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CHAPTER XXI—Continued.

The appearance of the man who
opened the door for Anita and me
suggested that our ring had roused
him from a bed where he had deposit-
ed himself without bothering to take
off his clothes. At the sound of my
voice, Ball peered out of his private
smokingroom, at the far end of the
hall. He started forward; then, see-
ing how 1 was accompanied, stopped
with mouth ajar. He had on a ragged
smoking-jacket, a pair of shapeless old
Romeo slippers, his ordinary business
waistcoat and trousers. He was wear-
ing neither tie nor collar, and a short,
black pipe was between his fingers. |
We had evidently caught the house-
hold stripped of “lugs,” and sunk in
the down-to-the-heel slovenliness |
which is called “comfort.” Joe was |
crimson with confusion, and was
using his free hand to stroke, alter-
nately, his shiny bald head and his
heavy brown mustache. He got him- |
self together sufficiently, after a few
seconds, to disappear into his den.
When he came out again, pipe and
rageed jacket were gone, and he
rushed for us in a gorgeous velvet
jacket with dark red facings, ana a
showy pair of slippers.

“Glad to see you, Mr. Blacklock™—
in his own home he always addressed
every man Mister, just as “Mrs.
B." always called him “Mister Ball,”
and he called her “Mrs. Ball” before
“company.” *“Come right into the
front parlor. Billy, turn on the elec-
tric lights.”

Anita had been standing with her
head down. She now looked round
with shame and terror in those ex-
pressive blue-gray eyves of hers; her

as

aelicate nostrils were quivering. |1
hastened to introduce Ball to her.
Her impulse to fly passed; her life-
long training in doing the conven-

tional thing asserted itself. She low-
ered her head again, murmured an in-
audible acknowledgment of Joe’s
greeting.

“Your wife is at home?"” said 1. 1If
one was at home in the evening, the
other was also, and both were always
there, unless they were at some the-
ater—except on Sunday night, when
they dined at Sherry's, because many
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fashionable people did it. They had |
no friends and few acquaintances. In
their humbler and happy days they
had had many friends, but had lost
them when they moved away from
Brooklyn and went to live, like un-
easy, out-of-place visitors, in their
grand house, pretending to be what
they longed to be, longing to be what
they pretended to be, and as discon-
tented as they deserved.

“Oh, yes, Mrs. B.'s at home,” Joe
answered. "1 guess she and Alva
were aboui to go to bed.” Alva was
their one chiid. She had been chris-
tened Malvina, after Joe's mother;
but when the Balls “blossomed out” |
they renamed her Alva, which they
somehow had got the impression was
“smarter.”

At Joe's blundering confession that
the females of the family were in no
condition to receive, Anita said to me
in a low voice: “Let us go.”

I pretended not to hear. “Rout 'em
out,” said 1 to Joe. *“Then, take my
electric and bring the nearest parson.
There's going to be a wedding right
here.” Apd I looked round the long
salon, with everything draped for the
summer departure. Joe whisked the
cover off one chair, his man took off
another. “I'll have the women-folk
down in two minutes,” he cried. Then |
to the man: “Get a move on you,
Billy. Stir 'em up in the ktehen. Do
the best you can about supper—and
put a lot of champaigne on the ice.
That's the main thing at a wedding.”

Anita had seated hersell listiessly
in one of the uncovered chairs. The
wrap slipped back from her shoulders
and—how proud I was of her! Joe
gazed, took advantage of her not look-
ing up to slap me on the back and to
jerk his head in enthusiastic approval.
Then he, too, disappeared.

A few minutes of silence, and there
was a rustling on the stairs. She
started up, trembling, looked round,
as if seeking some way to escape or
some place to hide. Joe was in the
«doorway holding aside one of the cur-
tains. There entered in a beribboned
and beflounced tea-gown, a pretty, if
vather ordinary, womaa of forty, with
a petulant baby face. She was trying
to look resérved and severe. She
hardly glanced at me before fastening
sharp, suspicious eves on Anita.

“Mrs. Ball,” said I, “this is Miss
Ellersly.”

