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Jﬁipp(ng as a .flowaway the Black Hander
is Helped to Flee to this Country, Where
He May Indulge His Atrocities,

Practically Unpunished.

N every vessel sailing from Palermo or Naples are s dozen
or more members of the Camorra or the Matia, employed as
sallors, coal-heavers, and stewards. It s their [raternal
duty to ald their brethren to evade the passport law. LI
there are six or more members of a ship's company earnest-
Iy deslrous of concealing a stowaway, the thing can always
be done, There are recorded Instances where a SlOWaway
has been hunted for three hours by twenty men, after all
the officers and crew have been sent ashore, and has re-

malned undiscovered—because he was sewed up In a mattress in a bunk.
When the steamship has tled up at her berth In an American port, the
fugitlve puts on the uniform or overalls of one of his confederates und easily
wakes his way off the pler. And thus, a seasoned and hardened criminal
his blood-stalned bhanids against ull the world as the world's hands are sgainst
Mim, is turned loose in the land of the free and the home of the brave,
Every steamship wan concerned In the Mediterranean trade knows something
of the system; one of them has admitted these facts. 1t Is the theory of
| the professional policeman of America that the Itallan criminal comes to us
! through France and Cauada. That Is nonsense; he has nelther the iutelll-
A gence nor the means.,
n The ex-convict has the New York address of one or more members of
E his society 1o Italy. He mukes his way to this address as quitkly as he may.
He Is without work and in a strange country, It may be that happy chance
will tind honest work for bim at once. But usually It is not so. He Lecomes,
! more likely, a willing and useful tool of the Black Hand, a dependent on the
] generosity of more thoroughly acclimated criminals. The stealthy delivery
: of blackmalling letters, the stabbings, the bomb plantings, and even the mur-
ders of the Black Hand type are done by men who are so ignoranl oanid so
belplvss that they face starvation” it they do not carry out the orders of the
Black Haud thuzs who house and feed them after their surreptitious entry
into the United States,—Everyhody's,
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i. The Elements of Fun ?

From the Skowman’s Standpoint Certain Well:
! defined Principles Must be Recognized.

s
i ¢ By Frederic Thompson 3

HE difference between the theatre and the blg amusement
park is the difference between the Sunday school and the
Sunday school piente. The people are the same; the spirit
and environment are wholly different. It is harder to make
the prenle successful than successfully to conduct a sesslon
of the school; and it {s harder to make a success of a blg
amusement park thap of a theatre. There len't any Irrev-
erence [n thls comparigon with the SBunday school, for If the
amuscment park deosn’t attract people who are interested
In the Sunday schoeol, It isn't golng to succeed.

For 1 want to say at the beginning that ninety-five percent of the American
public is pure and good, and it is this public that it pays to serve. This isn't
just a general statement. [ always belleved it. 1 have proved it by studylng
the twenty-five million people who have visited Luna Park in the past five
years. | haven't any use for the bad flve percent. As a showman [ don't
1 want them to oome near my enterprises.

4 In amusing the milllon there are other essential elements besides galety.
I Oune Is decency—the absolutely necessary quality in every line of the world’s
business. There Is nothing that pays so well. When Coney lsland used to
have a pretiy bad reputation, there were zood shows there, and clean shows,
but the Influence of evil dives was dominant. The police couldn't, or at least
didn't check them. The Hooligan was everywhere. It's different now. The

i clean, decent shows have driven the dives out of business. They can't pay
! the rents the good places easily afford.
| "
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AUGHTIER is one aof the principal things by which maa Is
distinguished lrom the brutes. It s used extensively by
il his sorrows,

The first laugh on record occurred in the Garden ot
Eden, when Eve got the laugh on Adam. Her example has
been uscd ever sinee as a precedent by Eve's descendants.

Lauzhter may be used to express leelings, or to hide
them, The derizive laugh is used in family quarrels, melo-
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Babies cry long before they learn to lough. They ery by Instinct, and
kearn to laugh only when thelr intellects come into play.

