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D o v e s  a s  M ilita r y  M e ssen g ers .

I t  seems likely tha t carrier pigeons will 
play an important part in the next great 
European war. The French minister of 
war has just given orders for the organi
zation of the many carrier pigeon stations 
throughout the country upon a more sat
isfactory footing, and considerable im
portance is attached to the perfecting of 
these arrangements. In addition to fifteen 
of these stations, there are in various 
parts of France 300 pigeon flying societies, 
owning among them 150,000 ‘‘homers. ” 
Each of these societies has a military or
ganization, and in case of war all the 
pigeons belonging to them would be a t 
the service of the intelligence depart
ment.

Germany possesses about the same 
number of carrier pigeon stations, and 
there are 350 societies,with 50,000 pigeons. 
In Italy pigeons are actually in use for 
conveying dispatches between the w ar 
office in Rome and the garrisons in Sicily 
and Sardinia. Russia is too cold for the 
carrier pigeons. The only birds which 
bring tidings of battle in Russia are the 
buzzards.—New York Star.

A u s tr a l ia n  M o u n d  B u ild e r s .

In A ustralia and the neighboring isl
ands are seen many large mounds of 
earth, which were formerly supposed to 
be the tombs of departed natives. These 
remarkable tum uli—reaching as much as 
fifteen feet in perpendicular height and 
sixty feet in circumference a t the base— 
are not the work of man, however, but 
are now known to be the incubators built 
by the jungle fowl and other species of 
the small family of Megapodidae, or great 
footed birds. Each of these great piles 
consists of fallen leaves, grasses, etc., 
which the birds deposit in place by 
throwing backward with one foot. Though 
the mounds are usually in dense shade, 
the decaying vegetable m atter has been 
found to raise the temperature at the cen
te r as high as 05 degs. The eggs are 
carefully placed with the larger end up, 
about twelve inches apart, and are cov. 
ered to a depth of a t least two or three 
feet.—Arkansaw Traveler.

T lio  A n t s  a n d  t h e  C y c lo n e .

I t  is stated tha t about a century since 
there appeared on the island of Grenada 
numberless colonies of ants. No one 
knew whence they came, but they so 
multiplied tha t they became fatal to the 
sugar cane, and as th a t was the prin
cipal industry the gravest results were 
apprehended. All expedients failed to 
dislodge them, and the government, In 
1778, offered a reward of $100,000 for any 
Invention to destroy them. In 1780 nature 
came to their relief in the way of a terrible 
cyclone and rainfall, which blew down 
what cane was standing, drowned out the 
ants, and a new prosperity followed.— 
Toledo Blade.

T h e  N in o te e n th  C en tu ry .

We live in a different world from that 
of our fathers. No other race has ever 
known its like. I t  has witnessed trans
formations surpassing the greatest of 
miracles. I t has seen cities spring up on 
the prairies and become magnificent cen
ters of business and population in less 
than a  score of years. I t  has seen one 
of the greatest cities of the world, the 
rival of the oldest and grandest centers 
of foreign wealth, rise in its might a t 
the ocean gateway of the Empire state. 
W hat will the Twentieth century see?—

r . - r j o t  T h e m s e lv e s .

“My beautiful Choolia, I neffor tire of 
hiking at your lofely hair I”

The young couple sat in the elegant parlor of 
a hotel, enjoying a tete-a-tete. They were on 
their wedding tour. Julia Van Siankins, the 
beautiful Pennsylvania heiress, who had met 
the distinguished foreign nobleman. Count 
de Bergamot, while on a visit to her friends 
in the metropolis, had yielded to the Impul
sive ardor with which the count pressed his 
cuit, and after a brief courtship the two were 
married. Life looked blissful and romantic 
to the ecstatio young couple, and a future 
full of rose embowered vistas, endless moon
light reveries, and the dreamy doles far 
niente of far away tropical Edens, whose 
existence was guessed by both but unspoken 
by either, rose before their rapturous vision.

The bead of the beautiful bride rested con
fidingly on the shoulder of her husband, the 
noble Count de Bergamot, and a t the sound 
Of his voice she looked up.

“I am glad, my dear count," she said, 
“that my hair pleases you."

Lifting the lovely head from his shoulder 
the noble foreigner ran his fingers through 
the wavy masse* of her golden hair for a few 
moments in silence! end then with «öiefer- 
ential, suggestive inflection of voice he ab
sently said:
. “Have a shampoo, sir 1"

Recovering himself as his bride looked at 
him with a start of surprise he drew from 
his pocket a rather lean wallet, took a bank 
note from it and handed it to her.

“My tear Choolia," he said, “let me haf tB 
happiness of gifting you my first present of 
pinmonishl"

The fair bride took the note, looked a t the 
figures that indicated its denomination, tap 
ped in a mechanical way on the center 
table, and called out in a shrill voice:

“Ca-a-a-sh I”—Chicago Tribuna

_ In addition to the regular army of the 
United States, which consists of 25,000 
enlisted men and some 2,000 officers, the 
country has an organized militia force of 
b«l,497 men, of whom 7,236 are commis
sioned officers.—New York World.

