AN UNCONSCIOUS HERO l

0,” Bleanor Lands-
berg sald, as she
crushed the cluster
of fresh American
Beauty roses she
held fn her clasped
hands with pain-
ful intensity, as iIf
they were some-
what to blame, “[

cannot marry you,

Morris—you are not

my hero."”
“Heroes do not exist out of novels”
answered Morris Holmes with that per-

fect inflection that good breeding gives

1w Its possessor; "I cannot fight for my
lady love as the mediaeval knights did,
nor fly to the wars, in these degenerate

dlf!--“

“Then be a soldier of peace; there are

daily wars to be waged that need dis-
c¢lplined soldiers. Be anything but a
dawdler on the silken skirts of soclety.
You bvelleve that because you have in-
herited a fortune that other men earned
for you by the sweat of their brows,
that you are to lle idle in the lap of Jux-
ury. Bhame, Morris Holmes! When I
marry I will choose my husband from

among the ranks of the people; my hero

must do great deeds, pot dream them,
all day long."”

“My dear soclalist,” said Morris with
the familiarity of long acqualntance, "if
you listen to reason a moment you will
see that with money you can remedy a

Ereat many evils; without It vou are

practically helpless.”

“How many evils haove you remedied,
Morris? Answer me that.”

“Few, as yel, 1 admit. Dul, Eleanaor,

——— - — —
T — T . _— — B R

“'HAVE YOU EVER HEARD OF

wa It my fanit that my father left me this
tortune? Listen, dearest. [ may ecall
~ou #o once. Why not help me to be-
rome this almoner? At Jeast | am not
a profligale.”

“Pardon me.” returned the young wo-
man, tearing the heart from a Cse 2
performance which made the sensitive
Morris wince—"T think yon are profil-
gate with time and Inflnence, and all
other good things which yon waste by
lavishing them on yourself. How will
you account for wasted opportunities,
and talenta folded in a napkin, when
the day of reckoning comea®™™

She waa very handsome, very atirac-
tive in her strong voung womanhood,
and as a reformer, the fad of the honr.

“What would you have me do to prove
myself a hero?” asked Morris Holmes
with a gently patronizing air, as If he
had been speaking to a child, and which
infariated Eleanor. -

“Do?" she repeated with withering
scorn, “do anything to show the world
that yon are a man, and at least capable
of managing your own affaira. Life is
fall of instructions, but yon have never
learned one of ita lessona, You have
not even beén» a profitable dreamer.”

She was Intense and angry, and at Jast
he was aronsed.

“You have tanght me one lesson,
Eleanor, that I shall not forget. 1 hope
when yon find your hero he will love
you as traly as I have done—as 1 will
rontinue to do. If you 4o not forbid me.
And now, good by. We part friends,
do we not 7"

Before she anawered him Eleanor
rose, and in so doing dropped the flow-
ers she had been holding. Morria
sprang to pick them up, when Instantly
she placed her amall, imperative foot
upon them, crushing them to the floor.
He looked at her shocked and wounded,

“You see how hopelesa it is that youn
should ever understand me,” she said
bitterly. “You have more copsideration
for these hot-house weeds than for the
pomis of those aromnd youn. Yon hurt
_#nd wonnd me by your Indifference to

vital questions, but you are sorry for |

thé foses! Geod by, Morris!™
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“A great many people do, sir.,” sald

we'll give him a warmer welcome—

the conductor. “There’s old Judge | hounds that they all are!”

Skinner and his wife; they are both go-
ing to sit up to-night.”
“But my man telegraphed for a sec-

tion."
“They were all taken then, sir.”

Meorris Holmes had donned the plain
dress of the ordinary business man and
wore a hideous gray ulster that con-
cealed his elegant personality, and was
on his way to the mining district, where
& mine was located of which he was
part owner; not a gold mine, but one
that brought in gold—a bituminous
coal mine, known as the “Little Sum-
mit.”

Morris had taken little or no notico
of this branch of his wealth, the man-
agement and detalls being left to his
agent, but when he left Eleanor Lands-
berg on the cccasion of her second and
final refusal of his offer of marriage, he
suddenly determined to take a trip to
the mining country and try his hand at
heroism, in the way of improving the
condition of the men who worked In

ndergronnd chambers, n work to him,
the embodiment of hardship and priva-
tlon.

