
'|m<v OR more than 33 years
Fred Knock, a London
man of science, has

i| k 'been scouring square
Jr mile upon square mile

S of England with a cam-
Z v . - X brie net 110 bigger than
( your hat, looking for
*

- -7 an insect less than one-
twentieth of an inch

"—long. So scarce are
some kinds of these insects that there
are said to be only two in every 640
acres, and the finding of them is so
rare a feat that one must go back 60
years to read of a previous catch.
Now Knock has landed one, and he is
the happiest man in England.

Knock is a fellow of no fewer than
four scientific societies and a most
leiuned looking man, with a tall
dome of a forehead. He talks like
an annual report of the Linnean so-
ciety. The insects have ben popu-
larly christened fairy flies, and, un-
til Knock fell In love with the shape
of one under the microscope 33 years
ago, men of science had considered
them of not enough importance to
waste time over. And to this day
Knock remains almost the sole author-
ity upon their playful habits.

Surely much ado was never made
about less. Here is a man with a
more than ordinary brain who spends
almost two score of precious years
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looking for a few insects that will
never be of any possible use to hu-
manity or probably to science, and
the total result of his long search
could be put in a peanut shell. Of
course, he has done other work; he
is a mounter of insects for collectors,
and he tells me that according to ac-
curate records he has kept he has
mounted no fewer than 200,000 speci-
mens. In addition, he is a lecturer,
In popular style, .on natural history
subjects, and he travels about Eng-
land explaining to the rising genera-
tion, the evolution of the spider, th©
wasp, the bee, the butterfly and his
lifelong friend, the fairy fly. But how
many hours have been stol-
en from more productive fields of ef-
fort to spend with his net, his bottles
and his microscope on the invisible
trail of the elusive fairy fly only
Enock knows. If it were possible to
calculate the amount of money wast-
ed by him in his strange quest, It
would probably be found that his
fairy flies are worth many times
their weight in radium. It will be en-
tertaining to let Enock tell of his
queer search in his own words, but
you must remember that when he
speaks of fairy files as the most
beautiful insects in the world he is
like a fond parent a- scribing his
favorite child, and prone to exaggera-
tion.

“My introduction to the fairy fly,”
he said, “was at a meeting of the
Royal Microscopical society of 1878.
A species no larger than a fiftieth of
an inch entangled in a spider’s web
was shown to us. and I immediately
lost my heart to it. It had four wings
exquisitely shaped and margined with
hairs. I determined that I would
search out the life history of these
insects, and thus began my long
quest for some of the rarer species.

“At that time practically nothing
was 4k£9-wn of them. They were so
small that they had quite escaped the
attention of scientists. The first men-
tion of them was in 1797, and then
nothing was heard of them for more
than 80 years. I soon found out that
they belonged to the same order as
the honey bee and the wasp—sort of
poor relations, so to speak. In size
they vary from a twentieth to a nine-
tieth of an inch in length. Figures
as small as that convey no impres-
sion to the ordinary mind. Perhaps
it might be better if I say that a doz-
en of these beauties could walk
abreast through an ordinary pinhole.
They search out the eggs of certain
other Insects and in them lay their
own. thus destroying the host eggs.
Each species has a different kind of
host egg, and in no circumstance will
they lay their eggs in any other way.

“During the 30 odd years I have
been searching for these files, I have
discovered eight new genera and at
least 150 new species. For the last
four years I had the assistance of
Charles Owen Waterhouse, formerly
a member of the staff of the Natural
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History Museum, at South Kensing-
ton. who, like myself, became fasci-
nated by the marvelous beauty of
these fairy flies when seen under the
microscope, and decided to devote his
time to searching them out’’

One can picture these two men,
both hovering around the middle 60s,
armed with cambric nets, a collec-
tion of empty glass tubes and micro-
scopes. both possessed of the enthusi-
asm that knows no discouragement,
tramping over the fields of England
day in and day out, content if once
in a blue moon either caught anew
species.

Enock gave to the writer a de-
scription of probably the greatest
moment in his life, when he discov-
ered in the bottom of his net the
male fairy fly of a certain species, for
which he had been searching patient-
ly for the whole 30 odd years of his
acquaintance with the insects. Fe-
males he had landed before, but the
male was so rare that 60 years had
elapsed since anyone had put one be-
tween glasses and submitted it to the
prying eye of the microscope.

