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of ﬂlrinlli,,-ﬂm- Iy s g
‘the Year's soft utemool <
And now a dimness vells the world,
Whose light mist be of sun, or
“ _ .moon,

8o well In misty swathings (urled

And lo; beneath yon slanting ray,
A’ creeping life its path pursues;

To fold in self-spun shroud away,—
lh lorm in changeful :loep to lose!

lv'n lo. the ‘Day,~the Year, per-
. = chance, 3

With all its shimmering afterbloom,

Is/clothed, ‘amid its growing trance,

“WHth wefts self-drawn  from mystlc
... loom.

ln"fehrynlls; or in’ cocoon—

Such as the Soul herself might spin,
'Were 1t.not well a’while to swoon,
Some winged, waking life to win?
—u!'mm The Contributors* Club of the
. Adantic

& m m PATH OF
,,THE BASHIKOUAY

IY ALBERT W, TOLMAN,

‘1 ‘was - standing In the: monkey-
lo\lu at the zoo. A white-halred, eld-
mn ‘was making the circuit of
iy ‘oages with a paper bag of mixed
auts. By the time he came to where
i‘ilood, in"front of & little white-face,
-~ his’ stock was almost gone, He fished
G . owt an English walnut, The - monkey,
: _“*.. “Banging from his perch by his tall,
" swung across the cage, and put out
&5 .h!aﬂpaw for. the proffered dainty..
“I never miss one of 'em,” said the
::ln‘ vl!h the bag; “‘for it I dhl he'd
\ ’"HQ\ cqg bad all day. Intelligent? = Why,
!hole apes know “more than “a
#90d . many men.
“““thelr falk. 'That macaque in the cor-
_er's thirsty, He's begsing for. wats
.2 ar.  Cheouw! cheouw! Just listen to
s ‘that “poor- little ‘scamp- DBoohoolng..
: Here,

‘Bom Fodn hurt ‘his leellnu

“He ma up his lut llmond. A
m?wn paw clutched it, and the
: r changed to a mumble of sat-
ot * The man continued; —
T "vnilemlnd monkeys pretty well?
t:oum to, Twenty-vears I collected
«for circuses and museumg I've
_been to Central and South America
. and Africa so many times I've lost
-nt. as well as twice to Indla and
once to Bornco. Strange experiences?
Yes, plenty,  Narrow ompea? Some.
5!5 ‘no fun-to meet 2 gorilla” with
.-only one bird-shot camldxe A river
 full of crocodiles Isn't the pleasant-
Olt place to be gpilled Into. 4
"'Bpt the thing that's responsible
for more. of these white hairs than
‘any-other didn't have arything to do
m with gorlllas - or. crocodlles:
~Rver hear ot thé bashikouay? No?
#it down-on that bench, it you'vo 3
fow. minutes to waste, and let me
. el you about the worst scrape 1 ever
.ot into.”
~ “lg July, 1891, e camped with
& party of hunters on a prairie near
~ the thick' forest north: of the Ogowe,
& big West African river emptying
not far from Cape Lopesz. This for-
est, which Iles almost on the equa-
: _tor, contalns more dffferent epecies
= of ‘monkeys- than' any other spot'on
‘ﬁo be. The goriHa also lives in
\;‘\ y depths; and I--was - par
Q@hllrl: anxious’ onsthis trip {5,
.cure two.or. ﬂaue uvlu luee!menl
of this glant ape. ek
NM about two. weeks: ovemhlnx
went wo)l My camp began to look |'s
lke & menagerle, as the caxcs were
set -up -and’ filed with nshiegos,
Douves, nkengos and  kooloo-kam-
: ~my men t.ermed the. vuloul

"Ono ovenlnx I was slmn: nlono

.outside. Over -and over agaln was
_ repeated the word:
. *“‘Njego! Njego!’
“Suspecting what the trounble wu.
-1 grabbed my rifie and jumped out.
Three-or four of my men had just run
/in from the drinking-pool. They told
~~; me that Mpongwe, one of my best
- “hunters; bad ‘been carried. off by a
1éopard.
“We formed a' ijarty at once and
vC“‘\wed the bloody trafl. A mile
‘from camp it entered a small - glade
. and then“ plunged Into the  thick
“ Jungle. It was ussless fo pursue far-
ther. Poor Mpongwe was beyond our
”hob. and we should only expose
ourselves to a similar fate. There
\du Httle " sleep .in the camp that

- “For the next three dlyu my work
3 m ‘at a standstlll, ‘When a leopard
bias once tasted human flesh, he-be-
- ‘comes a confirmed man-eater. My
e lnnurl knew' this; and were panic-
;.Jtrlcken " They refused to_enter the
... forest. "By night they kept bright
- firés burning, and danced’ and beat
~toms-toms to frighten  the. animal
away. I saw that nothing mrthor
could be lceompulhed until he was

&8 "lt. was pcrteetly plain, too, that I
lmnt ‘do ‘the job mysel. My ‘men
“'were sobadly frjghtened that I could
. oount on little help from them. Mow
~could I get the man-eater without
.. .giving him a chance to get me? I
»mulod over it for some time. Then
¥ remembered ‘a tiger-hunting trick
that an’ «Englisbman had told me about
'len Jdiwas’{n India the winter be-

e hnd two' especially large cages,
fnténded for gorlllas, 1f 1 were fortu.
. Rate enough to capture any. On the
- third afternoon we set up one of these
-eages .in. the glade through which
“the le&pnrd's trall bad led. Intothis
T locked' myself at sunset, with a
c-nrntool and my heavy double-bar
reled hunting wifle carrylng a steel
pointed ball of two and a half ounces.
uy men hurrlod away and left me

