-

e st g ——

Freeland ‘I'ribune
Established 1888,
PUBLISHED EVERBY
MONDAY AND THUKRSDAY,
BY THE

TRIBUNE PRINTING COMPANY, Limited

Orrice: Moty STREET ABovE CENTRE
FREELAND, PA.
SUBSCRIFTION BATES:

Onpe Year ...
Bix Months

Four Months,
Two Months ...

.25

The date which the subscription is pald to |
1s on the address label of each paper, the |

change of which to a subsequest date be-
comee & receipt for remittance, Keep the
figures in ndvance of the present date, Re-
ort promptly to this ofice whenever paper
not received, Arrearuges must be paid
‘when subscription is discontinued.

Malke all moncy orders, checks, ete,, payable
t0 the Tribune Printing Company, Limited.

The precocious four-year-old Illinois
boy who reads the newspapers and
standard authors may develop into an
able man, but the chances are against
$im. The law of nature is that ex-
freme precocity is followed by early
death or weakening of the mental and
physical powers.

‘We of this generation hardly realize
how recently private warfare, in the
shape of the duel, hasbeen suppressed.
There are people living who remem-
ber when men of sensitive honor could
with difficulty keep themselves, or be
kept, from fighting, whenever they
were insulted. Yet the duel has been
practically abandoned by the English
race, and is little more than a form

among other peoples. In England
and the United States not even sol-

diers and sailors fight duels; elsewhere
serious duelling is confined to the
military class.

A rather amusing case in the inven-
tion line comes from London. A truck
driver for a chemical house was ar-
rested for driving through the streets
at night without alight. In court his
employer pleaded that whereas the
city ordinance required a light, the
general act of Parliament prohibited a
light under the circumstances as the
truck was loaded with an inflammable
substance—petrolenm. So the one
yegulation counteracted the other.
Out of the necessity of the case, how-
ever, a safety lamp for such purposes
has just been invented, and it has
been approved by the London County
Council,

Not only have our exports of agri-
gultural implements increased to Geer-
many, France and other parts of Eu-
rope from a little more than $2,000,-
000 in 1897 to nearly six and a half
millions in 1899, to the
United Kingdom have advanced from
$642,317 in 1887 to 81 in 1899,
In builders’
ete., the increase has been

but those

hardware, saws, tools,
from $1,-
585,069 in 1898 to $1,833,369 in 1899;
$731,152
leather
511,770 in 1897

typewriting machines from
in 1897 to §1,054,060 in 18

manunfactures from §7

to 89,005,306 in 18¢ paraffin and
paraffin wax from $3,126,041 in 1897
to $4,040,1314 in 18¢ So it runs |

down the list, and it is no wonder that
farseeing Englishmen are sounding
warnings to their countrymen to ‘‘get
up aund hustle.”

Quick Recruiting in New York,

The prineipal recruiting station in
New York City is in Third avenue,
opposite Astor Place Here an aver-
age of fifty men are enlisted and
shipped daily to San Francisco, en
route for Manila. One day at 2
©’clock one of the men enlisted at this
station was a wanderer in the city's
bhighways. At 2,15 he stepped into
the station and eaid he wanted to be
come a soldier, At 2,30 he was ex-
amined by the snrgeon. By 8 o'clock
he had passed all his exsminations,
physical and mental and moral, and
his application was approve 3.1
he took the oath as a s
United States
his uniform
shoes and \
the ancient Jew who for
hag hung about the station f

li the
At 3.30 he drew
s old clothes, hat,

purpose A 5 the

dtood forth in a spick-and-span uni- |
form, an American ‘‘dough-boy,”
which is to say, an infantryman., At

4 o’clock he marched awajy

lars. —Leslie’s Weekly,
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Hal Ha! we romember quite well the day

| When you plunged to the grasp of a walt-

| ing eea, .

| And you spurned us aside with impunity,

uh\gghed in thelr lay and seemed to
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ravely decked out on that natal