A  D R E A M  F A N T A S Y .

There is no doubt that John Gorham often 
felt bored when I tried to draw him into dis
cussions that he was pleased to term “purely 
speculative;” in fact, he often gave very 
plain and blunt expression to his annoyance. 
He was a physician, and prided himself on 
being “practical.” Whb quality no doubt 
bas its uses, but it need not necessarily in
clude an utter lack of sympathy with every
thing that cannot be absolutely demonstrated. 
However, I have no intention of railing at 
John’s peculiarities, for he was an excellent 
fellow. We occupied a suite of rooms to
gether in a desirable part of the city, and to 
the pest of the outer door was a sign reading 
“John Gorham, Physician and Surgeon.” 
Neither of us was married.

One evening I  pinned him down to a dis
cussion on the subject of dreams. I had lately 
been reading some interesting articles on 
those mysterious activities of the mind which 
come into play only when the other faculties 
seem to be shrouded into oblivion. I t was a 
cold November night, but we sat in com
fortable easy chairs before a glowing grate 
fire. I had lain down Bulwer’s “Zanoni,”and 
compelled John reluctantly to suspend his 
perusal of a medical report.

“Dreams," I said, “are often so extremely 
vivid.'

“So is the toothache,” was John's re
joinder.

“No doubt,” I replied, with no sign of irri
tation; “but have you never had a dream 
that seemed for the time being to be a 
reality ?”

“ Occasionally; that is a common experi
ence.”

“Still further: Have not the occurrences of 
a dream even been so vivid that you were 
afterward unable to distinguish their impres
sions from memories of actual facts!” 

“Never,” replied John, emphatically.
“ On the other hand, have not actual expe- 

rien :es left such dim recollections that you 
have afterward confounded them with visions 
of a troubled sleep?”

“Certainly not,” said John, with derision 
as well as decision.

“Well,” I replied, “you aro so excessively 
matter of fact in everything that you can't 
be expected to share the experiences of ordi
nary mortals.”

“And you,” retorted John, “aro so anxious 
to discovcT something new and wonderful 
that you believe everything you hear and 
read, and then build up the most outlandish 
theories.”

“ I am not theorizing; I am simply trying 
to make ou understand that dreams may be 
so vivid as to be confounded with actual 
events, and vice versa.”

“And I say that a man who finds himself 
the victim of such an uncertain condition of 
mind needs to change his diet and take exer
cise. But don’t  bother mo any longer. I 
want to finish this report and then go to bed.” 
And he immediately became absorbed in the 
pamphlet, his perusal of which I had inter
rupted.

Thereupon I  betook myself to a couch, 
stretched myself out comfortably, and opened 
“Zanoni” at the chapter on “The dweller of 
the threshold.” The book, for once, failed to 
interest mo. John Gorham’s stubbornness 
was exceedingly irritating. I longed to con
vince him that he was wrong. Testimony 
would not do it, for he would reject any tes
timony tending to corroborate my claim as 
the vagary of a disordered brain. The only 
way was to appeal to his own experiences 
How was this to be done? Long I pondered 
over the problem, with eyes half closed.

All at once a plan for convincing John 
flashed upon me. I t was this: Wait until 
John was asleep; wake him up; get him out 
of bed; take him into the street; conduct 
bird ofi some prétext to a distant part of the 
city; bring him back; give him an opiate in 
a glass of wine; put him to bec^jn the morn
ing deny that either he or I had stirred from 
©ur apartments; and finally make him bo- 
)ieV9 that the whole thing was nothing but a 
dream.

The plan struck me as being well conceived 
and feasible, and I resolved to put it into im
mediate execution. Affecting to be sound 
asleep, I looked cautiously out of the corner 
of one eye to make sure of observing John 
when he should retire.

His chair was empty! I looked around, 
listened, and heard snoring. Could it be 
possible that John had gone to bed without 
my knowing it? I arose and found this to 
be a fact. My reverie had been so profound 
that his movements had not disturbed me.

So much the betîer. I observed him care
fully and saw that he was sound asleep. 
Then I opened his drawer of medicines and 
took therefrom a vial containing a peculiar 
and powerful drug of whose sedative quali
ties I had often heard him speak. He had 
said that it was a dangerous thing to admin
ister except by one thoroughly understand
ing its properties ; but its effects (as he had 
described them) were precisely those which I 
wished to produce; and without scruple or 
hesitation I poured a few drops into a wine 
glass and set the glass in a particular corner 
of a tray on the sideboard. I would thus 
know precisely where to find it on our re
turn from the expedition which I had 
planned.

John was still sleeping soundly, and every
thing was ready except the pretext on which 
to awaken him and lead him forth. This 
was quickly settled upon. I touched an elec
tr ic  button which c «*imunicated with a liv
ery stable, the effect of which would be to 
bring a horse and buggy to the door within 
five minutes.

Then l approached the bed and roused 
Jobji.

“ Come, John, you’re wanted. An urgent 
case. Horse at the door. Hurry up.”

