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ART NOTES.

"GRIZZLY'S
"

SOLILOQUIES.STORY OF A SALMON. LOVED BY ACTRESSES.

AND BACK AGAIN.

HIS JOTJENEY FROM EIVEK TO OCEAN

Thrilling Description of His Trials and

Tribulations From His Birth
to His Death.

the crest ofsome dwarfed sheoak,the hoam
croak of the morepork comes to intensify
the dread of the wayfarer who wraps his
Mosgiel rug about him and lies down to
sleep amid vague dread of dangers unseen.
No bright or inspiring fancies entwine
themselves about the Australian moun-
tains. Their very name

—
Mount Misery,

Mount IVspair, and the like
—

surest to
the traveler the sufferings of hopelttß ex-
p'orers, likoBurke, Wills ami Leichhardt,
who have laindown to perish of thir*tud
its kindred madness. A stern and funereal
melancholia surrounds the ghostly rattle
of the white bark as it drops from the trmn
trees, like ashes sprinkled on the craw of
the dying year. In the black gorges of
these stern and forbidding peaks is stifled
the story of a sullen despair, as when the
weary traveler sank down to die. with
dreams of England's hawthorn hedged
lanes in his brain and the dewy inoilßO o(

Kentish hoptields creeping, for the last
time, over the senses of his parting soul.

"TOM" MEEBY TELLS ABOUT THINGS
HI AUSTRALIA.

"The Weird ami Grotesque, the Strange
Scribblings ofNature Learning

How to Write."
'

"Tom" Merry, whose writings under
the now de plume of

"
Grizzly

"
are fa-

miliar to allPacific coast readers, has re-
turned from Australia, and writes as fol"
lows about that ancient land :

To take up the story where Ilaid it
down, last week, Ispeak of Australia as
the greatest producer of gold, silver and
other precious metals in the entire world.
The country embraced between Sandhurst
and Ballarat is not over 97x40 miles, and
it is producing more gold to-day than all
the Pacific States combined. Hut it is in
the province of Queensland that is to be
found the greatest gold mine inall the
world

—
the Mount Morgan. It has been

worked since I!SS4, and has no defined
ledge. Itis simply a mountain of volcanic
scoria-, containing gold so fine that no or-
dinary process of battery work and amal-
gamation would take it up. Therefore it
is worked in the following way: The ore
is first crushed dry in stamp batteries, and
then the powder is whirled in concen-
trators at the rate of I'JO revolutions per
minute, which throws the heavy stuff to
the outside, and allows the lighter detritus
to pass out from the center toa bin, whence
it is blown clear out of doors by a fan
blower driven by steam. The heavy ore is
then put into a chlorination furnace and
treated just as we have been treating sul-
phurets in the California mining towns for
the past thirty years. The gold comes out
of the furnace ina solution aSout the color
of aniber sherry wine, and is at once put
through a filter of powdered charcoal,
about the size of a molasses hog^ead.
This filter is closely watched, as it is fre-
quently kept in use an entire week. It is
then burned, and the gold comes out inthe
form of bright and ringing metal.

Inother lands the poet has drawn from
earth and air, from swelling sen and
bonmeleai sky, the inspiration which
soothes the senses and satisfies the soul,
bat in the desolate mountains and treeless
plains, the poet's soul drinks in the
thought of ferocious anger or sullen defi-
ance, which wraps itself about the barren
majesty of the Australian Alps. More
men have perished from thirst in '• the
Bn>h

"
in the psist half century than in all

America or Europe in five times that pe-
riod. Ican never forget the long dawn of
a morning in Melbourne, when it was
broad daylight at 3 o'clock, nearly three
hours before the sun began to redden the
sky above the blue Dandenough hills.
My walk, impelled by a friend's sudden
illness, led me down I'unt Hillin South
Yam, towards St. Kilda. Whether the
same feeling ever came over another man
at such an hour, lam unable to say. Hut
its oppressiveaeea has not yet left mo.
The vast city with its gloomy rows of
brick and stone buildings; the silent mid
sluggish Yarra, Mowing as lazily to the
far-oil' sea as it did on the day when Bat-
man and Saddle first pitched their tents
on Spencer hill; the broad and stony
streets, stretching over twelve miles of
diameter in the suburbs, without a si<;n of
humanity stirring, all these made up a sad
picture to the American whose mind re-
called the dull gray of morning receding
before the encarnadine iilowthat surrounds
the chariot of Phosbua. Oregon is the
land of the long twilight,Australia that of
the long dawn. Wrapped up forever in
the morning's mantle of mist, her history
rises out of the ocean of oblivion,her tra-
ditions loom up before the student of
nature in a prrandear so vague as to be ab-
solutely gigantic ;and she seems to Bay,
with her thousand tongues of rock and
tree, before your laud was 1 am!

Speaking of the American decorative
w.>rks shown inNew Uond street, London,
the Athemrum calls them novelties in the
best sense of the word. They "exhibit
characteristics of their own

—
sumptuous

colors and admirable finish, the luxuries of
craftsmanship of a fine order, being most
marked of all. Design of the higher kind,
which delights in pure and noble form,
and the decorations arising from itare vet
to come. At present even these subtle ele-
ments are by nomeans conspicuous by their
absence, as is usually the case in examples
of voluptuous design.'

Dr. Charles Waldstein, who has recently
occupied fora few months the directorship
of the American School at Athens, pro-
poses to resign his position at Cambridge,
England, as curator of the Fitzwilliam
Museum, but retains his lectureship in the
university. Dr. AValdstein visited Con-
stantinople last winter, and has a good
word to say for Hnmdi Hey, the educated
Turk, who enrages European antiquarians
by endeavoring to secure for his country's
museum all the yields of excavations in
Asia Minor and elsewhere. I>r. Waldstein
willreturn to the I'nitedStates fora month
or two this summer.

The most noteworthy exhibit in the
collection of pictures now on view at the
Hanover (Gallery, says the Pall MallOa-
zetti; is Meissonier's celebrated "1814," the
famous work in which Napoleon is repre-
sented ou his white horse retreating from
Moscow at the head of his column. The
size of the picture is only ten inches by
fifteen, and the curious in these matters
!\u25a0• litii out that, as the price asked is £16,-
--000, the painting is valued at over a hun-
dred and six pounds per square inch.
Ifhalf is true that M.Emile Cartailhac

tells about the remains of primitive archi-
tecture on the Islands of Majorca and Mi-
norca, the arcliivologists of iSpsin, France
and Italyhave been dull indeed. He re-
ports to the Academic dcs Inscriptions that
there are complete towns on these islands,
surrounded by walls made of immense
blocks of stone. There are Uilayots, round
towers builtin the same way over caves or
crypts, and nan or narctu-*, elongated towers
shaped like boats bottom up, which cover
tombs.

same person entirely produce the work, the
whole sum willhe handed over to him.

E. 8. Church, N. A., has presented a
water color copy of his painting,

"
Knowl-

edge is Power," to Vassar College. The
picture is that of a young woman attired
inan Oxford gown and cap, seated within
a grove, holding a book, and surrounded
by five huge tigers. The animals are
charmed by her presence. The original
picture was dedicated to the college girls
of America. N.B. The spell-bound gazer
is expected to take his choice between the
lady or the tigers.