1in your strength, so brave, so

I
Little you cared it some did say
Thut daoger lurked on the shining sea,
You laughed at the wall in another's tale,
Vho had seen the glorles of life gro
You were eager to rush in the flercest
strile,
You chafed at delay in your fresh, new life,

Then came the day with your sails so
white
Spread to the gentle summer breeze;
You felt so brave in the glad sunlight
As you sailed away for the unknown

seas,
You dashed the spray with your prow

away,
“‘The sea i{s my slavel” you seemed to say.
Then the storm king noted your vaunting

pride,
And calmly his coming time did bide,

THE "WRECK,
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And 0, when your 1te seemed ohl go falr,
You .§ad tasted success—poor foolish

thought
When your lightsome heart knew never a
are,

are,
Each moment of life with joy was
fraught,
Down camo the blow that laid you low,
And changed your joy to a wailing woe;
And you drifted u ‘wreek on the shifting
sand.
spurned us once,” the ripples say;
u dashed us aside in your day of
pride,
And now we toss you in our play;

“We sport with your woe with each turn-
ing tide.

You're not alone In your pride o'erthrown,

For the moan of the lost is a ceaseless
moan;

And there’s nover a day but the murmnr-
ing tido

Toys with the wreck of some lost one’s
pride!”

All strawn with wrecks is the shore of 1lie;
Poor human wrecks that lite’s flerae tide

Has crushed and choked, while its strife
Has laugh at the puny power of pride.

You turn away in disdain to-day,

All puffed with pride you will go your way,

But time in its turn will strike you low,

Aud the higher the pride thé deeper the

woe,
~—Charles W. Hird, in Boston Transcipt.

HE first Methodist
Parson's wife in
this town became
the chief of police.
Would you like to
hear how it came
about?”

My host in a
Western city had
been discussing the

woman question,

| We had attended
| the session of the Methodist Annual
Couference then in session in the place,
and had listened with great interest to

| $he debate upon the admission of
| women to the General Conference.
The Conference was iabout equally
[ divided, and the discussion was stir-
ring and vigorois, My host was
strongly in favor of the admission of
women, while his wife was earnestly
opposed to it, After dinner my host,
jokingly, said as he looked at his wife,
who had not only had the best of the
argument, but the last word:

“‘My good wife is afraid it will de-
| grade a woman to elect her to a Metho-
dist General Conference, but you can-
not convince her that it degraded the
parson’s little girl-wife to make her
chief of police. Iwas a young man,
and lived here when the first Metho-
dist sermon was preached in one oé
our saloons. The saloon was turne
| into a chapel, and quite a vigorous

society was organized in a few months,
| “The town was filled with excite-
| ment one day by tha word flying from
| mouth to mouth:

‘“ ‘A womap came to town to-day!

“‘It was a great event, There were
but six women in the place, and they

| were a hard lot. To have the female
population increased to seven, and the
latest comer to be a modest, pretty,
young girl, as she was said to be, ex-
cited an interested remark from every
man who heard it, The former pro-
prietor of the saloon which had been
turned into the Methodist Church en-
tered a saloon when the matter was
under discussion. He was greeted, as
every one had been who came in,with
the remark:

‘“*Say, did you know another wom-
an came to town to-day?

*‘One-eyed Jack, as he was familiar-
| 1y known, instead of being surprised,
| said, rather carelessly:

*“‘I was introduced to her an hour
ago.’

“‘A roar of laughter from the in-
credulous crowd made the stolid face
a trifle redder than usual, aud the
| single eye gleam with a fiercer light.

Striking the bar with his huge clinched
fist until the bottlesand glasses leaped
and clattered he repeated kis remark
with a terrible oath:

““‘I was introduced to her an hour
ago, as I have already said once, She
is the parsén’s wife. She is one of
the nicest and prettiest little women
your ever saw.  She treated me as
politely as if T had been the Prince of
Wales. The fellow that ever speaks
disrespectfully of the only decent
woman in town had better select his
veapon before he speaks, for he will
have to fight me at sight.’

