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Bowme men are horn diplomats; otk
- talk too much.

The D. P. 8. (Daughters of Foothall
Survivors) will be meeting in 1925,

It is also a wise hypnotist who
Mmows whether hls subject is dead or
ot

Rallroads seern to be learning how
te divide and subtract, as well as add
and multiply.

Kansas reports 2,000 bables short
this year. All other crops ware up to
the average, however.

Next to fighting for his life a nor-
mal man will make his hardest strug-

Having unquestioned supremacy on
land, sea and In the alr, Uncle Sam 1s
perplexed to know what next to

tackle.

Belentists say the /male halr turns
gray elght years sooner than the fem-
inine. FPossibly forgotten birthdays
vitiate the figures.

It would be unfalr to blame the
hookworm for all the laziness in the
world. Much of it 1s shiftlessness for
which there I8 no cure.
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A Texas man has named his twins
Cook and Peary. When they get older
they can have Interesting arguments
as Lo which one discovered the world

arst.

The day will soon come when the
aeroplane and the dirigible balloon
will bave a commercial value in time
of peace as well as a strategle value In
time of war.

Americans find themselves Irresist-
fbly drawn toward games of chance
whether it be a land drawling, a turkey
raflle or a bridge whist tournament
where the prize is a nut cracker or a
souvenir spoon.

Astronomers are quarreling about
the craters on the moon, and two of
the poets are threatening to fight a
duel because one of them sald a cer-
taln unnamed woman had a serpent's
tongue. Isn't It awful, Mabel?

It 1s & popular lmpression—among
men and boys—that a woman cannot
throw a stone, but In a recent contest
held under the patronage of a Western
newspaper, the winner, a girl of 18,
threw a base ball more than 209 feet.
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A Texas town under the local option
law voted for license, but the wide-
awake prohibitionists applied for and
obtalned all the licenses allowed by
law—and then refused to open any sa-
loons. The Beripture which com-
mends the wisdom of the serpent has
evidently been read to some purpose

in Texas.

A new consultant dressmaker ad-
vises that a woman have a dress for
every mood. When she is feeling de
pressed, she should wear her gayest
gown. The dificulty seems to be that
when she got into hor glad rag she
would be 80 ungovernably exultant
that it would be necessary Immediate-
ly to change to something qulet, and
thus the victim of moods would be
forever changing. The male idea of
trimming the coat<cuffs with the
shears and letting it go at that, has
its advantages.
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Boston has just ralsed, by popular
subscription, a half m!llion dollars for
& new Young Men's Christian Associa-
tion bullding. Among all the contri-
butions none i8 more Interesting than
that of A woman too poor to give any-
thing In money. She supports herself
by making little twine boxes, which
she sells from door to door. To help
the fund she sent seven of the boxes,
with a letter apologising for the small-
ness of the gift, but expressing the
hope that it might bring In a dollar
or two. The story of the humble gift
was told at a public meeting, and the
boxes were put up at auction. They
sold for one hundred and thirty-two
dollars—a sum greater than that con-
tributed by many well-to-do givers.

For the flscal year on which the ad-
futant general of the army has recent-
ly made report the number of deser-
tions Is placed at the astonishing fig-
ure of 4,993, or 497 per cent of the
entire enlisted force. Thla is an In-
erease of 38 per cent over the deser-
tions of the year before. As to the
causes of this remarkable defection
from the ranks, Adjutant General Alns-
worth assigns the abolition of the
eanteen, the monotony of garrison life,
the increased amount of work and
study demanded of the soldler, and the
sase with which remunerative employ-
ment can be obtained In ecivil Hfe at
the present time. All of these causes
have been attributed before to army
desertiona, and undoubtedly each con-
tributes to the dissatisfaction of the
enlisted private The restoration of
the canteen would meet with strong
epposition, and It Is doubtful if efforts
in that direction would succead at the
present time. Ome would think that
the additional work and study com-
plained of would destroy the monotony
of pgarrison life. With the rewdrds
which certainly awalt eficlency and
fntelligence even In the ranks, garrd-

don monotony should be appreclably
dimsinighed. Dull times lp trade and
business Increage enlistments, and
when prageus eeasons return to the
counatry the enlilsted men naturally

lomg Por the treelom and opportunities |
of civil lire. Monotony, we should say, |
s the woret enemy of the soldier In
times of psmce, but it would seem as
though the War Department might
easily devise means to overcogme this
and make the enlisted man more con

tented with his condition.

