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A HIGHER STANDARD OF MOR-
ALITY.

It is claimed that “society” in New
York,the metropolitan centre ot the Uaited
States, is purer than it was in the days of
the simple life of the ja‘hers and grand-
fathers of the present generation. And the
reasons assigned for this is that vice docs
not flourish ‘‘in a crowd and the glire of
light.” It is stated that any man whose
memory goes back over the social occur-
rences in New York for a generation past
can recs || easily the whole number of not-
able instances ot scanda'ous immoral.ty
which bas sny existencs outside of mere
gossip and malicious interence. They can
be counted on the fingers of one band, yet
during that generation the whole circle of
the society of wealth and brilliant fashion
as w3 row know it has come into being.
The social transformation in New York,
g0 far a8 concerns that element of its pop-
ulation, bas been complete.

Belore then there hardly existed in the
town a private house which made possible
the grandeur of social display now requisite
to satis'y the standard of sumptucus and
elegant entertainirg. As compared with
hundreds of houses of this time the resi-
dences of the richest and most impertant
socially were narrow and bare of luxurious
appointments and costly decorations. The
domestic service in the most imposing es-
tablishments of that day was relatively and
even actually small and inexpert. Liveries
were almost unknown, and such men ser-
vints as were employed were usually
coachmen, who performed also the func-
tions of general utility men. Equipages
were simple and few, and the standard of
expenditure even among the most lavish
was frugal as compared with the outlay of
every family which has now any distinction
in t1e grander world of fashion.

All that is so well known to the older
generation that for them the recap:tulation

- of such facts as we have related savors of
~ the commonplace.

Meantime, the compo-
sition of the circla about which fashion
gathers has been transformed not less com-
pletely, and its tone and character have
changed radically. The great majority of
its present members were wholly without

" fashionable eminence a generation ago.

Very many of them comes from families

" which were then restrained by religious

habit and scruple from taking any part in
the world of gayety. They were baptist,
methodist and presbyterian tamilies, which
had been taught to regard such pleasures

a8 ¢t the earth, earthy, unbecoming a lile

directed by obligatory religious principle
and totally foreign to it and subversive of

1t. g @
Subtract that element from the society

of which we are speaking, and it loses a
large psrt of its present most brilliant con-
stituents—the boxes at the opera would be
depleted of many of their most conspicuous
occupants. They come of pregenitors
who were as familiar with the prayer meet-
ing as they were horrified by the playhouse,
and by the exposure of physical charms
‘which is conventional in fashion—simple,
God-fearing people, frugal in their ways
and serious in their occupations.
" This very self restraint 1.id the founda-
tions of the material accumulations upon
which their descendants have builded their
present luxurious state. They saved their
money, did not even krow how to expend
it, having cultivated none of the innumer-
able artificial wants which bave become
veritable necessities for their children. At
that time one of the founders of one of the

greatest fortunes ot the present was asked
by an old friend why he did not give him-
selt more 1ititude in expenditure, for he
lived with comparative modesty, although
his accumulations bad become large al-
ready. ‘He replied that his wife and him-
selt could not expend any more money thap
they did ; that they had everything they
wanted, and did not know how to spend
any more. A few thousands a year wss
all they could get rid of, for that much
money bought all they cared for. Tbey
had no expensive testes to gratity, and
they were wisely unwilling to disturb the
placidity of their lives by hunting after
them.

That was the prevailing tone in the New
York of a generation ago. Life was very
simple, and a socisl entertainment which
satisfied the conte mporary notions of mag-
nificence was arare and notable occasion,
though by the side of social functions which
take place now on every night of the gay
season it was only bare and parsimonious
frugality. As compared with the few
women #erv:nts who ministered to the rich-
est families of that time the bouseholds of
the luxurious fashion of this day swarm
with man and women servitors each e xpert
in du‘ies subdivided into many epecialties.
The neighborly intercourse which made up
of old the chief social diversions bhas passed
out of vogue entirely.

Now, all this social transformation bas
occurred, all this Juxury, this lavishness of
display, this comparative prodigality of out-
lay has come in, without any accompanying
deterioration in conventional morals. It
may be even siid that there has been coin-
cidently an improvement in tbe outward
moral behavior, resulting in a decrease
proportionately in the number of flagrant
scandals, for the reason that the safeguards
sfforded by the far wider publicity in which
iashion now moves makes breaches of
morality so much more liable to ex-
posure. Vice does not florish in
a crowd and the glare fof light.
It needs seclusisn and darkness and
intrude more easily into quiet lives
whose monotony is temp’ed by its ir-
regular variation than into those passed in
constant exitement and under the public
criticism now invited by fasnion.

