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“Well, lads,” said Quillian, jerking ’nis
thumb in the direction of a man who
lounged against a post somewhat apart
from the group of fishermen who were
chatting on the quay, *it's no mor'n halfs
an eye ve'll neea to see what's up wi'
Jan yonder." &

“Ay, ay, it’s nothin’ but the ould story
«-lasses, lasses.”

“An’ you're no' lookin’ far to see what
lass it is, neither, Gorry.”

“Augh! no! not at all,” replied tae
other. Why, it’s just Jane, it is.”

“Jane!” cried Quillian, scornfully, “why
it's Janet, ye idiut! Haven't ye seen her
wearin® them blue beads Jan fetched her

over from Kinsale? An’ what for 'ud
he be bringin’ ner blue beads, an’ him
lovin’ Jane—eh?"

“Man alive,” retorted Gorry, “there’'s
no manin’ in beads at all. Now, T'll tell
you something. Jan went over Lo Castle-
town the other dayv, an’ I'm blowed if he
didn’'t bring a bonnit back witn him, and

Jane's wearin’ that very bonnit o' Sun-
days now. Augh! there's a lot more in a
bonnit than there is in all the beads as

The Courtfship of Janefahd Jane.

A LOVE TALE OF THE ENGLISH FISHER FOLK. ; :

they orten did, of Jan—lazy Jan—*“Jan the
ne'er do-weel”—as Janet called him.

“Jane,” she said, with asperity, “ye’ll
never be so foolish as to marry that
ne’er-do-weel.”’

Jane looked up mischievously from her
knitting. “Eh. Janet, but I think it's
you’ll be for marryin’ him an’ not me at
all?"

“Ye're just silly. Ye-know I'm no for
marryin’—married life’'s no that easy.”

“Ay, ye talk so, Janet; but it's terrible
fond o’ Jan ye are.”

Janet clicked her knitting necedles
fiercely.

“It's twice as terrible fond o* him you
aro, Jane.”

“Eh, well,” answered Jane, coloring,
“we's no need to be makin'’ such a fuss
about it—it's p'raps not axed we'll be
at all.”

A sigh escaped her, and Janet looked
up with a world of love in her eyes.

“Ye needn’t fear that, Jane, you're so
bonny, But I don't want to see you un-
happy and fretted wi' an idle husband—

an’ I'm thinkin' Jan might be a fine lover,

She—Now that papa has lost all his money, do you still wish to marry me?
He—My darling, can’t you see that I do?

was ever made, Ay! it’s Jane, it is!']
Jan had been listening to the conver-

sation, and now he drew near with a
wolling step.

“Ye're just a bit free wi’ your tongues,
mates ne sald, with a twinkling eye.

“Ye seem to know more about it than 1
do meself. I love a’' the lasses; but it's
no for marryin’ I am, for it's about as
much as I can do to kecp meself, let
alone marryin'. But I will say Janet and
Jane's mighty swate geils, an’ that's as
much as I'll say,”

1d so saying he sauntered off toward
le's Nest"” amid a general chorus
er.

Meanweile Janet and Jane sat chatting
together outside-a. cottag? on the hfll-
side, just above the bay. They wers
cousins, but ‘had been brougnt up as sis.
ters, for Jane's parents died when she
was a small e¢hild, and since taen her
uncle, old’ Tom Maddrell, had been like

a father to her, and Janmet a sister, Poor
gickly Mrs. Maddrell had died when both

the girls were almost too young to re-
member her, and the rough-and-ready
help of his neighbqQrs’ busy wives had

been the only care Tom Maddrell’'s luck-
less charges had ever experienced. 1wt
they had grown up into fine, strapping
Young women, and their great love for
each other had gained for them the nick-
name of the “twins,” though Janet was
really five years older than Jane,

on the particular evening of which 1
Bm writing they were tj ‘king, as, indeea,

HELPING HIM OUT.

y~—

0ld Hoof
ave weeks,
dbut in vain.

(the

dectective)—For da-ays,
kave

I searched for a scent,

®Gracious!

Had no idea you-were so
aard up.

Here's one.”

“0Oh, no, thanks, old man. Pay it back

but it's a mighty poor husband he’d be
makin'.”

““Ay, Janet, maybe you're right,”” said
Jane, thoughtfully.