“I would not make a good =oldier, and
I certainly am not a hero,” he said to
himself, and then he thought of
Eleapor, and fancled her soothing the
troublesome, crying child in the fur-
Lher end of the car, and gaining the
confldence of the mean-looking parents,
who were poor and tired.

At the next stopping place he went
out to catelh a breath of fresh alr, and
bought a bag of cakes for the haby, an
act of generoslty that the tired mother
appreclated with a smile.

He talked with the father and
learncd thelr story. Two children lelt
behiud with relatlves because they

MORRIS HOIL.ME3 "™

were too peor o lake them along, bul
they had the promire of work where
they were going, and Lthen they wonld
send for them. if Morris helped them
he did not let his left hanid knaw what
hia right was doing, but I do know

that the children [ollowed their parents |

a few werks later.

Morria prepared for a night of vigils,
then fell into a sound sleep curled up
in a corner of the car seat, and when
he awakened It was early morning.

A more desolate placa than that In
which the “Little Summit” mine was
located waonld be hard to describe. The
mine that ponred wealth inte the enf-
fera of its nwners was conducted by {11-
paid., sodden men, scrubby bove and
half blind rmanles. The foreman was
bratalized by a long conrse of low
wages, heavry expenses and sordid sur-
rounding=. It was a word and a blow
with him, or an oath more demoralizing
than blows. When a sitranger appeared
he wzgs received with swllen and sus-
picious silence, being more than half
suspecled of wanting the bread om
some nfther moath. Morris was shorked
almost out of recognition of himsell by
this nnexpected state of things, for he
feit himself passively to b'l:lme__ He
could not lay the odiom on the ahonid-
ers of his agent, for he had never asked
A single question concerning the mine,
or the moral or physical welfara of the
men. He had taken the ravenne from
it as part of his patrimony, indifferent
as to methoda. He had been helping
to grind women and echildren into the
dust, that he might lol]l in lnxury, His
consclence stung him with reproaches
which were Insdequate to make him
suffer as he deserved.

"Your hand, friend,” he had =maid to
the foreman, and noted the ugly scowl,
and determined afr of .refusal with
which the man drew back.

“'Taint as white an yours; and how
do I know that you are my friend,” was
the surly reply, : ¢

“I am here to see what youn need, and

The miners, dirtv, black, and com-
plaining, had gathered around the
foreman, and although they hated him,
they were bound to him by a common
grudge. .

“Tell them to come and get filled
with warm lead—we'd heat it fur the
‘casion,” said a burly miner known as
“Ole Geordle.”

“They dasan’'t come mnigh thelr own
property,” sald another, “they're white-
llvered cowards, and mnot worth the
powder to blow 'em to thunder!"”

“Go gack to your master, and tell him
what his lovin' workmen says,' sald the
foreman contemptuously, “an’ get a
photygraff of some of the hungry chil-
dren and Jdyin' mothers, for the family
album. My missus will give you hers."

“Men,” saild the stranger, unbutton-
ing his heavy ulster, and throwing it
open, “have you ever heard of Morris
Holmes?*"

A groan and a series of ye¢lls sajuted

him,
“Aye, an’' of his father afore him.

It's that he might lie soft and eat fine
food, that we gets lost In the choke an’
damp. If he senf you, go back and tell
him to come out here himself. We hev
a long account to settle, an’ the figgers
Is waitin'.,” It was “0ld Geordle" who
spoke.

“l1 am Morris Holmes! 1 am here
to right your wrongs, but | demand pro-
tection at your bands. I demand your
confidence, and that of your wives god
children. 1 have the right to ask this.
For the present that Is all I have to
m}_.n

A few cheered him, others remained
sullen and discontented, good news be-
ing recelved with caution and sus-

plcion.
» L] - L L L L

Eleanor Landsberg had no word from
Morris for six months, Then she re-
celved a paper marked In red ink, which
had a paragraph that Interested her.
It gave a plalp siatement of Lthe great
improvement that had taken place In
the “Little Summit” mine, and went on
to describe the comfortable homes of
Lthe miners, the new machinery which
had been put Into the mines to take
the place of child labor, the comfort-
able stables above ground that had been
bulit for the mules, the improved soclal
condition of the men's families, and
ended with a glowing tribule to the
“noble energy of the young and ath-
letie mine owner, Morris Holmea.™

newapaper. published like the firat, In
a town adjoining the mines, and giving
the news of that section of the country
It alao conlained a marked paragraph,
but the marking was Ilrregular bl ok

der wan drawn a ronde hand, pointing te
the police, and the badly wrilten but
legible mame, "0Old UGeordie.”

