of lUguors at & time

maost  unsultable.
. Om the occansion B soena
hhmtol.llhemm:f
depended absolutely upon the

of the portrayml
!  first production of a new play
s about to take planoe: the last prep-
e léted, and the entire

ot himaelf with enthusiasm,

all of a sudden burst the oalas-

¢ owhileh the manager dreaded

- all—EKostovski was abominably

T pxcessca always happened &t
~the procise moment when his services
re most urgently nsaded. Ona would
think that a demon guided and

hlm irresistibly toward the for-

hid iquid. At thewe times Kostov-
“aftainad sudden cllmaxes of per-
ity longing to do contrary
He had no econtrol' over him-

obliged to Increase
These days were fillsd with in-
mbile encountors and adventures

of the company by
which he cansed as well as
fgence, even slovenliness, of
&4 and plebelan exterior.
A5 brush Kostovakl produced
} #0 banutiful and of such aston-
ehingly artistie merit that the publle
weald bring him before the curtaln wilh
thelr use.  But the people of the
hon bim &t & distance, no ene
red having wseen him befors;
chorus people also drank, but they
onsldered themselves as personageys
Wery superior to this scene painter, and
shunned his company with ecare
to the balist dancers, ‘they also
i him with repugnunce. On his
he @ld not Intarest

However, ont pleased him—
A very young ballet dancer. He
ghit of Her only am mn artist and
: gehed her dancing ot the stage,
juminated by the electrie rays of the

o which he manipulated.
Inclinations of the pretty lit-
certan attitudes enchanted
e eaused numerous rays more
"Srilllant than the others Lo whine upon
e, rendering her more conspicuous in
She midat of the other dancers, Away
fre the thestre he did not speak Lo
, and on_her part, affected not
¢ him. Behind the scenes he did
10 her, and she on her slde
not to notioe him. Living 'a
midst of & strange solitude, with-
Jove, without friends or anyone who
§ for him, artiet and machinist in-
sisable, but In whom no one inter-
nimaelf, he felt the sonse of a
and Iatent Imeult, and each tima
‘ theme feelings got boyond him he
“Jeit the desire for drink take possession
M him. And this is what came to pass
it the precise momont when he was
mo indiapensable, After the rahear-
sl the manager remainsd on the scens
§ the request of the director of the
P The large and fat face of

iy
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"the manager expressed preoccupution, in-

g ‘dt'q.nd ::m which be could hard-
1y contain,

"Byt tell me,” he repeated, almost

i tears In his volee, “what are we

to do mow?" And crossing his

hands on his enormous stomacn

at the other with inereasing

" "Where I8 he now? Can anyone put
L. & hand on him?' asked he,
r fn here, the tub of aleohol,” an-
| wwes the Mrector. “After having

for him on all pides heo was ot
found (o m little hut, talking to
0 workmen, and having been brought
‘here likke o package, he has & biack and

-

é ved .-
/3 “ll::: him ecome here, the rascall
-'gb‘llu manager,
drector rapidly crossed the stage
S and disappoared bebind the scenery. In
. stillnegs they heard his voioe ecall-
= “ostoveki! Kostovaki!" Almost
ptly he rejoined the manager, wink-
his eye as If to sy, "The comedy
‘sbout 1o begin'*
b "He will be hers immedistely,” mald
i Adirector “He Is ashamed; he has
to show himeelf."
F approaching sieps were heard,
3 thean appeared the man for
fiom the sew had no denire.
e was & man of medium height,
[Mlly bullt, musculsr. a litls bit
wore a hiue shirt,
fited all over with paint and ofl, and
ioathar belt at his walst. His
A wera hidden In high
Takey 4 whole he gave one
ommon And un.
long

R

of | entire gompany

\
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spot sbowed (tself, evidence of & rude
blow. Above the forshead therd was a
mop of tangled hair, and from the en-
tire person of Kostovakl one got the
impreasion of a corroded nature, tu-
multons And ungovernable,

He saluted humbly and ut the same
time with dignity, without giving his
hand.

