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FISHING TIME IN THE PASIG

Swimming in Myriads Near Surface
They Are Snared and Speared

by Filipinos. . i

Friday morning Filipinos snaring
eels and other fish in the Pasig near
the old captain of the port building by
the aid of fish snares caught the
largest eel ever seen on the water ,

front. It was fully ten feet in length.
Both banks of the Pasig and all the

ships and lighters moored In the
stream were thronged with hundreds
of Filipinos with snares and spears
trying to catch the fish that In myri
ads were swimming near the surface
of the stream.

Natives when asked in regard to
the phenomenon were almost unani
mously In their statement to the ef-

fect that at this time of the year the
bottom of the river gets hot and that
the fish have to leave the depths of
the stream and flash back and forth
on or near the surface.

Another theory that seemed to have
a great many adherents was to the ef-

fect that at this time every year
there was a change In the character
of the water, this change acting on
the fish as a stimulant.

This theory-wa- s advanced by an old
pilot who has witnessed the phenome
non for many years. Manila Times.

Try to Come Back.
Not long ago Lord Kinnaird, who is

always actively interested in religious
work, paid a surprise visit to a mis--'

sion school in the east end of London
and told a class of boys the story of
Samson. Introducing his narrative.
his lordship added:

"He was strong, became weak, and
then regained his strength, enabling
him to destroy his enemies. Now,
boys. If I had an enemy, what would
you advise me to do?"

A little boy, after meditating on the
secret of that great giant's strength,
shot up his hand and exclaimed: "Get
a bottle of 'air restorer."

When the Fish Exploded.
Somebody discovered that fish are

fond of gasoline, and this led to the
Idea of Boaking worms in gasoline in
order to make them more alluring
when used for bait. t

Mark the result. " A

Two of those gasoline-tempte-d fish
exploded in the frying pan, and broke
the kitchen window, and blew the
cook's face full of mashed potato, and
hurled the teakettle into the flour bar-
rel, and painted the kitchen ceiling
with stewed tomatoes.

Call it a lying world and let It go at
j.-.i.'- f 1
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Mere Men.

He I dreamt last night that your
mother was ill.

She Brute! I heard you laugh in
your sleep. Life.

. The busy man wonders how the
loafer manages to live.

This Is a
Good Breakfast!
( Instead of preparing a
hot meat, have some fruit;

Post
Toasties

with cream;

A soft .boiled egg;
Slice of crisp toast;
A cup of Posturru

Such a breakfast is pretty
sure to win you.

"The Memory Lingers

Poatnm Cereal Co.. Ltd.
Battle Creek. Mich.

Many Lives Are Lost Yearly In Quest
of This Commonplace

Alpine Bloom.

Zurich. Switzerland. Though Swltx-- .

erland has had a cold wet summer
this year, in common with the rest of!

Europe, the Alpine death roll haai
mounted high. In many parts of the

Edelweiss, Death Lure of the Alps.

mountains there have been exception
al storms, with the result that several
parties of visiting climbers have been
swept away by avalanches.. But the
alluring edelweiss remains the most
fatal attraction of the summer tour-
ist.

Not in itself a remarkably beautiful
flower, edelweiss nevertheless appeals
to that side of human desire that
craves the difficult. Generally it
grows in rock corners that are prac
tically inaccessible. ' Invigorated by
the mountain air, the climber espies
the blooms in their dangerous
crevice and determines to claim them
for his own. Sometimes he succeeds
in the quest, only to fall as he re-

turns; sometimes a loose stone, trust-
ed for a foothold, slips away, and the
end is deep down in the ravine below.

One by one the edelweiss claims its
victims, till the total is higher than
that of the avalanche, which destroys
the mountaineers in full parties. Thir-
ty flower pickers sacrificed themselves
for edelweiss during July, and every
week during summer brings its tragic
quota till the Alpine snows fill the
nooks where now the flowers bloom.

CITY HAS A CURIOUS SHAPE

Peculiar "Shoe String" Strip That I

a Part of Greater Los
Angeles.

