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concernin’ death.
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Tha first one told me of my son 1'd sent
away to schonl

Bout how my b
pal swimmin' |

Remember readin’
‘twas jest t

Dowd yonder in
a-cuttin’ hay.

12 drownded in a tar-
it as well as though
. ‘medder with the men |

ohe next was ‘hout my daughter who had
moved away out west

And was comin’ hon ‘er Chiristmas at the |
old paternal ne

How while the train was runnin’ at a mile-
a-minute rate

A broken rail or somepin’ had sent her to
her fate.

And since that time 1 never see a telegram
but I

Kin sort o' shet my ¢yes an' see a funeral
goin’ by.

They never was no news 5o bad but what
it made it worss

Tosend it in a telegram; it's sadder thana
hearse.

And so, my friends, if you to me a sorrow
must convey
You put it in a le

iter and jest let it find its

way,
And In your own handwritin—that will do
me 5 to sve—

But dop't you never dare to send a tele-
g to me,

-Nigen Waterman, in L. A. W. Bulletin,
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“PYRITES SAM.” [
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BY E. E. BOWLES, i
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E all thought Pyrites Sam was o

w fool the very day he struck the

camp, but were not absolutely certain
vntil the night he came in with his
pockets fuil of pyrites of iron, and, tak-
iug each man aside, privately informed
him, with many injunctions as to se-
erecy, that he had discovered and lo-
cated @ brass mine.  As a rule, we had
grown very tired of initiating every
tenderfoot that came along into the
mysteries of quartz mining, showing
taem the difference between gold-bear-
ing quartz and country rock; between
a tree fissure and contact vein; between
gmite, porphyry, schist, spar, serpen-
tine, quartzite, ete.; of trends, dips,
spurs, angles, ete.; of shafts, tunnels,
stopes, winzes and drifts; of the manip-
ulation of the horn spoon or gold pan;
how to distinguish the resuitant sedi-
ment, if gold, from mi pyrites or sul-
phurets; in a word, teaching them in
an bour or two all we had learned after
Years of toil and privation.  We had
reached this stage of the “tired feel-
ing” when Sam brought in his “brass”
specimens, and not a man of us would
tell him what it was. “Uh-huhb,” we
said, as he carefully exhibited his de-
eeptive-looking  find. What did we
think of it? Why, it was a great find,

and very high-grade ore—if it was
brass. “If"—why of course it was

brass; look at it; anybody could see
what it was.  We admitted that they
to?ld; Yes, anybedy that knew nn.\"-
thing at all.  So we permitted Sam to
work away in ignorance of his claim
for two weeks—until he received re-
turns from the samples sent to Los
Angeles for assay. Then the “Iirass
Monkey,” as Sam called it, shut down,
‘#d he went to prospecting again.

He was so persistent and industrions
I his determination to “strike it rich™
that we finally began to have a fellow
feeling for him and to appreciate his
Pluck; sympathy he did not need.  He
Was jolly and good-uatured, and did not
drink to excess, and was never known to
turn a card for money.  la a friendly
s‘lme n his tent the suggestion of
draw” at only a dollar limit was al-
Ways met by the quict statement that
e never played for money, that he was
raised differently, aud, ’ besides,  his
money “came so hard™ that he hnew he
would be a bad loser. He was always
mdy‘ with his sympathy when :l-ll-
other's ledge “pinched,” “petered” or
“broke off," and encouraged him all he
fould; always had a <ong or a story for
a bﬂd-nigm.:nul in the event of sickness
or injury had some simple remedy in
E::e(;\‘ay of !qulliw that his mother
o tc use. In fact, he was one of
0se h:llv]l_\‘-;_'w?lu‘l\), light-hearted
fellows, handy about .-;unp..:md afriend
"_) everybody, but one could vot get
Tid of the impression that he *“didn’t
have Ay more sense than the law al-
lowed.” Therefore, it was accepted as
 matter of course, when a tenderfoot
struck “amp one day in the first stages
of ('lescrl fever, that Sum should take
tlfhre F]mrgr of him and dose him
With wild sage and “squaw™ tea and
€oncoct appetizing dishes with bacon,