One day Jan was seen hastening ta
Tom Maddrell's cottage.

The girls showed no surprise at seelng
him.

“Well, me dears,” he saiu, seating him-
self on the cobble stone wall, “It's sur-
prised ye'll be to hear the news.”

‘“What news then, Jan?" asked Jane.

“Augh, just a little trip I'm thinkin’
o’ takin’."”

“Why aren’t ye out with the boats this
evenin'?"’ said Janet, reproachfully;
“that’'s the best sort o’ trip you can
take, Jan Cregeen, instead o' gallivantin’
off to town as ye dospendin’ a.. yer
money."” ¥

“Janet, ye're always scoldin’ me,” he
answered with a laugh. “If I was the
warst sinner in the island it's not much
crueler ye could be—but' there, ye'll not
have me to scold any more.” Janet look-
ed up at him anxiously. Something waat
was not anger filled her eyes.

‘“What'll you be manin,’ Jan?”

“Just a little trip West, Indy way, gells,
an’ a little fortune to make, an’ a little
trip home and then—" He looked at
them roguishly. Jane broke into a peal
of laughter.

‘““Eh, Jan,” she said fondly. “It's a
terrible man ye are, jokin' witn poor
gells like t.at. .<ow do you know ye've
not broke both-our hearts in your ove-
makin’. I'm sometimes sure it's meself I
think_you love—an' .nen I think it's
Janet, an’' T know she tninks so, too—
don’'t ye, Janet:” *

“Nay, I think nothin’ about it at all,”
cried Janet quiekly, *‘an’ T'11 tell you,
Jan Cregeen, it's ‘'no. just for axin’ you
can get a womsan.”

“Augh! now Janet,”” repl.ed the ne’er-
do-well with a gurgiing laugh, ".t’s just
the axin’ that does it, I'ly lay a wager if
I was to take ye out this minute for a
walk an’ make love as hard as I could
for an hour, an’ ax ye to marry me at
the end of it, ye'd say ‘'yves,’ ay, or Jane
either. Ye've no n--.on how mighty lovin’
I can be when I set my mind to it.”” He
paused and looked a. them mischievous-
ly, then added: “But I'm not going to ax
either of ye mnow. It's me fortune I
must make first and by then ye’ll be mar-
ried long enough p'raps; an’ poor old
Jan’ll be forgot at ye. Eh, well, T'll just
have to bear it; an’' now me dears, good-
by.”

He caught and kissed them both and
then strode away down the hill, turning
cnce to kiss his hand.

Jane returned the salute, and then
leaned sobbing against Janet’s shoulder.

“Eh, Janet,” she whispered through
her tears, “I do believe, now he's gona,
that I really care for him—the fine strap-
pin’ man that he is; an’ such an eve he
has at him—as blue as—the sea—an’'—eh,
dear” and here her tears choked her.

Janet only stroked the curly head that
lay on her breast, and watched the tall
figure that soon disappeared in the gath-
ering dusk.

She felt as if she could not speak just
then.

- . * * - * *

Three years passed away without
bring'ng any news of Jan. In the spring
of the fourth vear Janet’'s father was
arowned during a terrible gale, and the
cousins were left to face the world to-
gether.

Tom Maddrell left a small, .a very
small sum of meney behind him: and
that, they agreed, must be kept in case
of real need, and they must turn to and
earn a living somehow.

And so Janet and Jane both settled
down in the service of the vicar's wife
at Castletown—some six miles from their
old home; and their vigorous daily work
was a relief to both of them. They
were no longer very young, and times
came when they felt their lives incom-
plete, and envied the careworn wives of
the fishermen who lived from hand to
mouth, and could scarcely feed the chil-
_dren that clung to their skirts.

But there was little opportunity for
brooding in their regular routine, and
the months grew into years almost im-
perceptibly.

One evening several years after they
had gone to Castletown, the vicar and
his wife being away on a holiday, Janet
and Jane strolled out on the green banks
that skirt the wide bays of Castletown
and Derby Haven.

It was within a week of the day, seven
years before, when Jan had bidden them
“Good-bye.” As they turned homeward
the sun was nearing the water’s edge.

“Jane,” said Janet, “let’s go up to Han-
gow Head. I'm thinking ye can get a
sight of the old place from there.”

