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PAT’S EDUCATION

Selected

AT 2:00 a. m., Patterson, Jr., on
duty as night nurse in the pri-
son hospital, found his charges

all resting. So he wrapped himself in
a blanket and followed suit. A brisk
north wind, rattling at the windows,
reminded him of a chilly world out-
side. A little shiver rippled up Pat’s
moral backbone—at least it felt like
that. For in two weeks his time
would be up, as he reckoned it.
Somehow he was curiously upset be-
tween eagerness to taste the old-time
freedom, and a vague dread facing a
world that had changed from peace to

war and back again while he had
stood still.

Now Pat had inherited a strain of
his father’s energy, which was some-
what offset by a decided streak of lazi-
ness all his own. His father, when
young, was too busy taking his train-
ing in the school of poverty and hard
knocks to indulge his lazy impulses.
But, like many another mistaken
parent, ambitious, to give their sons an
easier and better chance to get ahead,
he had fairly cheated the,boy out of
valuable practical experience that be-
longed to him as a man in the making.
The result was that when
Sr., suddenly lost his fortune, and the
untrained youth tried to ease up his
debts with an illegal loan, he found
himself under the paternal care of the
state. Even at that, he wasn’t half
bad, and he left plenty of worse peo-
ple outside.

As Pat, Jr., lying blanketed and
thoughtful, reversed his mental gear,
his memory traveled back to his first
job in prison,—a very awkward
helper of the engineer in charge of a
new strip of roadway nearby. Some-
how the mechanical ‘bumps’ in Pat’s
head were about as large as dimples,
so that he knew as little about ma-
chinery as he did of millinery or of
Choctaw. To him the engineer
seemed like some magician disguised
in overalls. This man had such
amazing ease and power and certainty
about handling the great black iron
Juggernaut roller that, having im-
bibed quantities of oil and gasoline,
would purr and cough and chortle
its way back and forth, crushing
everything before it. That is, every-
thing but the big engineer, though he
was but a pygmy beside it. It obeyed
every move of his hand, that made
passes over it like the wand of a fairy
godmother. He knew just how much
to feed it and how to clean it up, as
a mother would a baby; and he knew
how to set its heart-beat throbbing in-
side at his touch. Then, when he took
his seat, it carried him, like a royal
potentate, up and down the rough
earth that, with their passing, grew
into a smooth ribbon of fine roadway.
With ‘Jumbo,’ as he called the big
roller, he could do the heaviest kind
of work, and then he could bring it to

a standstill on any chosen inch of
ground. And when the work day
ended, its hoarse voice was hushed at
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OUR MOTTO—“IT IS NEVER TOO LATE TO MEND”

his touch, and it settled down for a
night’s rest.

IfPat’s superior guessed how scared
his helper was at the idea of handling
this monstrous pet, he made no sign.
It was not his ‘to question why’ the
warden had given him this raw ma-
terial to mold into a near-engineer,
with some knowledge of the mysteries
of mechanics. He just began to

manage the case with the same firm,
light hand that had mastered the giant
Juggernaut. He went about it in the
simple, natural way that he used in
making good, lasting roadway grow
out of loose santf and jagged rocks
and slippery mud holes. What he
talked about to Pat was engines and
soils and grades and the like. But by
some magic of his own, he set his pu-
pil to thinking how he could level up
and smooth down and clean out and
strengthen the loose ends and inequal-
ities in his own disorderly makeup.

Not that Pat changed in a hurry,
any more than you and I do. It
takes time to see that something is
wrong with yourself when you are
busy feeling wronged. At first he_
dodged the painful truth, telling him-
self that his bad luck wasn’t fair; that
he was no worse than others who
escaped punishment; that he was not

understood— Oh, yes, he recited all
those familiar quotations that the
dodgers have used in self-defense ever
since Adam laid all his troubles to

Eve ancLthe apple.

Little by little, it dawned upon Pat
that his luck was about what he might
expect from the chances he had taken;
and that somehow neither he nor any
other could escape from the wrongs
that each one did to himself; and
moreover, that he was a long way
from understanding himself. His job
of caring for Jumbo showed him that
no matter how brave and bright a
showing one made outside, it was no
go unless things were right inside.
This idea came home to him the day
he failed to clean the spark plug, and
the engine balked until the engineer
took it in hand, and then it picked up
in a jiffy. It was such a foolish bit of
grime, too, to stop the progress of a
great* machine that rode rough-shod
over cart-loads of earth and rocks.

The same night Pat dreamed that
Jumbo came to his cell on the quiet
to say that an engine’s spark plug was
its conscience, and unless his was
clean, he couldn’t get ahead. And
Pat, being asleep, slapped the big
roller on the back for a good fellow
who knew when to tip his friends,
and said: “Righto, old chap, same
thing here.” Then they winked
‘good-bye’ to each other, and Jumbo
just vanished into thin air and blew
out between the bars. Of course,
Pat, in a wide-awake state would
have been huffy to have Jumbo know-
ing more secrets than he did. But it
seemed all right in the give-and-take
customs of dreamland, which is differ-
ent from day-time, when Jumbo pre-

tended he knew no language but his
own hoarse mutterings and busy
coughs and whistling screams.