“There was little need of Jack's
threat, The parson had so completely
won the rough element of the town by

his genial tact and fearless bearing
that ry wman would ecount it an
honor to it to the death for him at
tho drop of a hat, To know that the
bold, powerful man whom they so
greatly admired had a young d

iful wifo stirred to the heart’s
very man. who had a spark of
manhood remaining,

“The rude shanty which was the
temporary parsonage was on the main
street, and within a few doors of three

| of the worst saloons in the place. The
day the parson’s wife arrived and
moved into her new home, a street-
fight occurred in front of one of the
saloons and ended at the door of the
parsonage. One of the fighters, a
worthless and villainous ruffian, fell
ngainst the parsonage door bleeding
from a Cazen terrific gashes. The par-
son’s wife had been a witness of the
whole affray, As the last vicions
thrust of a huge bowie-knife ended
the fight, with a cry of terror she
sprang to the door to prevent if pos-
pible what she fully believed was mur-
she opened the door, the
serado fell into
His face was

blood was streaming from a severed
artery in ghastly spurts. She stepped

best what his J over the body of the wounded man,

ond ariad to the standers-by:
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THE PARSONS WIFE, THE CHIEF OF POLICE,
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‘“‘Run for a doctor, the man is dy-

ing.’
““When the doctor arrived, he found
the parson’s wife had checked the flow
of the blood as skilfully za any sur-
geon could have done. She was white
as marble, but as cool as ice. Her
little hands were bathed in blood, but
she had saved the cur's life. The
doctor examined her surgery, and said:

‘“‘Madame, I could not have done
so well myself. I presume you are
the parson’s wife. Permit me to say,’
a8 he lifted his hat and made a formal
bow, ‘the parson is to be congratula-
ted, and so is this villainous rufiian.
A few seconds more would have ended
his worthless life. I doubt, madame,
whether it was worth staining your
white hands to saveit.’

‘“‘dis soul is worth a thousand
worlds like this,’ she replied, quietly.

‘“‘I presume you are right, but I
fear his soul, if he has one, will never
be saved. He might as well die atone
time as another su far as saving his
soul is concerned. But, madame, if
you desire to continue your mercy
and save this man's life, you will have
to play the part of a nurse as well as
that of a surgeon, He cannot be moved
for a day or two. I am sorry that
sugh an experience should mark your
first day in our place.’

“‘Thus two more of our eitizens had
been infroduced to the parson’s wife
the first day she arrived. A few days’
nursing brought the injured man
around all right so he could be moved.
He was flush with money and offered
a princely sum for the care he had re-
ceived, The little woman refused the
money with the air of a queen, She
advised him to send his money to his
friends at home, She said as he was
about to go:

‘“‘If youwishto repny me for my
trifling service,try tolead a better life.”

“She saved Lim, Ithink. Henever
tested a drop of liquor after his part-
ing from her, As soonas he had fully
recovered he left town. We heard
that he had gone home and settled
down to a decent life,

‘‘Before the parson’s wife had been
in town a week another fight ocourred
in front of the parsonage. A hundred
men were looking on with delight as
two enraged wen were beating, biting
and gouging each other like savage
beasts. A woman’'s voice clear and
strong, with a ring of scorn and dis-
gust, thrilling every word into fire,
startled the mob, Tho parson’s wife
stood in her open door:

Aud  you call yourselves
men, shame on you! What a
manly thing, indeed, it is to stand

and encourage these beasts to

abuse éach other like that. Shame on
you! Shame!’
‘‘Befgre a word could be spoken

she walked deliberately into the
erowd, and seizing the man who had
the advantage of his antagonist and
was  savagely pounding him, she
dashed him aside with a vigor that
amazed the mob,  Standing between
the panting, bleeding combatants she
spoke with cutting sternness that
made them both flinch and drop their
eyes abashed., Her preSence and
words had surprised them into sobri-
ety.  One of the men who had been
very seriously injured began to sway
unsteadily, and then suddenly fell in-
sensible at her feet. Looking the
» sternly in the face, she said:
youa man or a beast? Did

oy
you have a woman for a mother? Oh\
How could you so far forget your man-

man, startled and cowed,
slunk away into the crowd without a
word.  The parson’s wife turned to
minister to the man at her feet. She
found him as helpless as a log and
very dangerously hurt, She spoke in
such tones of command that none
though of refusing to obey:

‘* ‘Pick him up and carry him into
the parsonage!’

