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Many correspondents of the Journal,
SECRETARY some from "Virginia, some from WyoI^qrTONming and many from the States between,have given silent expression to

BELIES HIMSELF. thoroughly Justifiable condemnation of

an egregious abuse of official power Dy

mailing to this office copies of a pamphlet entitled "The

Farmers' Interest in Finance," issued under the authority
of the United States Department of Agriculture. Envelopesaccompanying these enclosures to the Journal show

that this thoroughly partisan document has been sent

through the malls at the expense of all taxpayers of the
. - " ~w. Ifa

United states, tuny *o per cent vl wuuiu ui^cut uvut *,.o

teachings, as a proper publication of the Department of

Agriculture.
The Secretary of Agriculture, Mr. J. Sterling Morton,

has manifested a very nice sense of humor, as well as a

very earnest devotion to Jeffersonian Democracy, in his

caustic comments on the methods which he found in vogue

in his department. The discovery that the Agricultural
nonortmpnt furnished seeds to farmers aroused him to a

degree of fury which is only partially appeased by his discoverythat economy in the distribution of vegetable seeds

leaves him money to expend in preaching his own theories

of finance to the farmers. In Secretary Morton's mind seed

distribution is paternalism, and therefore to be execrated,
while the distribution of political pamphlets under the

department frank is patriotism, and therefore to be applauded.
In a most self-assertive Administration this man Morton

has been the most egotistically self-assertive of all. Time

and again he has described with magnificent blasts of his

own horn the assiduity with which he has hunted down

extravagant fads in his department and abolished them.

When scientists study harmful bugs.provided they be

not gold bugs.Morton ridicules their efforts and discredits

'r bills. But thereafter he employs clerks of his departvoprepare political documents and employs its frank

patch them, without apparent recognition of the fact

in so doing he is guilty of gross perversion of the

oses of his office.
o intelligent man, whether he agrees or disagrees with

present Administration's monetary policy, will contendthat a partisan argument on the silver question can

honestly be sent broadcast under frank from an executive

department of the Federal Government. Especially should
it not go out under authority or J. sterling aiorron, wno

has favored the country with a great deal of uninvited and

unnecessary sarcasm about more Justifiable efforts to enlightenthe farmer at public cost.

The letters from Cuba which Mr.

STIRRING Richard Harding Davis is sending to

rnni. the Journal afford new evidence of the 1
NEWS FROM .

progress made by the ' new journalCUBA.ism" in a distinctively literary direction.
When the Czar was crowned Mr. Davis attended the

ceremony on an exclusive commission from the Journal.

He wrote of that historic event.as he always writes.entertainingly,and with careful attention to literary form,
though his letters had to be dispatched over thousands of

miles of telegraph wires and submarine cables. This

month a magazine of the highest standing prints an article

by Mr. Davis,, on the same subject, months after date,
^.r-yrz -rolix, perhaps, but not more graphic than that

vvhic-i the brilliant writer published in the Journal a few

hours after the Czar was crowned and thousands of his

subjects killed in a rush for food and trumpery cups.

Doubtlesa a year from now magazines will be rehearsing
the story of the execution of Rodriguez, but that narrativeof the triumph of might over right can never be retold
with such dramatic power as Mr. Davis showed in his dis-

patch to yesterday's Journal. It does not come to men to

do things twice so well as that. In creative literature first

thoughts are best.
Perhaps the fact that a progressive journal is thus

taking the best of the capital of the magazines may accountfor something of the bitterness against the new

journalism in certain monthly publications.
1

Discussion of the reciprocal relaARTtions of art and dress ought to receive
new impetus from the latest rulings of
D. W. Kellogg, whom we find deIDIOCY.scribed as an "austere, old man" who
keeps the gate of the Metropolitan

^useum, and Dr. William R. Arnold, the curator of that
institution. Mr. Kellogg, being a gentleman of the highest
ertlstlr. sense refuses to admit to the museum a working-

man in overalls or a man who.by choice or necessity.appearsin shirt sleeves. He finds nothing admirable in the

theory of Ruskin that the best and noblest works of art

should always be accessible to the poorest of the people.
Indeed, he tells with a rare sense of self-approval that
when two men appeared at the door, one coated, one in
shirt sleeves, he made the one minus a coat stay outside
until the other came out and lent him the coat to go in
with. Seldom has the genius of what Mr. Labouchere
call- ''luimbledom" had so entertaining a manifestation
in New York. And if Curator Arnold be correctly quoted
in afternoon paper, the position of the doorman is sustainedby the higher authorities. Overalls, short sleeves
and "a poor woman with a shawl over her head" are all
on the prohibited list.

