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 American Academy 'nf Immortals

Otherwise

* THE SOCIETY OF THE PHILISTINES.

An association of Book Lovers and Folks
who Write and Paint. Organized to further
(Good-Fellowship among men and women
who believe in allowing the widest liberty to
Individuality in Thought and Expression.

ARTICLE XII. SEC. 2. The annual dues shall be
one dollar. This shall entitle the member to all the
documents issued by the Society, together with one

copy of the incomparable PHILISTINE Magasine,
monthly, for one year.

ARTICLE XIX. SEC. 4. The duties of each mem-
ber shall consist in living up to his highest Ideal (as
near as possible) and in attending the Annual Dinner
(iif convenient).

Address The Philistine,

East Aurora, N. Y.

b ) THE PHILISTINE is supplied to the trade
: by the AMericAN NEws CoMPANY and its
branches. Foreign agencies, BRENTANO'S, 37
Avenue de I'Opera, Paris; G. P. Purnam’s
Sons, 24 Bedford street, Strand, London.
Entered at the ‘Postoffice at East Aurora, N ew York, for trams-

mission as mail matter of the second class.
COPYRIGHT, 18937, by B. C. Hubbard.







WE CAN SUPPLY e
the following books by ELBERT HUBBARD :

1. Forbes of Harvard.

Cloth, 350 pages, $1.25
‘2. One Day: a tale of the Prairies.

Cloth, 100 pages, 6o

3. No Enemy but Himself. }
A story of Tramp life, illustra-

ted; 300 pages, 1.50
4. Little Journeys to the Homes of Good
Men and Great.
Twelve portraits in photogra-
vure ; cloth, 325 pages, 1.75
. 5. The Legacy.

Two volumes, bound in Olive
green chamois, with portrait
of author, etc., 3.00

6. Ruskin-Turner.
Being ¢ Little Journey ” essays
revised and enlarged, with 12
Photogravures of Turner mas-
terpieces ; 1llumined by hand ;
on Whatman paper, 5.00

« « « THE ROYCROFT PRINTING SHOP, . . .
mmofﬂy N. Y.



IMPORTANTI

OL. IV OF THE PHILISTINE

is now ready. It is stoutly bound

in Buckram’and ‘antique boards, and

the price to subscribers for the book

is Fifty cents. Vols. II and I11I are also

Fifty cents. Vol. I is One dollar—this

- provided you do missionary work by

giving out your old numbers of The
" Philistine as tracts.

FOREIGN IDEAS IN THE CATHOLIC
CHURCH, a Pamphlet by Rev. Father
George Zurcher ; paper 25c. ; per dozen, $2.

The Roycroft Printing Shop,
East Aurora,
Y. ’
A )

THF HOUSE OF THE HEART, a book
of Poems by Irving Browne. Edition lim-
ited to 300 copies. Price, $1.25. Address

Peter Paul Book Company,
Buffalo, N. Y.

<
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Smithy’s
Roller
Spring
Seat

Post.
ar
)N
Bicycle Riders’ first considera-
» tion should be Health. Do
- not ride a Wheel with Solid
- Post. Why? Write for par-

~ ticulars to Jos. N. Smith &
Co., Detroit, Mlichigan.

~




The Jackson Sanatorium
at I

For thirty-eight years the leading Health
Institution in America, is under the per-
sonal care of regularly educated and ex-
perienced physicians, and is distinctive in
its methods and character.
. A Delightful Home 'for
Health and Rest Seekers o
In which every provision is made for rec-
reation, comfort and good cheer, as well
as for skilled medical care and treatment.
A beautiful illustrated pamphlet, with full in-
Jormation, will be sent on application.
Address, ]. ARTHUR JACKSON, M. D,,
P. O. Box 1880. Secretary.
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NO. I. June 18g7. VOL. §.

QUATRAINS ON .AUTHORS.

. JOAQUIN MILLER.
. A salty breeze of springtime, fresh and strong,
. The Western World blows through its Golden Gate,
. God’s earth is young and fair and nothing wrong
Save when man turns to worship dross and bate.

EMERSON.
He heard the morning stars together sing
God’s song of light and joy supernal,

Translated in tering,
nujoi:e?menh their life eternal.
CHARLES P. NETTLRTON.
»

PHILISTINE SERMONS: NO. V.
THE FLAMING SWORD.

THE gate of the paradise of childhood

stands an angel with a flaming sword that

twrns every way. It is the east gate—that

looks out upon the rising sun, inspiring with elusive
visions of life,

A happy dwelling place it was—an Eden of single

aims and simple pleasures. Each day was complete.

279319




2 PHILISTINE SERMON

in itself, for care had no part in it, and the night suf-
ficed for rest. In the purposes of the great world
the dwellers in this wilderness had no concern. They
lived as the flowers live, We say in the contempt of
our oldér'wisdom/that(they (vegetated—but who of us
all would not steal back again if the guardian would
but sheathe for a moment the shining blade that bars
retreat? :

It is not for us all a long look backward to the
time when self-consciousness came into our Eden.
But to some who are farther removed from the happy
scene a bitterer pang remains. For some of us the
first miracle is repeated in our children. Keener
than the sting of exile is the pain of loss as they
emerge into the world that is all before them, where
we have found so little rest. Our babies grow up
out of our grudging arms and paradise is lost again.

The guardian at the gate has been called by many
names. He is Protean in his radiant identities. He
is Knowledge, or Sin, or Possession, or Time, or
Vengeance, or even Mercy, according to the pdint of
view. There are those who, seeing all things at long
view, call him Change, for it is said, change is the
law of creation, and all things progress from the
simple to the complex and then back on the reverse
semi-circle to the simplicity of rest and dissolution
and a new birth,
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But this progression which all nature shares is
measured by man alone. Only he paces the road
that all travel. He it is who suffers the double pang
of exile—the sharpness of -the thorns and brambles
and the crueler edge of the sense of loss. And the
endowment that embitters exile is the half-divine
faculty of self-consciousness—that untimely fruit for
which our parentsbartered paradise at the beginning.

The experience which theologues call The Fallis
repeated in every life, The yearning to be grown up
is in every child’s heart. It is the impetus of self-
unconscious ambition. With its realization comes
exile. ¢ Know thyself” is the form of the tempt-
er’s plea to them, and knowledge is forfeiture. The
nakedness unguessed before is the spur of all activity
thence-forward. Work, not play, is the order of
life. We drape ourselves, our thoughts, our dreams,
.our sorrows, all our days;—all but a few who make
& mockery of the sacred reticence of the awakened
spirit and hawk their inmost feelings for gain.

There have been teachers in all ages who have
sought to cure human egotism with the toxine of it-
self. These are the homeopaths of the soul. They
have taught introspection and meditation. They
would make men know their own limits and 50 learn
to worship the Illimitable. But impatient man has
coutented himself with the view near at hand, and
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pride, vain-glory and bypocrisy have increased. The
Hindoo gazing at the nave, once the fountain of his
life, saw his own wondrous being rather than the
greater marvel, and gave himself the glory of much
bumility. The solitary monk made an end of the
means of self-consecration. The sentimental enthu-

siast of the camp-meeting magnified the good Lord’s
favor to her soul, as it were a patent of nobility.

men of his day, and sent them to give out, not to
withhold the good that was within them. And he
bade them be as little children, simple and sincere,
for he saids

“ Of such i the Kingdom of Heaven.”

The toilsome wandering outside the gate produces
sich men—and women like them. We have all met
them now and then and have wondered at the sweet-
‘mess of character that won us, We have scen a
Jenny Lind, without beauty and with but a single
charm, captivate all mankind, We have seen an
uncouth Lincoln; and a Moody, harsh-voiced and
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narrow and scant of every grace of speech, stir
and uplift the hearts of multitudes. We have done
honor to s Homer and’a ‘Shakespeare because each
gave all that was in him, taking no toll of self-
praise and seeking no pledge of biographic fame.
We have reverenced simple men and women who
could not be dragged alive to the ordeal of the expe-
rience meeting but hid the pangs of sorrow for sin
far from the proud pillory of the mourners’ bench.
We feel more than see in the whitening hair of those
we love because they first loved us, that no reserva-’
tion like that of Ananias and Sapphira defrauds the
world of what is good in them.

And something as new and as fundamental as the
emotion of one of those open-eyed littie ones who
have not passed the gate, breaks up the rocky
fastness of our tears whea the pathetic story of
Colonel Newcome, simplest of men in the fiction
that is the very core and essence of truth, is told.
There is a hint of the paradise to be regained in
the tremor of the stoutest voice that reads how the
old Colonel, dying, answered the roll-call of his
school days with his ¢ Adsum! *’—

—And he whese heart was as that of a little
child stood in the presence of his Maker.”

Dz. Pamw.



6 IN A LIBRARY.
IN A LIBRARY.

The fading firelight glimmers on the shelves,

The gilded titles dance like tricksy elves,

I gaze on'quartos dull,’and ¢ dumpy twelves,”—
I am alone.

The silence holds a faint and grewsome dread,

A sense of spirits hovering o’er my head,

I really it’s time to go to bed!
Was that & moan?

Speaks Shakes; ?ene'sbmtx “And dost thou read
my book?”

He gazes on me with a fearful look.

My face grows pnle, t;oth patent-leathers shook

¢ Immortal Bard, IY:E done my level best.

Yourg:ys are ﬁne But it must be confessed,

That for the Sonnets I have found no zest,
And moments fly,”

Then sad-mouthed Milton must thrust in an oar:
¢¢ List, pallid creature, I’ve a question more.
Art thou of those dull clods who find a bore

¢ Our Mother Eve?’ "
I tried to smile. What could a fellow do?
SSuppose the question had been put to you?)

gently said:  *“ I've read a Book or two,
I do believe.”

But Homer spoke (I wished that he wox/dnod),

And like some teacher grim with upraised rod,

‘Who o’er a shrinking urchin rides roughshod,
Asked, “ What of me?’’

¢ To tell the truth,’”” my trembling lips exclaim,
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¢¢ | yield to none in reverence to thy name,
But as for Greek, I am not in the game,
And/soyou see=""

As thus I stammered, lo, another voice broke in,
And eke Dan Chaucer did at me begin:
¢ The Canterbury Tales?’® Said I, with grin,
¢¢ Whanne that Aprille—"*
¢Alas!” quoth Chaucer, *that I wrote that line,
Naught else remains of all those poems of mine.
‘What dost thou read,” he asked, *‘ what authors shine,
‘What scribblers silly? **

¢¢ | read—the papers,”® spoke I, soft and low,

;nemngadnali‘:h‘modpeo:mel?n,

or reall [ are—dull, know.
yyou‘!here, n%‘w I’veuidlyt‘;u

I take for granted you great bards are such;

You sell well—gad! you never brought so much!

But as for wading through all your bigh Dutch

To say I've read it,

That’s different, quite. And I would rather be
2%1’% the papers. Now, that's me—
ne, as you see.

T bate all culture]” =
At once those busts came tumbling from on high,

With him of Avon aiming at my eye—
So ends my nightmare, and I wake in cry
. ike—say, a vulture.
TuDOR JENKS.
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THE GREATEST MAN.

N A second-rate planet there lived some men
who Did Things. They cut down great for-
ests and tilled the soil, so that they and
their fellows might have food. They dug coal and
jron from the earth and with forges and furnaces
wrought wondrous machines. They built broad
smooth highways; spanned rivers with strong bridges,
and tunnelled through high mountsins. They led
vast armies in battle; sailed huge structures of wood
and iron across mighty seas; built million-peopled
cities, and published Sunday newspapers with colored
supplements, Thus in many ways did they show
that they were no mean persons.

And there were also some men who Wrote Things.
They i well phrased sentences described how the
men who Did Things worked. They told of the craft
of the woodsman, and of the sailor’s perils; of the
brave men who fought in battle and how the peace-
ful farmer gathered his harvests. Everything that
men did found some one who wrote about it.

Because the people on the second-rate planet were
very wise they agreed that the men who wrote about
things were far wiser and greater than the men who
only did things. Therefore the choicest pleasures of
life were given to the writers-about-things.

So in the course of time there grew up men who
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wrote only about the writings of the men who wrote
about things. - And these men were also held in high
honor. When finally there was discovered a man
who wrote only about the men who wrote about the
writers-about-things, = happy planet declared him to
be its chief Critic and Greatest Man.
WRIDDEN GRAHAM.
»
> A BALLADE OF ENTREATY.

(PHYLLIS TO DEMOPHOON,)

By what calamitous mischance

Your homeward galiey came to keel
Of Sithon’s bays the blue expanse

But cold Neptunus can reveal.

Nor he, nor mightier Zeus, can heal
These sapping wounds that yawn apace,

Till you for passionate woe or weal -
Come back, my Love, come back to Thrace.

Your hero-sire’s deliverance
Though she had compassed with the seal
Of love, no tender sustenance
. To Ariadne did he deal
4 Pang-torn at Naxos, and I feel
Than hers more grievous is my case.
Ere Madness sets me on its seal
Come back, my love, come back to Thrace!

My pleasant shores lie in a trance
as the winters that congeal
The blood, whose poor inheritance
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Tenebrious Scythia is. The steel
Of dolorous skies strikes, till I reel

The heart you wakened, and this place
Re-echoes with my vain appeal:

Come back, my Love, come back to Thrace.

You Zeus made comelier than leal;
Me, for an almond-tree’s embrace
- For aye—like that whereby I kneel—
Ere you come back, my Love, to Thrace.
EpwWARD W. BARNARD.
»
THE REASON.

BERY HE Man bad said that little girls should

B ask questions. )
1 am not a little girl and I will ask ques-
tions!’’ said the Woman. ¢ Why have you not
called for all these weeks? Did my busband or I
say anything to offend you when last we met?’’

¢ Oh, no! * said the Man, * you could not possi-
bly do that. The reason is that I am one of these
fellows who have to be taken in homeopathic doses,
very little at one time, or else I wear out my welcome i
rapidly.”

The Woman shook her head. *¢ You are too con-
ceited to really think that!’’

¢ Thank you!’’ said the Man,

Then there was a pause, an awkward pause for at '
least one of them.
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¢ Tell me the reason, won't you? *’ reiterated the
Woman, ¢ for if you do not I must believe that we
were guilty of some neglect towards you.”

The Man had his hand upon the doorknob and he
tightened his grasp/to/steady-himself, ‘but for all that
he felt his heart themp against his ribs. ¢ The rea-
son is,” he said, *‘ that I am trying to remember the
Arabian saying, that he is a strong man who know-
eth his weakness. I am a man, a weak, human
man—and I know it; while you—well, you are a
woman, and & very superior woman.”” The Man
paused & moment, then continued: ¢ You see, if
one man showed excellent taste in the selection of &
wife, it’s only fair to suppose that other men might
be endowed with equally as good a judgment.”

The Woman had been listening .with her eyes cast
down, but now her lips moved as if to formulate
some words. She began, “I am very sorry,”’——
but the Man turned the knob of the door and went
his way, leaving the Woman standing in the same
place. And she heard his footsteps grow fainter
with a strange feeling in her heart, made up from
Wonder, Pity, Desolation

VicTor A. Brzs.

c‘o




12 THE NEGATIVE VIRTUR SYSTEM.
WHAT THE DEW IS
Of sorrowed souls I know the night is made,
Wraith hearts o’erwhelmed by melancholy fears,
Bereft of all zave cyés that weep dismayed
At loves abandoned and at wasted years:

And when the purple gloom begins to fade,
And all East thrills as golden dawn mﬁ

Methinks my garden was the couch of »
For every rose I pluck is wet with tears!

HazroLD MACGRATH.

»
THE NEGATIVE VIRTUE SYSTEM.

EP thyself unspotted from the world.”
Entirely so?
No, my friend, my pen did ma ship. I
asked the question to answer it.
But first, clear the court-room of children and
fools.
¢ W’y you see, honey,” said old Aunt Savannsh
as she trotted one of us youngsters on her knee,
¢ hit wa’ jes dis way. A long, long time 'fo’ you
gran’daddy or you gran’daddy’s gran’daddy or Ads
gran’daddy wa’ bo’n, dey was mighty few persons in
dese parts—wa’'n’t mo'n’ two or fo’ famlies an’ dey
wa’ all white folks. But one day dey was a man
rode up to de plantation an’ he wa’ white’n de oder
folks. His haih wa’ white an’ his eyes wa’' white.




THE NEGATIVE VIRTUE SYSTEM. 13

An’ de man he say he come from ’way, 'way off—
somewhars down in de Pennyrile an’ he say he cayn’t
go back so he want to stay on dis plantation. So
he stay hyar but he wa’ dat outradeous white de
folks wa’ kind o’ skeared ob him, yas 'deed dey was,
an’ it wa’ pow'ful lonesum fo’ him. But de young
massa he wa’ one ob dem ornery no-’counts—jes
same as you all gwine t’ be—an’ he tink he do some-
pin mighty nice fo’ dat man, an’ he say one day,
¢ See hyar, Misteh Whiteman, dars & spring down
hyar in de back pashtur wha’ we all get our colo’n’
matter an’ you'd look a pow’ful sight better ef you’d
jes go down dar an’ rub some ob dat on you.” Well,
de man he go down to de back pashtur an’ he rubbed
some on his haih an’ when he come back dey all say,
¢ My goodness gracious man { how much nicer you is.
But Misteh Whiteman, you want some mo’ ob dat
stuff, you ain’t fru yet.” So dat white man he went
down to de spring again and be rubbed some on his
eyes ant den dey folks say ¢ Well, #ow you s nice.’
But dat fool white man he feel dat tickled about it
dat he keep agoin’ an’ ’fo’ you know dat man was a
nigger. An’ dat’s how dey made de fust nigger.”
Itis only a tale from the quarters, I know. A
. lullaby story whose sole mission was to make the
youngsters forget the bread and molasses. But
somehow, to me, 1t holds a philosophic truth that
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each year’s jostling against the world makes plainer.
My friend, you'd better teach your boy Aowmuck col-
oring matter is required to  prévent singularity, for be
sure, he will otherwise find it out for himself and the
result may be more startling than artistic. Instill the
virtue of knowledge with denial. Cry the peace
that is by bettles won. The heart that would be
pure must first burn in the cauldron of sorrow. This
may not be solacing theology but it is life and your
boy will make the better man for knowing it. Ves,
do you teach your son these things—but let mine

alone!
PrESTON KENDALL.

»
THE CYNIC.

Sh;;ktole int‘,llxny Me:eum through the da
¢ struggling sun y
Piercing some dismal case. And I %
From out my hollow darkness, and I
There is no Light or Life, poor foolish ray.
And yet
I would not put her out.

She tarried in my life—
And her mn rose high in my loneliness
A glonons light, that chased back to bell

uiflremmeshdov:oi & cynic’s creed;
alu,mdstilllmldnotgm—

le&umpuhexm.
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She went out of my life—
And then, O God, I read my heart aright,
And in the gloom, forsaken, I shrieked aloud,
And all nnsnswered, wept/ and thro’ my tears—
My blinding tears—I cried, ¢ Yes there is Light
And Love,
And I have put her out!”

THOMAS BICKET.
»
COMMONPLACE IN PURPLE.

T WILL be about noon of the 22nd day of
the current month that Victoria, Dei Gratia
Queen, Empress, Defender, etc., will be
driven behind a pair of yellow horses through a few
hundred yards of the streets of London, and pull up
“at the steps of St. Paul’s Cathedral. There Her
Majesty will sit for twenty minutes while a short de-
votional service is said and sung in the open air and
an address is made by His Grace the Archbishop of
Canterbury, wherein Heaven snd Earth will be con-
gratulated because Victoria has ruled Britain these
sixty years. Then the yellow cobs will be told to
g’lang, and the old lady will be toted through a lane
of vari-colored uniforms and a lot of miscellaneous
soldiers will parade.
And 3o will royalty celebrate. And all the world
wilt be expected to bold its breath in awe and then
expel f in & whidp Of joy. And if the cue is cor
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rectly given all will be well. And the sluggish Brit-
ish imagination will| be as(fully, stirred as any other
by the whole wonden and perfunctory program.