It 18 now a banker who takes his
fiing at the colleges, charging them
with {nefficlency in preparing young
men for business life. In an addrese
before the Massachusetts Teachers' As
sociation, J. G. Cannon deplored the
“surprising lack”™ of business tralning
avallable for college students to en
able them to meet the conditions
“what {8 essentially a business na
tion,” and declared that in this par
tlcular “American colleges are one
hundred years behind the times."™ Is
there any slde on which the colleges
have been left unassalled? Thelr mor
als, the encouragement they glve 1«
extravagance; football, fraternity life
the endeavor of Institutions with old
fashioned Ideals to cling to a classical
curriculum, have been attacked. Col
lege presidents themselves have de
nounced the fallure of colleges to con
form to “modern demands.” But the
muck-raking of the higher education
takes a curious form in the indietment
of its shortcomings In preparing young
men for banks and brokers’ offices. Is
this the function of colleges? If It is,
the sooner campuses are established In
Wall street and In the great Industrial
centers the better for the quality of In
struction. The necessity will then be
indicated of Including corporation
presidents and chalrmen of boards In
the faculty. But in a larger sense the
opinion that Amerlean colleges do not
prepare for business careers Is contro
verted by the testimony of competent
forelgn observers who have noted that
business life In Ameriea, on account
of the large element of college men
represented in It, {s now on a higher
plane than !n any other country. The
colleges may not equip students for
positions In ofMices or mlills, but they
do provide that broader foundation for
future prominence In commerclal af-
fairs the evidences of which are on
every hand. It (s not without sig
nificance that Industry in Ameriea has
attained Its highest development at the
very time when the participation of
college-educated men In business Is
greatest.
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EMBARRASSING POPULARITY !
CEEEEFEEEFEEEE EECHEREEEEEE

ol

An amusing result of the popularity
of Father Mathew, the great temper
ance advocate, Is recorded In a recent
book by Edward Gilliat, M. A, entitled
“Heroes of Modern Crusades.” Father
Mathew had arrived In the dusk of
the evening at the house of a parish
priest In a remote part of Galway. His
host conducted him to a room on the
ground floor, in which was a large bay
window without blind or curtain.

No sooner was Father Mathew In
bed than he turned his face to the
wall and fell Into a deep slumber
Awaking, as usual, at an early hour
in the morning, he opened hls eyes,
repeated a prayer, and turned toward
the window. What was his dismay to
see a crowd of people of both sexes and
all ages standing tiptoe in front of the
blg bay window, some even flattening
thelr noses against the glass, all eager
to get a peep at his reverence,

A more modest man than he did nee
exist, and great was his embarrass
ment. He looked round furtively for =
bell rope, but such a luxury was not
to be thought of in a priest's house In
Galway! He dare not even put a leg
out to stamp on the floor; he was falr
ly in prison between the blankets.

The crowd was growing larger ana
the talk louder. He could hear bit.
such as:

“Do ye sea him, Mary, asthore?”

“Danny, agra, lave me take a look
an’ God bless ye, child!”

“Oh, wisha, there's the blessed prlest
abed!”

“Mammy, there he lles, asnoozin'
can see his poll!”

Three mortal hours did the prisoner
wish for dellverance. Then his host
came tapping, afrald to disturb his
guest too early, saw the boys at gaze,
and sent Pat to clear them off the
house front.

A Popular Fallacy.

