
A Bear in Ice.
A miner in Alaska mpade a strange

discovery not long ago. He found a
cave in the Side of a mountain and en-
tered it for exploration. The mouth of
the cave was small, the sides being of
granite. Just beyond the entrance was
a solid ice-chamber, from the ceiling
of which were hanging hundreds of ice
stalactites. The rays from the miner's
lamp made these stalactites glisten like
burnished silver, and the effect was
wonderfully beautiful. TI was like a
fairy palace, but the mliher's admira-
tion suddenly turned to alarm, for at
one side of the chamber he saw a great
black bear, sitting partly upright. Be-
ing unarmed, except with an ax, the
man determined to leave the bear in
undisturbed possession, when something
in the appearance of the brute arrested
his attention, and he then saw that it
was dead--frozen solid in a big block
of ice. He struck the block of ice with
his ax, and part of it fell away, carry-
ing one of the bear's fore legs with it.
When he picked up the leg, it crumbled
like rotten wood. The cave is consid-
ered one of the curiosities of the neigh-
borhood, and it has been visited by hun-
dreds of people.

Hand Shadow Plctures.

PIGGIE.

BABY BEAR.

The Winter Picnic.

"What is a 'winter picnic,' Aunt
Edith?" asked Laura. "In this book
it tells about some children having a
winter picnic, but it doesn't tell what
they do."

"Well," answered Aunt Edith, "to-
morrow is my birthday, and I will cele-
brate it by taking you and Doris Alden
on a winter picnic! then you will know
lust what it is."

"Goody!" exclaimed Laura. "And
may I go and ask Doris now?"

"Why," said Aunt Edith, thought-
fully, "I think an invitation to a birth-
day pa'rty ought to be written, don't
you?"

"Perhaps it had," agreed Laura.
"And you can run out to the wood-

shed and find me a nice smooth piece
of birch bark to write it on," said
Aunt Edith.

It was not long before Laura was
back with the smooth piece of birch
bark; and on it Aunt Edith carefully
printed, "Miss Doris Alden is invited
to a winter picnic at 11 o'clock to-mor-
row."

"That is lovely I" exclaimed Laura.
"But you don't say where?"

"You can tell her that we will call
for her," said Aunt Edith.

At exactly 11 the next morning Aunt
Edith and Laura found Doris waiting
for them at her front door. They
were all warmly dressed, for it was a
cold day in early December. Aunt
Eldth was drawing a sled, and on the
sled were several packages covered by
a large shawl

They went down the road by the
schoolhouse and turned into a wood
road which led in among big spruce-
and fir trees. The sun flickered down
through the branches and made little
dancing lights across the snow. The
trees kept off the cold wind, and both
Doris and Laura said it did not seem a

:bit like winter.
"This is the very place for a winter

picnic," declared Aunt Edith, as they
came to a little clearing, where two
great ledges rose out of the snow. Aunt
Edith took the shawl from the pack-
ages on the sled and spread it over a
smooth place near a large tree, and
then put the sled on the shawl "That
is our dining room," she explained.
"Now you find me some dry twigs and

sainal branchies of wooa, and I wiWok dinner right beside this big rock."

It did not take ionD to start a fine
blase and put the potatoes to roast, and
as soon as they were cooked, and all
sat down on the sled with their feet
on the warm shawl, and ate the hot po.
tatoes and the little sandwiches which
Aunt Eidth had brought Then there
were some nice mince turnovers and
big red apples. u

Aunt Edith )put the fire out very
carefully, and Doris and Laura fasten.
ed an apple to a branch of a tree.

"Some winter-loving bird may be
glad to find it," Aunt Edith said.

"Now I know just what a winter
picnic is," said Laura, happily, as they
trudged toward home.--Youth's Com.
panion.

A Tot at School.
She begged so hard to go I Each day,

With pleadings soft and wistful eyes,
She'd tell in quite resistless way

Her longings to be big and wise;
And how she craved a book and slate,

A pencil-box and long inch-rule,
And more than all, a copy-plate

"Like sister's," and-to go to school.

Well, well; no story sphinxes we;
We looked into her blue-bell eyes,

And dared not hint the age of three
Plus one, .could ne'er be very wise !

Armed with a primer picture book,
(In which she'd studied half a day
At least), we sent her on her way.

She came back with ecstatic look.