Morgan, the man who owned the farm
in which this unparalleled mine is Mtu-
ated, sold it to a "fossicker" (a prospector,
in America) for £6,000. Tiie man who
bought itdid not really know whether he
had got gold or platinum, but he knew it
was one or the other. Ifit were gold he
Was ahead of all the earth; .and if it were
platinum he could lose nothing. Charley
Skerett paid •£*o,ooo for his one-tenth and
mortgaged the Royal Hotel property to do
so, for which he was soundly rated by his
friends. He paid oft every shilling of the
mortgage before the dawn of January 1,
IS.S7, and has now an income from his
dividends just about six times as great as
that of the President of the United States.
The Mount Morgan mine has paid in divi-
dends over £2,000.000 since it was opened,
and the market value of shares was £80
when Ileft Sydney two months ago. They
have some laws inAustralia that would lie
regarded here as destructive to the per-
sonal liberty of the private citizen, and
yetIbelieve their mining laws to be the
best in the world. They hold that the
mineral lands lielong to the crown, hence
they are leased and not sold. Every
second and fourth Saturday night in the
month a blackboard is hung out from the
front of the District Inspector's office in
each district, giving the number of tons
quarried, the number of tons crushed and
the number of ounces of amalgam cWaned
up. This is copied from B statement made
by tiie manager of each mine, under oath.
Itlooks like a blow at civilliberty to com-
pel a man to divulge the secrets of his
baatnesß, but it certainly has the merit of
protecting small shareholders.

business, and considerim; \u25a0 jacket to,, much
of a livery for an animal of birth ami
bree.hiv.the monkey was loath to mat it,
swelling his bod? to roch proportions ihatthe jacket w:>- apparently too mall for it.
Maggie, Duconeaom of this trio';, which
was cleverly don*, proceeded forthwith to
enlarge the garment, hut at \u25a0 Mieond trv-
iii£on it was siilltoo small

At the thud attempt she discovered theanimal's trick, and abandoned the plan offashioning a gameo! for her ungrateful
pet.

Marie (ilover's lavori:. ;i,,u js
the dusting and arrangement of the pretty
bncHk-brac which adorna her room. Her
favorite annisinifnt is plarmg li.opiano.
Her fad is plenty of exercise and a coldbath daily.

Annie RuSMIIFt l.ivovito ocCOpatioa is
making salad- far the dainty Sanaa; eren-
ing tc:is, which she serve- t., a fe« i'.n.ireil!friends daring the winter. "Toasting
muffins" is an occupation which Kitty
Cheatham declares wouldbe her" favorite"one ifshe had to mike a choice. Her ad-
mirers agree that their

"
favorite amuse-

ment" is to watch the fair Kitty when do-
ing the honors In a recamier gown, withthe samovar on a table near br, and the
toasting pork poised in her band ready lor
use. It is only is, winter,cfcourse, "that
she can p.>se a> the tuiry of the hearthstone
ami the gracioni dispen v >\u25a0! muffins

l-aiin\ Rice's amnsement .- eating
chocolate caramels. Hit pel

ack Newfoundland.
Mrs. l..mu.trv's fad i- ag \u0084],;

silver, of which she has a hir-eand unique
variety. I!
ing stoat.

Rose Coghlan's pet i> a monkey, and
Kstelle Clayton finds her srreßU>si
men! in watching her i.•; :i \u0084.;.

themselrea in the sun.
Lotta replied to a few questions. Her

favorite occupation and amusement are
both answered by the one word Irivinjj.

Name- \u25a0male and female 1 Philip and
Margaret.

Poet I.ini,-fellow.
Gems— Opals, even it they arc consid-

ered unlucky.
Marie Burroughs, who ofl the stage ;<

Mr-. Lonsse Uassen, delights in diamonds
and pearls; her favorite names an
by the way, there is a blank alter that
question, as well as after mosl of the
others. Her fad, however, i- collecting
iiit class and oak fuxnilun

—
ra'.hr:

rious combination.
Louise Dillon's bete now is s rainy i!:iy,

and her fad pretty stationery. Filer.
Terry's answer to the question, "

What i>;
your favorite hour in the day?" woold
doubtless be, "The boor ibr io*cl icfc tea,"
at siu- h«s the true English mania for tea-
drinking, and always curies s dainty tea
service about with her. ready for meat a
moment's notice.

With one more page from the album
that contributed by Marion Afanola

—
and

We willclose :
What is your favorite flower? Jtii'iiueminct

rases.
nolor \u25a0 The one ttict is most beoomtng to me.
lerfim.e Don't cart- forany, except

bly, that of tiiKli>hviolets.
Tne.' The one that gVvei the mostsb

Bunmer.
Gems? Catseye.
Hiuirin the liny .' AHetnoon. whan Ieaatako

a drive.
Fad' i'o!ii•eHiiir pretty tracnps,
Ajnusenient? Bowinc,
Occopstioti Don't like »ny.
Favorite names, male and female" I'r&nk or

Fred ; Victoria.
U not youreeU, whom would yon rather be?

The belle of tbe season.
Where wnild \ou prefer tolhe* America,

by all Hi' :uis.
whom do vihi think the greatest actcei

present ti-ne
'

Ellen Trrr>.
Whom the iivi-t beaailfnl? Oh !they an all

beautilul— thantat to powder and paint
V\hn is yuur tavonte poet? 1 never read

]HK>!ry.
lour (av< rite opera? Lnciadl l.aniinennoor.
What:-\i [ame? Teii:i;.-^-<riw;nI

win.
What do you consider the sweet

the world.' "Seheanal is over."
llu1 saddest. There are a Rn-at many pad

words. Icannot particularize any as 'tu^
saddest."

WIT AND HUMOR.

The same weird melancholy that over-
hangs the marvelous metropolis forces it-
self on your contemplation as you ri.lo
through the somber forests of the world's
oldest land. The lonely stockrider, gal-
lopipg along through the bush, between
waning moonlight and coming day, sees
vast shadows creepiag noiselessly over the
trackless and illimitableplains. He hears
weird sounds to which his ears are
strangers, inthe hoarse croak of the birds
that cannot fly,and the beasts that jump
but cannot run. And out of this apset-
ting of nature's handiwork, while behold-
ing all about him a vegetation long since
perished from every other fair land of
earth, he feels that the sleek and tidy civ-
ilisation amid which he Brstsaw the light,
becomes tame and dumb beside the grand-
eur and contemptuous loneliness of mount-
ain peak and forest shade that was con-
temporaneous with an era in which Hum-
boUlt had cradled the very founders of his
race. The poetry of the Australian bush
speaks to the silent worshiper at na-
ture's shrine as no other land can speak.
A- Marcos Clarke said in one of the chap-
ters of the greatest novel written in the
past thirty years, "His Natural Life,"
that "Europe is the home of knightly
song and heroic deeds, while A~ia sink's
beneath weighty memories of her past
magnificence like the Suttee sinks, bur-
dened withher jewels, upon the corpse of
dead grandeur, destructive even in its
death. America hurries swiftly on her
way, glittering and insatiable as her own
waterfalls. From the jungles of Africa
and the tangled groves of the Sou:!. Sea
islands arise, from the glowing hearts of
a thousand varied flowers, the intoxicat-
ing odors that dwell inbarbaric sensnalitv.
In Australia alone is found the weird and
grotesque, the strange scribblings of Na-
ture learning how to write."