“B!x houn I sat on thnt bukleu
" #tool, with my rifie on my knees, look-
- ing nd listening.: I had biacked ,my.
< heo .and “hands. with charcoal;, for

lm;\i'; eye ia shnrp, and 1 was
 afrald he.would see my white skln
' through the darkness, -

nc. Now- and then elephants frumpet-
/- ed in the" _distance. Not far away 1
B eould hear a drove of wild pigs grunt
g .nd meallnx. The fungle was
" tull-of’ life. My watch was Ionawme,
‘bt ‘not ruonotomm- for every min-
n‘e I was qxpocuu the man-eater.
- “Shortly after’ midnight 1 drowsed
SO e Tittle, Then a sense of -danger
e houhz “mu wide awake. A breath-
‘drud m,.mpd over {he jungle.
I 'stralned my ears and eyes, A Tow,
: ’; rasping purr broke the stiliness: ‘and
A ﬁm olose to the ground; not twenty
“lost ‘off, glared two-flery eyes, lika
Drightly ‘burning - places’ of charcoal.

I can’ understand’

in ‘my tent, when I heard wild yells |

% . - “There were plénty of noises round |

nr.uht oag<l oouid at -the. blulu
eyes, and pulled the ‘trigger. 1 was
shaking wlth nervousnou, so 1
missed.

“There ocame & horrible, unearthly
scream. The eyes rose suddenly, and:
shot toward me through the black-
ness. ‘A tremendous. shock on the
side of the cage set the steel rods
rattling and threw me backward oft
my stool., A paw shot between the
barg and grazed my Shoulder; a hot
breath burned my cheek.

“Bracing mysell on my lmees 1
pushed my gun forward till {ts muz-
gle almost touched the glnrlnx balls,
and fired again.

‘A {rightful roar bmke suddenly
into a coughing and choking. There
was a death-scuffle, succeeded by a
long-drawn moan; then stiliness.
Mpongwe had been revenged.

“Triumph thrilled me. I had seen
my quarry only by the gun-flash, but
folt sure it was the animal I was af
ter. Poking my rifle-muzzle out Into
the blackness, I touched a soft, 1imp
body. ‘The leopard was unqueltlon-
ably dead. .. .

“Not: knowing . .what other - night-
prowlers might be abroad, I dared
not leave the cage until morning.
Though my men had ‘probably” heard
my. gun, I knew they would not come
to 1ook me up. until after daybreak,
8o I made myself as comfortable as

{1 conld and waited for the light to

come. ;

“Hours passed. Gradually the sky
brightened over the -eastern forest,
and soon I could’ dimly discern the
shoulders of the big beast, not_four
feet from the cage. Before long it
was light enough for me to see that
my gécond bullet had taken him right
between the eyes, I gazed on him:
with rellet and’ exultation,

_ “The _troplcal day came quickly.
There was no.reason for further de-
lay. Besides, I was eager to get
the exact measurements ot the leop-]
ard, which was the largest 1 had. ever
seen. My hand shook with nervous-
nees a8 'I- pushed the key between
the bars and fumbled at the Yale' lock,
which was on the outside. The" hole
was _small and hard fo find. Growing

‘| impatient, T made too sudden a dab;

‘the thin bit of steel twisted out of
my fingers, clinked on a stone, and
rebounded  to ‘the zround three or
four feet away.

“I began to fish for i with my
gun-muzzle, but my efforts only prod-
ded it deeper Into the earth. T had
to confess at last that I was as se-
curely caged ag any of my monkeys.
It was annoying and ridlculous, - too.

“A twig cracked. I seiZzed my gun.
Out bounded a leopard fullyas large
as the one I had killed. With not
even a look at me, it leaped away
down the glade before I could {nsert
a fresh cartridge. A trumpeting, and
the thud of heavy Yeet; an elephant
bxnt out<and lumbered by. Then a

attering troop of monkeys swung
themselyves  along from branch to
branch. All. appeared to be fleeing
from some unseen foe.

*“Suddenly came a £oft rustling, like
the distant “hiss.of a snake. I cock-
ed my rifle. .The nolse grew louder.
What was this mysterious thing that
had caused-such a panic among the
jungle-dwellers?

“Something stirred on the ground
not ten feet away, and & .line of
emall dark objects crept rapidly into
the glade: Faor a few seconds I look-
ed curiously; tlen a thought made
me tremble with horror. Here was
something against which my power-

de | 1u) “rifie | was, usgjein- as-a apear of
grass,

“It was, a column “of ‘bashikouay,
‘or: great bull ants, the most dreaded
seourge of: the tropical forest. I now
understood the ‘hurried retreat of all
the. ‘beasts, No living thing can re-
sist the“attack of these terrible, in-
sects, - Flight is the only safety from
them: And I could not flee, lor 1
was locked into the cage.
=“I_must recover that key at any
cost. - I I didn’t get it, and ‘the.ants
discovered me, .they would eat ‘me
up- plecemeal:’ And when my-men;
came to: release mie, thay would find
.only = skeleton.

