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My neighbor hath a little field. 
Small store of wine its presses yield. 
And truly but a slender hoard 
Its i harvest brlng-s for barn or boarcl. 
Yet though a hundred fields are mine, 
Fertile with olive, com. and vine: 
Though autumn piles my garners high. 
Still for that Utile field I sigh. 
For, ah! methlnks no otherwhere 
Is any field so good and fair. 
Small though It be, 'tis better far 
Than all my fruitful vineyards are, 
Amid whose plenty sad I pine— 
"Ah, would that. UtUe field wer« mlnal" 
Large knowledge void of peace anij rest. 
And wealth with pining care possessed— 
These by my fertile lands are meant. 
That little field Is called Content. 

—Robertson Trowbridge, In Scribner's. 

Mmost Perfect Likeness of Infant on 
Center Leaf. 

It has been noticed frequently that 
plants, and especially orchids, bear 
curious resemblances to animals. This 
"baby orchid" is in a New Rochelle 
greenhouse. - In India there is an or-
chid which resembles a butterfly, 
with coloring enough like that oi a 
moccasin snake to be protected from 
Its natural enemies. 

The "baby orchid," obviously, gets 
Its name from the fact that on the 
curves of the center leaf, or petal, la 
the almost perfect likeness of a baby, 
partly molded, and in a measure 

HEIRESS OF THE SALT MARSHES 
By ASHBX DKEBINO. 

Copyright, aot, hy Daily Story FublUhing Company. 

Only after he had spilled a handful 
a t good wheat over the bare pTank 
floor did I understand what the old 
man had in mind when he would run 
the grains through his fists, like sand 
through an hour glass, and talk in a 
slow Apologetic monotone about the 
wealth of the marshes. 

I hope no one will think me a sordid 
persoB; I speak of his whim because 
it explains his last wish and bis last 
a c t He did not own a foot of the 
landscape and the shanty was no more 
than a squatter's claim. But some-
how his vague intentions had instilled 
In my heart a longing, without hope 
or reason, to inherit the dreary acres 
of reeds, pools of salt water and piles 
of sweepings, emptied from grain cars 
on the Y, and God willing, I shall Uve 
on this forgotten estate as long as I 
may. 

It is now perfectly clear that my 
• gentle, sensitive benefactor had 
thought an heiress would be happier 
f a r from here with the love of a 
worthy bridegroom, who once belonged 
In a city. He showed this by mute 
signs when he himself went out from 
the rule habitation never to come 
back alive. 
. For how many years I cannot tell, I 
sifted the waste of the grain cars that 
came down from the mills and eleva-
tors. Tons and tons of sweepings are 
run out on this little branch of the 
railroad and are unloaded by ¡ the 
brakeman with huge shovels. The 
railroad people call it the dump, but 
my guardian told me long ago the 
name of the station is Marsh Mine. He 
it was who discovered what those 
placer heaps contained. He invented 
a sifter and taught me how to sep-
arate the dust from the whéat. 

At first It was wild play to see the 
•chaff and flour dust flying like fine 
snow in the wind. I was a little girl 
then. After a while I came to know 
it was work, but did not complain. 
Other'poor people found out the mine 
and worked it for their daily bread 
and something more besides. But 
the idea of vast wealth grew upon 
my aged foster father until he began 
to talk • about turning the sacks of 
wheat into sacks of pure gold by some 
mysterious means^ This he said he 
could do, his thin face—pallid as the 
flour dust—staring at the hour glass 
he made with his bony hands. ' 

As wé sat together by the peat fire 
In the shanty and waited the long win-
ter evenings for word of a new siding 
of cars I would ask the old man many 
'«my Questions, but always wî^en he 
did not wish to speak his mind he 
was listening to the wind rushing in 
from the sea over the salt marshes. 
And his answer was ever the same: 
"Ah. my little girl, it will be fine to-
morrow at the mine." 