DR, rice and flour.
‘\!'B"l-.la‘\rr." malurial or chagres fe-
Yer is not to be compared to desert fe-
Yer. The latter dr: ilong and hangs
on day after day, week after week, and,
‘mm\lxh the patient may be able to
erawl about, he is weak, debilitated and
Berveless, and “don’t care a rattle out
of the box” w hetiier he lives or dies.
Was the condition of that tender-
t. During the middle of the day

ged himself about the camp
¢ 3¢ Sun, but the remainder of the
h.e £pent in his bunk in his tent.
mK‘hl..\\'hc:l most of the boys were
Assemp)eq in the “Bedrock,” Sam came
3d, going up 1o the bar, drank
W fontyary 1o Lls nsual custom,

crowd, “I've been in hard lue
| —so've

some one asked.
“No,” said Sam, *
there wishin' he w

‘but he's a layin® up
as. 1 tell you, pard
e y ) rd-
ners,” he continued, turning 12) lh(‘!

o k myself |
} all of us, I guess—an’ seen oth-
ers in hard luck, but that poor ¢

5 uss up
there's I

in the hardest streak of luck
1 ever see. He's plum down to bedrock
an’ nary color.”

“That's nothin', Sam; we've all been
there many a time. What's the matter
out of grub?” .
e \ll‘“]‘(,,‘,‘:.;,“:utn?:t of grll|):.nll' \\'o_n'l

s § got any; but it's
somebody else. | got a letter for Lim
te-day on the stage an’ took it down
to him. After he read it he Jjest turned
over with his back to me an’ laid quiet
but purty soon I shifted to where |
cculd see his face, an® I'll be derned if
he wasn't cryin’, yes, sir, eryin’ like a
baby, he's that weak, you know. 1says
te him easy like: *What's the matter,
pard?'
**Nothin'," he says, ‘only more hard
luck.
**Girl gone back on you? I said,
thinkin® to be cheerful an’ makin® up
my mind to josh him.
**No," he says; ‘it 'ud a-been better
for her if she had long *go. Read that.®
he says, an' handed me this,” concluded
Sam, and he drew a letter from his
pocket. It was dated from an Ohio vil-
lage and read as follows:

“My Own Dear flusband: Your loving
letter received yesterday, but it found us.
oh, so downhearted and wishing for papa.
L)S—ar husband, it seems that our troubles
will never end. Mr. Rhoades has changed
h'is mind and will foreclose the mortgage.
You know he said bLefore you went away
that if we paid the interest up he would let
it stand awhile longer. Well, when the
morigage was due 1 sold the cow and took
some of the money you left me to live on
a_nd paid the six months' back interest.
Now, he says, as the mortgage Is due he
must have his money and will toreclose. 1
tried all the companies and banks to bor-
row the money to pay him, but they all
say that $2,000 is too big a loan on the place;
they won't loan over $1,500, and he won't
take a second mortgage to secure the
other $500. Yet it does seem hard, when the
place ought to be worth three times $1,500.
I've tried every way to sell it, but I can’'t
get no one to give anything above the
mortgage. Everybody knows it is mort-
gaged and are waiting to buy it at sheriff’s
sale. Rhoades knows this, too, and now
he says it will save us lots of trouble and
costs if we will give him a quitclaim deed
and surrender peaceable possession. I
begged him to wait awhile, but after he had
learned you had gone out to the mines he
said he would not walt a day; that you
were on a wild goose chase, and, dear hus-
band, he even intimated that he believed
you were never coming back to us. That
made me angry and I may have said things
to him that I should not, but I couid not
help it. Now, dear husband, I cannot
stay here after having sold the cow; there
is nothing to do here, you know, except
washing and ironing and house cleaning,
and I am not strong enough for that. Mrs.
Simmons will take Bessie and let her help
with the housework and go to school, and
I will sell the chickens, pigs and furniture
and take little Charlie and go to Cleveland
to try to get sewing or something. It will
be, oh, so hard, but it cannot be helped.
Now, dear husband, do not worry; we will
get along some way. Remember the words
of the prophet: ‘Once 1 was young, but
now 1 am old, but never have 1 seen the
righteous forsaken or their seed begging
bread.” Now, dear husband, take care of
your health, and if you do not find anything
out there soon, come back to us, we miss
you, c¢h, so much. Every night Bessie
prays for her papa, ‘way out in the mines,”
and that he may find something rich. You
may be sure that 1 echo her prayers. Write
as soon as you get this, dear husband, for
I cannot stay here long.
“Your Ioving wife,
“MAGGIE."

