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The late Professor Boyesen, of Col-
anmbia, noted that "joenlarity" is the
"'leading American mental trait" of
the college student.

They phrase matrimonial advertise-
ments very delicately in Maine. One
recently printed in Hallowell voiced a
want for a "housekeeper in.a family
of one."

Is Scotland getting steadily madder?
'To judge by the report of the Com-
missioners of Lunacy it is. Since 1858
there has been an increase of 142 pe:r
cent, in number of lunatics, while the
population has increased only 38 per
cent.

A proof of the fact that Sedan Day
is dying out in Germany, writes Wolf
von Schrierband, is furnished by a re-
cent circular issued by the firm of
FreAKrupp in Essen. They announce
that hereafter the day will not be cel-
ebrated and no leave will be granted
to their 20,000 employes.

Mr. Freemantle says in his 'Notes
on the Rifle' that an ideal smokeless
powder has yet to be discovered, and
that the heat developed by powders
containing nitro-glycerine is so great
as positively to melt the surface of
the steel, and to vaporize a minute
portion of it at every shot, which de-
fect, as regards -small-calibre rifles, is
fatal to its use by soldiers.

The quota of enlisted men allowed
the Army and Navy of the United
States is now nearer filled than it has
been at any period in recent years,
and the officials are assumaing that no
further trouble will hereafter be en-
countered in securing all the excellent
material either service requires. At
present the total strength of the regu-
lar-army is between 21,600 and the
limit of 25,000, and the few men lack-
ing to complete it could, the authori-
ties say, be enlisted in ten days. The
strength of the navy's enlisted force
is now 11,000 men, with the additional
1000 men added by the last Congress,
and of this number there are now en-
rolled all but 400. This number ap-
plies almost monthly at the various
recruiting stations, and the entire
quota could be maintained without
difficulty but for the discharges which
follow every week or so.

Ex-President Harrison in writing of
the "Interior Department," and the
distribution of public land in the
ladies' Home Journal says: "In 1862
the policy of giving to actual settlers
thereon a quarter section (160 acres)
of the publio land, where the lands
were rated at $1.25 per acre, or eighty
acres, where the lands were rated at
$2.50 per acre, was adopted by Con-
gress. The settler is required to make
affidavit that the land is entered for
his own use as a homestead, and the
patent does not issuno to him until he
has resided upon and cultivated the
land for five years. In the ease of
soldiers and sailors the time served in
the army and navy, and in the case of
those discharged for wounds or disas-
bility the whole term of enlistment,
may be deducted from the five years'
residencerequired, but at least one
year's residence is required in such
cases. It was a wise and beneficent
law, and if it had come twenty years
before would probably hsavo settled
the question of the extension of slav-
ery without any further help froth our
statesmen."

Bad roads cost in reality more than
good ones, according to Colonel Al-
bert A. Pope, the bicycle manufac-
turer. He says the census returns
show that there are in the United
States about 15,000,000 horsese, over
2,0b0,000 mules, and 49,000 asses.
The annual cost of feed for these
animals is about !$,575,000,000. On

t ine stone roads one horse can haul as
much as three horses can haul over
the average dirt road of this country,
It is estimated that it would be neces-
sary to build about 1,000,000 miles of
macazlamized zoad in the United
States, in order to have as good a sys-
tem of public highways as is found in
several European States. At $4000
per mile, this would involve an outlay
of $4,000,000,000. But if one-half of
the draft animals could be dispensed
with by the building of such roads
there would be an annual saving of
$788,000,000 in the feed bill. The
people, Colonel Pope shows, are
actually paying three per cent.
on $56,000,000,000 in order to
keep up the present bad roads, while
it would not cost one-sixth of that
annually to build the 1,000,000 miles
needed in order to put this country
en a par with France in the matter of
good roada

ORCHARD SONG.

The corn is stoo'ked, come away?
For the greening shows a glint

Of the minted gold of day,
And the russet a riper tint;

And the pippin thero a-swing
Flushes as bright a breast

As the robin ,Toes in sr.ring
At the building of the nest.

For tte kiss and the lover's voZP
The red ear waits in the husk:

So a sons for the orchard bough
And the apples heaped at dusk!

There's never a dragon grim
Where the urling lalder leans,

As there w:ts on the ol world's rim
In the days of dauntlss deeds;

But just as sweet at the eCre
To the lips that taste are thes3

A, the apples won of yore
In the far Ilesporides.