Afterward the track walker would 
knock to tell us the cars were due to 
come down by daybreak. He would 
seldom enter and seldom stay long, 
because I think he was afraid the rail-
road spies would hear he was giving 
Information and haVe him discharged, 
though he never said so. 

He was a finé/fellow for taking the 
risk. But whoever heard of employ-
ers BO selfish, so heartless? 

From the track walker I learaed all 
the signals of the trainmen and I 
could answer them when I saw him 
far off soimding the rails of the main 
line and stopping now and then tx) ex-

^ amine a lòòséned bolt. But he would 
' not come near the diggings of Marsh 

Mine in the day. Hundreds of bags of 
half wheat have the old man and I 
taken out of the sweepings from the 
mills, which are many miles away. 
The work did not stop in any season, 
wet or dry, warm or drear, since the 
mills never quit grinding. At last the 
old man became too feeble to carry 
the sacks of wheat on his back to the 
shanty. All he could do was tie the 
f a n sacks with strips of cotton, dam 
holes in those that were empty and 

to say that when the mine had cleared 
up a hundred times as many sacks as 
his age, then he would die and I should 
be heiress of the marshes, I set no 
store by his oft-repeated promise, for-
getting how many thousand bushels of 
grain ore had gone to the make-be-
lieve assayer. Still I humored his 
whim and even said I would marry 
the nomad of the main line who risked 
his job so many times to make us 
wealthy. 

Yes, my love had made his plea— 
a plea w^ithout a plan. And that I 
know is for love's own sake. But 
somehow I fancied he watched a little 
wistfully at times the faces that sped, 
by a t the windows of the through ex-
press. 'And now I am afraid it was 
my anxious gaze down the track at 
sunset that helped the old man to 
think some day our track walker would 
turn his face the other way and we 
would not see him again. 

My benefactor became a watcher as 
well as L Often after a day's work we 
have climbed up into the signal tower 

We would wave hands to him. 
by the Y and looked for the solitary 
figure coming nearer and nearer on 
the double tracks. Then we would 
wave hands to him, shout good-night 
when he approached and passed, and 
go home together—the old man and I 
—happy as the-wild ducks that fly 
over the "marsh. 

"He's a good boy," the old man 
would say simply. 

My heart leaped to thank him, but 
some thing held my tongue. Perhaps 
it would only have made the old man 
brood more deeply over the purpose I 
was unconscious of. 

One day as he limped over the half-
frozen ground I remembered that he 
said, "Ah, my child. It Is a terrible 
thing to be old." 

I shall never forget the sadness in 
that voice or the look in those deep-
set eyes. 

One other time I have seen him that 
way; his eyes wide open with a far-
away stare, as If trying to 'see where 
the snow flakes began their intermin-
able Journey. 

I am sure it was a sudden great 
blow to my guardian when he heard 
the track walker was discharged. He 
came to tell us how it happened and 
to say good-by, stopping first a t the 
grain cars on the Y, which he had 
never done before. My sweetheart is 
young and brave, so he only laughed. 
But I had no heart to go on with my 
sifting. I accompanied him across 
the marsh to talk It over with the old 
man. 

For the first time in winter the door 
of the shanty stood wide open, creak-
ing its hinges mournfully on the sea-
ward side. The old man was not 
within. A half-measure of grain was 
on the floor and beside It a measure 
half full of gold and silver coins pour-
ed out of a canvas sack; and scat-
tered over the carpetless planks were 
a few grains of sound wheat. 

His foot tracks led off from the lone-
ly path into the lonelier thicket, and 
some of the reeds were broken down 
as if peering through the morbid, 
whistling growth, while on one of the 
tallest cattails was caught a strip of 
cotton—such a strip as he used to tie 
th^ sifted sacks of wheat—and it was 
beckoning furiously in the winter 
blast. 

At first it was wild play. 
unsafe, and mend the sifters where 
the wire netting had broken. 