“The cage door was On t.be oppo-
site "side from the manching ‘army,
The key lay on the ground over a
yard off. It was s0 light that . 1
could now see it distinotly. As quiet-

ly and quickly as possible try-
ing to: hook it toward m\\ with ‘my
gun-muxzle. Little by 1t I drew

it nearer. As I worked, I looked: over
my shoulder at the nnmbmul thou-,
sands pouring rapldly from:the jungle
and passing not two yards from the
cage, - What 1f the ekirmishers should
discover ‘mae!

“A small “rock émbedded in the
501l checked the progress of the key.
I was obliged to engineer the little

| plece of steel round the obstruction.

That ‘took time. I Jooked back and
a shiver of horror ran over me!

“The _dead 'leopard was bristling
with crawlicg . masses: From the
beast's head to the cage it was hard-
ly more than a yard.

“I worked: feverishly, Terrible talesd
that my hunters had told about the
bashikouay ran. through my _brain.
The key was gradually coming near
er,  Could I get it in time?. Two or
three small stones still lay In the
way. One of these might cost me
the most terrible death a human be-
ing can suffer—that of being eaten
allva,

‘On a sudden my wrist twinged
sharply; There was one of the awful
ants, {ts pincers burled in my flesh.
Ugh! With a shudder I tore Its
body away, but the head remained,
embedded ‘deep. A pain plerced the
nape of. my neck. I glanced’ down;
the skirmishers were :Zreamlns over
the floor,

“I looked despairingly at’ the' key,
otill almost & yard away. To work
it carefully in with my rifle would
take two or three minutes; and by
that time the ants would be swarming
over me in hundreds.- 1" could . see
but one chance, for. life..

“*Throwing; mnel( flat- among - the
flerce insects, I:thrust my’right hand
out between the bars; my: fingar-ends
Just closed over the key.- A’ moment
Iater I' was on my feet !aln, allye
with ants and aullerln: flery wr-‘
ments, k

“It took all my leu-eontrol to. cot
the key into the lock outside, "The
door caught for an lnl!an! ‘then ‘came
wide open.

“I sprung wildly: out.  With ‘hup-
dreds of polsoned pincers tearing at
my flesh, I dashed out of the glade

.mdnnmhuu!couldwwud

camp. I was almost mad from paln,
but- still kept my senses sufficiently
to make for the water-hole,

“My men: looked with amazement
on my sudden appearance; A few hur-
ried words; as 1 plunged in, explained
my, plight.” They came to my assist-
me. and picked the ants off.

- Fortunately-the bashikouay did not

noon the rear of the destroying col
umn had passed, and I went back
with my hunters after the cage and
gun, We found the skeleton of the
leopard, picked white. I' could not
help shuddering. What #f I had not
recovered the key!

“Two monthg later I brought my
fled cages, gorlllas’ and al, suc-
cessfully back to the coast. I have
‘been to Africa twice since and have
had many adventures,  but never one
In which I came so close to death
as on that summer morning In the

path  of the bdbashikonay."—Youth's
Companion,
GALAX IS SOUTHERN.

Pl-nt will Only Grow In Certain Sec-
tion of Dixie,

Many persons whoge interest Is at-
tracted daily by the wreaths of dark
green or bronze follage labelled “‘ga-
lax leaves” at the doors of the flor-
ists' ‘shops probably ‘do not know that
the plant from which these leaves
_are picked Is one of the most loyal
and truly American to be found. In
fact, the galax root refuses to grow
in any other sofl than that of the
United States,

Not only is.the galax American, but
it is born and bred Southern. It
will no more flourish outside of Dixie
than in an alien soil. - Few plants are
réstricted In growth to so narrow an
area, In a small section of rugged
country In the Appalachian Mountain
range, where the corners of Virginia,
North Carolina, Georgia and Tennes-
Bee ruu up together, the galax clus-
ters grow in profusion. They are in-
digenous to ‘this reglon, elevated
many thousands of feet above sea lev-
el, and although many attempts have
been made to {nfroduce the plants in
other parts of the United States and
in foreign lands as well, the experi-
menis have always praved - futile.
" Neither will the galax thrive in the
hothouse—only the rare air and moun-
tain loam of 1ts native soil seem
adapted to its growth.

the value of galax leaves for decora-
tive purposes, some fifteen years ago,
hundred of tons:of them have been
sent to the Northern markets from
their native corner in the mountains,
where, durlng certain seasons, whole
familles devote themselves to: gath:
ering and packing them for shipment,
There are many points in favor of
the use of the galax In decorative
schemes. A dark green during the
summer months and & rich bronze
after being touched by the frost, the
leaves retain thelr hues for weeks
after they are gathered. Further-
more, they are very hardy, -permit-
ting rough and ready packing, which
renders their shipment Inexpensive.
They rotain their freshness and
color for a long time without be!ng
kept In ‘water.

Possesalng these qualities it was
only- natural that the galax should
have come at once Into favor for
the brightening of rooms and the dec-
oration of tables, Carloads of the
leaves are shipped into the North not
only for sale In' New' York, Philadel-
phia and other centres; hut also to
be transferred to steamships and' car-
ried abroad.—New York Sun

SACRED DOCUMENT FOUND.

Marriage Contract of Chinese Emperor,
Found in Germany.

