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ITCHWATER was once 
famous. Now it is an 
almost unknown spring, 
in a rarely visited 
mountain gulch. For 
many centuries Indians 
have regarded the place 
with superstitious awe, 
and had named it Medi- 
cine Water. 
Medicine in Indian 

does not mean medicinal, but anything 
mysterious which influences life, health 
or mind. 

The water of thi3 spring was "just 
or'nary drink-water,” as “Limpy” 
Jackson, the scout, said. Its medicine 
lay in the manner of its flow. 

The trail led over the brink of a 
short, rocky gulch, perhaps 50- feet 
deep. One clambered down the slope, 
went a few rods up the gulch, and 
there, about four feet above the bot- 
tom, wa3 a small shelf of rock, not 
latger than the top of a hogshead, in 
a niche of the wall. Water flowed over 
this shelf out from a crevice, and 
dripped from its edae to the little ha- 
sm below. 

At irregular intervals the water 
spurted in a jet as large as a man’s 
finger clear beyond the self, a yard or 
more. If one were stooping to drink 
at the basin, or stood carelessly too 
near, he might be drenched. This jet 
lasted only a minute, and then died 
away. 

The spurt was accompanied by a long 
sigh, like a heavy breath of relief, 
which proceeded from the bosom of the 
rock, and one might feel a puff of air 
issue from the crevice. Clearly, thought 
the Indians, there was a spirit impris- 
oned in the rock, and this place was 
“Medicine.’ An early white hunter 
translated the Indian name correctly 
into Witch water. 

One day Investigation came along 
with a miner’s drill and maul, and 
would know what made the water act 
so. The maul broke down the self; 
the drill penetrated the crevice. A 
gush of air and water, and it was re- 

Presently he caught his breath and 
his sight cleared. The lioness stood 
with one paw on his thigh. Instead of 
seizing his throat, she screamed an ex- 

ulting signal to her mate, and watched 
Letters, who was bounding frantically 
about her, menacing assaults upon her 
flanks. 

The dog soon ran in valiantly and 
nipped her tail. She turned head, 
snarling. This gave Ben a chance. He 
slyly drew his revolver. At the click 
of its hammer the lioness started, but 
too late. He shot her through the head 
and was trying to rise when the lion 
leaped from above at the dog, only to 
receive a ball in his chest a3 he 
alighted. 

in scrambling out of the way, and 
filing again, Ben became conscious of 
a frightful pain in his right leg. He 
could not get upon his feet, so KS 
crawled to the lioness and sat upon her 
to examine his hurts. The small bone 
was broken between knee and ankle. 
His clothing was torn, and there were 

long, raw scratches upon his left shoul- 
der and arm. He sat a few moments, 
thinking. 
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rhan't be able to walk in a fortnight— 
maybe a month—and tlje mail due 
through day after to-morrow. No help 
nearer than two days’ journey. What 
ought a fellow to do? First, got to fix 
this leg myself. Next, get up that deer 
for provision. Lucky there’s lots of 
wood ready. Guess I can stick it out 
here till I can travel, if they don’t miss 
the mail and send a scout to look for 
it. Here you, Letters, quit worrying 
the lion’s ear!” 

Ben crawled to the nearest bushes 
and cut half a dozen stout splints. 
With these and his handkerchief he 
bound up his leg, first carefully put- 
ting the bone in place. Then he 
crawled to the camp, cut a long string 
from the sledge there, and wound his 
bound-up leg securely. Also he washed 
his scratches and anointed them with 
fat melted over his fire. With the ax 
he cut two crotched poles for crutches, 

"GO. LETTERS! GO TO SCOTT'S!" 

•Juced to a commonplace spring. After 
that the great trail" no longer bent 
that way, and the place, once thronged 
with devotees, became waste. 

When a few thin settlements began 
beyond the mountains, Richard Garry 
took the contract for carrying the mail 
over the Witchwater route once a 

month. This route was 93 miles with- 
out a habitation. He followed the old 
trail past Witchwater, the new road 
being not yet made, and it was general- 
ly called “the Witchwater mail.” 

An accident had lamed Garry, so 

that his nephew, Ben, a young hunter 
not half-way through his teens, took 
out the December mail, starting at day- 
break with the post-bag, provisions, 
Bnowslioes, ax and fur sleeping bag 
bound on a sledge, making a load of 
about 100 pounds. His rifle was at his 
back, revolver on one hip, knife on the 
other, sledge line of buckskin over his 
breast, and dog at his heels. 

“Ben,” said the old postmaster, “this 
is an extra mail. All the settlers on 

the other side get their Christmases 
In this mail. Be careful, lad, and put 
her through on time. You can do it 
in four days?” 