Every week a wagon came and took 
away the golden harvest, which was 
sold to rich people on the highlands. 
They fed i t to chickens and mixed it 
in bran for the cows. B u t ' I never 
suspected what price it brought, nor 

to ask. We made the balance 
and had enough. The old 

: will call him a 

Argument Disproved. 
That is a pretty story that Edward 

Everett Hale tells in a recent maga-
zine about soup and Beethoven, in il-
lustration of the modem woman's 
catholicity. "I was at a dinner party 
in Buffalo five and twenty years ago, 
he says, "where we had the presence 
of a dozen of the first gentlemen in 
the world. We were talking of social 
adjustment, and one of these leaders 
said: 'There must be division of labor. 
We cannot expect,' said he, ' that the 
person who made for us this delicious 
soup shall interpret Beethoven for us. 
Each must do his part.' Then we went 
on with the dinner, and after three or 
four hours of most entertaining con-
versation our host rose from the table 
and said, 'We will come into Ih® 
drawing room, and the lady who made 
the soup shall interpret Beethoven for 

made by the coloring on the petal, 
which has a light yellow ground, with 
spots and lines of a rich brown. The 
little infant also has a canopy over 
its head. The orchid averages about 
three inches in width, and blooms in 
January. 

EFFECT OF AUTO RACING. 

French Doctor Says It Will Produce 
Elongated Braln^ 

A debate recently tooTc place In 
Paris between a brain specialist and 
an eminent physician as to the effect 
high speed auto racing had upon the 
brain. There was a marked disparity 
In the views set forth, and this has led 
to much discussion on the subject. 

Tfie brain specialist predicted that 
motor maniacs will be represented in 
the insane asylums in the near future. 
There are a few already there, and he 
contended that many more should be 
confined although driving their cars 
unmolested at the present time. 

It remains to be proved bow fast 
the brain is capable of traveling; if it 
cannot acquire an eighty-mile speed 
per hour, then an auto running at the 
rate of eighty miles per hour is run-
ning without the guidance of the 
brain, and the many disastrous rssults 
are not to be marveled at. 

If this be true, it must be said that 
automobiles run remarkably well alone 
and without the aid of a guiding brain. 

The AKtolst'E Br.-iln. The Nil mal Brain. 
for even at their best speed not more 
than 20 per cent of them meet with ac-
cidents, and a larg^ percentage of 
these are due to defective machinery. 
The brain specialist predicted that the 
future high-speed automobilist will 
have an elongated brain as compared 
with the normal brain, as shown in the 
illustration. 

EGGS GET IN DEADLY WORK. 

Niany Hens Killed by. Violent Expio 
sions of Tiieir Frozen Product. 

A most remarkable hen story, 
vouched for by veracious and respect-
able people, comes from. New Kent 
county, Virginia. W P. Tunstall, who 
conducts a large hennery, found sev-
eral of his fowls dead, with their bod 
ies badly mutilated. While investi-
gating the cause he heard a muffled 
explosion and saw a hen fall from her 
nest, torn and bleeding. 

Looking into the matter further, he 
ascertained that the explosion was 
due to the fowjs sitting on frozen 
eggs, which when they became warm 
exploded with deadly effect. 

According to Mr. Tunstall, the bod-
ies of the dead fowls had pieces of 
eggshell all through them. 

A Rat Show. 
A successful ra t show was recently 

held at Cheltenham, England. There 
were sixty exhibits of black, gold, 
gray, white, piebald and tan rats. 
Some agricultural Joumals, comment-
ing on it, maintain that the rat has 
an economic future and may become a 
table dainty In England, as it is In 
China. To many people the show is 
the first correction of the impression 
that ra t s are all alike, whereas the 
varieties of them, all more or less 
alike in characteristic, are qtiite nu 
merous. The first display having been 
a marked success, others will no 
doubt follow, and the rodent be studied 
with Increasing attention, the pros 
pect, however, of finding out any. 
thing good about him being not at alj 
promising. 

Apple Scoop. 