*‘Upon the same bed from which the
other injured man had just risen this
one was laid. He was carefully and
tenderly nursed back to life and
strength,  The day he left he kissed
the little woman’s hand and cried
like a child. She made him kneel
down with hor while she prayed for
him. He went out of the house with
a new light in his eye. He went
straight to the saloon where he knew
he would find the man who had beaten
him., Thecrowd made a ring for an-
other fight as soon as they saw him

enter. He quickly said:
“*'Boys, 1 baveY2en nnreed back to

five minutes ago to help wme live a bets
ter life. She brought me back to my
innocent boyhood days when I knelt |
at my mother’s knee. My mother
died with her hand on my head, pray-
ing to Goa to keep me from sin and |
help me meet her in heaven. When |
the parson’s wife put her hand on |
my head and prayed for me, |
she used almost the very
words my mother uttered with her
dying breath, My heart went all to
pieces. Boys, I have done with all
this wickeduess.”

““Tarning to the man who had so
cruelly abused him, he said:

“‘Tom, old chum, I want to ask
your pardon before all the boys. I|
was in the wrong, I began the fight |
without any cause. I deserved more
than I received. You know, pld fel-
low, my long life-friend, if I had not
been crazy-drunk I would not have
struck you. I have always loved you
as a brother. Give me your hand,
Tom, and say you forgive me. I'm
going home to begin a new life.’

“‘The two men clasped hands for an
instant as the tears poured down
their bearded cheeks like rain. They
were boyhood playmates from the|
same neighborhood in the East. They
left the saloon together and went
home the same day.

“The parsonage was named the
hospital the first week the parson’s
wife came to town. These two inci-
dents did more to preserve the peace
than a dozen policemen could have
done. The moment two men began
bandy words which threatened to end
in blows some bystander would shout: |

‘“‘Boys, here’s another fellow who |
has engaged a cot at the hospitall’ [

““The good-natured jeer was taken |
up by the crowd and others wonld re-
ply:

‘“‘Run and tell the parson's wife |
to send her stretcher for her next|
patient!’

“‘The fight was off at once,  Street
brawls almost wholly ceased. Even
the rude, profane and obscene lan-
guage, which before the parson’s wife
came polluted thevery air in every
part of the town, was almost com-
pletely banished. The plucky little |
woman had the habit of appearing un-
expectedly wherever a crowd of men |
had gathered. She accepted with a |
sweet smile and a gracious bow the
deference of the rough, coarse men,
who always said as she approached:

‘‘ ‘Hats off, boys, the parson’s
wifel’

*‘She came to us like an angel to a
mob of demons. We had forgotten
God; we had lost our manhood; we
had almost lost our respect for the |
womanhood of our mothers and sis-
ters. This little woman, scarcely
more than a girl in size or years, was
as fearless as if she felt that she was
surrounded by s legion of angels.
She rebuked ein with words thntl
stung and burned like living fire, |
Ths sinner could not get angry. He |
knew that if he were to get sick or be |
injured, the first person to minister
to him would be the little woman, |
Many a poor wretch was taken to her |
best room and as tenderly nursed as |
if he had béen of royal blood. She
was as skillful in dressing a
wound as the best trained surgeon,
She knew more about medicine than
any doctor in town,  She was never
excelled as a nurse, No disease had
any terrors for her, You canimagine
that it did not take long for her to
become the idol of such God-forsaken
ruffians as We were. In one month
she had but one title. It was be-|
stowed upon her by aunanimous vote,
Everybody called her ‘the chief of
police.’"—Nety York Independent, |