No single article could cover the field of inquiry which
this remarkable ruling1 suggests. A man, it seems, may
enter the museum in knickerbockers, but not in shirt
sleeves.why this discrimination between undraped legs
and uncovered arms? "A poor woman with a shawl over

her head" is barred. Suppose she were rich, with nothing
on her head, or the shawl was from India? And people
must be "properly dressed".Doortender Kellogg being the
Judge of propriety. Suppose Rosa Bonheur, who painted
habitually in man's clothing, should confront the sapient
Kellogg. What then?

Is it not possible for the trustees of the Metropolitan
Museum of Art to eliminate absolute idiocy from its management?

Recently two plays dramatized from
THE FAILURE novels have utterly failed in New

Qp York, although both were produced by
competent actors and with the best of

NOVEL-PLAYS. accessories. Those who observe the
current of dramatic events and who

jail the success of both "Trilby" and "The Prisoner of

..enda," not long ago, are wondering why "Doctor Claud-
ius" and "The Seats of the Mighty" proved devoid of any
sort of interest when placed upon the stage. A great
many literary men and women are trying to work out this
problem, too, for to some of them it is a very important
one, as the enormous success of "Trilby" suggested to
every novelist or story writer in the land the possibility
of turning *a romance into a drama and making one hundredthousand dollars in royalties out of it. It is not the
irst time that this will o' the wisp, the stage, has lured the
Triple-minded and credulous author into the quagmires of
appointment and disaster. Charles Dickens, who kiiew

and loved the stage and the art of acting as few men of his
time did, could never write a successful play nor dramatlzi
one of his own novels, and this fact was a source of con

tinual and bitter regret to the novelist who, above all hii
contemporaries, had enchained the hearts of the English
speaking public.

It is not difficult to account for most of the failures o

this sort. Sometimes it is due to the way in which th<
work of dramatization has been done, and this is usually
the case when the novelist attempts the work himsel
without the assistance of a collaborator. Sometimes i

meritorious drama is entrusted to incompetent actors, am

sometimes the play fails because the manager does no

know how to offer it to the public.
But the one great important fact to be borne in mine

by the novelist with dramatic intent is that the rules ;tha
govern the construction of a successful play are the re

verse of those by which a novel is made. In writing £

story of incident, for example, it is the aim of the writer t<

keep his readers In the dark in regard to what is about tc

happen as long as possible. We read "Oliver Twist" ii

the hope that the men and women who figure in it wil

gratify our curiosity by telling us all that they know, bu
in the successful melodrama there is not one of us in th<

audience who could not save the hero and heroine fron

repeated disaster by our shouts of warning. We see th<

villain crouching in the mountain path that he maj

spring upon the unsuspecting hero, but the latter does no

know what is happening until he is suddenly confrontet
by his enemy. In other words, the dramatist keeps ui

better posted about what is going on on the stage thai
the characters themselves are, and permits nothing ex

traordinary to happen without giving us fair warning ii
advance.

But this will not do in a novel, and nine-tenths of thi

dramatized stories that fail do so because their author;
are ignorant of this fundamental principle of play writing

The young man who for the pas

BLACK thirty-three days has been Governo
of New York has performed a valua

ble service to the State in appointinj
PAYN. Lou Payn Insurance Commissioner.i

service that gains in value, if that b<

possible, by the promptness with which it follows Gov

ernor Black's Inauguration.
How valuable this service is may be discovered by sup

posing either that the Governor had not performed it a

all, or that he had postponed it to a day late in his tern

of office. If he had not performed it at all there is a pos

sibility that| the people would never have known wha

kind of a man they have permitted to crawl into the Chie

Executive office of tne state government, j.i ne nau pu»t

poned it he might have deceived the people for some tinn

as to his character, and there would in that case havi

been confusion on that point in the public mind.
But as it is, the Governor has revealed himself at th<

very beginning of his administration, and there is n<

longer any chance for misconception in regard to hire

For nearly twenty-three of the twenty-four months h<

will remain in the public eye he will be appraised at hli

true value, known as he is and not as his friends wouh

have made him appear if he himself had not rendere
such deception out of the question, set down without re

course as the brainless and conscienceless tool of the mos

corrupt, cynical and infamous political machine tha

curses the country.