In the mutter of the arts, says the Pall
ifaU Gkuette, Professor Hubert ilerkomer,
A. R. A., M. A., Slade Professor, conies
nearer to l>eing the Admirable Crichton of
our time than any other man of the day.
A painter in oil and water color, an en-
graver in etching, dry point and mezzo-
tint, a draughtsman on wood and paper, a
wood carver of pre-eminence, an ironsmith
of the highest skill,a lecturer on the five
arts at one of the great universities, the
founder and principal of an art school of
world-wide fame, his own architect and
civil engineer, a newly-developed maga-
zine writer, a playwright, a musician, a
theatrical manager and actor

—
he now ap-

pears as a theatrical 'machinist' of great
ingenuity and scene painter of stillmore
originality,a singer and an epera compo-
ser.

Benjamin Creswick was a Sheffield work-
man, earning his livingby the sweat of
his brow, and with apparently no prospect
before him but a life of manna] labor. ISut
he had the good fortune to live on the
Walkley hillside, and one Saturday after-
noon, when the weather was too "dirty"
for a walk, he strolled into the museum
which Mr.U'.iskin and the brethren of the
Si. George's Guild had established at
Walkley. It was the turning point of hislife, for itopened up to him a new world
and a future full of endless possibilities.
He borrowed of the curator— the late Mr.
Swan

—
two photograph] of Mr. Kuskin,

and set to work to model a bust of the au-
thor of

"
Modern Painters." Of course he

had no technical knowledge, and it was but
a po<>r attempt, bat there was the hall
mark of genius on itall the same, and Vr.
Raskin, who was shown the work, was so
struck with it that he invited Mr.Cres-
wick toI'.nintwood, and afterward arranged
for him to study sculpture at Oxford, with
the result that he is now at the head of the
modeling department of the famous Hir-
mingham Municipal School of Art. I

PLUCK AND PRAYER.

Under the Australian mining laws
there could have been no Floods, no Sha-
rons, no Mackavs nor O'lirh'ns. The
money filched from the pockets of bar-
keepers and servant girls in California by
the present system of assessing stock,
owned by several hundred people, ard
letting less than ten of them know what
became of the money so levied, could
never have obtained ground in the bloom-
in' colonies, you know. They wouldn't
have it that way, miboy. Several Ameri-
cans went down there to teach the colo-
nials how to run mines on the Comstock
plan; and those of them who are not in
I'entridge prison, ate either hording sheep
at five pounds per month or else have
taken time by the forelock and fled the
country. Iknow ofmines in Ballmtand
Sandhurst that have paid dividends of as
low as sixpence per share, twice a year.
In Nevada or Malm, this money would
have been stolen by thedirectOlS, invoting
themselves constructive salaries or letting
contracts to their brothers-in-law. All
this in Australia pleased me. But there
is one feature with which Icould not lie
pleased. Iallude to the way in which
the extremes of society are represented —
the very rich and the very poor. It was
the first time 1 had ever seen such a con-
dition of things in a country having a
commercial existence of less than fifty
years, more especially in a gold-producing
country. In is".'! began the first central-
ization of capitai in California. Prior to
that time there were no very poor mew,
and none very rich, either in that State or
our own. If Ihad not seen children
starved like wolves inthe streets of Mel-
bourne and Sydney, while their mothers
were confined for drunkenness in Pent-
ridge or Darlinghurst, 1would not write
as Ido.

Itwas, perhaps, my years of rambling,
with rod and gun, inthe somW silence of
( )regon's forests and California's towering
Sierras, that bred inmy mind a thir<t to
see the land where Burke and Wills per-
ished of hunger, and where I.eic.hhardt's
bones rest inan unmarked grave, became
unknown. That longing was satisfied
through the kindness of a worthy chief
magistrate, now a private citizen of the
republic. Ihave come home thorough !v
satisfied with all Ihave seen ,and more
American in spirit than ever, but I
roughed it just enough, in the bush, the
fantastic land of monstrosities begotten be-
fore Moses handed down the tablets of the
law, to comprehend the subtle charm of
its solitude and drink in the lesson of its
ngae mystery. The myriad tongues of
the wilderness whispered to me their man-
ifolddoctrines in the language of the hag-
gard and the supernatural.

"

The gbo-uly
gum trees, distorted with the siroccos of
Jaanarror pinched with the frosts of.lnly,
when the Southern Cross seemed frozen
into a nebular ocean of cloudless blue,
murmured to me the song of a land that
had stood still, likea stony drearaer,while
empires rose and fell, while nations grew
and decayed. The illusive phantom of
Australia's solitudes furnished their own
interpretation, and left the wayfarer from
across the seas to realize, in the poetry of
her desolation, why the patriarch's elder
son should sell his birthright and still
love his heritage of barren sands better
than all the fatted flocks and gorgeous
apparel that surrounded his ancestral
halls.

There want any dm to' l.'Utinjr,
An'1 told Obadiftb

-
\u25a0>.

For of we oooidn't hold on to things,
Wo'dJnM im;I) i-t 'cm en.

There were lota of folks that'd suffer
Aioog with the reatol v-,

An' itdid'nt Been 'o be worth our while
To make such a drellle fu-s.

To be sure the barn was inosi empty,
An' ijrnmi j>Litater> tCt'te,

An* not much ofanything jienty and cheap
But waier—an' apple un,

But then, as Iio!d ObadUh,
ItwH-.nl any use lo ROM,

For Beth an' blood couldn't stand it;an' he
Whs nothing but skiii an' boue.

But laws Ief you'd only heard him,
At any hour of the niKht.

A Dr*yin' out in that ckxet there.
'Twould have se; yoo crazy quite.

1 patched the knees of U>o*e Inusers
With cloth that was nowayi thin.

Bat itn- :ns a>- ilthe pieces wore out
As hut as latt 'em in.

To me he s&'d mighty little
Of the thorny way we trod.

Hut at least a do/en times a day
He talked itover with G >d.

Down ou his knees in that closet
The mo>t of his time was passed:

For Obadinh knew how to pray
Much bettet than how to U-i.

But lam that way contrary »
That c' thine don't go je*t right,
Ifeel like tv>Hln' myICje»UI up high,

An' gtttin'nh-"y to light.
An" the flmi&iIslow that winter
Iain't Roiu' to talk about;

An' Ididn't even complain to Ood,
Though Ithiuk that He found itout.

With the point of a cambric needle
1 druv the volt from the door,

For Iknew that we needn't starve todeath
Or be lazy beCMM we were, poor.

Aii'Otiaiiah he wondered,
axi' kept me palrhin' his kr.ee».

An' thought itmrange how the meal held out,
An atriitigir we didn't freeze.

But Isaid to myself in whispers,
"(rtxlknows where His gut descends;

An' isn't always that uuh gitsdown
As far a* the fillercuds.

An' Iwould have noone reckon
Mynbarfiah a shirk.

Fir some, you kuow nave the gift to pray,
And others the gift to work.