This letter was passed around; two
or three started to read it aloud, but
they broke down, and it was sileatly
passed from one to another. It was
well for Mr. Rhoades that he was not
in camp,

“He told me all about it,” said Sam.
“They was five acres in the home place
that he gotfrom his father's estate
cluse to town, an' he bought five more
joinin’, mortgagin’ the ten to make up
the balance of the money. He'da-made
it all right, but times got hard, an’ first
one, then another of them got sick an’
he had to keep on a-mortgagin’. He
see he could never pay out, so he come
out here to see if he couldn’t strike
it, leavin® nearly all the money they
had with his wife, an’ this cuss Rhoades

anuther year, now—dern him. See that
stain there? That's from a bunch of
apple blossoms that was in the letter:

*‘Take keer of

’

den, poor cuss.
health, dear husban’,

grub. ‘Come back soon to us'—hum-m.

sie’s prayer, an’ show this feller

Lut he can rustie. I'll go purty nigh my
pile on it—there’s 50; w ho’s all in on

on the bar.

auswered in a mining camp?

from their {riends.

§2,550 in goid lay piled on the bar

money. “Everybody'sin on the game,’

and ree what he has to say.”
“No nonsense, Sam; you take itdowp

sayin' that he'd let the mortgage stan’

he 'lowed theygmust a-been from the
yellow harvest trees back of the gar-
yer
an’ him a-layin®
flat on his back up there in his tent,
without money enough for a month’s

Look here, pardners, let’s answer Bos-

Ithoades whether minin’ is chasin® wild
geese ur aot. Mebbe Sam'’s a dern fool,
an' I know he ain’t got much money,

it?” and he slammed two 20s and 10
It was just like Sam, and
whoever heard an appeal like that go un-
There
were 50 men in the room, and every
man saw Sam’s ante, and those that
did not have that amount borrowed it
In a few moments

Sam’s eyes glistened as he counted the

he said; “won’t he be paralyzed? Now,
pardners, every one of you come down

with him. Well, there is no use going
into details,  What would you or any
cther man  say under the circum-
stances? Finally he wanted to give us
1 note or send a mortgage back as se-
curity, but we laughed at him, and all
of us erawled into our blankets that
night conscious of having done some-
thing that might balance something
else on the debit side of the recording
angel's ledger. He was too ill to travel
alone, and at last, after repeated urg-
ings, Sam was induced to accompany
L.

“You can bet your life” said Sam,
“that I'll give Mr. Rhoades the camp's
respec’s.”

Nout long after that my partner and
1 left the gulch and drifted into Cripple
Creck. Ome day when court was in
session we dropped in to see how a court
organized under the code operated.
“Well, I'll be d—,” muttered my part-
uer as he pointed to the prisoner’s dock.
There were two men in it, Pyrites Sum
snd the tenderfoot. The air seemed to
grow guddenly close in the courtroom,
and we went out,

At noon we went down to the jail,
and were allowed to sec the prisoners.
“Hello, Sam; how’s Rhoades?”
“Hello, hello; how’s the soys down at
Tough Nut?” and Sam and Lis part-
ner grinned.

*Look here, Sam, you done the camp
up in good shape, and you know we
won't squeal, ‘but tell usaboutit.”
“Sure; but then they ain’t nothin’ to
tcll; this is my pardner, an’ there was
no fever, no Rhoades, no Maggie, no
Bessie, no Charlie, no mortgage, no
farm, no cow, no—uo apple blossoms, no
nothin’, but jest me an” him.”

