 That man in the school where the ethics

. Professor of Latin and Greek,
:hnun of the way that life’s battles are

- Though high is the station to-day that he
fills,
‘-' anln the church who is preaching

. UpreYy,
< nunemben the lilies that grew in the

. By the Master that now he is serving so

- The man who i first In the halls of the

i Fin Old Maid’s Song.

 hearers with a fund of inner joy for the

. that was to be learned about motives,

. for a whole week. Aad ﬁbﬂ&m

" A BOY ON THE FARM.
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~_ are taught,

The forest and meadow's sweet charm

_ to-day,
- With power and with purpose to save
The souls and the people who listened to

‘While gladly his message he gave,

dell,
The sparrow safe sheltered from harm

well,
He once was a boy on the farm.

state
And versed in the laws of the land,
Beloved by the people with honors so great,
His word is & power to command—
Looks off to the mountain now mottled with

green,
Then down at his muscular arm,
And longs but agsain in the harvest to
glean.
He once was a boy on the farm.

That man who i chief of our armies to-

. day,

Now guarding the lines of the west,
Though looking with pride on his troops’
. bright array

Has love for the farm in his breast.

He thinks of the flelds where the daisies are
* whtte,

And sighs for the noisy alarm
Of the cock of the barnyard to vanquish

the night.

He once was a boy on the farm,

—Ruth Raymond, in Farm and Home,

BY R. PAGE IRVING.

FIHE boarders used to lok acros the

boarding-house table at the OId
Maid with a keen, psychological sort of
interest.

“Why should she look so happy?” the
elder, who was something of a belle,
would demand. “She can’t have any
~admirers.”

*“Why should shé look so happy ?” the
younger, who spoke of Art and Mis-
sions with capitals in her voice, would
ask. “She can’t regard being secretary
to that lawyer as a noble calling.”

And the wives of the boarding-house
used also to pmzzle over the Old Maid’s
joyousness, “for she has no husband,”
they said, “and at her age can hardly
hope to get one.”

But I never marveled at the gentle
spinster’s radiant face after we had
heard the Singer, not because hearing
his voice was enough to provide his

remainder of their days, but because of
the song he sang.

Now the Old Maid had lived so long in
the boarding-house on the square that
it had become second nature for her to
choose the less tarnished spoons in the
holder and to avoid instinctively the
top slices of bread on the bread plate.
She was famfiliar with all varieties of
boarding-house servants and she knew
that all alike despised her as “the fourth
floor front.” 8he knew by heart the
Jandlady's stories of pressing present
need and of past affluence. She had
nothing to learn in the matter of sub-
gtituted gas jets and her feet were
trained to skip the torn spots in the
stair carpet. Altogether there was noth-
ing in the Old Maid's position in her
boarding-house to account for her se-
renity.

Downtown the Old Maid was a sten-
ographer in a law office. where pretti-
ness was at a discount as a hindrance
toc unremitting toil. She did not realize
that her chief attraction to her employ-
ers was this lack of distracting features
and complexion. Long as she had lived
in the sordid but educating boarding-
hoase she had not learned everything

and she believed that her father's old
friendship wiih the lawyer had much to
do with her position.

Before that remote day, when the Old
Maid first came to the law office and the
boarding-house, she had lived in the
country. Even yet when the spring
rains came down and drenched the
grim pavements she had a swift, fleet-
ing sense of Iate snows melting by the
rim of the Lrooks and of timid flowers
pushing through the soft earth. And
whenever there was the fresh odor of
new-growing grass and new-sprouting
leaves in the city parks her mind turned
toward peaceful, pastoral ways, and her
eyes were filled with visions of billowy,
blossoming trees, of plowmen mov-
ing across upland fields, of the waking-
up of life and industry. Tn short, the
01d Maid was a poet,although the erude
little expressions of her emotions never
met the keen eyes of critics, or even the
kindly eves of her friends.