Though the isles of old are now
But a myth for the poet's lute,

Yet we tre:Lsuri the orchard bough
And the wealth of the storied fruit!

-Clinton Scollard, in Godey's Magazine.

THE STORY OF A STORY,
MY ADELAIDE L. EO.USE.

ERT, are you busy?"
T h o editor of the

o 0o0 Epoch turned to the
- associate editor. "It
is a girl's letter, and a
very indignant girl's
letter. I'll read it.

"To THE EDITOR OF TIE
'Erocn:'
"Sir-I have always understood that

editors laugh at people who roll their manu-
sorints,but I sent you my story tinat, as you are
always advising in your notice toeontribu-
tors,and you returned it rolled. Besides this,
the numoer '8151' was marked on it with in-
aetible pencil. I can't send the story out
again unless I copy it. I haven't any type-
writer, and if I had ope I shouldn't know
how to use it. and my hand gets so tired
copying. I think it was a shame to spoil my
nicu looking maunscript, and I think you
ought to do something about it. Please let
me hear from you.

"Very truly yours.
"ELIZABnET HAsTINso PiA:•Ir."

The associate editor laughed. "Poor
little thing, it was a shame to spoil her
poor little story!"

"Poor little, poor little!" said the
editor mockingly. "She may be eight
feet tall, and old enough to be your
mother."

"No, she isn't. She is young and
plump and pretty, and she has dim-
ples and beseeching blue eyes. I in-
sist that it was a shame to spoil her
story."

The assooiate editor had the story
on his mind, evidently, for a few mo-
ments later he asked: "What was the
story? Do you know, Halsey?"

"Perhaps it was a 'pome'--'Lines to
a Pet Kitten,' for instance."

"Nonsense. She called, it a story.
Where is the manuscript book? 'Pratt,
Elizabeth H.'- 'The Crime of Geof-
frey Halsmere.' Bump lBRather tragic.
Montgomery".-to the clerk-"did
you roll that manuscript when you re-
turned it?"

"Yes, it was so big that no envelope
would hold it."

"You might have wrapped it. Hal-
sey, don't you think we ought to make
Montgomery copy the story on the
typewriter ?"

"Certainly, Bert, make him copy it,
and you take the story to Elizabeth
Partt Hastings and make her acquaint-
ance ;" and the editor made a raid on
a fresh pile of unsolicited manuscripts.

Bert, or more properly, Hubert
Marsh, dctated a letter to Miss Pratt,
which promptly brought "The Crime
of Geoffrey IHalsmere" to be copied.
Mr. Marsh stood over Montgomery
while he did it, and when it was
wrapped up, flat, it was put in the
associate editor's desk till that gentle-
man saw fit to return it.

"Have you returned Elizabeth Pratt
Hastings' story?" Halsey asked one
day.

"Hlername is Elizabeth Hastings
Pratt," said Bert, putting a beautiful
point on his lead pencil. "I think I
shall deliver the manuscript on Sat-
urday. I have to pass through her
town on my way to Sister Anna's. I
want to prove to you that E. IH. P. is
young, beautiful andi dimpled."

"I'll wager anything you like that
she is tall, thin, and forty-two."

"Make it a hat, if you don't mind; I
shall want one soon."

"Done. Monday morning you will
return quite chapfallen. I. shouldn't
mind having a hat myself."

On Saturday afternoon Mr. Hubert
\Marsh arrayed himself with even more
than his usual care, and set out for
Sister Anna's, intending to stop at
Miss Pratt's and deliver the story.
The neat maid who answered his ring
told him that he would find Miss Pratt
in the garden, He did. IHe found
her not only in the garden, but in the
hammock, and he wished the editor
could be there so see how pretty she
was. After a moment, however,
he felt quite resigned to his chief's
absence."Pardon me, but the maid directed

me here," Bert began, with his most
engaging smile. "I am the associate
editor of the Epoch, and as Iwaspass-
ing through your town, I thought I
would leave your manuscript-to
make sure that it did not get rolled
again," he added playfully.

"0, then you have returned it!"
Miss Pratt clasped her hands in tragio
fashion. "I did so hope that some-
thing might happen to make you keep
it. I should think you might have
kept it. This may seem like a trifling
matter to you, but it means a great
deal to me. I need money so much."
She slipped out of the hammock and
stood before Burt in a supplicating
attitude. "Why can't you print it?
Is it so bad?"