“Waterhouse and I had been sweep-
ing Burnham Beeches with our nets
all one Saturday afternoon,” he said.
“I Intended going home for dinner,
and as Waterhouse was staying out
w© parted, he going to the west and
I staying in the field. I determined
to have a few more sweeps before
leaving, and at their conclusion I ex-
amined the bottom of my net with
my microscope. I became dizzy with
excitement wr hen I saw there the very
insect I had given more than 30 years
of my life to find—the male of a rare
species of which there are only two
in every square mile. In honor of
King George I Immediately christen-
ed it Mymar regalis. In my excite-
ment, however, I almost lost the
treasure. He hopped away, and al-
though I immediately closed the net
I thought I had lost him. During the
next few minutes I was almost dead
with anxiety, but an examination soon
convinced me that I still had him
captive and in a few seconds he was
safely bottled.

‘Wonderful as this catch was, it
was rendered more wonderful still by
the fact that in the same net I dis-
covered a species of a minute Insect
of which there was no record of any
previous catch for 90 years. I soon
had it, too, safely in a bottle and
started as fast as my old legs would
carry me after Waterhouse to tell
him the great news. I ran and walk-
ed four miles that day before I final-
ly found him. ‘What do you think
this is?’ I asked him, trying to re-
main as calm as possible and show
ing him the Mymar regalls. As soon
as he realized, he offered me his con
gratulatlons. Then I showed him my
other find and there were more con
gratulatlons. That was a day to re
member all the rest of one’s life.

“But these fairy flies are not all as
scarce as the Mymar regalis. Far
from it. Despite the fact that they
have been overlooked by the great
body of naturalists, they are to be
found In ©very garden and on every
window—in houses, in conservatories
and in trains. When I was younger
and my sight was better I used to
catch them with my hands as they
flew. Ilk© tiny specks of gold, across

a sunbeam. One of the rT.ost plenti-
ful species, that known popularly as
the black fairy fly, I have captured in
hundreds In the early spring, close
up to the horizontal sash bar of an
east window. At other times they are
to be found in large numbers running
up nd down grass stems in search
of their host eggs.

“Even after spending the better part
of my life in the study in-
sects I am compelled to acknowledge
that I know very little of them. Of
the 21 genera now comprised in the
British fairy flies, I have been able
to work out the life history of but
two. Of course, I know considerable
about others of the remaining nine-
teen, and year by year I am adding
links that I hope will eventually com-
plete the life cycles.

“The common black fairy fly lays
Its eggs in those of a small water
beetle, found on stems of plants be-
low the water line. In order, there-
fore, to get to its host eggs this fairy
fly must dive beneath the water. The
Alaptus, another common species,
searches for the eggs of a fly re-
sembling the common green fly, the
pest of the gardener. The tiny Camp-
topera papavis, one of the smallest of
fairy flies, sometimes appears in hun-
dreds on windows, and at my home in
Woking I have captured no fewer
than 600, all female, at one time.

"One of the most extraordinary lit-
tle insects is that known as Cara-
phractus clnctus. It is aquatic in its
habits, using its delicately fringed
wings for ‘flying’ through the water.
Its legs ar kept perfectly still during
the operation and the fly progresses
with a jerky, zigzag motion.

“These insects appear in early
spring—some of them in March—and
I have captured them as late as De-
cember. They are difficult to breed
because of the difficulty of discover*
ing their host eggs.

“Of all Insects, that popularly call-
ed battledore wing fly is without
doubt the most wonderfully formed
and most beautiful I have ever looked
upon. It is less than one-twentieth of
an inch in length, with its twr o front
wings shaped like long-handled battle-
dores, surrounded by a fringe of long
hairs. The hind wings, so tiny that
even under a powerful microscope the
ordinary observer does not see them,
are armed with three minute hooka
on the upper edge, which fix Into
grooves on the upper wings and so
form a strengthening bracket. My
first capture of the battledore wing
fly was made 33 years ago and it was
only last year, after constant efforts,
that I was able to breed it.”