“What are you doing, Kostovaki?’
nsked the manager, ‘“The first produc-
tion s for tomorrow and here we are
forced to postpone it. Why do you
cause me #o much trouble, tell me? Is
it homorable on your part? Why do
you get drunk? And this JGecorstion
you are carryIng under your eye—are
you proud of It™

Kontovaek! drew back, plunged his five
fingers In the mop of halr and, as If
taking fire, in o passionate volce sald:

“Maro Loukiteh, T have been drinking,
but I have finlehed! 1 will do all that
{8 necessary to do! Today Is Saturday
and consequently no immediate produs.
tlon; I will not move from here until
tomorrow! I will work all night! I-—I
—Oh, my God!™

Kostovak] threw both hands In the
alr and seamed possessed with a sav-
age feeling of energy, He wished to
work as an expiation

“Do you know what is to be doneT”
Raked the manager. ““The scene In ques-
tion must be the wizme of the niage and
must be all that is beautiful! Do you
understand? All that is beautiful.”

T will do it! T will do It!” aried Kos-
tovekl, becoming animated and running
the fingers of hoth hands through his
hair, Forgetting himself, he com-
menced to hurriediy walk about on the
stage. Hlopping before the manager he
anked: 2

“Tell me what must ba the subject
|of the scene? Tor what is It to be
used ™
“This & 1t,” sald the manager. "It
Is for the second act; the two men have
struayed Into the vast prairie during the
night. The plaos must be absolmtely
wild and deserted. They become aPrald.
Terrible things are to be aceomplished
here. You must therefore represent this
vast steppa with all the acosssaries of
distance, fog. and clonds in a manner
po real that In advance the public will
shiver with fear in beholding.”

“Enough,” interrupted Kostvoski; “1
will paint the wilderness—the vast
pleins; 1 will work all night on the
gcons (teelf by the light of the lampa.
All v weall prepared ™

“Oh, yes, But work, only work! an-
| awered the director.

Kostovek! already felt the torments of
M srtistie genlus. He turned from
his shiafs. He saw them no more; he
heard them not; he forgot them. He
pinced Dimeelf in the middle of the
stage and ealled In a lood, commanding
voloe: “HI! Poaul!, Jean! Come hersa!
Quickly! Hurry up,) you children of the
devil, Kostovsk! In going tp work!™

Paul, the workman attached to the
theatrs, and Jean, his assistagt, went
to work, lald out the Immenss .canvas,
brought bBrushes and pots of colors.
“Oh, well” sald thé director Lo the
manager, “‘thank Qod he has gone to
work azain. It will hot bé necessary
to countermand the production. Let
us go fo dinner: we must not disturd
him now.”

The wtage was lighted all night. The
emply thealre wan sllent am a tomb. One
heard, but the footsteps of Kostovakl
who, armed with long brushes, moved
to and fro about the canvas. All around
him wers palle and nots of paint.

The work advanced, Kostovakl, his
brulsed ey». his face all ameared with
paint. sie hair and mustache bristling,
his eyesm ablning, his bofly burning un-
der the Inapiration.

At 11 d'vlock the next morning the
sollsoted for the last
relwearsal, grouped Ithelf  before the
painting—artists, chort and ballet
dancorp—and gontem plats the enor-
mous mntw from the stage and
again  from nyditorium, and ex-
pressed (hetf admicllon An loud volces.