Los Angeles, Cal. This city claims
the distinction of being one of the
most curiously shaped cities in the
world, the reason for its peculiarity
being the desire to make a seaport out
of an inland city. The part of the
illustration designated as A shows the
city as it was in 1908. In 1909 Wil-
mington was added, and in 1910 San

-
.

Outline Map of Los Angeles.
Pedro was annexed. The section des-
ignated as D was annexed in 1909,
and E and F were made parts of the
city this year. ; The coast annexa-
tions, San Pedro and Wilmington, are
connected with Los Angeles proper
by the narrow strip known as the
"Shoe String."

Luxury of Ancient Eggs.
Chicago. A chef, discussing the

evils of cold storage, said with a smile:
"And yet the Chinese, who are great

gourmets, adore eggs three or four
years old, eggs that have turned quite
green.

"Don't think they are ordinary bad
eggs, these green chaps, though. If
you've eaten Chinese food you'll know
better than that. The Chinese are
gourmets and their ancient eggs are
ripened like fine cheese.

--It is a science. The eggs, I believe,
spend nine months in a hot tempera
ture, buried in sawaust, another nine
months In a cool temperature, buried
ta chalk, and so forth and so on.
- "They are green in the end, and they

have an unpleasant, putrid odor. But
Roquefort cheese is green, and Its
odor, too. Is putrid and unpleasant.

"Vr. Wu. when he last dined here,
told me that green eggs of the 1905
vintage cost two and three dollars
apleoe in Canton."
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SYNOPSIS.

Miss Innes. spinster and guardian of
Gertrude and Halsey. established summer
headquarters at Sunnyside. The servants
desert. Gertrude and Halsey arrive with
Jack Baiiey. The house was awakened by
a revolver shot and Arnold Armstrong
was found shot to death in the hall. Miss
Innes found Halsey's revolver on the
lawn. He and Jack Bailey had disap-
peared. Gertrude revealed that she was
engaged to Jack Bailey, with whom she
talked in the billiard room shortly before
the murder. Detective Jamieson accused
Miss Innes of holding back evidence. He
Imprisoned an intruder In an empty room.
Th prisoner escaped. Gertrude was sus-
pected because of an injured foot. Hal-
sey reappears and says he and Bailey
were called away by a telegram. Cashier
Bailey of Paul Armstrong's bank, de-

funct, was arrested for .embezzlement.
Paul Armstrong's death was announced.
Halsey's tiancee, Louise Armstrong, told
Halsey that while she still loved him. she
was to marry another. It developed that
Dr. Walker was the man. Louise was
found at the bottom of the circular stair-
case. Recovering consciousness, she said
something had brushed by her on the
stairway and she fainted. Bailey is sus-
pected of Armstrong's murder. After
'seeing a ghost," Thomas, the lodgekeep-e- r,

was found dead with a slip in his
pocket bearing the name of "Lucien Wal-
lace." Dr. Walker asked Miss Innes to
vacate In favor of Mrs. Armstrong. She
refused. A note from Bailey to Gertrude
arranging a meeting at night was found.
A ladder out of place deepens the mys-
tery.

CHAPTER XXIII Continued.

Apparently only a few minutes
elapsed, during which my eyes were
becoming accustomed to the darkness.
Then I noticed that the windows were
reflecting a faint pinkish light; Liddy
noticed it at the same time, and I
heard her Jump up. At that moment
Sam's deep voice boomed from some
where just below.

"Fire!" he yelled. "The stable's on
fire!"

I could see him in the glare dancing
up and down on the drive, and a mo-
ment later Halsey joined him. Alex
was awake and running down the
stairs, and in five minutes from the
time the fire was discovered three of
the maids were sitting on their trunks
In the drive, although, excepting a few
sparks, there was no fire nearer than
100 yards.

Gertrude seldom loses her presence
of mind, and she ran to the telephone.
But by the time the Casanova volun-
teer fire department came toiling up
the hill the stable was a furnace, with
the Dragon Ply safe but blistered.
In the road. Some gasoline exploded
Just as the volunteer department got
to work, which shook their nerves as
well as the burning building. The
stable, being on a hill, was a torch to
attract the population from every di-

rection.
The stable was off the west wing. I

hardly know- - how I came to think of
the circular staircase and the un-

guarded door at its foot. Liddy was
putting my clothes into sheets, pre-
paratory to tossing them out the win-
dow, when I found her, and I could
hardly persuade her to stop.