“ Who's sick?” he growled.
“ I don’t know the name. Jump into your 

clothes. “I’ll go with you and drive.”
“AU right." And amid much stretching

and yawning, John dragged himself from the 
bed and dressed as speedily as possible. e 
were soon out of doors and seated in the 
buggy, with robes drawn closely about our 
le e s  for it was a  cold night I  took the 
reins, but was as yet totally undecided as to 
what move to make next I  started the 
horse, however, trusting to l ^ k  or some 
happy thought to deteAime our further pro- 
cJdtogs. Luck settled the matter We had 

a dozen rods before a  boy came

us and panting for breath, exclaimed.
44Be you the doctor r* t
“Yes " I  answered, hastily, discerning 

escaptTfrom theembarxassing^tuatxon into
which I  had so recklessly rushed. — ——

“How lucky 1 You’re wanted just as quick

' ^ “ ''“tSerraP'^ “Voa
the way, don’t  you?”

"IvTll" then, jump
The boy did as requested, an

through the streets at a lively gait Thus 
had a most fortunate circumstance come to 
my aid, in the form of an actual call for a 
physician, and we were now proceeding to a 
definite destination. John seemed to think 
the proceedings a little irregular, but I man
aged to quiet his uneasiness by various de
vices of prevarication.

We soon left the lighted portion of the 
city, and plunged into dark and narrow 
streets. Nothing could be distinguished in 
the gloom but the towering shade trees on 
either side, and an occasional night lamp 
gleaming dimly from a window.

“Here we aro,” exclaimed the boy, draw
ing the horse up so suddenly that we all 
pitched forward. We alighted, and the 
urchin oonducted us from the street into a 
narrow alley, on each side of which solid 
brick walls loomed up. They were barely 
discernible in the darkness, and I had not the 
remotest idea of the quarter of the city to 
which we had come.

Suddenly we turned, In obedience to our 
small sized guide, and baited before a low 
arched door set in the brick wall. The boy 
gave a peculiar knock, which elicited a 
whistle from within, this in turn being re
plied to by another and slightly different 
knock. We were ushered within, and the door 
was closed behind us.

Inky darkness was all about. A voice 
commanded us to move forward, and we did 
so cautiously. The dark passage was not of 
great length. It led to another door, which, 
on being opened, led to a dimly lighted apart
ment. Into this we proceeded, and peered 
cautiously around, at first being unable 
clearly to discern the contents of the room. 
Becoming accustomed by degrees to the 
semi-darkness, we at length obsen^d that 
the place was one where poverty, if it did 
not actually reign, at least had obtained a 
strong foothold. The furniture was scanty, 
the walls were dingy and hung with cob
webs, and a sickly flame from a tallow candle 
sent forth faint and uncertain rays of light.

“There’s no money in this job,” growled 
John.

Then came, in a sorrow laden voice, from 
an obscure corner of the room:

“Oh, my daughterl”
The place had been profoundly quiet up to 

this point. I was indignant at John's heart
less remark. I t was not at all like him. I 
also was somew hat disturbed in mind, for 
there was something so decidedly real about 
our night adventure that I began to fear it 
would be impossible to pass it off as a dream. 

“Oh, my daughterl”
The words broke on the silence with start

ling distinctness. John advanced to the 
quarter from which they proceeded, and I 
followed him.

“Bring the light,” he said.
The tallow candle was set in an old bottle, 

and this I seized and carried with me. The 
light disclosed an aged woman, on whose 
face were the uninistable lines of struggle 
and hardship. She was miserably clad. She 
sat in a rocking chair by the side of a cot. 
On the cot, covered with an old shawl, lay a 
girl whose age might have been 10 years. 
Her face was in startling contrast to its sur
roundings, for it was fair and excessively 
white. Her eyes were large, dark and bril
liant and her hair was jet black. She took 
no notice of our presence, but seemed to stare 
into vacancy.

“Is this your daughter?” asked John.
“Yes, sir; can you save her?” The sharp

ness of an intense anxiety was in the w oman’s 
voice.

John, without replying, placed his hand 
on the child's brow. Ho was always very 
deliberate, and for a moment his touch lin
gered while he studied the young face.

“She can make so much money for mo if 
she lives,” whined the old woman.

This surprising remark caused both John 
and me to look at tier inquiringly.

“She is my seventh daughter, and I am my 
mother’s seventh daughter. She can look 
into the future and tell all you want to 
know!”

“Yes,” responded John gravely; “I thought 
there was something peculiar about her.” 

“Ho, ho! John Gorham,” thought I, “do 
you believe in any such nonsense as that— 
you, who are so very practical and level 
hftylgflp But I kept my thoughts to myself.

“Tell me, can yem save her?” repeated the 
mother.

“I’ll try,” replied John. “When did you 
first observe her peculiar gifts?”

“There was no need to observe them. She’s 
the seventh daughter of a seventh daughter, 
and that’s enough. Why don’t you give her 
some medicine to bring down the fever?”

“She has very little fever. Her trouble is 
a low state of vitality. I will not conceal 
from you that her condition is serious.”

As John spoke he took the child’s hand in 
his own.