*An' 50 fools aid my partner, as we
went out. He made a brief mental cal-
culation, then said: “Sam was there
three months an' his pardner one, an’
they cleaned up twelve hundred an’ fif-
ty each; not bad, ‘specially when they
vas hidin' out from another trick they'd
turned.””  Across the street 1 saw a
building with swinging doors and red
windows. 1 pointed to it and asked:
“What'll you take, Jack?”

“I 'low it "Il take about four fingers
of hot Scotch to settle my stummick™
—and he took it.—St. Louis Globe-Dem-
ocrat,

The Sena.
It is the sea which ennobles every-
thing. Between the line and the suri
there was but the ancient foreshore.
coverced with prickly tamarisks and
mauve-colored heath, with yellow sand
censpicuous here and there. At the lim-
it of the foreshore the rugged border
line cuts clear into a deep and somber
blue. It is she—Dblue as any grape
on this cluster which hangs in the cool-
ing breeze. The azure deepens, filling
up a good half of the range of sight;
the white sail of a fishing smack floats
alone like a hollow shell; the eternal
monotone of ocean is borne upon the

ear. Draw near and see the leaping
silver foam. Above this intense blue

the sky is transparently, superbly pale,
and the starsare hurrying to light their
lamps. There is not a living soul, not ¢
plant, nor any sign of the hand of man.
There might be Nereids and Fauns
c¢ancing on the strand, as in the days
when the world was young.—*“Journeys
Through France.”

Peanches.

The two elder boys at the break-
fast table had described their academic
scquirements to their father with the
just pride which inspires youths in
their teens over Greek verbs and Latin
declensions. They told of the sur-
prise and joy of their respective teach-

the day before. Then arose on his high
student, aged four, whose

»

Legan: My teacher said—" then

paused, evidently to let
the race.
teacher said: ‘Lowell, you and all your

seript.

Down on Lady Macbheth.
from the class room, was allowed o
ish church. Giving out the text: “Whe
with the remark: *“Lady Macbeth re
female.” Afterward a parishioner in
guired: “Who is yon Lady Macbeth?
- | He had sought her name in all his avail
able works of reference, and not find

London lady.”—Chambers’ Journal.

Consistency.

the taking of their lives.

erank’s numver nine shoes)—Say, pard

me have $40 to-day.

.

$rmed lis back on the crowd,

ap' tell us what be says to-merrow,”

u‘ﬂ

ers at certain brilliant recitations of

chair the youngest, the kindergartea

Christian
name is Lowell. He swung hisarm and
imagination
have her perfect work and keep him in
He swung his arm again and
deelared with infantile gravity: “My

family are peaches!'”—Boston Tran-

A young Scottish clergyman, fresh
one occasion to preach in a certain par-
can find a virtuous woman?" he led oft

mains the eternal type of the ambitious

ingit, concluded: **She’ll be some grand

Vegetarian Crank—My friends, life
is as dear to the dumb animals as to
man, and it would be impossible for
me to satisfy a want that necessitates

1ndividual (pointing to the vegetarian

did the calf that once owned the hide

Husband—Why, you seem to thins
1 married an heiress, my dear.—Har!em

<aidl that he envied Beau Brummel his
knowledge of neckties.

—A new mnovel by Eden TPhilpotts,
called “Lying Prophets.” is referred tq
by an English journal as being worthy
of a place with George Eliot's *Adam
Bede™ and *The Mill on the Floss.™
——James Payn. the novelist, sleeps ten
hours, dislikes walking. likes whist and
his club better than the theater and
society, and has an almost unlimited
stock of aneedotes on hand,

«—A new novel by Col. R. 1. Savage
will soon be published, called .\ Fas
cinating Traitor.” It depicts the career
of a clever Anglo-Indian adventurer,
and is said to be brilliantly written.

—Ilerbert Spencer is revising and
bringing up to date his work on bi-
ology. He keeps five secretaries busy,
his own health permitting him to work
only an hour a day, and sometimes less.
—Rudyard Kipling wrote to a boy
who asked for more jungle stories, that
he (Kipling) knew some more jungle
stories, but they were too bad for little
boys to read, and so he had not written
them.

—The last two stories from the late
Mrs. Oliphant, appearing this season,
are called “The Ways of Life,” and they
include the story of Mr. Sandford. and
the “Wonderful History of Mr. Robert
Dalyell.”