7
Frightened Out of His Hair,

In the Progres Medical M. Bossier‘
relates the following rematkable case, |
whigh is an n:{ditiou to the group of |
cases in which sudden loss of hair or |
change of its color followed mental
shock. The subject was a vigorous
peasant, aged thirty-eight years, who
was 1ot of a nervous témperament be- |
yond being slightly emotional. His
hair was gbundant and of a dark
chestput color, and not even slightly |
interspersed with white filaments.
Ond événing, as he was returning |
home, preceded by his mule, on
which was mounted his son, aged
eight years, the animal slipped and
the ohild was thrown off and trampled
on several times, He was only se- |
verely bruised, but the father thought |
he was killed, and, in endeavoring to |
save him, was terror stricken. He
trembled and had palpitations and a
feeling of cold and tension in the face
and head.  On the following day the
hairs of the héad, beard and eyebrows
commenced to fall in quantities so |
that after eight days he was absolutely |
bald. At the same time the skin of |
the face and head became paler,
Without delay the hairs began to
grow again in the form of a colorless
down.  Soon all the affected regions
were covered with finer, more silky,
and a little more thinly sown, com-
pletely white hair, The hair of other |
regions was not affected.—London |
Lancet. {

—_— |
Found n Pair of Lord Falrfax's Boots, |

Among the valuable antiquities left |
by ex-Governor F. W. M. Holliday, |
who died at Winchester, Va., recent-
ly, has been found a pair of riding
boots which belonged to Thomas, |
Lord Fairfax, who owned the entire i
Shenandoah Valley and who was the |
founder of Winchester. The boots |
have been in the possession of the l
Holliday family since they were given
by will to Dr. Mackay, Governor Hol-
liday’s grandfather, The boots were
worn by Lord Fairfax on special ocea-
sions, and they were considered the
handsomest pair of boots in those
days. Tt is almost impossible to de-
scribe their odd appearance.  There
is enough leather to make several
pairs of riding boots. At the request

of the late ex-Governor they will be
sent to the Virginia Historical Bociety,

| of comfort, if not of luxury.
']ung to the great class who feel that

"'1’"8'” nu”angel w;o pnyedﬁ;‘cb;d’ DUBi(jﬁSMI;ﬁOSPERI’fY*

ARE WE GETTING RICH OR GET~
TING POOR.

A Careful Examination of the “Evidences
of Prosperity” Shows That They Have
# Weak Foundation—Testimony on
the Other Side.

Are we, the producers, getting richer
or poorer as a result of the gold stand-
ard, the trusts, the war taxes, the
Dingley tariff, the Anglo-American
alliance, etc.? A writer in the Single
Taxer of New York discusses the pro
and con of this question in an ap-
parently impartial manner, and fails to
find the prosperity.

If the question were not one which
touches us all so intimately, the dis-
cussion now occupying the columns of
the press as to whether we are or are
not enjoying an era of prosperity
would gavor of the broadly humorous.
That conditions are more tolerable
than they were during the crisis of the
last panic is universally admitted, but
whether this constitutes for them a
Just claim to the title prosperous is
gravely argued. Many of the “straws”
consulted to help the solution of the
question are extremely dubious.

Reduction in the number of failures
proves nothing, for all the weak con-
cerns were wiped out during the period
of shortened credit. Neither does ac-
cumulation of bank deposits and cash
on hand. The organization of numer-
ous and colossal trusts camnot be re-
garded as much more than insurance
on the part of the main stockholders
agalnst future depressed conditions.
But in the worst of times the people
whose condition is reflected by these
statements enjoy a very large share
They be-

they are “ruined” if compelled to work
for a living or to contribute in any

| active way for their own support,

It is to labor conditions, then, we
must turn for a true index of the gen-
eral situation. Here we are met by re-
ports of increases in wages all over
the country. Many of these statements
are contested, however, as only being
half-truths. From Johnstown comes
the statement on the word of a man
on whom we can absolutely rely, that
the so-called raise 1Is only a return to
the wage scale in force at the begin-
ning of 1897. From some of the weav-
ing districts news comes that the in-
crease of wages means a reduction of
the force employed, the number of
looms which each operative is sup-
posed to look after being mnearly dou-
bled. This fact is offset by the state-
ment of the employers that owing to
Improvements in machinery ther. is no
more work involved in caring for five
looms now than for three under the
old conditions. Of course it necessi-
tates the employment of fewer hands,
some operatives are turned adrift, and
these go to join the threatening army
of the unemployed, whose existence, in
the words of the general master work-
man of the Knights of Labor, is the
greatest menace confronting labor to-