“Uncle Sam can be sure she’ll get 
there all right If the mountains don't 
fall on us—can't he, Letters?” 

Letters was Garry’s small shepherd 
dog, who barked as if in acquiescence. 

“Good-by, then. Snow isn’t deep yet. 
Guess you’ll have a fair trip. Luck to 
you! Good-by, Letters!’ 

Letters ran up aud gravely put up 
a paw for his customary good-by 
shake. The ceremony having been duly 
performed, the postmaster watched 
them stride over the snow until they 
disappeared behind a clump of bush, i 

It was still early to camp when Ben 
arrived at Witchwater, the second day 
out This was the usual camp, and 
had a little brush hut with plenty of 
wood piled up, close to the spring. He 
had only 43 miles farther to go, and 
two days in which to do it. He was 

tired. So he lighted a Are, ate supper, 
made his bed, and slept, with Letters 
at.his feet. 

In the night Letters growled and 
pawed at his master’s breast, All the 
evening a pair cf mountain lions had 
been screaming not far away; but s*eh 
Bounds were too familiar to alarm 
either Ben or the dog. 

Wondering that the dog had roused 
him, Bsn took his rifle and went out. 
His camp-fire, nearly burned to ashes 
and close to the gulch wall, was visible 
a few yards’ distance. There was but 
a faint moonlight down in the gulch, 
but the rough snowy edges showed dis- 
tinctly against the sky. 

Seeing nothing alarming, Ben sup- 
posed that one of the lions had ven- 

tured to the gulch cliff directly over 
the camp, so that the dog smelled him. 
If so, the creature was now gone; be- 
sides, he cared little for such beasts. 

Walking silently down the gulch a 
little way, be suddenly encountered a 

deer, probably going to the spring to 
drink. His rifle sprang to his shoul- 
der, but it took some seconds to catch 
ftu aiui m umi ugui. as uw uugci 

pressed the trigger, he saw, out of the 
corner of one eye, the head and pricked 
ears of a lion rise over the edge of the 
gulch above him. 

With the flash and crack of his rifle 
the deer leaped and fell, and the 
stretched body of a lioness appeared 
falling through the air upon Ben. He 
was driven violently back Into the 

snow, and lay dazed. 
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Careless of Santa Claim. 
"Little Billy Billions is crying as if his 

heart will break," said one nurse maid. 
“What’s the matter?” asked the other. 
"He’s jealous of little Tommy Tril- 

lions next door. He thinks the railroad 
bonds Tommy got in his Christmas 
stocking will pay bigger dividends than 
the corporation stock that Santa Claus 
left him.”—Washington Star. 

Ancient Superstition. 
There is a curious eld superstition 

that nine holly-leaves tm in a band-; 

put his broken leg in a sling from his 
shoulder, and found that he could hob- 
ble slowly. 

Thus he made his way down to the 
deer, skinned and cut it up, and with 
Letters to help pull, dragged its flesh 
to camp on its skin, a yard at a time. 
In doing this while his hurts were yet 
new, he suffered much less than if he 
had waited. 

This work occupied him all night 
By the time he had eaten a little break- 
fast his hurts began to inflame, and the 
pain made him feel sick. Nevertheless 
he slept several hours in pure exhaus- 
tion. 

When he awoke at noon his broken 
leg was swollen and very painful. So 
he heated water in his camp pan, and 
laved it for a long time, until the swell- 
ing partly subsided and the ache near- 
ly ceased. But his scratches burned 
and smarted dreadfully. 

Four days of this wore upon Ben. 
Ceaseless pain, an awful sense of lone- 
ly helplessness, cold, damp, sleepess- 
ness, the accidental touching of his 
sores and continual irritation, all to- 
gether were united with worry about 
the mail. 

As it was now two days past the 
time when the mail was due, Ben be- 
gan to hone the settlers Wnnlr? con 

for it. Naturally they would be impa- 
tient at not receiving their Christmas 
letters and packages. 

So far the weather bad been good. 
Letters had enjoyed himself. The re- 
mains of the deer and lions furnished 
him with all the feasting to which he 
chose to invite himself. 

The fifth day a great storm began, 
which lasted several days, with inter- 
vals. Snow fell thickly, and a gale 
blew great drifts over the rocky walls 
of the gulch, filling it with deep piles. 

Luckily the camp and spring were 
under the sneltering wall. AH along 
that side there remained a narrow 
clear streak, a path by which Letters 
went to his feasts, and a space for Ben 
to move about the little that was nec- 

essary. This storm put an end to 
hopes of speedy rescue. No scout 
would go over the trail until the snow 

settled. 
Three days later came a storm of 

sleet, followed by freezing weather, 
which put a strong crust on the snow. 