—.\ Chicago girl swrote to Howells for
his autograph, and in reply to his type-
written question: “Ilave you bought
my last book 2" wrote: *I sincerely hope
She received the autograph with-
out delay.

—It is said that Hall Caine submitted
the proofs of “The Christian™ to 20 dif-
ferent specialists for revision—minis-
ters, physicians, lawyers, hospital
nurses and music hall stars, among the
latter Albert Chevalier.

so0."

A PRIMITIVE FLY-CATCHER.

Showing How Indlanians Uxed to Get
Rid of the Pests,
Newton M. Wilson, living one mile
east of Scottsburg. Ind., has hanging in
his  barn an interesting keepsake
in the shape of a fiy-catcher. It is not so
curious in itself as it is in showing the
primitive methods resorted to by the
farmers in early days to rid themselves
of flies. It is simply two smooth wal-
nut boards, perhaps 30 by 12 inches,
beveled at one end and fastened to-
gether by two whang cords, strung
through matched holes.
In the ante-bellum days people never
thought of keeping flies out of the
house; the problem was to dispose of
them as they swarmed through the
rooms, making life miserable generally.
In fact the use of netting to prevent
their ingress is of comparatively recent
origin, the invention of this much-
needed article dating back only 15 0r 20
vears.
exceptionally thick in farmhouses, even
when screens are used, and when they
are not, they are almost intolerable.

of such instruments as the
seribed above.

one

with molasses on the inner surface.

in convenient places about the house—-
in kitchen, hallway, porch (which gen-
erally served as the summer dining
place) and especially in passageways. It
was a common duty of every member
o1 the household. when passing one of
those catchers, to clap the boards to-
gether, thus mashing the flies which
had collected thereon. The cook
clapped them vigorously together
she passed them in the kitchen: the
hands as they passed to and from the
house at mealtimes did likewise; the
w hole household clapped themn together
hundreds of times a day, and thousands
of pestiferous flies met their doom.—In-
- | dinnapolis News.

as

Her New DBusiness.
Judge Ingersoll has just returned
from a trip up the lakes, and tells this
story:
\ “The steamer Telegram, which used
to be in the white fish trade, is now
y | carrying passengers from Sault Ste,
Marie to the Michipicoten gold fields,
.| One day, while I was standing on the
dock at the Soo, the Telegram came
in, and 2 man who was near him turned
to a friend and said:
‘] see the Telegram isn't in the
same business she used to be.
“‘Is that s0?" the other
‘what's she doing?
**You know she used to carry white
fish. Well, she's carrying suckers
now.' "—Cleveland Leader.

Something Wrong.

“This coffee does not seem quite
right,” said young Mr. Hunnimoon to
the best little bridie in the world.
“I know it doesn’t,” replied his in-
experienced little wife, with tears in

,

replied;

i, those shoes die a natural death or | her voice. “And T can’t imagine what

‘| commit suicide?—Judge. iz the matter with it, either. It isthe
o R e first time I ever made coffee, dear, and

" - AN o Winthles I'm afraid I have done something
Wife—Darling, I wish you would let wrong. The seeds have been boiling

quite half an hour, but they just won't
get soft. What do you suppose is the
marter?'=Plitsbureh  Chroplele-Teley

As everybody kuows, flies are

In the olden days the method most
commonly employed in the country to
destroy the troublesome fly was the use
de-
The boards were beveled
and hung in such manner that by their
weight they separated at the bottom,
and thus hung in an inverted V-shape.
To attract the flies they were smeared

Thus prepared, they were suspended

many things, has still another wonder
about which very little has been heard.
It is an immense lake, located back in
the mountains not very far away from
the greatest town on earth, the waters
of which are always warm. Fish in
countless thousands can be caught in
the coldest weather without trouble,
for the waters of the lake are never so
cold but one could bathe in them. The
third claim this wonderful body of
water has for distinetion is that, while
it is hundreds of miles from the ocear.
and there is no apparent connection be-
tween the two, the lake isx affected by
the tide. Lake Selawik is the name
given to the discovery by Father Tosi.
a Jesuit missionary who for years has
been working among the Alaska In-
dians in the interior.