‘What s considered to be one ot the
most sacred documents of China_ is

ald to. have been. discovered recept:
;y in the ’ n of ‘a German
Jamily related to one of the soldlers
who ‘took part in--the expedition ot
the Europem contingents againat the
Boxer insurgents in 1800, and return-
ed by them to the imperial archives
at Pekin. This paper is the mar-
riage eontract of the present Em-
peror. Enornous quantities of loot
were taken from the . Celestial Em-
pire on that oocasion, some of which
bas ‘since been returned to China.
Among . the objects missed was the
Amperial ‘marriage -contract, signea
Fobrtnry. 1889,

" Searches were made by the Chinese
diplomatic representatives {n all
countries of the world for this. docu-
ment, but they were fruitless until
it turned up dn Germany. It had
been given by.the German soldier in
question to one of his relatives as a
cunlosity. = The contract was recog-
nized as an oficial deed by & German
functionary who "has served a long
time in China. It whs then sub-
mitted to an expert, who declared it
to be the imperial parchment oon-
‘taining. the conditions of the Emper:
or's marriage, Upon the completion
of this‘unoMeial examination the doc-
vment was returned by its hoMer to
Pekin,

_ A Mule That Strayed.
8. G, Jones lived near Argonia, In
Summer ‘County, several years. One

ed his farm. With the help of those
around the mule was: driven into a
oorral, but it immediately jumped out
and kept going northeast. Mr. Jones's
neighbor ran the mule into a corral,
but it merely ‘jumped out and kept
golng. mortheast. Inatead of stiok-
ing to the roads the mule kept on
travelling a “bee line” to the north-
east. Mr. Jones made inquiries and
found that a great many farmers had
run the mule into their corrals only
to see it jump out. Some of them’
tried, but they failed to get it into
a barn, In a few days & man came
along hunting for the mule. He Mved
below. Wellington_ in. Sumner Coun-
ty. He ealid the gray mule had been
raised in Missourl and had been ship-
ped to a tanch’ below Wellington. It
didn’t lke the climate or something
and pulled out for Mjuourl The
owner. followed it-to where it was
ralsed and shipped 1t back ‘to his
ranch., The mule swam the Mlssourl
River,. It didn't have the price to
pay joll.—-Atchhon Globe.'

Another Famous Hat.

Augustin  Daly, Ogcar ' Hammer-
stein, Willlam Merritt Chase and Wil
helm Funk are the only New York-
ers who hava been made famous by
their “hats. - But. who has ever sung
the fame of John La Farge’s bonnet?
Echo answers, none. Bonnet {s the
only word' in mtillinery that can prop-
erly be applied to the'Dean of all the
Palnter's , headgear, /for dt consists
of & shapeless plece of black fell
that alwaye looks ag if the veteran
artist caught it up by the top in a
firm grasp and thrust it down on his
‘head. Its only approach to the ordi-
nary hat worn by man Hes in' the
oircumstance that it" has' & narrow
bit of silk ribbon around it. 'Also, he
{8 mever seen in. public wlthont it.
—Now York Preas.

Frequent use of the microscope. is
‘sald 1o ' prevent - mear-sightedness.

Accordingly, since the discovery ot

day a gray mule travelling alone pass—

LOADING

S'.PHJLT AT GUANOCO WHARY.

PREDICT WAR WITH AMERICA.

Veaesuelan OMcials Seo  Only Ome
Outcome of Asphalt Row.

War with the United States over i‘{

fifty miles of swamp land Is predicted
by leading Venezuelan officlals, The
strip was under control of the asphalt
trust until the beginning of the long
serles of difficultiey that now may end
In a contest with Amerlca:

All the turmotl, bloodshed, revolutlon
and lntenmtlonnl controversies. have
their origin in this speck of territory.
Upen its proper development depends
the wealth of the nation; for it Is the
natural outlet for all the resources of a
country #o rich In-the earth’s trensures
that the dreams of n Plzarro might be
realized. It was. granted to the as.
phalt trust with the agreement that it
would be developed. Canals were to be
dug so that the boats could sal] up the
river 'to the gold mines, the sllver
mines, the oll wells and the rich coffee
plantations. Rnilronds were to have
beeri bullt.  Orie of ‘the' Venezublin gov-
ernment's prineipal complaints against
the’ American asphalt trust is that It
never fulfilled any. of these promises.
All the trust did was to push its own
boats Into the pitch lakes, load them
and fake away the valuable natural
product.

‘The-district has remafned impover-
ished becanse undeveloped, Its 3,000,
D00 people were poor because they could
not get thelr wealth gold., " The rall-
roads and the canals promised mever
materialized Into anything better than
mule caravans and candes. The cus-
toms which composed the chief income
to the national treasury fell off, for the
asphalt was free of duty.

Then the temper. of this mlxed race
of Spanish, negroes, and natives reach-
ed the bolling pofnt. They hated these
4,000 white ‘men and thelr trust greed.
They made life dangerous for the for-
elgners. Suits were filed In the shaky
courts of the country to try to get back
the asphalt wealth given away. Castro
found he was fighting the most expert
trust lawyers, men who knew other
tricks besides those of the conrts. Revo-
lutionary leaders took adyvantage of the
turmoll to start Internal troubles, Eyv-
erybody In Venezuela belleves that the
Matas rebelllon was financed by the
trust—and all Venezuelans insist That
it was Castro’s duty to the people to
dispossess the trust.

Meanwhile this land of wonderful
wenlth lies like a shining diamond In a
hill of mand, Its Brazll wood, coral
trees, Indigo, rubber, bananas remain
in the forest. Its gold and sllver and
copper and marble and granite are still
In the earth, valueless to Venezueln and
the commercial world.