Seeing Letters frolic over this crust 
gave Ben an idea. 

“If I could send a message for help 
by the dog! Why not? He’s used to 
being sent on errands.’ So he heated 
the tongue of a buckle, and burned on 

a chip these words 
“Xmas mail-stopped at Witchwater— 

broken leg. Send help. Garry.” ■' 

Paper might get wet. This chip 
could neither tear nor fade. He tied it 
to Letters’ neck. Then he tried patient- 
ly All day to start Letters. But Letters 
could not understand, although he evi- 
dently tried hard. He was wanted to 
go somewhere; so be went down the 
gulch, up the gulch, out on the trail, 
forward and back a mile or so. and re- 
turned. 

Finally, near night, Ben ostentatious- 
ly tied up the chip in a rag, put the 
package in Letters’ mouth, and or- 
dered : “Go, Letters! Go to Scott’s! 
Take it to Scott’s! Go!" 

Scott was the name of the postmas- 
ter where the mall was due. Letters 
knew him. He looked grieved, it was 

such a long way off. He seemed to 
think for a moment; then be laid down 
the rag and put out his paw for a 
good-by shake. 

kerchief with nine knots, and placed 
under the pillow on Christmas night, 
will cause the sleeper to dream of his 
or her future wife or husband. 

Ben shook, then said: "Good-by! 
Now go, sir! Go to Scott's!” Letters 
picked up the rag, whined mournfully, 
and trotted away over the edge of the 
gully. 

One hour—two—three—the dog did 
not return. He was gone. Would he 
keep on the whole 43 miles? Would 
he get through in spite of the dangers 
by the way? 

When two more days and nights 
had passed with no rescue, Ben feared 
that Letters was dead, and resolved to 
start himself the next morning. 

“Bone’s knit all right,” he thought, 
after dressing his leg. "Daren’t try 
any weight on it yet, but I reckon I 
can travel on one foot. Guess I can 
draw the mail sledge, a few rods at a 

time, quite a piece in all day. This 
mail has got to go on somehow.” 

Thus resolved, he slept soundly. In 
the night he was awakened by a 
pounce upon his body. He started up, 
grasping his revolver. 

“Why, Letters!” 
The dog barked, pranced, rolled o^tr 

stood up on his hind legs, shook hands 
and manifested delight in every dog- 
gish way. But Ben noticed that he 
did it lamely and with nice care. Mak- 
ing his Are biaze, he saw that Letters 
was badly scratched with sore scars, 
besides being very tired. 

No doubt the dog bad been in a Agh* 
with some wild beast a day or two ago 
But the chip was gone—evidently Let- 
ters had lost it. 

Ben fed the dog liberally, and the 
two lay down together. They would 
start in the morning, and Letters 
would help him. 

Just after daylight Letters leaped 
up, barking, and ran out of sight along 
the trail. Ben heard him barking a 

long way off. Soon a clear “Hello!" 
sounded above his bark, and presently 
Letters reappeared at the brow of the 
gulch, proudly leading three stalwart 
settlers. 

“Hello, down there!” one cried. “All 
alive and chipper, eh? That’s good! 
We feared—How’s this? We expected 
to find Dick Garry! Well, well! And 
you’re getting on fine. Boy, you’ve 
done a big thing; mighty few men 

could have managed so well.” 
Ben shook hands ail round. Then 

came a reaction. He buried his face 
in his hands and sobbed for several 
minutes. 

“Don’t, now!” “Sbo!” “Your hard 
times are all over now, youngster!” 
“Take it easy!” With such assurances 
the men soothed him until he became 
calm. 

One of them, busy getting breakfast, 
broke out: “Well, if the youngster 
hain’t kept camp neater’n a well man! 
Meat hung up, eevrythlng clean and 
handy, no litter. And he ’most too lame 
to stir!” 

“Sho! So he has. But see this here 
leg, Bill. If there’s a doctor can do up 
a broken limb in a handier job than 
this I don’t know him! Ben, you’re a 

buster!” 
While eating, they told Ben how Let- 

ters appeared at Scott's, torn and 
bloody. They inferred he had met nad 
fought off a wildcat. The chip which 
he carried was read, and three men 

started as soon as they could get 
ready. Letters’ wounds were dressed; 
he was fed and given a bed by the 
fire; but he soon started after tire men, 
and kept with them until they were 

about a dozen miles from Witchwater, 
when he dashed ahead alone. 

After breakfast one of the men set 
off with the mail. The other two rigged 
a liUpr of two noles. with skins lAshori 

across them, on which Ben lay com- 

fortably, while the men shouldered the 
poles and carried him. 