The generally accepted bellef that
a person ls useful in proportion as he
i{s busy ls controverted by a writer,
who says: “I have a dog that |s
loaded up with fleas. In the summer
time, when the fleas are plenty, that
{s the busiest dog | ever saw; when
he Isn't biting at the fleas he's snap-
ping at the flles. He never has a min-
ute to spare, but when he s the busi
est he ls the least account for practl-
eal purposea. And there Is a young
fellow in my neighborhood who has a
Waterbury watch, and he smokes cl-
garettes. When he isn't winding his
watch he I1s lighting a clgarette. He
iIs a mighty busy young man, but he
{sn't worth two hoops In a water bar-
rel.”"—Rule (Texas) Review,

Poor Girl,
“I am so sorry for Mabel, poor girl.”
“What's the matter?’

| know this side of the Atlantle.

“1 heard her telling George that her
face Is her fortune.”—Detroit PFree |
Press.

The greatest ald to digestion Is to |
eat lesm, and the remedly degesa't cost |
twenty-five cents a bottls !

Is Your Ideal Husband the Man
Helps or the Good Provider?
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The Ildeal Husband-—What |s he?!
The man who helps as well as pro
vides? In the opinion of the Denver
News It's not enough for Mr. Husband
to dig out a living at his office all day
long and then come home cheerful and
smiling, It {s also up to him to come
home and Le g!ad to go into the kitch-

AGE AND YOUTH.

takes Its from hopefu.
dreams
Of future prizes to be won,
Of voyages on unknown streams

In realms beyond the rising sun.

Youth 10}’

But Age, reflective Age, delights
E'en in the twilight's dying rays
In turning to the joyous sights
Of unforgotten Yesterdays.

I know not which more joy Imparts,
Which hath the sweeter taste, the
page
That tells of Hope In youthful hearts,
Or tender memories of age.
—John Kendrick Bangs in
Magazine,

Success

g The Author’s Wife §
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The spaclous drawing room present-
al an animated appearance.

“Who's that speaking to our host-
asked one of the guests of a

S

ass 7"’
friend.
“My dear fellow, moderate your curil-
wity, She's only an ordinary woman,
hough she may seem rather attractive
%o you. I've known other people the
same way about her.”
the

The two men approached as
voman moved In the direction of a
window recess. She had not quite

reached it, however, when hearing her
“Elsgle,” she turned to be con-
the men.

introduce my friend, Mr
ward."” sald one. “You'll find him very
interesting on anything and every
thing connected with numismaties. He
wuld tell a Caesar ha'penny from a
Vietorla one with his eyes shut.” And
with the slight grin that accompanied
thls attempt at wit the speaker bowed
nimself off.

“Madam, I beg you it
too ridiculous, but it's my
tault. Mr. Molloy certainly Introduced
us In a sort of but unfortu-
nately neglected your name [’

“How stupdd of him. 1 thought you
knew. I'm Mrs. Molloy.”

This was the unexpected
vengeance, and It was some
tore Ward got the better of It.

“1 really must beg your pardon. 1
sught to have known better.”

“Not at all.”

A very handsome girl who had just
sntered and was chatting animatedly
with Molloy near the other end of the
room brought the palr In the window
abruptly to a topde that was for the
time baelng one of public Importance I
The toplc was the latest novel from
the pen of Edgar Molloy, and the girl
now atanding at his slde was the orig
‘nal of his heroine.

“You know Miss
sourse?” sald Ward.

“Just enough to be aware of her
Identity.”

“Indeed!” Ward nralsed his eye
brows: “1 thought perhapa, consider-
Ing the circumstances, you would have
met often.”

“DDo you know Mlss Lascelles?” was
the remark by which she shut down
the other's curlosity.

“(Oh, yes, very well,” he replied. “1
belleve 1 was the first man she got to
It was
I who Introduced her to your hus
band.”

The last remark was an astute
searcher, but it fell flat,

“Perhaps,” she said, "“If you find 1t
gquite convenlent you might contrive
to let me have a few minutes’ chat
with her. I feel I shall llke to know
her better.”