—JofjiliiiKl\>llard. in //<ir;*r'B H"<ct/|/.

cannery has about forty boat*-, and with
each boat are two men and a lung gill-net,
and these nets fillthe whole river as wiih
a nest of cobwebs from Aprilto July; and
to each cannery nearly a thousand great
salmou are brought in every day. These
salmon are thrown in a pile on the floor;
and Wing Hop, the big Chinaman, takes
them one after another on tt»e table% and
with a great knife dextrously cuts off the
head, the tail and the tins; then with
a sudden thrust removes the intestines and
the eggs. The body goes into a tank of
water, and the head goes down the
river to be made into salmon oil.
Next the body is brought on another
table, and Quong Sang, with a machine
like a feed cutler, cuts it in-
to pieces just as long as a one-pound can.
Then Ah Sam, with a butcher-knife cuts
these pieces into strips just as wide as the
can. Then Wan Lee, the China boy, brings
down from the loft where they are making
them, a hundred cans, and into each can
puts v spoonful of salt. It takes just six
salmon to fill a hundred cans. Then
twentY Chinamen put the pieces of meat
into the cans, fittinginlittlestrips to make
them exactly full. Then ten more solder
up the cans, and ten more put the cans in
boiling water till the meat is thoroughly
cooked, and five more punch a littlehole
inthe head of each can to let out the air.
Then they solder them up again and little
girls paste on them bright-colored labels
showing merry little cupids riding the
happy salmon up to the cannery door,
withMount Tacoma and Cape Disappoint-
ment in the back-ground ;and a legend
underneath says that this is "Booth's" or
"Badollett's Best," or "Hume's" or
"Clark's" or "Kinney's Superfine Salt
Water Salmon." Then the cans are placed
in cases, forty-eight in a case, and 500,000
cases are put up every year. Great ships
coma to Astoria and are loaded with then),
and they carry them away to London, and
San Francisco, and Liverpool,and New
York, and Sidney, and Valparaiso, and
Skowheean, Maine ;and the man at the
corner grocery sell them at twenty cents a
can.

All this time our salmon is going up
the river, escaping one net as by a mira-
cle, and soon having need of more miracle*
to escape the rest :passing by Astoria on
a fortunate day, which was .Sunday, the
day on which no man may iish it he ex-
pects to sell what he catches, tilllinallv
lie came to where the nets were few, and at
last to where they ceased altogether. Hut
there he found that scarcely any of his
companions were withhim, forthe nets cease
when there are no more salmon to be
caught in them. So he went on day and
night where the water was deepest, stop-
ping not tofeed or loiter on the war, till
at last he came to a wildgorge, where the
great river became an angry torrent rush-
ing wildly over a huge staircase of ro.-ks.
liut our hero did not falter, and
summoning allhis forces, he plunged into
the Cascades. The current caught him
and dashed him against the rocks. A
whole row of silvery scales came off and
glistened in the water like sparks of fire,
ami :iplace on his side became black and
red, which, for a salmon, is the Fame as
being black and blue for other people. His
comrades tried to go up withhim; and one
lo<t his eye, one his tail, and one had his
lower jawpushed back iuto his head like
the joint of a telescope. Again he tried
to surmount the Cascades, and at last he
succeeded, and an Indian on. the rocks
above was waiting to receive him. But
the Indian with his spear was less skillful
than he was wont to be and our hero es-
caped, losing only a part of one of his
fins, and with him came one other, and
henceforth these two pursued their journey
together.

Now a gradual change took place in
the looks of our salmon. Inthe sea he was
plump, round and silvery, with delicate
teeth and .is handsome and f-ymetrical a
mouth as any one need wish to kiss. Now
his silvery color disappeared, his skin
grew slimy and the scales sank into it;
his back grew black and his sides turned
red

—
not a healthy red, but a sort of hectic

flush. He grew poor, and his back, for-
merly as straight as needs be, now devel-
oped an unpleasant hump at tlieshoulders.
His eyes

—
like all enthusiasts who forsake

eating and sleeping for some loftier aim
—

became dark and sunk(n. His symmetrical
jaws grew longer and longer, and, meeting
each other, as the nose ot an eld man
meets his chin, each had to turn aside
to let the other paw. And his beautiful
teeth grew longer and longer, and pro-
jected from his mouth, giving hima sav-
age and wollish appearance, quite unlike his
real disposition. For all the desires and
ambitions of his nature had become cen-
tered into one. We do not know what this
one was, but we do know that it was a
strong one, for it had led him on and on,
past the nets and horrors of Astoria, past
the dangerous Cascades, past the spears of
the Indians, through the terrible Hume
of The I)alles, where the mighty river
is compressed between huge

"
rocks

into a channel narrower than a
village street; on past the meadows
Of i'mutillaand the wheat-fields of Walla
Walla ;on to where the great Snake river
and the Colombia join; on up the Snake
river ami its eastern branch, tillat last he
reached the foot of the Hitter Koot moun-
tains inthe territory of Idaho, nearly a
thousand miles from tiie ocean, which he
had left in April. With him stillwas the
other salmon which had come with him
through the Cascades, handsomer and
smaller than he, and, like him, growing
poor and ragged and tired.

At last, one October afternoon, they
came together to a littleclear brook, with
a bottom of fine gravel, over which the
water was but a few inches deep. Our fish
painfully worked his way to it,for his tail
was all frayed out, his muscles were sore,
and his skin covered with unsightly
blotches. Hut his sunken eyes saw a rip-
ple in the stream, and under it a bed of
littlepebbles and sand. So there in the
\u25a0and he scooped out with his tail a smooth,
round place, and his companion came and
filled it with orange-colored eggs. Then
our salmon came back again, and, softly
covering the eggs, the work of their lives
was done, and, in the old salmon fashion,
they drifted tail foremost down the
stream.

Next morning, a settler in the Bitter
Root region, passing by the brook near
his house, noticed that a "dog-salmon"
had run in there and seemed
"mighty nigh tuckered out." So he
took a hoe, and, wading into
the brook, rapped the fish on the head
with it,and carrying it ashore threw it to
the hogs. But the hogs had a surfeit of
6almon meat and they only ate the soft
parts, leaving the head untouched. And
a wandering naturalist found it there, and
sent it to the I'nited iStates Fish Commis-
sioner to be identified, and thus it came to
me.

1 fell flat, paralyzed —
yea, dying, 1

thought. A ghastly pallor overspread my
face and cold drops stood out from every
pore. The floor was whirling around so
But that 1dipped my hands to save mv
head from colliding with the do ir. Then
the table was coming. Ah!a Dakota
cyclone was never more dread fill, and the
true depth of suffering Ifelt at this little
seance must be experienced to be fullyap-
preciated.

Bat as nothing on this earth willlast,
so the end came. An \ when 1 stood upon
the floor one hour later, to view the per-
fect wreck of my Buttered self, 1 saw far
out in one corner my collar and watch ;
my pin,switch and hairpins, and a tangled
lot they were. Sjlenm thoughts swelled
my breast, and with a mental resolve to be
god-like the balance of my life, 1 was
about to leave the house with a satisfied
feeling that, after all, Idid nut look any
worse for my little spree, when suddenly
my nervous littlefriend tried out :

"Ob, my! Mrs. Lippiucott will smell
the smoke.'

•" What on earth are you talkingabout?"
Iasked.