The mail reached Scott’s on the 
morning of the day before Christmas. 
What a Christmas eve the settlers 
made for him! 

There was not another stocking in 
all that region so stuffed as his on 

Christmas morning, and there were, 
besides, parcels that it could not hold. 
He was given a seat of honor at the 
Christmas dinner at Scott’s, and when 
the toast was given, “The Witchwater 
Mail,” to which Ben was expected to 
speak, all he could say, being greatly 
abashed at the cheering, was: 

“Ladies and gentlemen. The mail- 
well—er—the mail—she’s bound to gel 
through, if the mountains don’t fall on 
us! Eh, Letters?” 

Letters was seated in a chair where 
he could catch morsels thrown to him, 
At this appeal he barked right enthusi- 
astically, plainly replying, “Right you 
are, Master Ben!"—Youth’s Compan- 
ion. 

CHRISTMAS OF PURITANS. 
After Time of Queen Bess Birthday 

of Christ Was Made Occasion 
for Mad Revelry. 

More and more after the time of 
Queen Bess was Christmas made an oc- 

casion for mad revelry instead of a joy- 
ous Christian celebration. 

Finally that part of the English peo- 
ple called the Puritans, who had become 
disgusted with the growing foolishness 
of the Christmas celebration, got parlia- 
ment to prohibit Christmas festivities 
of any sort. And for ten years the only 
way Christmas was celebrated was by a 
fast. Even for merely decorating their 
church with evergreens the trustees of 
St. Margaret’s (Westminster) church, 
in London, were placed under arrest. 

The Puritans went entirely too far, 
you see, in their sternness, and, natur- 
ally, the people rebelled. So they be- 
gan celebrating Christmas secretly at 
home with all sorts of festivities. And, 
because they did it secretly, they felt as 
if thev were verv sinful. “When the 

church refused to use her pleasant nests 
Satan stole them and made them 
snares.” So people said at that time; or, 
as other people put it: ‘‘Father Christ- 
mas was let in at the back door.” 

A little later, when the Puritans lost 
their political power in England and 
had to seek a refuge elsewhere, many of 
them, as you know, came to America. 
Bringing with them, as they did, their 
stern prejudice against festivals, they 
completely ignored Christmas for a 
long, long time. 

Their children and great-grandchil- 
dren, however, 0id not inherit their 
prejudice so strongly, and then, too, they 
were influenced by the Dutch colonists 
in New Amsterdam (now New York), 
who always kept a very merry, but per- 
fectly respectable, Christmas. 

So, at last, Puritan New England 
‘‘came around,” and permitted Christ- 
mas to be celebrated once again in all 
her homes with “moderate festivities 
and rejoicing after attendance at the 
place where God is preached.” 

why that bad boy found not even a 
piece of candy in his stocking on 
Christmas morning? 

Little Johnnie (who has had experi- 
ence)—Because he had swiped every- 
thing in the night—Brooklyn Life. 

Stocking Up. 
“What are you buying all that stuff 

for, old man?” 
“Otu»L mn just stocking up t>r the 

Cihrl'stmas stocking up.”—Houston 

ZAPOTECAN WEDDING 

PICTURESQUE CEREMONIAL OP 
TEHUANTEPEC INDIANS, 

Che “Fiesta” Xs as Affair of Real 
Beauty—Brass Band a Fea- 

ture of the Bre- 
oession. 

The Indians of the Isthmus of Tehuan- 

tepoc are a race apart. Ethnologists 
say that the beauty of the women of the 

Zapotecan race, the principal people of 
the isthmus, is excelled only by the 
women of the Samoan islands of the Pa- 

cific, says Modern Mexico. 
The principal ornament of a well- 

dressed Zapotecan, aside from her 

rings of various sorts, is her 
necklace of American gold coins. 

Nothing but American gold is 

ever used. British sovereigns, French, 
German and even the present small 

percentage of Mexican gold coins 
are all disdained, and American gold is 

bought at a high premium in order that 
it may adorn the necks of the belles of 
the isthmian metropolis. 

These coins are fastened together 
with gold wires and chains, making a 

very showy if not beautiful ornament. 
Every centavo a woman can save goes 
Into her store against the time when she 
can buy another coin to add to her neck- 
lace. Half eagles and double eagles are 

fastened together in this gorgeous 
chain, and the value of the decoration 
ranges all the way from a single half 
eagle, suspended on a chain, to the great 
cape of golden coins which belongs to a 

famous Tehuantepec heiress and is 
valued at about $3,000 gold. 