John Bunyan is reported the ownei 
of this. The author of "Pilgrim's 
Progress" used it for removing cores 
for apples. 

Eastern Man Fond of Eggs. 
At Taunton, Mass., a man ate ten 

hard-boiled eggs and topped the feast 
off with a raw one, all in less than 
ten minutes, to win a wager. 

i ü ^ 

John Mitchell, ex-sergcant of the 
army, scout and Indian fighter of the 
early days of Custer. Wade and Miles, 
takes cai-e of the guns in the armory 
over at the University o f ' California. 
To the chosen few v.'hom he delights 
to honor he recounts stories of the 
plains which should find their way 
into a book some day. The,other day 
he grew reminiscent 

'It was in '67," said he, "when I 
was still an enlisted man and was 
with my regiment out in Wyoming, 
where the Sioux were keeping every-
body on the Jump. There were fifteen 
of us, under a sergeant by the name 
of Brannigan, and we had been away 
from the post on a little scouting ex-
pedition and were returning when 
this incident happened. ' 

"We had been riding hard all day 
without anything to eat, for we were 
only fifteen, j'ou know, and in that 
case a man don't stop to take any-
thing like a course dinner on the 
plains. , Well, we came up to a little 
station called Cedar Creek just as 
night came on, thinking to spend the 
night there. We found about 150 
Rappahoe bucks camping there, too. 

"Well, sir, you shctild have seen 
that sergeant's face whe^n he saw 
those Rappahoes. No sooner had we 
unsaddled when about twenty of those 
bucks walked over to us. They were 
awfully arrogant and carried rifles. 
Said they to Brannigan, 'Grub.' That 
was all. 

"And, do you know, that Brannigan 
stood there and ordered us to give 
them an antelope we had, all our cof-
fee, sow belly and crackers. We 
didn't have a thing left. Then he 
walked up to the chief and gave him 
his plug of tobacco. Still those bucks 
just kind of hung around, restless and' 
uneasy—there were 150 of them, you 
remember, 

"We boys grumbled some and had 
to get along-without anything to eat. 
Then when it got dark we began to 
make ready to turn in for the night. 
Brannigan had been getting more and 
more nervous as night drew on and 
wlien he saw us getting out the sad-
dle blankets tha t fixed him. 

" 'Boys,' he said, 'we won't turn In 
to-night. We will just sit up and tell 
stories.'"—San Francisco Call. 

"I don't believe there is a pound of 
genuine Mocha coffee on this conti-
nent," C. T. Hiniglass, a coffee mer-
chant, informs me, "or that 200 people 
in this country have ever tasted It, 
unless they have at some time visited 
Arabia and drunk it a t the table of 
some sheik or governor. 

"The true Mocha Is the finest coffee 
grown; It has a delicious flavor that 
makes It as superior to the very, best 
of other brands as silk is superior to 
cotton, but the crop Is extremely 
limited, and hardly ever more than 
satisfies purely local demands. Some 
Arabian coffee may find its. way to 
this country; it may even be called 
Mocha, but it is not the real article, 
I am sure, and none of us has ever 
had it here, though we do get the 
best of other brands that are grown 
in Ceylop and Java, and that means 
some mighty fine coffee. It is not 
Mocha, however, for the whole of the 
true Mocha crop each year wouldn't 
supply the coffee demands of one 
ward in St. Louis alone for a period 
of six months. The best and plump-
est berries of the Mocha growth, 
those with the most exquisite flavor. 

are eagerly taken by the governors 
and sheiks In the vicinity and they 
have to get their orders in in ad-
vance, so that they may be sure of 
their annual supply. The second-
grade berries go to the wealthier citi-
zens, not of the governing class, and 
the third, or poorest, grade of ber-
ries, which are not much superior to 
the best Java coffee, are sold to the 
people, and the demand invariably 
exceeds the supply tenfold. 