"I want you to come with me,
Liddy," I said. "Bring a candle and a
couple of blankets."

She lagged behind considerably
when she saw me making for the east
wing, and at the top of the staircase
ahe balked.

"I am not going down there," she
said firmly.

"There is no one guarding the door
down there," I explained. "Who
knows? this may be a scheme to
draw everybody away from this end
of the house, and let some one In
here."
, The instant I had said it I was con-
vinced I had hit on the explanation,
and that perhaps it was already too
late. It seemed to me as I listened
that 1 heard stealthy footsteps on the
east porch, but there was so much
shouting outside that it was impos-
sible to telL Liddy was on the point
of retreat.

"Very well, I said, "then I shall go
down alone. Run back to Mr. Halsey's
room and get his revolver. Don't
shoot down the stairs if you hear a
noise; remember I shall be down
there. And hurry.

I put the candle on the floor at the
top of the staircase and took off my
bedroom slippers. Then I crept down

. the stairs, going very slowly, and
listening with all my ears. Just at the
foot of the stairs I stubbed my toe
against Halsey's big chair, and had to
stand on one foot in a soundless agony
until the pain subsided to a dull ache.
And then I knew I was right. Some
one had put a key into the lock, and
wai turning it. For some reason it
refused to work, and the key was
withdrawn. There was a muttering of
voices outside; I had only a second.
Another trial, and the door would
open. The candle above made a faint
gleam down the well-lik-e staircase,
and at that moment, with a second,
no more, to spare, I thought of a plan.

The heavy oak chair almost filled
the space between the newel post and
the door. With a crash I had turned
it on its side, wedging it against
the door, its legs against the stairs. I
could hear a faint scream from Liddyat the crash and then she came down
the stairs on a run, with the revolver
held straight out in front of her.

"Thank God," she said, in a shaking
voice. "I thought it was you."

I pointed to the door, and she un
derstood.

"Call out of the windows at the
other end of the house," I whispered.
"Run. Tell them not to wait for any
thing."

mwm jrati
your patient. I wish merely to ask a
question."

Won't you sit down?"
It will not be necessary. Doctor,

has any one come to you, either early
this morning or to-da- to have you
treat a bullet wound?"

Nothing so startling has happened
to me," he said. "A bullet wound!
Things must be lively at Sunnyside."

I didn't say it was at-- Sunnyside.
But as it happens, it was. If any such
case comes to you, will it be too much
trouble for you to let me know?"

I shall be only too happy," he said.
"I understand you have had a fire up
there, too. A fire and shooting in one
night is rather lively for a quiet place
like that."

It is as quiet as a boiler-shop.- " I
replied, as I turned to go.

"And you are still going to stay?
"Until I am burned out," I respond

ed. And then, on my way down the
steps, I turned around suddenly.

Doctor," I asked at a venture.
'have you ever heard of .a child

named Lucien Wallace?"
Clever as he was, his face changed

and stiffened. He was on his guard
again in a moment.

"Lucien Wallace?" he repeated.
No, I think not. There are plenty of

Wallaces around, but I don't know any
Lucien."

I was as certain as possible that
he did. People do not lie readily to
me, and this man lied beyond a doubt.
But there was nothing to be gained
now; his defenses were up, and I left,
half Irritated and wholly baffled.

Our reception was entirely different
at Dr. Stewart's. Taken into the
bosom of the family at once, Flinders
tied outside and nibbling the grass at
the roadside, Gertrude and I drank
some home-mad- e elderberry wine and
told briefly of the fire. Of the more
serious part of the night's experience,
of course, we said nothing. But when
at last we had left the family on the
porch and the good doctor was unty
ing our steed, 1 asked him the same
question I had put to Dr. Walker. '

Shot!" he said. "Bless my soul
no. Why, what nave you Deen aomg
up at the big house. Miss Innes?'

Some one tried to enter the house
during the fire, and was shot and
slightly injured," I said hastily.
Please don't mention It; we wish to

make as little of it as possible.'
There was one other possibility, and

we tried that. At Casanova station
saw the station master, and asked him
if any trains left Casanova between
one o'clock and daylight. There was
none until 6 a. m. The next question
required more diplomacy.