The strangest anomaly, to civilized 

eyes, of all this finery and the money 

that is invested in it lies in the fact that 
not one of the true Zapotecan women 

will wear shoes. The foreign footwear 
is a species of invasion and uncleanll- 
ness that they will not enaure. me re- 

straint and the undeniable unhealthi- 
ness of shoes in a tropic country have 
all their share of blame, but one can- 

not but think that it is most the ancient 
custom that has come down from long 
ago that keeps them from it. The 
Zapotecans are the cleanest people in 
the world, as a race, and the long lines 
of bathers on eaoh bank of every stream 
of the isthmus of Tehuantepec, from 
early dawn until nightfall, attests the 
fact of their irreproachable cleanliness. 

A Zapotecan wedding fiesta is a thing 
of real beauty. The queer, low, hot 
country churches are the scene of the 
religious ceremony. After the wedding 
the remarkable brass band, of which 
•very wedding fiesta must boast at least 
one, heads the procession, and in their 
white muslin suits, barefooted and be- 
hatted with rough sombreros, the band- 
men form their rough ranks and lead 
the wedding procession of bedollared 
women and men in alpaca coats and big 
silver and gold embroidered sombreros 
through the narrow, dusty streets of the 
city. 

The procession makes its way to the 
scene of the festivities, where under a 

canopy of straw mats, and with mats 
and rich grasses and flowers for wall 
decorations, the dirt floor has been cov- 

ered with deep gravel, and the band finds 
Its place from which to discourse the 
music for the dance. Here in the gravel 
the ball goes on. An Indian adaptation 
of the native Spanish dance, the “joto,” 
is a feature, and each vies with the other 
for an opportunity to dance with the 
bride. Then all the company join 
hands and dance about the bride and 
bridegroom, who stand in the middle of 
the circle. Then the ring breaks, and 
each in his turn, still dancing, whirls in 
to swing the bridegroom, then the bride, 
and, courtesylng, passes over to the 
nthfir Hide. 

During the dancing refreshments, 
consisting of drinks from those of the 
ancient Zapptecans down to the most 
modern, are served in the house adjoin- 
ing. Here the bridegroom stands as 

host, driking with all his guests, who 
offer him the most appropriate and inap- 
propriate toasts with a wish for his and 
his bride’s future happiness. 

The dance goes on for many days 
sometimes, and always lasts far into 
each night. And it is not an uncommon 
or dismaying circumstance to recognize 
later in the person of a manta clad la- 
borer on one’s place the handsome 
bridegroom of yesterday, who was so 

resplendent in new alpaca and gorgeous 
sombrero. 

How the Turk Holds On. 
The Turkish empire has been greatly 

pared down in the last century, but still 
the Turks seem rooted in Constantino- 
ple. The explanation of this awkward 
fact 1b in a measure diplomatic and in a 
measure racial. If European diplomacy 
is paralyzed by jealousies the Turks are 
a strong people. Pressed into a corner, 
they fight with a skill and a fury which 
recalls the achievements of their an- 
cestors. They are a serious, earnest 
race among peoples whose convictions 
are not strong and mainly opportune. 
The Turks feel their religion so deeply 
that they are willing to die for it. A 
people who in this age are capable of 
that sacrifice must be put out of Europe 
by superior force. Superior argument 
will not do it.—Boston Transcript. 

Educator's Pun. 
Dr. Thwing, president of the West- 

ern Reserve university, is credited with 
a clever mot in connection with the 
recent horse show in New York. In 
company with another educator he vis- 
ited the show one evening and his 
friend remarked that it seemed more 
of a dress exhibition than- one of 
equine excellence. “In other words,” 
said Dr. Thwing, “it is a clothesline in- 
stead of a horse rein.” 

U w*_ wri... 

"I’ve got a sure thing proposition to 
make to you,” said the youngster pro- 
moter, confidently. 

“Absolutely sure?” asked the old 
millionaire. 

“No doubt about it.” 
"Then keep it yourself, my boy. I 

should hate to take anything like that 
from you. It would seem like rob- 
bery.”—Detroit Free Press. 

j 
Xt Couldn’t Be. 

Bacon—I know an old soldier who 
has lived for years with a ball in the 
vicinity of his nose. 

Egbert—I’ll bet it isn’t a moth-ball! 
—Yonkers Statesman. 

Xing to Give Autoboat Prises. 
King Victor Emmanuel, the ministry 

of marine, and several public institu- 
tions have promised important prizes 
for sutoboats if the next contest tor 
the Mediterranean cup takes place, as 

proposed, between Palermo and Tou- 
lon, in which case important Italian 
Arms will participate. 