Bert felt that he was in a tight
place, and he heartily wished that he
had let Montgomery mail the story,
But she was so pretty!

"Well, you see that sort of thing is
not exactly in our line," he began
Ilmely.

"What sort of thing? You print
stories all the time. Is ittoo long, or
too short, or too what?"

Decidedly, it was too what, Bert
thought, as he remembered some of
the description.

"Sit down please, and tell me all
about my little story. Take the big
chair. Now we can be comfortable
while we talk."

Comfortable! St. Lawrence on a
gridiron was in bliss compared with
Bert in the easy garden chair, as he
afterwards confided to the senior edi-
tor.

"What are the faults in my story?
Isn't the writing plain? I couldn't
af'ord to have it typewritten, but I
copied it carefully with a stub pen and
the best black ink."

"It was beautifully written, beauti-
fully," said Bert, in a burst of enthu-
siasm. "But, you see, in considering
a story, there are other things besides
penmanship to be takan into account."

Mr. Marsh then launched Into a
learned disquisition on the short-
story. In fact, the short-story was
one of his hobbies. He always wrote
it with a hyphen, to distinguish it
from the story which is merely short,
and he managed to speak it so that
you knew the hyphen was there. He
felt that he was talking well, but the
unappreciative Miss Pratt pulled him
up shortly and brought him back to a
concrete example.

"But I want to know what is the
matter with my story. It must be
good. My aunts and uncles and all
my relatives have read it, and my
cousin, who took a prize in college for
an oration, said it was immense."
Mr. Marsh mentally agreed with the

cousin, and wished himself safe with
Sister Anna.

"The truth is, Miss "Pratt, that ev-
erybody cannot write a short-story.
In fact, it is the hardest kind of writ-
ing. It takes longer to write a short-
story than to write a long one. A
famous writer said that he had not
time to write a short-story." (Bert's
hobby again.)

"Do you think I could write a long
story? I have one four times as long
as this, I should like to read it to
you."

Mr. Marsh felt his hair rising at the
prospect. He looked at his watch.
"t fear I can't stop to-day, for I must
make the four o'clock train. Other-
wise I should be charmed to have you
read the story-to me."

"I'll send it to you, and perhaps you
will like it better than the short one.
I've got to write, so I shall keep on till
some one takes my stories. I would
rather have them printed in the Epoch
than in any other magazin,. I have
got to succeed, for I must have money,
and this is the only thing I can do."

"It needs money; ther.efore it must
write. I wonder what it needs,money
for," thought Bert. She was well
dressed, and all he saw of the house
and grounds spoke of comfort and good
taste. He could not tell hir that she
could never write, and he left her look-
ing vry disconsolate. He would hlave
liked to stay and comfort her, but it
would hardly have been conventional.

Three days later a manuscript was
put on the associate editor's desk. It
was from Miss Pratt, and was ad-
dressed to him. After it was duly en-
tered and acknowledged, Bert placed
it among other manuscripts on the
senior editor's desk. Halsey could tell
her the truth, Bert told himself. He
could not break her heart. His breath
came a little fater than usual, as he
remembered her sitting in the ,;unshide
andi looking so unhappy over her
story. He made marks on his blotter
in an absent minded fashion, and
wondered why she needed money so
much. She had referred to it again in
her letter. Bert had half a mind to
straighten up her story, put some
"go" into it, and pullish it. But
when Halsey came in he put the idea
away.

"Hallo! Here is Elizabeth Hastings
Pratt again, as good as ever. Bert,
have you been encouraging her? What
is the story this time? 'The Search
for Sylvia Sherwood.' She goes in for
alliteration. Now for a feast of reason
and flow of soul. '"Thelesun was shed-
ding his last rays upon a lowlycot, em-
bowered by trees, behind which flowed
a rivulet.' Got that, Bert?" And Hal-
sey turned in his swivel chair. "Man,
it's a prose idyll Now, what next?
Something is bound to happen. 'A
door opened and a youth sallied forth,
bearing upon his brow the marks of
anguish.' This is getting to be thrill-
ing. Do you mind the youth with a
brow?"

"Don't, Halsey. She isn't a bit of
a fool, except on this one subject, and
she is a good deal more than pretty."