At that moment someone had but-
ton-holed Molloy. Mlss Lascelles with
a nod and a smile edged away from
bim and was looking round the room

fronted by
“Let me

won't think
scarcely
hl'

way.

with a
time be

Lascelles, of

| Ine, says she will

| thinking so much of myself as of you

|nearly everyone ls pralsing.

| en after dinner, take a towel and help |

with the dishes. The really l1deal Hus-

| band, if there {3 such a thing beneath

the moon, Is the man who willingly
dips Into the household cares after his
own have been pigeon holed In Lis
office, and not the selfish, ve'vet-slip
| pered, smoking-jacketed den dweller |
| who rushis fromm his dinner to *lu

cigar and fergets that wifey is splash
ing about in a dish pan

Another woman, who's got wind of
the idea of Maggle Shand, Barrle's

| most winsome and {lluminating hero

find the i{deal hus-
band when she can find a man who is
willing and will laugh at nlmsealf. “The
man who will laugh at himsell,” as-
serts Barrie through Maggle's lips,
“clalms relation to the woman who |
was made, not out of man's rib hut
out of his funny bone—and therefore
may be counted on to keep the world
and his home a sweet and wholesome
place.” What woman wouldn't go
miles to ind such a partner? For ns|

| sure as the sun does shine he would

be a real soul mate. Therefore It Is
the duty of husbands, if they would |
be counted among the ldeals of a wom-
an, to be helpful; to be laughers, and
to share—not to dom!nate

The i{deal husband would never for
a moment imagine or demand that his
{deal wife should not alm higher than
mere success in the cullnary depart-

when she caught sight of Ward, who
took a couple of steps forward.

“How d'you do?" and Ward, turning
to Mrs. Molloy, said: “Ladies, I don't
know whether introduction Is neces-
sary between you, but if it 1s a case
of repetition 1 shall throw myself on
your genorsity and beg to be excused
Mrs. Molloy—M1iss Lascelles.”

There was a brlef sllence and then
the American girl remarked, “I think
Mr. Molloy is very clever.”

“You've known Edgar almost ever
eince you came over?” {

“Yes; for six months.”

“] seem to know you so well, I
fancy it's largely owing to the book."”

“Yes; everyone's talking about it"

The author's wife looked at the fine
pleture of young womanhood beside
her, and sald thoughtfully, “And you
inspired It. What a great deal Edgar
owes to you."

“On the contrary, I have always
thought it I1s I who owe him a great
deal.”

“ls that because he made you the
original of his herolne?”

“Well, perhaps.”

“You think a great deal of Edgar?”

Beatrice Lascelles replied slowly,
“Yes, 1 do.”

“A great many women do that. He
Is very attractive. 1 want to speak
very frankly to you, dear, and I do so
hope you will not think me unkind or
too Interfering for dolng 1t After a

REMEMBER, I'M HIS WIFE,

|moment’s hesitation she added, “You're | heartedness and sound judgment,

very fond of Edgar.” |
A shadow of deflance reflected [tself
on the girl's face. “And If I am?" she |
sald. |
“Remember, dear, that I'm his wife. |
But even so, belleve me, I'm not

and him.”

“Well?”

“Edgar and you have been much to-
gether lately, and the result 1s a story
which everyone ls talking about and
I read it
carefully bit by bit as he wrote. Ed-
gar and I discussed you together.”

S8gmething crept into the girl's face
that showed resentment of having been
the tople of conversation between the |
woman bealde her and the man she
loved. ‘Then, perhaps, I'm more In-
debted to you than to your husband,”
she remarked.

“No, It 1s Edgar's book, not mine.
But I want you to see that he Is at
first of all a novellst."

“Perhaps you mean to suggest that
he has been amusing himself at my
expense.”