“Miss Ellersly!” she exclaimed, her
face changing. And she advanced and
took both Anita’s hands. “Mr. Ball is
so stupid,” she went on, with that
amusingly affected aceent which is
the “Sunday clothes” of speech.

“I didn't catch the name, my dear,”
Joe stammered.

“Be off ” said I, aside, to him. “Get
the nearest preacher and hustle him
here with his tools.”

I had one eye on Anita all the time,
and I saw her gaze follow Joe as he
hurried out; and her expression made
my heart ache. 1 heard him saying
in the hall, “Go in, Allle. It's 0. K.:~
heard the door slam, knew we should
soon have some sort of minister wth
us.

“Allie” entered th2 drawing-room. 1
had not seen her in six years. I re-
membered her unpleasantly as a
great, bony, florid child, unable to
stand sfilt or to sit still, or to keep
her tongue still, full of aimless ques-
tions and giggles and silly remarks
that she and her mother thought tun-
ny. I saw her now, grown into a hand-
some ;young woman, with enough
beauty points for an honorable men-

tion, if not for a prize—straight and

strong and rounded, with a brow and
a keen look out of the eves which it
seemed a pity should be wasted on a
woman.

“From what Mr. Ball said,”—Mrs.
Ball was gushing affectedly to Anita—
“I got an idea that—well, really, I
didn't know what to think.”

Anita looked as if she were about to

suffocate.” Allle came to the rescue.
“Not very complimentary to Mr.
Blacklock, mother,” said she good-
humoredly. Then to Anita, with a

simple friendliness there was no re-
sisting: “Wouldn't you like to come
up to my room for a few minutes?”
“Ob, thank you!” responded Anita,
after a quick, but thorough inspection
of Alva's face, to make sure she was

like her voice. I had not counted on |
this; I had been assuming that Anita |
would not be out of my sight until we |
were married. It was on the tip nf'
my tongue to interfere when she
looked at me—for permission to go!
“Don’t keep her too long,” said I
to Alva, and they were gone.

“How far off is the nearest church?"
I cut in.

“Only two blocks—that is, the Meth-

odist church,” she replied. *“But I
know Mr. Ball will bring an Episco-
palian.”

“Why, I thought you were a de-

voted Presbyterian,” said I, recalling
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how in their Brooklyn days she used
to insist on Joe's going twice every
Sunday to sleep through long ser-
mons.

She looked uncomfortable.
reared Presbyterian,”
confusedly, “but you know how it is
in New York. And when we came
to live here, we got out of the habit
of church-going. And all Alva's lit-
tle friends were Episcopalians. So
I drifted toward that chureh. I tind

"y
i

was

the service so satisflying—so—elegant. |

And—one sees there the people one
sees socially.”

“How is your culture class?" 1 in-
quired, deliberately malicious, in my
impatience and nervousness.” And do
you still take conversation lessons?”

She was furiously annoyed. “Oh,
those old jokes of Joe's,” she said,
affecting disdainful amusement.

In fact, they were anything but
jokes. On Mondays and Thursdays
she used to atteand a class for women
who, like herself, wished to be “up-
to-date on culture and all that sort
of thing.” They hired a teacher to
cram them with odds and ends about
art and politics and the “latest lit-
erature, heavy and light.” On Tues-
days ands Fridays she had an “indi-
gent gentlewoman,” whatever that
may be, come to her to teach her
how to converse and otherwise con-
duct herself according to the “stand-
ards of polite society.” Joe wused
to give imitations of those conversa-
tion lessons that raised roars of
laughter round the poker table, the
louder because so many of the other
men had wives with the same am-
bitions and the same methods of at-
tending them.

Mrs. Ball came back to the sub-
ject of Anita.

“I am glad you are going to settle
with such a charming girl. She
comes of such a charming family. 1
have never happened to meet any of
them. We are in the West Side set,
you know, while they move in the
East Side set, and New York is so
large that one almost never meets
any one outside one's own set.” This
smooth snobbishness, said in the af-
fected “soclety” tone, was as oat of
place in her as rouge and hair-dye
in a wholesome, honest old grand-
mother.

she explained |

I began to pace the flooor. “Can

it be,” I fretted aloud, “that Joe's
racing round looking for an Epis-
copalian preacher, when there was
a Methodist at hand?"