In many cases, laughter is caused by the sudden consciousness of one's
| ' own superiority. BSilence usually follows this—when one realizes his mis-
take,

. «asging jests make us laugh; permanent jests make us smile,
e - A man with a true gense of humor laughs not only at the misfortunes of
others, but at his own—From Life.

Will Women Dote?

By Alice Stone Blackwell

CORRESPONDENT of The Sun says: “Women would not
use the ballot if they had it.”

The Colorado secretary of state, in a letter to Mrs.
Charles Park of Boston says that 80 per cent of Colérado
women register, and about 72 percent vote.

Thanmlnsmﬂmammahnermme,m
that 80 percent of the women of Wyoming vote.

? In Idaho the chief justice and all the justices ﬂn
] state supreme court have signéed a published statem
mmwmmbymwmenmmmmmm
Hvely Interast.”
In Australla men outnumber women. At the last federal elections for
which we have the returns 628,235 men d and 431,038 women, = .
WthMmmgﬂhlmmm
ber of women In the colony was 139,915 Of these 109,461 registered to| you
.ﬂmmammtummumwm'
n m;mmc,m.m mnu.

Ey Lindsay Denison *\Nyrmssper~ring))

DOLLY AND ALICE.
I'm just a little doll, you see
Bo you must sot be hnnh wi
I to fall I'd break in two;
what would little Alice do?
little Alice! Bhe owns me;

I think they say she is but thres,

me.

At least, I know she isn’t o

For they don't play with d(‘llll I'm told.
Alice brings me candy sweet;

Bhe keeps me dressed so very neat;

And when she walks out in the air

Bhe takes me with her everywhere.

“e are the best of friends, you see;
I love sweet Alice, she loves me,
Were [ to fall and break in two
What would dear little_Alice do?
—Washington Star,

LITTLE GERTIE'S HALLOWEEN.

Gertie was six years old, and she
was much excited over the approach
of Halloween. She could not remem-
ber of there ever having been a Hal-
loween before. That was because gshe
was too young the year before to pay
Bany attention to Halloween, though
her brothers, Ned and Fred, had had
& merry enough time then.

WHAT THE TRAMP CAT DID.

Spunk was a tramp cat that haunt-
ed the garbage barrels and bessments
of a neighborhood in New York City.
She was not at all clean and not a
bit bandsome, but she was tame and
good-natured, and the neighborhood
children had a lot of fun with her,

One afternoon a little boy named
Harry, seven years old, picked up
Bpunk in the street, dirty as she was,
and carried her {n his arms into-his
mother’'s kitchen to have a play with
her. At supper time he Yed her, then
forgot all about her. Spunk did not
forget herself, though, and had no
mind to spend the night it the ftreet,
for it was cold weather at :hat time,
so Spunk sneaked slyly behind the
kitchen range out of sight and went
to sleep.

Harry got sleepy, too, in due time
and went upstairs to bed. 5> dld all
the other seven people In the family
when their sleepy time came, and not
sne of them knew about the tramp
cat behind the kitchen range. It was
a gas range, and one of the gas Jets
helonging to it had oeen lelt burning.

The lighted jet had been turned so
low that when the early morning
come and the gas pressure was re-
gdured the light was. quite extin-
vitished, although the fgns still con-
tinued to flow, filllng the kitchen
with fts polsonous fumes. By de-

i and through the rest of the house,
All the famlly—{ather, mother and
children—were still  fast asleep, | fc
dreaming of anything but the deadly
danger they were (n. ti

But Spunk, cat fashiop, was an
rarly riser, Bhe wandered through
the kitchen, looking for something
tv eat. Then she smelled gas, It
seomed as if she knew all about it,
wnd maybe she did. Who can tell?
Spunk bounded lightly up the stairs
anid through the rooms till she came
Harry's bed. She sprang upon it

‘rees the gas mounted the stalrs upy | w

said, and a truce was formed.