'"Il.ivenot my clothes been aired and
i'U'krtl'uls of water been poured over mv
head}"

She said something about sensitive
nerves, and followed itup witha parting
shot

—"
It takes a genius like George Sand

to be a smoker."
Isettled my turban on my head, buttoned

up my jacket and sticking my thumbs in
the pocket ran down the leaf-strewn walk.
The littlefootpath was edged with brown
grass, and there was a richness of autumn
landscape that 1 loved, but Iwalked hur-
riedly on, nor dared h>ok from the little
bridge swung across the creek which car-
ried the

''
past waters of the mill,"' lest I

should be again tempted from a straight
course to the house, where Iknew .Mrs.
Lippincott was awaiting a tardy visitor.

The servant answered my inquiries, ami
*aid Mrs. Lippincott would see me ill her
room, not feeling well enough to come
down.
Ifound Grace Greenwood cosily ar-

ranged among the pillows. She extended
her whitehand wiliia bright look of wel-
come inher eyes. Istooped down to kiss
her, when, all at on<-e, the lingering of
odors around a broken vase occurred to me.
The ki>> w:ls a whack, and we Bew apart
liketw>> suspended balls that violently
collide. The muscles of her lips were sud-
denly drawn tight, and Iretreated with
the feeling that I had kissed a pair of
steel tongs.
Ihad entirely forgotten that miserable

e'mar until that moment, and like a guilty
thug Isought the most remote chair,
Which was Ear back in the bow window.

But :illthe talk was crushed out of me.
She evidently shared my Mucere embarrass-
ment. Smoothing over the Soft si 1k quill,
she would now and then gather it up in
bet hands and fold and crease it,and then
smooth it out again, her thought.-, evidently
distracted. Igrew cold and hot by turns.
Iw;i- sure she had discovered the smoke,
and that her ,-ensitive organization had
received a shock: perhaps she was even
becoming sick, sick us 1 had l>een.

1 could have clutched my face in my
hand* and have cried out m my shame.
Finally, as if she could endure it no
longer, Mrs. Lippineott touched a bell at

the head of the bed. When the servant
came she asked her to open the window,
from which she insisted 1 should move, lest
the draught should give me cold (or waft
the odor to her, 1mentally added).

Whfjt should Ido? Jump out of the
window and run? 1 felt like it. The
feeling ofembarrassment had evidently run
so high between us that the tension had
to be loosened, and presently she turned
to me again and extended her hand, with
the honest confession that all had been
.•\u25a0tin Jtimjf, and when she sent for me to come
to her room she had forgotten ituntil 1
kisst-il her. She added, "Do you perceive
it?and willitmake you sick?

"

1could have fairly screamed with laugh-
ter under the sense of relief, but Ihad not
the honesty of Grace (ireenwood to con-
fess. Then 1 remembered the words
of my friend, "Ittakes a genius likeGeorge
Sand to smoke." To this day the dear old
lady does not know but that my embarrass-
ment was the result of her indiscretion.

Xamovxa.

GRACE GREENWOOD'S KISS.

IT TAKES A GENIUS LIKE GEOSGS
SAND TO BE A SMOKER.

The Effect or Tobacco Smoke Upon

Sensitive Nerves— l>o You
l'erceive It?

Several years ago, when Mrs. Lippin-
oott was on this coast, she visited a little
inland town, near whichIwas livingon a
ranch, doing the Maud Muller act (proba-
bly). She had known a member of my
family in Washington, in her younger
days, as a poet and literary man, for whom
die cherished a fond recollection, which
perhaps inspired the desire to see what
sort of an offshoot Iwas. Ireceived from
her a kindnote, naming the day and hour,
when she hoped to see me.

Livingin the town was a bright, chirpy
littlewoman, lor whom Ihad conceived
ijuite a liking,and at whose house Iwas in
the habit of making my stops, removing
my duster and arranging my "brown locks"
Wore presenting myself to the good people
of the town.

Upon this occasion we were having a
more than usual spirited tiuie over the
merits of a new book, and both deter-
mined to have the last word. Her son, an
embryo hoodlum, made his appearance in
our midst, with a cigar sticking out of his
pocket. Dropping the subject that to me
was of the most interest, with a true vir-
tuous instinct she began :

"Charlie, what are you going to do with
that cigar?"

He answered, "Nuthin'," with his hands
up to his elbows inhis pockets.

\u25a0S.iy, Charlie, throw it away, dear."
"Don't want to!"
"But you must, Charlie."
"Isay Iwon't; it looks nice."
"Charlie, mind me now !"
Tired of this interruption, 1 walked over

to the youngster and plucking the cigar out
of his j>ocket struck a match and began to
smoke, only intending to take a few wh ifl's
in order to establish my possession, and
then destroy the article.

Resuming the subject of discussion, I
was soon entirely lost in the heated debite
which followed with mv friend.

Allat once Ibecame aware that the
room was dim with smoke, and only an
inch ofthe cigar remained in my fingers.
Simultaneously we two started for the
door.

Australia is unquestionably the oldest
portion of the world. Hnmboldt started
out in his "Cosmos" to prove that Asia and
Africa were older than the Western Conti-
nenl. He found himself one day on the
banks ofa lake inBolivia, where the gate-
ways of a ruined city were made of mono-
liths, similar to those of Baalbec, showing
conclusively that the same race hail built
both, but had builtthose of Titicaca before
they had learned the use of hieroglyhics.
This so upset all

"
of Huniboldt's theories

that he went back to (iermany and died a
disappointed, grief-stricken man, withhis
greatest work incomplete. What would
have become of him if he had first visited
Australia? He could rapidly have seen
that there was where the worldl>egan ;
that there the mountains first rose above
the floods, as the Creator rested on the
seventh day. The countless ages of Ro-
man epic poetry, led on by a Coriolanus or
a Horatius; the dim centuries of chivalry
that marked Christianity's hand-to-hand
struggles with the yoke of the Saracen :
tlie later heroism ofDrake, Van Tromp or
Ilampden, all these passed unheard of by
the half-naked savajes, who roamed the
va-i KtliUldeg known as "the Bush," which
has its fauna and flora different from that
of any other ]>ortion ofGod's earth. Aus-
tralia is the land of weird melancholy,
such as the pen of Poe alone could have
depicted. The birds have no song, spite of
all oftheir gorgeous plumage; and the
beasts have not yet learned to walk on all-
fours. Inno other land is the pen of na-
ture so steeped in inherent bitterness, or
her radiant form so wrapped in the mantle
of despair.

Ground Floor Prices.

"How much are strawberries ?" she
wearily asked of a Woodward avenue
grocer."

Ten cents, ma'am."
"Isn't that high?"
"Well, yes; but they are certain to go

higher."
Do you think so?"

"Why, certainly. If Austria and Rus-
sia go to war, as now seems probable,
strawberries willjump to ">0 cenU a quart
inno time."" Yes, Is'pose so, and Is'pose Charles
will agree that 1 ought to buy now. You
may give me a pint."

—
Detroit Free 7Yc.-«.

THE FLOWEBS. THE COLOKS AND THE
BOOKS THEY ADMIRE.

Mara Morris. Ko-inI Vukp-., l'nuliuc

Hall. M.irsiircl MaMier ami

OOmH TYUAbout Them.