“Please do not think that I suggest
anything. Edgar and I have lived to-
gether for nine years. He Is 38, I am
31. Edgar has always been thoughtful
and scrupulously polite to everyone he
has had to do with. But he means
nothing by It. In your own case, for |
example, he met you and slmost at |
once concelved the idea of writing a |

| the limitations of her

[

Old Favorites

| NDown o Sleep.

wis are bare

and still;
and bright;

November wo

November days are clear

Each noon burns up the moming chill;
The morning's snow s gone Ly
night;
Each day my steps grow slow, grow
EnLl
As through the w % | reverent creep,
Watching all things lown to sleep.
I never knew bhefore what beds,
| Fragrant to swell, and soft to touch,
The forest sifts and shapes and
| spreads;
| I never knew before how much
| Of human sound there is in such
| Low tones as through the forest sweep
| When all wild things lle down to sleep.
Each day I find new coverlids
Tucked In, and more sweet eyes shut
tight;

Sometimes the viewless mother bids

| Her ferns kneel down, full in my
| sight;

| I hear thelr chorus of “good-night;*
| And half 1 smile, and half 1 weep,

' Listening while they lie down to sleep.

November woods are

mare and still;

November days are bright and good;
ment, for If a man truly loves a won | Life's noon burns up life's morning
an a welght In his digestive :;pp.lm'tn! chill;
will not affect the lightness of his r'.t!‘i Life's night rests feet which long
diacal reglon, according to the word of | have stood;
a8 masculine troubling over the [deal| ﬂ”m"; ""‘!‘”“ soft bed, in fleld or
Wife-Husband controversy One lady| The mother will not fall to keep
advertises most frankly for a gentle ’

man “who looks llke a sport,” which
would seem to be doing away with the
domestic idea

book .around you And so he cultd
vated ycur friendship and drew you
out. Palnters and sculptors must have
models; I suppose It's just as neces
sary for authors to have them, too."”
These words told deeply upon the
girl, and there was no longer deflance
in her tone or appearance as she

aswed, “Why do you tell me all this?"

“Because | liked you, from the story
I mean, and I was sorry that vou had
got to care for Edgar so much as |
Imagined you had, without anything
to hope for except more misery the
longer It lasted.”

“1 suppose I ought to thank you for
what you've done,” the girl remarked
in a sort of feelingless way.

“No, dear, neadn't do that. 1
know you must hate me for i{t. But
perhaps some day you'll be glad.”
80 ended a game of bluff played with
master's skill. Elsle Molloy knew
hand, but she
also knew [ts strength. There was no
trace of haste, no vestige of anxlety
or doubt. For months she had been
aware of her husband's attachment to
this girl, for months she had been si-
lently ready for this battle, and Its
suddenness when It came had been us
disastrous for the sweetheart as it had
been triumphant for the wife.—Tatler.
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SECOTCH TEACHER LAUDS WEST

Misn Bremmer Women Are
Capable and Cllmate Ideal,

Kate F. Bremner, “infants' anls
Alblon road school, Edinburgh,
Scotland, was one of the teachers from
Great Britaln sent to the United States
by Alfred Mosley a couple of years ago.
She was In Omaha, among other citles,
and has sent to Superintendent Davld-

Suyw

tress,”

son's office a little pamphlet contaln-
Ing her impression of “‘the states,” the
Omaha Bee says

“Rumors of the open-hearted kind-
ness and hospitality of the Amerlcan

in hls own country had reached me be-
fore 1 crossed the Atlantie., Rumor#n
this case fell far short of reality. The
courtesy and consideration which met
me wherever | went, in Canada or in
America, made my visit an experience
of such pleasure and profit as is a joy
and Inspiration even in remembrance.”

Of her observations in this section,

which speaks of as “out West,” the
Scoteh teacher says:
“I found many most capable wom

an principals and eame to the conclu-
slon that pioneer life, where men and
women were comrades and colleagues,
had engendered a certaln type of colo-
nlal woman of broad outlook, large-
ready
to fill any position of power with a ca-
pacity for rule which Is not so gener-
ally characteristic of the women at
home, because until compara-
tively lately, she never had an oppor-
tunity to map out her own career and
take her chance alongside of her more
fortunate brother. What wlill be-
come In a generation or two at the
present rate of enfranchlsement re
mains to be seen.”

The grand climate of the West also
made a distinet hit Miss Brem
ner, for she grows eloquent over It In
several places, at one point writing

I]w re,

she

with

“The effect of the climate Is felt In
the Irrepressible optlimism of the
American people, who carry to thelr|

work the enthusiasm and
ness with which we also feel endowed
when rejolcing In the glory of a day
of sunshine and clear alr.”