Once more the World has beei

OLD JOURNALISM caught in a disgraceful attempt t

misinform and delude the public. O;
IN Monday morning this -digepedited ehee

IN EW TROUBLE, published in hand bill fashion wha
purported to be an interview wit]

Lyman J. Gage, Major McKinley's choice for Secretary o

the Treasury. It was a long screed, and pretended to b

a full report of a conversation between a World reporte
and Mr. Gage, in the course of which Mr. Gage stated hi

views on the financial situation and outlined a plan de

signed by him for its improvement.
The Journal thereupon, knowing by experiehce that Mi

Gage would not talk for publication until after his indue

tion into office, asked him whether the World's allege*
interview with him was authentic. He wrote this reply:

That supposed interview is only a partial report of an ad

dress delivered by me about two years ago. I have had no ir

tervlew with any one. L. J. G.

Such is the nature of the World's "interview" with Mr

Gage. Such was the nature of the World's "interview'

with Mr. Bryan during the Chicago Convention. Such ha

been the character of most, if not all, of the World'

idiotic and vain endeavors to ape the new journalism o

the Journal.
But they have served a useful purpose, "rtiough repre

hensible and dishonest in themselves, they have made th

World ridiculous, and have prevented the public fron

placing any confidence in it.

There is only one kind of nety journalism.the Journal's

It gets the news first and fullest, and presents it the mos

attractively. There are two kinds of old journalism. Th

World's kind invents news and lies about it. The Sun'

neither gets nor Invents news, but devotes its time ani

energy to sneering at the Journal. Both kinds are mori

bund; both are held in universal scorn by the public.

Now the majority of the gentlemen whose names were men

tioned in connection with Cabinet positions will join in th

scramble for Assistant Secretaryships and berths In the Consula

service. This is what is known as the "somethlng-equally-as
good" brigade.

Every time a national bank falls Comptroller Eckels selects fo

its receiver ono of the bolting gold Democrats. At the presen

rate of banking disaster it looks as if the boy financier might b

able to place all the Palmer aad Buckner voters in Governmen

Jobs before the end of his term.

Mr. McKinley's Western man for Secretary of the Treasur

turns np In the person of a national banker. Mr. McKinley'
concession to the West is as novel as his desire to have th
financial question settled by pushing up the tariff taxes.

It will require considerable hard work for Mr. Lou Payn t

give an imitation of an office-sought man, but he can be depende
upon to throw his whole soul into the effort.

Whitecapping in Tennessee is losing its popularity. This i

largely due to the fact that shooting at whitecappers is lega
all the year In that State.

noil. JLQUI xveeu recugiiii&eb, auu i» seguing iu yicvcui, buujc u

the mistakes of the Fifty-first Congress. The members who ar

trying to raid the Treasury with their public-building bills rea:

lze this fact.

Mr. Peffer's defeat is said to be a severe blow to him. Bu
a man with such a profusion_of whiskers as Peffer has ought no

to complain of the severity of the blow.

Mr. Addicks's Senatorial claim is beginning to flicker. It i

doubtless afflicted with a severe case of water In the pipes.

There is enough of Lou Payn to skeletonize every closet Mi

Black's Administration will have at its disposal.

Senator Thurston Is still favorable to the free coinage of Ian

partner' for judicial positions.

' A Moment with
the Chappies.

Mrs. Ogden Mills was shocked. Some
people who have watched the social career

f of Mrs. Ogden Mills and have studied her
B assumption of sublimated superiority, will
"

doubt the truth of this assertion, but it Is a

fact that
£ Mrs. Ojden

1 Mills was

1 f 1 .'iC shocked. She

t ( tSji/ " \I 1 r
was s0 ba<^ly

Vitla /\ shocked, too,
, h¥Pi VTUa that !h.e

4CvV^-1 Vi A Hasn't tuny
Y " l\ recovered

'

from it yet.
For a long^ ^T- time Mrs.

There are other pebbles on the ^eherlsbedbeach the belief
that she Is the only pebble on the beach,
and so persistently has she obtruded this
opinion that many of us had come to agree
with her.
But there are others. Bven Mrs. Ogden

Mills had to acknowledge this the other
night at a fashionable function, when she
swept up to Mrs. Oliver H. P. Belmont and
offered her friendly greeting.
Then it was that the shock came. Mrs.