“I'm sure he wouldn’t bring any-
thing but -a Church of England
priest,” Mrs. Ball assured me loftily.
“Why, Miss Ellersly wouldn't think
she was married, if she hadn't a
priest of her own church.”

My temper got the bit in its teeth.
I stopped before her, and fixed her

with an eye that must have had
some fire in it. “I'm not marrying
a fool, Mrs. Ball,” said I. “You

mustn’'t judge her by her bringing-
up—by her family. Children have a
way of bringing themselves up, in
spite of damn fool parents.”

She weakened so promptly that 1
was ashamed of myself. My only
apology for geiting out of patience
with her is
dom in the
gotten how matter-of-surface her af-
fectation and snobbery were, and
how little they interferred with her
being a good mother and a good wife,
up to the limits of her brain capacity.

“I'm sure, Mr. Blacklock,” she said
plaintively,” “I only wished to say
what was pleasant and mnice about
your fiancee. I know she’'s a lovely
girl. I've often admired her at the
opera. She goes a great deal in Mrs.
Langdon’s box, and Mrs. Langdon and
I are together on the board of rian-
agers of the Magdalene Home, and
also on the board of the Hospital for
Unfortunate Gentlefolk.” And so on,
and on.

I walked up and down among those
wrapped-up, ghostly chairs and tables
and cabinets and statues many times
before Joe arrived with the minister—
and he was a Methodist, McCabe by
name. You should have seen Mrs.
Ball's look as he advanced his portly
form and round face with its shaven
upper lip into the drawing-room.
She iried to be ecordial, but she
couldn't—her mind was on Anita,
and the horror that would fill her
when she discovered that she was to
be married by a preacher of a sect
unknown to fashionable circles.

EDDING.

“All 1 ask of you,” said I to him,
“is that you cut it as short as pos-
sible. Miss Ellersly is tired and
nervous.” . This while we were shak-
ing hands after Joe's introduction.

Alva and she were coming down the
stairway. [ was amazed at sight of
her. Her evening dress had given
place to a pretty blue street suit with
a short skirt—white showing at her

wrists, at her neck and through
slashings in the eoat over her
bosom; and on her head was a hat

to match. 1 looked at her feet—ithe
slippers had been replaced by boots.
“And they're just right for her,” said
Alva, who was following my glance,
“though I'm not so tall as she.”

But what amazed me most, and de-
lighted me, was that she seemed to
be almost in good spirits. It was
evident she had formed with Joe's
daughter one of those sudden friend-
ships so great and so vivid that they

that I had seen her sel-|
last few years, had for-|
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rarely lived long after the passing of
the heat of the emergency that bred
them. Mrs. Ball saw it also, and was
straightway giddied into a sort of
ecstasy. You can imagine the vis-
ions it conjured. I've no doubt she
talked house on the east side of the
park to Joe that very night, hefore
she let him sleep. However, Anita’s
face was serious enough when we
took our places before the minister,
with his little, black-bound book open.
And as he read in a voice that was
genuinely impressive those words
that no voice could make unimpres-
sive, I saw her paleness blanch in-
to pallor, saw the dusk creep round
her eyves until they were like stars
waning somberly before the gray face
of dawn. When they closed and her
head began to sway, I steadied her
with my arm. And so we stood, I
with my arm round her, she leaning
lightly against my shoulder. Her an-
swers were mere movements of the
lips.

At the end, when I kissed her cheek,
she said: *“Is it over?”

“Yes,” McCabe answered—she was
looking at him. “And I wish you all
happiness, Mrs. Blacklock.”

At that name, her new name, she
stared at him with great wondering

eves; then her form relaxed. [ car-
ried her to a chair. Joe came with
a glass of champagne; she drank

some of it, and it brought life back
to her face, and some color. With
a naturalness that deceived even me
for the moment, she smiled up at
Joe as she handed him the glass. “Is
it bad luck,” she asked, “for me to be
the first to drink my own health?”
And she stood, looking tranquilly at
every one—except me.

I took MeCabe into the hall and
paid him off.

When we came back, I said:
we must be going.”