Keeps It Himself. 
Many a man who robs Peter to pay 

Paul is likely to change his mind 
about it and let Paul wait a while for 
what is coming to him. 

AN OPEN-AIR PHILOSOPHER 

Enunciates His Peculiar Views on 
That Martyr to Humanity, 

the Doctor. 

The village oracle, old Lim Jucklin, 
•xploiting his ideas on divers and 
sundry topics in Opie Read’s latest 
hooks, says: "Every man that gets 
money without stealing it earns it, I 
reckon, but I don’t know of anybody 
that comes nearer earning it twice 
over than the doctor. He has to put 
forth all the skill he has and then 
must lie to keep hope alive. And hope 
is the best medicine ever discovered. 

"A doctor must know human nature 
as well as medicine, and this knowl- 
edge mixed with medicine is what 
makes one doctor better than another. 
I’ve known 'em to git out of their beds 
the coldest nights that .ever blowed 
and ride ten miles to doctor a man 

they knowed wasn’t a-goin’ to pay a 
cent. It takes great strength always 
to handle weakness; it takes a god-like 
patience to deal with the fretful and 
not be warped over to the side of con- 
tinual peevishness, and whenever I 
hear a doctor a-laughln’ I always re- 
joice with him. Science in medicine 
travels slow, for every human body is 
an individual machine, and every 
mornln’ has a new way to go wrong. 
And I’ve known men to be such liars 
that they wouldn’t tell a doctor the 
truth as to how they felt, fearing they 
were giving him a little advantage. 
The average doctor has a good sense 
of humor and has stored up some of 
the oldest jokes I ever heard, and this 
is in the direct line of his usefulness, 
for a sick man can’t understand a new 
Joke as well as he can an old one. 

j The old one may bring up the memory 
I of a former laugh and thereby do him 

rrnn.'l 

“The saddest time for the sick man 
la not when the doctor is coming to 

-see him, but the time when the doc- 
tor’s bill begins to pay its visits. It 
aught not to be, but a doctor’s bill is 
a mighty hard thing to pay. It is 
like paying for a January overcoat ia 
luly.” 

— 

WINTER BIRD NEIGHBORS. ! 

Many of These Much-Traveled Little 
Fellows Are Surprisingly i 

Tame. 
T 

It i3 surprising that there are birds 
which come to us only to spend the win- 
ter, says St. Nicholas, leaving us again 
at the beginning of spring for northern 
lands and snow-banked hillsides, where 
the long day and pale twilight nights of 
the arctic reign. Birds that raise their 
broods in the far, treeless northland, 
where heather, grasses and stunted 
alders grow on a shallow, soaking soil 
underlaid by a great depth of eternal ice, 
at the approach of winter gather into 
great roving flocks to surge southward 
to the gentler climate of our blizzardy 
“temperate" winters! Yet all young 
country folks have seen these restless, 
wandering flocks of winter lovers, and 
occasionally even in the towns and cities 
there arrive unfamiliar companies of 
fat, fluffy birds, busily opening the 
cones of firs and spruces, or devouring 
the buds of the maples. 

Many of these much-traveled little fel- 
lows are wonderfully tame, and seem 
not to experience fear of man so uni- 
versal with animals that rear their 
young in his neighborhood. Pine-gros- 
beaks and cross-bills, whose real homes 
are in the silent, moss-filled spruce 
forests of the great north, will almost 
allow themselves to be caught in your 
hand! With the field-roving kinds, like 
the snow-buntings, horned larks, and 
longspurs, this fearlessness is not 
fAlltwl nn/\KeKltr ffAm ikn /.nnntnn1 — — 1- 

out they are forced to keep against the 
cunning and hungry white foxes and the 
daring, trap-jawed little ermine that 
persistently hunt them in their north- 
land home. But the rosy little redpolls, 
the creepers, kinglets, “little friend 
chickadee,” as the northern Indians call 
him, and all the other deep forest dwell- 
ers, are as unafraid of us as they are of 
the gentle porcupines and deer of their 
home woods. 

—————— 

Veiled Auctions in India. 
In the course of an interesting paper 

on shellac, communicated to the Phar- 
maceutical society. Sir George Watt, C. 
I. E., described the quaint practice 
adopted at the auctions in India. The 
buyers and sellers join hands and sit 
facing each other, a cloth being thrown 
over the hands. The buyer presses cer- 
tain fingers of the seller’s hand, thus 
making an offer. This is usually reject- 
ed by a motion of the head, and further 
finger pressing ensues. Finally the bar- 
gain is struck without a word having 
been uttered. The advantage claimed 
for this system is that the buyer may 
proceed from one seller to another and 
make his purchases without his price 
being known to other dealers.—London 
Mail. 