All dimples, twinkles, bubbling pride:
"I said my lesson, too! I spelled

A word all by myself !" she cried.
"No! not all by yourself !" (I held

Her head back with its fluffy frizz,
To seek the eyes long lashes hid,
Surprised and pleased withal) "I did!
I waited till the teacher telled

Me, 'You spell is !' 'n then I tried
To 'member like you said it looked-
One letter straight and one all

crooked-
An' I wanted 'em all to hear so bad,

I said out loud, so, 'i-z, is!'
An' they all just laug ed, they was so

glad !"
-Chicago News.

Beside and Besides.

Have your teachers ever called your
attention to the difference between the
two words "beside" and "besides"?
They are, unfortunately, used synony-
mously even by good writers, but to
use them so is an error against which
the boys and girls should guard. "Be-
side" is a preposition, meaning "by the
side of" or "out of"; and "besides"
should be used in the sense of "more-
over," or "in addition to." The best
way to illustrate their correct use is
by a specimen sentence: "He sat be-
side the door"; "He 'was beside himself
with joy," are sentences in which "be-
side" is correctly used, and it is, as you
see, a preposition. And these sentences
will show how "besides" should be
used: "Besides the button, the Club
has a ribbon"; "Four boys were present
besides John." The mistake commonly
made is to use "beside," instead of "be-
sides," in sentences like the last two.

Bullet and Watermelon.

It is a singular fact that if a bullet
be fired from a gun or a pistol into a
ripe watermelon, it will not cut its
way through the melon, merely leaving
a hole to mark its course, but will make
the melon burst into little fragments.

Chilly London.

"Everything that shouldn't be warm
in England is Warm," says Samuel G.
Blythe in "An American in London,"
in Everybody's Magazine, "and every-
thing that should be warm is cold. The
houses are catacombs, always except-
ing those few hotels in London where
they have steam heat, which is, of
course, due to the advance of Ameri-
can civilization. Englishmen say they
do not feel the cold. Everybody else
feels it, for it is the meanest cold in
the world. Extended observation leads
to the conclusion that the reason the
English do not feel the cold is. that
they are desensitized, sort of refriger-
ator-beefed, so to speak.

"This is not the main point. The
reason the English shiver around in
cold, damp rooms, trying to make them-
selves believe a few hunks of cannel
coal in a grate furnish all the heat re-
quired by the most delicate, is that
somebody, in ancient days, who
couldn't get anything to warm himself
by, did the next best thing and de-
clared he didn't feel the cold and didn't
need a fire anyhow. Other Englishmen
heard of it, and this idea has been a
fetish ever since."

An Important Peraonage.

An inquiring person In England
came upon a veteran soldier sunning
himself in front of a public house in
Devonshire, and began to question him
about his campaigns and the leaders he
had fought under. "Did you ever see
Wellington?" asked the person, finally.

"Did I ever see Wellington?" repeat-
ed the veteran, with a superior smile.
"Why, I was lying on the ground at
Waterloo when I 'eard the sound of
'osases 'oofs, and then a voice called
out, 'Is that you; Saunders?'

"I knowed the voice in an hinstant-
it was the Dook of Wellington.

"'Yes; sir,' says I, most respectful.
"'Come 'ere,' says the dook.
"I ris reluctant from the ground, for

I was tired out.
"'I want you should go back 'ome,'

'e says.
"'Why?'. says L
"'Becos you're killing too many

men,' says 'e.
'A'nd back 'ome I went," concluded

the veteran, shifting his "game" leg
into a more comfortable position.

A Quiet Taste.

"Miss Fluffy is so loud in the way
she makes up her face."

"Yes, I do wish she would use noise-
less powder."-Baltimore Americaja

By J<kie MParxt or\
Of all the sorrows common to "iat-

feting humanity, I know none surpSas
ing that of a mother whose son has
gone wrong. Can there be anywhere on
earth a more heart-breaking spectacle
than the endless procession of mothers
who besiege the doors of workhouses,
prisons and correctional institutions of
every kind, seeking the son who has ~

sinned? The entrance to every prison
is a Via Dolorosa, a Way of Sorrow, in-
deed, to hundreds of mothers. Some in widow's weeds, some luxuriously
dressed, but all in tears, they come to weep over the grates of lost op-
portunity.