In the Feminine Epoch,

Senlor Partner—Great Scott! What's
the trouble? Has a cyclone hit our
plant?

Junlor Partner—XNo

an, Miss Sylph, put
out of shape thls morning by trying to
use a twenty-four-foot helt

the machine-shop

where we

have always used a thirtysix.—Puek. |

Inlarged plctures 1s not a habit but
A disease, just a3 Iteh,
mumps And measles. It always “takes”
worse where the familles are ver)

poer.

the same

slrenuous- |

1‘hl" forew om- |
|

Where we can lay us down to sleep,
—Helen Hunt Jackson.

Fame,
(From Lycldas,)

Alas! what boots It with Incessant
care

To tend the homely slighted shepherd's
trade,

And strictly meditate the thankless
Muse?

Were It not better done, as others use,

To sport with Amaryllls Iin the shade,

Or with the tangles of Neaera's halir?

Fame I8 the spur that the clear spirit
doth ralse

That last Infirmity of noble mind—

To scorn delights and llve laborious
days;

But the falr guerdon when we hope to
find,

And think to burst out Into sudden
]'l:l;ﬁl‘.

Comes the blind Fury with the abhor-
red shears,

And slits the thin-spun life.
the pralse,™

Phoebus replled, and touch’'d my trem-
bling ears;

“Fame I8 no plant that grows on mor-
tal sotll,

Nor In the glistening foll

Set off to the world, nor in broad ru-
mor lles,

“Hut not

But llves and spreads aloft by those
pure eyes

And perfect witness of all-judging
Jln'l‘;

As he pronounces lastly on each deed,

Of 80 much fame In heaven expect thy
meed."”

—John Milton.

MEMORIAL FOR JOHN f‘ITCH.

Thinks Honors fn Steam Navigation
Should Go to Philndelphin,

The case of John Fitch is a sad one.
He was the ploneer and was success
ful. He ran his boat on the Delaware
river for months, but he was received
with derision. There was then mno
man in this city—probably not in the
whole country—with the prophetie vis-
lon of Chancellor Livingston at a later
day who possessed the wealth and in-
fluence to impress the fact of Fitch's
success on the public, the Philadelphia
Inquirer says. It argues i1l for the
state of enlightenment at that time
that there was no one who could fore-
see the possibilities of steam naviga-
tion. If some Philadelphian had arisen
at that moment to do what Livingston
did subsequently In New York, much
| of our history mlght have been chang-
led. We should have had steamboats
|on the western waters nearly twenty
| years earller than we did, the events
{of the War of 1512 might have been
declded, and Napoleon might
had his steamers to cross the
channel from Boulogne.

It 1s Idle to speculate on what

might have been, but It 1s certaln that
[this eity owes something to the mem-
{ory of Fitch, the prophet whom it re-
Jected. The least that can be done s
(to rear a monument to hls memory
jand to place a headstone over his
grave. In the library of the Historiecal
Soclety to-day reposes the combined
diary and autoblography of this man.
It 18 one of the most pathetiec of hu-
man documents. It shows the mighty
|soul of a man struggling agalnst the
stupidity and conservatism of his age.
We think the Hlistorleal Soclety should
take the Initiative In the matter, and
wa belleve that a reasonable sum ecan
be gecured for a sultable memorial to
a man who was born out of due sea-
son, who deserved so much and got
the worst.

maore
have

The FPlnee for It

An old Scotswoman was advised by
her minister to take snuff to keep her-
self awake durilng the sermon. BShe
[answered briskly, “Why dinna ye pu’
the snuff In the sermon, mon?’

The Shake.

“What dld you say last night when
Jack asked you to marry him?"

“l shook my head.”

“Sldeways or up and down?'—PBos
ton Transcript.

We have quit worshiping great he-
roes who live a long way off; instead,
In future we shall worship the good
eitizens around home.

| 8o far 8 8 known, no widow ever

woped