Mankind long ago gave up the chase of anything
like poetry or originality in the dynasty represented
by the good woman who will be tired to death for
glory on that June day. ‘¢ J'y suis; j'y reste’’ might
be its motto. The reason for its existence is purely
conventional. We do praise the Victorian Age guard-
edly, and some good things are said of it as an Era
in Literature, but rather with wonder at any sort of
character in the same. For the soggy atmosphere of
the house of Guelph is a depressant all but absclute.
In the perfect cameo art of Tennyson is seen the evi-
dence of a nervous force harnessed down to a mine-
ing jog like that of Her Majesty’s yellow team. Roy-
alty must not be jolted by a Laureate, and ‘¢ Locks-
-Jey Hall ”’ is an experiment not to be repeated. The
- wedding and birthday odes of an Alfred the Little
. are sufficient for the purposes of royal verse—and
indeed quite a stint with such a family.

Across on the Continent Victoria’s grandson, chief
of all the Teutons, wages picturesque war on the
spirit of the age in behalf of a revival of feudal
romance. A little farther away all Europe does po-
lice duty in Crete and Armenis, repressing, in the
name of commercial peace, the Groek dream of lib-
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erty and the hope of the oldest of Christian peoples.
But in placid England the daughter of the Georges
is canonized municipally 'and-ceremonially because
she has kept the beaten track for six decades. For
commerce is the measure of Nineteenth Century ss-
piration, and Victoria is the crowned embodiment of
the commonplace.

Let us not quarrel with royalty because it reflects
the spirit of the time. If we bave no Shakespeare
and Bacon and Rare Ben in the period we celebrate
this summer, it is not because Victoria is in the place
of Elizabeth, and Albert Edward, pattern of fashion,
is heir to the throne of James the Maker of Bibles.
To reason thus is to transpose cause and effect.
Those now regnant are shaped by their times in the
freest and most adaptable of the world’s monarchies.
The social gas of birth is unbroken, but it is the aris-
tocracy of Business that rules England.

The New World has its royalty too, and as usual
points a moral more acutely than the old. For our
royal commonplaces are not to the purple born, but
made to order, like Chicago antiques. For a few
months past an American princess has been scandal-
izing two continents by running away with a gipsy
fiddler. This might be romantic but for what pze-
ceded it. Long before, this American girl had been
sold by her mother to the foreign princeling she bas
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abandoned. She bartered ber life and a part of
the millions her money-getting father had stored in a
score of sordid and brutal years for the sham glory
of a meaningless title. She is not alone as the sub-
ject of this sort of commerce. An Elite Directory
will furnish a list of persons similarly peddled. And
we have other noble Fakes. We have car-builders
who call themselves *¢ Sir,”” and washerwomen with
foreign coronets, and a President’s daughter cursed
for life by the snobbery of a brilliant marrisge to a
brute in boots.

There was a time when the cleavage of American
society was intellectual—when the groups of leaders
most in the public eye were literary people, more or
less. They were mutual admirers, to be sure, but
what they admired was talent, and sometimes genius.
That was a time when Americans discussed great
problems of government, when ideas produced a
war of principle, when we helped weak nations
fighting for liberty. Now the gauge of importance
is a decimal one. Luxuryis the one thing worth
achieving in personal living and Society, And lux-
ury is enthroned commonplace.

We make a national event of a dance whereat a
quarter million or & half million, as the case may be,
is spent in unmeaning imitation of dead and gone
French courtiers and sycophants. We forget that the
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reality must surpass the sham, and while we talk of
the progress made in three centuries, not one of the
high-castes stops tothink| howmuch-less sttention
such 2 parade of riches would have made in the
days we affect to despise.

But we have 2 literature that is virile and sincere.
We bave had. We bave even had a journalism
that intoned the best impulses of the popular
heart, with whatever crudities of art it might be
burdened. Even now, with all its self-conscious-
ness and the worship of the biggest pile in sight and
the catering to empty display, the press of the New
World, as the least commoaplace of all expressions
of modern life, is the most hopeful factor in the
making of the future. We have not yet reached the
inane level of the Cowr? Gasette, and even the New
Journalism, in its impatience of precedent, offers a
promise of something better than the dry-rot of a
purely commercial society—*¢ the cankers of 2 long-
continued peace.”’ Wu. McINTOSH.

»
A FRAGMENT.

E was practical—ah! surely so, for was it
not her duty to sweep and dust the office
every morning, beside cleaning and filling
the six lamps which burnsd merrily from the windows
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to advertise the business of the Great White Light Co?

From without could be heard the constant whirl
of traffic; ) while (within the office, were only the
young woman and her thoughts,

She had just finished reading the chapter upon
Longfellow in Annie Fields’ most welcome addition
to Bookdom—Aushors amd Friends, and her mind
went back through dreary years to her own last visit
with the great literary chief, and how, joyous and
faring forth from private school one day in Boston,
she had, with & party of others, made a little visit to
Longfellow at Cragie House, and how he in his
psychic way, had named her ¢ Blue Flower,’’ which
in the Indian language, means ¢ spirit child **—be-
cause of some sensitively apropos retort of hers to a
question on 7Ae Psalm of Life. How the scenes
shifted from room to room; the library, the half-cir-
cled staircase of which Mrs. Fields speaks, coming
down which, with gentle dignity she seemed to see
the authoress herself.

She opened the book again. On the title page
she had posted the ending of a letter signed Annie
Fields—a letter whose import had been of vast an-
guish in her life—yet tenderly cherished; and again
she read: ¢ Believe me in fond hope for your. fu.
ture. Sincerely yours,

. - Anxni FizLps.”
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¢ In fond hope for your future,’”” murmured Wini-
fred, “yet the future is but the beginning of a fu-
ture, and perhaps my apprenticeship in an office as
demonstrator of & light which never fails, may yet
shed 2 radiance, and, comfort; some budding soul in
the garden of Life. Mine is but an experience of
many. There is knowledge to be found in this rub-
ber band *>— and she carelessly twirled it around her
finger as she arose to take the mail from the post-
man.

Her ““ mood ** had ended!

' FAITH BIGELOW SAVAGE.

»
SIDE TALKS WITH»»»333p
THE PHILISTINES :»3»333%
CONDUCTED BY THE EAST AURORA
SCHOOL OF PHILOSOPHY.»»»3dpp

$The first number of the PHILISTINE was isssued
two years ago this month. So for as I know, it is
the only magazine ever started that has been self-
supporting from its first appearance. Its subscrip-
tion list includes very many of the strongest men
and women in America and England whose lives are
consecrated to moral and intellectual endeavor. It
was started as a joke, with intention to issue only
one or two numbers and therein say Some Things;
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now it is an institution. I have not endeavored to
please any man or any class. I have simply told in
brief a few of the things I felt were true, not merely
the things I thought it would be nice to say. The
individuals I have gibed and jeered have often been
personal friends and men of many excellent traits;
malice has never entered. Few there be who make
grester demands on their friends for charity than I;
and few indeed who in this earth journey have been
more generously treated. No man can hope to grow
rich by publishing such a periodical and running a
tuppenny printing shop. But I am not yet convinced
that it is desirable to be rich, and I surely have all I
need; then the words of kindness and appreciation that
come to me from people whose faiths are different
from mine, whom I have never before known, and
whose hands I may never grasp, would surely recom-
pense for much of the world’s indifierence. So,
blest am I; thrice blest!

$Not long ago the Right Reverend William Cros-
well Doane of Albany paid & visit to the Old Country,
and while there registered as ¢ William of Albany.”
On his return he met Bishop Potter, who had also
been to Yurrup but got home first, when the latter
said: ‘“Too bad, Doane, that you didn't live in
Buffalo; in that case you could have registered as
Buffalo Bill.”
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$When I look around me and see man as he is, it
seems to me that Moses was sarcastic when he wrote
that the Lord said He made man in the image of
Himself!

PPeople are always asking|you to follow their ad-
vice, but they are never willing to tell which way it
went.

P The recipe for perpetusl ignorance is: Be satis-
fied with your opinions and content with your knowl-
edge.

I understand that James Whitcomb Riley is about
to start a chip-munk magazine. It is to be called
The Gilder,

$Considering that a man can’t possibly cat more
than 2 dozen Blue Points with comfort, what’s the
use of being & millionaire anyway.

$To be famous is to be slandered by people who do
not know you.

$The chief offense of some philosophers is, that the
world as it is does not please them. They are like a
guest who yawns and scowls and sneers: he is quite
determined he will not have 2 good time, and what
is more he will not allow others to.

$The Princess de Chimay has been weighed in the
balance and found wanton.
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PLi Hung Floyd he gave a Square Meal. Lils
known also as Apple Bob and in private life is Col.,
Robert Mitchell Floyd, Critic and Lover of Beautifal
Things. The Dinner was at the restaurant of Loo
Foo Gee and |Co., 24 Pell St., New York. Forty-six
invited guests were present, including Gourmets from
Boston, East Aurora, Philadelphia, Baltimore and
Wilmington. Those who expected the Dinner
to be a test of Innard Grace and gastronomic
endurance were happily disappointed. There were
twelve courses served with exquisite grace and
cleanliness. All the guests stayed in the game
to the close and all walked home stepping high,
full of good humor and things. The only man
in the party who got the wrong cue and had
qualms was Mr. Jobn J. Rooney, Poet, who, see-
ing 2 beautiful long-necked bottle on a sideboard,
thought to sample a Choice Native Wine and was af-
terward informed that he had taken four fingers of
Hair Restorer.

$On the evening of April 27th I lectured at the
Temple Beth Emeth at Albany to the choicest Four
Hundred I ever met. Such an audience is a joy:
good humored, alert, receptive and appreciative: not
a point lost—they read all that was between the
Iines. And with the New York jowrmal’s sneer in
mind, that ¢ things are getting queer when Philistia
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is called upoa to instruct Israel,”’ I wish to say that
if ever I abandon my Philistine faith I intend to go
over into the camp of the Chosen People.

$Mr. Grover Cleveland 'was’ invited 'to' & “Dinner.
He could not go 50 he sent Regrets, and among other
nice things said, *‘I will ever remember with ceremo-
nious gratification that I was honored by your gener-
ous invitation.”” Ceremonious gratification is good
—it sounds like a sentence by the Shock-headed
Youth who lectures on Rhetoric in English A, at
Harvard.

¢ I wish that man would stop staring at me,” said
Soubrette, with a pretty pout, ““I want to look at
m ‘ ”

It was the Lyceum and the Lyceum Spirit that
placed a public library in almost every town of New
England. Bat now the Lyceum Spirit languishes,
because there are no winged Mercurys like Emerson,
‘Wendell Phillips and George William Curtis to come
and give to us their messages from the gods. In-
stead we have ‘¢ entertainers” like Col. Copeland,
Col. Bain and Col. Starbottle, who give lectures on
Shams, Clams and Jams. No wonder the Lyceum
Spirit grew aweary and languished. Memorized
sophomore sentences—and jokes from Puck, tho’ il-
lustrated with lantern slides, can never serve as
manoe for bungry souls. It was Carlyle who said
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that when the great ship with her tattered sails and
battered hull, drops anchor, our interest in her is
keener, knowing that she has circumnavigated the
globe, than it 'is''in'a /trim’ \clipper-built schooner that
has merely worked her way from Ramsgate to the
Isle of Dogs.

Col. Starbottle with a clove-flavored whiskey
breath to fill his sails has worked his way up from
Ramsgate, but his cargo is sand. When men with
thoughts rare and radiant as jewels from India ap-
pear, the Lyceum Spirit will awaken. Until then
sleep is best.

A transport of power, bursting from pent-up feel-
ing, carries us along on its tide and compensates for
& deal of what an Oxford man pointed out to me as
¢ bad taste.” Over-culture produces a weak effem-
inacy; and were it not for these strong, vital,
¢ rude *’ people that God sends into the world, spir-
itual life would perish as rose trees perish when the
cunning gardener turns pollen to petal. The flower
cannot reproduce itself—its reserve has been ex-
pended in this one production. Too much culture
kills. :

$There used to live a2 good man, who was not so
verygood, by the name of Dr. Royal. This was not
his real name, but I call him so because he ever
scemed to me that kind of 2 man.. Now Doctor
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Royal could tell what you were by the shape of your
head; at least he said he could. His fee was five
dollars. I knew the man very well. The last time
1 saw him we walked ‘together and ‘talked' together,
and the good Doctor (who was not too good) con-
fided to me the fact that he did not judge 2 man’s
character any more by the shape of his head than by
the shape of his shoe. One quick glance at a client
from foot to crown and he knew as much about his
characteristics as he could possibly know.

“Then why muss his hair and search out his
bumps with such a show of minuteness?

¢ Only to satisfy him that he is getting his money’s
worth.”

Of course I knew all this before. If a young lady
wore shoes run down at the heel snd gloves with
buttons missing, I did not have to search carefully
for her phrenological organ of ¢ Order” to ascer-
tain whether she was dowdy or neat. But Doctor
Royal had a psychic sense that hints at mystic possi-
bilities for man so great that we leave them un-
guessed. What s man that thou art mindful of
him? asked old Job. And it doth not yet appear
what we shall be.

Not only did Dr. Royal take a man’s mental
measure at a glance, but at the same time he looked
down the vista of years and saw his history stretching
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away like a shadow. A discerning man meeting a
woman of thirty can tell you off hand whether she
is married or single.He' will ‘very, very rarely fail,
Bat Dr. Royal could do more—be knew the particu-
lars. Under certain conditions, like the recosd of
a lifetime flashing across the inward vision of a
drowning man, when 2 stranger would present him-
self, the Doctor saw behind the man into his home.
He saw his house, his wife, his children, his sur-
rounding. He even knew the books he read, the
music he liked, the pictures he admired. He knew
the blunders he had made, his secret sins as they are
known to the Recording Angel. He saw whither
the man was moving, and having a chart of life, and
calculating the speed at which the man was moving,
he knew where he would probably be at any given
time in the futare.

But the Doctor could not command this psychic
mood. He knew no more about it than you who
read this page. It came to bhim withput warning
and left without giving notice. He stood a bit in
fear of it; the fact of its existence was so sternly
true that he never mentioned it except to near and
dear friends. He never traded on. it nor exhibited
it, and would have denied it if aceused, stoutly main-
taining that he told what you were by the shape of

your head. At times he had to guard against telling
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his client too much—preferring rather to inform him
of the things he liked to hear than of the things he
‘needed to know, for then the five dollars was paid
with a better grace.

. The Doctor has/ passed| out’ now."It. was some
years ago—he promised to communicate with me,
but from the Silence no word has come.

PIf you do good to & man look not for gratitude—
expect rather his hatred. For you bave discovered
his weakness, you know his nothingness and he’ll
never forgive that. Did you ever stumble upon a
fellow when his wig was on the chair-back and his
teeth in a glass of water? Forever and a day you
are to that man a rogue and a varlet! Men in mon-
archies who knew secrets were speedily banished.
$Jobn Wanamaker does not believe in the Apostolic
Succession: he hit that mighty dogma a pretty rap
when he announced himself successor to A. T. Stew-
art.

‘PpOn reading the May Bookman sGoodMan
dashed off the following:

SEMPER IDEM.

Alss, the Fancy cheats anew,

As She of old was famed to do;
And of ber Victims blinder none
Than William Can’/ C. Wilkinson.
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The Rev. O, P. Gifford of Buffalo has been head-
ing a crusade to stop children from playing on Sun-
day. To this end he persuaded the police of Buf-
falo to swoop down and arrest sixteen boys who were
‘playing ball’ in' the public’ park, with permission of
the Park Superintendent. When the case came up
for trial, the next day, Judge King discharged the
entire lot. I wish to file an exception,’ cried a
little yellow lawyer. “We don’t file exceptions
here, and we pay blessed little attention to lawyers.
Next!’’ answered His Honor. But is it not queer
when preachers come in the name of morality and
try to stop boys from playing? I used to think that
stagnation and idleness tended to immonality, but to
frolic in the sunshine was essentially moral. Mr.
Gifford thinks otherwise. Eight of these boys
arrested work in a foundry in the dirt and smoke
and soot all the week. Sunday is their one Day
of Rest—the only day they can call their own—
and of this day the preachers wish to rob them.
The cause of religion is growing desperate when it
invokes the police. Let us play.

I am fully persuaded that the romeike habit is
fatal to the development of the highest art.

¢ No man is a hero to his valet.” Heroes never
have valets.




NOTES. 3t
PI have received the following Mejum mabatma,
postmarked ¢ Elysium: *

T’other day while sauntering along 2 ly street
in Paradise, {m accosted by a round mZhetub.

(who wore no clothes, to k of)| who-beseeched
:eiuto disengage his kite from 2 neighboring trolley

Having walking stick handy I readily re-
sponded to'l:?l request and would have at once for-
gotten the incident had I not discovered that the toy
was papered with the sheets of a very interesting
periodical called ¢ THE PHILISTINE.”

Upon my qnealoninf the youth as to how he
came into dpoueuion of the magazine, he blushed
all over and confessed that an angel had given it to
him for saying his catechism without stumbling. As
I have a fondness for curios of all kinds I gave him
& Mexican dollar for the kite, and upon examining it
at my l:iwre was 50 clated that I hasten to ud%t:n
you, asking permission to act as your correspondent
from this school district.

A number of celebrated characters are now so-
journing in this locality, and I am confident their
daily gossip would be a valuable addition to
highly entertaining columns. Should my proposition
meet with your qkptonl kindly advise me in care of
Mr. Saint Peter, No. 8 Paradise Lane, Celestial City.

Asking indulgence for this unexpected intrusion, I

e 'Yonr most obedient servant,
Joszru ADDISON.

PThat is & very promising movement begun in New
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York a few days ago to unify Presbyterian worship.
No doubt the committee has a job on its hands, but
in this case, if a quotation from un-Presbyterian au-
thority may be allowed, the end justifies the means.
The' 'Briggs 'experience, I take it, rather discouraged
attempts to unify doctrines, but to conform ceremony
is easier and just as useful. There may be wide dif-
ference as to probation after death and the inerrency
of Scripture translators and proof readers, but it
seems to be agreed that some ways are more effective
than others in expressing reverence and gratitude in
worship. My Presbyterian friends in the big cities
even now intone prayers and * confessions,’”’ and
chant responses and sing Te Deum and Jubilate, and
the novel language of devotion seems to fit their
needs. I shall not be surprised to see a full fledged
liturgy grow out of the present movement. That is
the road to Christian unity—no, I didn’t ssy Church
unity. Good folks, like bad ones, will quarrel over
constitutions while the world wags, I suppose: but
whom custom joins together doctrine will not di-
vorce. We get our religious nutriment mostly from
the atmosphere, like the trees. It is a process of
induction mainly, and that, if Mr. Stephen Crane
really wants to know, is why men go into church
and stay so long there. The closet would suffice for
their devotions otherwise.



F THE six books issued

by THE RoYCROFT the one

that gives its makers most

satisfaction is the Ruskin-

Turnér) UThe volume has

been pronounced by a #f
R er of the Grolier Club ¢ the
most artistic piece of book-making ever pro-
duced in America.” The illuminations are
all hand-work, being done after the manner
of the finest Sixteenth Century Missals.
Printed in Romanesqge type ; nineteen orna-
mental initials, part of which are the Kelm-
scott , designed by William Morris, the
others being our own designs. The Roy-
crotters are very glad to send their books
“on approval.”