Not every boy who goes wrong could have been saved, even by careful

traiping, for there Is always a residuum, the pound of flesh claimed by

heredity, but fortune favors the boy who has been started right. When you
teach your son to lie, innocently, thoughtlessly, as many mothers do, you do
not see the effect on his after life--but It will be there. Such a little thing
But that first untruth makes a deep impression on sonny--mother quibbles

and evades the truth, so It can't be very wrong! Then you run down his
companions and praise him before company. and he quickly learns to hide

his wrongdoings from you, his mother, who should know the worst and the
best of him. You have taught him duplicity, shown him that it isn't so
much what a boy does but what Is found out by the other mothers in the
block that counts.

As he gets older you nag at him and chase him out of doors to play, so
that you may be undisturbed-he has no corner in the house he can call his
own. I have always been amazed at the number of forbidden things a boy
can do without his mother finding it out. He is pestered and laughed at,
his healthy appetite and awkwardness made a butt for family jokes,' and his
mother knows so little about boys, and his father is so "busy," that he lives
practically alone.

If you enter into your boy's life, not as a monitor, but a companion, you
will know when he "welclies" .'r shows a streak of yellow in his sports; you'll
be there to speak the word of grave warning, laugh at his silly ideas of
"manliness"-furnish the ballast where It is most needed. It is a mother's
duty to be on hand while her son's character is being formed.

cie ce
toVntion

The importance of the charcoal in-

dustry in the United States is described

in Popular Mechanics. Originally val-
ued only as a heat producer, charcoal

is now used as an ingredient in the

"manufacture of gunpowder, a decolor-

Izer of solutions, a medicine for dyspep-

tics and a purifier of water. As an
antiseptic and cleanser its power is

universally recognized. In a hospital a

piece of charcoal will soon absorb and

decompose obnoxious gases and sweeten

the atmosphere. All these are but a

.part of its uses.

What man has learned by dint of

thought and experiment some of the

lower animals appear to know through

instinct. An Instance is furnished by
the "spiral swimming" of certain or-

ganisms, such as the spherical-shaped
volvox and several elongated infusor-
lans. As they revolve about the axis
of progression, as does a projectile

fired from a rifled gun, the consequence
is that they are able to travel in a

straight line, as they could not do oth-

erwise, the revolution compensating
with absolute precision for any tenden-

cy to deviate from a straight course.
Without such 4 device many of these

minute creatures would simply describe

circles, making no forward progress.

The Size of the Sea.-This refers not

to the area of the oceans only, but to

their total cubic content, which Is reck-

oned by Edward.A. Martin of the Geo-

logical Society at thirty times the cubic

content of all the-land lying above sea-
level. In other words, if all the land of

the globe were scraped off down to the
level of the sea and thrown into the
ocean, it would fill only one-thirtieth
part of the enormous abyss which is oc-

cupied by the waters. According to

Lyell, the mean height of the land

ab9ve sea-level is 1,000 feet, whereas

the mean depth of the ocean is 12,000

feet. There are mountain peaks which
rise as high above sea-level as the de-
pressions of the ocean sink below it, but
the average height of the land is slight

compared with the average depth of the

sea.

Many projects are now under way, or
under consideration, for the utilization
of the numerous sources of electric
power that are furnished by the
streams descending from the Andes in
Chile. Everywhere in' that country
there is an abundance of water, suffl-
ciently constant in volume, and pre-
senting almost any desired amount of
fall. The city of Santiago is develop-
ing a scheme for supplying 20,000 horse-
power from a plant located between six-
teen and seventeen miles from the
town. Engineers have recently report-
ed in favor of the electrification of the
new railroad which the Chilean and
Bolivian governments have undertaken
to construct between Arica and La Paz,
and which passes through the Andes.
There is something stimulating to tha
imagination in the thought of those
mighty mountains lending a hand to
help man surmount their slopes.

It was the invention of the seismo-
graph for the study of earthquakes that
led to the discovery of the surpri rsg
sensitiveness of the crust of the globe
to forces that might have been thought
too insignificant'to cause distortion.
Among these forces is the alteration in
the pressure of the atmosphere during
the passage of storms, causing a percep-
tible tilting of large areas of ground.
A curious case of such tilting in an un-
expected direction has recently been re-
corded by Prof. Omori in Japan. A
storm passing over the sea east of To-
kio caused the bordering land to tilt
downward, notwithstanding the fact
that the atmospheric pressure is les-
sened within a storm area. This is ex-
plalned, by the fact that the sea rises

with release of atmospheric pressure,
and the accumulation of water more
than sufficed to counterbalance the de-
crease is weight of the air.