3 Belmont simply tipped her tiny nose to its
greatest altitude and turned her back on1 Mrs. Mills
The latter couldn't believe her eyes. It is

i said that she even pinched herself to see
if she were awake. It was no dream. The
back and the nose were both In evidence
against her, and both belonged to Mrs.3 Belmont.
"What is the matter with Mrs. Belmont?"

asked Mrs. Mills of her hostess subsetquently.
r "pid you Invite her to your ball?" was

the answer.
"How could I?" responded Mrs. Mills,with

' marked naivete. "Does not my husband
1 have business relations with Mr. Willie K.
a Vonflot-WIH \r..a (.

able."

"Sitting Bull," at whose approach we are
wont to tremble as though it were the

t crack of doom, is going to the Bradley
1 Martin ball as an Indian Princess of the

seventeenth century.
Other women may go as European^

queens in Sedan chairs, but she wants none
t of that in hers. The grim grandeur of the
- red American Indelan is the only
e thing that can

a
No Sedan Chair for "Sitting Bull."

t satisfy her simple taste and gentle nature.
Therefore she will don her beaded moccasins,stick a feather in her hair, draw her

blanket close about her, mount her lodge
i poles, and with her trusty tomahawk
o grasped firmly in her good right hand,

direct Mr. "Sitting Bull" to draw her into
the inner heart of the Bradley Martin ball.

:t Wili Sftt'riody -flmire a -greater' sehsatioh?
Well, scarcely.

^ W. Astor Chanler and S. Meilly Brlce were
f chaffed a lot yesterday over the fact that
e they had been initiated Into the Tammany

Society on Monday night.
They bore themselves quite bravely, how-

s ever, and seemed as proud of their new
- distinction as a couple of young bucks

In their first war
top: aps dance.

;
1

; fggfc.
sTwo Neophites.

f Perry Belmont was to hare been initiated
at the same time, but for some reason not
made clear action in his ease was postponed.
Possibly a special initiation will be oredered for Mr. Belmont's benefit. Perrydoesn't like a crowd,

i
I am sorry -to hear that Mrs. James P.

Kernochan has been so put out by the fact
that the newspapers printed pictures of her

t son Jimmie's new bearskin coat that she
has entirely abandoned her purpose of atetending the Bradley Martin ball as Marie

s Antoinette.
CHOLLY KNICKERBOCKER.

- THE GROUNDHOG'S SONG.
(Candlemas.)

The groundhog from his hole popped swlftlyyesterday,
And sat upon a stump the heavens to surrvey.

i- He warbled. "It Is /dull, which means an

early Spring.
And soon the merry birds upon the bough

will sing;
r The goat will lightly skim the lllled lea
t elate,
e And in his rapture make the can disintetgrate."

Though you may ne,rer doubt
The wisdom of the hog,

y Don't let the furnace out
Nor shed an undertog.

s
I saw him 'round the stump in coy abandon

0 frisk;
He cocked his eye and gave his tail a whisky

whisk
o Then with a jump of joy he cutely locked

^ around,
And felt he was a first-class hoggle of the

ground,
And chirped, "Full soon the Spring the

s\ myrtled steer will kiss,
L1 And waft the butterfly on wanton wings, I

wis."
Though you may never doubt

j.The wisdom of the hog,
Don't let the furnace out

e Nor shefl an undertog.
He capered 'round all day, and then besoughthis hole,
Into a ball of sleep and happy areams to

t roll.
But ere he dropped from sight he sang,

"The Spring is near.
In six weeks more be sure and call me,

mother dear,
s That I may see the sun the crocus cup

adorn,
And not the vendor wind, for cash, his

laurelled horn."
Though you may never doubt
The wisdom of the hog,

Don't let the furnace out
N<«\r shed an undertog.

R. X. MUNKITTBICK.

r THE LIST OF TO-NI
Academy of Music.. .Straight from the Heart
American Theatre New York

Bijou Courted Into Court
( Broadway Theatre Shamus O'Brien
f Broadway Music Hall The Geezer
f Columbus Theatre At Gay Coney Island
( Casino An American Beauty
( Daly's Much Ado About Nothing) Empire Theatre Under the Red Robe
) Eden Musee World in Wax
) Fifth Avenue Dr. Claudius
) Grand Opera House... .Under the Polar Star
) Garrlck Theatre Secret Service
) Garden Theatre Heartsease
) Hoyt's Theatre A Contented Woman
} Herald Square The Girl from Paris
) Harlem Opera House Kismet