'Did you notice on the six o'clock
train any person any man who
limped a little?" I asked. "Please
try to remember; we are trying to
trace a man who was seen loitering
around Sunnyside last night before
the fire."

He was all attention in a moment
"I was up there myself at the fire,'

he said volubly. "I'm a member of
the volunteer company. First big fire
we've had since the summer house
burned over to the club golf links.
My wife was sayin the other day,
Dave, you might as well 'a" saved the
money in that there helmet and shirt.'
And here last night they eame in
handy. Rang that bell so hard I
hadn't time scarcely to get 'em on."

And did ' you see a man who
limped?" Gertrude put in, as he
stopped for breath.

"Not at the train, ma'm," he said.
No such person got on here to-da-

But I'll tell you where I did see a
man that limped. I didn't wait till the
company left; there's a fast freight
goes through at 4:45. and I had to
get down to the station. I seen there
wasn't much more to do anyhow at
the fire we'd got the flames under con:
trol" Gertrude looked at me and
smiled "so I started down the hill.
There was folk here and there goin
home, and alone bv the Dath to the
Country club I seen two men. One
was a short fellow. He was sitting on

big rock, his back to me, and he
had something white in his hand, as if

1 ne wa9 tying up his foot. After I'd
gone on a piece I looked back, and he
was hobbling on and excuse me, miss

he was swearing something sicken
ing."

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Marvels of Modern Surgery.
"

Knife operations on the stomach
have given a death rate of from one
to 20 Der cent., against 20 to 40 ner
cent, ten years ago. Cutting open
the upper abdomen, splitting the
stomach open and turning it wrong
side out, searching for cancers and
ulcers, has become a not uncommon
operation, often followed by great
cures and benefits, and is largely an
American specialty. New York
Press.

Philatellsm His Hobby.
State Senator Ernest R. Ackerman,

of New Jersey, who is now enjoying
his annual trip abroad, is one of the
best known and most enthusiastic col
lectors of postage stamps in this coun-
try. So large is his collection that he
has set apart one room in his home
In Plainfield as a stamp room. In
which are some of the rarest of
stamps, vso dear to the heart of the

Through the Door.

gone, and the large and expensive
stable at Sunnyside was a heap of
smoking rafters and charred boards
Warner swore the fire was incendiary,
and in view of the attempt to enter
the house, there seemed to be no
doubt of it.

CHAPTER XXIV.

Flinders.
If Halsey had only taken me fully

into his confidence through the whole
affair it would have been much sim
pler. If he had been altogether frank
about Jack Bailey, and if the day after
the fire he had told me what he sus
pected, there would have been no har
rowing period for all of us, with the
boy in danger. But young people re-
fuse to profit by the experience of
their elders, and sometimes the elders
are the ones to suffer.

I was much used up the day after
the fire, and Gertrude insisted on my
going out. The machine was tempo
rarily out of commission, and the car
riage horses had been sent to a farm
for the summer. Gertrude finally got
a trap from the Casanova liveryman.
and we went out. Just as we turned
from the drive into the road we passed
a woman. She had put down a small
valise, and stood inspecting the house
and grounds minutely. I should hard
ly have noticed her had it not been
for the fact that she had been horribly
disfigured by smallpox.

"Ugh!" Gertrude said, when we had
passed, "what a face! I shall dream
of it Get up. Flinders.'

"Flinders?" I asked. "Is that the
horse's name?"

"It is." She flicked the horse's
stubby mane with the whip. "He
didn't look like a livery horse, and
the liveryman said he had boughthim from the Armstrongs when they
purchased a couple of motors and cut
down the stable. Nice Flinders good
old boy!

Flinders was certainly not a com
mon name for a horse, and yet the
youngster at Richfield had named his
prancing, curly-haire- d little horse
Flinders! It set me to thinking.