We speak merely of superficial prop-
riety and not ot any outward and visible
sign of an inward and spiritual grace, for
it is questionable if  that grace is not shut
out from a society which depends for its
existence on the gratification of the senses
and [receives its animsting impulse from
pure love ot the world. The plain living
and high thinking of the saints and phil-
osophers belong to another sphere.

New Year's resolutions are in order now.
Let each one make exactly as many as he
or she is able to keep. Otherwise it is
better to make none at all.

A Christmuag Day Amusement.

Perbaps & sparring combst is not the
most suitable smusement for a Christmas
sfterncoa but as Monday was only ths of-
ficial boliday the contest which took place in
the Institute could not bs calied ou* of
place. Clever clesn eparring such es Little-
john and Harvey gave pleases a St Jobn
audience which has all the Brittish love for
hard bitters. Mr. Keefeo, the referce, was
s model of fairness and the men and the
audience were thoroughly under his con-
eontrol. There was bard hitting sand black
eyes given bu: neither party was hurt be-
yond what wee natural in the ninth round
when the referee stopped the bout and
declared Littlejsbn the winner. The
latter seemed cleverer and stronger than
H.arvey who took his punishment so gamely
as to excite the acmiration of the audi-
ence. Harvey is a much older man than
his opponent snd it is said traiced below
his figh ing weight.

A V:.laable spantel Gone,

A well known spaniel owned by €on-
ductor James Millicsn has disappéared
and its fate is prodably that of other clever
canines who get to be well known. This
spaniel was particularly intelligent and
used to go to the store for the newspapers
and carry them homle .in bis mouth.
“‘Donovan’” will be much missed in the
neighborhood where he was so woll known.

Re.Openiog of Curries Bu:icess Univerrity.

The graduates and students of the
Currie Business University of this city
bave been meeting with great success
during the past year in securing good
positions, which 18 largely due to the fact
that there is a situation department in con
nection with the school and an experienced
man in charge of it. This institution will
re-open Jan. 3rd, :

This Isa Gre-t Ofler.

Any person sending s new subscription
to this office with $4.00 enclased can obtain
ProGRress for on: year, and the Cosmo-
politan, McClure and Munsey msgazines for
the same period with only one condition,—
all of them must be sent to the rame ad-
dress.
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VELSES OF YESTERD LY AND TODAY

The Kootenay Progpector,

Ly it there in the shadow. For God’s sake don’t
call that him!

That bunile of frozen clothing we found i1 the drift
ain't Jim

Not the Jim a8 I knew—my pirtner—Jim, fit and
s'rong a3 an ox! :

That thing without muscle or movemcen' avd a3
limp as my sodden socks!

anetht.h.a alone in the shadows, ani pile a log on

e fice,

Jim's gone, 1 guess, where the sparks go, a’climb-
ing higher and higher.

Not that they get their neither. That log sucked
sunlight and dew

In bygone :prings whnen it budded where the yel

low snowdrops g ew; o
And now it’s goin® to notain« but ssh and a feeble
spark

Thut wavers away towsrd bheaven an’ goes cn’, of
conrse, in the dark.

Climbin’! Is that all we're made fcr? L'ke the ar-
mies of the silent pine

Which climb an’ climb on fcraver from the gulch to
the timboar Jive?

Not vne in a mil ion gets there, when they do they
wither and die.

See them! Whitened, withered, wind-tsisted,
corpse trees in a winter sky!

Prospectin’! tha'’s what they call 1it; hard labor a2’
hunger an’ ¢ .14d. LR T gt

Thst'cewllnt'. prospectin’ is, ma‘e; a hunt for a devil,

old

Gold that bh ys*women and whiskey—hands shaky
an’ eyesig' t dim,
An’a 1t o’ bumwers to suck you dry, Lu' never a

pal uke Jim. &
* . * - * L] *
That wasn’t the way as Jim talked. No! Th
wsu’c th » way Jim thonght, -

He worked "cos he loved the libor; he wai born to
fizht so he fought.

He loved the ba dship, tbke dang r, bla>k canon or
shifting slide—

I've seen him laugh at the rsks he took, at the very
p.ace where he d.ed.

An’it wis a game worth playin® ! Aloie—at the
heart o' the wo-ld,

Where the wmighty snowsl des thun lered and the
long gray vapors curled,

When we m:r: pigmies venwurcd to storm Crea-
tion's hold,

Staked our lives on the blindest bluff an’ played
the Worid for her g,ld.