AN INCIDENT OF PEKIN SIRGE.
The late Dr. W. 8. Ament was one

of the brave missionaries who went
through the Boxer siege of the lega-
tions at Pekin In 1800. Among those
who experienced the terrors of that
time was an' American woman with
her husband and young ehfld.
mother narrates this characteristie
incident of that trying time:

The

“Lel me tell you about one act of

Dr. Ament’s the day the siege Legan.
We had reached the British legation
coming from the Methodist compourd
when I discovered that in our haste I
had not taken any of the prepared
food for baby.
band about it, but he said he eould
do nothing; that we were fortunate
to get to our present place of safety
allve,

I spoke to my hus-

*‘But baby will die,’ I sald, ‘with-

out that food.'

"'l am sorry, but any one would

he killed who tried to go back for the
food.

Vfe must trust the Lord!’
“Dr. Ament had $:ard our conver-

sation, and without saying 2 word he
suddenly’ left us.
that alone, carrying his rifle, he had
walked hack to the Methodist com-
pound, followed only by a Chinese
whom he did not know, but who evi-
dently knew him.
compound he found locked,
ing up on the wall he looked dewn on
the inside npon a dozen Boxers, each
armed, and their guns pointed to-

Later 1 learned

The gates-of the
Climba

ard him.

“°If you won't shoot, I won't,’ he
He
ound the baby's food, and loading

himself down with that and other ar-

cles of food he rode back to the le-

gatlon upon a bicycle, followed by his
unknown frlend.

“When the other mis§lonaries saw

Dr. Ament return they said that if he
rould go back to the compoynd they
could, and soon a strings{ men could
be seen carrying food, clothing and
other
grounds.

articles finto the legation
As long as they could go

And Gertle knew what one ought
to do on Halloween, or, at least, t, she
sald she knew. *One wants fo dis-

«ith a blg bounce, and

stroked
itarry's face with ker paws till he
wiked suddenly.

turb fings, don’t they, mamma?" she
asked of her mother a' few mornings
before the arrival of Halloween,

Mamma laughed. “Why, what do
you mean by that, darling?"

“Oh, to do like Ned an' Fred do,"”
replied Gertle. “They put fings
where they oughtn't to be, you know,
That's Holloween fun, isn't it, mam-
ma?"

*1 guess s80,"" smiled ma a, kiss-
fng her dear little dnughﬁ?smdlmpled
cheek. Then she left Gertle to her
play and went about her household
duties. And Gertle lald her plans for
the forthcoming occasion, 4 “'I'll have
Halloween all by myself,” she de-
clared, “I'm =a lttle girl, 8o, of
course, 1 can’'t go out wif Ned an’
Fred. putting fings where they
oughtn't to be.”

Gertle crept off to bed earller than
was her wont, and, after her mamma
had kissed her and tucked her in,
£ W1 sald good-night, she lay very sti])
t«4 she knew she was entirely alone.
Then she sprang from bed end ran
l.ito Ned's and Fred's room and gath-
eivd up thelr books—all that she
could carry—and lugged them off io
the storernom, big and dark.
Gurtle wag not afraid—not a hit of
it. anu
terromy for her.  After she had Il i-
den th'e books under some old rul-
bhish (he returned'and found Nog'=
schoo! gshoes (he was wearing an ol
palr Jor the festive evening), ani
Fred's mittens and ball, These w

hidden in the closet of her oauyp
room. Then to mamma’'s and pa;

room she went, getting papa’s s

ing iacket and his box of collary nd

drama, and In Congress.  The hearty laugh is used by 800d | ayffs,  Next she gathered up mag-

fellows, It oftentimes balances the hearty cry indulged in by thelr wives, gia's morning wrapper and slipners

The down-trodden under-classes, those who are below the poverty IHffe, | ®hese she carried to the gneat s

and the idle rich, rarely laugh. In the one case they have never learned ehamber, where they were safcly
how: In the other they have forgotten. placed under the blg bed.