It was a fashion when our grandmothers
were yoang to have what thoy cmlled
"mental albums." They were the fore-
runners, perhaps, of autograph and J.irth-
day books, only much more terrible, for
they were made up of ;iseries of questions
which one's intimate friends wen- kindly
requested to answer. "What ta your fav-
orite flower? color? perfume ." Such
ipuestions as then —

md there were a siore

or more of them
—

helped to complete the
list. People hud more leisure in those
days than at present, or the mental album
never coald have existed.

Acting upon this idea, says a writer in
the New York Star, a certain young
son ofmy acquaintance thought it would
be a good plan to get one of these albums
made up by Contributions from some ol
the more prominent actresses. She values
the collection too highly ever to part witii
it.although she has kindly allowed rue to
make some extracts for the benefit of my
Star readers who may be anxious to know
the "favorite" Sower, or gem, or poet of
her favorite actress.

Some time has 'been spent in making
this collection, as it was not always easy
to tind the actress willing to respond.
Probably the list of questions seemed too
appalling, or else it was not always so easy
to settle definitely upon the \u25a0• favorite."

Turning the leaves ot this unique book
one cornea to the page contributed byClara
Morris. Copying i:verbatim ad literatim
it i- as follow-:

What is your favorite eoloi ? A color like miu-
light lullingthrough tliirk branches.

Fio-.ver : Atufioi SWeM-uneUing violet*
Tree? Palm.
Object innature? The promise ou the fields

of i-omtui; beauty '

Hoar inthe day? The hour fjr••
tive-oelock

lea."
Season Oi the year? When you fan almost

see the leaves unfolding.
Perfume .' Tha: from a rOM jar.
(iems '.' lHanionds aud ruin.-.
Style <>l beauty 7 'Xhut m whieU a beautiful

soul dwells.
Names I Those who nave lived noble lives.
l'aiuiers

"
KaDbael and Dure.

Uoslcians? Beethoven.
Piece of fculpture? Venus di Milo.
I'oets \u25a0 Tennyson, Bcotl an.! Hilton.
Favorite poetess? Jean [ngelow.
Prose writers? Thackeray, Geoige tiiot and

Mrs. Burnett.
Character inromance

'
Ivanhoe.

Character inhistory '
Bt Loots,

\Ynat book do you liketo take up lor an hour?
Ihurdly ever take Up oue lor mere tluiiiun
hour.

Where would you prefer tolire? Wherever
Iplnd myself, aiihoujii Ido especially iove
America.

To the last question,
"

What isyour idea
of happiness?" no reply was given. It is
not always easy tor one to define one's
ideas upon this snbjet t,apparently, as it is
left hopelessly liiijli ami dry without an
answer on nearly every page.

To vary the monotony a little, the ques-
tions are not precisely the same in every
instance. For example, the following, to
which Mrs. Eldridge, "Amu Louisa,' 1as
she is more familiarly known, sent replies
vary a littlefrom those submitted to Clara
Mortis :

Favorite Bower? Violet.
Cotor? Bine.
\u25a0\u25a0•:r. v Diamond.
style ofbeamy 1 Grecian.
Names, mile and female? Lionel and Beat-

rue
Poet? Longfellow.
Musician? Bellini,
Prose author .' Shakespeare.
Character in history.' Washington.
Amusement .' Driving.
Occupation? Rending.
Wli.it is your "fad!" American Hags.
What pets do yon prefer? Dogs.
What country would you prefer to livein'

America, yon bet.
if not yourself, whom wou'.i! you rather be?

Mrs Grover Cli veland.at present.
Whom do yonconsider the greatest sctor of

thf; past? hdwin Forrest? nf tlie preient?
Edwin ;ooth.

Acuenof thepasi? <"harl<~.tte Cushman. Of
the present? Barah Hernhardt.

What season of the year do you pn fe]
'

Spring.
What is your bate noir? Boorish people.
So much for Mrs. Eldridge'a replies to

the qnestions. To the last one, "What is
your idea of happiness J*1 she also gave no
answer. Is it possible "Aunt Louisa"' has
do "idea ofhappiness ?

"
The charming and always amiable

Kosina Yokes replied to the missive ad-
dressed to her on the subject as follows:
linif Jftn :

1 am always most retaetant to say "no," but 1
am afraid Iimi>t ask you to excuse me from
answering the listoi question! yoaaentme. l
luve looked them over carefully in the nope o)
being able todo so, bat have had to give it op
ladespair, my views on >eveml of the subjects
biiiiL'most vague and uudeeidtd.
Iam exceedingly terry not to be able to com-

ply with your request. Iinclose one ot my
photographs, although Iam perfectly aware
th>-t is nt what yno wished for, but itis only a
small atonement for having to refuse your re-
quest. Believe :ne, sincerely yours.

hoMNA VOKXB.
The colleeter in thi< instance became

the happy possessor of a lovely picture of
Miss Yokes, but her mental album collec-
tion was not helped along by the merry
actress, who has made "His 'Art was True
to Poll" immortal.

To vary the style a little,a rather dif-
ferent set of iiuestions were sent to Mar-
garet Mather; these, with the replies, are
next on the list.

What Is your favorite perfume." Attar o^
roses.

Object innature .' The ocean.
Color? I'iuk.
Hour inthe day.' Lunch time.
Gems? !'earls and rubies.
Names— male and female? Reginald and

Violet.
Picture? The Madonna.
oeason of the year? Summer.
Stylr of beauty? Ablonde.
Occupation? Sewing.
»mu-emtut? Shopping.
W.iere would you preler to live ? InAmerica.
itlijtyoursell, whom would you rather be.

The greatest actress of the day.
Who is your favorite actress? Ihave too

many to mention any one.
What is your "fad?" Ihaven't any that 1

know of.
Itmay be tiresome to the reader to re-

produce any more of these questions and
replies entire, but a glance a; the "pets"
and "fads" of one or two others may be
worth noting.

For instance, Isabelle Urquhart's bete
noir is rehearsals ;her favoritegem, emer-
alds ;occupation, doing nothing ; amuse-
ment, driving.

Pauline Hall's fad is bicycle riding.
What is your favorite color? Blue.
Gem? Pearls.

Maggie Mitchell's pets are eight dogs,
which are kept at her Elberon home, and
a monkey.

The latter is an unusually mischievous
imp, and Maggie relates an

"
amusing inci-

dent regarding it. She made it a jacket.
But not believing in the organ-grinding

Amusement? Solving riddles.
Occupation? Making a wedding dress

for my doll.
These four replies make up little Elsie

Leslie's contribution to the mental album.
If the other little Lord Fauntleroy —
Tommy Russell

—
had been asked to men-

tionhis favorite amusement and occupa-
tion doubtless "writingplays" would have
answered both questions.

Heien Russell's favorite amusement is
reading poetry ;occupation, housework ;
color, shrimp pink; idea of happiness, per-
fect health ;idea of beauty, a good com-
plexion, a pleasant mouth and laughing
eyes.

Annie O'Neill's favorite amusement is
taking a long drive on a rainy day ; occu-
pation, gymnastic exercise ;hour in the
day, the time when she can have a game
of tag withher Yorkshire terrier ;style of
beauty, the statuesque; season of the year,
autumn. Ifnot herself, she would rather
be Patti.