YUKON MINERS FIND MASTODON

inuge Animal in Perfect State of
Preservation Is Dag Up.

John Froling has just returned to his
home in this city after an absence of
nearly seven years in Alaska and the
Yukon territory, says a Tacoma dis-
patch to the New York Herald. Dur-
ing his absence Mr. Froling traveled
over the mountains ahd followed the
river and creek valleys of the far north
for years, in a fevered search for the
yellow metal.

Mr. Frollng brings the facts of the
finding of the remains of a mastodon
in an almost complete state of preser-
vation. The body of the mammoth was
found forty feet below the surface, Mr.
Froling says, seven miles up Wood-
choppers' creek, a small stream that
flows into the Yukon about forty or
fifty miles above Circle City.

Several miners there had staked out
claims and were going through the
frosty earth in an effort to strike pay
dirt. They were operating a steam
plant, running down points, and were
one day surprised by noticing a pe-
culiar smell of flesh emanating from
the excavation.

Upon investigating they found that
they were immediately upon the car-
cass of some immense animal, which
tie almost red-hot steam was rapidly
decaying after it had lain in the frozen
clasp of its earthly bed for untold
years.

By great effort they got the carcase
out of the earth, the task proving a
most disagreeable one, owing to the
fetid odors ariping from it. Much of
the meat was still in a good state of
preservation and was eaten by the dogs
and wild animals that came about the
camp at night. The bones of the mam-
moth were all intact and the last Mr.
Froling heard arrangements were being
made to preserve the skeleton.

In his long travels over the Yukon
country Mr. Froling found many spots
where the bones of the mastodon were
numerous, everything pointing to a
time when some sudden cataclysm had
brought unexpected death upon all thei
animal life. He says these spots where
the mastodon bones are found so plen-
tiful are invariably sheltered valleys.
where the animals undoubtedly congre-
gated in their extremities to shelter
themselves from the hardships of the
weather.

Word Derivations.

"Disaster" is an astrological term
meaning "unfavorable star," one of the
many words that astrology has be-
queathed to the English language. "Pre-
dominant," "ill starred," "in the ascend-
ant," are other instances, not to speak
of the expression "My stars!" Even
"influence" is really astrological, signi-
tying the flowing in upon human affairs
of the power of some heavenly body.
"Petrel" and "petrol" both descend
from "petra," a rock. "Petrol" comes
directly enough through "petroleum,"
rock oil, but "petrel" through St. Pe-
ter, after whom the bird was named
because it appeared to walk upon the
waves.

Not Halt Through.

"Well," said the obedient husband,
"now that I am in politics, I hope you
are satisfied."

"Getting in politics," replied his am.
bitious wife, "is comparatively easy.
Getting out again gracefully is what
counts these days."-Washington Star.

Courage.

"Henry is a brave man. The other
night his wife thought she heard a bur-
glar."

"And he went down?"
"No. He had the courage to tell her

he was afrald."-Circle.

The best way to stop a wag"gin
I tongue !s to stop your ears

NEW RIGS-NEW DRIVERS

Swanton's Livery
WM. J. SWANTON, PROP.

Phone 17, Second Street. Open Day and Night

Havre Montana

Pioneer Meat Company
L. K. DEVLIN, Pres. F. B. BROWN; Vice Pres.

Wholesale and Retail Dealers in

FRESH AND SALT MEATS
POULTRY AND FISH

Get Your Bath
-AT THE-

Havre Steam Laundry
Leave your Laundry and have it ready

for your next bath.

MARBLEmoNORANITE --
ONUMENTS. Coping

Mantels
Cut Stone
Iron Fence
Slate Vaults

Printed Designs and Estimates furnished on anything
in the Monumental Line. No job

too small, none too large.

Havre Monumental Works
B. E. GREEN, Proprietor.

Bailey & A popular beverage,
A popular cigal for

Purne ... A popular price.

Where All the Popular People Come for an Hour's
Recreation.

The buyer of a

lRemington
Typewriter'

expects good service--and
gets it.

Remington Typewriter Co.
327 Broadway, New York.
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