Speaking generally, Enoch had high
praise for the work of the bureau of
entomology of the United States de-
partment of agriculture. He con-
stantly corresponds with Dr. Leland
O. Howard, Its famous chief, for
whom he has a great admiration.

“If we only had the brains in this
country that you have in the United
States,’’ remarked Enock, sorrowfully,
“we might be able to give something
worth while to science. We know ab-
solutely nothing about the life his-
tory of the majority of crop pests,
and there is no organization such as
your bureau of entomology to advise
the farmers of Great Britain. The
trouble is there is no money avail-
able for field work, and when a gov-
ernment grant is made the money Is
spent in some Ineffective way that Is
of absolutely no practical use to the
farmer. Some day I suppose we shall
wake up.”

Dodging a Moustache.
Ella—How can you remove hair

from the fape?
Stella—Turn your face away.

Musings from Merryland
Most Distressing.

'Tls very sad
A "peach” to view

And then be told
She's not for you.

Like a Wool Schedule.
"Shan’t I play you the woolen-un-

derwear record?”
"Is that the name of the piece?”
"No. we just call it that because it

sounds so scratchy.”

Custom of the Country.
Distinguished Foreigner (on his

first visit to this country)— la
the occasion of that riot, may I ask?

Chairman of the Reception Com-
mittee—O. that isn't a riot, your—-
your excellency; it’s the police try-
ing to drive back the men with the
camer&s.

A Pitiful Truth.
He sowed wild oats.

Who reaped the crop?
As one oft notes.

His poor old pop

Along the Line of Least Resistance.
“Hello! la that the Information edi-

tor?" asked a voice through the tele-
phone.

“Yes.’*
“Please tell me how many inches

there are In a meter.”
“Haven't you a dictionary in your

bouse?”
“Yes, but It’s less trouble to call

you up and ask you.”

Thought of Columbus.
Bill—And when you slipped on the

Icy pavement and your heels flew out
from under you. how did you feel?

Jill—Oh. I felt like Christopher Co-
lumbus.

“Why, how’s that?”
“I was a little uncertain Just where

! was going to land ”

Followed Each Other Closely.
Knlcker—“Do you have anew cook

often?” Subbubs—“We have them
close enough together to be twins.”—
Puyit

A Gay Deceiver.
We know a man—from home away

He's full of life.
Hie attitude is “Let us pray.”

When with his wife.

Cold Snap.
“Bligely seems to be neglecting his

business.”
“That’& so, but you can’t blame a

man for keeping his eyes glued on the
thermometer these days.”

Humiliating an Educator.
"In your long career as a leading

educator, colonel, you must have rua
up against many humiliating in-
cidents.”

“Sure! But I never felt cheaper
than I did when my fourteen-year-old
daughter asked me to help her wltfc
her first problem in geometry.**

Art.
Can the tenor sing? .

We do not know.
He sure can twist

His face aycxe, though.

KILL BOLL WEEVILS
Necessity of Reducing Number of

Insects Very Urgent.

Most Important Step in Producing Cot-
ton as Found by Experimenters is

Destruction of Foliage and
Squares.

(By G. H. ALt'ORD, Special Agent of the
Farmers’ Co-operative Demonstration
Work, Jackson, Miss.)

This is lesson No. one, and it should
be thoroughly learned. The need of
so reducing the over-wintered weevils
as to reduce the cost and labor of pick-
ing the weevils and punctured squares
to the minimum is very urgent.

There are four methods of reducing
the number of weevils to the mini-
mum: First, completely denude the cot-
ton stalks of foliage, squares and
bolls, the weevils sole food supply,,
plow the stalks under good and deep,
or burn the stalks at the earliest pos-
sible moment in the fall. Second, at
some time during the winter, destroy
the rubbish in and about the fields
which might serve as hibernating
quarters for weevils. Third, when the
weevils appear on the little cotton
in the spring pick them off and destroy
them. Fourth, pick up the punctured
squares and destroy them for at least
one month after the first squares form
on the cotton.