ka comes the news that
labor is so scarce that the railroads ac-
tually have to avail themselves of
tramp labor, a report which needs ex-
planation in view of the commonly ac-
repted belief that these men tramp,
beg and starve simply because they
prefer to do so, and a job as bank pres-
ident would have no attraction for
them if they could not drink stale beer
out of tomato cans with serrated edges.

About a year ago, when a section of
the press of the country had been talk-
ing up prosperity with a nearly equal
assiduity to that displayed in talking
it down a couple of years previous, a
western commercial man went East
with the idea that he could do a big
business in his line there because of
newspaper reports which informed
him of the rushing business which the
Bast was enjoying. When he got there
he found the eastern papers full of the
same reports about the section that he
came from. He concluded that from
that time on he would be guided by
conditions as he individually found
them,

Real prosperity cannot be said to
flourish in a community like that of
New York today when labor organiza-
tions report 31,000 members unem-
ployed. Who will attempt to estimate
the number of unorganized unem-
ployed? Conditions among the em-
ployes of the surface roads of New
York are such that a strike has taken
place, and yet nobody questions that
an army of men stand ready, even at
the risk of their lives, to take the po-
sitions of the men who strike, so in-
tolerable and unnatural is the condi-
tion of a large element of our popula-
tion. Of course after the men who re-
place the strikers have held the job for
a while the conditions will seem in-
tolerable to them, too, and the men
whom they replaced, hungry and re-
vengeful, will be only too eager to get
back on any terms. And so with end-
less variations the struggle goes on.

Here is a partial list of the strikes
that punctured the tires of our na-
tional prosperity in one week of July:
Street car strike at Cleveland, another
at Brooklyn and still another in New
York. Messenger and telegraph boys
in Cincinnati and New York; ten thous
sand tailors in New York city; pud-
dlers at Pittsburg. These last have
been replaced with imported negroes.
The ore handlers on Lake Erie also
struck. Strikes were never so numer-
ous and widespread as in this month of
July, 1899,

The Iron Age, the leading organ of
the American iron and steel manufac-
turers, says regarding America's pros-
perity: *“Prosperity has come, but It

permanent reduction of wages.”

Can such a state of things exist
alongside of genuine prosperity? Even
for employers of labor such conditions
tend merely to that terrible bugbear

tion,
cumulated by the help of
machinery with less human labor will
eventually have to be sacrificed at a
fraction of their cost, confidence will
get its periodic setback, and the panic
will be upon us again. We have no
need to be instructed as to
this endless chain works, or it would
be more consistent to compare it with

trade tends to revolve in continually
shortening circles and with increased
rapidity. The next panic will be upon
us within a much shorter time than
that separating the former from its
predecessor, and it is the opinion of
men competent to judge that it will
exceed that of 1893 in duration and
violence.

FROM OTHER PAPERS.

Vietims of gold coniraction and
trusts are often heard to say, in ex-
tenuation of their oppressors, that they
themselves would be monopolists, it
they were able to do so. This may be
true, but we desire to inform them
‘that the men who are now their op-
pressors would soon overthrow all
monopolies if they were not themselves
the beneficiaries. Some men know
enough to resist oppression and rob-
bery, and some do not.—National
Watchman.

It Is not anti-trust talk, but antl-
trust action, not anti-trust planks in
platforms but anti-trust legislation,
which can be effectively enforced, that
the people want. The national conven-
tions of the Demc tic and Populist
parties will not satisfy the people by
merely denouncing the trusts—the Re-
publican convention, under lead of
Mark Hanna, will do as much ~they
must indicate the methods they pro-
pose to adopt to crush the trusts.—
Jerry Simpson’s Bayonet.