Climbed to the thio1e o1 Morning; sank shafts to
tbe roof of Heil—

Thll the 1;0& ?ilr scocched cur faces an' water hissed
as it fell;

Worked like men in the daytime, slept ’neath the
sweet-breathed tree-,

Lulied by the d one ofthe fosming celick an'the
song of the chickadees,

We had Great Things then for our comrades, the
Fo ces of Ear.h for foes,

Ther<'s ove of us down intha battl: an’ another
don't care when he goes.

They l-u:hed in our face in the cities; the fat
smug ci €3 back East—

Thought we were both of us luny, something half-
man, halbeast !

Cities ! My God, webuid ’'em. Do you mind how
Rossiavd o e ? :

Do you min{ tbe first log shanty we bullt among
the snow ?

Do you mind how two years later their iron horses
raced

Fion Noith and Soath the boundary line to the
goal that be ha i pl.ced,

And now theres ¢ twice three thousand, where
then the ¢ were not but three,

'Though devil + one iu Rossland town has heard of
Jimor m . pe

D> you miod the fire at Kaslo or the storm tha

drowned her out ?

We warmed our hands at the blazing shaicks and
r built in & waterspout.

Do you mwiad=—weil, of course you mind it, and
that, my 6o 1, 18 the end,

Nervele.s, voicetess, sightless and deaf to the
voice of its friend.

No ! No ! It is not the reason. I see that the
Le .vens ars far,

But I don’t believe that the sparke go out—1I know
that they reach the star,

The Maiden And The Star,

Ueder the shade of & mighty oak
A bright-eyed maiden sat and dreamed,
While just above, through the leaty boughs,
The siivery rays oi a planet gleasmed;
She thought of the tuture years so bright,
Nor ‘f‘lr‘ amed that s sbadow woald wark their
ght.

The seasons passed ~and ruthless Time
Spread o’er her life his b!ighting pall,
And she saw the hopes of early years,
Like the leaves of antumn droop and fall.
Each fairy dream was fading fast,
Ano rhe wept o'er the memory of the pasii

Under the shade of the mighty oak
Agrin the msiden sadly dreamed,
And once more through the leafy bouzhs
Toe siivery rays of the pisnet glosmed;
It gazed from its peaceful home abovs,
And spoke to the mail in Sender love!

“No longer mouro the joys of earth—
But seek tor a home beyond the skies—
And thy eoul, trom sin and socrow freed,
£h 1l dwell in the light of Paradiss |
Voices csil from the spi-it land,
‘Come, number oge of ear shinung band !’

“Brighter and brighter ia that blest home
The bulewy notss of glory roll—
Celestial besuty shall greet thee there,
And peace swee! pesce 1l thy wearied soul.
But remsomed spirits the cowing wait—
Hasten and eater the golden gata.”

The maiden replied, *“I come ! I come ™
And stretched be- arms to the %louuq shar,
While oa the wings o1 the qaiet night
Music cawme float.ng from afar;
And white-ro >ed seraphs ber spirit bore
Up to the **br.ght and shin ng shore.””

The Dyiag Year.

With solemn swell
Of partiag kunel.,
O year, "tis well
To herald forth thy flight !
At mlidnigat hour,
From belfrey tower,
With startling power,
Peal out thy last good night.

In measur-d tone,

To rarthest zone

Send forth alone
Lhy boly, farewell praver !

Thy chiidren weep,

Thy gusr lian keep |

And must they s oo;)
Without thy parent care

Ah, yes ! good-night !
Whte'er delight
Aud pleasure bricht
The parting year has given,
1s ours to press
With soft caress,
To love an4 bless
Till earth awakes in Heaven.

Whate’er it brought

Of grief unscughnt,

To hearts un.au ;ht
By bles<ings to be wise

Must be endured

Till, sin abjared,

Those nearts a‘e lured
To h'm who hears our crics.

Tne good deeds dore,

. eneath the san,

The viclk ries won
Q’er selfi b, sintal pride,

By sugrl hazd

Recor.ed stand

In heavenly land, -
Where i!l can 1 e¢'er betide.

The luv-:lvl I's Thanksgiving.

For the sweet peace Tnou givest d .v by day

For the cnlm faith wiin wiich I kneel and pray,

Kor Thy bie-t presence leadn g e & way,
It.avk Thee, Lord !

For the void fil e ! by Thee within wy heart,

For the sweel prace Thy promises impart,

For the strong will to tollow where Thou art,
I th nk Thee, Lori !