SEEING LINCOLN IN 1863.
How & Private Soldier Attended a
White House Reception.

It was'In the'spring of 1863, when 1
was stopping for ‘a' while In Washing-
ton, says a”contributor to the Boston
Transcript. I attended, one day, a re-
ception . at the White House. The

‘rooms  were, of course, crowded with

officers of the army, leglnlntors and rep-
resentatives of foreign courts In great
abundance. Mr.  Lincoln- held hig re-
ceptions in the blue room, opposite the
malin entrance. For a long time the
passage to him was crowded, but Iater
the crowd thinned out-about him, so

that he had short spaces-of rest. I had
been -.wandering. around, and at last
found myselt close to the main en-
trance.  Soon I saw a common soldfer
come up: to the hall. He was an ex-
ceedingly rough looking specimen. His
clothes were sorn and solled, his boots

outside his-trousers, dirty beyond de-

gree. You could hardly. concelve ‘a more
unfit person to enter that great crowd.
He evidently had a great desire to see
the Presldent, but knew his unfitness to
enter. But lt was not long before he
mustered éourage to push his way un-
der the cover of others well Into the
hall.

Noting the anxlous yearning look on
his face, I became Interested to watch
his movements and pote‘the result. It
was not very-long before 1. observed
that Mr. Tincoln -had an eye on him,
as he chanced to come near the door of
the reception room. Once and again I
saw his eye search out this sofled and
bespattered soldler with the most ten-
der 100k, Then came a more vacant
space between the two. At-length Mr.
Lincoln, with an enormous’ stride and

heard to be tully understood :  “Come
forward, my friend; we are all equal
here.”

With this hand grasp and welcome
r. Lincoln's attentlon was turned else-
where but I'can remember no, other in-
cldent that thrilled me as did that lit-
tle scene. "And the effect of it upon
that soldier—It seemed to transform
him In @ moment. What a new manll-
ness It put into his face and attitude.
In o few moments he was gone, but it
was plain that from that hour Mr. Lin-
coln had at least one man In his army
who was ready to give his life to help
Mr. Lincoln save the cause for which
botls of. them were tolling and sacrl-
ficlng, ~And [t seemed at the moment
that T could easily do the same.

ZUNI INDIAN BASKETB.
Mnade by Expert Women and Colored
to Suit Intended Unse.

The Zun! Indians make great nse of
bnnketeﬂ especlally In connection with
grinding four,

they obtaln by trade from the Apache
and Plute, and value. highly. They,
themselyes, manufacture’ wicker bas-
kefs which are not much estcemed. The
Industry Is entirely confined to’womeu,
They employ an awl of deer bone, and
use some &ix kinds of willow, which
they make into eclrcular trays and
bowls, tsl-la). One kind, salt willow, is
used for baskets to hold paper bread In
the housesthe wilow giving It n salt
flavor, and another kind, “smooth'
willow, ‘for baskets to hold bread at
meals; white and yellow wlllow bas-
kets are used for corn meal: those of
red willow as colanders for washing
wheat and hominy, and those of muk:
tsu-tsl as sleves for wheat and beans.
White willow baskets are painted with
white clay, stalued red, yellow or black
with nativé:.dyes or now dyed with
aniline ‘dyes, for use In_dances. BElther
white willow; or all the different kinds
of willow mixed together, are employed
for th!s purpose. Sacred baskets, tha-
Il-nal, ave used to hold plume sticks
and masks.

The women have a dance In the fall,
called Ahyuna, In which they use bas-
kets painted with different colors. It
I8 sald that the name Is Plma, and that
the dance; which Is to secure rain, was
brought to Zun! not many years ago by
two old men who visited the Plma with
Mr, Cushing. An Inverted painted bas-
ket, corresponding with the box or
gourd resonator of the Hopl, s put
under the notched stick, kil-wl-a-nan-
nal, which Is scraped with a stick as
an accompaniment to dances,

The Zuni® also manufacture small
globular  baskets of salt wlillow In
which they collect locusts used as food.
Pannlers to carry peaches, melons, cu-
cumbers and other fruit are made of
red willow, Twilled baskets of yucca,
simllar to those seen at other pueblos,
are used to dip up salt from the Salt
lake. The art of making these bas-
kets, which are called ho-tsl-lal, was
learned from Acoma. The Zunl also
make asrectangular twilled tray of the
same material, with an edge of cedar
or oak, which they use to put paper
bread on, or to lay long plume sticks
or Images upon at the yellow and blue
corn dances. Swallowing sticks were
formerly placed upon‘such trays at the
80 | stick-swallowing dance.

The Zunl formerly had a number of
old colled globular and jar-shaped bas-
kets, the orlgin of which s not defi-
nitely known. The pltch-covered water
bottles, which they use come from the
White Mountain Apache or the Navajo.

He Was Particular,

One day the mistress of the house
had some special dellcacy on the table,
and the thought came to her to share
it. with her laundress, whose day it
was at the house. So before the latter
went home she packed a box carefully
and took It to her.

“I want you to take thls with you
and try It. . We conslder it unusually
nice. I thought perhaps It would saye
you some work In cooking when you
get supper. tonight." s

The woman recelyed the parcel In
the spirit In which it was given, say-
Ing, as she recelved It:

*“Thank you, ever & much. T know
Mr. —— wlil enjoy it. He's fest as
pernickity about his vittles ez though
he earnt 'em."—Boston Advertiser.