¢¢ Kingly in its severe and simple elegance—it ap-
peals to me as a genuine work of art. Your price
for such a book I regard as merely nominal.”” So
writes a member of the Caxton Club.

»

Price, per volume, $5.00. The twenty-six copies
- specially illuminated by Bertha C. Hubbard, price
$10.00 each, are all sold.
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Stearns Bicycles
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mHAT Shakespere is to the

the Stearns Special is to bicy-
cles, Its characteristics are narrow
tread, 4 inches; its lightness, 20 1bs.3
its artistic lines and finish and its run-
away qualities.

It’s just as much superior to most

bicycles as a thoroughbred horse is to
the hack horse,

$125.00 is the price,
€. C. Stearns & Co., 8yracuse, N. Y.
AP AR




STEUBEN c e
- SANITARIUM,
HORNELLSVILLE)/N ¥

No ¢ fads,” « hobbies,”” or ¢ quackery,”
only a SCIENTIFIC MEDICAL AND SURGICAL
InsTiTUTE, provided with all appliances nec-
essary for the restoration to health of those
afflicted with seriously diseased conditions.

BRICK AND STONE
FIRE PROOF BUILDINGS,

So perfectly heated and ventilated that the
temperatere does not vary more than two
degrees. _All modern improvements. /7f-
teen conm/tzng Specialists, thoroughly edu-
cated house staff. Every form of bath and
electricity. Write for pamphlet.

DR. J. E. WALKER, SUPT.



THE SUCCESS OF

«Little Journeys,”

First issued in 1894, prompts us to continue the se-
ries. For 1897 we announce the following subjects:

1—ELIZABETH BARRETT BROWNING,
2—MADAME GUYON,

' 3—HARRIET MARTINEAU,
4—CHARLOTTE BRONTE,
5—CHRISTINA ROSETTI,
6—ROSA BONHEUR,
7—MADAME DE STAEL,
8—ELIZABETH FRY,
9—MARY LAMB,

10—JANE AUSTIN,

11—EMPRESS JOSEPHINE,

12—MARY WALSTONECRAFT SHELLEY.

$Each booklet will treat of & recent visit made by
Mr. Elbert Hubbard to the home and haunts of the
person named. Issued monthly—a portrait with each.
Price 10 cents per number or $! a year.

G. P. Putnam’s Sons,

37 West 237d St., New York, and .
24 Bedford St., Strand, London.
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AN Incovparasie Foob.

Originated by Dr. Jan
Jackson, founder
SANATORIUM,

:ooked and
1ediate use
the nutri-
wev - wevemwew o the best
white wheat. A daintier and more
delicious Breakfast Food could not be
produced. Itis unequaled for invalids,
children and persons of all ages and conditions. -

HIGHLY ENDORSED
BY LEADING PHYSICIANS

for their patients and for use in Sanitariums and
Hospitals. Trial package, prepaid, 25 cts. Pam-
phlet free.

OUR HOME GRANULA CO.,

DANSVILLE, NEW YORK,



or @ Present « «

You better give them one of our

hand-illumined Ruskin-Turner
books.'It is'rarely’ beautiful and you
need not fear duplicates. The price is
Five Dollars, net s% The Roycrofters
are very glad to send their books ¢ on
inspection.”’

?

N PREPARATION for %
delivery at Christmas time:
SESAME AND LILIES by
John Ruskin; ESSAYS OF
ELIA by Charles Lamb.
. THE . .

ROYCROFRT PRINTING SHOP,
EAST AUKRORA, N. Y.



You Feel
Invigorated
After

) Using It!
The Robinson Thermal Bath Cabinet

It gives the finest possible Turkish and Vapor
bath at home. 200 in use by best families in
Buffalo; 600 in Pittsburg, other cities in propor- .
tion. Send for 48 page book free. Address,

Robinson Thermalp
Bath Go.,
Toledo,  Obio.k

A Few Buffalo Patrons: Edgar B. Jewett, the
Mayor; Howard H. Baker, Postmaster; Henry P.
Emerson, Supt. Public Instruction; P. V. .Cusack,
Asst. Supt. of Police; S. S. Kingsley, Pres. Real
Estate Exchange; H. C. Diehl, Mgr. Inter-State
Dispatch; H. M. Gerrans, Iotel Iroquois.

PR



Press lippings 1

LR X J

Keep Up To Date!

F YOU want the BEST things printed on any par-
ticular subject or ALL that is published about it
everywhere—in dailies, weeklies, magazines and
miscellaneous publications—you can get it from us.

L R K
MATERIAL FOR

SPEECHES, SERMONS, ESSATS, NOYELS
SCRAP-BOOXS, STATISTICS, ETC.
>y

We read the current issues of all American and
the principal Foreign publications and mml clippings
to subscribers daily.

Rates $1 per month and upwards.

Let us know what you are interested in and we
will quote you rates.

THE CHICAGO PRESS CLIPPING BUREAU,
s6 Fifth Ave., €hicago.
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THE PHILISTINE
. , ¥
" Contents for July.:

B

I Quatram,

— ~

Fred. W. Claus.

" 2. Philistine'Sermon No. V:

~ The Master Passion,
e ¢ " Dr Phil
3. A Book-Lover's Apologia,
Harriette C. S. Buckham.
¥ ~4. Side Talks: ~

Wherein are Various Things
the Pastor has Jong desired to

say —feeling - they should be .
said for the good of the Flock.

and mankind at’ lat/ge. Up to
this point modesty has restrain-

ed him from expressing these -
Things, but he now trusts they °

will be taken in that .spirit of
meekness so becoming to the
true Philistine. Let each for
" himself prick the Magazine fof

* a Message.

on Collecting.
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American  Academy of Immortals
Otherwise

THE SOCIETY OF THE. PHILISTINES.

_An association of Book Lovers and Folks
who Write, Paintaud Dream. Organized to
further Good-Fellowship among men and wo-
men who believe in allowing the widest liberty
to Individuality in Thought and Expression.

ARTICLE XII. SEC. 2. The annual dues shall he
one dollar, This shall entitle the member to all the
documents issued by the Society, together with one
copy of the incomparable PHILISTINE Magazine,
monthly, for one year.

ARTICLE XIX. SEgC. 4. The duties of each mem-
ber shall consist in living up to his highest Ideal (as
nearly as possible) and in attending the Apnual Dinner
(if convement ). :

Address The Philistine, .

East Aurora, N. Y.

THE PHILISTINE is supplied to the trade
by the AmericaN News Company and its
branches. Foreign agencies, BRENTANO’S, 37
Avenue de I'Opera, Paris; G. P. Purnam’s
Sons, 24 Bedford street, Strand, London.
Entered at the Postoffice at East Aurora, N ew York, for trams-

mission as mail matter of the second class.
QOPYRIGHT, 1897, by B. C. Hubbard.
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HE Master of the Roy-
croft Printing Shop de-
sires to make the fol-
¢% ¢% lowing announce-
mients ¢

V% 1. —Begmnmg w1th

-- st Job, which.is now on the

_press, all Roycroft books will be print-
ed on “Whatman '’ hand-made paper.

#% 2.—The minimum price ¢f a Roy-
croft book will be Five Dollars, net.

#% 3.—No Edition will be printed of
more than three hundred copies.

#% The Roycrofters employ no agents,
neither do they sell through stores or
dealers. All volumes are sent direct
and on approval. Probably not more
than four or five books a year will be
turned outby the Shop, and to simplify
delivery it is requested that book-lov-
ers will allow their names to be re-
corded and volumes sent as issued.
The following form of order is sug-
gested :

“ You may record my name for one each of

your books to be sent on approval, express pre-
paid, as issued.”

THE ROYCROFT PRINTING SHOP,
. EAST AURORA, N. Y.



HE BOOK OF JOB, a re-
print with a bit of an essay by
Elbert Hubbard, being a com
panion volume to The Song of
Songs and The''Book'“ef “Ecclesiastes, on
Whatman hand-made paper g% 300 copies
only. Hand illumined. Price, $5.00.

PLAND PASTURES by Adeline Knapp. A
series of short out-door essays: sweet, tender
and appreciative—dealing with the beautiful things
that the Spring and Summer bring. Five hyndred
copies on Dickinson’s rough English paper, bound
in antique boards, $2 each. Forty copies on Japan
Vellum—hand illumined by Bertha C. Hubbard—$35
each. Now ready for delivery.

OVE BALLADS OF THE 16TH CENTURY
now ready. The book is on rough Dekel Edge
paper in the highest style of the Roycroft Art, and
oontains 200 pages, bound stoutly in antique boards,
price $2.00, express prepaid.

" The Roycroft Printing Shop, -
East Aurora, N. Y. :



IMPORTANT!

OL. IV OF THE PHILISTINE
U is now ready. It is stoutly bound
in Buckram 'and antique boards, and
the price to subscribers for the book
is Fifty cents. Vols. II and III are also
Fiftg cents. Vol. I is One dollar—this
provided you do missionary work by
giving out your old numbers of The
Philistine as tracts.

FOREIGN IDEAS IN THE CATHOLIC
CHURCH, a Pamphlet by Rev. Father
George Zurcher ; paper 25c. ; per dozen, $z.

The Roycroft Printing Shop,
East Aurora,

“o

A LIBRARY FOR THE ASKING! Send
6 cents in stamps for full particulars and
sample copy of . . . . . . . .

THE LITERARY REVIEW,
Station C. Boston, Mass.



Smiitly’s
Roller
Spring
Seat
Post.

o T

Bicycle Riders’ first considera-
tion should be Health. Do
not ride a Wheel with Solid
Post. Why? Werite for par-
ticulars to Jos. N. Smith &
Co., Detroit, Michigan.




The Jackson Sanatorium
at Dansville, New York, 3

For thirty-eight years the leading Health
Institution in America, is under the per-
sonal care of regularly educated and ex-
perienced physicians, and is distinctive in
its methods and character.

A Delightful Home for

Health and Rest Seckers #§
In which every provision is made for rec-
reation, comfort and good cheer, as well
as for skilled medical care and treatment.

A beautiful sllustrated pamphlet, with full in-
Jormation, will be sent on application.

Address, ]. ARTHUR JACK SON, M. D,
P. O. Box 1880. Secretary.

'
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QUATRAIN.

Break thy Londs, oh, timid man; come forth,
Thy fear is chains and unused strength a jail.
Hast thou ambitious hopes yet feel’st them vain,
Then know it is thy fear would make thee fail.
Fxep. W. CLaus.

»
PHILISTINE SERMONS: NO. VI.
‘THE MASTER PASSION,
BINEE FILE of shrunken veterans in faded uniforms
“ \' stand uncovered, with thin locks flying in &
chilling breeze, before a grassy mound, and
cover it with flowers,

A woman sits by a treasure chest and tenderly
caresses and stores away the toys that a pair of un-
forgotten baby hands shall play with no more.

An anemone by a sheltering wall, warned by the
earliest frost of the autumn, hastens to put forth its
blossoms in the bleak air of November,

A pallid artist labors through the night to put his
conception of the sublime in imperishable marble.



34 PHILISTINE SERMON

‘What have these in common?

But one possible interest—the perpetuation of a
purpose of their living. = The old soldiers seek to
keep alive a tradition of heroism and sacrifice. The
mother would make her child live on for her in the
poor memorials she cherishes. The flower, obeying
nature’s first command, would mature its seed and
continue its kind. The artist’s dream is his achieve-
ment of the sort of immortality he feels close to his
touch, All obey the prompting of a passionate crav-
ing for conquest over the destruction of perpetual
change. Each in its way strives to immortalize the
best it has—the love, the beauty, the heroism, the
intellectual power that hints at kinship to the Divine.

In the last century, when poets wrotes philosophy,
the Essayist on Man ciphered down all human na-
ture to the operation of two forces which he de-
scribed as

‘ Belf-love to urge, and reason to restrain.”

It was not long before the casuists of his time saw
that this would make a supreme virtue of inertia.
Behind the mask of ¢¢Bickerstaff ”’ Richard Steele
evolved in ZAe Tatler a triple order of motive. He
divided life into periods governed in turn by Love,
Ambition and Avarice. The ruling passions of
youth, maturity and age were grouped in & new or-
der later by Henry Drummond and reappeared as the
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Struggle for Life and the Struggle for the Life of
Others. I am credibly informed that some good
people actually believe the clever Scotsman has done
very well by the altruism of ‘the’New Testament in
this division.

A gross view of humankind was that of the essay-
ist who partitioned off its aspirations into periods de-
fined by the limitations of growth, matured power
and the fear-born acquisitiveness of senile decay.
But underlying his triple guage lay one motive which
in its paradox gives the highest meaning to human
purpose, blindly acted out but ever tending to the
noblest destiny. For the chief expression of in-
stinct, in this view, is the promise of a permanence
that measures all good.

Our first parents were tenants at will in the Gar-
den. Blindly they sought something :—not the grati-
fications of sense, for these they had; nor the better-
ment of any material condition, for to them all the
world was normal. The temptation was the promise
of knowledge which should be power. They would
be as gods; and the pensalty was the defeat of their
aspirations for the infinitude of life.

The world was old, even by the measurement of
tradition, which always telescopes events, when the
aspiration for immortality first took definite form in
David’s cry, ¢ Thou shalt not leave my soul in hell.”
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It was another thousand years before the Pharisees
taught the resurrection of the body, enshrining in
the materialism of  that doctrine the idea of perma-
nenf personal living.” But in'all the centuries men
had built great temples and monuments that were to
last forever. They had treasured the best that was
in them in philosophy and song and tradition, in the
building of states and families. They had reached
out toward the divinity revealed and guessed and the
forms of nature that seemed to share the power to
defy the wear of their own petty lives, and sought to
attach themselves to the infinite, In grosser or
clearer development every worship had in it the as-
piration for ecternal life. The savages in the groves
would not have fallen down to Baal in our day, for
science has told us that the generous sun is not im-
mortal. Its benison on all that lives is the dissipa-
tion of its own vital power. We are the dying sun’s
legatees.

Philosophy tells us that beauty is use. The blos-
som is radiant with color that the bees may visit it
and carry the fertilizing pollen that perpetuates
flower and tree. Human beauty and majesty of in-
tellect serve the mutual attraction of the sexes. Vir-
tue economizes life. Worship calms the soul.
Thought cures the wear of existence. Even spiritual
teachers like Henry Drummond find the service of
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these material ends in the things that stir the soul
and elevate the senses.

But beyond this service, the outreach for what
passes not away hasits/ ceaseless/ expression lin them
all. Love outlives its visible purpose. It survives
beauty and the manifest harmonies of character and
temper. Its constant craving is for perpetuation in
another world, down to the bitter separation of death.
Art outlives its imitative forms and speaks the aspira-
tions of its creators for something that shall endure,
The craving of ages of the people of the Nile stands
confessed in the Pyramids. The cathedrals of Europe
tell of a hunger for the immortal expressed in glorious
visions in stone. On the historic slopes of every ap-
proach to the shrine of the Crusader’s faith are mon-
uments of a hope stronger than death. In every
churchyard the crumbling memorials that were placed
there to last forever challenge the form of human as-
piration for permanency but testify to its deathless
power.

In all and under all human purpose, limited in its
achievement by universal law that bars man from the
infinite, is the aspiration that whispers a perpetual
promise.  Blindly we follow it. In our works and
in our lives we proclaim an undying faith in what
lives eternally. The grind of care and labor wastes
our forces. The unceasing operation of change goes
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on while we sleep. But mankind ever seeks the per-
manent; and in a thousand forms of petition the cry
goes, up from buman souls that stand balked at the
last barrier:
¢ Change and decay in all around I see,
Oh, Thou who changest not, abide with me! **
Dg. PuiL.
»
A BOOK-LOVER'S APOLOGIA.

Tem})tzﬁon lurks in every leaf

Of printed or cover,

When e’er I haunt the bookshops old,
Their treasures rare H

Or when, in choicest catalogues,
Among which I'm a rover,

My heart leaps up their names to see—
For am I not their lover?

Ik o’er each dainty y
‘;’?tel: loving touch nndl::ﬁeder,
But find their sweet, seductive charms
Bri;om:ig call me to menderé lean
ve fight, *twixt heart and my purse,
My loved books’ strong defender!
More precious for the valiant strife
That love is called to render!

But when, in Bibliopolis

Their dear forms round me cluster,
‘While rank on rank and file on file,
- In gathering numbers muster,
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Think you, I mind the sordid tongues
That :onlless hll:hand blustler,

Or weight, against their priceless worth
The gol:len dollar’s lustre? ’

Ab, no! since there are drink and food
For which the soul has longings,
And inits daily, upward strife,
Finds both in such belongings;
Dear books! Loved friends, full meet ye are
To greet the earliest dawnings
Of all the happiest days in life,
Of all its brighest mornings!1
HARRIETTE C. S. BUCKHAM,
»

SIDE TALKS WITHS»»3»®

THE PHILISTINES :33333%
CONDUCTED BY THE EAST AURORA
SCHOOL OF PHILOSOPHY.»»33aipp
At the last nothing is very serious. Mortals give
things an importance quite beyond their gravity,
We shall slide out of this life into another, and the
day of our death like the day of our birth will be
shrouded in forgetfulness. And if we do remember
any of our trials and troubles it will only be to smile
that they should ever have caused us a pang.
I have received a copy of the Globe Review pub-
lished by one W. H, Thorne. Mr. Thorne -is very
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proud of his magarine, but doesa’t like it because
people don’t pay up subscriptions; so in big red
letters’ he says on the cover “If you have not yet
paid your subscription please do so at once without
delay.”’ '¢¢/At once-without' delay®® proves Brother
Thorne to be the Genuine Stuff in a literary way, but
should it be doubted, he says on page 102, * This
Masgazine is far and away the ablest and best maga-
zine in America.”

Then on page 112 of this best magazine in Amer-
ica Mr. Thorne says: *“ Though I may not press my
claim on all delinquent subscribers their moral obli-
gator is still the same, nor is it any the less scoun-
drelly in those who bave promised to pay me and
don’t. * * ¢ The subscription price is $2.00a
yesar, but I bope two hundred subscribers will send
me $5.00 each on receipt of this number of the
Glode.”” T’m not sure, but I think Mr. Thorne is in-
tent only on pulling the leg of Plutus.

There is not a smile in Mr., Thorne’s magazine
from cover to cover. It is all written with the bi-
cycle face. Mr. Thorne tells only one interesting
thing in his whole globe repository of useful know-
ledge; and that is about a woman who left her hus-
band to go and nurse cancer patients. Mr. Thorne
is very much incensed at this woman. He grows
purply-blue in the faceand shrieks in falsetto, ¢ Sap-
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pose all women should leave their husbands whenever
they chose!’® He accuses the women of a *‘sinful”
indifference to her/marriage vow and asks herthe in-
delicate question, *“ Did you not agree to live with
this man until death parted you? **

Will the jury please note that Mr. Thorne con-
siders the woman guilty of ¢ sin *’ because she prefers
celibacy to cuckledom. Goodness gracious! where is
that pile of cobble stones!!

Mr. Thorne makes the flat assertion that a wom-
an’s duty is to live with a man. Of course Mr.
Thorne means well, but he is a belated beadle and
should go back into the 14th Century where he be-
longs.

But the gallant Thorne has precedent. On Eng-
land’s statute books is a law providing that if a wom-
an leaves her husband, the lonely husband can in-
voke the law and a constable shall bring the woman
back; further than this the husband shall have the
right to ¢ correct’’ her, whatever that is. But now
be it known that recently a man applied to Mr.
Justice Mitchell in London to have his wife appre-
hended and returned to him all as ordained and pro-
vided. The Justice refused the application, admitting
the request was technically proper and correct, but
adding: ¢ This Court renognizes no property rights
in women. When a wife finds life intolerable with
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her husband she has a moral right to leave him, and
I will not subjugate her by enforcing an inhuman
law.”