Up the steep hill I climb at Toy command,

Through the loue vale I f el Thy guiding hand,

In the hot desert ’neath Tay shade I stand,
Aud thank Lhee, Lord !

Soen the deep water 1 snall cross to Thee;
Then, the long j mrne. o'er, Thy face I'll sce,

And the sweet voices join eternally,
: To thank Lhee, Lord |

Makes the food more delicious and wholesome
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A NEBW MEXI/C) EPISODE OF ’80.

The Gun Play, in a Barroom, of a Bad
Man Fro m Nowhere

‘Whera he came from or who he was
nobody knew. He was not communica-
tive, and nobody was tempted to ask him.
That he was bad a'l hands who saw him
agreed when he rode in throuh the new
town and began drinking in the saloons
about old Llas Vegas Plezi. You could
read it in his burnt red skin and wide low

| cheekbones, ard thin, straight lips and

square jaw. It was jast ay plain that he
was ‘mean of disposition and bound to get
meaner with every drink he took. He was
tall ani wiry of build and carried bimselt
like a man who knew what it was to take
care of himself in rough places, and it was
an ominous sign that while drink brought
anugly gleam ianto his eyes, it did not
freeze him a bit or make him talkative. It
was the winter of ‘80, the year atter the
Atcbison road came to Las Vegas, and
toughs and desperadoes and gamblers from
everywhere bad flocked to the town, which
was the biggest and hottest on the line of
the New Mexico division. A bad man
more or less did not count where there
were 80 many, but there are kinds and
kinds of bad men, and this one, by his ap-
pearance, was not of a surt for a peaceful
man, and, above all a tenderfoot, to tip
elbows wite.

‘He had been drinking pretty steadily
since 10 o'clock in the morning, and it was
about 4 in the afternoon when I stepped
into the Escudero saloon, where he was
stanling at the bar,’ said Ellis Lyford,
sometime of New Mexico, continuing his
account of an episode which he prefaced
with the toregoing personal description. ‘I
was new ia th) country or I might have
remarked the circumstance that the saloon
was pretty empty for that hour in the day.

The bartender, in & white jacket and
apron, two cattlemen talking business
at a table in ona corner and the stranger
with his elbow on the counter, were the
only people there when I entered. I asked
the bartender if a friend of mine had been
in, and then, before going out called for a
drink. I swallowed ths whiskey and had
turned toward the door when the stranger
spoke to me.

¢ ‘Have a drink,’ he said. I caught the
eye of the bartender, and he gave me a
look which said ‘Go away’ as plainly as
words could have done.

* ‘Please excuse me ,’ I said. ‘I have just
bad one.’

‘ ‘You're makiog too much talk,’ the
stranger said, and turned to the bartender.
‘Set out :he stuff and & couaple of glasses.
The genteman,” with 8 drawling sarcastic
emphasis on the word, ‘is going te do me
the high honor to take s drink with me.

‘ ‘The geantleman says he does not want
to drink,’ said the baretender, setting be-
fore bim a whiskey bottle and a glass.

‘The stranger filled the glass to the brim
aod, mot taking his eyes from mine, pushed
it along the counter toward me. I saw that
be meant to go through with what he had
started to do. It was his first outbreak
sincé be had begun drinking in the morn-
ing, and all the homicidal devil withim him
which had been coming to the surface as
he turned in the liquor, now had full con-
trol. He showed no excitement—only the
cool, hateful deliberation which meant a
thousand times more danger than any

amount of tearing around and noisy bluff

could have done.  He had made no threat,
bhad showa no weapon, but threats and
weapons were needless to his meaning ; all

was implied in his look. Watching him, I

was aware that the cattlemen had etopped
in their conversation to look, and that the
bartender, a fresh faced, boyish-looking
young fellow, was pulling the bottle toward
him as he wiped the couater with a cloth.
¢ ‘So you'll not drink your whiskey,’ said
the stranger, with an ugly setting of his
jaw and a drawing at the corners of his thin
lips, as I shook my head. ‘You'll take it
this way, then,’ an1 with a motion as sud-
den as a cat’s he threw the whiskey into
my eyes. As, blinded, smarting and halt
knocked off my teet by the shock, I clung
helpless to the counter a crashing sound
was in my ears and a noise of tte faliing of
flying glass, then the slam of a chair over-
turned in the corner where the cattlemen
were, and the footsteps of men gathering
about me. Scmsbody wiped my eyes with
a wet towel and the bartender’s voice said :
¢ ‘Come with me. Hers, step around a
littla, this way. Now straight ahead.’

’Ohat 8 Re-seated, Cane, Splint, Perfora
ted, Duval, 17 Waterloo Street.