Well. once upon a time the Singer
came to the boarding-house on the
square. He was young and his audi-
ences—they were largely feminine—
declared that nowhere else was there a
singer who caroled out songs and
sobbed out ballads so movingly.
Whether or not he was peerless is a
question, but at any rate he had made
a great success, and people wondered
that he should come to the dingy abode
of the boarders and the Old Maid. Some
said that it was becanuse he had lived
there in the days he was known to fash-
ion; and some whispered knowingly
that the lady to whom the Singer sang
lived over the way in the stone houose
with the balconies at the windows and
the guarding lions-at the door. Be that
#s it may, it is a fact that when the
Singer came to the city for his series of
concerts and recitals, he sanctified the

One she crept down the stair-
way when the house was still, and
slipped a paper beneath the Singer’s
door sill. The paper bore a set of verses
written in the fine hand of a woman
who was educated a quarter of a cen-
tury ago, and a little note that read:
“If you should sometimes find this
worthy to sing I would be the happiest
woman on earth.”

Now, the Singer felt a brutal indif-
ference about all happiness save his
own, which had been sorely tried that
night by the lady of his songs. So he
merely muttered: “Confound imbecile
women.” Then he looked at the verses
and then he went gloomily to bed. But
through the night as he reflected upon
his blighted hopes and the hardness of
his fate, some of the Old Maid's lines
sang themselves through his mind.

“I'll see thee In each flower that grows;
Thou art not lost while lives the rose,
Not lost while lives the rose,”

the foolish refrain insisted.

In the morning the &illy rhymes
would not be banished. He found him-
gelf humming them to an air, and by
and by—so weak was he owing to the
cruel lady—he sat down at the plano
and played the air softly.

It was that same week that he gave
his great concert at the hall nptown.
With indifferent generosity he offered
the landlady tickets to be distributed,
and so it happened that the Old Maid
and I went together.

The Old Maid was very pink and very
tremulous, and not being in her confi-
dence I could not understand her state,
After all, there was nothing in a suec.
cessful singer of 33 to excite a spinster
stenographer of 50.

The Singer had sung grand opera
arias and the musie from masses. He
had sung Scotch ballads and German
love songs. But he could not sing
enough to satisfy his audience. After
each properly numbered selection, he
was recalled again and again. Finally
he came out and said:

“I wish I could tell you the author of

the words I am going to sing. They
were sent to me anonymously in manu-
seript and I have no means of giving
credit to whom it is due.”
The Old Maid's figure quivered. She
breathed sobbingly and drew closer to
me, and [ wondered if she were going
erazy.

Then the Singer sang the simple
vreses. They may have been very bad
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SLIPPED A PAPER BENEATH THSE
DOOR,

as verses, but as a song they were a
success, The audience listened intent-
ly, the women looking up, as women
look when lowered eyelids would let
the tears brim over. And when the last
verse rang out, plaintively and proud-
ly:

“ And though thou hast banisHed me,

I touch thee in each nodding flower;

I see thee, dear one, every hour,

In sky, or star, or sea.

All beauty holds some hint of thee,

And so thou canst not banish me,
Thou canst not banish me,”

the hall forgot to applaud for fully
three seconds, when It caught its breath
and surreptitiously wiped its eyes.
That is, all but the Old Maid. She wept
quite openly, tarning her radiant, tear-
stained face toward me.

“It's mine! It's mine!”™ she half
sobbed. *Oh, it's mine and I am so
happy!™

Aund then she told me the whole story.
But neither prayers nor entreaties
could prevail upon her to let me tell her
secret. And the boarders still wonder
why it is that a colorless little lady like
the Old Maid sometimes wears a look
of pride—Peterson Magazine.

Indignant Baronets,

The wrongs of the titled classes -and
their sons—are incalculable. Though
the queen has ordered that the children
ot legal life peers are to be styled hon-
orable, dissatisfaction is prevalent
throughout the whole heirarchy—at
least, from baronet down to the sons of
bishops. If the son of a legal life peer
is 1o be styled honerable, why not the
son of a spiritual peer? Ang, in any
case, why should such honorables as
these be directed by the queen to take
precedence imnrediately after the chil-
dren of barons and before all baronets?
The baronets do not like it, and there
are signs of an incipient revolt. One of
them, who hides his personality be-
neath the signature of “Justitia Tenax,”
denounces this precedence “‘as a direct
infraction of the undertaking given by
James L., when he instituted the bar-
onetage, that neither he nor his sue-
cessors ‘would at any time create any
dignity whatsoever mean between bar-
ons and baronets.”” We wish the bar-
onets well in their agitation. The sea-
son is dull and the world wants to be
amused.—London St. James Gazette.