““Now, I guess I've had some fun,”
paid Gertie to herzelf. And off to
bed she went, as happy as any real
little Halloween culprit eould be.

But Gertle’s real fun came the next
morning, when Ned and Fred set up
a cry about their books, shoes, mit-
tens and ball, “Gee, where're our
things gone?" erled Fred, under the
bed looking everywhere for his books,

““And somebody’s stolen my shoes,"
wailed Ned, flying about the room
like a hen on a hot griddle,

““Well, that's strange,” sald mam-
'ma. “I have also had a time hunting
my wrapper and slippers. And your
papa can't find his smoking jacket
anywhere. The old Halloween witch
must have been busy In the house
Iast night. Eve g Is topsy-
turvy.”

He jumped up with a yell, for he
finl been suddenly wakened from a
ind sleap. The yell waked all the
st of the family. In an {nstant-they
smelled the gas, and the grown folk
~w what It meant. Harry's father
:--..lmd to the windows and opened
them, and that let In the alr and
«ived their lives, Then he bounded
iinwnstalrs and shut off the gas jet.
\= to Spunk, she just sat still upon
Hurry's bed and looked mightlly
ploased.—Detroft News-Tribune.

ONLY A CENT.
Uncie Harris was a carpenter, and

When at last Halloween arrived

Dut,,

the dark storercom held nn|

' asked Dick,

not be because it runs in our blood;

had a shop in the country. One day
he went into the barn, where Dick
and Joe were playing with two tame
plgeons,

“Boys,"” he said, “my workshop
ought to be swept up every evening.
Which of you will undertake to do 1t?
I am willlng to pay a cent for each
sweeping.”

“Only a cent?"” sald Dick.
would work for a cent?”

“T will,"” seid Joe.

So every day, when Uncle Harrls
was done working in the sghop, Joe
would take an old broom and sweep |w

“Who

it. accustemed to
When one came, it found them want-
ing. So, alas! it might find even our
would-be heroine.

One day Unele Harris took Dick
and Joe to town. While he went to
buy some lumber, they went to a toy
shop.

“What fine kites!" sald Dick., 7
wish that I could buy one.”

“Only ten ceuts,” said the man.

*1 haven't o cent,” eald Dick.

“] have fifty cents," said Joe.

“How dld vou get fifty cents?”

“By sweeping the shop,” answered
Joe.—Sunday Afternoon,

DE HONEST.

The great explorer, David Living-
stone, writes in one of his books:

Grandfather could give particulars
of the lives of his ancestors for six
generations of the family before him;
and the only part of the traditions T
feel proud of is this. One of these
poor, hardy islanders was renowned
in the district for great wisdom and
prudence; and it is related that when
he was on his deathbed, he called all
his children around him and said:

“Now, In my lifetime 1 have
searched most carefully through all
the traditions I could find of our
family, and I neven could discover
that there was a dishonest man
among our forefathers, If, therefore,
any of you, or any of your children,
should take to dishonest ways, it will

it does not belong to you. I leave
this precept with you, ‘Be honest'™

ceedingly
those four men.
was due simply to their {nability to
collect themselves and deecide upon

ket” has had a certain training.
perience shows that this particular
training conduces to courage in a re-
markable degree,

military drill.
are set upon heroism as a vocation,
to look about for the next best way
of learning to be a hero.

with safety they continued to go, and
only stopped when the fire from the
Boxers on the clty wall warned them

that thelr lives were really in danger.

“There {8 no doubt in my mind

that our boy's life was spared by the
heroism of Dr. Ament, and that all
of the adults as well owed much of
thelr comfort to the erample which
he set—in fact, it is doubtful {f there
would have been food enough In the
legation to enahle us to hold out till
relief came,

"—Christian Advocate,

THE JURY'S VERDICT.
Cowardice does not get itself re-

ported as herolsm does, but it is un-
happily not rare,
cently drowned at Hampstead, Eng-
land, while
bank of the pond and watched her
struggles.