They commonly employ:
for " this purpose colled baskets which

MEN OF EARLIER AGES,

Were They the Mental Peers of the
Men of Today?

The general”iden that our enormous
ndvnnct:s In sclence and command over
nature-serve as demonstrations of our
mental superiority to the men of ear-
ller ages Is totally unfounded. The evl-
dence of history and of the earliest
monuments alike goes to Indlicate that
our intellectunl and moral nature has
not advanced in any perceptible degree.
In the second place, we find that the
supposed great mental iInferlority of
savages I8 equally unfounded. The more
they are sympathetically studled the
more they are found to resemble our
selves In ‘' thelr Inherent Intellectual
powers, % '

Even the so long despised Australlan
savages, almost the lowest In material
progress, yet show by thelr complex
language, thelr socin] regulations and
often by an Innate nobllity of charac:
ter Indicatlons of a very sim'lar !nner
nature to our own. If they posscss
fewer philosophers and moralists, tiicy
are also free from so large a propor:
tion of unbalanced minds—Idiots and
lunatics—as we possess. On the other
band, we find (n the higher Pacific
types men who, though savages as re
gards materlal progress, are yet gener:
ally admitted to be physically, intel:
lectually and morally our equals, If not
our superiors. * * * Thirdly, ws
have no proof whatever that even the
men of the stone age were mentally o
moraliy Inferlor to ourselyes.—Alfred
Russel Wallace In Fortnightly Review

NOT MERELY IDLING,

Whereln the Writer Resembled the
Mnan on the Buoy,

“That writer,” said'a publisher, re
ferring to an author who eeemed to' bé
1dling away his ﬂme “Is th reality try
ing hard to work, to get his ideas flow:
Ing, but he Is stuck,

“He sald to me himself that he re
seinbled a man who made a bet one
summer day at the shore that he would
swim out a mile and a half to a certain
buoy. The bet was accepted, and the
man stripped and plunged in. His
friend retired to the hotel to wateh
his progress from the window.

“From the window with a fleld glnu
the friend saw the swimmer reach>the
buoy-In due course, draw himsélf up
out of the water and st down com-
fortably, with his legs dangling over. 8o
far so good. Evidently he was resting
well pleased with his feat.

“Some minutes passed, and the swim-
mer had not moved. The watcher re-
turned to his book. But every. now
and then he looked up, and still the
swimmer sat In the same position or
the buoy.

“An hour, two hours went by. Still
the swimmer remained. A white, sllm
figure seen agalnst the oncoming dark
he sat on the buoy's edge. His feet
dangled In the sen. He seemed to be
musing.

“Finally It began to grow quite dark,
and, thoroughly alarmed at last, the
watcher got a boat and a couple of
bargees and rowed out to his friend.

‘Out there the mystery was soon ex-
plalned. The man was stuck fast to
the buoy, which had been freshly tarred
that morning.'—Waghington Star.

A Marringe Fiction,

The polite fiction obtalns that mar-
rlages are made In heaven., This ro-
mantic viewpoint Is particularly popu-
lar In America, where It is held to be
highly Improper for parents to make
any move toward securing good hus-
bands for thelr daughters and immod-
est for girls to manifest any interest
In the subject themselves, -~

The conyentional theory-is that the
matter Is on the knees of the gods and
that In due season husbands will be
provided llke manna in the wilderness
for sustenance of the falthful. Unfor-
tunately this miracle does not always
come off for every woman. The supply
of manna gives out. There are not
enough husbands to go around, and
these are unevenly divided. Some wom-
en get three or four, while others get
none, But neither the old malds nor
thelr parents realize that the reason
that they did not share In the dispen-
satlon was their own fault, because
they did not put themselves, as old
tashioned Methodists used to say, In an
attitude to recelve the blessing.—Dor-
othy Dix, in Alnslee's

Just Such a Gent,

“You're looking for new quarters, I
hear,” sald Kldder, at the breakfast ta-
ble,

“Yes,” replied the talkative boarder.
"why,”

“Here's an ad 1n the paper that
ghiould Interest you particularly: ‘To
rent—Nice room for gent with gas.'’"—
Philadelphia Presa,

Disgusted Rats.

Bacon—1 see It Is sald that rats are
judges of muslc,

Egbert—1 guess that Is ‘right We
haven't bad.one In the louse since we
got the phonograph.—Yonkers BStates-
man,

Worse .than Foolish.

The man .who forgets his ' friends

Tt wag the _mnm,. Y felt wure | come near’the camp, so°the captured w.tcmm 9“ "uon mm’d & Jlong  outreaching arm, advanced,| 'When same men stirt out to look for | may be ungrateful,. The one who fop- ans
L R 29 1| men mr- o graiped this soldier by the hand, with a | the deserving poor thelr Arst stop !y n|gets his eneuiles {8 foolish,~Chicage
ML 11 tmw ,mm; m-mr wire wred, By 2 W ," ?'1 R e mmmmmwm ko 8 BT Laginid f

18 likely to become very large,

DOTTY DOLLY'S RIDDLE, f

"Guess my riddle, Mr. Man,”
Salq little Dotty Dolly Drake;
“If Brother Jack a flower was,
Tell what one he best would make.”

“A round and pink carnation,
Because his cheeks are pink?