London Legend. 
There is a curious legend in regard 

to Deadman’B place, Southwark, Lon- 
don. An ingenious old writer says 
that the name originated as follows: 
“In Deadmau’s place, at St. Mary- 
overus, a man servant being buried at 
seven of the clocke in the morning, 
and the grave standing open for more 
dead Commodities, at fours of the 
clocke in the same evening he was got 
up alive againe by a strange miracle ; 
which to be true and certaine, hun- 
dreds of people can testifie that sawe 
him acte like a country Ghoste in his 
white peackled sheete.” However, a 
more exact historian explained that 
the name was merely a corruption of 
“Desmond’s place.” 

Different. 
She had said “yes” and he was tak- 

ing the measure for the solitaire. 
“Darling,” he said, “you are the 

only woman I ever proposed to.” 
“I’m afraid you have a poor mem- 

ory, dear," she rejoined. “You once 
ioiq me you naa Deen engaged to a 
widow” 

“True,” he replied, “but that was 
during leap year.—“Chicago Daily 
News. 

Where Did He Get It? 
Bacon—He made all his money ia 

Washington. 
Egbert—And is he rich? 
“Very.” 
“Was he a congressman or a wait- 

er?”—Yonkers Statesman. 

Hot at All a Dry Season. 
And now that Rear Admiral Prince 

Louis of Battenberg and his squad- 
ron have sailed away, it may not be a 

breach of confidence to say that they 
had 9 high old time in New York, 
and that the festivities were as wet 
as they were halcyon and vociferous. 

What Russia Heeds. 
Each of the Russian grand dukes re- 

ceives a salary of $1,000,000 a year. We 
believe their places could be well filled 
by cheaper men. 

For Invalids, Infants and the Aged 
"V 

A physician writes; “ I gave to a lady, long suffering with a stomach trouble, who found it difficult to 
obtain a food that digested well 

D* PRICE'S 
WHEAT FLAKE CELERY 

and it proved acceptable to her stomach, digested readily, and assisted in bridging over a crisis in her 
history.” “ I recommend it to invalids, infants and aged, and to all persons as pure, healthy cereal food." 

Palatable—Nutritious—Easy of Digestion and Ready to Eat 
My signature on 
every package. • 

h.cQjeJ 
Dr. Price, the creator of Dr. Price’s Cream Baking Powder and Delicious Flavoring Extracts.' 

Prepared by PRICE CEREAL FOOD CO., Food Mins, BATTLE CREEK, MICH., Main Offloos, CHICAGO 
PEOPLE IN PASSING. 

Lawrence H. Grahame, of New York 
city, who has just been appointed com- 

missioner of the interior for Porto 
Rico, was formerly a newspaper man, 
and last year was the secretary of the 
government commission for the St. 
Louis world’s fair. 

Henry V. Lucas, a descendant of one 

of the oldest families In St. Louis, 
who lost his fortune about 20 years 
Sgo trying to promote the Union Base- 
ball association, of which he was the 
president, has been appointed to, hn 
inspectorship in the St. Louis street 
department at a salary of $75 a month. 
At one time he was worth $1,500,000. 

Robert M. Thompson, president of 
the New York metal exchange, prob- 
ably sleeps in the loftiest bedroom in 
the world. It is located on the twen- 
ty-fifth floor of the Wall street ex- 

change building, 300 feet above the 
heart of the Gotham financial district, 
and when Mr. Thompson looks from 
his window at the cross on the top 
of Trinity church steeple his gaze 
must take a slightly downward direc- 
tion. 

Gen. William R. Shafter, United 
States army, retired, of Bakersfield, 
Cal., was recently in Sacramento city 
exhibiting a. nmnll hprH Af nhnirfi .Tfir- 

sey cattle at the state fair. Gen. 
Shafter Is now deeply interested in 
stock raising and devotes almost his 
entire time to his herd of Jerseys. 
He has not a very large herd, but the 
cattle that he owns are high bred. He 
is quite proud of them and has carried 
away high awards wherever he has ex- 

hioited them. 
Patrick Sweeney, a 70-year-old miner 

residing at Coaldale, Pa., claims to 
have the most remarkable record of 
any miner in the world. He has, ac- 

cording to his figures, driven nine 
miles of gangway himself and mined 
enough coal to supply the country for 
half a year. During this time he was 

never seriously injured, but he as- 

sisted in carrying from the mines 115 
men who had been killed and 300 in- 
jured. In his home town he has for 
many years been looked upon as the 
leading citizen. He has acted as pall- 
bearer at 997 funerals and has stood 
sponsor for 714 children. 