Wife
—"

Don't forget to insert an adver-
tise about poor lost Ffflo." Husband

—
"

Fear not." (Exit) Wife (reads in the
p;ijier the following morning)

—
".^lO re-

ward. Lost, last Monday, a measly, hair-
lipped, cross-eyed old yellow pup, answer-
ing to the name of Fido. He has no tail,
is wild with (leas, lias a glass eye, and his
whines would make a rhinoceros shudder.
Knows how to bite. Fiftydollar) reward
if he is returned in a hearse." (Wife
faints.)

"Phwat is that anyhow that they're
been puttin' on Dinuey's toinb-slitone?"
said Mrs. Murphy, as she was visiiiL,.- the
resting place of her deceased hr.-l :uv,]."'

Requiesc.U in Pace,' means 'let him
sleep inpeace,'

"
said the sexton who had

accompanied her.
"

Shlape in pacr, is
it?" "Yes."

" Well, that would he
moighty fume ifit wasn't for wan ;n>tak«
in the grammar.

" "
1 don't D(lder»Mlld

you." "Be was Mowed op inn guupow-
der factory. X ought to be'Shlapeia
paces.'

"

Judge, to prisoner upon whom he is
about to paaa sentence

—
"Do wo over

think of your mother, sir?'' Prisoner,
much affected

—
"Ye-yes, your Honor, but

she's dead." Judge, sympathetically —"I
did not intend to luirt your feelings. I
hope you will pardon me." Prisoner,
brightening —

''Don't mention it, your
Honor. Ihope you will pardon me."
Judge, catching his drift

—
"Don't mention

it."—Ph tinidphia 1Vat

.Josh Billing said that he hrvi noticed
that when you see spiders crawling up the
side of a burn, backwards, it is the si,'n of
a short crop of beans that year. D >ing
business without advertising i.-, crawling
backwards, and means a short crop of dol-
lars.

—
Springfield Union.

Lady
—"

These berries look very large
and ripe." Little boy (who is selling
berries for the tirst time)

—
"Yes, mnm,

the little green ones are allunderneath.
That's the way the boss fixes 'em up every
morning."

Book Agent
—

"1 should like to show
you my new cheap edition of the Encyclo-
pedia Britannica.'' Vermont Farmer

—
'• Mister, you needn't show me any'cyelope-
dias. My boy graduated from college this
week."

Mis. Brown (at Mrs. Smith's tea)
—'•< >h,

dear, that dreadful Miss Smith is singing
again. Iwonder what started her?

"
Tom Brown (as»«- 7)

—"
Idropped a uickle

down lier back when she wasn't looking."
The London Qkb* says: "It is cotn-

fortin-; to iind that the boilinsr point of
'allylenedichloniibromida' is 11)0°, while
that of

'
methylchlordibrompropvlr.irbi-

chloride
'

is something between 140° and
140°."

"How can yon tell a poor cigar witin >-t
smoking it.Smith?

'"
"By looking ;i*. tln>

picture on the box, my friend. It' the pic-
ture is pretty, the cigar is bad."—
(barter.

A jockey baa named his hone Clarkson,
after the Assistant Postmaster General,
probably because lie ''gets a-head" so
often.—New York World.

They say the Eiflel tower is a very small
aliair compared with the steepnesa of
board and lodging in Paris.

—
Pit< 'iirnnicle.

[t doesn't do for a dgannakerto "poff
up"his goods too mnchorhe willoonsnmi
all the profits.— DanvUli I!

A tailor being ;.sk(*l if the close i>f the
ye:ir made lnin sad said yes, until the
clothes of the year are paid for.—Te.-w.
Sytings.

The jiirtrait painter may meet with
many reverses, but h.' brushes them awur
and works a-ln .'A.

—
j . /.\u25a0 r*Statesman.

The dairymaid pendrely miifcoi the go:i:.
And. ihiuinit.»be [pim^O'lto mutter.••
lwish, yon i>m c, yon would turn to milk.'
Andthe animal turned to butt her.
The tombstone is about the only tiling

that can stand npright :md lie on ita Gum
:it the same time.

A Dog's Love of Soda.
Acquired tastes are found not only

among men, but among pet animals. A
reporter cf the Worcester Spy was recently
in one ol the drug stores of that city,
when he noticed the entrance of a small,
long-haired dog, who at once went up to
the soda fountain.

Here he began to sneeze and go through
with sundry movements evidently de-
signed to attract the druggist's attention."

Ah, here you are ajrt in, you rascal .'"
said the shopkeeper.

"
You want another

drink of soda, do you ?"
The dog at once resumed his perform-

ances, sneezing, sitting on his haunches,
barking, and so on. There was no doubt
of it; soda was what he wanted."

What kind of syrup will you have ?"
asked the proprietor, as he took up a mug.

The dog sat quiet while the different
syrups were being named

—
lemon, pine-

apple and the rest, until the man came to
vanilla. Then he sat up and sneezed, say-
ing as plainly as possible, "Yes, yes, that's
the kind."

He exhibited all his best tricks while
the beverage was beingprepared, and when
the foaming mug was placed before himon
the fliior,he quickly drained it."

Does he drink that stuff often ?" asked
the reporter."

Oh, yes," said the druggist ;"he comes
round about three times aday, and he never
drops a nickel inthe slot."Handicapped Gallantry.

The boozy man in the corner of the
crowded car awoke from a nap and discov-
ered a bulky lady hanging to a strap and
glaring at the row of unobservant men in-
tent upon their newspapers. The boozy
man's gallantry asserted itself.

"
I'll be

one 'venny two gen'l'men in zish car t' eet
up an' give th" lady seat," he said.

—
Kan-

sat Uity Star.

Detroit will have a building specially
arranged for art works at her projected in-
ternational exhibition.

Alexander Young, the
"

Taverner" of
the Boston Pust, is a most interesting man,
who frequents the chilis and knows every-
liody worth knowing, lie bas strongly-
marked features and looks like a Scotch-
man. He is a bachelor of ">o, and sup-
ports himself by his pen.

M.Osiris, a richHebrew of Paris, inter-
ested in the arts, has placed the sum of
£4,000 in the hands of the Press Commit-
tee of the Exhibition, to be awarded to the
most remarkable work of applied, or

"
use-

ful," art in the show. One-half is to be
awarded to the designer and the other half
to the executants; or should one and the

Paintings and sculptures by colored art-
i«ts may \<e shown in Koston during the
coming winter.

He Had Reasons.

'"I've had my hosses and wagon stole!'
shouted an excited farmer, as he rushed
into police headquarters yesterday:

"Where from."
"Bight out here on the square!"
AnO&oer was detailed to go with him

and investigate, and as they reached the
market tho fanner said :

"Ileft em right over there about fifteen
minutes ago."

'"Theresa team around the corner there,"
replied the ofli. >r. ''Did you have a
woman with you?

'

"Yes
—

uiy wile. Say, by gol!that's mv
rig as sure's you live!"'

•What's the matter, Sam'" asked the
wife, as they approached.

"Thought the ric was stole."
''Ijust drove UtNUld to be in the shade."
"You go off the handle pretty easily, I

should say," observed the officer to"the
man. "Why didn't you look around a
little?-'

'"Say," said the man, as he moved a few
steps away, "I was a littlehasty, but I
have reasons for it. That woman 'sitting
right there, humble and demure as she
looks, has run away from me three times,
and I'm "f^JM the fourth calamity
every minit inthe day. (io kinder light
on me. She may skip me yit before Igit
out o' town."