Jane sighed. “It's sad it makes me to

see it. It's now on seven years since—'’.
a sob ended the sentence.

“Don't ery, my dear,” said Janet,
scothingly. ‘“There's a mon comin’

along’ an’ ye’ll no be for lettin’ him see
ye cry.”” Suddenly she gripped Jane's
,Aarm.  “Who do you think it is, too,
Jane?"”

Jane looked up, then hurried forw gl
with an eager ery, “Why, Jan!"”

In a moment Jan, for he it was, had
caught her in his arms, “Why, Jane!”
he echoed, “an’ just as bloomin’ ‘as ever.
Lord bless me!—an’ Janet, too.”

Janet was standing still; she could not
move or speak for the beating of her
own heart. He mistook silence fer cold-

ness, and merely shook her by the
hand. *Still down on me, Janet,” he
laughed.

He was the same handsome fellow, sev-
eral shades darker, and poorly clad, but
as audacious and winning as .ever.

They took him home with them and
there in the snug kitchen they heard his
tales of wonderful foreign lamds and
strange adventures.

“An’ so ye see, gells,” he said at

some time when you're flush. No hurry.”

1 - -rus - ,T__. e f,_:.A,,_A

ruefully smoethi his shabb t
turning his po&seu inside ym;o;a “it's

mighty little fortune TY've made—just
none at all, for I'm poorer than ever—
but I'm danged if I'm going to let fate
beat me agen. I'm off to Afriky this
time, and I'll come home rich or be food
for fishes.” §

After hearing all they had to tell him
of themselves, he looked at them
thoughtfully, “An’ so ye're not married
at all, at all,”” he said, slyly. ‘‘Augh!
it’s just the right man ye're walitin’ for.
Well, well, he’ll be turnin’ up one o0’
these days.”

“Jan, dear,” said Jane, looking up af-
fectionately at him, “I eould almost
think ye'd grow’'d, it's that fine and tall
ye look. There's not another man like
ye in the island. When'll ye be sailin’
agen, Jan?"”

“Day after tomorrow, Jane; an’' I'm off
to Liverpool in the mornin’' " |

“But ye'll not be away so long, this
time?”’

‘Just as long as it takes me to make
a fortune, an’ then it's back io Ellan
Vannin I'll be coming to get a little

settle down.”

“They say a sallor’'s got a.wife in every
port,” sald Janet.

“Nary, Janet; gen’'t you believe it;
though I tell ve it’s terrible fond of
white men those black beauties are. But
it's a Manx lass 'll by me wife if I ever
get bhome.”

‘When 11 o'clock struck Jan got up.
“I promised I'd be down in Port Erin be-
fore midnight.”” he said. “Me an’ my old
mates are goin' to have a grand old
spree. Good-bye, me dears.”

Bo with kisses and godspeeds he took
farewell of them for the second time.
Jane sobbed in his arms, and, as he
gently unclasped her arms from his
neck, he said softly to Janet: ““Take care
of her.”

- L - - * Ll

Life soon took on its accustomed sober
hues agaln, and the years stole on mo-
notonously,

But changes came. The vicar died, and
his widow Jeft the island, and thus Janet
and Jane were again faced with the prob-
lexg how to live.

They were unwilling to g0 into fresh
service, and so with their savings they
furnished a little house in Castletown,
and took lodgers. It paid them very weli
d}:ring the spring and summer, and they
V\er\_a glad to be quiet in the winter, for
they were now middle-aged women.

Janet’s hair was turning gray, and she
Wwas scarcely so upright as she used to be.
The winter had tried her, tco, of late,
and successive attacks of pneumonia had
weakered her considerably.

.Instea,d of getting better she got daily
worse. Inflammation of the lungs set in,
and .Dr. Kennaugh began to look very
grave. At last he said to Jane: “I'm
afraid T ean’t pull her through this time,
Miss Maddrell. A few days will decide,
bgt you must be prepared for the worst.’
When he had gone Jane went softly back
into the slgk room and sat down by the
bedside. Never before had she realized
the depth and beauty of the love that
existed between herseclf and Janet. Be-
side the prospect of Janet's death every-
thing else seemed utterly trivial, even
Jan's long looked-for home-coming fail-
ed to interest her. As she sat there, full
of grief—a loud knocking sounded on the
street door.