“Upon my word,” he exclaimed,” she has 
a surprising amount of nervous strength. 
Her grip is as strong as a man’s. I cannot 
loosen it without hurting her.”

At this juncture the child looked at him 
attentively and intelligently. I was still 
standing slightly in the rear, holding the 
candle over John’s shoulder.

“Hush!” exclaimed the old woman, in a 
warning whisper. “She i3 going to speak.” 

A faint voice from the bed now spoke these 
words:

“Beware of the man with the light I Let 
me think. He does not seem to be your 
enemy, and yet he is trying to deceive you. 
But he will not succeed 1”

I was thrown into consternation by^theso 
words. Of course they meant me. How had 
♦his strange child penetrated my designs? I 
was about to protest that she was delirious, 
when she relinquished her grasp of John’s 
hand, turned her gaze from him, and re
lapsed into her former state. As for John, 
he favored me with a single, swift and search
ing glance, which threw me into a  state of 
guilty confusion. But if he had any sus
picions, he gave no expression to them in 
words. He opened his medicine chest, se
lected some remedies, and gave the old woman 
directions for admblistering them.

“There will be no need of my calling 
again,” he said. “If the child is no better by 
to-morrow, take her to the hospital. See that 
she has perfect quiet, and, above all things, 
do not let her exert her peculiar powers until 
she is fully restored to strength. Such things 
are a great strain on the nervous system, 
and the girl cannot afford for the present to 
waste an atom of energy. The medicine I 
have left will help her, and perhaps sucsess- 
raiiy bridge over this period of depressed 
vitality.”

The old woman thanked him, and then to 
my astonishment produced a shining $10 gold 
piece from some recess of her tattered gar
ments, and tendered it to John. IJe accepted 
it gravely, and then we withdrew from the 
apartment. Once in thé open air, the voice 
of the small boy was heard:

“Jump in,” he said, “and I  will drive you 
home.”

We obeyed, and were conveyed through 
the streets at a  rapid rate.

“What do you think of the case John!" I 
asked.

“The child may net live until daylight, or 
she may grow to womanhood and have a 
brilliant future.”

“What! do you really believe in that non
sense about her gifts as a fortune teller?”

“Don’t you!”
I could not answer. I recalled the strange 

speech which seemed to indicate that the girl 
had penetrated my designs on John, and was 
abashed. The ride was continued in silence, 
and in twenty minutes we had reached our 
destination. The boy volunteered to take 
care of the horse, and in another moment 
John and I were in our own apartments.

John immediately proceeded to undress. 
In five minutes he was ready for bed. With
out delay I prepared for the further execu
tion of mv clot.

“John," said I, “there’s a pint of cham
pagne left in my closet It strikes me that it 
would be just the thing with which to top off 
this night’s adventure. What do you say?”

“A most excellent idea,” was John’s reply.
How smoothly everything was working 1 

I  opened the closet, drew forth the bottle and 
wrenched off the wire with wfiich the cork 
was bound. I then glanced furtively at 
John. He was winding his watch, with his 
back turned toward me.

I quickly filled the glass which contained 
the drug and extended it to John. He 
quaffed the contents with great relish, I 
meanwhile watching him over the rim of 
my own glass. He smacked his lips critically 
after his glass had been drained.

“It seems to me that there is a  singular 
flavor to that champagne.”

I felt a guilty thrill and affected not to 
hear him.

“How sleepy I am,” was his next remark. 
“I t must be the effect of riding in the cold.”

Then he tumbled into bed, and the next 
minute bad sunk into a deep sleep. The 
drug had taken effect with surprising, not to 
say startling, promptness, and I listened to 
his heavy breathing with satisfaction.

I now began to give serious thought to the 
situation, and to deliberate on the necessity 
of removing every trace by which the reality 
of our night’s adventure could be proveh. I 
knew that John could by no possibility find 
the place we had visited, for the route was a 
long and circuitous one and had been trav
eled in darkness. Ahl There was the $10 
gold piece which the woman had paid him. 
Without hesitation I removed it from his 
pocket and placed it in my own. Was the 
trail covered? I thought so. In the morning 
I  would declare that we had not stirred from 
the house du air.r the night, and after per
suading John that the whole thiug was but a 
dream—making him commit himself fully to 
that view of the case—tell him the truth and 
thus confront him with a demonstration of 
my theory !

I smiled with satisfaction. But hold*! 
There was the boy I Suppose he should turn 
up. I must find him and purchase his silence. 
I was so intent now on the success of the plot 
that J would have expended a hundred dol
lars r  ther thau see.; ■ .fail. I decided to go 
to the livery stable iu search of the urchin 
who had driven us to the abode of the sick 
child.

First, I approached the bedside to make 
sure that John’s slumber was so sound that 
he would b9 sure to take no notice of my de
parture and return. He lay perfectly quiet, 
but there was something singular in his ap
pearance.

I gazed at him more closely, and was hor
rified at a change that had come over him. 
He no longer breathed deeply, butin a quick, 
convulsive and exhausted manuer. His lower 
jaw hung down, his eyes were half open, and 
he looked like one vainly struggling for a 
hold upon life.