Undecided.
Country Parson—Do you take this
woman for better or worse?
Bridegroom—Wa-al, I swow, parson,
now you've got me; her folks think I'm
takin® her for better, an' my folks think
I'm takin’ her for worse.—Tit-Bits.

abode of the O1d Maid with mmm}‘
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—Evérybody says “Go up higher” to
the man who is “getting there.”—Ram's
‘Horn. o, i

{ All the men have to do is to pitch the |
sheaves up on the platform and the

“We who live in the cit
about the country. Wei
are the only ones who

the same as he did when we were |

“Why, 1 learned more di t
two days on the farm than
pected to know about farmi

u hel A
r}bOy. Ipfl‘idd,lkmw. I can’t dat
to the time when the men used to
cradle the grain and then beat it out
with flails, but I happened along in the
time of the reaping machines. The self-
binder hadn’t come in yet. We used
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HY ARE FLOWERS FRAGRA
t 1 n Subject of Discussion Among
the Scientists.

| The great leading object of nature in

A=

woviding_ nectar and fragrance in flow-
~ers is still a subject of discussion in

ity A i
: —ﬂ;ﬁ - gcientific journals. That some flowers
m

are unable to fertilize themselves and
must have the aid of insects is certain;

- and it is also certain that in many cases

this fertilization is accomplished by
t}:e insects while on foraging expedi-
tions for the sweets which flowers fur-
, nish. But some well-ascertained facts
eover but a small portion of the ground.
. The fertilization is as often accom-
plished by insects in search of pollen as
 in search of honey; but it is not con-
; tended that pollen is given to flowers in

to thresh the grain with one of those iorder to make them attractive to in-

horse power separators that you could
hear two miles away when it to
grinding. You know the kind, I sup-
pose—five or six teams of horses going
around on the power and a man up on
the big cogwheel platform in the cen-
ter cracking a whip over them. That
kind of a machine was a horse-killer
and no mistake. It took about five
minutes of digging to get started and
it was hard pulling all the time. Then
if the feeder happened to let a wet
sheaf get in crosswise the eylinder
would stick and every horse would go
up in the air. You probably remember
that when the traction engine came in-
everyone said that it was the final im-
provement. It knocked out so much
grain that the separator had to be fed
from both sides—two hand cutters, two
men to put the grain into the wagon
and three or four men to stack the
straw. Did you ever work at the ‘tail
end of the machine,’ as they used to
»all it? Had to wear goggles, you know,
Chaff flying so thick that it got in your
ears, nose and mouth, down your back,
sticking to you and tickling wherever
you were wet with perspiration, which
was everywhere; straw piling uparound
you and threatening to bury you unless
you worked your way out; sun about
98 and no shade! And yet the agricul-
tural papers used to wonder why boys
left the farm!

“Well, when I was at Ezra’s I went
over with him to look at an improved
thresher. 1 wonldn’t have believed it.
They don't need anyone at the ‘tail
end of the machine’ any more. In-
stead of the old-fashioned straw car-
rier, with its belts and slats, the im-
proved separator is provided with a
‘blower,” shaped just like a big smoke-
stack, and all the straw and chaff is
forced through this by powerful fans.
This ‘blower’ carries all the dust and
chaff away from the machine. In the
old days you couldn't see the machine,
for a cloud of dust surrounded it. But,
as I started to tell you, there are no
men on the strawstack any more. That
big ‘blower’ swings around and distrib-
utes the straw, making a good semi-
circular stack. There are no men at
the other end of the machine, either.

ried to

cutter, and the sheaves are ca
the cylinder by an automatic

machine does the rest. After the oafs
are threshed out they are carried tothe
top of the machine, weighed and meas-
ured and dumped into the wagon. All
that the man at the wagon has to do
is to keep the gwrain scooped away.

“The way that grain comes out is
a caution. It takes a very few minutes
to fill a wagon. As a matter of fact,
about the only labor in threshing nowa-
days is the hauling to and from the
machine. You can probably remenrber
the time, Miller, when 1,000 bushels was
considered a big day's threshing; but
I understand nowadays they can knock
out 3,500 to 4,000 bushels. If they could
only invent some device to keep grain
at a good price they'd be all right,
wouldn’t they ?” "

“It's remarkable,” said Miller. *“I
didn't know that the machinery had
been improved to that extent.”