‘Holding my band and with one arm
around me, the bartender was guiding my
steps to the back room of the saloon. He
turned me aside ‘once as we, went, but not
so quickly but that my foot tripped against
something on the flyor which I knew to be
the body of a man. Then [ heard him
pouring water into a basin, and he said:
‘Now, dip your eyes in this and keep them
there till the doctor comes.’

‘By the time the docior came, which
was in a few minutes, the smarting of my
eyes was nearly gone, and I could see as
well as ever.  With my face in the water
I bad not psil much attention to the com-
ings and goings in the room, but when I
lifted my head and looked aroutd I eaw a
crowd of wmen standing about a man
stretched out on a plank laid across some
whiskey barrcls. It was the stranger who
bad thrown the liqaor in my eyes, and be
was as dead as Juiius Caesar. A smash in
the head with a whiskey bottle had settled
him short, and it was the boyish looking
barnteder who had done the trick.

¢ ‘I landed the bottle none too soon,’
the bartender said to m2 afterward. ‘He
bad his pistol halt way out when h: went
down, Why should he wish to kill you ?
Ask me something easier. All I know is,
some men get that way when liquor is in
them. It 1’d mwsed him? Well I didn’t
mean to miss, or have him coming around
afterward to pick up the quarrel again. I
pitched baseball in a League club two
years before I came West, and I knew
what I could do.’

‘Harry, I'm afraid you've cheated some
Sheriff's offiter out ot areward,” said
Mysterious Dave Mathes, 1tha City Mar-
shal, to the bar-tender, when he came to
view the dead robber. ‘lfthere isn’t an
‘alive or dead’ reward out for this fellow
somewhere, I'm no judgs of a human
countenance. You've spoiled his looks
some with that bottle. Say, Harry, don't

you think ’cwould - have been friendly to
bave given me a tip that he was looking
for trouble? 1'd have saved him up till
we found out whether there was any mar-
ket value in the galoot. There’sa wav of
doing these things officially, you know,
and we're setting up tor a civilizad com-
munity in Las Vegas’

‘Hoodoo Brown, the City Magistrate,
was ot Mysterious Dave's opinion. ‘But
1t’s too late now, and it’s no use crying
over spi t milk,” be remarked, philosophi-
cally. There’s nothing lett tor me to do
now bnt impanel a jary to acquit Harry on
grounds of s¢] -detence, for killing this
gentleman, name unknown. from nowhere.
The joke is on the city cfficers, or on the
corpee, and, pending a decision, the house
will set up the drinss.’

‘at never to my knowledge was found
out who the ‘g-nil-man from nowhere’
was, and, in detault of a name, his resting
place is unmarked amoag the illustrious
dead who have ceased from warfare and
sleep their last sleep in Boot Hill Ceme-
tery outside the old town.’

An Overtraised Dog.

A sorrowtul-looking man entered the
Sub-Treasury as soon as the doors were
opened yesterdsy morning. He carried ia
his hand a small handbag, and his first
query was for the man in charge of the
department for redeeming multilated mon-
ey. He was usiered into the private
ofize of the Treasurer, and hastened to
tell his story. His name ha gave as George
Haines, his residence as Kipp street, and
the source of his trouble as a bungry dog
named Bingo. The evening before Mrs.
Haines, who evidently knew the right
time to approach suzh a subject, asked her
lord and master for some Christmas m%n
ey. Under the genial and generqus in-
fluence of a’'good dinner Mr. Haines reach-

ed down in his pocket and caretully: ‘skin-
ned’ off afive doliar bill from hig roli,
wl;ich ‘he - tossed ,acrowtho: fable’ to his
wife with a princely air, Bingo thé dog,
as quick as a flieh, leaped in tbe air and

ciwught the five dollar bill in bhis mouth.

He started to chew, an1 before it could be
choked out of him the bill . was in little
bits. The Treasurer called an expert and
the bill was pieced together. It was
found to have been a note issusd by a
Pniladelphia bank, and that institution
p;‘qmptly banded another one out 1 place
of it. R

) |

We Have Also Added to our pl l;t. I'
A Modern Carpet Dusting Machine, doing
away entirely with the use of chajos or
strap that is used on most machines, con-
sequently we do not remove the pele off
your carpet when we dust it, UNGAR'S
LauNpry, DYEING and CARPET CLEANING
Works, Green and Gillespie Froprs.
Telephope 58. : -

‘We give baby all sorts of things to pla
with but she wo{x't sti.k to any of tbemp." 4
‘Did you ever try the gum brush ?’
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