A pretty poppy, 'cause they're red?
I'm sure I cannot think,

“Or Is he like a tulip,
‘Because two lips has he?
It isn’t lady slipper,
For a lady he can't be,

“Perhaps it's a sunflower,
As” he rises with the sun

S0 he can play foot ball enough
Before the day s dome.”

But little Dotty Dolly Drake
Just shook her curly head,

“Oh, can't you guess, you stupld

man?"”

And then sghe, laughing, sald:

“I'll have to tell you, it's so hard,
Oy own con-nun-de-drum.

Why, with his yellow foot ball halir,
He'd be chrysanthemum!”

—May Delling, in the Washington

Star.

THE GAMBRY.

“Come along, Uncle Tom, right up
to the Gamery.”

“The Gamery! What under the
sun {s that?" cried Uncle Tom, as he
found himself being fairly dragged
atticward by his nephews and nleces.
“I expect it's a place where they
make game of you. Is the other
name for it the Practical Jokery? It
it Is I'm not golng one step fnr-
ther.”

The children laughed.
. “Good idea, uncle,” said Theo pa-
tronizingly. “We'll start a Practical
Jokery the very next rainy day.”

Soon they were all at the attic door
and Uncle Tom paused at the thres-
hold to read the sign pasted thereon.
It was a highly decorated sign, but the
lettering was clear and black,
THE GAMBERY; ALLEN BROS. &

CO., PROPRIETORS.
ALL KINDS OF GAMBES MADE TO
ORDER.
OFFICE HOURS EVERY STORMY
DAY.

“We're the ‘& Co.' we girls,” sald
Josephine, “and we do the most of
the work."

“‘Hear! Hear!" sald Allen.
do most of the talking, too.”

“Well, do let Uncle Tom into the
Gamery," sald peaceful Ruth. "“You
children are all blocking up the
door.”

With great ceremony Uncle Tom
was ushered into the warm, wide at-
tic.. All the rubbish which usually
fills up an attic was piled neatly un-
der one gable, leaving the long stretch
of space for the children to work in.
The boys had a work bench and tool
chest at one end.-~ Their outfit in-
cluded a turning lathe and fretsaw.

The girls had a long table, with

“They

‘low-~chairs, just the -right size for

them to sit in and work easily at the
table. Back of the table deep shelves
were bullt into the wall, These were
piled high with newspapers, maga-
zines, advertising circulars and a few
books. The table had drawers which
contained library paste, old scissors,
pens, pencils, India Ink, water col-
ors and brushes. An old bureau con-
tained the games which the chndren
had munu.lnctured

“You see,” explained Ruth, “we
used to drive mother nearly wild on
stormy days, asking what . we should
do next. We always seemed tired of
all our games and books just the very
days we needed them most. So one
day mother sent all oyr games to
the hospital, and sald If we ever
needed another game we must make
or earn it ourselves, She meant it for
a punighment, but somehow the idea
of making games Interested us; we
put our heads together, and the re-
sult is this,” pointing to the table
and work benches.

“See our lovely game of ‘Old
Maids,'"” said Josephine. “We had
the boys cut a lot of bristol board
cards of just the right size and shape,
every card exactly the size of every
other, then we cut out pictures of all
the pretty girls we could find. They
are mostly just advertisement girls,
you sece, and we got two of each
kind; you see, here are. two tooth
powder girls, and two cocoa girls and
two soap. girls, and there are twenty-
six palrs, Then we pasted them on
the cards with library paste. And
on just one card we pasted this poor
old maid. Isn't she -pathetic!’ We
cut her out of a patent medicing ad,
and that completed our game, Don't
you think it's lots prettier than the
regular cards?”

“And see our game of authors
said -Ruth. “We got the tiny photo-
graphs of all, the authors we liked
very cheap, a half dozen of each, and
we pasted them on cards and print-
ed the quotations underneath our-
selves. We hunted up the quotations
all alone, too. Did not Josephine
print them beautifuily?”

“And here's the Book Title Game
that Ruth made up,” sald Josephine.
“Every time we find a plcture that
fHustrates the title of a book, as,
for instance, this little girl looking
backward, we cut it out, paste it on
bristol board and number it. To
play the game the pictures are pass-
ed around, and each player writes

down what he thinks each picture |
and the author of the,

stands for,
story. The one who guesses most
right gets a prize. We are all the
time making new cards, so the game
Bui
we think when it gets tco large we
will substitute new ones for the most
familiar ones. See this card with
the romantic young pecople in one
corner and the sun and moon in the
other; that is ‘A Romance of Two
Worlds." And here are our anagrams;
we have dozens:and dozens of let-
ters—"

“Say, ‘& Co.’' aren't you going to
give Uncle Tom a chance to see our
exhibit?" said Theo {impatieptly.
“Look at the chessmen I carved my-
self! Aren't they beauties? I got
a book on wool carving and practiced
till I turned out these.”

“I'll give you ten dollars for a
set,” sald Uncle Tom, examining the
grotesque little men. “I want them
for a Christmas present for my part-
He's a chess fland.”

“Ten doljary Ia too much” sald

Theo, his face flushing with delight.
“See our crokinole board, and nine

| penny morris and checkerboards, and

here on this old slate is an old-fash-
foned tee taw tex board and—" But
at this point the dinner bell rang.