Eleanor read in A fow intense words
the nowa (hat had been sent to bher.
There had been an mccident in  the
mine., The roofl of an entire chamber
had fallen and buried twenly miners
beneath It. The men were rescued
with greal dificnity, and some of thom

willing ery, and the wife of *“0ld Geor-
die” gtrugglod from the hands of friends
and tried to throw hersell Into the
mine. Morris Holmea, pale and out of
breath. ealled for men (o go doawn with
him to rescue Qeordle. No one re

their families, and they knew the dan-
ger of a falling roof.

alone amid an awe-siricken
much mere to teil. When the signal
was given there were willing hands
tn help dellver the two mea from the
wreckage, but only one came np alive,
The other had succumbed to the fata)
Jdamp. A long panegyric followed, but
it meant little to Eleanor. Her eyes
rested om fonr oft-quoted, hackneyeid
linea, that closed the story; they would
never leave her:

“For whether on the scaffold high,
(r in the battle’s van,

The fittest place for man to die,
Is whera he diea for man.”

to lo=e him. He had returned on his

sk jeld.

GRAINS OF GOLD.

Learning withent thonzht is labar
lost, thomght without learning is peril-
OmMs,

thenalogical reasoning, nor a new assort-
metn of phraseolosv, nor a new circle
of acquaintances, nor even a new line of
meditation—but a new life.

The trouble with a geod many men
ia that they spend so much time admir-

they have any ability to admire.

work by artificial stimnlant
count upon himself with any certainty.
He takesz into hia cast’e a servant whe

becomes the most tyrannical of masters.

There be many who mourn the want
of opportanity, and yet endeavor to con-
form to the disposition of their Master,
and to carry themselves wisely and
well, who will wake up by-and-by, when
they stand In the presence of the all-
revealing Eye, with aweet purprise and
adoring gratitnde, to see how mneh
more their life meant than they them-
selves thonght.—Free Silver Knight.

All are born alike in this—that they
have to begin and find ont the ways of
life, The equipments and means by
which. men may learn these wiys are
better in some than in others; but all
have to learn—all are obliged to gather

will help yon if yon will Jot me,” an- | pxperience for themselves; and a)-

sWwered Morris gently.

“A spy of an dverseer, Hke snougn.
get out of thes
our health.

though the experience of parents can

their authority, apd ak

In a few months she recelved a second |

gponded, The men owed thelr lives to |

H0 Morrie, with | .
one look at the hiwe sky above him | ow, 8. (

swung into the cage and was lowered |
siten « | "0ciation of Charleston, which had or-
into the bosam of death. There was npot J ganized and raleed a fund for the erec-

Christianity iz not a8 new syetem of !

' Light-boarted and kindly,

linee, of Jagged pencil, end on the bor. | [T/e0dR. and yet a scholarly man. de-

were badly injured. When all were aup- |
posed (o have bevn saved, Lhere was a |

[I'lﬂnlrr,

I
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' war broke ont.
' the fand was expended on a

|
f

i

|

| tion only four or five now snrvive

LATE EUGENE FIELD.

THECHILDREN'S FAVORITE POET
WAS GREATLY BELOVED.