^ Huber s I4tn St. Museum vauaevnie

THE WEATHER.Threatening, with p

MIGKIE FINNE
HALF an hour before little Mickie Flnneganmade his unexpected exit

from this curious world he called
for his wife. Bending over his pillow the
young woman kissed his blood-stained Hps
and asked him what he wanted.
"I want ter tell yer dat I'm a goner,"

gasped Mickie, "an' dat I knows it. Sometinghas busted in me head an' I'm a
bleedin'. Der last bullet dat Madigan shot
Inter me did de biz. After I've croaked
tink of me sometimes an' take good care
of de kid. Youse know, Nell, dat I wuz
always sweet on yer an' never 'bused yer;
did I, Neil?"
"Never. Mickie, dear," moaned the woman,"never since de day yer took me to de

priest, an' dat was a year ago. Dat's wot
makes me so sore on Madigan."
"Never yer mind him," replied Mickie,

"de cops have nabbed him an' he'll sit In
de chair fur dls night's work, hang him.
Wot I wants of youse is ter promise ter be
good an' take care of de kid."
She gave the promise, and then she

fainted. Little Mickie called for "four fingers"of straight whiskey and they gave it
to him. They brought the baby to him and
he kissed it. Twenty minutes later he was
dead.
*******

After the funeral Nell had seven dollars
in money and the sympathy of every other
woman in the big tenement. A month later
both money and sympathy had disappeared.
The agent insisted on having either the
rent or the rooms. The baby was sick.
The young widow was penniless. One dark
afternoon Nell climbed the dingy stairs in
anything but a pleasant frame of mind.
The doctors at the dispensary had told her
that the baby needed things that only
money could buy. The affable pawnbroker
had politely refused to advance her a penny
on the gold-plated earrings dangling from

-jg. her ears. When Bhe
entered her rooms the

mfb
"Derrfs goin' terbe a beauty show next week H

fire was out and the baby was crying. Nell
sat down on the edge of the bed and shivered.She was cold, hungry and desperate.

It was Sunday afternoon, and the voice
of a deep-toned bell in the belfry of a

neighboring church filled the place with its
sombre melody.
"My God," moaned Nell, "an' I promised

Mickie dat I'd take good care of de baby,
an' dis Is de way I'm doin' it. Oh, Mlckle,
HfirtlrSrt *v.A ViAonf'a Kroolrin' Q n r? tPft'rO

starvin' "

Just then Mame Murphy opened the door
and entered the room. Mame lived with
her mother In the rooms across the hall.
All the other women in the house talked
about Mame. All save Nell.

"Say, Nell," said Mame, "how's youse
an' der baby feelin' dis aft? Yer both
'bout as cheerful lookin' as a funeral. If
youse keeps worr'in' over little tings, yer'll
lose yer complexion an' yer looks an' den
yer'll know wot real trouble is. Now,
don't get cranky, dear, 'cause I've come
ter tell youse some good news. I am here
to tell yer how yer kin make fifteen plunks
an' have a chance ter win a diamond ring
wot is de real ting an' worth a hundred
dollars. See?"
"How?" inquired Nell.
"De guy as runs de museum over on de

Bowery," answered Mame, "is a friend ol
my steady. See? Weil, dere's goin' ter be
a 'beauty show' over dere next week an'
youse an' me's agoln* ter be in it. All
we's got ter do is ter set on a platform an'
let de suckers as come In vote on whose
de best looker. De prize is a veal ring
an' de museum gives us $15 for de week
besides. Iiere's only ten chips entered an'
elder youse or me will win de sporlclei
sure, 'cause we are de best lookers In d
lot. See?"
"Xaw, Mame, It wouldn't be right," respondedNell. "Tlnk of me Jest buryln'

poor Mlckle, an' here's de baby sick. Besides,wot d'yer tlnk I could wear? Naw,
Mame, it wouldn't be right."
She might have said more, but the baby

began to cry, and she wasted Ave minutes
In a vain effort to soothe It.
"Seems ter me," remarked Mame, "dal

If youse want ter keep dat baby yer had
better hustle an' buy some medicine and
odder t'lngs for it. "VVuzn't dat what de
guy at de dispensary said? Youse nlnt doin'right by Mickle's child If yer don't ac

cept der chance of makin' clean money
Mudder will tend it durin' de evlns, an
youse'll only be away a few hours at e
time. An' dere alnt no use of talkin' 'boul
not havln' any decent rags ter wear
Youse know yer got dat white watered sill
hangin' in de closet.. You knows yous<
said yer wouldn't hock dat 'cause It'wus
der t'lng youse wore when Mickie took yei
ter der church. Gawd, I can't sit here an

hear dat poor t'ing bawl like dat. Give m<

dat perscrlptlou an' I'll run down an' ge
de medicine. Dat guy In de drug store li
sweet on me, an' I know I kin make hin
give me de medicine fur nothin'. But, say
when I comes back I want ter see yer ii
dat white silk an' ready fer go ter rehearsal
Remember, Nell, youse promised Mlckli
yer'd take good care of de baby. If yous<
keep dat promise youse got ter keep 1'
from dyln'. I'll be back in just ten mln
utes.