“It's the same with most kinds of
farm work,"” said Goodwin. “Ezra was
showing me his haystacker. It seems
that there isn't much pitching amy
more. And you know how they plant
corn now, don't you? 1 don't, but I
understand you dom’t have to pull a
lever to drop the corn. They've got
everything now except a corn husker,
but Ezra says that a man wants to sell
him one for this fall, so if I go back
next year Ezra will probably be sii-
ting in the house reading a paper, while
the machine is out husking his corn.
Yes, everything's different. Ezra’swife
did her cooking on a gasoline stove.
The wind pump draws the water, and I
believe it works the churn. too. They
milk the cows in the old-fashioned way,
but that was about the only thing I
recognized.”—Chicago Record.

Seals Love Musie.

The well-known love of seals for mu-
sical sounds often leads to their de-
struction. When the Eskimo hunter
sees none of his prey about he begins
whistling, and sooner or later is sure to
attract an appreciative seal within reach
of his harpoon. Lying at full length at
the edge of the ice he continues whist-
ling low, plaintive, calling notes, and
presently a few of the animals willdraw
near to the spot, lifting themselves as
high as they can out of the water, and
slowly moving their heads to and fro,
as if keeping time to the musie. By and
by one seal, more daring than its fel-
lows, will come very close to the hunter,
who then jumps to his feet and slays the
creature, while its mates make off as
quickly as possible.—Pearson’s Weekly.

Couldn't Do It Himself.
Weary—Yes'm; I discuvvered a wery
rich gold mine in Alasky.

She (ipterested)—And
stake a elaim?

“No'm. Yer see, labor's so high up
dere dat 1 couldn’t aufford ter hire a
man ter drive de stakes in fer me."—
Judge. 5

vou didn’t

. —l'rogrm'
She—Isn't it wonderful how use
of electric fans has increased’

He—Yes, indeed! They are:
all purposes except flirting—
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sects, as is said of the sweet secretions.
It is believed that nectar must be of
some direct value to the plant, as well
as the pollen; and the effont is to find
out what is the chief office of nectar in
the life history of the flower. Since
thought has been turned in this direc-
tion a new class of facts is being re-
corded.

In California grows a lupine (lupinus
confertus) which often takes exclusive
possession of large tracts of land. It
does not yield a particle of nectar. It
has bright crimson violet flowers, and
these are produced in such abundance
that the color of the mass may be noted
at long distances. But it has fragrance.
This is so powerful that the traveler
notes it long before he meets with the
growing plants. The pollen collecting
insects visit the flower in great num-
bers. It is believed that cross fertiliza-
tion can be effected by these pollen-col-
leeting intruders. At any rate, the frag-
rance would be thrown away if it were
provided for the mere sake of advertis-
ing for insect aid—as the other numer-
ous species of lupine whiech have no
fragrance are as freely visited by bees
for the sake of the pollen as is this
Bpecies.

Theé eross fertilization is effected as
freely without fragrance as with it.
Thispoint has been made before, though
with no reference to the philosophical
questions involved. Fragrant flevers
are the exception, not the rule. In
some families of plants where there
may be several scores of species only one
or two are fragrant. This has been es-
pecially noted among the wild species
of violet. But no one has so far been
able to note the slightest advantage in
life economy which the sweet-scented
ones possess over the odorless ones.—
N. Y. Independent.

AMATEUR WORK IN ELECTRICITY

Anyone Can Produce the Mysierious
Force by Following the Formulas.
Few things are so interesting for a

family group as experiments in an

amateur way with eleetricity and the
mysterious forces which can be easily
produced by following certain scientifie
formulas. One of the simplest methods
of producing a mild current of electrici-
ty is to insert a steel knife and a silver
fork in a large orange. The handles of

e kmn and fork should be some

inches apart and if they are connected

by an electrical measuring instrument

a perceptible current will pass. A

cucumber or any acid fruit may be sub-

stituted for the orange.