He nearekt view showed a vast plaln
4 rown with high

eods;
Ll

rther, B
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mournful and sinister—nothing but an
tnfinite stretoch, menacing and fantastie
—a vast plain of the hervie and legend-
ary time where no road cowd be traced.
where mno living belng ever was It
seemed that at that moment Ella Mau-
rowits (s Jegendary herolne) would land,
erylng Iln a loud volee:

“Does any one live in this vast wilder-
noss ™’

But the sombre steppe kept ita wilence,
A terrifying silence. On the horizon
separating itself from the graves of the
dond, and above the aspect of the clonds
appearing fantastio and pmalevolent. And
these clouds and those sepulchres
seomed to multiply without end. The
whola landscape gave one the Impres-
alon of funeral fatality; It appressed the
heart; It soomed something torpible
muost iy happ there, and the
multitude of these hillocks and the cov-
ering of eclouds took to themaselves sym-
bolical meaning—they appeéared to llve
A Life tragically supernatural,

Chose to It, one distingulshed only a
oenglomeration of daubs of all colors
in convulaive sigeags, as If put on under
the frenzy of a drunken brush.

But at a distance, the obsession of
the Immense wsteppe which the creator
xkenjus had made live, showed up more
deapcUeally. The more one looked the
more ome felt a feoling of oppression
dominate him,

|E:\mr7body heaped praise on the ar-
tist,

"“Ob, this Kotovaln!” they erled. "Bra-
va! What talent! What sorcery!”

“Oh, wall, what matters It™ anawered
he nuively.

“"We are only workmen, and we must
work, and If we can amuse ourselves,
we amuse ourselvas. We are born that
way ™

All prajsed him: they talked of him
all dav, because of a truth, never be-
fore hnd be Jdistinguished himself to
such & degres,

As far Kostoveki, he went back to his
lahar with a desire to do greater things.
Ha oname and went in his stundio mora
disorderad ard dirtier than ever. He
painied In the ecstacy of the creation.
His whols being deranged by a sloepless
night, expressed exalted foroe ang on-
e1gy;: his pale face with the blue mark
nnder the eye, the disorlered mass of
hair, the flams In his eyes whieh threw
out rays of light, all thepe manifested
the spirit and industry of this proud
ocronture,

He was thus completely abaotrbed
when he heard light footsteps and gmelt
a delleate perfume. He turned around;
Julie was before ‘him. Bhe still wore
Her dancing costume. She was a charm-
ing little brunetie, In a pink bodien
white shoes, with short skirt of mousss-
Iine. Her firm throut ross regularly
and peacefully, her fresh fnce with its
olive tints msmiled: her almond-ahaped
eyes, black and hum!d, regarded Kowe
toveki tenderly and seemeod to promise
him averything. Hhe seemed a fairy of
some story. It would be difficalt o
imagine a little being more dissimilar
from the painter; she, all beauty and
oharm, and he, timid, with his awkward
geatures, stoed before her  without
knowing what to say and regarding her
with admiration,

Kostoveki thought no more of his

and the long brush which he held
in his hand alipped from his fingers
and feoll mt the MAry's feot. Bhe burst
Into siivery laughter, which uncovered
per brilliant and tny testh. Coming
near to him lightly and gracefully, she
gave him her litta hand and boldly
sald:

“How Jdp you do, Kostovski'™

Hoveral months had passed by, the
public filled the amphitheatre, Rehind
the ourtain they worked with fervar,
Through the curtailn one heard the nolve
of the erowd, at the sama time the or-
chostra began the overtare with majon-
tic harmonles. T

The workmen hurried W place the
soenery; the andlence arled out; In the
darkneas of the semi-girele descended
the lurge noepe on which was the palnce,
the towers, the forast and the vagueness

) rurdocka
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recognimble, his face seamed to be re-
Juvenated,  llluminated; his bloe eyes
shone with happiness, his shoes were
elegantly polished, he wote & velvet
ocoat, and his untidy hair was combeod.

“Lower the sea scene!™ cried he In
a ringing voloe, and s gigantic ourtain
ocame down representing the bottom of
the sea. The paloter withdrew and re-
gnrded it with affection. It was his
bDowest work.

“Listen, Paul!™ excisimed hs, “when
the sirens begin to swim, manage it so
that Julle In lying on the bottom.”