“Oh, but surely you'll stay for sup-
per!"” cried Joe's wife.

“No,” replied I, in a tone that made
it. impogsible to insist. *“We appre-
ciate your Kkindness, but we've im-
posed on it enough.” And 1 shook
hands with her and with Allie and the
minister, and, linking Joe's arm in
mine, made for the door. I gave the
necessary directions to my chauffeuz
while we were waiting for Anita to
come down the steps. Joe's daugh-
ter was close beside her, and they
kissed each other good-by, Alva on the
verge of tears, Anita not suggest
ing any emotion of any sort. “To-
morrow—sure,” Anita sald to her
And she answered: “Yes, indeed—as
soon as you telephone me.” And so
we were off a shower of rice rat-
tling on the roof of the brougham—
the slatternly man-servant had thrown
it from the midst of the group of
servants.

Neither of us spoke. I watched
her face without seeming to do so,
and by the light of occasional street
lamps saw her studying me furtively.
At last she said: *“I wish to go to
my uncle's now.”

“We are going home,” said I.

“But the house will be shut up,”
said she, “and every one will be in
bed. It's nearly midnight. Besides,
they might not—" She came to a
full stop.

‘““We are going home,” I repeated.
“To the Willoughby.”

She gave me a look that was meant
to scorch—and it did. But I showed
at the surface no sign of how I was
wincing and shrinking.

She drew farther into her corner,
and out of its darkness came, in a low
voice: “How 1 hate you!" like the
whisper of a bullet.

I kept silent until I had control of
myself. Then, as if talking of a mat-
ter that had been finally and amic-
ably settled, I began: *“The apart-
ment isn't exactly ready for us, but
Joe's just about now telephoning my
man that we are coming, and tele-
phoning your people to send your
maid down there.”

“I wish to go to my uncle's,” she
repeated.

“My wife will go with me,” said I
quietly and gently. “I am considerate
of her, not of her unwise impulses.”

A long pause, then from her, in icy
calmness: *“I am in your power
just now. But I warn you that, if
you do not take me to my uncle’s
you will wish yon had never seen
me."”

“I've wished that many times al-
ready,” said 1 sadly. “I've wished it
from the bottom of my heart this
whole evening, when step by step
fate has been foreing me on to do
things that are even more hateful
to me than to you. For they not
only make me hate myself, but make
you hate me, too.” I laid my hand
on her arm and held it there, though
she tried to draw away. *“Anita,” 1
said, “I would do anything for you—
live for you, die for you. But there's
that something inside me—you've
felt it; and when it says ‘must,’ I can't
disobey—you know 1 can't. And,
though you might break my heart,
you could not break that will. It's
as much my master as it is yours.”

“We shall see—to-morrow,” sha
said.

“Now

(To be Continued.)

The Etiquette of Calls.

A society for the suppression of
the eall ought to be forthwith estab-
lished. The call is no longer neces-
sary, and needs to be abolished.

Under the present system one lady
may know another lady intimately.
She may go shopping with her daily.
Sh2 may dice at the same restaurant
and in the same houses. She may
nlay cards with her five nights a week.
But if she does not return her formal
cail within a prescribed time, she is
uct to be recognized henceforth.

The origin of the formal call is lost
in obscurity. Its lack of fitness or
sense indicates that it may _ have
arisen in the first lunatic asylum.

When about to make a formal ecall,
the average woman puts on the best
che has and walks, rides or other-
wise propels herself to the home of
the callee, purposely not acquainting
her with her deadly design, in order
to take her at as great disadvantage
as possible. 'The callee keeps the call-
er waiting for ten of 15 minutes until
she hac put her best clothes on, in-
wardly excoriating the Fates because
the parlor isn't dusted, and descends
upon her visitor with an angel smilp
and a heart of wrath.

The visitor sits on the edge of a
chair 15 minutes, admires the furni-
ture and the view from the window
and departs with an outward, “So glad
you were home,” and an inward,
“That’s over.”

The callee is then It.

If she doesn't get back within a cer-
tain time her friends begin to greet
her as if she had just stepped out of
a refrigerator. =

Friendship among women has never
been a staple article of commerce.
Perhaps when it is the call will be a
thing of the past. We can only hope
for the best.—Life.