I was paralyzed with dismay, and stared at 
him in an agoay of fascination. More faint, 
rapid and spasmodic grew his breathing; 
more distressing the heatings of his chest; 
more ghastly the pallor of his countenance.

Spellbound, as if in a nightmare, I  still 
gazed upon him. The ebbing of vitality pro
ceeded with frightful rapidity; there was a t 
length a mere flutter of breath; and then 
came that awful repose, that unspeakable 
silence, that dreadful calmness of the un
tenanted clayl

Then the full horror of the situation burst 
upon me. The drug had done its work too 
well; John Gorham was dead! I was his 
mur der a-!

‘'John!” I shrieked.
And then, with rapidly scattering senses, I 

staggered a*d fell heavily to the floor. 
* * * * * *

“Ha! Hal Ha!”
What mocking laugh was that ringing 

through the air? Consciousness was return
ing, and with it the sound of harsh, discord
ant merriment.

Again came a peal of laghter. Was it my 
own voice, and was I a lunatic?

I opened my eyes and looked about. I  was 
still lying on the floor, but not by John’s 
bedside. John seemed to be sitting in a chair 
with a book in his hand. I stared at him in 
a  state of bewilderment.

Again the laugh. It was his voica Then 
he spoke:

“Do you want me to come and help you 
up?”

“Where am I, and what has happened?” I 
asked.

“You appear to be sprawled on the floor, 
and it is quite evident that you fell asleep 
and rolled off the couch,” he answered.

At these words I hastily rose and palled 
my wits together. The truth was soon ap
parent. Following our discussion of dreams, I 
had read “Zanoni” until sleep had stolen upon 
me, and both the conception and carrying 
out of the plot to convince John wer© but 
the visions of a dream. I was somewhat 
mortified, but at the same time immensely 
relieved, for John was alive and well, and 
still held in his hand the medical report 
which he had been perusing when our dis
cussion began.

We soon retired for the night, but neither 
at that time nor on any subsequent occasion 
did I relate my dream to John, for in it is 
the keynote of an experiment I mean to try 
some day for his benefit. It is the only way 
in whitfh he can ever be convinced that the 
phenomena of dreams involve possibilities 
beyond those dry, matter of fact realities 
that now form the boundaries of his experi
ence and mental vision.—O. S. Adams in 
The Epoch ______________

T h e  C row  in  I n d ia .

Crows are as gentle as are sparrows 
with us. Indeed, much more so. I saw 
one in Calcutta taking its meal from a 
quarter of beef which a butcher had on 
his head, and several times I have seen 
them steal food from a man’s dish when 
he was eating before his door. They 
come within five or six feet of natives at 
every railway station, but eye very sus
piciously a foreigner, and can hardly be 
tempted with crumbs nearer than ten feet 
or so. There are vast numbers of them 
In every part of the land. In Burmah 
they are black; here they have a mouse- 
colored neck, and look as if they wore a 
cape- A native hurts nothing if he can 
help it.—Carter Harrison’s Letter.

M IC H IG A N  P IN E R IE S .

T H E  HAR D  A N D  D A N G E R O U S W O R K  

D O N E  BY T H E  LOGGERS.

L u m b e r in g  O p e r a t io n s  in  t h e  P in e , F o r 

e s t s  o f  t h e  N o r th w e s t— W o rk  D o n e  b y

t h e  “ C ant H o o k ” M en— “ S k id w .'y ”  an d

“ H a n k in g  G r o u n d ” — D y n a m ite .

Nowhere on the globe is the relation of 
horse and man in the accomplishment of 
great labor and the production of enor
mous results so oltearly seen as in the 
lumbering operations of the northwestern 
pineries. From the time when the first 
log is cut from the first fallen pine in 
September, until the last log is delivered 
a t the banking ground, not later than the 
ides of March, horse and man handle the 
logs together. This is how the work is 
done:

Camp established and the main roads 
lined out through the timber to be cut, 
gangs of men go to work. One man 
moves ahead, selects trees, chops a deep 
notch on tha t side of the tree toward 
which he "wants it to fall. Two men fol
low him with axes and a cross-cut saw. 
The axes are for the incidental occasion 
which may arise for their use. The saw 
is the resd guillotine of the forest. The 
sawyers begin on the standing tree op
posite the aforesaid notch, and saw to
ward that. If the tree leans tha t way it 
will sometimes break through six inches 
of solid wood, and swoop down with a 
screech of the sundering fibers tha t can 
be heard a long distance.