Every person who travels on the 
steamer Chequamegon, which plies be- 
tween St. Ignace, Mich., and The 
Snows, is forced to look up to the 
master of the craft, Christa C. Fowler, 
for he stands six feet nine inches and 
is the tallest boat captain on the lakes. 
Capt. Fowler is a member of a re- 

markable family. His brother, Irving 
J. Fowler, of Whiteeastle, La., three 
years his junior, is of the same height 
and weight; his father, J. K. Fowler, 
of Nashville, Mich., also is six feet 
nine, and his sister. Flora Fowler, of 
Kalamazoo, is six feet two inches tall, 
'liie mariner is well proportioned. 

Easy Money. 
Two street peddlers in Bradford, 

England, bought a horse for $11.25. 
It was killed by a motor car one day 
and the owner paid them $115 for the 
loss. Thereupon a new industry 
sprang up on the roads of England. 

ir^lOTTON fields need never “wear out.” 

|g A complete fertilizer, with the right 
amount of Potash, feeds to the soil the 
nourishment that cotton must have, and 
which the cotton removes from year to year. 

“Cotton Culture,” our interesting 90-page 
book, contains valuable pointers on cotton- 

raising, and shows, from comparative photo- 
graphs, what enormous cotton yields Potash 
has produced in different states. This book 
will be sent you free of any cost or obligation 
if you will just write us for it. 

Address. GERMAN KALI WORKS. 
V^.l._A1 n. <«ii/ n_a 01_a 

“NUBLACK” BLACK POWDER SHELLS I 
The “Nublack” is a grand good shell. It is I 
good in construction, primed with a quick | 
and sure primer, and carefully loaded with | 
the best brands of powder and shot. It is a I 
favorite among hunters and other users of 1 
black powder shells on account of its I 
uniform shooting, evenness of pattern |j 
and strength to withstand reloading. I 
ALL D E ALERS SELL T H E M | 

PEACE AND COMFORT 

u 3 «»i h EI 

-A FIRST-CLASS CIGA^ADEOrA-- 
FINE QUALITY HAVANA TOBACCO. — Try Them. 
^•5” and “Agents” 5c Cigars Are Leaders of the World. 

(PILESVJBSBl JHjy- cuKD*«sEam»«?j&®| I Jr Jl Mmdmrnd bJ DBS. THOBNTQK < HIHOR-ioio Oak 3t. KIUBA3 CITY, MO. (am** omct «qt. Umia)| 

WHISFEBED BY WIVES. lllll H ■ Aim 
— SICK HEADACHE Marriage is a mistake, and you are WBWB™ BBHB 

a blunder that I cannot correct Positively cured by 
these Little Pills. { 

Men have the rapid change artists T)iey also relieve DL> 
beaten. Before we were married you tress from Dyspepsia, In- 
called me dear. Now you want me to digestion and Too Hearty 
be cheap. Eating. A perfect rem- 

edy for Dizziness, Nausea. 
You aro constantly complaining Drowsiness* Bid Taste 

about my cooking, but at no time do in the Mouth. Coated 
you neglect to pass your plate for a Tongue, Pain in the side, 
second helping. torpid Liver. They 

regulate the Bowels. Purely Vegetable. The difference between a husband _AA_ ,...„ 

and a lover is that while both know SHALL PILL* SMALL DOSE* SMALL PRICE 
that the soup is burned, the latter « „ 
eats it and says nothing. Genuine Must Bear 

I have come to the conclusion that 
iml 8 ignature 

good husbands are only so during the 
honeymoon. That is why all novels ^ ^ 

end with the wedding day. REFUSE SUBSTITUTES. 

There is only One 
Genuine-SyrUp Of FigS, 

(The Genuine is Manufactured by the 
California Fig Syrup Co. 

The full name of the company, California Rig Syrup Co, 
la printed on the front of every package of the genuine. 

The Genuine-' Syrup of Figs- Is for Saie, in Original 
Packages Only, by Reliable Druggists Everywhere 

Knowing the above will enable one to avoid the fraudulent imita- 
tions made by piratical concerns and sometimes offered by unreliable 
dealers. The imitations are known to act injuriously and should 
therefore be declined. 

Buy the genuine always if you wish to get Its beneficial effects. 
It cleanses the system gently yet effectually, dispels colds and headaches 
when bilious or • constipated, prevents fevers and acts best on the 
kidneys, fiver, stomach and bowels, when a laxative remedy is needed 
by men, women or children. Many millions know of its beneficial 
effects from actual use and of their own personal knowledge. It is the 
laxative remedy of the well-informed. 

Always buy the Genuine- Syrup of Figs 
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