The New Were Worse.

“Didn’t you think Bilkins told some
awful old jokes last night?”

“He certainly did. But it's better
to laugh twice at a good old joke
than to strain your mouths trying to
grin over a fresh one that isn’t worth
the effort.”—Detroit Free Press.

“Those Nwritch people don't know
how to treat inferiors.”

“Well, you couldn’t expect them to.
You see, they haven’t had any inferl
ors very long."—Cleveland Leader.
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Philadgelphiz -The Ilatest estimate
of the total population of the world is
1,487,900,000, yet a French statistician,
Dr. Meslier, has just published some
figures by which hé strives to prove
that the human race is dying out.

Limited to the birth rate in Europe-
an and a few other countries of white
population, Dr. Meslier appears to
have established his case. His figures,
at any rate, are startling, but, as he
leaves out of consideration some of
the most populous countries and pro-
lific peoples—the Asiatic races—it is
doubtful if he maintains his position.

Taking the years of 1881 to 1903, he
says that for every thousand married
women from 15 to 55 years)!of age
taken from different countries the
births have decreased in England 18
per ceni., ten per cent. in Scotland,
ten per cent. in Bavaria, seven per
cent. in Italy, seven per cent. in
Sweden, 11 per cent. in Russia, 17 per
cent. in France, 17 per cent. in Den-
mark, 18 per cent. in New Zealand, 24
per cent. in Saxony, 25 per cent. in
the state of Victoria and 33 per cent.
in New South Wales. As the census
returns of the United States for 1900
are as yet incomplete, there are no
satisfactory figures upon which Dr.
Meslier can carry his ecomparisons to
this country.

If the birth rate figures are missing,
the mortality statistics of some 36 of
the principal cities of the United
States show that there is an appreci-
able decrease in all but two cities—
New Orleans and Columbus—between
1890 and 1900,

Birth Rate of Past,

The ancients did not leave any verv
authentic records of the population of
their cities or countries, but such frag-
mentary information as has descended
to our times shows a steady and con-
tinuous growth in the number of the
world’s people, says the Philadelphia
Ledger. While the birth rate, propor-
tionately, was perhaps greater in some
parts of the world 2,000 years ago than
it is to-day, long years of warfare and
convulsions of nature, to say nothing
of accident, assassination and disease,
kept the growth of population within
& narrow rate of progression.

Only the barest estimates of the
population of the world are possible
vefore the nineteenth century. Even
uow a universal census is wanting, but
the present means of estimating lead
to more reaspnable results than were
possible so recently as a hundred
years ago.

The ecry that the human race is
iying out was mnot unfamiliar in
ancient Rome and in Sparta. Efforts
were made in those states to rectify
the failing birth rate by enacting vari-
ous laws. In the meantime a new
world has been discovered and the
globe’'s populktion, despite innumer-
able natural and artificial drawbacks,
has grown probably a hundredfold.

Many misconceptions of the size of
the population of the ancient mon-
archies and people, it seems, have
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the number of the world’'s people at
that distant time can be had. From
the figures given of the armies of the
ancients a fair estimate of their popu-
lations may be made, and it shows
that numerically the old peoples were
weak. War in those times was so
regularly recognized as a part of life
that at least one-tenth of the male
population was regularly in service.
Consequently, when we read of a con-
quering army, such as Alexander's, set-
ting out with 30,000 feot and 5,000
horses, those figures probably repre-
sent the full extent of the national re-
sources.

From figures such as these it would
appear that the Persian empire in its
heyday did not contain so large a pop-
ulation as Pennsylvania does to-day;
Egypt, under the Pharaohs, probably
had a smaller population than New
York eity, and many of the beautiful
ancient cities which industrious arch-
eologists are daily bringing to light
had fewer inhabitants than many
third-class post office towns in the
United States to-day. When Columbus
discovered America there were not,
from indications observed, a million
inhabitants in the entire western
hemisphere.