The tree once down, the leader of the 
gang tha t “ fell” it measures off the logs 
and “tops” it; tha t is, he trims up the 
limbs where necessary, and goes on to 
notch another tree while the sawyers' are 
cutting the first into logs. Then come 
the “ swampers,” a gang of men and 
horses, who cut away the brush, roll one 
end of the log upon a “drag,” and haul it 
off to the “ skidway,” where it is piled to 
await being taken to the banking ground. 
The skidway is itself a rollway, as the 
banking ground is. If the logs are to be 
loaded upon cars the skid way must be 
built as high as the platform of the car. 
If upon sleighs, then only high enough to 
admit of rolling them upon the bunks, or 
“ bed" of the sleigh. But in either case 
the piles.|Of logs so gathered may bo large, 
and yet largest where they aro completed 
and left to be moved by sleighs. I have 
seen them piled in huge roof shaped 
masses thirty and forty feet high. Lying 
thus, snow collects in the interstices, 
melts and freezes until the pile has be
come solidified. In tha t condition it is 
often found when the loaders approach it 
to break down the pile and load it upon 
the sleighs.

The work is often dangerous, because 
tho logs aro not taken from the top of the 
pile, but from its bottom. Only the most 
skillful, as well as powerful, “cant hook 
men” make up the loading gangs. I have 
seen a gang break out the bottom log of a 
6kidway that showed a perpendicular 
front of thirty feet. At its base in the 
roadway stands the sleigh strong enough 
to withstand the shock of a mountain's 
fall; the horses are unhitched and moved 
away and only the men are in danger. A 
foreman stands watchful over ail; men 
pry and pull and strain together, moving 
the resisting log only a hair’s breadth, as 
it seems, so cautious are they. As they 
pull they watch the mass above them, and 
when at last it starts those men bound 
away as if shot out of catapults, and 
down come the icy logs bounding with a 
roar. The sleigh is covered with them; 
and once in such a fall I saw a huge log 
caught and held on end on top of a half 
loaded sleigh.

Then comes the haul. The roads are 
wide, level and smooth, and a pair of the 
kingly horses trained to the work will 
haul a load of fourteen tons in a day when 
tho sleigh shoes do not stick to tho snow. 
Such a load, peaked up into the air six feet 
above the horses, with tho teamster 
astride of the top log talking familiarly 
to his “ Nig” and “Joe,” or some equally 
domestic names, by which his horses are 
known, as they walk easily away with 
the huge mass, is a sight tha t would 
make the boys and girls of tho world wild 
with delighted astonishment. But there 
is danger here, too. A slight lurch side
ways will sometimes break a chain 
“ binder” and the load goes down.

At the banking ground, on a clear cold 
winter day, with the mercury 20 dogs, 
below zero, the scene is unique. This is 
the only part of the work in which the 
horses cannot help. The logs are rolled 
ont from the sleighs by the men. It is 
often hard work. A green pine log tha t 
scales from 500 to 800 feet is a heavy 
thing to handle.

Rollways or banking grounds are al
ways chosen at tha t point on stream or 
lake where the height of the bank and the 
depth of water will best facilitate piling 
logs in winter and floating them in spring. 
High bank and deep water are best, but 
the majority of aollways are on low banks 
and shallow streams, not from choice, but 
from necessity. The logs are dropped 
from sleighs or cars upon the bank and 
rolled off until the river is filled some
times almost across the channel, leaving 
only 3 sluiceway. This damg the water 
and gives greater force, tha t is utilized in 
breaking tho rollways in when the drive 
begins. The logs, piled often a dozen 
deep or more, weigh the ice down to the 
bottom; the water rises among the bot
tom tiers of logs and they freeze together. 
There is danger in breaking in a roll way, 
ju s t as there is in breaking down a s k y 
way. In both cases the work Is done from 
the front and bottom of the pile. In the 
moving of frozen logs dynamite is often 
used. Cartridges are fastened to long 
poles, the waterproof fuse Is ignited and 
the foreman thrusts the cartridge down 
through the water as well under the logs 
as his limited time will permit.—Bay 
City (Mich.) Cor. Chicago Herald.

A “ B E N D E R ’S” C O N FE S S IO N S .

A F a ir  E n g lis h  C o n to r t io n is t  o f  N in e te e n  

T e l ls  o f  H e r  P r o fe s s io n .

The other day I called on a bender, a 
lady, not a gentleman, who is well known 
as a most serpentine contortionist. I 
wished to ask Mile. Vonaro a few ques
tions about her art, with a view of throw 
ing some light on the training of little 
boys and girls for tho profession. Tue 
lady was sitting before the fire with her 
sister, who has abandoned bending her
self, and exhibits a troupe of highly edu 
cated poodles. A huge wicker basket con
tained her dress and other stage habits. 
From its depths she produced a bundle of 
photographs of herself, tied and knotted 
into all manner of curious folds.

That is the business of a bender. The 
body is thrown into a score of unnatural 
postures, which appear to the audience to 
be achieved by dislocating every joint in 
the human frame, and to be effected at 
great risk to limb and life. Artists aie 
generally enthusiastic about their callings, 
and I must say tha t Miss Vonare declared 
she would rather be a bender than a 
queen or something to that effect. She be 
gan at 4, at 5i she was before the public, 
and remains a bender still. “ My father 
saw a contortionist one night on the stage, 
and he asked himself why he should not 
teach me, aged 4. I was put into train
ing at once, and enjoyed the fun, as a 
child will enjoy anything new. Was I 
beaten? was I starved? No. I seemed to 
take to it like a little duck takes to 
water. You see, we were a family of 
athletes, and, besides. I was a daughter 
and not an apprentice. If the father is 
the trainer he may not spare the rod, but 
he is cruel only to be kind. My experi
ence is tha t less rod and more kindness is 
the best plan. Father used to bribe us 
into doing the different tricks. To be suc
cessful means years of hard work, prac 
tice and performence. I am 19 now, and 
my performance keeps me in capital train
ing.