A Shketeh of His Life ns Teld by ithe
Faper That Disceovered Him—Had
Fized Fosltion in Literatore—Was His
Own Beversst Critle.

g UGENE FIELD,
(v one of the best
koown of weslern

very

suddenly last Mon-

day at his home In
Chicago. A short

sketch of his life 1s
published In the
Chicago Record

and is as fol-

- lows:

A boy was born in St, Louls forty-five
years ago of old colonial stock, who
grew up in New England and the west,
and thus ecame t0 possess as a4 man
many of the characteristics of the dwel-
lers in both these sectlons, While he
was yet a little child his mother died,
and he was placed in the care of his
aunt, Miss Mary French, of Amherst,
Mass. At 17 years of age he entered
Willlams college. His father, Roawell
M. Field, a distinguished lawyer of St
louis, who is, perhaps, best known as
one of the counsel for Dred Scott in the
famous slavery case, was a thorough
scholar. He required the young stu-
dent to carry on all correspondence
with him in Latin. Before the son had
been long at Williams college the fath-
er died. Prof. John W. Burgess, who was
appointed the boy's guardian, placed
him at Knox college, at Galesburg, Il
He studied there two years, and alter-
ward remained for some time at the
University of Missourl. In 1871, baving
Attained his majority, Mr. Eugene
Fileld went to Europe, where he traveled
for six mouths. He became a newspaper
reporter in 15877, belng employed on the
Ht. Louls Evening Journal, of which he
soon was made city editor. He also
worked on a pewspaper in BL Joseph

: for several montha, and later became

managing editor of the Kansas Cilty
Times, About fifieen years ago he went
to Denver as & member of Lhe editorial
slafl of the Tribune of that clty. There
within a short time his writlnga gave
him a wide reputalion,

Tall, slender, boylsh, blonde and ag-
gresaive, thisn promising young wman
came oul of the wesl Lhirteen years ago.
During those years the growlh of his

powers wasd continuous and rapid.
fond of

voted o his family snd a little child
among children, he was learning les-
sonia of his art In a variely ol echoaln
His capacily for work was prodiglons
A pen capable of making only the An-
eal halr strokes, when once set Lo trav:
eling over a pad of paper on hin knre,
within two bhoura supplied enoungh of
his beautiful, microscople writing to fill
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Mr. J. Massey Rhind, the sculptor, is
how engaged, In his country sindio at
N. 1. on a herok siatue of
Calhoun. A good idea of Lhe magni-
tude of the work la given by Lthe plet-
ure, The wstatue, when completed,
which will not be for five or gix months
yet, ia to be st up in the city of Charles.
Mr. Rhind receives his com-
mission from the ladies Calhoun as-

tiom of a statne of Calhoun when the
Afier the war hall of
aftalne

' which 2 now standing In Charleston,

out it is not a satisfactory one, and Mr.

. Rhind'a la designed to take ita place

f the eriginal membera of the associa-
{ina

 of thesa la Mra. Snowden, now ninety

:
r
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She had found her hero, never again '

1

ing their own ability that they don't let |
other people have a chance to see that |

The man who has begun to live and |
never
knows where he stands and ean never |

children so Jong as they are #n-:

yaera old. She from the first has been
president of the asseciation, and |4 sald
to have insured the safely of the fond

| during the war by sewing the govern-

MR, AMIND AT WORK ON

ing. Realizing that his abllity to de
good work was constantly increasing,
Eugene Field was slow to publish his
stories and poems in book form. His
volumes were issued because not even
their severest critic, the author of them,
could help confessing that they deserye
ed to see the light.

Queer Bult for Damages.

Richard Talt, of Rochester, N, Y.,
has begun suit to recover $5,000 from
Bernard Deutschler, a barber, who he
allegea maliciously shaved off his lux-
uriant muostache. Tait says that he
visited Deutschler’s shop last Baturday
and asked for a shave. Belng tired he
fell into a doze under the soft ministra-
tiona of the tonsorial artist. When he
awoke he found to his dismay that he
had been glven a “clean shave” and no
mistake. Until that time he had worn
a fine mustache, long, yellow and sllky.
It had been the result of years of culti-

EUGENE FIRBLD.

vallon, and It wil]l take years Lo grow
anolher like It. In fact, A& now growih
will never be as soft as (he one re-
moved by the cruel razor. An angry
altercation followed the discovery, but
ihe barber, Talt clalmed, only laughed
at his sorrow, MHe then consulted wilh
hin friends and they advised him (o
age., Talt says he can prove asolual
pecunlary damagea. He was keeping
company with a wealthy youag lady,
whom he intemded to marry some day.
His yellow mustache he was mure was A
most potent factor In his suit, and now,
having loat It, he feels that his chances

have greatly diminished.