The greatest increase in the world's
population was observable during the
nineteenth century, which, with iis
scientific spirit and remarkable in-
ventions, spread the benefits of hy-
giene and sanitation. Yet wars and
railway accidents surpassed the rav-
ages of any hundred plagues known to
history. In the United States alone,
during the last ten years, there has
been an average of 7,000 persons killed
and 65,000 injured a year. The Na-
poleonic wars depopulated France and
the civil war in the United States and
the recent Russo-Japanese war far
surpassed in extent the casualties of
the greatest conflicts of antiquity.

SURVIVAL OF MAN

(By Charles E, Woodruff, M. D.)

So much popular attention has been
given to the diminishing birth rate
in civilized races that it is astounding
there has been so little said as to its
real significance as a natural law
which has been operative ip all species
of plant or animal. man inecluded,
whenever the conditions of existence
demanded it. In the struggle for ex-
istence there are thousands of factors
determining survival, and the number
of offspring from one pair of parents
iz strietly rezulated by these factors
In the long run a species must re-
main stationary numerieally or dimin-
ish, for it cannot increase to over-
run the earth. Hence the death rate
is exactly equal to the birth rate as a
rule, and there is a death for every
birth. It may be stated in other terms,
No matter how many offspring there
are, nor how long the parents live, nor
how often they produce, all the off-
spring perish except two on an av-
erage, and these two take the place of
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been popularly held.

At the time of
the exodus it is doubtful if the then

narrowly prescribed world contained
more than 15,000,000 of neople. Prof.
Flinders Petrie, the eminent Egyptolo-
gist, in a recent work, has called at-
tention to what he considers an error
in translating the original Hebrew
Scriptures. He maintains that instead
of 600,000 Hebrews leaving Egypt
there were really about 5,5600. His
interpretation and demonstration are
ingenuous and need not be refuted
here.

Some Unreliable Data.
1t is only by estimates based upon
questionable figures that any idea of

the parents to keep
numerically steady.

It is evident that if new enemies of
the young appear, the species will per-
ish unless more offspring are pro-
duced, and there is a survival or se-
lection of the types breeding the most.
This process goes on until we reach
such cases as the fish, which produce
millions of eggs to enable two indi-
viduals to survive.

Struggle for Existence.
On the other hand, it frequently

the species

happens that sheltered breeding
places are selected where there are no
enemies, and all the offspring are

raised. Those which produce the least

S,

number are better able to produce
good ones, and if the animal must feed
and protect the young, the drain is tog
great if many offspring are produced.
There is then a selection or survival
of those which are the most vigorous
—that is, those having the fewest off
spring. In time this process results
in a very small birth rate. Some sea-
birds, for instance, lay but one egg a
year.

These are the rules operative also
in the case of man. There was a time
when he was struggling for existence
in a far different way than he now
does. He could not give much ecare to
his children, and when they contracted
diseases he simply watched them die,
for he was ignorant of the ways of
curing them. The infantile death rate
was enormous, as it is at present in
the savage races.

The brain of primitive man in-
creased in size from the survival of
the most intelligent in each genera-
tion during this awful early struggle
with a severe environment, and then
civilization gradually arose by reason

of this increased brain. Men were
able to raise children which formerly
perished.

Families Grow Smaller.

The human race—at least in its civ-
ilized branches—is gradually becom-
ing confined to the lines of small fam-
ilies.

The resulting types will be some-
what feebler than prior ones, but that
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is an advantage also. Feeble children
are now raised which invariably per-
ished in prior ages. Survival is the
proof of being the fittest for survival,
of course. If future man is to be much
frailer than present man, it will be a
natural process. Present types are
much different from the powerful
brute of prehistory and keep them-
selves alive by intelligent forethought.
They are fitter than the stupid man of
great physical strength, and are driv-
ing him to the wall.

The same journal which gives a
highly sensational account of the ter-
rific reduction in the birth rate will in
another column describe the awful
famines in far-away lands involving
millions of people.

The. Russian peasants have huge
families, in which the infantile death
rate is tremendous, because they live
under very unsanitary conditions
which none except the most vigorous
children can survive. All the weak-
lings are killed off, and the survivors
are those remarkable men who, when
drafted into the army, are able to ac-
complish such marvels of endurance.
On the other hand, the English baby,
no matter how frail, is saved; no mat-
ter how sick, it is cured and grows up.
The nation is known to be far less ro-
bust, as far as muscle and brute
force is concerned, than it was a
couple of centuries ago. It is difficult
to get soldiers strong enough to carry
the gun and ammunition, while in Rus-
sia nearly all are able soldiers.