—
Detroit Free Press.

By-and-by, when all the salmon were
too small to swallow the others and too
large to be swallowed, they began to grow
restless and to sigh for a change. They
saw that the water rushing by seemed to
be in a great hurry to get somewhere, and
one of them suggested that its hurry was
caaaed by something good to eat at the
other end of its course. Then they all
started down the stream, salmon-fashion.
which fashion is to get into the current,
bead up stream, and so to driftbackward
as the river sweeps along.

DoWn the ( owlitzriver they went for a
day and night, finding much to interest
them which we need not know. At last
they began to grow hungry, and coming
near the shore, they saw an angle-worm of
rare size and beauty floating in an eddy of
the stream, (^'lick as thought one of the
boys opened his mouth, which was well
filled with teeth of different sizes, and put
it around that angle-worm. Quicker .-.till
he felt a sharp pain in bis gills,followed
by a smothering sensation, and in an in-
stant his comrades saw him rise straight
into the air. This was nothing new to
them, for they often leaped out of the
water in their games of hide-and-seek, but
only to come down again with a loud
splash not far from where they went out.
Bat this never came back, and the others
went on thoir way wondering.

Atlast they came to where the Cowlitz
and the Colombia join,and they were al-
most lo~t for a time, for they could find no
shores, and the top and bottom of the
water were so far apart. Here they saw
other and far larger salmon in the deepest
part of the current, turning neither to the
right nor left, but swimming right on up
a- bet a- tin v could. And these .;almon
would not stop for them, and would not
lieand float with the current. They had
no time to talk even in the simple" sign-
Innrmffl by which fishes express their
idt as, and no time to eat. They had an
important work liefore them, and the time
ra short. S;> they went on up the river,
keeping their great purposes to themselves,
and our littlesalmon and his friends from
the Cjwlitzdrift down the stream.

Byand-by the water began to change.
Itgrew denser, midno longer tluwed rapid-
ly along, ami twice a. day it used to turn
about and flow the other way. And tbe
shores disappeared, and the water began
to have a different and peculiar flavor

—
a

flavor which seemed to the salmon
much richer and more inspiring than the
glacier water of their native (,'owlitz. And
there were many curious things to see :
crabs with hard shells and savage faces,
but so mod when crushed ar.d swallowed !
Then there were luscious squid swimming
ftbont) and, to a salmon, squid are likeripe
peaches and cream for dinner. There were_
rreut companies of delicate sardines and
herring, green and silvery, and itwas such
fun to chase them and then capture them !

Those who eat only sardines, packed
in oil by greasy fingers, and her-
rings dried in the smoke, can have little
idea how satisfying it is to have one's
stomach fullof them, plump and sleek and
silvery, fresh from the sea.

Thus they chased the herrings about
and had a merry time. Then they wore
chiiM,1 :il>out in turn by great sea-lions,
swimming monsters with huge half human
fires, long thin whiskers and blundering
ways. The sea-lions liked to bite out the
throats of the salmon, with their precious
stomachs full of luscious sardines, and
then to leave the rest of the fish to shift
for itself.

And the seals and herrings scattered the
salmon about, and at last the hero of our
story found himself <juite alone, with none
of his kind near him, but that did not
trouble him much, and he went on his
own way, getting his dinner when he was
hungry, which was all the time, and then
eating a littlebetween meals for his stom-
ach's *:ikt>.

So it went on for three long years, and
at Ihe end oftins time our little fish had
grown to be a great, fine salmon, of forty
pounds' weight, shining and silvery as a
new tin pan, and with rows of the love-
-1 it—-t black spots on his head and back and
tail. C>De day, as he was swimming about,
idlychasing a big sculpin. with a head so
thorny that he never was swallowed by
anybody, all of a sudden the salmon
noticed a change in the water around him.

AH along the banks of the Columbia
river, from it's mouth to nearly thirty
miles away, there is a succession of large
buildings, looking like great barns or
warehouses, built on piles in the river,
and high enough to be out of the reach of
floods. There are thirty of these build-
ings and they are called" canneries. Each

Ll'rof.David Starr Jordan, in Science Sketches ]
In the realm of the northwest wind on

the boundary line between the dark fir
forests and the sunny plains there stands a
mountain, a great white cone two miles
and a half in perpendicular height. On
its lower mile the dense fir woods cover it
with never-changing green; on its next
half-mile a lighter green of grass and
bushes gives place in winter to white;
and on its uppermost mile the snows of the
great Ice age still linger in unspotted
purity. The people of Washington Terri-
tory say that the mountain is the great
"King-pinof the Universe," which shows
that, even inits own country, Mount Ta-
coma is not without honor.

Flowingdown from the southwest slope
ofMount Tacoma Ls a cold, clear river,
fed by the melting snows of the mountain.
Madly it hastens down over white cas-
cades and beds of shining sands, through
birchwoods and belts of dark firs to mingle
its waters at last with those of the great
Columbia.

This river is the Cowlitz, and on its bot-
tom not many years ago there lay half
buried in the sand a number of little
orauge-eolored globules, each about as
large as a pea. These were not mui-h in
themselves, but, like the philosopher's
monads, each one had in it the promise
and potency of an active life. In the
waters above them littlesuckers and chubs
and prickly sculpins were straining their
mouths to draw these globules from the
sand, and vicious-looking crawfishes picked
tkeni up with their blundering hands and
examined them with their telescopic eyes.
But one, at least, of these globules escaped
their scientific curiosity, else this story
would not be worth telling.

The sun shone down on it through the
clear water, and the ripples of the Cowlitz
said over it their incantantations, and itat
last awoke a living being. It was a li-li,a
curious little fellow, only half an inch
long, with great, staring eyes, which made
almost half his length, and a body so trans-
parent that liecould not cast a shadow.
He was a little salmon, a very little
salmon, but the water was good and there
were flies and worms and little living
creatures in abundance for him to eat, and
he soon became a larger salmon. And
there were many more little salmon with
him, some larger and some smaller, and
they all had a merry time. Those who
had been born soonest and had grown
largest used to chase the others around
and bite ofl' their tail?, or, still better,
take them by their heads and swallow
them whole, for, said they, ''Even young
salmon are good eating." -'Heads Iwin,
tails you lose," was their motto. Thus
what was once two small salmon became
united into one larger one, and the process
of "addition, division and silence" still
went on.

As in eons before Thebes hewed her
hundred gateways from the rock, or Kar-
nak reared its temples above the yellow
floods of the Nile, the great kangaroos go
hopping over the coarse grass, for all the
animals of the great south continent are
either ghostly or grotesque. When the
suns sinks out of sight there is no twi-
light, for in those southern latitudes the
darkness comes at onoe. From the density

of vast eucalyptus forest*, which holdtheir
leaves and shed their bark at the coming
of winter, great flocks of white cockatoos
come streaming out into the approaching
night, shrieking like spirits lost. From

Baron Nordenskjold has now passed
through the press the great work upon
which he has been engaged

—
a fac simile

atlas to the oldest history of cartography.
Itis a folio volume containing reproduc-
tions of" fifty-one maps printed before ICOO,
with descriptive letter-press and other il-
lustrations.