Janet started in her bed. She had been
delirious for several days. “It's Jan,”’
she said. “Go and open the door, Jane.”

Jane obeyed, and out of the black night
and cutting wind strode a tall figure in
a rough frieze coat.

‘“Jare,” he cried, in a great, hearty
voice, but Jane put her finger on her lips
and drew him gently into the kitchen.
There, when he had seated himself in
front of the blazing f&re, she knelt at
his feet, and broke into bitter weeping.
Sh= told him, bit by bit, of Janet’s ill-
ness. “An’' if she dles, Jan, I think it'll
kill me,” she whispered.

Jan was about to answer when Janet
herself entered the room. Over her nights
gown she had slipped her SBunday dress

Menx wife. It's terrible wishful 1 am to ,

separator, run by
the trolley.

th

Presto! there is your cream in the cans
and there is your warm skim milk for
calf and p" s ¢ hookx the cans to a
wire carrier which’sends them by ‘ force
of gravity’ 7o the trolley platform. Ah,
dreamers of milky herds, did you ever
think of getting gravity to move your
eansy.. . o ol g

Now a tr‘ley ear chaperoning a freight
car comes. ‘The cans spin away to the
creamery. Their fare is small, and they
come back empty, D, H. The fortunate
Mr. Russell “is credited by the creamery
with so much cream, and on settlement
day he receives a check in payment.” One

thinks of less seientific farmers who used -

hardly to see any money from year’s end
to year's end.

Notice the happier condition of the sel-
entific farmer’s wife. Before she is up,
the cream is in the creamery. No ever-
lasting, tedious slavery to pans and
churns. No peddling or bartering of but-
ter. Notice, too. the amelioration of the
cow’'s destiny. She lives in a comfortable
home. The cement floor is flushed twice
a day with the hose. The walls are
bright with whitewash gnd as clean as
Broek. A windmill, a tubular well and
a tank furnish pure water for the whole
outfit. An automatic waterer sllows each
cow to have fresh water all the time.
The cow's diet is sciéntific and reglar,
various grains and ensilage in quantities
to suit. The silo holds 200 tons of juicy
corn fodder. Machine-vlanted, machine-
fertilized corn. Mr. Edwin Markham is
positively not admitted. No hoes on the
place.

And so with all the other farm work.
Horses and machinery. The plewer and
narrower ‘“‘walks or rides as he chooses.”
He is not bowed by the burden of his
toil. The trees are

on’s moving wheels, One man drives the
team, and two,other men hold the noz-
zles and send) the fine spray exactly
where needed.” Insects and fungus dis-
eases are thus dealt with swiftly and
easily. Ad ow the fruit is ready to mar-
ket, It goes to the packing house, where
it is sorted by a-machine grader into
three or feyr grades.
each grade stenciléd.. Late in the after-
noon the day’s collection goes by trolley
to the cannig faetory, the dock or the
ecommission -man, - Checks come back by
mail. Thrice- happy Mr. Russell, thrice
happy agricole, if Fe knows a good thing
when he has it——a.rlid he does!
Telephone in barn and bathhouses. Mr.
Russell has @n. office, takes daily news-
papers, studies the market repcrts, tele-
phones to his commission agent, his cus-
tomers or the cannery, arranges ship-
ments and sales. Perfec scientific busi-
ness. He kegoeps: 3¢ set of books “and
kows at the’ enid of each year just how
ne stands. 3e works hard, but not in

| the way his father worked. He directs

the machinery itself, whereas his father
was the machinery itself; he rides a good
saddle horse.about his place, whereas his
father was ridden by his work.”

The farmhouse has open fireplaces and
a hot water furnace, a modern range, a
refrigegator,: -electric lghts, pure water,
a bathroom, comfortable furniture, a»
piano, a bicyele, pictures, new books and
magazines. The boys and girls ride to
the high school for 2 cents the round
trip. Churches and amusements are
near, praised- be the beneficent -trolley!
There is a daily delivery of mall, except
‘Sundays; ‘and the carrier sélls stamps

tF N 3s.

and round her neck she wora the blue | and nioney orders, ";%kes letters and pack-
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“MRS. MURPHY GOES OUT CALLING.”

beads he had given her long years ago.
He rose hastily and caught her in his
?.rf]ns, for she swayed as if she must
all.