The war department has announced
on several occasions that the volun-
teers were anxious to re-enlist. The
Nebraska regiment has just returned
to San Francisco from Manila, and
Col. Mulford says “just one man in
the entire regiment re-enlisted.” Once
again stern reality contradicts the ad-
ministration lies.—Wilmington Justice,

Cheer up, comrade; your brother has
gone to the Philippines to be killed
and you may get his job. This salva-
tion army prosperity is the great hit
of the administration. See the phil-
osophy? Just look at the statesman-
ship! Here's a condition. It is two
men and only one job. How shall we
find labor for them? Oh, that's easy—
just kill one of the poor devils. Any
fool might have thought of that; won-
der how Grover missed it.—Coming
Nation,

A St. Paul savings bank has passed
into the sweet subsequently, leaving
the depositors to hold the sack for a
paltry million dollars. This system is
the most practicable one that can be
devised and postal savings banks would
be anarchy.—Appeal to Reason,

It is only the main stream, not the
bordering eddy nor the backwater, that
knows the way to the open sea. Are
you in the main stream of the universe,
or in some transient backwater or
swirling eddy? The main stream's
other name Is this: The righteousness
which works by love.—Minneapolis
People’s Paper,

The imperialism of today is but the
logical outcome of the “imperialism” ot
the trusts, combines, and monopolies;
the “imperialism” of the corpora-
tions, the “imperialism” of the firms,
and the “imperialism” of employers.
This “imperialism” all results from
and is based upon the industrial bond-
age of the people; and the people are
in industrial bondage because they can-
not freely and independently produce
the necessities of life—People’s Press.

There is a perect epidemic of
strikes—strikes everywhere and in
every line of private employment, It
is but the great unrest that permeates
the masses all over the land giving ex-
pression to itself in tP=t form of pro-
test. The strike is no remeuy; it set-
tles nothing. These now taking place
are but the outposts opening the fire
for the great battle that is to come. It
is nearer than most of us think.—Ap-
peal to Reason,

A Railroad Trust.

The pretense of ‘‘competition” in
railroad management is about to be
ended. The New York World pub-
lishes an outline of a proposed railroad
trust, to include all the great lines.
Many economies are expected to re-
sult from the plan of a central manage-
ment, Rates are to be “‘maintained,”
advertising is to be largely discontin-
ued, salaries of freight and pnmﬁr
solicitors are to be saved, and “The
labor question is to be settled as far
as possible.”

This is a forward step, and will
finally result in good. There is, and
can be, no real solution of the railroad
problem by competition or regulation.
Now that the ownership and manage-
ment of these great highways is to be
openly and avowedly in the hands of
a great central monopoly, every argu-
ment against governmental ownership
and operation has disappeared, If
there must be a central management of
this great industry, then every instinct
of self-preservation demands that that

management shall be the people's.
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Is a prosperity that is based upon a ' FARM FOR A DRINK OF WATER.

| A Selection of ich Brazos Bottom Land
For a Thirst Quencher,

A section of land which constitutes
one of the finest farms in the fertile
| Brazos bottom of Texas once sold for
& drink of water,

It was about fifty years ago, accord-
ing to ex-Lieutenant-Governor George
T. Jester, that a crowd of frontiers-
| men from oft the Brazos came to Cor-
| sicana on 2 trading expedition. Cor-
sicana at that time was not as great a
town &3 it is now, since it threatens to
rival the most productive oil region of
' Pennsylvania, but was a typical fron-
| tier village or trading post. The
grandfather of Governor Jester was a
Methodist circuit rider, and lived at
that time in Corsicana. He occupied
a two-story double log house. His
house was a rendezvous for people
from far and near, who came trading.
In those days land certificates were
used as circulating medium, as money
was rarely seen.