"Sometimes a few pounds of this 
cheapest grade of Mocha finds its 
way to Constantinople, but it is very 
very seldom, and I don't believe an 
ounce of it has ever got any further 
west than t h a t I presume that if by 
some hook or crook a pound of the 
real, plump-berried Mocha were land-
ed in this country it would sell for a 
price that even a Rockefeller might 
hesitate to pay. We get the best cof-
fee grown, apart from the Mocha, but 
the local conditions which prevail 
where that coffee is raised prevent us 
from obtaining any and I hardly think 
the real thing will ever be found-in 
our markets."—St. Louis Globe-Demo-
crat. 

Among men and women who have 
won name and fame in professional 
life quite a number are to be found 
who believe in the supernatural pow-
er of some curious talisman which 
they possess. Sarasate, the famojis 
Spianish Violinist, for instance, would 
not dream of playing at a concert un-
less he carried somewhere about his 
person a tiny replica in sliver of the 
famous Guarnerius violin on which 
Paganini used to play. 

Paderewski, the fanious pianist, 
also possesses a mascot Which is 
always with him in the shape of a 
ring once worn by his first wife. Most 
people are doubtless aware of the sad 
story of Paderewskl's first marriage, 
how his wife died in giving birth to 
a son just as the pianist was on the 
threshold of success, and how the 
world would probably never have 
heard of him had not the necessity of 
providing for his son compelled the 
musician to continue his professional 
career. Paderewski does not wear 
the ring on his finger. It rests in a 
tiny pocket inside his w^aistcoat and 
is attached to a fine gold chain which 
encircles the pianist's neck. 

From the musical profession to the 
race course is rather a far cry, but It 
may not be out of place to mention 
here the curious luck-bringer carried 
by Sam Loates, the famous jockey. It 
consists of an ordinary smoked pearl 
buttOHj without which he never rides 
a race. This pearl button saved the 
life of Mr. Loates when, he was a 
child by catching in the upholstery of 
a railway carriage door which had 
not been properly fastened, and thus 
preventing him lalling on to the line. 
Since then the jockey has come to 
believe that the button has an influ-
ence for good over all his fortunes. 

Quito a number of our leading 
actresses firmly believe that, their 
success in a piece depends to a cer-
tain extent on peculiar mascots which 
they invariably carry.. Miss Violet 
Vanbrugh always wears a long chain 
of uncut turquoises on the stage, 
while Mrs. Langtry never feels com-
fortable unless she carries a tur-
quoise on which a Persian love letter 
is engraved. Mrs. Langtry, it Is said, 
fished up this peculiar mascot while 
diving in the Lido at Venice.—^Lon-
don Tit-Bits. 

Get Wise Sayings Mixed 
Just as the popular so-called quota-

tions from the Bible and Shakespeare 
are commonly misquoted, so it will 
be found the wise sayings of states-
men have not always been preserved 
In their original integrity. 

For example, there is Washington's 
apothegm that "To be prepared for 
war i s one of the most effectual 
means of preserving peace." This 
has been condensed into the familiar 
"In time of peace prepare for war." 
Then Jefferson's axiom, "Vacancies 
by death are few, by resignation 
none," Is almost Invariably applied to 
the office-holding contingent in the 
shape of the assertion "Few die, and 
none resign." 

Two Western newspapers have as 
their motto "Error ceases to be dan-
gerous when truth Is left free to com-
bat it," This is a mutilation of Presi-
dent Jefferson's celebrated saying in 
his Inaugural address that "Error of 
opinion may be tolerated where rea-
son is left free to combat it." The 
commonly used phrase "A ^elusion 

and a snare" is a • compression of 
Lord Denman's expression "A delu-
slon, a. mockery,' and a snare." "Tom 
Pa lne ' s "One step above the sublime 
makes the ridiculous" has been mod-
ernized into "From the sublime to 
the ridiculous." Fouche's "It is more 
than a crime—it Is a political fault," 
has become "It is worse than a crime 
—It is a blunder." 