" 'If she be not fair for me, what
care I'-Bert, my son, I am afraid
you are in love. I'll wager two hats
that she sent this tale directly to you,
and you put the i.ob of reading it off
on me. If you had told her, point
blank, that she never can write, she
wouldn't have sent this in. It's your
affair, so I turn the manuscript over
to you. Take it back to her and plan
for a serial; she will send one next
time."

Mr. Marsh' gloomily tucked the
story away in his desh, wondering
hov Halsey had guessed so straight
about the serial.

He wrote three letters next day,
and tore all of them up. He finally
despatched "The Search for Sylvia
Sherwood" with a brief note saying
that he would pass through the town
on the following Saturday, and would
call and explain. On MIonday he told
Halsey of it, and that individual was
wicked enough to cough sententiously.

"I told her," said Bert, as he
straightened the pins on his cushion,
"'that she couldn't write, that the see-
ond story was even worse than the
first, and that you said so."

"And she went on your shoulder."
"No, she didn't. She was angry,

mad. She said that she would prove
to you that she could write. That was
after I told her that you said she never
could write. I couldn't tell her that I

t thought so, too. Her eyes are so big

and brown that a man couldn't say
such a thing to her face. She is goingt to study style, and I made cut a list of
t' books for her to read."

"Exactly. And you are going to1 take them to her next Saturday, when

you go to you Sister Anna's."
"Exactly. It is the best thing I

could do to set her reading. While
she is studying she won't write, and
after she has studied a while sh3 will
see that she can't write. It is an ex-
cellent plan."

"MIy Saturday class in journalism,"? Halsey murmured, as he went out tot luncheon.

[ It was the usualthing for the editor
1 to ask his associate on Monday morn-

ing how his class in journalism pros-
pered. There had been no manuscript
from Mirs Pratt for several weeks, and
he sometimes asked Bert when his pu-
pil would graduate.

"Bert," the editor asked one morn-
ing, "did you ever find out why E. H.
P. wanted money so badly? What
did she want it for, rather ?"

"Bicycle," said Mr. Marsh laconi-
cally. "You have had the fever your-
self, and you ought to sympthize."

"I do. If I had known that she
wanted the money to buy a bicycle I
should have been tempted to buy theI story. I supposed that she wanted
money for extras, like bread and
shoes, not for a necessity. Has she
got her wheel yet?"

"Yes; that is, she has part of one.
We have a tandem."

"A tandem !" Halsey got up and
kicked the waste basket over. "If
you have gotten so far as that, I sup-
pose I may as well say, 'Bless. you,
my children.'"

"I don't mind if you do," said Bert,
flushing a little.-Munsey's Magazine.

Backwoods Surgery.
"Probably as queer a piece of back-

woods surgery as has been described,"
says a frequenter of this region, "was
that performed by a Moosehead Lake
guide known as "Old Sabattus,"
twenty years ago. The man was not
an Indian, as the nickname implies,
but a Yankee, one of those rough fol-
lows formerly characteristic of that lo-
cality. This guide was left on a lake
steamboat at one of the far up landings
while the engineer went ashore with
the company. A man named Meservey
came aboard, and in fooling around
the boat managed to tumble down into
the fire pit and put his shoulder out
of joint.

"Here was a dilemma. The other
members of the party would not be
back for half an hour, and the injured
man was in great pain. The guide was
aman of expedicets. He got a rope
and tied his patient securely.to a post.
Then he tied another rope around the
man's wrist and hitched the loose end
of it to a pulley of the engine. He
managed somehow to turn on steam
and the pulley began to wind up the
rope. It drew the arm out tight in
beautiful shape and presently the joint
snapped back into its socket. Then
'Sabattus' jumped around to shut off
steam while the pulley kept on wind-
ing. 'Holy Moses,' gasped the guide,
excitedly, 'how does it go? i don't
know where 'tis. I can't stop the
blanked thing,' and the pulley mean-
while was slowly but surely pulling
Meservey to pieces. His eyes were
sticking out of their sockets and he
screamed and gasped for breath.