The scene shifter suw that everything
was in placs. “Ho, the angels, the devil
take you," he exclaimed In a hoarse
valoe, "the sirens! (s your place, the
sirens!"

At last all was ready for the sirens
to go swimming to the bottom of the
sea,

Kostovaki was already st his post In
command of all. The bottom of the

'| sea is impregnated with soft light.

The sllvery green reflectlon seems to
traverne the bottom of the waters from
the living light of day above, while at
the bottom, all seemed to be In & por-
petual twilight,

At the further end of Lhe view ap-
peared a rock of coral, around which
gEréw strange plants which seomed life-
like, and which supported the gelatinous
soawoeds, In the conter of the primeval
world suddenly appeared a feminine he-
Ing wonderfully beautitul, with flowing
hatr and naked shoulders, MHer body
appeared In the shape of a flsh under
& brilliant armor of silver scales. She
moved with the ease of a fish, causing
her dress of scales (o shine. A wwarm
of other girens followed her, Hathed
in the rays of the reflestor through
the will of Kostovakl, she seemed to
acquire all the beauly of the muper-
natural. In the sea she caught the aye
of the strange lights which beautiffed
her; caressing surora lights enveloped
wll her body with a magnificent charm
and made her eyes shine like two stars.
She seemed petrified with a tuaily
changing light, which made r. the
queen of the mea.

8he did not appear unmindful of what
enchanter bad favored her with this
daxziing splendor, enchanting the spec-
tators, and when she near the
rnlmar she kissed him and disappearsd
whind the scene.

Their leve was no secret from anyone
In the company. Julle never laft the
theatre but she was accompanied by
Kostovekl, He lived Tn the adoration
of the beauty who permitted him wo
make love to her. He followed her like
a falthful dog; he waited falthfully for
her at the door of her dreasing-room
while she changed har costume

But one night he was obiged to wailt
a long time as sentinel at the foot of
the stalrway to the dressing rooma
Women descended singly and in groups.
The dressing rooms wera by this time
mll empty and she did not appear. Kos-
tovaki beeame mad and thoughtful, with-
out paying atention to anything but the
door which only opened at rare inter-
vala, an all the girls had gone, when
the chorus girl Rose appeared, who was
noted In the company for her boldness.

“Why are you walling here?™ she
saked, ralving hor eyebrows with a mna-
Holous expression. "1 am the [ast one;
no other remains. Ag to Julle, she has
been gone & long time ™

“How! Gone!” answered Kostoveki
his face showing disappointment.

“Ha, ha, ha!" laughed Robe with a
gay laugh. "She left before the end of
the performance with her admirer! And
she has mever beem Lrue to you, my
poor friend!”

The paintér took a faw steps and
grabbed her halr.

“It i mot true!” he sid hoarsely,

“But It 8" she answered, “and it is
your fault. She only wanted 0 make
herself mors prominent, and you re-
fNlooted the rays of light vpon her mso
well that all the orchestra Is omgy over
her. Oh! She will got along now. Bhe
hka no need of you now™ And the
ehorus gir] ran donwstalrs laughing.

Kostoyaki remained motionleas Inthe
same place, and In the silence of the
ompt¥ theatre be felt in his heart an
unknown pain,

When he knocked at the door of
Julle's ‘roem she recelved him ooldly.
Heor eped appeared Indifferent and cold
under her heavy, black brows. From
hor halr, negligently combed, two eurla
foll on her checks Beatod on a couch,
she remd a book. A flowing Jepanass
gewn enveloped her. ° 3

“Julie"~atammered Kostovaki, with
which the emotions choked him.

“Enough, you!™ mid whe In a dry
volee, and feigning not to notice his
trouble. I really have other things to

-

ocoupy myself with besides you*™
"Jml"-—h answered .