It was a letter from him that brought
the news to Seattle—mnews which will
ease many a fear when the quantities
of fish are considered, which practically
does away with the starvation idea.
This point is made in Father Tosi’s let-
ter, thuat should famine threaten Daw-
sou the miners could easily make their
way to this lake and bring back all the
fishnecessary. They come down intothe
warm waters during the winter from
the icy streams which flow into the
lake. They remain near the surface,
and can be scooped in with nets or
killed with boathooks.

Father Tosi noticed that at times
during the midst of the long arctic
winter the Indians had fresh salmon.
He could not explain it, for all the
known streams and lakes were frozen
solid. Finally the Indians took him
back into the hills to a lake which was
60 miles long and 15 in width. He called
it Selawik. They have kept the secre!
well, and only a few white men know of
the lake.

There seems to be some sympathy
between Lake Selawik and the ocean
which is very diffienlt to explain. There
seems to be no connection: neverthe-
less the lake is several feet higher when
the ocean is at its height, and at low
tide it is correspondingly lower. The
hours of high tide are the same as on
the ocean at the same distance north.
Yet this lake is hundreds of miles from
salt water, and there is no evidence of
any connection with the sea. Besides
the water is fresh at all times. He ac-
counts for the warmth of the water by
powerful hot springs flowing into the
lake far below the surface, but the mat-
ter of tides is a puzzler. The water is
very deep, and in many places no bot-
tom can be found. The fish appear tc
stay near the surface.
The Indians have legends of terrible
monsters which used to appear on the
surface of the lake. One story has come
down from generations, and tells of
the mysterions disappearance of two
Indian men and three women while
fishing from a raft in the southern end
of the lake. They went out for a day’s
fishing in the morning from an Indian
camp along the shore of the lake. They
failed to return that evening, and the
next day the Indians went down to look
for them. They found the raft without
difficulty. but not a trace of either the
men or women. The legend accounts
for their disappearance in this way:
For years an awful white thing with
numbers of long white arms had been
swimming in that part of the lake. The
Tndians never fished there for fear of
the monster. but, as it had not been
seen for a long time, the unfortunate

hTS

fishermen thought it was safe to try
that part of the lake. Of course, the
monster was displeased at this invasion
of its domains, and as a punishment
pulled them off the raft and carried
them down thousands of feet into the
bottomless part of the lake. Atany
rate the five people were never seen
again, nor did their bodies ever come

had been married nearly three weeks,
and they had just returned from their
wedding trip. They were supremely
happy in each other's love, and the
honeymoon had been to them as one
long, blissful dream. Within the next
day or two, however, the bride grew
slightly depressed in spirits, and an un-
casy feeling seemed to take possession
of her. The young husband noticed the
change, but attributed it to fatigue
from the recent travels. But his bride
grew more nervous, and took on such a
troubled expregsion that he said to her:
“You have something on your mind,
darling, that is troubling you. Tell me
what it is.”

At first she tried to persuade him that
he was mistaken; that nothing wor-
ried her.

“You are wrong, Charley dear,” she
would say. “Really, I am not worrying
over anything. I am just as happy as I
could be.”

The day following, however, the
young wife wore such a troubled look
that her husband said to her:
“Lucille, you must tell me what is
troubling you. I will notfe putoffany
longer. Asyour husband Ihavearight
to know."

Seeing that further concealment was
impossible, she broke down and sobbed
bitterly:

*0, Charley, I am so unhappy.” she
wailed. *“I have—deceived—you.”

A sickening sensation swept over the
young husband. Surely there must be
some mistake. She whom he had looked
upon as the personification of innocent
womanhood—deceived him. It must not
be. It would destroy his happiness and
blight his life. And then, when he
caught a sudden vision of the horrible
possibilities of the situation he became
sick at heart and almost fell to the
floor. Then, with a great effort, he con-
trolled his feelings.

“Tell me,” he said, “Iam prepared for
the worst.”

*0, Charley, I am so sorry."”

“You should have thought of this be-
fore.”