“Jan,” she whispered close to his ear,
and he could feel the burnin cheek
agains: his and the hot breath, *“1 tho_gnt
['d give ye a real good welcome th's time.
I was always—so cold, but it wasn't be-
cause I—dian't love ye, Jan.”

As she said the last words her face
strained,

“Jan, Jan cried Janet, “take her back
to bed, it'll just kill her to be here.”

He did as he was told and laii her
down as she was—in her finery—drawing
the bedclothes over her wasted form wich
infinite tenderness.

- * s Ll * -

It was long before Jane could take up
the broken threads of her life; longer stiit
before Jan dared to speak to her of mar-
riage, and when he did she laid her hand
on his and looked into his eyes with an
earnest, half-reproachful glance.

“Why, Jan,” she said quietly, “It's old
we are to be thinkin’ of marryin'. It's
best we should just go on being friends
—I can’'t get it into my head that Janet's
gone somehow, an’ I'm thinkin’ if we
got married it's terrible lonely she’d be
feelin'! Let's stay as we are, Jan.”

UP-TO-DATE FARMING.

Agriculturist Who Tills Soil
Without Manual Labor.

Persons with mild bucolic aspirations
will wonder and despair as they rcad
Mr. Walter E. Andrews’ account in the
World’s Work of ‘“Actual Eural Inde-
pendence.” Mr. Russell owns eighty
acres in a central state and runs to dairy
products and fruit. He gives 800 a year
and a house to a hired man and wife.
Four miles off by electric car passng
the farm is a good market town with a
creamery and canning factory.

Five a. m., automatic electric alarm
goes off in hired man's house. Hired
man gets up, goes to the barn, feedg and
grooms the cows, cleans out. Boss

One

i Boa 1 :
ages and does errands. Here is the coun-
iry with city comforts, urbs in rure. The
boys ad girls are contented zmd stick to

the farm. They would be luratics to do
otherwise,
- -
HOW TEXAS LOOKS TO A NEW
YORKER,

Leslie's Weekly.

The Texas o!'to@ay is not the Texas
of yesterday, The ‘prosperity of Texas,
her business growth, has .brougnt the
business man in the ascendency, and
has negatived the argument of the ca-
lamity howler and downed the ultra-
populist. Men engaged in profitable, le-
gitimate business pursuits have no time
to waste on thecries or theorists. Pros-
perity is having a tendemcy to conduct
into obscurity the mere politician who
needs the financial support of am office,
hiccause otherwise; he 48 not  self-sup-
porting. This class of man, in Texas as
well as elsewhere, is being understood
by tha thinking public, and is being re-
tired accordingly. His counsels seem to
be no lenger heeded, and he sits on the
outside circle seeking admittance, but
being denied recognition in the counsels
of men, ¢

Individuality is at a premium in Tex-
as, and one is not sure but that ths
rrimary cause or underlying prineiple
of the so-called anti-trust laws of "Tex-
as was a deiance thrown out to the
world against the suppression of indi-
vidualism by aggregation or combina-
tion in any shape, enunciating the prin-
ciple, possibly with an excess of lan-
guage and a redundancy of words, but
always emphnasizing the doctrine, in

sisting on the individualism of the man
even to the detriment, as some would
think, of the state as a whole.

“systematically |
sprayed by a system of compressed alr |
operated by power obtained from a wag-
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cussedness.

ing goods on time.
Everybody does it.
You're not the only
one,
yers, clergymen, me~
chanics, common la-
borers,
buys that way.
a convenient,
mon sense way in which to provide
yoursslf with the necessaries and
some of the luxuries of life.

Furnish Homes
on Time.

It is the biggest and most important part of our business.
We have started hundreds of young people in housekeeping,
who, if it hadn’t been for our easy payment plan, would still bs
making “zoo goo eyes'’ at each other in a state of single

QU don’t have
to feel squeam-
ish about buy-

Doctors, law-

everybody
Itis
com-

either éxchange it or r efund the money.