When Mame returned with the medlcin
t-V> ^ hnhir n-n cs nclnnn Q nrl XToll Wfltt flfl H It

the clinging folds of her wedding gown. Fo
a lonely instant the two women gazet
each at the other and did not speak. Thci
Mame drew a long breath and uttered thi
tribute to the beauty of her friend:
"Nell, youse de best lookin' chip I eve

saw. Dcr aint a chip In Fifth, avenoo as ki

GHTS AMUSEMENTS. j
Keith's Continuous Performances)
Koster & Bial's Vaudeville )Knickerbocker Theatre Caste )Madison Square Garden Gas Exposition *
Metropolitan Opera House Grand Opera )Murray Hill..'. Northern Lights*
Olympla.Music Hall, Vaudeville, 8:15 P. M.; *
Winter Garden, Bal Champetre, 11 P. M. *

People's Theatre A Night In New York *
Pastor's Theatre Vaudeville*
Pleasure Palace.Music Hall, 1:30 P. M.; 7(
P. M.

Proctor's 23d St..Continuous, Noon to 11 I
P. M.

Star Theatre On the Mississippi !
Wallack's Cymbeline }14th St. Theatre Sweet Innlscarra )

>robably heavy snow.

[GAN'S WIDOW.
travel in yer class. Say. youse better lookIn'den I am, an* dat means dat youse got
a cinch on winnin' der ring. Now let's take
de baby over to me mudder an we'll hurry
over to de museum."
Before Nell left the room she went over

to the bureau and kissed the photograph of
her dead husband again and again.
"I'm doln' It fur de baby, Mickie," she

murmured. "I promised yer I'd take good
care of it. an' I'm goin' ter earn de money
ter keep it from starvin'."
*******

It was the final hour of the last night
of the "beauty show." The museum was

1Iterally
packed to the7) very doors.
The official

of the

'v chaffing with
their admi"Shewins the ring" said rers and imthemanager. p a 11 e n t ly

waiting for the verdict. Nell and Mame
sat side by side. Half a dozen men, includingher "steady," were telling Mame that
she was the prettiest thing on earth and
would win hands down.

"Nit," answered Mame, "youse guys
know dat Nell's got do most votes an' dat
8lie's got a right to 'em. Jest look at her.
Alnt she's pretty as a picture?"
And the girl spoke the plain, unvarnished

truth. Nell was more than pretty that
night, she was beautiful. She was all In
white. Save for the blushes in her cheeks,
and the blood-red rose in her ink-black hair,
there was naught of color about her. The
white silk gown clung to her perfect figure
like a glove, and the fluffy lace nestled
lovingly against her white throat. Her
white beauty seemed to Impress the crowd.
All sorts and conditions of men stood and
feasted their eyes on her wondrous charms,
but few attempted to speak to her. These
she repulsed with a glance of disdain.
With a native dignity all her own she had
managed to spend six weary nights in that
stuffy, overheated room. She had earned
her wage. She had escaped insult. She
was satisfied.
Suddenly the manager of the museum

stepped to the front of the platform and
made the usual announcement to the
crowd.
"And now, ladies and gentlemen," he continued,"I take great pleasux-e in announcingthat Miss Nellie here Is the lady who

has won the prize for being the most beautifuland charming young woman among
the contestants. She wins the ring."
He opened the little plush-covered box,

and the crowd saw that the diamond was

genuine. Nell heard a pawnbroker who
stood in the front row mutter to the man

at his side: "She can soak that at my shop
for $75 any time she likes."
She didn't wait to hear the congratulations.She even startled the manager by

refusing an offer for another week's engagement.She simply took the ring and
her $15 and started for home. She almost
ran up the stairs, and when she reached
the top landing she was gasping for
breath and her cheeks were cherry red,
She pushed open the door and threw off hex
cloak.
Old Mrs. Murphy was seated in a low