The results obtained by the United
States bureau of entomology, the farm-
ers’ demonstration work, the Louisi-
ana State Crop Pest commission and
thouasnds of successful farmers point
to the supreme importance of the early
fall destruction of the boll weevil’s
sole food supply, the squares, small
bolls, and foliage on the cotton stalks.
The conclusion reached by thousands
of experimenters justify medn making
the statement that the most impor-
tant step in producing cotton in boll
weevil territory is the early fall de-
struction of the foliage, squares, and
immature punctured bolls on the cot-
ton stalks. In fact, I feel almost jus-
tified in saying that the early fall de-
struction of the cotton stalks outbal-
ances all other remedies that may be
employed to destroy the weevils.

In an experiment performed by the
Bureau of Entomology in Calhoun
County, Tex., the stalks growing on
410 acres of land were destroyed early
in October. Careful records kept dur-
ing the following season showed that
the destruction of stalks on this land
Increased the yield $14.56 per acre.
An experiment was conducted on op-
posite sides of the Guadaloupe river
near Victoria, Tex. The stalks were
burned on one farm the latter part of
September, and on the other they were
allowed to stand until in spring before
planting time. Forty acres on the
farm on which the stalks were de-
stroyed made 15 bales. Forty acres
on the other farm made 3 and 1-2 bales.

Cotton boll weevil: a, beetle from
above; b, same from side. About
five times natural size. Dr. W. D.
Hunter’s illustration.
Experiments conducted by the Lou-

isiana State Crop Pest commission are
summed up in the following extracts
from Circular No. 28. Where the cot-
ton plants were destroyed before Oc-
tober 15th, only 3 per cent, of the wee-
vils survived the winter to infest the
next years’s crop. Where the stalks
were destroyed froih October 15th to
October 27th, an average of about 15
per cent, of the weevils passed through
the winter successfully. Where the
stalks were destroyed between No-
vember Ist and 25th, an average ap-
proximately of 22 per cent, of the wee-
vils survived the winter. Postponing
fall destruction of cotton stalks until
the middle of December or later, per-
mitted over 43 per cent, of the wee-
vils to survive the winter and attack
the next crop. Where the stalks were
destroyed before October 15th only 3
per cent, of the weevils passed the
winter. Where the stalks remained
in the field until December 15th over
43 per cent, of the weevils survived
the winter. These figures will cer-
tainly silence all opposition to the
early fall destruction of the boll wee-
vil's food supply.

No definite rule can be laid down
as to the exact time for destroying
the sole food supply of the boll weevil
in the fall. However, the rule should
be to destroy the squares, bolls, and
foliage on the cotton stalks at the
earliest possible moment in the fall.
It is much better to turn the cattle
in the field, cut the stalks Into pieces
and plow them under good and deep,
or cut and burn the stalks at an ear!?
date and thereby destroy a small
amount of cotton than to defer the
work until a later date. When the
weevil’s only food is destroyed early
In the fall, they will either starve for
lack of food before cold drives them
into winter quarter* or will go into
winters quarters “lank and lean” and
very few will survive for spring depre-
dations.

There are three methods of destroy-
ln the squares, boils and foliage on

Names From Dickens’ Characters.
Although Dickens is commemorated

In street names abroad there is no
street named after him in London.
But there is a near approach to it
In Copperfleld road, Stepney, not far
from the People's palace, and to prove
that this was inspired by “David Cop-
perfieid,’’ we find a Dora street and an
Agnes street in close proximity,
il r ; /

Petroleum Known to Egyptians.
Ages before tbe Roman empire pe-

troleum was used by the Egyptians.

toe cotton stalks, (1) pasturing,
plowing under, (3) burning.

Pasturing cotton fields Is a goo
method of destroying the square*

bolls, and foliage—the sole food sup-
ply of the mature weevils and the in-
cubators of the immature weevils—

where the cotton fields are fenced and
the number of cattle turned Into a
field is sufficient to eat all the squares,
bolls and foliage in a few days. How-
ever, let It be distinctly understood
that the practice of turning a few head
of cattle into a fifteen or twenty acre
cotton and corn field accomplishes no
particular good. We all know from ob-
servation that two or three head of
cattle per acre, even when confined*
to the cotton field will eat very little
of the green foliage in one week. And
let us not forget that it is necessary
to completely destroy the food supply
of the mature weevils and the breed-
ing places of the immature weevils at
the earliest possible moment.