“Cold Blast”
Refrigerators

Are the best because they are built
along lines of strict economy. They
save ice because the system of re-
frigeration is the mcst direct. They
save food because they are the most
pe-fect. Every Refrigerator or Ics
Box we sell is accompanied by our
unqualified guarantse, It must give
absolute satisfactlon or we will

$1.00 DOWN, $1.00 PER MONTH.

Our Carpets Are Admired
& S

By hosts of people every week.
From early Monday till late Satur-
day this cepartment is kspt busy.
If you are gcing to buy Carpets
this spring you owe it to yourself to
loo's at our assirtment. It won't
cast you anything. We don't ex-
fFect you to buy unless you find
just what you want znd are ready
to get it. Take your time to pay
for i,

absolute
goods
ers,

and pleased

Monarch Gasoline

It s our purpose to carry
such goods only as
satisfaction.
mean pleased custom-

mean good advertisements.

and Oil Stoves.

will give
Good

customsrs

In pursuance of this rule
we have sold cnly MON-
ARCH Gasoline and Oil
Stoves for the last three
y:ars, They have three points § : 4
of superior merit: They're e e 5,
durable, safe and inczéa;:~é' 5 Vo
sive. $1.00 down and $1.00 g2 7...§§
per wesk. = 4

Try Cur Plan:

! f]
} (v ]

Try Gur Plan:
Pay as

URICAES DADER W

SOME PLACES IN NEPTUNE'S DO-
MAINS WHERE TREASURE
SHIPS WENT DOWN

[y

OVER

$400,000,000 LOST

. Ship After Ship Laden With Inzots

and Coinage Has Struck on
Britain’s Shores and Goue
to Pieces.

There 1s a popular bellef that vast
wealth lies buried deep between the
sand and rocks of our coasts, says Tit-
Bits. Ship after ship, laden with ingots
and coinage, has struck on the British
beaches and .gone to pleces durlng the
last 500 years. From time to time
hundreds of pounds’ worth of gold has
been showered on the seashore ani pckeq
up and used; yet there still remains
something like eighty millions sterling in
gold and silver under the sea.

‘When the Jonkheer Meester Van de
Wall, a Dutch East Indiaman, struck
the iron-bound seafront of the Lizard
many years ago, she went to pileces be-
fore anything could be done to save her.
Some fishermen from Penberth Cove,

" | while engaged in fishing up blocks of

tin which formed part of the vessel's
cargp, found a tin box lying in smix
fathoms of water. Being opened, it
was found to contaln coins to the value
of £13,060. - Tt is said that there are
other boxes of gold, silver and banknotes

ing among the rocks and sands where
he' ship sank.

In 1874 a Spanish galleon went ashore

“/}wear the Idzard, having on board many

thousands of pounds’ worth of bar gold
and money, which were belng carried
to London for safety during the unsete
tled state of affairs in Spain. The great-
er part of this vast wealth still lies
awaiting recovery between the rocks,
which have, even at low water, six feet
of water over them.

Some years ago a company sank a
shaft through the rock below high=
water mark to try to recover the riches
the sea holds so tight. It was imagined
that the waves after a storm would drive
some portion of the buried speecile into
the hole at the bottom of the shaft. Be-
fore the work was completed, however,
the sea broke In, and the shaft had to
be abandoned. Another syndicate soon
afterward dragged the hottom of the
sea in the Lizard district, but nothing of
importance was found. The treasure is
undoubtedly there, for colns and ingois
are being constantly washed ashore on
the beach.

' Treasure to the value of a million and
2 half sterling, which went to the bottom
of the sea with a Dutch galleon, lics
awaliting recovery somewhere on the
Chesil beach, a long, narrow tongue of

shingly land near the great convict sta-

tion of Portland. This Dutch treasure
ship was returning from the West In-
dies laden with precious metal, and
when coming up the channel was caught
in a gale and driven into Portland Race,
where tremendous broken seas rage
when there is any wind. Gradually she
was carried toward Chesil beach, ani
it did not take her long to dissolve into
matchwood.
and silver went to the bottom. Ocea-
sionally the fishermen are reminded of
its existence by finding a sllver or gcld
bar or two on the beach.

The Abergavenny, which was lost in a
storm of Weymouth, about the vear 1509,
had on board several thousand pounds’
worth of specie and jewels. In 1806 a
syndicate was formed, and, by means of
a diving bell, sixty-two chests of dollars,
to the value of £70,000, were fished 1up.