At my request Halsey had alreadysent word of the fire to the agent
from whom me had secured the house.
Also, he had called Mr. Jamieson by
teiepnone, ana somewhat guardedlybad told him of the previous night'sevents. Mr. Jamieson promised to
come out that night, and to bring an
other man with him. I did not con--
aider it necessary to notify 'Mrs. Arm -

strong, in the village. No doubt she
knew of the fire, and in view bf my
refusal to give up the house an inter
view would probably have been un-
pleasant enough. But as we passed
Dr. Walker's white and green house
I thought of something.

"Stop here, Gertrude," I said. "I
am going to get out."
. "To see Louise?" she asked.

No, I want to ask this young Walker
something.'

She was curious, I knew, but I did
not wait to explain. I went up the
walk to the house, where a brass signat the side announced the office, and
went in. The reception room was
empty, but from the consultation
room beyond came the sound of two
voices, not very amicable.

"It Is an outrageous figure, some
one was storming. Then the doctor's
quiet tone, evidently, not arguing,
merely stating something. But I had
not time xo listen to some person
probably disputing- his MIL so I
coughed. The voices ceased at once:
a door closed somewhere, and the doc
tor entered from the hall of the house.
He looked sufficiently surprised at see
ing me.

"Good afternoon, coctor," I " said
formally. "I shall not keep you from

She went up the stairs at that, two
at a time. Kvidently she collided
with the candle, for it went out, and
I was left in darkness.

I was really astonishingly cool. I
remember stepping over the chair and
gluing my ear to the door, and I shall
never forget feeling it give an inch or
two there in the darkness, under a
steady pressure from without. But
the chair held, although I could hear
an ominous cracking of one of the
legs. And then, without the slightest
warning, the cardroom window broke
with a crash. I had my finger on the
trigger of the revolver, and as I
jumped it went off, right through the
door. Some one outside swore round-
ly, and for the first time I could hear
what was said.

"Only a scratch. . . . Men are at
the other end of the house. . . .
Have the whole rat's nest on us."
And a lot of profanity which I won't
write down. The voices were at the
broken window now, and although I
was trembling violently, I was de-
termined that I would hold them until
help came. I moved up the stairs un-
til I could see into the cardroom, or
rather through it, to the window. As
I looked a small man put his leg over
the sill and stepped into the room.
The curtain confused him for a mo-
ment; then he turned, not toward me,
but toward the billiard room door. I
fired again, and something that was
glass or china crashed to the ground.
Then I ran up the stairs and along the
corridor to the main staircase. Ger-
trude was standing there, trying to
locate the shots, and I must have
been a peculiar figure, with my hair
in crimps, my dressing-gow- n flying, no
slippers, and a revolver clutched in
my hand. I had no time to talk.
There was the sound of footsteps in
the lower hall, and some one bounded
up the stairs.

I had gone Berserk, I think. I
leaned over the stair-rai- l and fired
again. Halsey, below, yelled at me,

"What are you doing up there?" he
yelled. "You missed me by an inch

And then I collapsed and fainted.
When I came around Liddy was rub-
bing my temples with eau de quinine.
and the search was in full blast.

Well, the man was gone. The stable
burned to the ground, while the crowd
cheered at every falling ratfer, and
the volunteer fire department sprayed,
it with a garden hose. And in the
house Alex and Halsey searched every
corner of the lower floor, finding no
one. - - - - - v -

The truth of my story was shown
by the broken window and the over
turned chair. - That the unknown had
got upstairs was almost impossible.
He had not used the main staircase,
there was no way to the upper floor
in the east wing, and Liddy had been
at the window, in the west wing,
where the servants' stair went up. But
we did not go to bed at all. Sam

and Warner helped in the
search, and not a closet escaped
scrutiny. Even the cellars were given
a thorough overhauling, without re-
sult. The door in the east entry had
a hole through it where my bullet had
gone. The hole slanted downward,
and the bullet was embedded in the
porch. Some reddish stains showed it
had done execution.

"Somebody will walk lame, Halsey
said, when he had marked the course
of the bullet. "It's too low to have hit
anything but a leg or foot.

From that time on I watched every
person I met for a limp, and to this
day the man who halts in his walk is
an object of suspicion to me. But
Casanova had no lame men; the near
est approach to it was an old fellow
who tended the safety gates at the
railroad, and he, I learned on inquiry,
had two artificial legs. Our man had I Philatelist.