But rearranging herself on the couch,
she plunged again into her book, as if
nothing ought to interfore .with her.
This taciturn and Cfrivolous nature of
the woman (rritated him. Why thia in-
sulling indifference when It was so
casy to frankly explain?

“Julte, you talk to me =s if to a
visitor of whom you wished to get rid
What do these ceremonfées meanT™

“There are no céremonies,” answered
she, "It is simpliaity itself, just as
are our relations. Each one s at
Iiberty to do what he wishes to. Is it
not 0?7 1 am reading. You also do
something. If you are bored, go home."

“Listen.” answered he boldly; “T must
speak to you, and I will wailt until you
have fnlshed your book.™ *

Bhe 4id not answer him and remained
soated on the ‘vouch conwmidering her
open book.,© A bhemvy nllence rolgned.
Kostovaki was seated near the door.
Blightly reclining on pHlows, she took
the graceful of ‘& oat and busied
herself with hiding her. small Teet under
her gown. This provoked Kostovskl
But through the anger which was
growing in his heart he felt the desire
to selze her and embrace her. Ha
turned away his eyes. On a port-
manteau lay her coal and her h He
contempinted with irrftation this coat
and this hood. He remembered with
what tendernesa It protected her,
caressing ber thick bair.

Bhe threw the book
Jumped off the couch.

“We have nothing to say to each
gther! oried she, red with rage. “All
in already said. It Is time to finlsh with
thin msentimental comedy.”

Kostovaki, trembling, stood up,

“Bantimental comedy.” answered he
bitterly. “Julla!l What has comes be-
twean us?

furiously and

“Nothing could have ocomae betwu-nl

un” answered she “We are entirely
different, one from the othar. There is
nothing In common between us, and it
Is necessary to break off our relations™
Bhe moved her chair and sat herselfl
In an ohscure ecorner
large black eyes on him.

To Kostovaki he still seemed to mses)

an expression In her limpid eyes which
held him, at the same timé she repulsed
Bim,

“l see” answered he, seating him-
mell near her. *“You wish me to leave
ydu. They say that you bhave another
admirer, one of the first rank. Oh,
well, st us part; but why this deceit
and this quarrel? I don't wish that all
should end thusn. T wish that we keep
A good remembrance for the future,
But, Julle, try _to understand that
those of the N rank only trifls with
you, while I—I love you—may the
devil take you!"

He had selzed her and ahook her with
his emormous armas.

“Oh! You are brutal! ¥ou Burt me!
Leave-me' You will break my arms!™

Bhe was looking for a prelext to
quarrel. He on his part felt his anger
bolling within him A desire burned
within him to beat her and to throw her
outl of the door.
tigher yet. Hia eyes grew larger, he
ground his toeth and the muscles of his
faca contracted, v

“Oh!' sald@ she. But he was already
on his kneen,

"Dearest, adored one, my treasurs, my
happinean! You are sverything to ma!
All my feslings, ™My thoughta, all are
for you! Yea, I am a brute, -hut 1 love
you! I do not wish to liye without you!
If you repulne me, I will become gloomy
again, Listen, donrest! 1 ask pardon:
1 kiss your hand, your dress; I ery
pardon !

Kneeling before her, this large and
robust man took t hands of this frafl
eredture, pouring kisses and tears on
them.

When he raised his head he encoun-
tered her strangely contradictory ex-
pression. Those large, humid black eyes
exprassed nelther lave nor compassion
nor contempt nor scorn, but sométhing
horribly humilinting, resembiing curfos-
Ity, but more unpitying. The curfosity
of the naturhlist when he sxperimonts
with his instruments on the lving rab-
bit. or of an Inseet collector when he
has fustene. them lving with pins
through them,

Kostovskl understood this  woman
now; he read her with Nis spontanpous
and marvelous perception. Kostovskl
saw as an inepiration the bottom of
Julle's heart. He understood. FHe un-
derstood that Julle could not love him;
that she was & bel of an en-
tirely different’ world: that they
wore wholly stringe, ome to the other,
All words died in his thromt. He said
nothiing. He took his hat, and, withount
even lookl back, ™n from the bhouse