The making of a voltaic pile is a
simple thing and when it is completed
the eurrent produced may be allowed
to pass through a dozen or more per-
sonsseated in a room. All the parapher-
nalia necessary will not cost a quarter.
Ten or more pieces of zine an inch
square and the same number of pieces
of copper of the same size should be
used and with them the same number of
pieces of paper, the latter soalked in
vinegar. When these are at hand ar-
range the pile in alternate layers of
zine and copper with vinegar-soaked
paper between—that is, first lay down
a piece of copper and on it a piece of
paper: then place a piece of zinc and
on that a piece of paper; then copper
and paper and so on alternately, sep-
arating the metals with the paper each
time and being sure that at either end
of the pile is a piece of zinc and a piece
of copper.

When the pile is completed it should
be soaked in vinegar a moment and then
wiped dry. Then the experimenter by
placing a forefinger at either end of
the pile can easily feel the current pass-
ing through his body. Ina number of
persons sit in a eircle and elasp nands
and those at either end of the line touch
respectively one of the voltaie pile, the
enrrent will pass throwgh the entire

party.

A thermopile. in which the current
is produced by hea!, is made by fas-
tening the ends of six-ineh strips of
German silver and copper wire in V
shapes, joining them until a suocces-
sion of V's or W'z is produced. Then
the string of wire lengths should be
bent into the form of a star and the
inner points will be close together. A
lichted candle placed in the center,
|»d||i:‘!isl.:lrzl. from each point, wil! pro-
duee a current which can bhe plainly
felt.—Chicago Chroniele.

Bore IHim Thirty-Eight Miles.

A touching incident is reported from
the Australian provinee of Vietoria. A
miner met with an accident and broke
his leg. The nearest doctor was at
Orbost, 28 miles away. He was sent for,
but could not leave the township, where
gseveral serious cases claimed his atten-
tion. The miner's mates thereupon de-
cided to ecarry the sufferer to Orbost,
and 32 of them, having improvised a
rough stretcher, earried the poor man
there in a day and a half. They had te
traverse the roughest country in Cros-
gingoland and to cross a river and two
creeks, all of which were in flood. The)
got their mate into the doetor's bands
| in time to save hislife.—Pittsburgi Dis-
1,:111‘11..

—Near Deise City Tdaho, 400 feet be-
low the earth’s surface, there is a sub-
| terranean lake of hot water of 170 de-
! grees temperature. It - has prssure
{ enough to ascend to the top floor of

most of the houses and will be pipgd | stir one beaten
! o them for heating purposes.
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Why Some Pcople Should Change
Names—Causes Trouble to Some.
“If people are going to have names,”

growled Duunit, “I'd like to know why

the deuce  they don't have names
erxough to serve the purpose of identi-
fication. If a man can't find names

cnough to distinguish him from 1,009

others of the herd, then, for the sake of

his own self respect, I wonder what's
to hinder him from adding to his name

a few letters and numbers, like a foot-

ball signal, or a safe’s combination.

“Now, look at this new directory.
Most of the names in it will apply to any
one of enough men to fill a regiment.
A person would think there weren’t
enough names to go ‘round.”

“But, Dunit, what makes you so sav-
age about it?”

“It would be enough to make a mar-
tyr savage if the martyr were in the
collecting business, as I am. Sup-
pose, for instance, that your marty¢
were given a bill against Albert Miller
and told to collect. ‘What's the ad-
dess?” the martyr would ask.

*‘Don’t know,” the boss would say:
‘look it np in the directory, can't you?

“So the martyr would go ahead and
lcok him up, and the number of Al-
bert Millers he'd find would be 23. No
middle initial for any of ’em—just
plain Albert. Nice time your martyr’d
have finding out which Albert was the
right one, wouldn’t he?

“Albert Miller is only a circumstance.
There zre 49 George Millers in the di-
rectory, and 20 of em are named George
W. Miller. It's horrible. Go through
the Kings and the Mitchells, and the
Johnsons and a thousand others of 'em,

and you find it the same way. It's o
carsed im—"

“How about the Smiths and
Browns?"” some one asked.

“Don’t mention it. There are plain
John Smiths to the number of 131.
“John Smith, laborer,” applies to 27 of
them. ‘John Smith, carpenter,’ covers
nine more of their cases. There are
13 John A. Smiths, and 14 John B.
Smiths. The original Charles Smith
has 64 namesakes in Chicago. Want to
know any more about the Smiths?

*“The Browns are scarcer than most
people suppose. The directory shows
only 66 John Browns and 42 Charles
Browns.