Plowing under cotton stalks is a
good method of destroying the only
food supply of the mature weevils and
of ending the life of all the immature
weevils where there are few stumps
and roots, small cotton stalks, and
where large plows and strong teams
can be had. I have held the plow
handles in the piney woods, in the
prairie section and in rich bottom

Cotton boll weevil: Larvae at left,
pupae at right. About five times nat-
ural size. Dr. W. D. Hunter’s illus-
tration.

lands and I know whereof I speak
when I say that it Is very difficult to
completely bury average size cotton
stalks. I have hitched three large
mules to a twelve inch steel beam
turning plow with a log chain attach-
ment and failed to completely turn un-
der average size cotton stalks on land
clear of stumps. I have failed to turn
under large size cotton stalks with
four large mules hitched to a thirty
Inch disk plow. In fact, fanners who
have attempted to plow under green
cotton stalks early In the fall laugh
at the advice sometimes given to plow
under the stalks at all times and under
all conditions as a means of destroy-
ing the food supply of the weevils.
However, let us use large plows and
strong teams and completely bury the
stalks wherever it can be done.

There is an Insufficient number of
cattle on many farms and plantations
to thoroughly and completely denude
the cotton stalks of every vestige ol
foliage, squares and bolls In a short
time and It Is Impossible to completely
bury the cotton stalks on many farms
and plantations, hence, it Is absolute-
ly necessary to burn the stalks as
soon as the cotton Is picked out
When the stalks are burned the food
supply of the adult weevils is de-
stroyed at once. The weevils In the
immature stages In the squares and
bolls are all destroyed at once, and
the large majority of the adult weevils
perish in the flames especially when
the stalks are burned after sundown.
Weevils retire for the night on the
coikon stalk piles at about sundown.
They seldom move about at night. If
the farmers are careful not to unduly
shake the stalk piles when applying
the torch after sundown, practically
all the weevils on the stalk piles will
be burned.

Of course, if the stalks are allowed
to remain until a heavy frost has come
and practically all of the feature
weevils have gone into winter quar-
ters, it is not advisable to burn the
stalks. It is then advisable to turn
the stalks under as deeply as possible.

Surprising numbers of weevils have
been found hibernating in cracks and
holes in the ground and under grass,
weeds and other trash. In January,
1907, in one instance, the bureau of
entomology found 5,870 weevils per
acre, of which 70 per cent, were alive.
Most of the many examinations that
have been made by the bureau of en-
tomology have shown more than 1,000
live weevils per acre in the cotton
fields. Thousands of weevils are
found hibernating in corn fields In old
sorghum and cane fields, and in hay
fields.

Deep winter breaking and the turn-
ing under of trash, corn stalks and so
on means death to thousands of
weevils. The thousand or more
weevils per acre in the cracks and
holes in the ground and under the
grass, weeds and trash and corn stalks
can practically all be killed by deep
winter breaking of the land. There
is enough rainfall in this section to
thoroughly saturate the soil many
times and for this reason it Is not at
all necessary to burn the corn stalks,
grass, oat and pea stubble and other
vegetable matter on the tillable land.
Every acre in cultivation in the weevil
territory should be plowed good and
deep during the fall and winter.

Many weevils will escape from the
fields but all will not fly beyond the
reach of the farmer. Many will be
found along the fence rows, hedges,
ditch banks, and In decayed logs and
dead trees. The cleaning and burn-
ing of the hedges, ditch banks and
fenced rows and the burning of sap
on logs, stumps and dead trees in and
around the fields will destroy many
weevils that would live to do great
damage.

Grafted Pear.
The pear may be grafted upon the

apple and bear fruit of much larger
aiae, but the graft seldom lives but a
few years.

Less Cost and Trouble.
The average man Is more ready ts

lend his ears to a hard luck story thas
to lend a hand.

But Less Valuable in Life.
It is much more easy to win ap-

plause by skill, in games than by ami
ity in more valuable pursuits.

Woman’s Best Work..
As a rule women’s best work 4

done by influencing man, and not 10
competing with him.

COP FiSHEff EVER CALM

pH **
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FRANCIS HARBOR, LABRADOR

IN the conditions surrounding the
industry of cod fishing there is a
fascination for the inlander that
takes him back year after year.
And most interesting of all is the

fisherman himself. I am not certain,
writes W. Lacey Amy in the Toronto
Glebe, but it really seema to be his
supreme indifference to everything
but the fish that makes him so at-
tractive.