Josiah Quincy's threat of the seces-
sion of some of the states, "Amicably 
if they can, violently if they must," 
was. so effectually misquoted by Hen-
ry Clay that his rendering, "Peace-
fully if they can, forcibly If they 
must"—has been commonly received. 
Jackson's famous toast, "Our Federal 
Union: It Must Be Preserved," has 
been amplified into "Must and shall 
be." Then there is Chief Justice 
Chase's eloquent characterization of 
"An indestructible Union composed 
of indestructible states." This, in 
the mouth of the average Fourth of 
July orator, has become "An Indissol-
uble Union of indestructible States." 

A Tribute to Peggy 
Peggy gets up with a laugh and a song— 

(Ha! ha! ha!—Lack-i-dl-day-dee!) 
Laugh that's so sweet must to heaven be-

long— 
Song of a Japanese lady. 

Then through the house there's the patter 
of feet 

(Plt-a-pat! Pit-a-pat!) "Muvver! 
Peggy wants shoes on!" one hears her 

entreat-
To know the young scamp is to love 

her! 
Peggy is healthy and Peggy Is fair!. 
Peggy has sunshine in heart and in hair! 
Peggy's a pearl that is prlcelessly rare! 

Wonc Wonderful lassie is Peggy! 
Pei at play is a whirlwind of fun 

.. :etty-rieketty-ricketts !) 
Journey of poor hobby horse Is now 

done!— 
I^egs are bowled over like wickets! 

Peffgy has smashed It! She's one of the 
•oya] 

(Ha! ha! ha!) List to her laughter! 
Animal spirits are trj-ing to toys!— 

Peggy ne'er worries thereafter! 
Peggy is merry, but Peggy is wise! 
Peggy has mischief alive in her eyes! 
Peggy's a dai-llng and Peggy's a prize! 

Wonderful lassie is Peggj ! 
Peggy gets tired when the day's nearly 

o'er 
(Hush-a-by! hush-a-by! baby!) 

Does she go sailing to heavenly shore? 
Maybe she does!—only maybe! 

For if this sweet Peggy this journey 
should make 

Over the sand and the water. 
And angels should see her—why, Peggy 

they'd take!— 
And somebody loses a daughter! 

Peggy's a darling-and Peggy is three! 
At least Peggy may or is likely to be! 
Peggy's a mystery—even to me— 

Wonderful lassie Is' Peggy. 
—Grlf Alexander, in PIttsburgi DlspatcW 

FAT MAN, FAT FARE. 

e>-3tcm That Puts Large and Small 
on an Equality. 

It takes Western people to lookout 
for themselves and give every man a 
fair show, even in rapid transit, says 
the New York Times. It is not prob-
able that In Pueblo, Colo., there Is 
the trouble with overcrowding in 
street cars that is to 'be found in New 
\orl i , but on the Pueblo Valley rail-
road every man pays according to his 
weight. If the corpulent mine-owner 
and his fur coat envelop the slim strip 
of a counter-jumper sitting next him 
the C. J. does not meditate with wrath 

uppn bloated bondholders and their 
nionopblies, for he knows that the 
bulky Individual is paying at least 
twice the amount of his own fare. 
That Is the way they do it on the 
Pueblo Valley. Every passenger Is 
weighed, and pays according to his 
avoirdupois. Before he enters the car 
he steps upon a weighing machine, 
his weight ..Is automatically stamped 
Upon a slip of paper, which he gives 
to the conductor, who charges him 
accordingly. The moral effects of this 
system are far-reaching, and New 
York oflicials may take notice. 

London Bullseye. 
Lewis C. Dennett of Saco, Maine, 

has a London bullseye watch, which 
is nearly 200 years old. 

The watch was owned by Isaih Den-
nett, gi-andfather of Mr. Dennett. The 
watch was made by Thomas Spruce 
of London. While the watch has not 
been running regularly for some time, 
a jeweler said that he could repair it 
so that it would keep as good time as 
any watch made to-day. 

