile says a
dtowning man gets his lungs full of
water, and I say he doesn't, Which of
us is right?"

“What are the terms of the wager?'

"“The loser is to pay for a dipner for
the three of us."

"H'm—T noever knew Gnmhbalt to pay
n bat. You lose,"—Chicago Tribune,

Side Lights on Poesy.

Scott was writing the “Lady of the
Lake"

“If you were to tell the truth about
her,” he said, “1 should say that she is
awfully seasick, but expects to feel bets
ter when the boat gets to 8t. Joe"

Thus it is, in all ages, that the poet
has to sink the Real in the ldeal.—Chi-
=ago Tribune,

Limited Knowledge,

“Paw, bave you ever been enst?

“Yes; I spent a year in New Yor
City when I was considerably younger
than I am now."

“Well, what is the ‘eastern question’?”

“The only one 1 ever heard was, ‘How
wuch is he worth? *—Chicago Tribune.

Her Iden.
“Stocks were all down a few points
to-day,” remarked the hroker.
“The Idea!" exclalmed his wife. “It’s
& wonder they dlda't advertise It as &
bargain day.”"—Catholie Standard and
Times,

A NMetort Discourteons.

A young lady full of good deeds no-
ticed the tongue of a horse bleeding
and with a use of technical terms toe
little appreciated sald to the cabby,
“Cnbby, your horse has hemorrhage.”

“It's 'ls tongue's too large for his
mouth,” sald the cabby and added sen.
tentiously, “Like some young ladies,"—
London Globe,

Same Station.

The Cook—I'laze, ma'am, Ol want ¢
give yez notice. OP'm goin' to' be mar-
rled nixt month.

Mrs. Suburbs—Well, Jane, 1'll be sor-
ry to lost yon, but I hope you will be
happy. 1 suppose you are going to wed
to a man of your own statlon, and not
below It?

The Cook—Indade O1 am, ma'am.
Of'm goln’ t' be married to Dinnis Me-
Guire, who lives at Bixby's Statlon,
where me folks live, ma'am,

Danger Ahend.

“Good-hy, old man,” sald Wilkins at
the church festival, I guess I can see
my finish.” .

“What's up?' querled Bllkins.

“Why, I'm to judge the prettiest baby
at the show."” —

“Oh, that's easy. You should hava
my job."

“And what are you golng to do?"

“Why, T am at the fortunetelling
booth and have to gness girls’ ages.”

R=r=reveage, 3

Chiropodist—Yes; that's a corn, all
right,

Cal. Gore—What is n corn, anyhow?

Chiropodist—It's a thickening of thy
skin, usually cnused by pressure, In othe
er words, it is nature's protest against g
tight shoe.

Col. Gorp (getting hot under the cols
Iar)—Blank dash its protest! T Imvcn}
worn a tight shoe for two mionths, an
that inferndl corn knows it! Yank the
dnsh blank thing out !

Something Saved,
“Was everything in your house destroy
ed by the fire?"
“Everything but the gna moter. Whey
we got down to that we found it elicks
Ing away, apparently uninjured.”

Tho 014, 014 Story.

Eva—IMd you ever see those delight:
ful old prints that represent the co
lonlal belles winding yard around thely
beaux' hands? .

Jack—Yes, und It always reminds my
very forelbly of one thing.

Eva—And what Is that?

Jack—Why, even In those days the
glirls knew how to string the mon,

Pruotice va. Pronching, -l
Returned Statesman—You can't deny,
anyhow, that I have always been in faver
of conserving onr natural resources,
Constituent—THave you? < In all the
years you have been in Washington you
baven't done snything but spout natural
gus luto the atmosphove