On one occasion a character from
off the Brazos arrived in town, got on
a tear, and at night was put to bed in
the second-story of the Jester man-
sion. About 1 o’clock in the morning
he awoke with a terrible thirst. No
water was in the room, and he couldn’t
find the way downstairs, Sticking his
head out the window he saw some men
asleep in the yard. He called tothem
to bring him a drink of water, but no
one answered him. A second and a
third time he called with no response.
Finally he yelled out:

“‘One of you fellows bring me a
drink of water, and I'll give you 320
acres of land.”  This aroused one of
the sleepers, who called back that he
wouldn’t climb those steps for 320
acres of land, and the offer was raised
to 640 acres. The man under the tree
drew a bucket of water and jugged it
upstairs and offered a dipperful to the
toper, but he pushed it aside. *‘Give
it tome out of the bucket like a horse,’”
he said, and he put about half the con-
tents of the bucket under his belt.

In those days a Texan's word was
his bond, and this fellow kept his
word about the land. Next morning
he made his benefactor a deed to G40
acres of Brazos bottom land. This
land still belongs to the descendants
of the water carrier, and is one of the
finest farms to be found in all Texas.
It is now worth from $35 to $40 per
acre.

The Lady and the Cat.

“There’s no accounting for the
moods of women,” said a clever phar-
macist who is employed in a promi-
nent New York drug store. ‘‘The
other day a well-dressed woman en-
tered the store carrying a dirty, stary-
ing cat which was nothing but a col-
lection of bones. The animal was
alive, but it was merely a question of
minutes before it would cease strug-
gling in the cat world, The woman
was young, and her nervous organiza-
fion was so fine that she could not
bear to see sufferingof any kind. She
came to me and made the request that
I chloroform the beast, which, of
course, I politely refused to do. ‘But
I am willing to pay you anything you
ask if you will only put the poor cat
out of its misery,” and the appealing
look in her eyes almost persuaded me
to do what I knew was unlawful, I
told her that to accede to her request
would cost the firm $30, and that the
only course left open to her was to
take the cat to the Society for the
Prevention of Cruelty to Amimals,
Tears welled in her eyes and she
slowly turned away, left the store
with the animal, whose condition was
enough to breed disease, still in her
arms. What she did with itI do not
know. I would wager she took it
home and made an attempt to restore
it to health, for there's no accounting
for a woman’s mood.”

The Trade In Camphor,

The annual export of camphor from
Japan in the crude state is an average
of 5,000,000 pounds, About one-quar-
ter of this comes to the United States.
The production of this crude camplor
means the destruction of the tree, as
it is obtained by boiling the wood,
The Japanese Government and people,
like those of our own country, are be-
ginning to see the danger of destroy-
ing the supply. New trees are being
planted and carefully tended. There
seems to be no cause for immediate
fear, however, as the trees belonging
to the Government are capable of sup-
plying the present average demand
for twenty-five years. In one distriet,
there is a group of thirteen about one
hundred years old, which are estimat-
ed to be worth $4000.

The apparatus for obtaining the
camphor in Japan is very rough and
unscientifie, but has been in use for
ages. The tree is cut into chips and
boiled in a still, the vapor resulting is
conducted into a receptacle containing
several partitions surrounded by cold
water. The camphor vapor condenses
and is deposited in crystals or graivs
upon bamboo screens. This is the
crude camphor,—Farm, Field and
Fireside.

Will Exhibita Glass House.

One of the most novel suggestion
for atfractions at the Ohio Centennial
is one that has been made to the di-
rectors by a Toledo man. It is noth-
ing more or less, according to the
Toledo Blade, than the erection of a
glass house wholly by Toledo indus-
tries.

It is proposed to erect a house at
least eight stories high, and com-
posed wholly of glass, side walls, ceil-
ings and floors, with glass water
pipes, heating pipes, glass stairs and
glass furniture, The ideais to give
the people some puactical demonstra-
tion of the use of glass in the present
age. It is well known that many
firms are now making glass pipes for
underground systoms, both water and
sewerage, and that glass is fast be-

coming one of the principal commodi-
ties in trade of this kind,