“I know, I know. I see my mistake,
now it's too late,” she cried. "0, why
didn't 1 tell you before we were mar-
ried?”

“Tell me now and be quick about it;
I cannot bear this suspense.”

“Tell me first that you will forgive
me,” she said in pleading tones. “Iwill
devote my whole life in atonement for
this one mistake.”

“I cannot promise until I know what
it is,” he said.

Then she came over and knelt at his
feet.

“0 Charley, you know the wheel |
got just a few weeks before we were
married—"

“Yes; but what has that—"

“Why, I bought jit—on the—install-
ment plan—four dollars a month—and
have only paid—one installment. And
I just know the collector will be—here
to-morrow. 0, Charley,” she sobbed,
“can you ever forgive me?"—Ohio State
Journal.

Rainbow Ribbons.
There are going to be ribbons this
winter to an extent that hasn't pre-
vailed for many seasons. Some dresses
slready shown by exclusive makers
suggest that Dame Fashion has us on a
string, that string being some new and
dainty sort of ribbon of which the
manufacturers have put out a liberal
supply. Indeed, there are so many of
these fascinating bands that selection
is not an easy task, but when the one
that seems just right is chosen the job
is only just begun. For then comes
study of the method of using it. Of
course, it is more methodical to have
the plan definitely settled before the
purchase is made, but those new rib-

bons are o alluring, so suggestive of
new methods of adornment that the
best laid plans are likely to go awry in
favor of some later thought.—St. Louis
Republic.

to the surface. The legend is believed
in implicitly by the Indians, who would
almost as soon be killed as venture on
the tabooed part of the lake. Nothing
has been seen of the mysterious mon-
ster in later years.
In reference to keeping up the food
supply at Dawson Father Tosisays that
a man with a boathook could kill more
salmon in an hour than he could eat in
a fortnight, and suggests salmon
catching in midwinter as an occupa-
tion for those who cannot get other
work. With two good dogs and a sled
the lake iswithin easy reach of Dawson,
There would be no trouble about keep-
ing the fish caught on account of the
high temperature. The Indians are
counting on selling the Lake Selawik
fich this winter should food bring high
prices at Dawson. They are still try-
ing fo guard their secret, but there are
men at Dawson who know of the lake
ard its wonderful peculiarities.—
Seattle (Wash.) Times.

Currant Pudding.
Make a biscuit erust with flour, salt,
baking powder, lard or butter and wa-
{er. Butter a broad, shallow mold and
line with part of the crust rolled out
ruther thick. Fill the mold with ripe
red eurrants with the stalks removed
and sprinkle sugar over them; roll out
the remainder of the crust and put over
the top, pinch the edges «ecure, that the
juice may not escape. Place the mold
in a steamer over hot water and allow to
boil for one hour. A few raspberries
added to the currants are a very nice
addition. When the pudding is done,
turn onto a dish and serve. No sauce
will be required, as the currants will be
very juicy.—Ladies’ World.

Sweet Potato Loaf.

Boil the potatoes till perfectly tender,
then mash them fine, or rub them
through a colander: season with butter,
pepper and salt, add sufficient cream or
rich milk to make the consistency of
seft dough. Place on a buttered bakinz
tin, in a mound, brush over with the
volk of an egg beaten with a teaspoon-
ful of milk. Place in the oven till the
top i well browned.—Toledo Biade.

Honest.
“Is he what you would call an honest
politician?” inquired Senator Sor-
ghum’s friend.
“Ilonest!" was the reply. “I should
say so. There air'ta man who has done
husiness with him that denies he has
paid every cent he ever promised for
votes."—Washington Star.

—Of the children born alive one-
fourth die before 11 months, one-third
before-the 23d month, half before their
eighth year, two-thirds of mankind dic
before the 39th year, three-fonrths be:
fore their 518t yeur, and of about 12,000

—The London Lancet saye in an
slaborate article that there is ar also-
lute pathological idertity in the symp-
toms of alcoholism and the condition
of one madly in Jove, In both cases,
that high medical authority remarks,

groph,

pnly ene uurvlvoggwholo century, separation i o eure.