Treasure of vast amount is supposed to
lie under the sea in the Saru Badrig, a
sunken causeway running miles out to
sea from the Welsh ccast. The story
runs that a French treasure ship, the
Bretagne, struck on this death-trap of
ships, and, caught by one huge wave,
hurled completely over, to sink with all
hands in deep water,

Another case of total loss, involving
four and a half millions in gold ccins,
was the striking of the Infanta, a noble
Spanish galleon, on the rocks of Mizen
Head, near Bantry bay, In Nowvember,
1783. The nature of the coast renders in-
vestigation difficult, and not a single coin
has been brought to the surface. In all
probability the treasure will remain in
the sea for centuries.

The Czarina, having £2,000.000 in gold on
board, foundered in Filey Brigg, on the
Yorkshire coast, and another galleon was
lost a few miles farther seuth, near Brid-
lington Quay. Thirty thousand pounds
have been drawn from the sea’s clutches
at Bridlington Quay, and the remainder
lies awaiting the person who is able to
rescue it.

The Gunfleet bank, off the Essex coast,
is thickly strewn with gold and silver, in
coin and ingots, for the Vrouwe Polder, a
Dutch wvessel, emptied its cargo of half
a million sterling in gold and siiver there,

About a century ago a Spanish treas-
ureship, carrying a freight of a million
sterling, was caught in a storm near
Beachy Head, and sank with all on board.
The treasure lies in a deep hole over

The entire freight of gold |

l

doybloons. Numerous attempts have been
made to recover the treasure, and one
syndicate aetually rescued £40,000 from
the sea; but the bulk of the wealth re-
mains untouched to this day, and at low
tide there is only a fcot of water over
the scene of the wreck. The ship, how-
ever, is buried in the sand; but one day
a mighty gale might scoop the sand away
and reveal the lost treasure, and then
some person will find himself rich beyond
dreams of avarice,

e s

BEST SHOES FOR WALKERS.

New Orleans Times-Democrat.

“The best foot covering in the world
for men whe have to walk about In all
sorts of places,” sald a professional hun-
ter In the employ of a local market man,
‘“Is the cloth used in the German army
in place of socks. A friend of m!nessent
me a couple of samples last fall, and I
gave them a thorough trial. The result
is that I'm never going to wear any-
thing else when I'm out on a hunt. The
cloth is made of medium weight woolen
goods and is about the size and shape
of an old-fashioned red bandana hand-
kerchief. It is simply folded about the
foot and then tied around the ankle with
a piece of tape. At first blush,”” the hunt-
er went on, “that would seem to be a
very uncomfortable arrangement, and I
felt certain that the creases would make
the thing a torment to wear, but I can
only say thut they da mothing of the kind,

“Of course, a great deal depends wupon
the way the cloth s folded, and I found,
after some experimenting, that the best
scheme was to place the foot in the center
and then cross the sides diagonally over
the top of the instep. Drawing up the
back completed a sort of rough moccasin,
which the tape kept firmly in position.
I wore an extra large shoe and never feit
a crease. The principal advantages of the
foot-cloth over socks are these: When
a holo is wern in it, all one has to do
is to make a shift; then it is very easy

|

HOLMES JR, AT 14 AGAIN,

Chicago Record-Herald

Sherlock Holmes Jr. stopped abrunt!
clutched his compar a
in low distinet

“Did you see that man with t bun-
dle?'”

SV og
about

“He is
to get
the mornin
to keep :

ions

mes:

other

you
believe
i

to
from w g i
= n the street? You must
quainted with hin T POSs
heard about him.”

“No. I never saw
minute and a half ago
heard his name; no one
tioned him to me. Now,
how I have made my wor
tion, and you will e tl
simple, It is aq
not more obs
an aut
just before I spc 3
“Since you mention tt
ber that one did whiz r

hat automobile have to

him until

verything. When it was nearly op
posite this man the o he

cern rang his bell. Th
that

rator

of an alarm clock.”