Justice Mitchell’s name has been placed on the
PHILISTINE free list.

$Adam Smith lived a hundred years ago, and Buckle
declares his Wealth of Nations has had a greater in-
fluence on mankind than any book ever written,
that’s what Henry Thomas Buckles says. Now
there is one thing that the Greatest of the Smiths
makes very plain, and that is that unproductive labor
is labor lost. Suppose that I hired a man to curl my
whiskers, lay out my nighties, put on my socks and
rush my growler—in other words, suppose like Rich-
ard Harding Davis I had ‘‘a man” and I paid the
man $15.00 & week, would I be the benefactor of
mankind because I gave this man work? The Bos-
ton Post says yes, and writes a long editorial to prove
it. The simple fact is that if I hire a man to dothat
which I could and should do myself, I take that man
from the army of producers and fasten him on to a
burdened world as a non-producing consumer, and
the world out of its wealth has to feed and clothe
him. I fear Adam Smith lived in vain.

$The heroic man does not pose: he leaves that for
the man who wishes to be thought heroic.
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$PERHAPS.—If there is any rhetorical fault that
roils me up more than another, it is the misuse of
¢¢ perhaps.” (If I were not a consummate rhetori-
cian I should have'said ¢ perhaps it is the misuse,’’
etc., and that would have illustrated my idea.)
Writers and speakers who are not sure of their opin-
fons, guard themselves under the shield of *¢ per-
baps,” and it is very easy toutter the most axiomatic
and the most obvious statements, and get great credit
for wisdom and profundity by putting *¢ perbaps *’
before them. For example: Edward Everett was
perhaps the most correct and classical of all Ameri-
can orators; or Mark Twain is perhaps the funniest
of American humorists, Why, of course. Any fool
knows that. Nobody can deny it. But then again,
perbaps not. It is perfectly easy in this way to utter
the most astounding misstatements without fear of
successful contradiction. For example: Bob Inger-
soll is perhaps the most humble and devout Christian
) in the United States; or George Alfred Townsend is

perhaps the most truthful man since George Wash-

ington; or Chauncey M. Depew is perhaps the teller

of the freshest and most original stories that ever

was in the habit of inviting himself out to public

dinners. Just so: perhaps, and perhaps not. You

see this sort of assertion does not assert. It does

not carry any weight, It argues a despicable timidity.
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If any man is not sure enough of his opinioas to
state them without qualification perbaps he would
better/leave/ them (unstated. |. Llam tired of reading
the tributes awarded by the newspapers worded
thus: ¢ The PHILISTINE perhaps is the best of all
small magazines.” Let them be declared unreserv-
edly, for no sensible person can think of contradict-
ing or detracting from them.

$I am fully convinced that the world is growing
better; but I am also fully convinced that the prog-
ress has not been made that many think. Any man
who believes that God is everywhere, that a certain
Divinity is in all men and that Diety manifests Him-
self to-day as much as ever He did, is still hailed by
many as infidel. Too much faith receives the same
punishment at the hands of the mob as none at all.
PIrving Browne says that as & literary product Zx-
celsior is only fit for packing.

PYes, Faith, you are right. When one reaches the
so-called jumping-off place of despair, he discovers
that, by God’s providence, the world is round.
PINQUIRING BURGLAR.—No, I wouldn’t do it. If
it were really for your advantage to open the safe,
you’d be a banker and be taught the combination.
As things are, you'll lose more than you gain by
blowing it open after banking-hours.
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$Charles Lamb was once seated next a harberdasher
and the worthy haberdasher remarked, “I con-
sider Shakespeare one of the greatest writers that
ever lived,’” and Mr. C. Lamb ‘said, ¢ Sir, allow me
to examine your phrenological development.’”’ Years
ago when I took boxing lessons, the Professor used
to say there was a counter for every strike. But
when a man coughs and says, ¢ Shakespeare was the
greatest poet who ever was,”’ or, ¢ Next to the Bible
Shakespeare is the greatest book ever written,’’ he
has knocked the audience out—there is nothing
can be either said or done. He has given the fatal
jab.

$And now they have a new society out west for
Political Reform, to which none but unselfish persons
are invited. Incumbents of the society’s chief office
must turn into the treasury their whole fortune above
one hundred thousand dollars—a test of altruism
that few of us could bear. Why not get Mr. Rocke-
-feller and Russell Sage to join and have a friendly
contest for the place, or fill it in turn? A sense of
duty done would sustain Mr, Rockefeller against the
reproaches of his natursl heirs and the University of
Chicago; and a hearty fulfiliment of the test proposed
might so ease Uncle Russell’s conscience that he
wouldn’t use the nearest clerk as a shield next time
a bomb is thrown at him. ’
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$When Edward Wirepuller Bosh flashes a kodak on
the interior of artistic homes for the benefit of those
exalted minds now hungering and thirsting after fads
he is feeding the flock full rations of pie. There are
ideas and ideas in the brain of the inventor of the
hum-journal and in the future evolution of Bosh we
shall experience as a supplement to these inner views
of houses the X rays of wisdom flashed on the souls
of their owners. The Literary world is certainly
buzzing; —Bosh thinks to the right, but if he has
used the left-handed monkey-wrench unadvisedly its
wabble will some day show a loose screw.

My friend, Rev. T. Nelson Ayres of New Orleans,
writes me thus: ¢ The March PHILISTINE with its
damnation of Bryan’s literary efforts, suggests that
the following has been omitted from its Quatrains on
Authors: **
WILLIAM J. BRYAN,

Why, oh, Great Scott, why do we jump on Bryan?
*Cause with strong man Samson be’s humbly vyin’?
~ What is Fame worth, ’less’n there’s fat for fryin’?

That’s what he’s shy in!
BIn thought and feeling there are no fashions, no
national conventionalities, no race distinctions. As
Mother-love varies not, save in degree, and the law
of gravitation is everywhere the same, so does the
heart turn to its friend.
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PUgliness, that abides in a crowd, in deformity,
most of all, in the places of the domination of cash,
seems often and often the real grinning Satan; not
queenly, tragic evil is half so sickening. The thing
men must shout/in |the dingy streets, is Beauty!
The Glory and the Dream! Only they must labor
also, and hard, to build it with their hands.

P A Bonnie Brier Bush philosopher in Edinburgh has
paid me the highest compliment that has ever been
passed my way. He has started a magazine that he
calls The Philistine : more than this he has notified
me of the fact and asks me to exchange.

B¢ Does that awful smell come from the canal?’’
asked a New York man in Buffalo of a policeman.
¢No, Cap’n,’’ said the cop as he gave a hitch to his
belt. *¢ No, dat smell yousmell ain’t from de canal—
it’s dat copy of the Fourmal 1 see stickin’ outer yer
coat pocket—g’wan!’’

PThe new editor of Zowm Topics appears to think
that literary gabble is town talk. That is not what
Town Topics is here for. As a rule that has but a
few brilliant exceptions, a book is never a town topic.

PHamlin Garland still maintains that literature is a
sectional affair, and gives as many reasons as the
devil could say in six weeks to seduce a Sunday
School Superintendent who was & County Treasurer.
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PTo be gay your life must not be one that suffers
surfeit.

PThe Century Company has just issued a book called
The Stand-Offyand 'in 'the ‘prospectus the explanation
is made that *‘ this story is founded on fact,” which
statement may be a stand-off and it may not.  No
genuine Critic or Book-lover cares whether a thing
really happened or not; the question is, Could it have
happened? When I see a story with the explanation
that it is founded on fact I assume, on a long exper-
ience of reading stories, that it is very poor stuff. If
it really is founded on fact the author advertises him-
self as a man of no imagination. If it is not founded
on fact and the author says it is, then he is a plain
liar, and in either event he is a man to let alone.

This abject deference to the fact is a sop for those
persons in whom yet linger qualms against reading
novels. These good souls used to tell me I must not
read Dickens because Dickens’ novels never hap-
pened, but I could read Sasnford and Merton because
they really was.

I am willing to admit that Good Folks love their
enemies; but my letter file is accomulating proof that
many of them also hate their friends, I probably
get more sassy letters (and kindlier ones) than any
man in York State.

Pt
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I like Richard Le Gallienne and I like 7%e Quest
of the Golden Girl. In that book the author has re-
corded some of the things that every good man
dreams; and Le Gallienne isonlya dreamer;| Happy
is the man who only strays in his sleep, and happy is
the man who never strays further than Mr. Gallienne
does in his quest. Yes, I like the book and I like it
just as well as I did yesterday, before I read Chapter
XXIV of The Man of Feeling, published in Edin-
burgh in 1808. For, by a strange coincidence,
Henry Mackenzie found that Golden Girl in the
Venusburg of Paccadilly a hundred years before
Richard Le Gallienne did. It’s the same fine, tall
girl, pure in heart, and starving to death, too. Both
give ber a square meal, and the story of her downfall
gibes in both cases. Mackenzie makes clear the
same point that Le Gallienne does: purity in woman
is a matter of soul, and that you know, was Du
Maurier’s sole cause of offense in Trilby. So here’s
to the Golden Girl ! and may the next man who finds
her wandering, forsaken, férlorn, treat her as gently
and as tenderly as did Henry Mackenzie and Richard
Le Gallienne.

PWhen two-thirds of the land in England was
owned by the Monasteries there was no poverty.
The reason being that the monks considered that
they only held the property in trust—every man who
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would work found work. When the Barons came
into possession of the land vast estates were reserved
for parks and game preserves, and the poor began
flocking 'to'the citiés: no-longer could they have an
acre to farm for the asking. The monk’s name was
Pingree and every corner was a garden patch. I'll
admit that the monks were not always just what they
should have been, but I’'m sure their economic
scheme was better than that of the British Landlord
who says the public be gallyvasted—I want this land
to run me bloomin’ fox ’ounds over, you know!
And now John Bryan of Ohio has founded a Monas-
tery. John’s religion is to do good; mankind are his
friends. There are nearly five hundred acres con-
nected with his Monastery and it’s a home for all who
want peace and are willing to work. If I ever leave
Sun-Up I’'m going to live with John Bryan of Ohio.
W Every Month is quite a hum-journal itself. In its
last issue it has a long article about Mrs. Clara Short-
ridge Foltz, who is a lawyer. Mrs. Foltz wears a
costume patterned after that worn by Ellen Terry
when she plays ¢ Portia.”” Several pictures of the
talented lady are shown, and one of them reveals her
dictating important legal data to her stenographer.
The stenog is a man—a nice young man, and the
situation makes me think of Mr. and Mrs. Mayflower,
rich and worthy colored people of Philadelphia, who
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employ only Irish Servants in their households. I
understand that Mrs. Foltz has considerable trouble
with her type-writists; one young man having left in
" & pet because Mrs, Foltz is'a married woman: a fact
he did not know when he engaged himself. The
whole article is well written and we are assured that
¢¢ while Mrs. Foltz stumps for the Republican party,
_ has a large and lucrative practice, her maternal and
social duties are never left to suffer.”

¢* When I wish to see whether I am making head
I throw a friend overboard and watch him drift,””
said the Autocrat who never threw a friend over-
board. Friends drift though, and fall so far behind
that you cease to hear their call of “ Stop!” Now
there was my friend John S. C. Abbott who served
me in good stead that summer I was seventeen and
herded cattle on the Kansas prairie. Yesterday I
took up Abbott’s life of Napoleon and the stupidity
of the thing was diverting and the canting affectation
of it all, entertaining. But twenty years ago Ab-
bott’s books were selling and selling fast, and any
one who dare smile at them was straightway branded
by the Christian Advocate as a carping heretic.
Thank Heaven there is now no market for such rot,
and not even Larry Hutton dare praise it in print.
The taste of mankind has changed: we desire at
least & modicum of intellectual honesty, and the
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man who shuffles his opinions in order to match ours
is seen through quickly. We want none of him. A
good man will ever respect you for an honest con-
viction} 'whether he agrees with it or not matters lit-
tle.

My dear old friend ¢ Fors Clavigera >’ sends me
the following :

I have been informed that various newspapers in
The States keep standing an item to the effect that I
am losing my mind. When half a stick full of stuff
is required to fill blank space they run this in.

Now as proof that my head is all right I will ex-
plain that I have canceled my subscriptions to all
periodicals except the PHILISTINE. And so having
ceased the vain search to find sense in modern maga-
zines, I have had time to glance at a few novels that
have been sent me by prominent authors from Your
Side.

The first story I will mention is Belsedub Musled,
by Gamlin Geezefield. The book seems nothing but
a catalogue of Little Things, some of which are in-
teresting because they are nawsty; and all the char-
acters are filled with Little Emotions, some of which
are taking because off color.

The inventory opens with items concerning the
Back Bay (in Boston, Conn., I believe,) where a
certain building site is being filled in, with intent to
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erect a splendid mansion. This is the foundation for
the story, so to speak. And here is what Mr. Geeze-
field saw:

Along the gashed, ground;| entirely- grassless,
where grow not even gourds, is a deep-rutted
road. Two-horse dump-carts, painted blue, wal-
low along this path. As one of the carts unloads
its freight I scramble down to see for myself what it
was that was unluaded. I found mostly ashes, but
mixed in with these I could perceive that saw dust
spittoons had lent their aid; there were rags, glass-
ware, crockery, door sweepings, floor sweepings,
scrapings, bones, tatting off from underwear, funny-
business trimmings from petticoats, bustles, hoop-
skirts, corsets, cigar stumps, pipe bowls, visiting
cards, letters, advertisements, tin pans, Sunday
Vorlds and all manner of other stinking things.

That’s all I read of Mr. Geezefield's novel. You
see I could not remember all the things the gifted
author describes and so I've simply labeled the book
¢ The Foundations of Boston *’ and filed it for future
reference. The next book I took up was entitled 7o
Flats and a Stome Fromt by Madelaine Mouseley.
The author, I am told by a newspaper clipping from
the Taunton Yingle (sent with the book), is the fore-
most Lady Novelist of the Coast Counties. This
novel treats of a rich merchant who lived a Double
Life. The merchant has a grown up daughter,
¢just budding into lovely womanhood.” This
daughter accidentally finds out the salacious facts
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about her father and levies blackmail to the tune of
one hundred dollars 2 week, By and by the lovely
daughter marries (there are several other daughters,
by the way, all hum-drum). " Her husband is con-
siderably older than she and after a year she finds
she does not love him. She does not discover this
until she mects the Center-rush of the Harvard Sec-
ond Eleven, whatever that is. She quarrels with her
husband and makes up on his promise to allow her
to go and stay three days out of each week with her
¢¢ dear popper and mommer.” This lovely daughter
then goes to her dear papa and tells the plain unvar-
nished truth: she loves the Center-Rush and he
loves her. They must have a beautiful little flat on
Huntington Avenue for their own. Will dear old
ducky-dad pay the rent for a year, have Jordan-
Marsh furnish it complete, hire a Colored Man to
look after it, and fetch her the key?—a duplicate of
his own flat on Boyleston Street will do!

The old man grumbles, but does all as ordered and
fetches the key.

Meantime the mother and the hum-drum daughters
do ¢“church work,’’ and attend to home and ¢ social
duties.”” After a year the old man is stricken with
severe illness. He sends for his favorite daughter to
come to him at once. She has been preparing for
several weeks to attend a certain grand ball. The
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message reaches her while she is in a tumult of
ecstacy putting the last diamond in her hair. She
hesitates between the ball and paternal duty, She
decides on the ball.’ 'That night her father dies.
And having read thus far I stopped and wondered
if the old man’s house was not built on the very spot
where Gamlin Geezefield took his mental inventory!

BF. Marion Crawford, finding that he cannot make
money by dramatizing his plays as Anthony Hope
does, is now going to give lectures about them,
after the manner of Ian Maclaren. Why not be
original and join a circus?

PJohn L. Sullivan is a subscriber to the Romeike
Clipping Bureau. All the clippings he receives he
pastes in a big volume that he calls his Scrap-Book.
PWilliam Marion Reedy holds the Mirror up to Na-
ture as follows: The sensation of the day in En-
glish art is the painting, * The Vampire,’’ exhibited
recently at the Gallery in London. It is the work
of Philip Burne-Jones, related to Sir Edward Burne-
Jones, the pre-Raphaelite mystic, friend of Swin-
burne and Rossetti, and a generally ¢ beautiful soul.”
The painting is remarkable in itself for a grewsome
power of painting a rather bitter moral that is not
new now any more than when Villon, as translated
by Henley, sang ¢ Booze and the Blowens Cops the
Lot.”” The picture shows a dead youth, type of a
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murdered soul, and over him bends the vampire,
with the face of a woman. The cynical, bitter les-
son is well pressed home, but there is a certain taint
of hasheesh'art about/it! . ‘The picture is more sensa-
tional than meritorious as a creation in paint. More
important than the picture itself is the poem written
for it by Rudyard Kipling, who is Mr. Philip Burne--
Jones’ cousin.

The verse and the picture remind one of the story
of Whistler and Rossetti. Rossetti one day showed
Whistler a painting upon which he was engaged.
Some time later Whistler, visiting the author of 7%e
House of Life, asked about the painting. Rossetti
said he had put the painting away uncompleted.
¢ But,”” said he, ¢¢ I've written a sonnet on the sub-
ject of the painting. Let me read it to you,” Whist-
ter submitted, When Rossetti had finished, Jimmy
arose and said, ¢ Rossetti, frame the sonnet.”” And
so there are a great many people who will think,
with good cause, that the Kipling poem is better than
the Burne-Jones picture. The picture is somewhat
tawdry. The verses that interpret it are finely bitter
and iconoclastic of the gynolatry just now general in
the world. The savage spirit of the verse isrefreshing.
It illustrates again that Kipling is the only living
poet, barring Swinburne and Henlcy, who writes
poetry that bas in it meat for men.
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This poem on “ The Vampire” goes to the very
source of the real mockery of failure in life and in
effort. Woman does not understand. She never
did and never will, /| The man Joves something in her
beyond herself, and the more he gets of her the
surer he is to fail of the attainment of that fuller
thing to which she invites and yet bars the way.

n _ But here’s the poem. It will tell more to those who
‘ do *“ understand ”’ than any amount of commentary:

A fool there was and he made his prayer
(Even as you and I),

Tonglmdabonemdahmko!hir

(We called her the woman who did not care)y

But the fool he called her his lady fair
(Even as you and I).

Oh, the we waste, and the tears we waste,
And tge work of our head and hand

Belong to the woman who did not know

(And now we know that she never could know)
And did not understand

A!c‘:oltheremandh‘sfoodshe nt
(Even as you and I), *pe

Honor and faith and a sure intent

(And it wasn’t the least what the lady meant);

But a fool might follow his natural bent
(Even as you and I).
Oh, the toil we lost and the spoil we lost,
And the excellent things we planned
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Belonged to the woman who didn’t know wh
(And now we know that she never knew whyg
And did not understand.

The fool was)stripped to his foolish hide
(Even as you and I),
Whical;id she might have seen’when she threw him

e

(But it isn’t on record the lady tried),

So some of him lived, but the most of him died
(Even as you and I).

And it isn’t the shame and it isn’t the blame
That stings like a white-hot brand;

It’s coming to know that she never knew why

(Seeing at last she could never know why),
And never could understand.

Mr. Reedy is right, woman does not understand—
neither does Mr. Reedy; nobody does. Continually
there comes to every thinking man a Voice which
says, Arise and get thee hence for this is not thy rest.
All through life are these way stations where man
says, ‘ There, now I've found it, here will I build
three tabernacles.”” But soon he hears the Voice and
it is ever on, and on, and on. He came into life
without his choice and is being hurried out of it -
against his will, and over the evening of his dreams
steals the final conclusion that he has been used by a
Power, not himself, for unseen ends. .