I have wandered in and out among
them where they do not see a visitor
in a mont£; I have seen them empty
a boatload of shmy cod that equaled
a fortnight’s ordinary catch; I have
watched them lift a large horse into
a tiny skiff where nothing save prayer
appeared to offec any hope of its
reaching its destination; I have helped
them carry into the steamer’s hospital
men sick unto death, and have bade
“good luck” to a patient returning
from the hospital legless and helpless
in life’s fight; I have handed out food
to the starving from the steamer’s
stores, and have heard them refuse to
accept well paid work until the cod
ran.again. But I have never seen a
cod fisherman excited.

The nature of the fisherman’s life is
strenuous enough to relieve him of
the necessity of overexertion to pre-
vent falling asleep at inopportune mo-
ments. Although it requires but a
small cloud and a tiny clap of thun-
der to keep him from the fishing
grounds, scarcely a week passes that
he la not forced to greet the terrible
machinations of storm and wave to
compass his destruction. In his diz-
*ll7 bobbing little boat he lights the
sea, the most apathetic of men against
the most relentless of nature’s forces

Open Waters in June.
The fact that h© cannot swim seems

not to throw into his struggle any
sign of fear; so long as a plank holds
between him and water he can weafh-
er anything that blows. In the early
spring, long before the cod begin to
run, he risks his life a thousand times
across the treachcerous ice floes in
chase of the seal. In May, while the
winds are still icy, he makes a few
extra cents in herring off the Magda-
lena. A month later the Labrador
fisherman may succeed in catching a
few salmon if the ice is open. But
when the cod run there is nothing
but cod, except of late years, when the
Magdaleners have taken a liking for
mackerel, however scarce they be.

Around the Magdalen Islands and at
Gaspe there is an interval of lobster
catching that means money, but along
the Labrador coast there is nothing
from July until the ice forms again
in October but cod, or, as they call it,
“fish.” The Magdalener is a motley
fisherman—herring, cod, mackerel,
haddock—but the Labrador fisherman
lives, sleeps and smells of cod.

His home is in Newfoundland, Ae
many quaint towns of the east coast
sending out almost all of their men to
the north country just as soon as the
ice opens a little in June. Early in
that month the fishing schooners start
on their long run down the coast,
dodging through the ice fields, run-
ning into port in face of a storm or
a threatening ice floe, and trusting
more to Providence than to aught else
for their safety.

It is a fearsome run, that first trek
northward, staking wooden bottom
against grinding, inexorable ice, and
many a Newfoundland home is empty
from a losing risk. But the seeming-
ly indolent, passive fisherman is wil-
ling to take the chances to Secure an
early choice of fishing ground. All
summer through he spends his days
on the water, his evenings splitting
the day’s catch, and his nights In the
makeshift shacks that are deemed suf-
ficient covering for the three or four
months’ season in that northland.

As few women now venture north,
the fishermen must perform all their
own work in the treatment of the fish.
They are unable to leave the fishing
to attend to the drying, with the result
that many of them tempt the fate of
a winter sail along an Inhospitable,
deserted coast by remaining north
until the middle of November, spend-
ing the last few weeks in carefully
utilizing every ray of sunshine to
make the best sale for their wares.
And then the fight back through the
ever thickening ice and increasing
storms is worse than the spring run.

Oddities of Fishing Villages.
A fishing village is the quaintest,

raggedest spot on earth. City plan-
ning does not even reach the location
of the house or the road rights. In
the Magdalen islands, where the land
is more level and there is soil enough
to make it a consideration, the fish
houses are placed with some common
regard for a roadway. The bait and
tackle and other odoriferous material
are in the lower story, and the
family sleeps, dines and sits in the
single room above.

In Labrador there is no such thing
as a road to consider. There has
never been a horse nor an ox to use
it, nor has a traveler attempted to
make on settlement from another
by any other method of transportation
than a boat. There Is practically no
soil, the bare, uneven, mountainous
rock sinking abruptly into deep water.
The fish houses are built wherever a
ledge of rock offers a foothold, and a
staging of rough P°les projects from
the water by a rickety ladder work

of poles, perhaps ten, perhaps forty
feet high.