There are in the inside case many 
slips of paper which give the dates 
that the watch has been cleaned. The 
last tirde, according to the paper, was 
In 1817, when Edward S. Moulton, 
clock and watch maker of Saco, did 
the work. 

Gun to Have Immense Range. 
A gun which will throw a projectile 

fifty-nine miles, or, to be accurate, 
59.117 miles, is one of the immediate 
possibilities in ordnance, owing to a 
system of construction devised and. 
now in use at Reading by J. Hamilton 
Brown. 

In order to convey more strikingly 
to the mind what this means, Jt may 

Cross Section of the Gun. 
be said for illustration that a war-
ship lying off Atlantic City could 
throw projectiles into the heart oi 
Philadelphia. New York city coiild 
be bombarded by a hostile fleet which 
would be out of sight and out of range 
of Sandy Hook's greatest guns. The 
English and French coasts could be 
made uninhabitable by land batteries 
on either side of the English channel. 
The gun needed to do this execution 
would only be one of ten-inch bore, 
and would throw a shot weighing 575. 
pounds, or a quarter of a ton. 

Queer Foods. 
Human nature may be the same the 

world over, but tastes in matters of 
cuisine vary a good deal. 

For instance, in Arabia horse flesh 
Is a favorite article of food. 

The flesh of the elephant Is partak-
en of with zest in certain parts of In-
dia, 

Chinese taste, as we all know, mns 
to cats, dogs, bear's paws and bird's 
nests. 

In the West Indies, there Is a certain 
large caterpillar found on the palm 
tree which is reckoned a luxury of 
diet, while in Java the nests of swal-
lows are considered edible. 

Inhabitants of portions of Sweden, 
Finland and other countries eat clay 
with gusto; Indeed, it is partaken of 
in all countries of the torrid zone. 

Cheng. 

Chinese musical - instruments made 
of reeds. 

Horse's Remarkable Mane. 
George O. Zilligitt of Inglewood, 

Eng., has a 10-year-old carriage mare 
with a mane of silvery hair 18 feet 
long, which is usually kept braided 
and in a net. She has a colt a few 
month old, whose mane and tail al-
ready reach the ground. 

Text Book Behind the Times. 
I t will be news to Maine people to 

learn that they are still under Eng-
lish domain. A text book used in an 
English school says, speaking of Can-
ada: "The chief states at present are 
Quebec, Maine and New Brunswick." 

LABOR AS JOY OR CURSE. 

It Is worthy of note tha t . all the 
great historical religions of the world 
—whether of the millions of Egypt 
toiling under the lâsh to build the 
pyramids at the wages of a couple of 
onions and a piece of dry bread a day, 
or of the millions of India working in 
the. rice swamps amid swarms of pes-
tiferous insects, or of the millions of 
the Semitic race whose traditions 
have been gathered together in the 
story of Eden and of the fall in the 
Book of Genesis—all have been rooted 
and grounded in the problem of the 
common doom of man that he must 
eat his bread in-the sweat of his body; 
and the .sweat of his mind. None of 
these religions affects to treat the 
Issue flippantly, rhetorically or with 
commonplace platitudes, but with 
awful seriousness. The enormous 
over-weight of the burden of the work 
in comparison with the strength, spir-
its, interest and reward of the worker 
Is what oppresses the minds of these 
teachers and prophets, and brings 
them to the common ominous convic-
tion that this must be the outcome of 
some primeval curse and of some 
stupendous moral catastrophe, re-
demption from which is the end and 
aim of all higher spiritual hope. 