In the business of contortion the first 
lesson is the backward bend, first with 
the arms, and then without. You stand 
on a long mattress, so that there is no 
danger, and at first your teacher controls 
your movements with a belt. It is much 
the same w ith other forms of acrobatic 
werk, and the cruelty often takes the form 
of taking away the mattress, which 
creates a sort of panic in the pupil’s mind 
If he has really tried his best and failed, 
he is so terrified that he is almost certain 
to fail unless he has a great deal of pluck. 
If ho has only been sulking, it may bring 
him to his bearings. Of course, children 
are often stubborn, and try the patience 
of tho teacher to its utmost limit.

“ The art of contortion,” continued Miss 
Vonare, “ is learned by degrees. First the 
backward bend, then the ‘dislocation,’ 
then the ‘splits,’ and so on. W hat we 
call ‘closeness’ distinguishes the best 
bending. To the audience bending seems 
most difficult. I experience no discomfort 
or inconvenience. I was a puny child. 
You see me now.” The lady bender was 
certainly most healthy and chetjrful, stout 
in body and ruddy in complexion, and she 
strongly maintains tha t all women would 
be greatiy benefited if they took to bend
ing. “ It is quite a mistake to think that 
we put our limbs out of joint, or that we 
suffer from the curious nature of our per
formance. Of course, after one or more 
difficult positions one may suffer a little 
pain, but it goes in no time. In some a t
titudes I can only remain for twenty sec
onds, as the breathing becomes difficult. 
But these are trifling inconveniences. I 
practice a few minutes every day to keep 
myself loose here in my room, and tha t is 
about all I need do.”—Pall Mall Gazette.

C u r io u s  T h in g s  A b o u t  C ook s.

A very curious thing about the cooks 
tha t they admit themselves is tha t a man 
who succeeds admirably in one house may 
fail utterly in the next place he takes. A 
thousand influences govern the matter. 
The cook may not be in sympathy with 
his master or mistress. They may not 
like what he thinks he is best at making, 
or they may limit him in his expenses, or 
treat him in a way that makes him miser
able. Then, again, a cook may make a 
great reputation in a restaurant and fail 
in a private house. That often happens, 
although, of course, it is still more often 
the case that a chef trained in family ser
vice proves unable to meet the rush and 
bulk of the work in a public house. The 
best cooks in town say tha t the prime 
necessity for success with private families 
is not in the scientific knowledge of a 
cook half so much as in his manners and 
address. A dapper, pleasant, smiling, 
smooth, clever fellow will dften please a 
family better than a genius. Curiously 
enough, so the cooks say, a man who is 
not liked himself often fails to make his 
dishes liked.—New York Sun.

T h e  L o ss  o f  T e m p e r .

Temper, too, there is no question, is 
good to keep; yet we ourselves remember 
occasions when we would have given all 
the world to have been able to lose our 
temper thoroughly, completely, irrevoca
bly. Simulated loss of temper is à great 

ft; but a reaï, genuine loss has a power 
f closing a controversy or putting an rnd 

to a situation where simulated loss can 
effect nothing. No doubt the losing is ex
pensive; it generally means apology or 
compensation of some sort; bat for the 
moment it carries a man through a diffi
culty unconsciously, and, as it were, on 
wings. The wounds received in the ex
citement of battle are said at the time not 
to hurt, ga.4 loss of temper means an ex
citement where wounds given and re
ceived become almost a pleasure.—London 
Spectator. _______

A Q n ie t  H o a s e b o ld .

î “Mamma,* said little Flossie; “can Katie 
Waffles come and play with me?”

“Certainly not, Flossie; don’t  you know 
that our poor little dog Fido is very ill, and 
that 1 have sent for a doctor?”—The Epoch.

N A V A J O  T R A D IT IO N .

H O W  A L L  A N IM A L  L IF E  W AS C O N 

F IN E D  IN A C A V E R N .

F r e e d o m  F ir s t  F o u n d  b y  a  L o c u s t—T h o

B a d g e r  F o llo w s — P r is o n e r s  F r e e  a t  L a st.

D is p u te  C o n c e r n in g  th o  U se  o f  N ig h t

a n d  D ay .

The Navajo Indians of Arizona have a 
traditio* to the effect tha t while the earth 
was young and destitute of animal life 
the Great Spirit created twelve people— 
six men and six women—together with 
many species of animals, and confined 
them in a cavern of the San Francisco 
mountain, where they lived ns a great, 
happy family for many years. But in 
course of time a restlessness possessed 
the prisoners. Though they had known 
nothing of freedom, all felt the oppres
sion of their narrow limits, and vaguely 
yearned fora  greater fulfillment of the 
dream or reality of living. But what 
could they do? All speculated on the 
situation to no purpose. Daily they jos
tled each other, little and big, clumsy and 
nimble, bipeds and quadrupeds, feathered 
and furred, winged and wingless, timid 
and bold. Every successive period of 
time was but a repetition of the past.