But the novelists, and politicians, and economists,
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and poets are continually telling us that man’s
trouble comes from this or that, and then they name
their specialty. They are like catarrh doctors who
treat every patient; no matter what-the-ailment, by
nasal douche.

Marriage is only a way-station. Trains may stop
two minutes, or twenty minutes for lunch; the place
may be an ugly little cross-roads or it may be a
beautiful village; possibly it’s the end of a division,
but egad! dearie, it’s not the end of the journey.
Very young people think it is, but they find their
mistake. It’s a nice place, very often, but not the
place they thought it was, They bought one thing
and when they got home found something else in the
package, and nature won’t change it. But woman
shouldn’t be blamed for that—that’s God’s fault, not
her’s.

Kipling, Phillip Burne-Jones and Reedy say man
is unhappy because woman does not understand, but
I’m quite sure that one of the trio knows that the un-
rest and weariness of life lies deeper. Woman un-
derstands man quite as well as man understands wo-
man and I believe a bit better. I have spoken.

BI bave just read Marguret Ogilvy for the second
time, and I hold no fellowship with those croakers
who howl in stage whiskers, ¢ Oh! Barrie he’s mak-
ing hum-journal copy out of his dead mother!’’ The
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book is sincere, delicate and sweet as music that
comes stealing across soft seas. Iread it with misty
eyes and a lump in my throat. But I must make one
point/against the/canny Scoty (On pages 160 and 161
will be found the following:

She pretended that she was well now, and con-
cealed her ailments so craftily that we had to probe
for them:

¢ I think you are not feeling well to-day, mother 1’*

¢ am perfectly well.”

¢¢ Where is the pain?’’

¢¢ I have no pain to speak of.”

¢ s it at your heart1

[{] No.”

¢ Do you feel those sounds in your head again? *’

¢ No, no, I tell you there is nothing the matter
with Il;le.” de?

¢ Have you a pain in your side? ’

¢Really, it’s most provoking, I cannot put my hand
to my side without your thinking I have a pain
there.”

¢ You have a pain in your side!”’

¢¢ I might have a pain in my side.”’

fnl“And you are trying to hide it! Is it very pain-
?D’
¢¢ It’s—it’s not so bad but what I can bear it.”

Which of these two gave in first I cannot tell,
though to me fell the duty of persuading them. # # #
Fie on you, J. M. Barrie! Sane as you are on
most subjects did you not know better than to badger
this dear old woman with the thought of pain? Are
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you forty and yet do not know that the burdens of
earth are great enough without forcing them on to
poor humanity? My little girl five years old knows
better than that. , She can; coax me-out of-a, head-
ache and lure me into a laugh when the world seems
going into bankruptcy. But the love of a man who
tells you you are going into a decline is little better
than his hate, Talk not of your maladies, Brother,
and quit arguing that other folks bave consumption,
Bright’s disease, and cancer, It’s bad to have these
things, but Lord! it’s worse to have you prove it.
You can write good books, Barrie, but there is a blot
on your *scutcheon on account of the place you give
to asthma and enlargement of the liver. Then you
tell us of how often you went for the doctor in the
dead of night and threw sand on his window to
waken him. For shame Barrie! Why awake a good
Doctor who was sleeping peacefully? Did you do it
because you had cross-questioned some one into the
belief he was sick?

$In England and France during the 1ath Century
it was the custom to remit the punishment of death
to every criminal who could read, They called it
¢ benefit of the clergy '’—deneficium clericorum awt
clergicorum., When a prisoner demanded this bene-
fit of the clergy the Chaplain would hand the prisoner
a book, *Does he read?” demanded the Judge of
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the Chaplain. ¢ He reads like a Clergyman,” was
the answer. This to us seems a good reason why
the sentence should have been carried out, as clergy-
men are usually atrocious-readers.’ But the law said
differently and fellow’s neck was saved. Just why
favor was thus shown I do not know, but the infer.
ence seemed to be that a man who could read was a
pretty good fellow and could ill be spared. We, too,
place honors at the feet of accomplished people.
Men who can write books are great fellows, except
in their own homes. And yet I’m sure that the men
who write fluently, like men who talk fluently, are
often cheap wits. The men who write best do not
necessarily think best. I've seen men who could not
read, yet who had a good mental grip on many a
sublime thought. I’'ve known men who could jabber
in four languages and yet had no thought to express
in any. And as for memory it is becoming an extinct
faculty, so prone are we to fill our pockets with note
books (that we are constantly losing). Whenever
a fellow who is clever with the pen fails to pay his
debts, or does this, that or the other that a man
should not do, there goes up a pretty cry, ¢ Oh, he’s
a genius—he’s exempt!” Bless my soul! let’s do
away with ¢ benefit of the clergy ** and mete out the
same rules of justice to all—men and women alike,

$Once upon a day Commodore Vanderbilt exclaimed,
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¢ I have over a dozen sons and not one of them is
worth a dam.” It was a heart bursting confession
to make, yet it is one that almost every successful
man of the world who has sons does make. . All the
splendid dreams he has for his baby boys vanish one
by one—are drowned in tears—and he at last repeats
at least the last clause of those agonizing words with
which Lawrence Barrett used to pierce us, * I have no
wife, I have no friend, I have no son.”” Is this then
the price a man pays for worldly success—that heaven
of which Samuel Smiles and Mr. Bok preach? Aye,
it is the law. The sons of successful men are a trial
and & tribulation, they never help lift the burden.
The Hebrew is the only exception: he brings his boys
up to carry on the business. So look you fond par-
ents, all the joy your children will supply you is the
dreams that never come true—but this is much.

PA general warning in the form of a hektograph
letter has been sent to a large number of students by
the Powers at A Big University. The letter is to the
effect that the parents or guardians of students who
attend chippy dances will be notified. Just why the
¢ parents or guardians will be notified ” the notice
does not say; perhaps it is so they can attend too.
Any way this peculiar letter reveals a rather curious
condition of things in an educational way. Emerson
said, * You send your boy to school and the boys
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educate him.’”” Had he lived now he probably would
have paut it, *“ You send your boy to A Big Univer-
sity and the chippies educate him.”’

PIn Scribner’s for May, page §78, I find this blood-
curdling information, long breathlessly awaited by a
weary world

A Bank President’s room generally looks out on
the street: it is rather handsomely and comfortably
furnished, with no costly elegance, however. The
approach is ded by sometimes two functionaries
who assure themselves that the visitor should be ad-
mitted before even taki;gk in his card. Here it is
that the consultations take place with the bank’s
most important customers, about discounts and loans.

I hardly see how we could get along without these

popular magazines.
PIn that English study of republican institutions en-
titled Grover Cleveland, by James Lowry Whittle,
reference is made to Mr. Cleveland’s marriage as fol-
lows:

After the ceremony had ended, no elaborate ben-
quet was served; but the guests, with true democrat-
ic simplicity, partook of a little supper sent in_from
a neighboring tavern, and including the national deli-
cacies of terrapin, canvass-back duck, clams, Indian
mush, ice cream and cold buckwheat cakes,

I have good reason for stating that it was Marshall
Wilder and Chauncey Depew who got that English-
man off to one side and stuffed him,
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Article xii. Sec. 2. The annual dues shall be
one dollar. This shall entitle the member to all
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one copy of the incomparable Philistine Maga-
zine, monthly, for one year.
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- Article xix. Sec. 4. The duties of each mem-
ber shall consist in living up to his highest Ideal
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INDFUL of Emerson’s caution, It
f 5 time to be old, to take in sail,”” and
creferring to close up my estate .
while I am alive rather than leave it
‘o yrmy | unbookish heirs ") and the
~g awyers, I am led to offer for sale
that portion of my library consisting of extra-i!-
lustrated books. of which the following is a list :

Poets of America, E. C. Stedman.
From the Books of Lawrence Hutton.
Death Masks, Lawrence Hutton.
Ballads of Books, Brander Matthews.
Essays of Elia, 2 vols.

{oan ‘of Arc, Lord Ronald Gower.
Valton’s Angler, 2 vols.

Varia, J. H. Friswell.

Pleasures of a Book-Worm, Rees.

. Book of Death, Samuel Dobree, 3 vols.
Eighteenth Century Vignettes, Dobson.
Sappho, Wharton.

Petland Revisited, Wood.

Shakespeare's England, William Winter, 2 vols.
Melodies and Madrigals, Stoddard.

Letters to Dead Authors, Lang.

Old Friends, Lang.

Virgil's /Aneid, 2 vols.

The Same, Lord Bowen’s translation.
Tower of London, Dixon, 4 vols.

Horace, 2 vols.

Childe Harold, Byron, 4 vols.

The Croakers, Dmke and Halleck, 4 vols.
Grammont’s Memoirs.

Sir Thos. Browne’s Select Works, 2 vols.
New Life of Hercules, Irving Browne.
Iconoclasm and Whitewash, Irving Browne.
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Bibliomania, Irving Browne.
Gravestones, Irving Browne. :
Shakespearian Criticism, Irving Browne.
Whitington and his Cat, Ernest J. Miller.
Memorial Catalogue.of 'S. R.Gifford’s Pamtmgs.
History of Bayard, Larchey.
Memoirs of Marguerite of Navarre.
Vanity and Insanity of Genius, Sanborn.
Humorous Phases of the Law, Irving Browne,
The Fan, Uzanne.
The Sunshade, the Glove, the Muff, Uzanne.
Portfolio Monographs, Rossetti.
Fair Women.
Book-Binding in France.

These have all been illustrated by myself, rep-
resent the labor of thirty years, and embrace
more than 2,500 additional pictures ¢ With a
very few exceptions they are in fine bindings by
Smith, Matthews, Stikeman and the Club Bind-
ery. Several of them are unique, and many are
in limited and large paper editions. The pos-
sessors of * In the Track of the Book-Worm "
will find some impartial reference to them on
pages 52-54, 59, 6o g

This collection is offered only as a whole. The
price is Three Thousand Dollars; but if not
disposed of after two months, prices will be
given on single books.

A careful descriptive list has been prepared
and will be sent on application to the Roycroft
Shop, East Aurora, N. Y.

IRVING BROWNE.
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are no duplicates ; and further, there is
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to fabrics made in vast quantities by
steam. It you desire we will gladly
send you several volumes to choose
from—we pay express both ways.
ADDRESS:
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East Aurora, N. Y. . i
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THE PHILISTINE

QWP HERE cometh Dr. Phil and
“Ry@preaches for us Philistine Ser-
jgmon No. Seven: When decal-
- A@comanie was a new art & the
shop windows were gay with
blossoms seeking naturalization, a pic-
ture maker more faithful than his kind
opened the curious eyes of an impres-
sionable boy to a significant limitation
of nature. A great sheet of bright anemo-
nes & coreopsis was spread out to lure
the passer-by # Every flower lackt a
petal or showed one out of proportion
with its fellows, The revelation brought
a pang to the ignorant young mind eager
for ideal perfection in all things, and its
boding intimation has never been denied.
#5 A canon of taste elaborated by mor-
alists of the Chesterfield school & held
| even down to the days of our own mathe-
matical Poe, made much of symmetry

of parts and equality of cadence as a
test of beauty. They reasoned without
nature in defining the metes and bounds

of a manifestation of nature For in
these days of *“ science which is meas-
urement’’ Monsieur Bertillon’s system
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has been applied to normal things as

THE el as to candidates for the Rogue’s

PHIL- # Gallery, and our inquisitors-general

ISTINE _Jow that equality of proportion is un-

known outside of pentameters and the

products of saw mills. Truer artists liv-

ing under the shadow of Fusi Yama #

have filled the world with beauty & in

all their vivid reproduction of nature

there is no balance # The picture is not

filled up: the bird or flower stands at

its own angle, the individuality of nature
shaming the mechanicians of art.

#p As wide a divergence may be noted

in the predicates of the two great ex-

pressions of moral force # Philosophy

rests on a proposition that whatever is

is right; preaching begins by assuming

that whatever is is wrong. There have

been peacemakers who sought to bring

about an agreement in this—and they

have shared the usual fate of peace-

makers #@ Nevertheless, it may be sug-

gested that the first deals with univer-

sal things at long range. Whatever is is

right, in general plan. This is the tele-

scopic view ; the other is microscopic.

Whatever is is wrong, in human con-

du&, because of personal imperfection.
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# They who want this world made over THE
by rule & find its first plan a wreck dis- PHIL-
pute not that nature shares with man ISTINE
the limitation and the disturbed balance.

They blame man for this, and say he é@
brought death into the' world—and death

is the logic of all limitation. But others,

and they are Philistines, see in this the
promise of life to mankind. For of all
imperfe€t things man alone rebels at
imperfe@ion and seeks a higher destiny.

# The historian of the Creation tells us

that when God had made the earth he
pronounced it very good ¥ And again

when he made all the things that swim

or fly or walk, at the end of each day’s

labor he passed in survey that which he

had made and called it good. But when

he had made man he set no specific seal

of his approbation on the crowning work.

Only when he had completed all he #
summed up the product of his creative

effort & found it good as a whole—and
blessed the organized universe. But the

#% inequalities of frame, the incomplete

flower & leaf, were all there, and at the

first experiment in living, man yielded

to temptation. Beast and fish and flower

fitted their environment # They propo-
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THE gated & died, cach filling its place with-
PHIL. out friction or worry about the future.

ISTINE

tree fulfills its law and dies and another
takes its place. The brute is perpetuated
in its progeny and lives and dies unre-
pining. But the chief creation fulfills not
the law of his creation except in degree.
He alone is at war with his conditions.
In this is the augury of his triumph. For
the Power that created in man the #
aspiration to live forever surely placed
the prize within final reach. For this is
man an alien and a perpetual seeker for
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something beyond. He chews no cud of
content; he rests in no achievement;
infinity ever beckons him on.

In self-consciousness is the curse and
blessing of his life J§ It is the perpetual
source of frition*“the perpetual remind-
er of a greater state to be won. In it is
the evidence of transition— the unceas-
ing manifestation of a clash between
satisfaction and aspiration that flashes
forth the spark of a light that never was
on land or sea. And in that light man
reads his destiny.

»

NHOULD you ask me, ‘“Hast
any philosophy in thee, #
Shepherd?’’ I'd make reply,
¢ Yes, a little: I'll give you

a taste of my quality."”
o8 Walking through the gallery of stat-
uary at the Luxembourg I saw the white
carved nude figure of a man—a man
in all the splendid strength of youth.
Standing behind him on a higher part of
the pedestal was the form of a woman ;
and this woman was leaning over, her
face turned towards him, her lips about
to be pressed upon his # I moved closer
& to one side, and saw that on the face
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of the youth was an expression of death-
THE ly agony; and then I noted that every
PHIL-  nuscle of that splendid body was tense
ISTINE  ith awful pain. And in that one glance
I saw that the woman’s body was the
body of a tigress—that only her face was
beautiful—and’ that 'the arms ended in
claws that were digging deep into the
vitals of the man as she drew his face to
hers & &
Suddenly feeling the need of fresh air 1
turned and went out on the street. That
o piece of statuary gave Philip Burne-
Jones the suggestion for his painting,
¢ The Vampire.” Now one might sup-
pose from that awful sermon in stone
that woman was the cause of man’s un-
doing. But for the benefit of hen-pecked
and misunderstood husbands I’ll call at-
tention to the fa¢t that the men who
have acheived most in literature, music,
painting and philosophy are men who
knew from sad experience the sharpness
of woman’s claws: Socrates, Dante, #
Shakespeare, Rosseau, Milton, Wagner,
Paganini and so many more that were
I to name them all the world would not
be large enough to contain the books in
which they are printed. Of course I'll
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admit that the men who have been flay- Tyg
ed by women have usually been greatly ppyyyr..
helped by women, and this sometimes [gTINE
accounts for the flaying. But the point I
make is that all experience is good—the
Law of Compensation never rests & the
stagnation of a'dead-level ‘““happy mar-
ried life”’ may not be any more to a strong
man’s advantage than a long course of
stupid misunderstanding # Milton be-
1 wailed the fact that he could get free-
dom from marital woes on no less igno-
ble grounds than violating his marriage
i vows. Milton did not get his freedom.
' His wife sat on him, silent and insensate,
& so did her whole family of seven per-
sons, And his sharp cry made him the
buttofjibes andjeers innumerable.Milton
was an obscure school teacher and clerk;
but if any of those great men who sought
to humiliate and defeat him are men-
tioned nowadays in history it is only to
) say ‘‘ they lived in The Age of Milton.”
¢¢ His life ruined by a woman ''—Pish!
you flatter her; she hasn’'t the power.
And the end of the whole thing, Brother,
is, it doesn’t much matter what your #§
condition in life is : all things are equal-
ized. When the Prophet said, * God is
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good, and his mercy endureth from ever-

THE »
PHIL.  hias” © o %" be understood

ISTINE
R. C. ST. JOHN HOFHAN phi-
\I losophizes (in 'this way about An-

thony Hope, with apologics to #h
Evelyn:

lmctin‘liope

opprest,
cdmnshugenmsmmsofmk

% is not too late yet, Anthony Hope,
'Youogsnredeemyomelf firm and true;

or g stars meet in your horoscope,

Your earlier characters live and woo,
Plist, laugh, skirmish—fight as of old,

And bewitch us—this cannot be denied ;
l‘awu&“ The Prisoner” and “ Dolly " no ‘heart is

co
They are fellow mortals—naught beside.

We love you, Anthony, all the while!
There are better things yet to come, we hold ;
There is place and to spare for your villain’s ‘mlc.
And your nonchalant heroes—overbold.
8o hulh—here s a bit of advice to keep;
We want your genius fresh from your hand.
There, that is your secret, don't try to reap
GoM for mere trash—you understand!
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RAEYE AST AURORA has in it three

3 PPV men who have attained per- ggIEL_
3 L‘j&‘ fection. It may be as well for (gTINE
‘/“- ‘T‘ dg me to shut off the scoffers at

once by explaining that I am
not one of them, It is; not necessary to
prove that these three gentlemen have
reached perfection: they acknowledge
it themselves. As none of these men
read the Philistine or ever heard of the
Roycroft, there is no danger of hurting
their feelings by putting them in our
colle@®ion of curiosities. And in any
event I have no desire to tack their
pelts on the barn door of obliquity—
rather I would hold them up as bright
and shining examples for the young,
pointing the possible in the evolution of
the genus homo. These men are known
in the village, and up the creek as far
as Hunsickee’'s school-house, as Uncle
Billy Bushnell, Kerosene Jones and Old

J Cy Gifford. For the benefit of benighted
dwellers in cities I should explain that
the term “ Uncle” is a mark of esteem
often given to a man in rural communi-
ties by his neighbors ; the name ¢ Kero-
sene ”’ is derived from the fact that Mr.
Jones deals in the article; and the prefix
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I often play checkers with Old Cy at
Gibson’s grocery, and find him very com-
panionable # Once I askt him if he was
not distrest when he thought of as how
1 was doomed to Tophet # He replied
with a smile, that was my lookout, not
hisn, salvation was free and if I did not
see fit to accept, it was my own fault—
surely he himself had often warned me}
Our friends take the New York Weekly
Tribune and beyond this read very little
in way of secular literature. In Art they
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show small interest—the houses of each THg
being decorated with pictures of “ Gar- pyjy..
land Stoves” and “McCormick Reapers,” |STINE
while against the chimney hangs Hos-

tetter’s Almanac. My principal objec¢t in
mentioning thesé three sinless'men lis to

silence the sneers that certain scribblers

carry in stock for East Aurora. From

this on let the place receive the respe&t

that is its due.