A woman was re-

four men stood on the

The coroner's jury entered on Its

verdict its regret that “when the de-
ceased was alive and in the pond, no
one was present who felt competent
to enter the water and endeavor to
effect her rescue,”

The verdlet must have been ex-
unpleasant reading for
But their inaction

hat should be done. They were un-
meet emergencies,

One of Stevenson’s characters

makes a piteous outery over his want
of this great, sllent power.
Indeed lack courage?
fooisiool of the virtues, upon which
they stand?
private carryving a
spareg of;
ora rat?"

“Do I
Courage, the
Courage, that a poor
misket has to
that does not fail a weasel
The “poor private carrying a mus-
Ex-

But we cannot all participate in the
It behooves us, If we

A careful study of certain exam-

ples of nobly heroic action may re-
veal the gqualitles of character which
produced them, and so may indicate
the lines along which the education
of courage should lie.

On an English railway a signalman

was employed whose house was near
his post.
the signal box and his garden, and
the garden was separpted from the
ralls by & high fence.. One day he
recelved, by his electrle bell, the sig-
nal to stop an approaching train, as
there was trouble down the line.

The tracks ran between

A8 he stood at his post, flag An

‘““Maybe if you look in the store-
room, and under the bed in the
guest’s chamber, and maybe in the
closet in my room, you may find some
of the fings you've lost,” sald Gertie.

“Ah, it's Gertie!"” ecried Ned, his
face lighting up. “While we were up-
setting things out of doors last nlght

~—Children’'s Friend.

18 PAPA MARRIED?

" Esther and Baby Lois and mother
were having one of their confidential

talks the other day.
ried?”

“Is papa mar-
Esther { suddenly,
, Esther!" mother exclaimed,
't you know who papa married?"

box.

she was busy inside. Wall, who'd
have thought it!" :
“Well,” she said, "“T wanted to feel
what H is like. An' I had
lots of fun, I did.”
"Weﬂ. I guess you did, 8lis,"
grinned Fred. ‘““But one thing about
you—~you put people mext-to where
you've hidden their things. So, it's
not so bad after all." -
- %Qh, ln'ttntﬂnﬂ"nhdﬂuu
serious.

then said radiantly, “Course I do!

reflected for a moment, and
He married us—you and Lols and

hand, the signalman saw his three-
year-old boy creeping under- the
fence—evidently with the intention
of snatching the forbidden pleasure
of a visit to his father in ‘the signal

The traln was close upon them.

The father had but an instant to
choose between leaving his post and
::E-u hk-ehul mm;on by the u- ¥

H.Mﬂm and the terrible

..gn....znuw: Companios. rifico o Quty was exacted trom bism. |stre
: His child was , but the train )t
BERT'S SUGGESTION. was saved from disaster,

| lhlmh!p. it must be Mulnnd

supreme test. ‘Hisy of obedlence
to the call of dufy bad fitted him to

old he could say in answer to the ap-
palling summons to sacrifice, “Lord,
here am 1!*

THE MOTOR-MAN'S TROUBLES.

With a quick, strong shove of the
brake lever the motor-man brought
his ecar to a'stop. The woman on the
edge of the track just ahead, who had
been trying to cross, backed off, and
in spite of his motions, refused to
budge. He clanged his gong, got the
signal to start, and put on the power
again,

“One thing is true,” the  motor-
man said to the passenger on the plat-
form, “men don't do that, It's only
women. Did you see what she did?"

" “No," sald the passenger, "I dld-
n't ndtice her till you stopped.”