“We make duplicate games for
presents and for the hospital chil-
dren,” sald Ruth. “The®only trou-
ble with our Gamery {s that it takes
80 long to make the games nice that
Wwe never get time to play them our-
selves; there ain't enough stormy
days.”—Washington Star. 8w,

GAME OF BUBBLE BOWLING.

Bubble blowing is certainly lots of
fun, but bubble bowling” s much
more exciting, writes one who has
played the game, and then tells how
it is done.

The game may be played on any
long, narrow table, which must be
covered with an old woolen cloth or
shawl, and must. surely be something
that nobody minds having got wet,
because wet It will surely become.

Goals must be marked in chalk at
both ends of the table. Each goal
consists of two marks, eight inches
apart.

Any number can play this game,
In fact, the more the merrier, but
there must be an equal number of
players on each side. A captain must
be chosen for each team and the
names must all be written on a slate
or plece of paper. Every player is
provided with a clay pipe, and there
Is one bowl of soapsuds used in com-
mon by all.

The teams gather at opposite ends
of the table, and the person standing
next to his captain blows a bubble,
not boo large, which he tosses upon
the table. The captain, as first blow-
er, stands ready to blow the bubble
on its course down through the oppo-
nent's goal, when the captain has had
three trials, the captain on the other
side becomes the bowler, and the one
standing next to him blows bubbles
for him. When this captaln retires
the membet of the opposite party,
next to the captain, takes the bowlk
er's place, and is assisted by the one
whose name is next on the list; after
him the player mext to the captain
on the other side; and 80 on unti
the last on the list hu his turn, when
the captains then become assistants,
and blow the bubbles. Every player
has three trials; the bubbles which
break before the bowler has started
them are not counted, Every time a
player sends’ a bubble through his
opponent’s goal a point i{s won and
a mark is written opposite his name:
every time he falls a cross is record-
ed. The game is twenty points,—De-
troit News-Tribune.

THE KIND OF BOY THAT WINS.

‘He was an odd-looking little figure
as he came merrily whistling down
the street the morning after the bdig
snow. HIis noss was red, his hands
were bare, his feet' were in shoes sev-
eral times too large and his hat was
held in place by a roll of paper un-
der the sweat-band; but he piped
away like a steam whistle and carried
the big snow shovel much as a march-
ing soldler carries his rifle.

“How much?” came from an impos-
ing looking” man, who was asked if
he wanted his walks cleaned.

“Ten cents.”

“A nickle's enough.”

“It would be if I could do no bet-
ter; but I've got to do the best I can
and business is rushing. Good morn-
ing.” And the merry whistle filled
the air as the boy started away,

“Go ahead and clean 'em!” shouted
the man, whose admiration and bet-
ter nature had been aroused.

“Just see that little rascal make the
snow fly!" he laughed to his wite,
who stood at the window with him,
“Why, he's a regular snow-plow, and
he does it well, too.”

“What a little mite and how comj-
cal! I wonder {f he's hungry?”

She called him in as socon as he
had finished, but he would not take
time for more than a cup of coffee.

“Too busy,’” he said.

“What are you going to do with
the money?" asked the man as he
insfsted™ on settling for twentyfive
cents.

“I'm going to get mother a shawl.
She's wearing one you can see
through, and It ain’t right.”

On he went with glowing cheeks
and his cheery whistle. But they had
his name and address. It was the
wife who took a shawl to the mother,
and it was the husband who installed
the sturdy little snow shoveler as
office boy in a bright new uniform and
with permission to whistle when he
felt like {t—Evangelical Messenger.
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SOME WITTY TITLES.

The pupils of one of the schools
of Philadelphia evinced great Interest
fn a recent competition for a prize
to be awarded the pupil who should
submit the wittlest list of titles for
twelve sham books on a dummy shell.
The following are some of the titles
recelved In the competition:
“A Binding Oath," by Scott. -
“Badly Brought Up,” by the author
of “Molly Bawn.”

“A New England Puss,” by M. B
w.

“Thoughts on My Bed,” Stead.

“On Different Tacks,” by Van Hame
mer,

“Lizzie Wonldn't,” by John Wood.

“The Fatal Blow,” by Knox.

Porter's ‘“Tales of Lost Baggage."

“Lost in the Wash,” by the author
of ‘“Bachelor's Buttons.”

“Grinding the Poor,” by Mill.

“Owe No Man,” by O. W. Holmes,

“Against Shiftlessness,” by Thorean.

“A Treatise on Abbreviations,” by
the author, of “Ben Hur,”

Poe's “For Effect”

“Harvard Freshmen,” by the author
of “Innocents Abroad.”

“After the Ball,” by the author of
“Our National Game.”

Morse on “Our Old Houses.”

“Woodchucks and Rabbits,” by Bur-
roughs.

“B. B.,” by the author of My Dou-
ble." Home Herald.

Butter From Petroleum.

One of the very late by-products
of petroleum {is butter, It is far su-
perior to most of the cheap so-called
butter that Is sold In corner gro-
cerles, and & good deal better than
oleomargarine. I had the experience
of eating some the other day with-
out knowing what it was and thought
it most excellent. I assume it is
vaseline prepared in a buttery way.
Nothing simpler or easier. What
next? Will ‘wonders never cease?
It olive oil were made into solid cakes
and served as butter it would be in
great demand as food, People In
general believe it is made only for
salads. A few cook with it.—New
York Press.

Special clocks, which need winding
up oply once in 400 days, are ROW
manufactured In Munich,
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