»
S RALPH ALTON sends me
g the following nuggets as proof

b,
Y,
‘ML of his fitness for membership
. \ 5 din the East Aurora School of
R420.834 Philosophy #s Mr. Alton has
been admitted. :

The eyes betray the soul; the lips, the flesh.

All is not good that’s bitter.

Pain is the greatest educator.

Love is the expression of a soul seeking poise.

When passion dies, love degenerates into a friend-
) ship based on memory.

Train a child the way he should go, and when he

is old he will regret his lost opportunities.

V:n:iom the gods would destroy, they first make

- glad.

The Devil usually wins in the contest between

heredity and environment.

Riches are the curse of poverty.

Insanity is hysteria of the soul.

Phryne’s fascination lies in her lingerie.




THE B9 T WILL be scea from the clip-
PHIL- % ping that follows, taken from
ISTINE P2 the Cape Town.Gazette,t}ut
< \ there are countries where jus-

tice is not dead, and a trick or
two, still can) be played on a husband
who strays without reason:
PRO DEO:
In the High Court of the
8outh African Republic.
Before His Honor, The Chief Justice. In re
May J. Reuner
versus
Herman Reuner.

Pretoria, the 1oth of February, 1896.
@ After having heard the Argument of Mr. Abram
Ford of Counsel for the Plaintiff and having read
the summons and heard the testimony of various
witnesses :

IT IS ORDERED:

$That an order be granted and is hereby granted
summoning the Defendant, said Herman Reuner,
and ordering him to maintain marital relations with
the said Plaintiff on or before June 12th, 1896, on

penalty.
Signed P. J. KOTZE,
Registrar.
By order of the Court.

Adv.~The detailed catalog of Mr. Irving Browne'’s Extra-
Illustrated Library is now ready. If interested send your
name to The Roycroft 8hop and a copy will be sent you.
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Sl NNIE McINTYRE sends me
i V. B | this choice moral lesson about

‘ iy 2 dog: ¥

S\ A (4 Once there was a poor little yellow
B2l ¥d dog of a man. A typical rover, con-
scious yet humble, crawling yet assertive; very
much in evidence'/whemnever he//could |get under
the barn, and with a belief in himself no one else
seemed to share.

And the people trod on him, and kickt him, and
pusht him out of the way whenever they came
in conta¢t with him. Not that he wasn't clever, for
he was a bright little fellow, but because he was a
yellow dog, & down in the world. For it is an over-
weening desire in men always to be kicking some-
thing, perhaps in retaliation of similar earlier ex-
periences of their own.

So they beset him on every side, & laught at him
and called him foolish, and took no interest in his
little tricks, which he always performed before an
unappreciative public, & always with a degree of
assurance in their welcome, that was quite pathet-
ic 3 If he ever felt hurt at the treatment he re-
ceived, he never betrayed it, except by an invol-
untary wince, or a hunted look in his melancholy
eyes. One day when the world had gone very bad-
ly, and he had almost made up his mind to be
taken by the Poundmaster, or slip beneath the
wheels of a moving trolley, he met a girl, who was
attracted to him by the look of pathetic defiance
she saw in the mendicant eyes that looked into
her own, one damp dreary day.

And she stretched out her hand to him, saying,
s even a little yellow bow-wow has rights.” And
she spoke kindly to him, and smoothed his ruffied
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coat. And he went home with her, where she en-
couraged him to show off his accomplishments,
and was surprised to find them so well done. Prac-
tice makes even a dog perfect. And after awhile
she became fascinated with her toy, and it soon
became a question of “love me, love my dog.”"§
And she taught him new tricks, and improved on
his old ones, and his name was ever on her lips,
until ber friends became weary of its repetition.
And by and by he became less miserable, and
more assertive than ever, and would even sniff in
a sly way at people whose kicks he used to feel §
And the girl, after a time, finding him so talented,
wisht to show her protege to the world. So he
practiced at great length for the event while she
devised the ways and means for his debut  An
uncle of hers had an influential friend in a great
publishing house, and she worked these instru-
ments of her will to such good purpose that in the
spring of a certain year, among the books which
issued from this autocratic firm, books which the
critics pounced upon and were kind enough to call
good, was one in a gay green and gold binding,
with the dekel edge paper so widely advertised,
and the title page bore the name of the—Yellow
Dog $ And a cousin of the girl’s was a great sing-
er, and with wheedling, he sang one of the yellow
dog’s ballads at a splendid concert, and the people
shook the rafters with applause, and went into
raptures over the ¢feeling” and tender melody
and a’ that P

And 8o it was, that the royalties began to pile up
for the yellow dog from the book and ballad, into
which he had put all the pain of the earlier kicks
and rebuffs: the longing and hunger, that had
been his portion before the girl adopted him. And
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now the people were all smiles, and those who had
kickt him were the first to come forward with en-
dearing words and caresses. And literary ladies
besieged him to perform at their “evenings” and
s teas.” And the girl could have wept for joy.
‘Then as is the nature of mongrels, the yellow dog
became fat and quarrelsome, indifferent to his
chicken, and went/snatling)atevery one's heels.
All of which things were excused him on the
strength of the fact that he was such a great gen-
ius, a splendid fellow, only peculiar, you know.
$And 80, having come into what he declared was
“ rightfully his own,” and having more bones in
the larder than he could do justice to and plenty
of soft cushions for his apoplectic little body, he
had no more use for the girl. But, not knowing
how to rid himself of her, he married her.

And one day, in a fit of distemper, he bit her.
And love died in great agony.

»

INCE upon a day I lectured be-
il fore a certain Woman’s Club
 that shall be nameless #¢ The

 lecture was designed to be
humorous: not uproariously
funny, but mildly mirthful, All went
well, the ice was thawed, and nearly all
present smiled blandly—not for publi-
cation but as a guarantee of good faith,
But there was a stout lady, well up in
one of the front rows, whose counte-
nance failed to relax. Three set wrinkles

143

THE
PHIL-
ISTINE




THE
PHIL.-
ISTINE

marked her brow, the corners of her
mouth turned down, and her chin abso-
lutely refused to be dimpled by a smile.
Her stolid stare disconcerted me a bit,
and it came over me that my ¢ effort”’
could/not'be/called @ success unless mi-
lady laught #k So one by one I called out
my stock of quips and quirks that are
held in reserve for emergencies. Yet all
in vain—the dowager firmly held the
wrinkles and the stony stare. But sud-
denly her face grew purple—I thought
she was going to have an apoplectic fit
—she swayed in her seat, nervously
rolled her lace mitts into a ball,and——
arose with two right-angle jerks and
waddled out with a waddle like unto the
waddle of the old Nurse in Faust.
o After the lecture and the hand-shak-
ing I passed out into the lobby and there
milady awaited me: she was nervous
and apologetic, very apologetic. ““I don’t
I“gw What was the matter with me—
“p on't know what it was,” she said,
am;nl a desire to laugh came over me
Just had to go or titter!”’
\

Adv._-rhe R
books on ap,
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Vi 2 BAPTIST clergyman writes
‘ 3* me from Auburn, N. Y., thus:
2 C’ « I cannot tolerate the Philis-
r; SAY  tine, a Periodical of Protest,
M because it preaches a Gospel of
Negation.”” And 80 this pleasing Protes-
tant who leans heavily on Ten Com-
mandments, eight of which are negative,
protests because the Philistine is protes-
tant. Now is not this queer when sin-
ners begin calling the righteous to re-
pentance ¥ %
However, we must be generous: the
gentleman has allowed himself to be
misled by the sub-title on our little mag-
azine : he does not know the meaning of
the word ¢ protest ’’ #s
All that ails our friend is that he has
gotten so used to the word ¢ protestant’’
that he ceases to think of it. Baptist
clergymen who think, get out of the de-
nomination ; one who stays becomes af-
flited with mental strabismus and in
time is unable to think at all. This how-
ever does not impare hls usefulness as a
clergyman, for a man’s efficacy as an #f
orthodox preacher depends largely on
his abstaining from thought. My Auburn
friend is pretty nearly a total abstainer.
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And all this is why I have to arise and
explain what can be found in any diction-
ary: The first meaning of the word ¢ pro-
test’’ is to affirm. ¢ He protests his inno-
cence,’’ “John the Baptist protested truth
as he saw it,’”’ etc., are among the ex-
amples given|of the use of the word.
The Philistine is negative only to the ex-
tent that I recognize the air brake is as
necessary as the throttle valve; and so
both are used—but never at the same
time, else I'd be a Baptist preacher and
done with it, standing in the way of Pro-
gress until hoisted by a tail-end collision.
# Among the things the Philistine af-
firms and protests as truth, are :

1. The dignity and honor of men and
women working with their hands.

3. The single standard of truth telling.

3. The necessity of a sunny temper, and
a lively, generous, sympathetic interest
in this world.

4. In simplicity of life, directness of
speech, and the importance of getting
our pleasures from the thousand unpre-
tentious things that lie within our reach.
5. Courtesy and kindness towards, and
companionship with those who are be-
low us in intelle@® and station as well
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as those above, since ’tis not just clear
who are above and who below.
6. Cultivating the love of the beautiful
as manifest in Nature and the handiwork
of Man.
7. Moderating our; desires and ambi-
tions, being content to do each day’s
work as best we can, having faith that
the result in this world and the world to
come (if there is one) will be Good.

»

?0OND, just home from

e, stopped in to see ¢

eannette Gilder on his

stown from the steam-

1 er. Among other stories the

Major told Jeannette was one to the ef-
fect that he had been to the Isle of Man,
& while he was talking to Mr. Hall Caine,
who not only is but owns the Isle, a
messenger came in with a cheque for
ten thousand pounds, being the weekly
royalty on account of Mr. Caine’s last
book. The Major also declared that be-
fore writing ¢“ The Christian’’ Mr. Caine
prepared six barrels of notes ; and as he
said this the Major placed his hand over
his solar plexus and declared he had
seen the barrels. The Major, needless to
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say, is the greatest—impressario in the
world #k And it is also quite needless to
explain that Major Pond is going to place
Mr. Hall Caine on exhibition in the prin-
cipal cities of the United States this
coming winter; and this, in the language
of Mr, Bryan, is the first gun of the
L ]

Y SHEEP know my voice.”

# & & # Clothes may deceive,

manner may lie and words

may be used to conceal your

# purpose ; but the voice—

voice is the true index of the
soul. People who are vulgar may dress
correctly, and speak grammatically, but
they continue to either screech or purr.
The clear, low, musical modulation be-
longs only to the men and women who
Think and Feel. To possess a beautxful
voice you must be Genuine.

»

E Peace Congress can cease
its labors, for the question of
war is gradually solving itself
in this country: no man but a
janitor will go to war in de-

fense of a flat #s ¥
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S MERICANITIS is on the §¢ THE
increase,the Wise Ones say. pyiyj,.
Amencanms comes from an [STINE
) é:( intense desire togit thar and

= an awful fear that you can-
not. The ounce/of preventionis_to cut
down your calling list, play tag with the
children, and let the old world slide.
Remember that your real wants are not
many—a few hours work a day will
supply your needs— then you are safe
from Americanitis and death at the top.

»

R. HARRINGTON of Buffalo,
| like most other successful &
,1 physicians, is generous to a
fault. At the recent Annual
Encampment of the G. A. R,
the Doctor invited the survivors of the
regiment in which he served during the
War to be his personal guests. At the
close of the War there were just two
hundred and thirty-four men left of the
regiment, but the number that mustered
on Dr. Harrington’s lawn was four hun-
dred and sixty-five—all very hungry &
extremely thirsty # The Doctor looked
'em over, counted ‘’em by ranks and in
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the course of a little speech said, “Boys,
I once knew all your faces and could
call you all by name, but the occasion
makes my eyes a little misty, so if I do
not recall some faces here I know you
will pardon me.”’ A by-stander pointed
out twenty/ isurvivors’tin one squad
all of whom were surely born since 1870,
yet the Doctor would not admit he was
the victim of a practical joke, but order-
ed up the rations in allopath quantities
and liquid in red, white and blue kegs
until gout seemed certain and Bright’s
Disease probable. And surely the laugh
was not on Dr. Harrington.

»

THAT mazy,hazy geograph-

ical region known as ‘ Out

West "’ lives a country doctor

whom I love very much. He is

seventy-eight years old. This’

do@or got broke up (or down) in 1881 &
: ~° : to die, But he didn’t sta




letter came from him asking for a sad-
dle, explaining that his old one galled his
horse, and that when he was called out
nights he preferred to go horseback,rath-
er than hitch up to a buggy. Isent hima
saddle—and some advice, thus: Don’t
be a fool and bother with a horse—go get
you a wheel!
»

ERE was once a woman who
bought one of those dreamy
symphonies in blue called a
‘Tea Gown. The gentlemanly
proprietor warranted the gar-

ment not to shrink or fade. It did both.
It shrank at the very first washing so
that thereafter it was only available as
a bicycle suit

But the incident is valuable for symbol.
It is like those One, A. M., friendships,
where the man you have never before
met swears you eternal fidelity # His
fnendshxp is good and sincere, but the
trouble is it both shrinks and fades.
Only the genuine celestial article lasts.
Yet even nature deals in shoddy. Very
seldom do you find a friendship that is
all wool and a yard wide, like the stout
lady’s jaegers.
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HE small boy who wrote the
7 following composition shows
A all signs of becoming a great
& ¢ 7/ historian : King Henry Atedh
- was the greatest widower that
ever was, He were bornd at Annie Dom-
ino in the year 1066 # He had 510 wives
besides thousands of children. He were
first beheaded and afterwards executed.
Henry Ate was succeeded to the throne
by his great-grand-mother, the beautiful
Mary, Queen of Scots, sometimes called
Lady of the Lake or the Lay of the Last
Ministerial.
[Protestant Episcopal papers please copy.]

»

T IS a great disadvantage to
get the reputation of being a
funnyman #§ As I give bits of
moral and spiritual advice in
‘ <Y these pages I sec that many
people have not that respect and vener-
ation for my opinions that wisdom de-
serves. They do not have faith in my
sanctity of countenance; and seem to
doubt that I am inspired or divinely as-
sisted. Melancholy is the fate of the
funnyman—alas, alas!
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HERE seems ever to have #§

been a tendency on the part

of small philosophers to di-

vide humanity up into classes.

We are set down as good or

—-— . s-~at or ordinary, bond or free, #
learned orilliterate, aristocrat or plebian,
handsome or homely, saved or damned.
In addition to these classes we have the
masses #h The masses are the great un-
dissolved residuum—the people who go
about their business and neither pray on
street corners nor preach from house-
tops. To them babes are born and the #
wires flash no news, they visit but the
society columns are not burdened with
names of their friends; they die and bulle-
tins give no sign. Yet it might be diffi-
cult to find a man who at the tribunal of
his own heart would confess that he be-
longed to the masses #g We talk glibly
about giving a helping hand to the mas-
ses, clevating the masses, never once
admitting that we, like all others, are but
a molecule in God’s masses # And a pe-
culiar thing about this is that the men
who talk most about “‘elevating the mas-
ses’’ are often puny little fellows who
themselves are merely pensioners on a
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patient world. If there is any better way
to help the masses than by going quietly
about your work and setting us a good
example I have not seen it.

# Each man thinks his own experience
unique, peculiar, distinctive : he belongs
to a class of course, buta very small and
select class: just as all lovers are sure
that such a love as theirs never before
existed, except mayhap on the stage, or
in a book. And thus adown the centuries
from the days of Solomon and his Shula-
mite shepherdess, lovers have strolled
hand in hand, chanting the lovers’ litany,
¢love like ours can never die.”

# And so we are all labeled and pigeon-
holed, done up into bundles, and those
that cannot be disposed of handily are
dumped into the masses #& But if we
snatch from Kronos a little leisure and
think it over we will find that all things
are comparative : there is no standard of
goodness, nor of greatness, nor of free-
dom, nor of beauty, nor of aristocracy,
and the man we think is saved is only #
partially saved & the fellow whom we
chalk-mark ‘‘damned’’ may welcome us
in Heaven. Conditions are transient ; life

" is in a state of flux; classes are largely
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a matter of clothes ; and caste is an idea
founded on a false hypothesis and in the
# world’s march has often been toppled
by a mob between cock-crow and sun-
up. The gradations we seem to see are
more apparent than real #& On close in-
spection we find the great man'is not so
great as we thought, and the stupid man
not-quite so dull as he appeared.
»
J"i“n I HERE is a theory that Ameri-
€ F [; cans care little for title, that a
jF 3}. patent of nobility is nothing to
pird 78 us & that if any among us are
RRXRIN of noble lineage we keep the
‘matter quiet ¥ This however is only a
barren theory, for the fa¢t is, as a nation,
we bow down to pedigree quite as much
as the people of England —only we #
haven’t so much pedigree to bow down
to as England has. Our pedigree has
mostly been lost in the shuffle.
KedARIOUS violent efforts have been
Al made in days agone to show that
- Washington was of ‘“a noble line,”’
as if the natural nobility of the man
needed a reason—forgetful that we are
all sons of God & it doth not yet appear
what we shall be. But Burke’'s Peerage
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lends no light and the careful, unpreju-
diced, patient search of recent years #§
finds only the blue blood of the common
people. And for all we know the progeni-
tors of Mary Ball, the mother of George
Washington, & Augustine Washington,
his father,| may) have, left England for
England’s good. From the years 1650 to
1776 there were over sixty thousand men
and women (rather more women than
men—and all these women were regard-
ed as ‘“ bad ’’) transported from England
to America; and Virginia was practically
lookt upon as a penal colony #& I have
climbed many a geneological tree in
trace of curious facts but I never yet
knew of a man pointing out that his
great-great-grand-mother came over in
a prison ship. And another thing, we say
a good deal about Plymouth and James-
town, but blessed little about Castle #f
Garden. Between the dates just named
there were ever ships lying at anchor in
the Thames slowly loading their human
freight of misery & woe—and the desti-
nation up to 1776 was always America.
# After that it was Australia and New
Zealand ; and in passing I wish to state
the fa&t known to all students of eco-
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naomics that the towns and cities of New
Zealand made up of the descendents of
“‘the dangerous class’’ reveal an average
of intelligence, industry and sobriety
that will be lookt for in vain in the #
mother country. The world has ever
hanged its saviors between thieves and
the Old World policy of hunting down
the man who did a little thinking on his
own account, has no doubt often left at
home only the supremely stupid and the

sublimely hypocritical.
»

5 A GUESS and a venture,
} knowing nothing of the facts,
9,, I should say that Mr. Reedy
qof the St. Louis ¢ Mirror "’ is
tla son of Irish parents who
were Catholics #& He knows the history,
the saints, the holy days, the symbolism;
and he is touched with the mysticism
of the Mother Church as no Protestant
ever is, Most of us were brought up in
the belief that Catholics are very ignor-
ant and superstitious people and that
their priests are impostors. This I find
is almost the universal opinion of Pro-
testants s But a man who knows the
Catholic Church by being born into it,
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and who then goes out into the world
and knows Protestantism and grows to
a point where he is neither a Catholic or
a Protestant, is, other things being equal,
a very superior person # Just as a Jew
who /has/ outgrownJudaism, and yet
knows Christianity, is superior in mental
reach to a man who has received a Chris-
tian education, simply viewing Judaism
from a distance #¢ A Jew who has re-
nounced Judaism and become a Metho-
dist, or a Catholic who has turned Bap-
tist, has done a preposterous and unnat-
ural thing. And as Lafcadio Hearn says
of the Hindoo who professes to be a
Presbyterian, ‘it is only a diplomatic
move.'’ Admitting the full potency of the
Mourners Bench, there is yet one thing
stronger, and that is Race Instinct. And
so I say that the man born a Catholic,
who has advanced gradually to a point
where he leaves the Church behind, yet
retains for her his Race Instin¢t of rev-
erence, immersing himself in Judaism
and Protestantism, but being neither Jew
nor Protestant, is to use the phrase ap-
plied by Walt Whitman to Tennyson,
the boss of us all.
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the phenomenon of lifting a #
| human body from the floor by
i A (g simply applying the finger tips
B4 of two persons s Many of us,
too, saw the remarkableOfeats inClifting
performed by Lulu Hearst: the raising,
with two fingers, of a chair on which
was seated a man weighing over two
hundred pounds being one of her most
familiar experiments. Science now ad-
mits that under certain conditions the
law of gravitation is suspended—what
these conditions are, we as yet very im-
perfectly understand. But a trustworthy
man tells me that he recently saw Prof.