"Sabattus danced around like a wild
man, not knowing what to do, when
he happened to spy a hatchet lying
near, and jumping for that, he cut the
rope) and saved a dreadful catastrophe.
This Was dono just as the party of city
folks who had gone ashore came rush-
ing back on to the boat alarmed by
Moservey's screams. It was some years
afterwards," says the narrator, "that
I was present when a lot of. summer
company arrived at Greenville. Sabat-
tus was there, too. and presentlya dis-
tinguished looking man, one of the
newcomers, went up to him and said
with a meaning smile, 'Are not you
the man that practices surgery by
steam?' and Sabattus had to admit
that he was 'that same foiler.' "--Lcw-
iston (Me.) Journal.

How mTrees Are Dwarfed.
The art of dwarfing trees, as cornm-

monly practiced in both China and
Japan, is, in reahlity, simple and very
easily understood, being, as it is,
based on one of the commonest prin-
ciples of vegetable physiology. Any-
thing which has a tendency to check
or retard the .tlow of sap in the trees
naturally prevents the formation of
new wood. This process of retarding
wood growth is done in many different
ways. By pruning so as to prevent
leaves from forming and giving the
tree health and vigor; by withholding
water; by bending and twisting the
branches, and by a half hundred other
processes, which all proceed from the
same principle. In dwarfing trees the
Chinese and Japanese gardeners are
careful to always choose specimens
which are naturally stunted, particu 1
larly if they happen to have branches
opposite or regular, for it must be
itnderstood that a one-sided tree has '
no value in the eye of the artistic
oriental tree dwarfer. When a tree
has been chosen its main stem and
roots are twisted in a zigzag form
(which process is intended to check
the flow of sap). The pots in which i
they are planted are narrow and
shallow, so that they hold but a small I
quantity of soil compared with the 1
wants of the plant, and no more water
is given them than is necessary to ensus-
tain life.

Nature generally struggles against
this kind of treatment for a while or
until her powers seem to be in a great
measure exhausted. When she finally
yields to the power of art, ere long
the beautiful and curious dwarf tree,
the wonder ol the Orient, is produced.
-St. Louis Republie.

The Russian Minister of Marine has
decided to supply the Baltic fleet witll
coal from Russian mines,

A LOST DAY.
EXPLANATION OF A SOMIEWHIIAT

PUZZLING MATTIER.

A Line in the Pacific Ocean Where It
is Sunday on One Side and

Monday on the
Other.

"T HE lost day in the Pacific is
" pzzling the college profes-
sore to explain. They find

Sdifficulty in making it clear
to the mind of the youthful student
just why there is a line down through
the Pacific Ocean, on one side of
which it is Sunday and on the other
side Monday.

It is right at this spot that a man
going around the world one way
gains a day, while going the other way
ho loses a day out of his life. Every
ship crossing this line marks its log
book one day aheador one day behind,
according to the direction in which it
is going.

Right on this parallel of longitude 1
it would be difficult for a man to know i
what day of the week it was, if, in- I
deed, time would not altogether close
for him. Here is the only place on I
earth where Time may be said to stand 1
still, and where the ordinary calendar I
ceases tQ have any significance. -

In brief, the reason for thislost day c
or line is that "a day" is an arbitrary s
division of time, based upon one ris- E
ing and setting of the sun, and which I
itself is caused by a single revolution
of the earth. When you travel around 1
the world agaiust the sun you gain a I
day, and when you encircle the earth a
with the sun you lose a day. For i
practical purposes of navigation and t
accurate measurement of time the 1
astronomers have agreed to drop this r
extra day into the middle of the Pa- a
cific.

Were a man to travel over the I
earth's surface from East to West as c
rapidly as the earth revolves, starting c
at high noon, the sun would remain r
immediately overhead to him for the e
twenty-four hours. There would have o
been no sunrise or sunset for him that t
day.

So far as the registry of the sun was i
concerned, he would have been still
enjoying the noon hour, while all n
other men on the earth wera return- s
ing to their afternoon labors, going to a
their homes after the labors of the
day, going to the theatre in the even- P
ing, retiring to bed and to sleep, rising c
in the morning and beginning the a
next day's labors and again going to S
lunch at noon. During the course of
his long noon hour the calendar would r
have done its work, however. C

Let this traveler start at noon on
this same journey and go as slowly as c
he will-100 years in making the cir- l
cuit-he will have by those slow de- s
grees filched from the calendar one A
full day and no more. He will have r,
seen the sun rise and set not.eo many a
times by one as the man who has re- h
mained stationary upon the earth's t'
surface. ii