Most Intelligent Live.

Now, the English are able to sur-
vive simply because they have the in-
telligence to avoid the causes ol
death. Thus in one end of Europe
the most intelligent are being select-
ed for survival, in the other the most
robust though lacking in intelligence.
It is the rule which has guided our de-
velopment since man was created; in-
creasing intelligence selects for sur-
vival the more frail who are not bur-

dened with unnecessary bone and
muscle.
The alleged deterioration of the

English nation is the normal evolution
and not the disaster which sociologists
are so prone to think. It is part and
parcel of the high growth of Demo-
cratic ecivilization in Great Britaln,
which is impossible in Russia, where
there is not sufficient intelligence. The
social organization of these frailer but
brainier English types is therefore
wholly unsuited for the robust but
stupld mujik, and the men who are
trying to graft these forms upon the
Russian organism are merely doing
harm.

The average family is now about
four, and if they all survive it means
doubling of population each genera-
tion, which in a few centuries would
not leave standing room in the United
States. In another two or three cens
turies, if our death losses eontinue to
diminish at present rates, the birth
rate will drop naturally to = fraction
over two children per family.

FISH THRIVE
IN OLD MINES

Abandoned Pits Make Ideal Breeding
Places for the Finny Tribe—How
One Enterprising Individual Makes
Money Out of His “Preserve”—Ele-
ment of Danger Makes Sport One
of Fascination.

Perhaps the most popular fishing
places in the country are found in Le-
high county, Pennsylvania. When the
failure of Jay Cooke & Co. of New
York started a panic which later
swept over this country, it closed
every hematite ore mine in Lehigh,
and caused the loss of millions of dol-
lars. These ~ abandoned ore mines,
covering acres of land and ranging in
depth from 30 to 100 feet, gradually
began to fill up with water, and in
that condition they have remained for
years.

It was a boy who first conceived the
idea that these ore mines would be
ideal breeding places for fish. He had
read a book on fish culture and he no-

ticed that a particular pit had the

kind of aquatic vegetable which the
book said was mnecessary. So he
caught a lot of sunfish, catfish, suck-
ers, eels and chubs and dumped them
into the waters of the pi® and then
forgot all about it.

These fish multipfied with amazing
rapidity. Several years later a fish-
erman on his way home from a trout
stream happened to pass this particu-
lar pit. Merely as a joke he baited
his hooks with worms and made a
cast. He had scarcely done so when
his reel commenced to sing and to his
great amazement he pulled out two
enormous sunfish. Inside of half an
hour he had filled his creel.

He made a quiet investigation and
readily obtained permission from the
owners of the pits to experiment in
fish culture. He commenced to plant
black bass and yellow perch. Ile went
about it secretly and the owners, who
did nut want to be annoyed by appli-
cants for fishing privileges, also kept
quiet. To-day those pits fairly teem
with fish.

In the shallower pits the same en-
terprising individual introduced land
terrapin which are now bringing in a

T e
substantial _revenue. Some of the
pits, however, are so dangerous of ap-
proach, owing to steep, overhanging
and crumbling banks, that only the
most daring venture within casting
distance.

At one pit & nearby tree affords a
lodgiag place for those who enjoy the
novelty of fishing from a tree. One
man has erected a tall scaffolding,
from which vantage point he casts his
line.

Black bass thrive better in these
pits than any other fish. They grow
o enormous size, and the ecoldness
and purity of the water give them not
only a gaminess but a solidity of flesh
which they do not acquire in the fin-
est bass streams in the state.

Several years ago the owner of a
piece of property on which was an
abandoned ore pit dumped a lot of
bass and pickerel fry into the pit.
Just as soon as they grew big enough
tl;e latter promptly destroyed the
bass, but he now has one of the
finest of pickerel preserves. In colds
weather, when his pits freeze over, he
makes money by leasing out fishing

privileges.
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