Dolbear of Tufts College give levitytoa

mass of stone weighing, probably, five
tons. This mass was floated through the
air a distance of one hundred yards sim-
ply supported or directed by a slender &
pole. The Professor works by the means
of peculiar and powerful electric batteries
placed in certain positions and of course
strictly in line of natural law. In a year he
hopes to apply his methods to commer-
cial purposes for quarrying & the moving
of large buildings. The telephone has an-
nihilated space, and the Crookes Tube
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MERICAN ACADEMY «
OF. IMMORTALS, other-

% wise the Society of the
§Philistines. An association
¥lof Book Lovers and Folks
who Write, Paint and 'Dream: '#% Or-
ganized to further Good-Fellowship
among men and women who believe
in allowing the widest liberty to Indi-
viduality in Thought and Expression,
Article xii. Sec. 2. The annual dues shall be
one dollar. This shall entitle the member to all
documents issued by the Society; together with

one copy of the incomparable Philistine Maga-
zine, monthly, for one year. .

Article xii. Sec.7. A Life Membership in the
Society of the ‘Philistines is Ten Dollars. This
entitles the member to every number of the
Philistine Magazine, with bound volumes as
issued, for one hundred years.

Article xix. Sec. 4. The duties of each mem-
ber shall consist in living up to his highest Ideal
(as nearly as possible) and attending the An-
nual Dinner (if convenient).

Agents for The Philistine: American News
Co., New York; Brentano’s, 37 Avenue de
1'Opera, Paris; G, P. Putnam’s Sons, 24 Bed-
ford street, Strand, London.

E;‘;mred at the Postoffice at East Aurora, New York, for tramse
missson as masl matter of the second class.
COPYRIGHT, 1897, by Elbert Hubbard.



NOTICE TO TRAVELERS!

HE next time you go to o
ClévelandFti'Wayne, Chi-
cago, or any point in the

{4
A\ gﬁ West, try the Nickle Plate
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L Road,--the popular through

car line ; through Vestibuled Wagner
Buffet Sleeping Cars Boston to Chi-
cago via Fitchburg and West Shore
Roads : Solid Through Trains of Ele-
gant Day Coaches, Baggage Cars, and
Vestibuled Wagner Buffet Sleeping
Cars New York to Chicago via West
Shore Road; and Through Vestibuled
Palace Day Coaches and Buffet'Sleep-
ing Cars New York to Chicago via
Delaware, Lackawanna & West'n Ry.

The Dining Cars and Meal Stdons on the Nickel
Flate Road are operated by the Eompapy,thas ¢
surige the Lest of meals 01 yeasonuile rata, . Frain,
are hehted by the colebrated = Prgtech Gas,™ hieatedg
v steann, and the day codches are o charge of -
tormed Colored Porters to render assistance to travel-
crsy and especially to ladies and children.

Remeniber that the Nickel Plate Road is the short
fae between Butfalo and Chicago, and that rates are
trem $1.50 to $3.00 lower than via other lines.
Lickets on zale at all the principal ticket offices, oy
for any information, address F, J. Moore, Generad
Agent, 23 Exchange St., Butfalo, N. Y. NO.8O,
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5Jin boards in the usual thor-
oghut simple Roycroft style. The
price of the book is One Dollar; but
to our regular subscribers who will
give their old numbers out as tracts
among the stiff-necked and unregen-
erate the price is just FIFTY CENTS
and no more—this for a limited time.

THE ROYCROFT SHOP,
East Aurora,
N. Y.




THE BOOK OF JOB

A metrical translation by Rabbi Ab-
raham Elzas, with some comments
on the Poem by Elbert Hubbard. 350
copies on Whatman paper; printed
in two colors with 100 hand-illumined
initials, thirty of which are drawn,
free hand, in blank spaces left by the
printer. Price, $5.00
No’s 1 to 40, specially illumined,
Price, $10.00
s%t’e In a mechanical way this is the
finest book yet made by the Roy-
crofters. Book Lovers who are inter-
ested should at once order a copy sent
on approval, as the edition will not
last long:
THE ROYCROFT SHOP,
East Aurora,
N. Y.
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PRESENTIMENT.
From drowned Harriet the crystals
And fled in fierce revengeful hutﬁpwl:.eyf
And Shelley shuddered, kno that they slipped
To keep a wild sea-tryst with him one day.
Juria DrTT0 YOUNG.
»
ON TRUTH-SPEAKING.

v NE REASON why so many persons are

| really shocked and pained by the
B avowal of heretical opinions is the very
| fact that such avowal is uncommon. If

)/axxdiad unbelievers and doubters were more
courageous, believers would be less timorous. 1Itis
because they live in an enervating fool’s paradise of
seeming assent and conformity, that the breath of an
honest and outspoken word strikes so eager and nip-
ping on their sensibilities, If they were not encour-
aged to suppose that all* the world is of their own
mind, if they were forced out of that atmosphere of
self-indulgent silence and hypocritical reserve, which
is systematically poured round them, they would
acquire a robuster mental babit. They would learn
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to take dissents for what theyare worth. They would
be led cither to strengthen or to discard their own
opinions, if the dissents happened to be weighty or
instructive; cither to refute or neglect such dissents
as should be ill-founded o insignificant. They will
semain valetudinarians, 30 long as a curtain of com-
promise shelters them from the real belief of those of
their neighbors who have ventured to wuse their
minds with some measure of independence. A very
brief contact with people, who, when the occasion
comes, do not shrink from saying what they think,
is enough to modify that excessive liability to be
shocked at truth-speaking, which is only so common
because truth-speaking itself is so unfamiliar.

A considerable portion of people, men no less than
women, are born invertebrate, and they must get on
as they best can. But let us at least bargain that
they shall not erect the maxims of their own feeble-
ness into a rule for those who are braver and of
stronger principle than themselves. It is a poor say-
ing, that the world is to become void of spiritual sin-
cerity, because Xantippe has a turn for respectable
theology.

Now, however great the pain inflicted by the
avowal of unbelief, it seems to the present writer
that one relationship in life, and one only, justifies
us in being silent where otherwise it would be right
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to speak, This relationship is that between child and
parents, Those parents are wisest who train their
sons and daughters in the utmost liberty both of
thought and speechj ' who''do-'not -instill' 'dogmas
into them, but inculcate upon them the sovereign
importance of correct ways of forming opinions; who,
while never dissembling the great fact that if one
opinion is true, its contradictory cannot be true also,
but must be a lie and must partake of all the evil
qualities of alie, yet always set them the example of
listening to unwelcome opinions with patience and
candor. Still all parents are not wise. They can-
not all endure to hear of any religious opinions ex-
cept their own, Where it would give them sincere
and deep pain to hear a son or daughter avow disbe-
lief in the inspiration of the Bible and so forth, then
it seems that the younger person is warranted in re-
fraining from saying that he or she does not accept
such and such doctrines, This, of course, only
where the.son or daughter feels a tender and genuine
attachment to the parent. Where the parent has not
earned this attachment, has been selfish, indifferent,
or cruel, the title to the special kind of forbearance
of which we are speaking can hardly exist. In an
ordinary way, however, a parent has a claim on us
which no other person in the world can have, and a
man’s self-respect ought scarcely to be injured if he
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finds himself shrinking from playing the apostle to
bis own father and mother.

One can indeed imagine circumstances where this
would\not\be |trué.)(If you |are persusded that you
have had revealed to you a glorious gospel of light
and blessedness, it is impossible not to thirst to im-
part such tidings most eagerly to those who are clos-
est about your heart. We are not 1n that position,
We have as yet no magnificent vision, so definite, so
touching, so * clothed with the beauty of a thous-
and stars,’’ as to make us eager, for the sake of it,
to murder all the sweetnesses of filial piety in an ag-
gressive eristic. Thus much one concedes. Vet let
us ever remember that those elders are of nobler type
who have kept their minds in a generous freedom,
and have made themselves strong with that magna-
nimous confidence in truth, which the Hebrew ex-
pressed in old phrase, that if counsel or work be of
men it will come to nought, but if it be of God ye
cannot overthrow it,

Even in the case of parents, and even though our
new creed is but rudimentary, there can be no good
reason why we should go further in the way of econ-
omy than mere silence.  Neither they nor any other
human being can possibly have a right to expect us
not merely to abstain from the open expression of
diseents, but positively to profess unreal and feigned

. — -‘I -
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assents. No'fear of giving pain, no wish to soothe
the alarms of those to whom we owe much, no respect
for the natural clinging of the old to the faith which
has accompanied them thro their honorable lives, can
warrant us in saying that we believe to be true what
we are convinced is false. The most lax moralist
counts a lie wrong, even when the motive is unselfish
and springs from the desire to give pleasure to those
whom it is our duty to please. A decliberate lie
avowedly does not cease to be one because it concerns
spiritual things. Nor is it the less wrong because it
is uttered by one to whom all spiritual things have
become indifferent..

Filial affection is a motive which would, if any
motive could, remove some of the taint of meanness
with which pious lying, like every other kind of
lying, tends to infect character. The motive may
no doubt ennoble the act, though the act remains in
the category of forbidden things. But the motive of
these complaisant assents and false affirmations, taken
at their very best, is still comparatively a poor motive.
No real elevation of spirit is possible for a man who
is willing to subordinate his convictions to his do-
mestic affections, and to bring himself to a habit of
viewing falsehood lightly, lest the truth should shock
the illegitimate and over exacting sensibilities either
of his parents or any one ele. We may understand
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SERMON. 16y

PHILISTINE SERMON--NO, VIII.
INCE it was thought, and it was a predi-
cate in all canvass of human destiny,
that there was a_ direct road to the
heights unwon. ~An air-line to heaven
was wished—therefore it was imag-
ined. In childhood we believe what we desire, and
men were children then. ¢¢ You shall be as gods,””
the serpent whispered to the man and woman in the
Garden. ¢ We shall mount to the skies,’’ said the
builders of Babel.

The paradox of success by failure had not entered
their minds, But before the period of definite history
began, it had come to be common belief that a con-
trary force was at work in the world. Men learned
that what went up came down in due time; that the
best-laid schemes had their limitations; that youth
and energy gave way before the persistent battery
of the years, they did not conceive as a law, It
was against law, they thought. Law was with their
aspirations. And so they called it the work of a
Malign Power and rendered to that Power the grudg-
ing homage of fear.

Then there was a great flood, and later a rain of
fire from heaven, and blights and famines came upon
the earth, and murrains and leprosy among living
things, and these were taken as expressions of the




anger of God, because of failure, Man had sinned
and had come short of the purpose in creation and
the Almighty repented Him that He had made man.
So He once, they said, destroyed the race by a flood
and at intervals made the earth or fire swallow up
portions of His noble work. But the direct path to
the stars still existed in the minds of men, and
myriads seeking never found it, because of the alien
force which ever balked the Divine purpose.

Those were the days of tradition. In them there
was no clear reckoning of anything. The ark that
was to float three hundred days was a hundred years
in building. The glow of a new creation was on all
the earth and the air was luminous with wonder and
suggestion. But with hardship and failure came.
comparison of experience, and as men chafed against
the bounds that hedged them they noted that failure -
was recurrent in events as in the round of nature.
Day succeeded day and nation followed nation, and
failure and death were at the foot of every springing
arch.

They found, too, that faith could indeed move
mountains, but it was by labor, and the heights must
be climbed. Only imagination and hope could span
the valleys. And from the bitter wear of life they
came to know that failure was a part of everything
the eye could see, and that the men who were swept
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away by the flood and swallowed by the earthquake
were indeed sinful but only in degree different from
others, and one sort or other of destruction had com-
passed every people'on the earth)

And out of this a question came, whether God had
failed at all. For it was said if His chief work failed
in Noah’s time and again in the days of Ceesar, then
more or less He had failed in every period of time,
for not a nation on the earth had kept the highest
law, and all had decayed in due course like things
spent and outworn.

And in the laiter days were men who were loth to
say God had failed in anything, because they said He
could not be all-powerful and fail, and He could not
be all-good and destroy his people without a purpose.

These were accounted heretics, and they have been
mocked in every pillory and hanged on every gallows.
But they say only this—that He who made men with
power to suffer did it not that they might suffer, and
that He who made them to aspire did it not in vain.

The how and the why they do not know, It is be-
yond them, But they blindly feel, and without pre-
sumption hesitate not to say, that there is hope in
the record of failure—for it is 2 law and not an accl-
dent. And He who rules the universe by Law rules

it for goed.

Dx. Pum.
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A BALLADE OF CONFESSION.
‘The dog-eared tomes of ancient sages

Frown at me from the shelves up there,
World famous, ay, for many ages,

Braving the buffets-of time and care :

Yet though they breathe Parnassian air,
Go band in band with Muses nine,

1 pass them all, here’s one more rare,—
The little book that once was thine §

I know that Horace scowls and rages,
That Homer writbes in vain despair, ‘
That I should seck those pasturages
‘Where mawkish sentiments rave and tear.
rudhhhmﬂeﬁeondodlm,
miuhmneepedin'ine,
To think that I to read should dare
The little book that once was thine |

*Tis only one of all the
The Horace, I will swear
Know nought of me, my pilgrimages ;
Your ire, dear Homer, please forebear!
Yon frisky Cupid might declare
The reason for this choice of mine,
For Betty, dear, ’twas his affair,
The little book that once was thine!
L’ENVOY.

You sent it with a lock of hair
Pinned to the page’s sweetest line;
That makes it far beyond compare,
The little book that once was thine!
HarOLD MACGRATH

— I-_)I. | | - o
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ABOVE THE RABBLE. 71

ABOVE THE RABBLE.
g HE Eiffel Tower is one thousand feet

world./\/ Next to this comes the Wash-
ington monument, five hundred and
AaibY fifty-five feet. The Great Pyramid is
tour hundred and eighty feet; the spire of St. Peter’s
at Rome is four hundred and thirty-two feet.

There are four elevators that run to the second
landing of the Tower—two ascending and two de-
scending. From this point there is one running up
and one running down. In order to lessen vibration
to the structure and to the vertebree of passengers,
the elevators move at the rate of only one hundred
feet a minute; thus it takes ten minutes to make the
ascent.

The second landing place is three hundred and
seventy feet from the ground, and this is about as far
from mother earth as most people care to go. The
highest buildings in Chicago are about two hundred
‘ feet. From the roofs of these edifices the people be-

low look like pigmies; the rattle of traffic is heard
as & faint hum. But from the top of the Eiffel Tower
men and women on the ground all look alike; they
are mere dots, without height or individuality.

The Eiffel Tower is the greatest scheme for elevat-
ing humanity ever conceived. It costs five francs to
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make the ascent, but it is worth the money. It will
try your nerves, and possibly make you sessich, bmt
the joy you feel on getting back to earth is cems-
pensation for/all discomfort,

Besides this, change is hygienic, and new semsm-
tions, new experiences, new views are tonics, In
fact, a specialist in neurotics at Paris takes certain ot
his patients to the top of the Eiffel Tower in order to
arouse them out of their despondency—to animate
and compel them to think of new things.

We have all heard of the chronic invalid who was
not cured until the house caught afire; but who wants
to start a conflagration as treatment for melancholia ?
Yet the elevators at the Eiffel Tower run every day,
and it has happened that when patients who have
tried to commit suicide are taken up in the nicely
cushioned cage, they have become frightened and
begged to be taken down at once.

Let me frankly confess that I was first attracted to
the Eiffel Tower thro the advice of a physician, I
had overworkt, endeavoring to read all of the chip-
munk magazines as fast as they appeared. Nervous
prostration set in, and neurasthesia had taken a firm
hold on me, and if my actions at this time were
slightly peculiar, the gentle reader must be charitable
and attribute my eccentricity solely to my physical
eondition—and the magazinelets.
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I made the ascent of the Tower by stages: the
_first time I was fully satisfied on going to the second

landing. The next time to the third, and on the third
ascent I reached) the summit; .

Had I gone but once, it would have been an ex-
perience never to be forgotten. Alas! the medicine
was so palatable that I wished for a double dose, and
on the second trip the Tower was only half as high.
I was quite blase.

The work of the great engineer? What of it! He
has the earth to build upon, the corners of the world
from which to draw material, books that tell him the
crushing resistance of his base and the breaking ten-
sion of his beams. He digs for his caissons, lays his
foundation, places-his steel uprights, counts on the
force of the wind, computes the exact weight of each
piece he will use, bolts and rivets part to part, carry.
ing up columns and girders by elevator, and like the
building of a railroad, lays the track for his carriages

b . as he goes. A railway extends iron after iron on
the ground; this extends iron after iron into the air.
But it is all according to well digested physical laws;
it is all geometric. The Tower has four immense
corners three hundred feet apart that are mortised
into the very crust of the Miocene Period. The
pressure on each square centimetre at the base is nine

pounds; that at the Washington monument is fifty-
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then pitied, then embraced—an opportunity to
scorn it.

And this is how it happened: In the Paris edition
of the New York Herald I read an advertisement
worded as follows: ¢ Prof. Le Galligar, the ‘cele-
brated aeronaut, will make an ascension for scientific
purposes to-morrow, from the Champ de Mars,
Three passengers will be taken at fifty francs each,
Apply early at 15 Rue St. Denis.”

An overwhelming desire had come over me to spit
down upon the pride of M. Eiffel. Here was the
chance. I hastened to the Rue St. Denis, found
Prof. La Galligar, a bright youth of about twenty-
two, at a little wine shop. He was too young to be
celebrated, and did not look scientific, yet I paid him
my passage money and took a receipt. He could not
understand my English, and to me his French was
incomprehensible; but by means of much pantomine
it was agreed that I should be ou hand at two
o’clock the following day.

I slept little that night, and was up betimes the
next morning. When I approached the Champ de
Mars in the afternoon, I could see the great mud-
colored balloon swaying back and forth like an im-
patient elephant. A large crowd had gathered. On
working my way through the jam I found that ropes
were stretched in the form of a square to keep people
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back. I managed to reach the ropes, dodged under,
and was seized by a “John Darm.” I shouldered
him to one side, and just as he was about to draw
his sword, Prof. Le Galligar rushed forward, all in
spangled tights. He embraced me, and kisst me
on both cheeks. He introduced me to the assemblage,
first to the east, then to the north, then to the west,
then to the south. The crowd cheered lustily.

Soon the other two passengers appeared. One
was a tall, slim man, the other short and stout. They
were embraced by the professor, and duly introduced,
first to me,then to the crowd,east,north,south and west.

My shipmates were both Frenchmen, and spoke
no English. I was neither frightened nor nervous,
but still I had prayed hard that at least one of them
might speak English. I wished to hear my native
tongue before I lelt the earth.

But there was no time for disappointment., The
Professor seized me by the arm, marched me around
to the other side of the swaying basket, and pointed
to the rope ladder. I consulted my watch; it was
just two o’clock. I climbed up, and found that my
colleagues had preceded me.

On standing in the basket the top came nearly
level with my shoulders. The tall man’s head was a
foot above mine and the little duodecimo’s a foot be-
low—his face deathly pale.