‘Didn’t you? She was beginning
to cross the street. I saw her, and
she saw me, and I thought that she
saw I saw her. Anyway, I slowed
up to give her a chance—besides,
I'm ahead of time, two minutes. Then
when I get near, she stops, and looks
up, and refuses to move. 1 have to
stop because I can't tell which way
she's lkely to go.”

“Women don't understand mechan-
feal things,” said the phssenger.

“P'r'aps not. There's one woman
lives in town,” he jerked hls thumb
to indicate the direction. *‘She used
to take my car when I was on the
old route every morning. The regular
stop was on the south side of the
cross street. Just as regular ag the
clock, she'd stand on the north side.
“First time I kind of siowed down,
and motioned to her, end ghe ran
along. . I heard she reporied me for
not letting her get on, and making
her follow to the post. Mind you,
she did the same thing every day. I
got to watch out for her, and I used
to try to be half a minute ahead of
time so as to make up for it. For
all I know, she does It stil]."

The passenger was sllent a mo-
ment. *“‘Do women get off backwards
much?' he asked,

“Not on this end of the car,” said
the driver, grimly. *I scare ‘em too
much, One tried it on me once. I
said ‘Danger, ma'am!’ in a loud volce,
and she jumped back as If she'd
stepped on a live wire. Hello, there's
my friend! Wonder what she's doing
way up here, And she's on the wrong
slde of the street, too."

He stopped the car by the signale
post, and waited patiently for her to
catch up.

“Some’ll never learn,” he sald,
wearily.—Youth's Companion.

CAUGHT NEWFOUNDLAND BEAR.
Two sportsmen In Newfoundland
ran across the carcass of a caribou,
all the slgns showing that a good,
able-bodied bear had brought it there
within the last twenty-four hours.
Apparently he had not yet begun to
feed on {t, which meant that he would
be back. Mr. Richard D. Ware, in
his book entitled "'In the Woods and
on the Shore,'”” says that the sports-
men declded that they would be back,
too, and took wup their watch on a
neighboring bush-grown ledge about
a quarter of a/mfle away,

It was then about four o'clock in
the afternoon. The sun was getting
low and it had turned qulite cold. As
the ghadows grew deeper we began
to see bears everywhere. It had be-
come so dark that It would soon be
imposeible to see to shoot at all, and
my friend suggested that we should
give it up. 1 agreed to go In fifteen
minutes by Stroud's wateh,

I had hardly spoken when a black
thing sticking up in the brush at the
edge of the bog seemed to move:
but the phantom Lears had seemed
to move, too, and [ szld nothing about
it. The next instant it did move un-
questionably. A moment more and
the creature was on the bog, clear of
the brush, where he had been peer-
ing about to see If the coast was clear.
Stroud had already taken off his
boots as I turned to him.

“Take off yonr moceasing,’ he gald.
““When he begins to feed we'll start
for him."

Subsequent developments proved
that the rocks were sharp and that
the bog was very, very wet {o our un-
shod feet, but we did not think of
those things then, We were after
that bear.

_Suddenly a black shape rose above
the brush. It was the bear, and
Btroud had passed him. Thanks to
some previous experiments, I caught
the white sight of my rifie quickly
on the creature's shoulder and fired.
Down he went. For a few moments
we heard nothing; l.!:an a f-amoth.
ered, groaning bellow sounded in the
depths of the thicket. . Then all was
quiet again. I
*“He's dead,” sald Stroud, but he
dld not go into the thicket Qo".wll
him out.

Finally T worked round to l new

point of view. I Mt L
dosen paces throuj when
& low, stiff spruce ln:r stride.

:umuwu.nd brought my

! .mu foot -down full weight on

~goft that rolled 'down
NLu.l'«n,ﬂ'ut-hltld ol! more rapidly
than ) '

m with his paws out-
‘I had stepped on one of

- el 'y

i -Muam
:haouldmuuuspulo!a

guard the trains eommitted to hly

5 ‘care, did not wayer even under the

stand the strain, and llke Abraham of

‘was the bear quite dead, -