“Well 7"

“The man had been long
with his head down, half 1
When the bell rang he head
suddenly and took out his ¢
what time it was. Now
perfectly clear? You ho
was at home in bed h d
gone off, and that he mus Iy )y et
up. All the rest is clear enough. I{ he
dldn’'t love his wife s! would ha

get up first, and he coul
till she called him to bi
they kept a girl the cloe
course,

Then, assuming a
great amateur detective
coal hole in search of

ep serd 1
1st; or if

would of

be on her mind instea '
mysteriou v, the
pee: wn a

other

1 blcms.,

Tommy—8ay, pop, I said me preyers all right, didn't I?

Pop—YXes, you gaid them nlcely.

Tommy—Now I won't have to say ‘em tomorrow,

Pop—Why, Tommy,
Tommy—Well,
go to heaven yer,

why not?
if I say ’'em

to wash, and if it gets wet it can be
spread out and dried in a few moments
at a camp fire. All these are important
considerations on a hunt, when a
may be in the woods and marshes for &
wecek or more and can't afford to be
cumbered “'ifl much besides cartridges
I'm surrriced that the cloth hasn’t be-
come well known and popular long ago.
Herearter I shall be the Jerry Simpson
of the shotgun fraternity.

—— - —
GYPSY LULLABY,

en-

Rest, my little fledging, close-cradled on

my arm;

Nothing near the greenwood
breathes to do thee harm.

Weary of the mossy bank, weary of tha

tree

sun,
Droop thy tangled head and sleep,
laughing, lucky one.
For the wind a dream will bring,
‘While the brook sings ever low,
And the fairy bells shall ring,
And the rainbow fountains flow.

Bylo, my baby brown, bylo.
Sleep, my brier rosebud; all the west
goes gray;

in the fold the sheep are penned; now
the shepherds play
On their pipes a merry tune for the
lassies’ feet;
From the starlit
echoes fleet
Prompt the wind a dream to bring,
While the brook sings ever low;
Now the fairy bells shall ring,
Now the rainbow fountains flow.
Bylo, my baby brown, bylo. .

pasture-land fluting

Slumber in my scarlet cloak, for the
night comes chill.
Hush! Four-footed forest friends brows-
ng pass. Lie still;
Love for thee the stars forecast;
and gold and ease. .
Shut thine eyes (unquiet one, thou art
hard to please!)
Till the wind a dream shall bring,
., While the brook sings ever low,
Till the fairy bells shall ring,
Till the rainbow fountains flow.
Bylo, my baby brown, bylo.

Sleep, to be abroad at dawn, with the
bird b

and bee,
Kindred by thy birthday bond—Free-
dom’s ecstacy.
Nursling of the open glade, hedge-born,
gay wil
Round ,d:ggh. .l’:r;)rld I‘l}mfiollow thes; so
, my ¢ 3 .
mw{ﬂm wind a dream may bring.
e the brook sings ever low,
And the falry bells shall &
And the rainbow fountains flow.
Bylo, my baby brown, bylo.
—Lulu W. Mitchell in Century for June.

love

will 1I?

too much I'll go to heaven, and I don’t want to

nan | g

Chinese
and nineteen
twenty!

hours a
—a— Tl
More Time Needed.
Chicago Tribune.
Kasterner—You have
of olives, have y
the Pacific coast oMve
imported article?

Californian—Well, of course, I don'{
know anything about that I haven’{
learned to eat them yet. That takes
time, you know.

| - -
Only the Ordinary Kind,
Chicage Tribune.

‘“Have you got y condensed mllk?”
asked the ms a 1@ gate,

“No, the driver of the
milk wag bably. “Nothin' bys
the expanded kind

—_—————————
Not Artistie,

Brooklyn Eagle,

First Artist (sneeringly)—Dauber
dently believes in painting the s
bosh the public wants nd not
lowing art for art's sake

Second Artist (deprecatingly)—Yes: he
believes in art for the stomach’'s sakel!

 MUNYON'S
RHEUMATISM
CURE

When Prof. Munyoa says his Rheumetism
Cure will cure rheumatism there isa’t any guesse
work about it—there izn't any false statement about
it. It cures without leaving =ay ill effects, It is ¢
splendid stomach and nerve tonic, as well as a posi
tive-cure for rheumatism,

All the Munyon remedies are just as reliable, 250
vial. The Guide ml}iia.-uh is free. Munyon, New
P

MUNYON'S INHALER CUBES CATARRE, §
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