.
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The professor perched airily on the edge of the
basket, and gave orders to cast off. Then it was that
the little stout man got his hands on the side of the
basket and tried ' frantically ‘to'' get’''out—he had
changed his mind. The Professor slid down and
grasped him by the legs, endeavoring to hold him
back. I took a hand, too. We forced him to the

) floor, while all the time the crowd cheered.

Then there was a silence. I stood on the prostrate
form of the fat man and looked over the side to see
what this sudden quiet meant. Just then a shrill
feminine voice came to my ears: ‘ Why, that’s the
man who built the Eiffel Tower! *’

I looked down and there, to the front of the
crowd, was my friend of the day before. She waved
her parasol at me, and I was going to shout back an
ante-mortem statement but my attention was diverted
by seeing that the anchor-ropes, which were held by
a dozen men a moment before, were now dangling.

) We were off! No, we were not moving at all;
the earth was slowly slipping away from us.and turn-
ing at the same time. The north of Paris was slough-
ing around to the northeast.

The Eiffel Tower pushed down and away. It slid
down until we were at the first landing, the second,
we were even with the top; it glided down beneath
us & hundred feet. I leaned over the basket and
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spat violently. The tall man jabbered in French,
shook my band, and the Professor all the while
tumbled out cards, dodgers and sundry advertisements
in the interest | of ) science, ) And still the little man
lay in the bottom of the basket, and the great city
slowly swirled and slipped away, away, away,

The bouses were only painted play-blocks gently
rocking up and down, and the horses were surely out
of a Noah’s Ark collection. We were over the
Champs Elysees, approaching the Arc de Triomphe.

The people appeared as biack ants might when
viewed from a tree top. Some were moving, some
evidently had discovered us and were standing still.
There they were, three millions of them below us,
eating, sleeping, fighting, praying; in houses, on
roofs, on ladders, on fences, a few up the Eiffel
Tower, but all on earth. Some were in love, some
dissppointed, some laying plans to get the money of
others; black ants working for the applause of black
ants; black ants secking to reform ants blacker than
themselves. All born in sin, and therefore deserving
damnation. Yet some were to be saved by special
enactment. How pick out which were to be saved,
and which not? They were all alike. So I damned
them all, and then forgave them—electing them to
Tuileries in the skies.

Paris with its long line of white houses was drifting

ol
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away. The black ants could no longer be distinguisht.
The boulevards were reduced to mere threads,
and the winding \Seine\ was)only| &~ dong, crooked
chalk mark.

M. Le Galliger had thrown out all of his advertis-
ing matter, amd was slashing bags of sand and
emptying them. The air was cold, and he was slap-

g ping his hands; I slapped mine, too. The face of
the tall man was pinched and blue.

The earth had given us the slip now; it had faded
from sight, and below was only a great, white,
spreading cloud. And yet, strange! I could plainly
hear human voices. They came as sounds do across
a quiet lake.

The Professor consulted his instruments and made
notes, then he pulled at a cord. The cloud envelopt
us, covering our faces with mist.

The bleating of sheep could be heard—the voices
became plainer—the green of the earth came back,
but Paris was only a gray bank of clouds on the
horizon.

The earth was rising to greet us. Men, women
and children were leaving their houses—some run-
ning across the fields in our direction.

Two drag ropes were out, one with an anchor.
Again the seronaut pulled at the cord; the earth
came nearer. :



180 ABOVE THE RABBLE.

The basket dashed against & tree and bumped its
freight all together. We apologized. Then we hit
a stone wall, but shot up again ten feet in the air.

The\anchor fdiled te | catch, bat/ fate was kind; an
old woman in a rainy-day skirt and wooden shoes was
after us. She ran like a sprinter. At last she got the
rope in her hands; she yelled *‘ whoa ** sturdily and
pulled bard, but could not stop.us. Other women
came, children too, then & man. All lent a hand.
The fat passenger was standing, and the instant the
basket touched the ground he rolled over the side in-
to the friendly lap of earth. We all climbed out.

The Professor lighted a cigarette, gave a jerk to a
small rope, and the great balloon struggled, quivered,
sank and died.

A whole peasant village was babbling about us.
The Professor was arguing hotly with the fat man;
the peasantry too, were taking part. It was all in
very rapid Francais.

Suddenly M. Le Galligar received the gift of
tongues, He turned and spoke to me in English that
was strongly tinctured with a Dublin brogue. He
explained that the law of ballooning was, that the
first individual to seize the rope of a descending bal-
loon was to have ten francs; this is to be paid by the
person who first got out of the basket. He appealed
to me as judge: should the fat man pay or not?
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I decided he should pay, and he did.

Then we settled for the apples we had knockt
from the trees by our dragging anchor, and paid five
francs for repairing\the store wall.

As the Professor started to roll up the dead balloon
I lookt at my watch. It was just twenty-five min-
utes after two. We were twelve miles from Eiffel

) Tower.
ELBERT HUBBARD.

»
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POf all the Fuzzy Wuzzy Fads for the improvement
of mankind none are so fuzzy wuzzy as the ¢ Society
for the Promotion of Christianity among the Jews.”
This society expends about $150,000.00 in England
and the same amount in America each year; the
money being supplied by Nice Men like Mr. Rockefel-
ler. If the average Christian were a better citizen
than the average Hebrew I would join hands with.
the meek and lowly Pefferites who fan the fad and
put my Shoulder to the Wheel. But the facts all
point the other way. Among the Jews there are
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very very few paupers and drunkards; and the only
Jew I ever knew who kept 2 saloon was one who had
been christianized. Statistics in penology show that
in proportion to population only one fifth as many
Jews' as' Christians are in 'State Prisons. The Jews
comprebend the moral code and obey it in & way that
set us all a fairly good pece, and yet the men who
raise money for the Society point to Fagin as the true
type. And as one thinks on this funny society of
well intentioned but awfully serious people, he cannot
but wonder how much that man Charles Dickens had
to do in forming & belief among Sewing Circles that
Jews are wuss than other folks? After Dickens had
made Fagin be found he had outdone it a bit, and to
bold the average good he fashioned another Jew who
was quite too virtuous for any use, but this did not
wipe out nor dilute Fagin.

Then there are in America two alleged humorous
papers that doubtless bave tuppence worth of influ-
ence in the formation of popular conceptions. And
yet a casual perusal of the pages of Puck and Fudge
will reveal to the Discerning Person that the publica-
tion of these papers is only possible through politi-
cal subsidy, cigerette advertisementsand whiskey an-
nouncements, Puck and Fudge own in partnership
the model of a wooden Jew that they run out every
morning and take in at night. The people who buy
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Puck and Fudge are mostly jealous and embittered
competitors of Hebrew merchants; and after they are
done with their green, blue and yellow literature they
mail it to their\customers| i the country./) There it
serves as tracts, and the wax-wurx Jew is duly
pointed out by zealous Baptists as a fair sample of
the kind of men “ who crucified our Lord.” Good-
ness me !

$O0ne of the Great Poets of America sends me the
following: (I’d like to give his name but dare not).

THE WOMAN CYCLIST;: PRO AND CON.,
’ PRO.
te as great her mast
Q‘}Ii'ho higt fame is widete:’
Rider Haggard made a ¢ She **
She a haggard rider.

CON.

Vain it were indeed to hiss;
Vainer still to chide her:

A hit offends her and a miss
Makes her trousers wider.

PThat 1s a2 most slanderous remark I find in a recent
issue of the New York Z7ridume, ¢‘ In summer most
of the citizens of East Aurora drink butter-milk to
excess, and in winter nothing much is done but play-
ing checkers and cracking hickory nuts.”
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P Things are getting queer when Kansas farmers buy

hand-illumined books; but the other day & man at

Emporia, by the name of Meade, sent me one of
those things you call 3 New York draft, and on the
back of it 'was written-the’following

Just a haulin’ out the staff

R‘l:lrz:ad:he plains o’ Kansas, n
ilr can’t get cars enougl
Fur to emptyﬁznms.

Ort to see the farmers grin

Stroke the lilacs on their chin,

As the cash comes rollin’ in,
Over there in Kansas.

‘Women singin’ songs o’ glee,
'Bout ol’ fruitful y

Babies crowin’ merrily
Everywhere in Kansas.

Purty girls a buyin’ clothes,

To%gin’ out from head to toes.

Style? You bet your life she goes,
Over there in Kansas.

When the cares o’ day is done,
On the plains o’ Kansas,
An’ the kids began to yawn,
Sleepy like in Kansas
Farmer wipes his glasses blurred,
Reads a chapter o’ the Word,
Then kneels down and thanks the herd
That he lives in Kanssas.
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PWe reap as we sow. We hear that quite often,
don’t we? But it is only a half-truth, for not only

' do we reap as we sow but we.reap as other men have
sown. We are heirs to 'the 'past—its'good - and ill,
and all the millions on millions of men who have
gone before have for us prepared the way. Not only
do we reap the ripe grain that others have planted, .

3 but our bare and bleeding feet tread the thistles sown
by those long dead. I haven't much power, but I
have power enough, if I choose, to make several
hundred people think this earth is hell. I can make
them reap the nettles that I sow.

PAll men are created free and equal.  This is abso-
lutely true leaving out all those who have hare-lip,
strabismus, a lupus habit of body, legs that are not
mates, wills that do not obey the throttle-valve and
passions not under the control of the air-brake; also
those born on the East Side and those with parents
who work for the Coal Trust at eighty cents a day.

PI have received a circular printed on paper the
color of a Steve Crane adjective, from a ¢ The Bach-
elor of Arts.” This circular breaks the news to a
waiting world that the ¢¢ Bachelor "’ is ¢‘ a monthly,’’
is $3.00 a year and *‘ is the best gentleman’s maga-
zipe in America.’’

Wha't'ell is a gentleman’s magasine?




PThere is a story of the Boston mouse and the Chi-
cago mouse, that fell into adjacent cans of milk.
The Boston mouse cried ‘“ Help, help!’ but the
Chicago\mouse (cried)|*‘Hustle, hustle! * At the
end of two hours the Boston mouse was dead; but
the Chicago mouse was floating ’round on a pat of
butter he had made. I do mot cite the Chicago
mouse’s way wholly in approval; but there are times
when it is better to call on the universe for help,
than to struggle alone. But sometimes not.
$A Valued Correspondent—(1 like to say *‘valued;”
it is & “ coot ort,”’ and does not conclusively express
the amount of valuation )—writes to me in commenda-
tion of my view of ¢ perhaps,” and draws attention
to the phrase, ‘“late lamented,’”’ which really indi-
cates that the book of lamentations over the deceased
has been closed. He also tells of the man who got
himself wallopped because he said so-and-so went
to hus office ¢ full every day,’’ when he meant ¢ fully
every day.”” This serves to emphasize the fact that
very few of us—none whosoever of me—always speak
grammatically. On this topic ‘‘there has been so
much said, and on the whole so well said,”” by Irving
Browne, in & late address—really in the afternoon—
at Buffalo, that I print it here: )

If there is any special fault in public instruction, it
seems to me to consist in emphasizing means rather
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than ends, explaining the machinery rather than the
manufactured fabric. For example, take the branch
of grammar, on which so much time is spent and
. stress is laid. I believe that most of the time given
to grammatical analysis is wasted.” Grammar is not
sn end; it is only a means. If one goes to study
architecture and building, he does not expect to be
required to spend very much time on the matter of
constructing scaffolds. Grammar is merely a scaffold-
J ing. berry said: ¢¢ To write and read comes by
nature.’’ If he had said, ““Grammar comes by nature,”’
he would have been more nearly right, and if he bad
said it come by nurture, he would bave been e
right, for it is the outcome mainly of habit and imi-
tation. An ungrammatical family cannot bring forth
a grammatical child, no matter how much he goes to
school, and a child of a grammatical family will al-
ways use grammar, even if he never goes to school.
How little this intricate and abstruse study of gram-
matical analysis is worth is evidenced by a story told
me by a Troy lawyer concerning his days of school-
teaching. He had an advanced class of young men

and young women in ing, and in Pope’s ¢ Essay
on Man” one of the latter took the line, ¢ Die of a
b rose, in aromatic pain,’’ and parsed ‘‘die” as a noun.

He corrected her, telling her it is a verb, and ex-
plaining the poets’ idea of those affected beings so ex-
quisite and frail that they might be snuffed out by the
scent of a rose. She said that last winter’s teacher
told them it was a noun, and he was a great gram-
marian. He insisted on his opinion, and the next
day he was waited on the district committee
of three hayseeds, who took him to task. He main-
tained his ground with more or less (chiefly more) of



Slaws pemed -z -ar mecsests-af he ricl and pewes-
fuz, » far 28 [ coew, e ey nitiwed by the
smml, anpuiicost and Yeaceme. And 1 s alec 2 fact
thee ows for ‘he Hettevsment of the small, mignil-
Fou ‘nstance, in several States if 2 persom fails to pay
8 dressmaicer, 2 conchman, 2 washerwoman ox amy
other person who does a seyvice in way of menmal
labor, the persom so failing to pay can be sppre-
hended snd placed in jmil antil the debt comtxacted
fs concslled. Bes it mid that this low was passcd
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thro the effort of noble women who ascertained
that the rich and powerful in America were imitating
the ““nobility”’ of England and occasionally turning
down with ’igh and\’aughty) mien the)men snd wom-
en who work with their hands. A few years ago
a “lady " could hire a ‘ woman’’ to come to her
house, make a dress and when the dress was com-
o plete and the woman asked for her hire, the lady
could seek satisfaction for a pricking conscience by
flying into & rage and calling the dressmaker a nasty
dirty thing, and then slam the door in her face.
‘This is no longer possible: in all large cities are as-
sociations of splendid women who see that such bills
are collected without expense or humiliation to the
toiler.

But the point to which I call attention is that in
free America—christianized America, a condition ex-
ists that makes this law necessary. Of course there
has long been provided a civil process whereby if a
- man owes a butcher or a grocer or tailor the creditor

can collect; but the law says, ¢ beware whom you

| trust.”” Then there is another species of debts that
| the law does not recognize at all. These are curi-
‘ ously called-¢¢ debts of honor.”” They are debts con-
‘ tracted by betting or gambling. And here we get an
anomaly: the men who scrupulously pay debts of

- honor, #nd would feel disgract for life did they not
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do so, are the very men who ““do” the grocer and
the butcher and the tailor whenever possible. The
men who wear overalls and carry tin pails are very
scldom dead-beats: but men who carry dress suit
cases)/ 'wear\/two watch chains, and drive horses with
docked tails very often are. In every small town,
especially a town that is near a large city, there is a
regular little community of these dead-beat aristo-
crats—folks who draw forty foot of water but never
pay cash. [East Aurora has one man who thinks
he has missed something if not brought ¢“up on
sups *’ at least once a month, He can panry the
brightest lawyer for two hours on a stretch and fur-
nish more fun for the natives than a box of monkeys
as he explains how he lives like a duke on his wife’s
money. Baut there is one thing these dead-beats pay,
and that is social obligations; these they defray with
a punctiliousness that partakes of religious geal.
Thus they pay only their kind. The butcher or
the grocer to them is a foreigner, an alien, an
enemy, and they confiscate his goods without ruth.

But we should be gentle with the dead-beat for
does he not take advantage of the alien only that he
may secure the smiles of his own people? His kind
does not ask if the dress is paid for, only does it fit
in the back?

And this brings us up to the point that morality is
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the thing upon which your friends smile, and immor-
ality is the thing upon which they frown.  Thus
morality, as Mr. Cleveland says of the tariff, is largely
a local issue.

All men recognize 'in- 'their-hearts-that they must
have the good will of some other men. To be sepa-
rated from your kind is death and to have their good
will is life—and this desire for sympathy and this
alone shapes conduct. We are governed by public
opinion, and until we regard mankind as our friends
and all men as brothers so long will men combine in
sects and cliques and keep the millennium of Peace
and Good-will a very dim and distant thing,

P Having been recently elected an honorary member
of the American Philological Society I am showing
gratitude to my sponsors by spelling ¢ though ** tho,
¢ through’’ thro and ‘‘catalogue ’’ catalog. I am
told that when a man is elected to the United States
Senate he is not supposed to make a motion until he
has been a member for six months. And so after six
months have elapsed, and I have worn the creases
out of my honors I propose to write to the American
Philological Society and ask why in the name of
common sense they call it ¢¢ Philological *’ instead of
plain- Filologic. Of course I know that the Greek
prefix ¢ Phil ** has a certain beauty and a use that is
sanctioned by the centuries, but surely a double
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adjectival ending is a philologic appendenda vermi-
formis that has no excuse. The ending of a word in
$¢jc’? or ““al” implies its adjectival use, but let us
not waste ink and breath by using both. Chemic is
better than ¢ Chemical,” technic is as good as
¢¢technical,”’ classic answers as well as ¢¢ classical,’’
and let us all say philosophic instead of ¢¢ philosophi-
cal,” and show our good sense by calling it Philol- i
ogic,instead of *‘ Philological.”” Amen. 1
$A man sent me a Dollar Silver Certificate the other
day; I've been examining the thing since. I find on
one end of the bill, each enclosed in a wreath, the
following names: Hawthorne, Grant, Bancroft, Far-
ragat, Emerson. On the other end of the bill are:
Cooper, Irving, Lincoln, Sherman, Longfellow. I
do not know who it is has tbe shuffling of Great
Names in this way, but I do not think that Emerson
should be placed after Farragut—they should be
placed ’long side—for when did Farragut ever tow
Ralph Waldo! Then why should Cooper precede 4
Lincoln? Cooper is good stuff, no doubt, but he
could not write so well as Lincoln. Then Steve
Crane should go in somewhere, even if Longfellow
has to be left out, and then there is Mr. Cudahy of

Chicago—goodness me !

) Adv.—The Roycrofters are very glad to send
their books on approval.
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NATURE’'S FOOD!"
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Readshaw’s Forest Mills Graham
(-1 Pure Wheat deal.)
Entire Wheat Flour
Complete Flour
Granulated Wheat and Gluten Flour

- A GENUINE SOURCE
. OF
] NOURISHMENT
AND
VIGOROUS HEALTH.

LL these products are made from the Choicest
A selections of Genesee Valley White Win-
ter Wheat, being richer in Phosphates,
Nitrates, Gluten and other nutritious elements than
any wheat grown. Used exclusively by The Jackson
Sanatorium since A. D. 1859.
For forty years Readshaw'’s flour has been our standby.

James H. Jackson, M. D,

Manufactured at READSHAW’S FOREST MILLS,
Dansville, N. Y.
Send for circulars and Price List..,

-




. Wabash R.R.

THE BANNER

\m\w\ LINE OF AMERICA.

BUFFALO ..

ALL :g Post ?g WEST

Niagara Falls and Detroit.

Through Vestibuled Trains from Buf-
falo to Chicago, St. Louis and Kan-
sas City.

@ FREE RECLINING CHAIRS.

WAGNER SLEEPING CARS.

WABASH DINING CARS.

. QUICK SERVICE.

Truly ¢ The Banner Line of America,” through
from Buffalo to Western cities.
Wrrite for information.

J. RAMSEY, JR., Gen. Mgr.,
St. Louis, Mo. C.S.CRANE,G.P.A,,
St. Louis, Mo.
R. F. KELLEY, G. A. P. D, Buffalo, N. Y.
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‘The Jackson Sanatorium
at Dansville, New York, 3%

For thirty-eight years the leading Health
Institution in America, is under the per-
sonal care of regularly educated and ex-
perienced physicians, and is distinctive in
its methods and character.

A Delightful Home for

Health and Rest Seeckers &

In which every provision is made for re-
creation, comfort and good cheer, as well
as for skilled medical care and treatment.
A beautiful illustrated pamphlet, with full in-
Jormation, will be sent on application.
Address, J. ARTHUR JACKSON, M, D,
P. O. Box 1880. Secretary.,