“But say, ao you want to know what
onght to be done about it? I'm a bill
collector, and I guess I ought to know.,
I say everybody that has less than five
names, no two alike, and fails to spell
'em all out, ought to be sent down to a

lace where they could have five years
at being designated by nothing but o
number. I tell you, if something isn’t
done about it the whole credit system
has got to go to smash.” — Chicagn
Times-Herald.

FEEDING THE CHILD.

The Food Has Muach {o Do with the
Temperament.

That imperfect nutrition is the
cause of much of that emotional
estrangement in childhood which is
called irritability, ugliness, viciousness,
or something of that sort, has been sat-
isfactorily evidenced to the writer as
the result of a number of observations
which he has been able to make wupon
yvoung children. The following case is
typical of many others: H was a
well-formed child at birth, and con-
tinued to develop normally during her
first five months. Throughout this time
she slept very well, and for the most

part seemed happy and contented. The |

constant expression on her face
showed healthy fecling, and she rarely
made a disturbance. At about tae
fifth month a change seemed to grau-

unallv come over her. She did wvot
sleep so well; the expression on ber
face showed less happiness and con-

tentment, and by the =sixth month she
could be called an irritable and peevish
child. She who had been previously an
especially happy child did not now
smile often; and the things waich or-
dinarily attract children of that
seemed to be of little moment to her,
Some member of the family was now
kept busy much of the timme endeaver-

age
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—1f you feel that you must give
rice, become a lawyer or a doctor, anc

sell it.—Atchison Globe.

carriages yet?” *“No!l ‘
a noiseless baby.”"—Credit Lost. :
—Dora—*“He said there was one thing’

Life.

—Tragedian—*“1 was nearly killed
once by the bursting of a shell.” Mana-
ger—“Did you ever find out who threw
the egg."—Puck. :
—Miner—*“So you have just returned
from Klondike, eh?” Claimer—*“Yes.”
Miner—“What is the principal game
played in that eountry?” Claimer—
“Freeze out.”—Norristown Herald.
—Bobbie—*“Ethel, mamma has just
promised me something nice and warm.
Give me half your candy and you can
have it.” Ethel—*"Here's the candy.
Now what is it?” Bobbie (munching)
—*“A spanking.”—Life.

—Mrs. De Temper—*I am not happy
with my husband. Shall I drive him
away ?’ Lawyer—"His life is insured
in your favor, isn’t it?” *“Yes: I made
him do that before we married.” “Well,
don't drive him off. He'll die quicker
where he is."—N. Y. Yeekly.
—Daughter (sentimentally) — “Ah,
mother! the sommer wanes. How beau-
tifully it dies! Soon we will have the
frost.” Mother (who has tried ten sea-
sons to get the girl off her hands)—*Oh,
pshaw! You have had nothing but a
‘frost’ all summer!™—Puck.

FIERCE INDIANS, LITTLE GOLD.

A Warning Against Stories of Rich
Finds on Stewart River, Alaskna.

An interesting letter about the re-
ported rich finds of gold on Stewart
river, Alaska, has been received here
from a former officer of the United
States coast and geodetic survey, who
spent several seasons in Alaska and is
familiar with the Yukon country near
Forty-Mile creek and €ircle City.

“I have read with a great deal of in-
terest,” he writes, “the many articles
that have appeared in the Sun from
time to time on Alaska, but am moved
to mtter a warning word just now on
account of a statement that I saw in it
several times and which was repeated
in an article in the issue off August 27.
In this article the writer spoke of the
great things to be expected in a short
time in Alaska, and went on to say that
wonderful developments were to be
looked: for on Stewart river an+ that
the Canadian government had seeret
information about the river that would
prove startling.

“Stewart. river is mot an untried
stream. It was worked by hundreds of
miners before the riches of Forty-Mile
creek were known, and the gold cannot
be picked off the barsin chunks and is
not awaiting the touch of the first com-
ers. McQuestin, Harper and Mayo had a
store there amd did not leave until the
stream was practically abandoned by
niiners. In my conversations with
these traders ang
the river I never heard of anyone mak-
ing more than fair wages on it. The
stream was followed far to its head,
particularly by two men, an old Ameri-
can trapper and miner named . Joe Gee,
and a Canadian Scotchman named
McDonald. The latter was very patri-
otic and would not desert British seoil,
and this, they say, is why he remained
‘in Stewart and refused to go to Forty-
Mile creek when the rest stampeded to
the new diggings. As this man must
have spent at least eight years prospect-
ing the stream, and so many men had
been in it before, no virgin field is tobe
found there with all the richness of El
Dorado.