Without knowing how he got there,

|

he found himself in & low cafe fre-

and fixed her|

He pressed her to him!
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quented by cab drivere. For s long time
ho had mot drank. But at this moment
he felt that the cafe was indispensahle
to him, he mesded the mnolse of the
volces around him, the amell of the
alcohol. He sat down at an isolated
tabls In a corner. He ordered a bottle
of hrandy. The table cloth was stained
with bear; the light of the lamps hardly
it up the filled with drunken per-
sons. The ters with pale faces hur-
ried to serve the drinks, and in an ad-
Joining room was heard the billiard
balle. - One of the musiclans sang the
oho of a comio song:

F Jo marche ou que sans but J'erre

‘oujours & ma Julle, je pense.”

YOh, demon!" exclaimed Kostovaki,
pouring out a second glass of liquor
which he swallowed in one gulp. He
grew angry, even here in this maloon
she came (o torment him.  He de
to forget her; hé execrated her; he held
her In contempt and wished no more to
remember her. Litle by [Httle hia
thoughts wandersd from the tavern and
agnin she took possession of him. He
saw her In the costume of the siren,
Her . body was enveloped like a fish,
covered wilh silvery scales lightsd by
rays of all colors and so wonderfully
beantiful! Her irresistible smile called
him while she swam down into the great
deptha of the sen; and the man in love
with the miren knew that he waa lost,
That never again would he recover his
carelessness aAnd s heart free from
wounds.. He remembered what hia life
wias before having known the kisses of
the siren. He drank., yas, but the heart
had been fliled with gulety and move-
ment.

“Ah, devil!™ roared he, eamptying the
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r they had sobered him he again

the maneuvers at the bottom

of the mea and of the sirens. ¥He had
agaln taken to his former

dirty, negleoted, meors Rilent than ever,

and his hair more tatted and disordered

han before. He cad himself behind

e scenes, near the lMght to flluminate
the scene. His hpart seemed plunged in
the eold and the night: rage devoured
him. This time he resolutely avaded all
of ‘the company; he hated even himaslf
{o hin lsolation.

The sirens were swimming at the bot«
tom of the sea; he threw the light on
them. Only It was no more the postical
light. It was foggy and greemish, and
sad and the sirens appeared through fit,
suffering, and without life, and resemb-
ling skeletons.

And when Julle, in turn, crossed the
scoene In swimming In the depths, as
usual, the mournful rays enveloped her;
the sfren resembled a spectrs, a ghost,
her face had grown blue, Ivid, horrible,
with black lips, black holes in place of
oyos and her fishlike body became some-
thing horrible and d&labollcal.

An the painter slowly jurned the re-
flector he contemplated the funereal
affects which he created.

He¢ felt the infatuation within him
effacing iteclf, He saw that the woman
whom he had adored am & beauty had
| not been beautiful; that he had restored
het finally to her reality.

8he had bean beautiful only when
made so by the (lluminating rays of
his love.

A TIMELY WORD

By Andrew Carnegile.
HERE Is one encouraging Indlea.
tion of progress within bur race
Aa showing, 1t Is to ba hoped, the
Influence of education upon the
masses In avolving clearer ideas
of responaibility for their notions,

The aitantion of the British parlia-
ment was some time ago called to the
difficulty of obtaining recruits for the
army, - The shortage of officers in the
nuxiliary forces (velunteers and militia)
is no less than 45 per cent—one fourth
af the whole. The militla has 32,000
mon  lass than before, The. . regular
army lacks 142 officers and the Britiah
army for India ls short 12,000 Rritish
recrults,

The British govérnpment pronounces
this “the most ssrious problem which
confronts the military authoritien”

Some of the highest military suthorities | P®

pes the final remedy In conscription.