OFF XING THE WAT OUT.

None of the many puzzled brains could 
offer means of breaking the monotony, 
till a happy thought struck one of the 
most insignificant of the living mass. 
For want of other occupation a locust 
bored a hole in the wall and thereby 
opened the way for the enthusiasm and 
progress of the host of its comrades 
throughout the length and breadth of 
their underground world. The Great 
Spirit had so decreed it. They were there 
only for a time of incubation. At the 
destined hour, as the eaglet bursts the 
shell that imprisons it, so the locust’s tiny 
burrow should lead to the escape of all 
into the open world, where each could fol
low his inclinauons unhampered.

The laboring locust bad but a solitary 
witness. A badger watched with growing 
amusement the diminutive tunnel making. 
His eyes sparkled with interest as the 
locust labored energetically. He lay rest
ing with his head between his fore paws 
in a most lazy attitude, but his face ex
pressed animation and eagerness not much 
longer to be retained. As the tail of the lo
cust disappeared the time for exertion had 
come. To follow the locust's movements 
further necessitated like energy. The 
locust’s hole was too small for the 
badger’s access, so he started a tunnel 
making of his own. By the time he 
reached the locust he was in no mood to 
give up the chase, so he passed on, 
scratching his way through the solid 
earth until lie broke through the outer 
crust of the mountain, and in the joy an 1 
excitement of the moment he sprang into 
the ample space before him. The moun
tain side was steep, and he “landed ’’ in 
the shallow edge of the lake in Monte
zuma valley. As he fell his fore feet 
struck deep into tü'e mire, and his progeny 
even unto today have inherited black fore 
paws because of this incident of the 
world’s firs; peopling.

The Navajoes within the cavern, noting 
the departure of the badger, began a 
prospect. Finding the hole large enough 
for exit, they crept out, one after the 
other, and a train of all sizes and species 
of animals followed in their wake, as from 
Noah’s ark.

FRIGHTENED THEM AWAY.
As soon as all the prisoners were free, 

fire and smoke began to issue from the 
hole that had delivered them. This 
frightened them far away into the valley, 
and there they prepared to make them
selves comfortable and live as their new 
advantages permitted. Food was plentiful 
in vegetable forms, but some varieties 
needed heat to make them good. A t 
least the Navajoes thought so, but they 
had no means of kindling a fire. This 
difficulty was soon overcome by sending a 
bat, a wolf and a squirrel after the 
needed element, fire. Going to a hole in 
the mountain, the wolf tied some pitchy 
splinters to his tail, then turned and held 
it  over the little volcano till it began to 
smoke and ignite. The bat then fanned 
It into flames with its wings and the 
squirrel carried it away to the Navajoes. 
The people were delighted at getting the 
one missing essential to a happy life in 
the open world, and when, long after, a 
time came when the world’s plenty had 
pampered their wills and fostered their 
greed and selfishness to the point of 
preying upon their fellow creatures for 
food, they still had the honor to vow 
never to eat wolf or squirrel flesh. 
Neither would they move camp without 
a  live coal among their possessions. Ami 
even today the Navajoes’ gratitude to th© 
trio is observed as the promise made to 
the fire getters of the tradition.

Between the Navajoes and different ani
mals there sprang up a dispute over the 
Grea’ Spirit’s intended use for night and 
day. All agreed tha t one should be spent 
in sleep and one in action, bnt Ayhich 
should serve the one and which the other? 
I t  was settled a t last. Those that wished 
to roam at night should do so and sleep by 
day, and vice versa. The heroic badger 
was among those who ehose the mysteries 
of the darkness or the immediate dawn 
and dusk for thought and action and the 
bright and sunny hours as fit to be slept 
away in his cool underground nest. As 
the sun sank in the west upon their busi
ness meeting, the owl, bat, moth, and 
many other animals scattered out into the 
valley borders on their foraging exploits, 
while many kinds of birds flew to roost in 
the trees. Other animals lay down to 
sleep in sheltered parts of the forest, and 
the Navajoes spread their waterproof 
blankets, the trophies of tlie women’s in
dustry, and enjoyed their couches under 
the starry sky in peaceful dreams.—Over 
land Monthly.

A t r o c i t i e s  or. S ig n b o a rd s.

A Wabash avenue tradesman announces 
himself as “hosier and glover.” We shall 
have a “ shoer and hooter” next, and as 
(heJF90I kijjer ßeema to be neglecting his 
business, this sort of atrocity on the lan
guage we speak and write will continue 
until we have “dry goodser.” I havefal- 
ready noted the word “ fruiterer" over the 
door of a man who has cucumbers, lettuce 
and radishes on sale.—Chicago Mail.

A citizen who insisted that he could 
easily live on ono meal a day afterward 
privately explained tha t he meant oat
meal