“The first applicationr of machinery
and steam to mining was made in this
river. The bars were known to contain
a fair average of gold, but being very
fine, the gold could not prefitably be
taken out by men working by hand.
So in 1889 MeQuestin sent the little
steamboat New Racket up to Stewart

Dinstnore, in charge. They had pumps

ing to soothe her troubled spirit. This | and were to use the engine of the littie

state of affairs continued until about
the eighth month, when it was decided
to make a change in the diet. She was
given a food rich in ma%erials to nour-
ish the mervous system, and within a
week it was observed bY all who knew
her that there was a marked improve-
ment in her temperament. After two
weeks of proper nourishment she had
regained her former restfulness, sleep-
ing peacefully a gzood portion of the
time; and gradually the expression of
irritability and moodiress disappeared.
Her face would now lizht up as former-
ly with pleasant smiles whenever any-
one she knew was about, and once
more she appeared to every one as a
very good-feeling, hfppy child.—Prof.
M. V. O’Shea, in Ayhleton’s Popular
Science Monthly.

Fickled Penachd¢s and Pears,
Fruits for pickling should be fully

ripe. They need ne cooking. After
skinuing or paring a hot sirup is

poured over them: tie following day it
is poured off. rehested and returned;
again the following day the. sirup is
brought to the boil’ng-point. the fruit
is dropped in, to bé thoroughly heated
through, when it is ready to be sealad.
To make sirup for ten pounds of fruit,
boil together for ten minutes {ive
pounds of sugar, ome quart of vinegar
(not too sharp) antl a eapful of whole
spices, mixed -- ¢innamon. allspice.
cloves and cassia-buds: the largest pro-
portion of cinnamon. the smallest of
cloves.—Woman's ome Companion,

Corn Batter Cakoes,

One and one-half cups white corn-
meal, sifted with a teaspoonful of
sugar and a level teaspoonful of sault,
Add one cup of boiled rice and a tea-
spoonful of iavd. Mix all together and
seald with {wo cups of boiling water,
stirring constantly. Thin with one ang
one-half cups sour milk, one-haif tea-

steamer for power, and a summer was
put in in mining on a large scale. It
proved a failure, however, and mining
was practically abandonedion the river
that fall

*“‘Near the headwaters of the Stewart
is a hunting ground of a tribe of Indians
that you usnally hear ecalled the Ma-
honys. The Yukon Indians fear them
worse than death. They are reported
to be merciless. It is claimed they kid-
nap children, carry off women and slay
all the men that fall in their hands.
The mere suspicionthat they have come
near the country of the Yukon river
Indians will drive the latter from the
invaded seetion for years. The traders
seem to fear them, too, and stories of
Jheirceruelty and fierceness kept many a
man back from the headwaters of the
Stewart. But Gee and McDonald were
not deterred. I never met a man who
had seen one of the Mahonys in the
Yukon valley. but [ have heard that
when bands of them came to the Hud-
son Bay company’s post the stockages
were shut up and all business was done
by both parties with verv open precau-
tion against surprise and treachery. If
you look up Ogilvie’s account of his trip
down, the Yukon, in 1888, I think youw
will find references to what had beem
done on the Stewart and of information
he got from MeDonald.

“There will be stories enough and to
spare about Alaska, and I think it is
only right that when some individuals
try to stampede the country with wild
stories of the unlimited wealth to be

found anywhere, anything known
about that =section should be made
public. It is no Coney Island trip te

the Yukon, and I fear that many a poer
fellow will rue this winter the readiness
with which he accepted. the stories of
the wealth awsiting every one on the
Klondike."-—N. Y. Sun.

Not Brainwork, :
Some people boast.of a

spoonful soda dissolved in milk: lrlt
egg and bake ox hot !
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—*“Have you seen those noiseless baby *‘x_‘f’_ Y L8
What I want'is

about me he didn't like.” Cora—-——“Wl:a@" ]
was that?” *“Another man's arm. o

men who had been on

with two men, Al Mayo and Frank °

a8 if it were the mark of a great intele
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