Stillwater, Minnesota, Thursday, December 15, 1921.

Somehow what struck Pat the most
was the way he was always being
brought up standing by little things—-
by the importance of them. Why,
once when a good-sized piece of
Jumbo’s makeup fell off in the road
and a rod hung loose like a broken
leg, everything kept on going, with
never a waver or groan from the
engine. But another time, when just
a little screw got loose, everything
went wrong. That night, as Pat sat

mulling over a book on engines and
their ways with men, his mind wan-
dered off to the engineer’s talk on
loose screws generally. Somehow the
idea seemed to apply to human na-
ture, too; as though a man was an
engineer, with a life-job of making
something worth while out of him-
self, by handling the pent-up powers
of his body machinery. It looked as
though if the human machine got the
upper hand and ran wild with the
engineer, there was disaster ahead for
both of them. Pat wondered if the
idea came home to him because the
the engineer always spoke of Jumbo
in such a familiar, friendly way, and
treated it as if it had a good ma-
chine’s feelings, and had certain rights
and a power to serve well a master
who understood him.

Anyway, it struck Pat that his
troubles mostly came from little things
g~lng ?. iOiig. As he u'tm hack over
hi> life, step by step, to his young
boyhood, he saw where he had made
the wrong turn, again and again. He
was not naturally cruel or vicious or
dishonest; only he was just a bit too
timid or a little too lazy to face un-
pleasant issues or to push through
hard places. The growing impulses
of his youth’s body got ahead of his
weakened will-power, and left him
feeling a little less than clean and
frank and courageous.

The engine book was forgotten, as
Pat’s mind followed the boyish deceits
practised on his father, and he saw
them growing into habits that led up
to borrowing from his employer’s
cash-drawer. His prison term really
hinged on those boyish fibs to a father
who would have forgiven him for the
worst of the truth. And his stolen
pleasures, innocent enough in a way,
always left him with a bitter taste of
self-reproach and a damaged self-re-
spect. His father’s very trust and
fondness made it harder to act up to

the deceitful pose. In his dishonesty
with his father, he had robbed his
own character of its fine-grained
strength. Pat shrank from a flash of
the truth that he had convicted him-
self as he went along from boyhood to

manhood, stamping a living sentence
on his own character. He was no less
self-made than his father was, though
he had made quite a different piece of
work of the contract.

The remains of a large palace and
beautiful mosaics, also an old Roman
road, have been discovered by chance
at Alexandria, Egypt, by laborers
engaged in digging the foundations of
a new building. The ruins are of the
Ptolemite period.—Ex.
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ONE WAY TO GET GOLD

By Mr. H. H. M.

GOLD: What a peculiar fascina-
tion it holds for mankind. A
fascination so alluring, so all

compelling, that man crossed conti-
nents, facing continuous danger, over-
coming seemingly insurmountable ob-
stacles in order to get it. We are all
familiar with the ’49 stampede to
California, with the fight that the
“white man” made to wrest the Black
Hills from the “Indian,” and later
with the terrible trials the gold seeker
encountered in the Klondike. Allof
these men were after the “gold” that
could be taken out of the earth in the
form of gold dust or nuggets, by using
a pick and shovel and washing the pay
dirt in a sluice box. That is placer
mining or what is known as a “poor
man’s” mine. If a man was fortunate
enough to strike a rich pay streak he
soon accumulated a fortune.

The element of chance, with which
all men are imbued—to a greater or
lesser degree—is undoubtedly, one of
the reasons that there is a stampede
and rush to every new gold field that
is discovered. However, that is not

the gold I wish to treat of in this
paper. How many of you know or
realize that the great, consistent pro-
duct! >ifi. ,o?d i» not .found in a free
state, but is found in combination
with other metals and has to be
separated from them?.

There are a number of methods
used in the treatment of gold ores. In
this article I shall endeavor to ex-
plain to you, in as simple and clear a
manner as I possibly can, the treat-
ment of gold ores by the “smelting
process.”

A car of ore arrives at the smelter
and as it is being discharged, there is
made what is known as a ten per cent
cut. This is done with an automatic
machine. In order to make it clear
to you I will illustrate by stating that
if a man were to unload the car by
using a shovel, he would thrown nine
shovels of ore into the bin and the
tenth shovel of ore into a chute run-
ning to the sampling plant. After
this process had continued until the
car was emptied, the ore that went
to the sampling plant, would be
crushed and rolled and spread onto
the floor and divided into four parts
just as you would divide a pie into
quarters. Then taking two of the
quarters, one each from opposite sides,
you would have two quarters re-
maining with the triangular points
facing each other. These two re-
maining parts are mixed, spread out

and quartered again and the process
is repeated until there is but a few
pounds of ore left. The object in
making the ten per cent cut and
quartering down is to get an average
of the carload of ore, in order to make
an assay and determine the value of
the ore.

After the ore has been reduced to a

few pounds it is taken from the
sampling plant, to the laboratory and
ground down until it (Page 4, Cot. t)
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