chair at the head of the baby's crib. The
lamp on the table was turned low, and the
place dimly lighted. The fragrance of
drugs flavored the atmosphere.
"Oh, Mrs. Murphy!" cried Nell. "Wo1

do yer tink? I won de ring, an' old Isaacs
says dat I kin soak it for $75! Me an

iiauj a fcuin iu uer wuuirj. oauy s ncn

Mrs. Murphy. She's"
"Well, dear," interrupted Mrs. Murphy

"don't yer talk like dat. De1 poor little
tlug Is wid his poor, dead daddy now.
Nell, me darlln', yer baby died jest ten
minutes ago by de clock. Dat's right
don't take it hard, dear; yer wasn't tej
blame."
But Nell did not hear the old woman's

mutterings. She had staggered over to the
crib and was

gazing at the _uiaii
lifeless body * *

of her child. 1J
Her face was

""

as white as f//^ \ )r^ *

the lace at f t/\ x.<-/)
her throat, \\V 7^"^
strange lights V>.'^ A
kindled and /

glowed out I / I
of the depths % / \
of her glori- I '

ous eyes, her <>Qive ^et a r08e an$ s](e's
breath came h .

in short, irL
regular gasps, and she shivered, althougl

, the room was overheated. For a time.it ma;
have been a moment. It seemed an haurcshe stood at the side of the crib as motion

> less and silent as a marble figure. Then

, with a groan, she sank on her knees am

r kissed the wax-like face of the baby agaii
t and again. She took the red rose from he

> hair and laid it on the white anilt tha

t covered the tiny body. Next she drew tb

j diamond ring from its case and hurled tk
j sparkling gem to the floor.

"Mickie, dear," she moaned, as she bui
j led her head among the pillows; "Mickit

I tried me best, but it wa'u't no go. I aiii
5 no good now, Mickie, secin' dat I lost botl
3 of de tings I loved. De baby's gone te

t youse, Mickie. For God's sake take bette
care of it den I did. I'm goin* craz>
Mickie. I'm crazy now"

* * *****
Go over to Ward's Island and give on

c of the keepers a liberal tip. He will tak
you to a woman.a young woman wit:
black hair and a face as white as chalk

Pttin qtiH tlila ia Tirhnl h

1 will tell you:
. "Nell's a queer lot. Give her a red ros

or show her a baby and she's happy as
8 queen. SJhow her a diamond ring or a ro'

of money and she will try to scratch you
r eyes out. We think she's the pretties

woman on the Island."
D And she is. JACK TANNER.

Caught in the
Metropolitan Whirl,

While the blizzard raged yesterday aftei|
noon two thoughtful and highly Intellii
gent Italian apple agents stood near thj
Franklin statue in Park row, bundled t|
the ears in heavy ulsters. Each had a^
apple cart /' /

paved with ^
rosy pip- //// - ^0*%g|ifvpins ex- /%%. *

posed to . .
' //M7* \ *Wf//

g az e 0 f 74m.^SSimjpassers b y //?,
and to tbe 'W,
r,^rs ot
the Btorm. (&r'f
Hoiw to /V/
prevent the -'iffllf.ThraSJT??I7/j
fruit from V Ph^^ > V/
taking on a V |^ f®,//1] Ijlf//
covering of a^Jf S| Wj -'fig
rled the ^'j, JwBuf
The idea of . .,4; atft" || M//'~
spreading <-'sacksor cloths over the layout did noj
occur to the industrious sons of Italy, but
the less laborious plan of sweeping eacfy
individual apple struck them as an easy way
out of the difficulty. So there they stoocj
hour after hour, one armed with a smalj
whisk broom and the other using a feather
duster, battling with the problem that
threatened to swamp the apple business.
First they tried to do a wholesale sweeps

lng job, but the snow packed into th«
crevices between the pippins and ruined thh
artistic effect of the exhibits, so the in*
telligent Italians set patiently to worty
sweeping the apples one at a time. With
their backs to the storm and beginning atj
the lee end of the carts, the sweeping
proceeded. By the time the third apple
had been taken up and cleared of snow,
the first one treated resembled a nic^
round ball of the beautiful. But with con-j
sclentious care the Italians worked along)
to the weather end of the wagons, and
then started this Interesting performance
all over again. The big damp flakes clung
thickly to their ulsters, but the pippins!
took turns at being clean for the space of
ten seconds each.
When darkness came the man witn tnej

broom had brushed the skin from most of
his apples, yet the sweeping went bravely
on.