When he turns and moves with the ii
same rate of speed in the opposite
direction to which it moves it will i
take him just as long to cover the dis- a
tance back to Jris starting point, but
his relation to the sun, which counts
off the periods of time, will be remark-
ably altered. He will enter the shadow t
of the earth in half the time that he
would if he remained and allowed the
ordinary revolution of the big globe
to c:itry him out of sight of the sun. a

He will pass through the shadow of "
the earth in half the time that he '
would if he remained still and will b
emerge into the sunlight again with
what had been the under side of the
earth to him when he started. That s'
is to say, he will have seen a day and t
a night (noon to noon) while the earth
had made only half its revolution, and 8
he was only half way round.

He will arrive at his starting point h
at noon of the second day, according
to his own experience, having tassed
twice through the shadow of the C
earth-night-while the folks at home o
had done so but once. IHe will have r
gained a day uponi them and upon the
calendar, but that the 180th degree of
longitude has been called in to set him d
straight. That is the explanation of n
a gaining of a day ,in traveling the d
world round from west to east-the n
way the world itself is going; and it s
matters not how long the traveler em- t
ploys in the Journey, he sees the sun
rise and set once oftener than the man
who stays at home, although there is t
no jolting of the heavens to announce
it.

Here is another illustration of the h
lost day. Imagine a train of ears-
twenty-four miles long on a circular
track, the last car being just in front
of the engine-that is, the train mak-
ing a circle. b

The train starts to move at a rate of o
speed that will bring the engine back U
to the starting point at the same time d
next day. A man on the rear end"
starts to walk to the engine and a mai
on the engine starts to walk to the t
rear end. 0

They walk at a rate of speed that C
will bring them to their destination at k
the same time the train stops. They
pass each other exactly in the middle
the train, and at noon the next day the
man from the engine has arrived on
the last platform and the man from
the last platform mounts the engine.
They nave both, so far as walking is
concerned, traveled exactly the same
distance, but, in fact, one has traveled d
forty miles while the other has not
traveled at all.

The man who started from the rear
end of the car has been carried the'en- V
tire dist~ance covered by the train and Ic
has walked the entire length of the n
train-he has passed the starting point it
twice. The man who started from the si
engine to walk to the rear end of the n
tr:ain has remained stationary with re- tl
gard to the ground. Walking as he has b
he has seen through the car windows fi

hour by r the saa5posts thamarked the
he starter-New Yo
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trailing mass of seawemed,.
all was over except the fuc
lasted to this day.-Lbnd
ard.

<Wh'ben Cod Bieome Bl
Several large cod are kpt

the tanks of the Amsterdam
necessarily near the osi
therefore exposed to a s ti
from above. Now, the cd;
not a "deep sea" fish, is not0!
swimmer and lives at depths
sunlight must be very much'
by passage through the wate
in what to us would be se
Every one of these cod xc
strong light is sufferinggfrei
traordinary hypertrophy of
The whole organ has be
grown, as if in the effort to
self to the use of more l4i
had become over-equipiap
useless. The cod, in fact, it

The most interesting fi
change is the extraordinrY
with which increased supply.
rays has over-developed thei
its use. It has taken plI
slow degrees from individ
dividual, bat in a course of
measured by months and in
dividual in the tank. If thit
is a measure of the rapidity
such changes take place-
the adaptation of tho5
which have migrated fromit
waters gf the deep seas, shO
total loss of enormous doe
their eyes and the growthof
ing orgars to light the
have been as rapid as it lI
-London Spectator.

Covers for Bieycll
An English idea is covero

bicycle wheels, which may•
of handsome cretonne or p
ial, outlined with some
design. The seams should
with bright colored braidae

These covers can be inad
tractive and serve the doubl,
of protecting the bicyole4
clothing where the machine
kept in the small rooms of a
the hallway. A rubber co
machine is not s5 attrac
much more practical espe
vicinity of the seashor e.

The idea, so far as New
concerned, has thus far beeo
to a water proof tind dust Pr~
fastened over the bicycle i
daytime. -New York Jour

Tellowstone's teysers &S
W. W. Wyile, of HelenD'

who has spent more years i
lowatone National Park thsa
man, says: "The geysers
ing in activity. As coP
sixteen years ago I should
not more than one-half tbe
the upper basin. I believe
be few, if any, geysers il:i
from now,"--Chiicago Chso