STATUE OF CALHMOUN.

rame o New York In 1880, and whe
haa aince Lthen produced some gquite pot.
able wark. His grandfather and father
were aculptora before him, and the jat-
ter produced the staine of Willlam
"hambern, the pablisher, and the re-
clining atatue of the Marguils of Mon-
trose in 5L Glles -works thal are re-

garded as among the cholcest art treas- |

ures of Edinburgh. Mr. Rhind

sindied for a short time In

der Delan. It waa soon after complet-

ing his stodies In Paris that he came to |

America. The first work he did after
coming was for the decoration of the
Theological seminary at Twenty-first
pireet and Ninth avenue, New York,
His reputation, however, was estab-
liahed by hia deaigna for the bronse
deyra of Trinity charch, donated by
Willlam Walderf Astor In commemora-
tion of hia father, and his designs for
the King fountain in Albany, N. Y. He
is at present engaged on a large dee-

firsl
Inburgh, |
ihen In London, and then In Parls un- |
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|
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clates in a new degree ons more AAVERS
tage of the metropolls. "h '
the water in the docks requires's.
force of men in Baltimore, WRerFSSs
every morning squads of men' ﬂ., .
and scows sail around tho RDETSNSES
skimming from the surface of the WE= «
ter the refuse that has accumulsied ¥
the twenty-four hours previous. FYDES N
five to fifteen carloads of eI =i N
and cantaloupe rinds, pléces of Wopd
ﬂ'__-;_.h i _ 1
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and bits of cotton are

just now, The skimming force
work just before sunrise and finishes .
Its work before the real traffic aloag =
the shore front begins, The men are. -
armed with long-handled M'ﬂﬂ4 g
with which they gather every floating. < %
thing that (s out of place, It must be.i &5
that Baltimore inhabitants make it. &
point of sitting on the wharves whes .
they eat watermelons, else how could e
fifteen carloads of rinds accumulate 18"
twenty-four hours! Baltimore's skim- - .,
ming gangs scoop up, too, considerable
réfuse that is thrown overboard H'm::;'.f'
steamérs and other boats that sall fw ¢
the harbor, Around New York's water . "
front refuse is dumped overboard froms . %
boats, ships and ocean liners in pré- . '8
diglous quantities. Theq stuff feats o
around for a few hours, but after mp &
ebb of the tide the waler is clear And
pure. It is fresh from the ocean, for !
the fall of the tide at New York—from
four to six feet—Iis so great that
whole body of water around

changoed twice a day.—New

corder,
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Tramp Rlang.
Tramp slang is another
necessily In a jall, A general
tlon of prisoners would In
stances be quite unintelligible
uninitiated listener. But It
pended upon that the bey ia
alert In gathering 'n & new
EY. and It |s not long afler
trance Into Lthe Jall untll be ls
his newly acquired llage as
feastonal. He learns all a
ming on (he roads” “battering
chowing,” “hitting the GOGalway
punk.” “rushing the growler for
Ngger,” “chowing the rag.”
eccaniricition of language
ous Lo mention, After
ficlent In thia, it Is but &
the racks of the trade,
him about “playing the
aet,” how Lo work the
prying open a window or

i
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should ever be sent there,
clothes from clothes-lines,
the “three-card triek,” ste. Very
he will attempt deceptions before he A
gains his freedom.—"How Men Pt

4
e
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Trampe,” by Josiah Flynt, in the O~ %_)

lury. -
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The Bun |8 the oaly New Tork papis
that does not nse typesetting machines. =&
Nearly 10,000 tons of tes were landed =
in Tacoma from China In oné day st
long sgo. L

The Betlin Academy of Sclences I .
preparing o issuwe a complete édition of
the worka of Kant. g

The megro race has increased fts prop= &
erty in the state of Georgla 150 per eont
in the past ten years. T

There ia in Michigan éne ' o
for divoree Lo every feni marriages A
one divores to every twelve. AT

B et T )

that oecurred at Canterbury,

‘i‘ . ?'_" :

week. S
Reperts from Cermany Indie

electrie plows, hoes and potats

will soom be snocessfully at

that country.