The production of "Dr. Claudius" has
served to bring back to the local dramatic
field that once well-known character, Mr.j
Harry St. Maur. Mr. St. Maur figured hcraj
during the period when the pavement in
front of the Morton House was the centra
of dramatic art. He was a sort of theatrical)
"Handy Andy," who was always willing to,
take a hand in anything connected with'
the dramatic profession, whether it was

acting or playwriting or inspiring confi-i
dence, but his strong forte was collabora-,
tion. Whenever any one prepared to mako
a first plunge into the troubled dramatic
sea he was met high up upon the shore,
by Mr. St. Maur, who wore a cape over-,
coat and carried with him an air of combinedpoverty and enthusiasm which somehowseemed appropriate to that garment.

*r.. Oi M . 1 -n-o TTO -nrllllno- +<\ 'V-Ill-
i.YJ.1. Ol. xrj.ttUi WU.O Ui v» uJ a *»****«© |

laborate" or act or shove scenes or make
himself useful in any way, and so It hn*">:pened that he enjoyed frequent and, In somej
cases, remunerative engagement. Wheal
the lnte Sellna Dolaro determined to try
her fortunes at the Bijou Opera House,
Mr. St. Maur loomed up on the horizon of
her dreams clad In his cupe overcoat and
wearing upon his face his odd-time smile ot

genial enthusiasm. He was promptly en,gaged by the astute actress and at onca

proceeded to "collaborate" and "stageimanage" and do everything else that could
be thought of, and, incidentally, to appro»priate to himself one of the best roles. Hs

played it very well, too, as its chief mo-i

tive was combined poverty and enthust
asm. ,,

Soon after the close of the Dolaro season,
I Mr. St. Maur departed from his familiar

haunts and betook himself to the Antipodes,
where he is reputed to have found steady
work in the kindred trades of collaboration
and stage management. It was supposed

. that he had settled permanently in Australia,and, perhaps, he would never have'
returned to New York had not Mrs. ScottSlddonsconceived the idea, about Ave

( years ago, of returning to tnc stage. sua

i had no sooner broached the (subject to a

select circle of her Intimates before thej
t

door opened, and Mr. Harry St. Maur, with
his cape overcoat flapping from his shoulJders, the tire of hope in his eyes and thai
old, genial smile on his face, hurried into!

' the room, breathless from his rapid flight!
from the uttermost parts of the earth and!

' took charge of the enterprise. He had a

' play, he said, an adaptation from.a brilliant
French drama. It would take the town by
storm, and there was a part In it that must]
have been written expressly to suit the pe-,

r culiar abilities of Mrs. Scott-Siddons.
The friends of Mrs. Siddons sometimes

' speak with tender regret of her appearance;
in what proved to be simply a very bad
version of the original of "Robertson's
Home." After the final fall of the curtain,
Mr. St. Maur faded gently from sight, after

the manner of a fairy who hns just pronounceda mystic curse, and for a long
while IJew York knew him no more. But,
no sooner did Mr. Marion Crawford deter"
mine to put one of his novels on the stage,
than he was met by Mr. St. Maur, of the

flapping smile and genial overcoat, who

took him by the hand and led him gently
down into the deep, still waters of eollabqration.He is still floundering about in

them, with small hope of rescue.

He Will Stay at Home.
i rPlttabure Chronicle-Telegraph.]

f "Henry!"
"Yes, Your Excellency?"

i- "I see by the report of tbe proceedings of tha

, Congress that Senator Turple calls Captain-Gen}eral VVeyler 'the Herod of Havana,' and an

,1 'Indescribably diminutive reptile.' "

r "Yes, sire. That is very strong language."
j. "It was, Henry, nnd it indicates that Sen- I.

e
ator Turple is not nbout to imitate Senator-elect
Money, and make a visit to Cuba."

Considerable Distance,
[Kansas City Times.]

'* The fact that Mr. Cleveland tides from ConrgreSsman nnd Senators should not be too sehverely censured. It requires considerable dls-
r tance to lend enchantment to our corpuicns
r angler-statesman.

Sltermun'a Fitness.
[St. Louis Globe-Democrat.]

e Sherman's fitness for the office of Secretary of

^ State la well attested by the fact that tha Sen.ate has kept him at the head of its Committee
e on Foreign Relations for many years.

e Fair Exchange,
? [St. Louis Republlo.]

r
Senator Sherman Is certainly no more lacking

,( In fitness fbr the Secretaryship of State than
Henna Is In fitness for the Senatorship. Xh« axchangeseems fair.