In Newfoundland the fishing villages
are clustered so closely to the water’s
edge that the village is built upward
instead of horizontally. A fisherman
could spend his whole life at his work
without touching ground. Up the side
of the cliff the stagings, fish houses,
paths, cold flakes and houses will run,
occupying, as at the battery adjoin-
ing St. John's, not more than forty
or fifty feet of horizontal surface for
a large village. Land residence is an
unfortunate necessity that is simpli-
fied to its limit.

There the fishermen live and die s
their fathers did before them for gen-
erations. Their work, their homes,
their lives, they themselves, will al-
ways be absorbing to the visitor with
a love for the picturesque. Indifferent
and phlegmatic they may appear, but
they take chances that would mean
certain death from heart failure or
rashness to the most active. And
through all their trials and perils
they |so on fishing, never really satis-
fied with fche catch or conditions, but
thoughtless of any other occupation
than the catching of the cod,

MEET DEMAND FOR ODD SHOES
Manufacturers and Dealers Prepared

for Nted, and There Is No Dif-
ficulty in the Matter.

When a one legged man buys a shoe
the dealer sends to the factory for a
shoe to match the one left remaining
In these days of the us© of machinery
in every process of their manufactuss
shoes are made with the utmost ex-
actness and precision and it is easily
possible to mate that remaining shoe
with the greatest nicety in size, style,
material and finish.

Few people have feet exactly alike,
commonly the left foot Is larger than
the right, so that one shoe may fit a
little more snugly than the other.
Commonly, however, people buy shoes
in regularly matched pairs, the dif-
ference In their feet, If it is noticeable
to them at all, not being enough to
make any other course desirable.

But there are people who buy shoes
of different sizes or widths, in which
case the dealer breaks two pairs for
them, glvjjig them, to fit their feet,
one shoe from each. In such cases
the dealer matches up the two remain
ing shoes, one from each of two pairs,
just as he would where he had broken
one pair to sell one shoe to a one
legged man.

But a man doesn’t have to be one
legged or to have feet of uneven sizes
or shapes to make him ask the dealer
to break a pair of shoes for him. Here
was a man with two perfectly good
feet who came into the store where
he was accustomed to buy and who
wanted on this occasion one shoe
Traveling in a sleeping car his shoes
had been mixed up with others and
he had got back one of his own and,
ore of some other man’s; a fact which
he had not discovered until he was too
far away from train and station to
make return and setting things right
possible: and now he came in to buy
one shoe to match his own.

Woman’s Wit Saved Situation.
While a crowd of several hundred

men and women lined the banks of
the Park river, Hartford, Conn., offer-
ing futile suggestions for three hours
one recent afternoon, as to how to res-
cue a poor little puppy that had be-
come marooned on an ice floe, the
water had frozen on his hair and he
yelped piteously as he ran sniffing at
the open water on all sides of his ice
Island. Humane Society agents were
attracted by the crowd and got long
planks with which to bridge the water
to the shore. The puppy started over
it, only f<> fall in to the water, from
which he scrambled back onto the ice
floe. Then a womap solved the prob-
lem. She ordered fhe men to strap
two planks together and sent her own
pet dog across the planks to fetch &

•stick which she threw onto the floe.
After she had repeated this twice the
lonely terrier understood and cau-
tiously followed the other dog to shore
and safety.

Libel Revived.
Rev. Elllngwood Beach, Chicago’s

author and playwright, was talking
the other day to the Chicago Athletic
club about the cities of America.

“Philadelphia,” he said, "1s celebrat-
ed for its homes; Los Angeles for its
climate. New' York for its wealth,
Chicago for ”

“For its girls' feet,” a journalist in-
terrupted.

“No. no.” said Mr. Beach, with a
laugh. “That libel is dead. It has
been dead for years. But it was ter-
rible while It lasted. Why, during ray
law' school days, I heard a New York
la'wyer declare that his typewriter
was a Chicago girl with such big feet
that she had to back up to a door to
ring the bell.”

Lost Politeness.
“Fine morning,” said the motor

speed prisoner ingratiatingly as bis
case was called.

“Humph!” replield the magistrate.
“All mornings look like fine mornings
to me; $25 and coats.”