1 rejoles In the knowladge that we In
America have on hand the pame prob-
lem  for our navy, Our army, being
so mmall, s not yet affected, All of
our warships cannot be manned-—8, 500
men, 1 belleve, are Incking.

From this shortage of recrulls we
are jJustified In concluding that there
is no longer a general desire In our race
to enter the services. This is specially
significant, as we are informed that
incrense of pay would not greatly In-
erease recruiting, as reornits are ob-
talned chiefly from a certain clans,

We hear of a4 like trouble In another
profesaion, a wearcity of young, eduo-
cated, consclentious men deslrous of
entering the ministry, thought to be
owing to the theologloal tenets to which
they are required to subseribe

Eminent soldlers have given the moat
discournging accounts of their profes.
slon. Napoleon dsciared It “the trades
of barbarians” Waellington writea Lord
Bhaftesbury: “War |s a most detesis
dble thing. If you had seen bul one
day of war, you would pray God you
would never see another.” :

Genaral Grant, offered s millitary re-
view by the Duks of bridge, de-
clined, maying he never to look
upon a regiment of soldiors again.

Clansral Bherman wrote he was “tirsd
and sick of the war. Jts glory Is all
moonshine, It s only-thoss who have
neither PTired & shot nor heard the
shrieks and groans of the wounded who
cry aloud for more blood, more ven-
geance, more desolation. War is hell”

The professional seidler is primarily
required for Ew of ‘agwreanion, It
being olear that If there were nonas o
attack nons to defend would ba nosded.
The volunteser who Arms only to be
better able to defend his home and
caunt " different posi-
tion from the Vs un-

.
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conditionally and binds himself teo [ ]
forth and mlay his fellows as dlrected.

The defense of home and country
may possibly become necessary, al-
though no man lving In Britain op
America has ever seen Invaelon or e
at all likely to see it L

That it is evory man's duty tg defend
home mnd country goes without maying,
We should never forget, however, that
which makes it a holy ‘duty to defend
one’'s home and couptry, alse makea it
a holy duty net to Invade the country
af others, & truth which has hitherto
Aot been kepl 1n mind.

Whenever an International dispute
Arises, no matter what party In In powe
ér, we should demand at onos from our
government that it offer to refer It to
arbitration, and, If necessary, we must
br:.s with our party. Peace I8 above

Y.

Bhould the adversary have forestallod
our government In offering arbitration,
which for the sake of our race I trust
will never happen, wé must Insist upon
its acceptance and listen to nothing
antil it s aconpted,

We should drop all publye questions,
concentrate our efforts updn the ons
quantion which carries In Ita bosom the
isane of peace or war, We munt Iny
aside our poliMom until this war lssue
is msottled. This Is the time to be
effective,

Refusal to arbitrate makes war, aven
in & good cause, unholy. an offer ta
arbitrate lends dignity and Importance
to & poor one,

Afraid of a Comet.
Muskogee Clrmm!dmu Kansan City
r,

The Ignorant negroes throughout In-
dian Territory ara greatly excited by

comet, In many places they have guit
work And are assémbling n!:htl,rq in
churches and holding rellglons servicos,

It is reported at Fort (Jbmon and at
many other pointa along the Atkansan
river whers there are large negro set-
tlements that the comet I8 the only
thing talked about and the neg.ves be-
lleve thit the world |8 soming to an
end. This condition has reached such
P nllm that the Times-Demoorat,
8 loeal n per, telegraphed Prof.
P. 1, J, Bee of Mara Inland, anking his
opinlon about the comet. ' His reply
L TH -

“The comet In & ghost of the afr. 1t
In golng from the earth Inatead of to-
“u!‘ ft. There s no danger of son-

A great many Infians have also be-
some alarmed over the agitation. At
‘Wentville ‘it Is reported that mestings
are held tly apd prayers of-
from the

the reported approach of a destrupgtive.
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