Labor may be either Joy or curse. 
All turns' on w i t h e r It -is encounter-; 
ed with freshness, spontaneity and 
zest, or whether it Is the draining to 
the dregs'the springs of life. Once for 
all. out with it, fair and square and 
plump! There Is no more dignity nor 
elevation in mere labor than In a 
mechanical pump-handle. What it 
lifts from the living, central springs 
beneath determines all. Our Joy must 
be in this living water welling up, 
as we ourselves quaff. Its refreshment 
or extend it to the thirsty lips of 
others. For this sole Joy that is set 
before us must we endure the cross 
and despise the pain. We think the 
poets exempt from this moll, pure 
children of inspiration. Never the 
weary pump-handle for them but only 
the leaping: geyser. But hear, what 
Milton has to say: " N o worthy en-
terprise can be done by us wltl^out 
continual plodding and weariSomeness 
to our faint and sensitive abilities.",— 
Boston Herald, ^ 

BOOMERANG OF GREED. 

SUBMARINE HAZARDS. 

The death of eleven men In« the 
British submarine boat A 1 as a re-
sult of a collision with a merchant 
steamer Is the first fatality that has 
followed an accident to a moffern 
craft of this kind when ready for serv-
ice with hatches battened down. The 
early attempts at under-water naviga-
tion of covirse were only a form of 
suicide, but the submarine boat of the 
latest type .when properly handled, 
seems to be as safe as anything that 
takes the chances of the sea. When 
the Moccasin was cast, adrift in a 
storm she rolled ashore, and after 
pounding on the beach for several 
days was finally hauled off as good 
as new. Any surface torpedo boat aft-
er her experience would have been a 
total wreck. 

Even the British boat tha t has Just 
had so tragic a.h experience does not 
seem to have been injured by a blow 
that probably would have sunk a bat-
tleship. The lesson of her experience 
is the particular need of vigilance on 
the part of the lookout on a boat 
which, being invisible, cannot depend 
on other craft to do any of her watch-
ing for her. Perhaps, too, the perl-
scope the eye of the submarine, may 
be opened to improvement.—New 
York World. 

WISDOM OF MODERATION. 

Instead of contemplating new ave-
nues for extravagant display of force 
or wealth, let the country consider the 
wisdom of moderation. It has been 
suggested that a public debt under 
certain conditions serves a wholesome 
purpose in restraining waste and 
checking those enterprises which have 
no other inspiration than national 
vainglory or aggrandizement "Pri-
vate credit is wealth; public honor 
is security." 

The nation that needs to consider 
economy is •not consuming .vast: wealth 
and exploiting iniihense resources in 
huge and monstrous armaments that 
challenge the world.' She is likely. In-
deed, to avoid offense to other nations, 
to be slow to anger, and to cultivate 
tne rewards of peace. Instead of seek-
ing distinction as the exponent of 
mere splendid materialism, such a 
people would meet the magnificent de-
scription that was made by the poet 
Milton: 

"Enflamed with the study of learn-
ing and the admiration of virtue; 
stirred up with high hopes of living 
to be brave men and worthy patriots, 
dear to God, and famous to all ages." 
—Boston Globe. 

FRENCH HOUSEKEEPING. 

A French cook turns any and 
everything to advantage, and many 
a culinary chef d'oeuvre is the result 
of care and skill rather than rare or 
costly ingredients. With just a pinch 
of savory herbs and a clear fire, a 
cook will turn shreds of cold meat 
into deliciously appetizing morsels, 
gastronomic discrimination on the 
part of her patrons keeping up the 
standard of ' excellence. If I were 
asked to point out the leading charac-
teristic of the French mind, I should 
unhesitatingly say that it is the criti-
cal faculty, and to this factulty we 
owe not only the unrivalled French 
cuisine, but pleasures of the table 
generally. Here is one instance in 
point. One quite ripe melon, to the 
uninitiated, tastes very much like an-
other. But a French country gentle-
man knows better. Whenever a mel-
on of superlative flavor is served, he 
orders the seeds to be set aside for 
planting. Thus the superlative kind 

iis propagated. The critical faculty is 
lever alert in France, warring with 
¡mediocrity and incompleteness.—The 
iComhill, 

The failure of D. J. Sully, the cot-
ton speculator, is merely another in-
stance of overreaching greed. If Mr. 
Sully had been content with • a mod-
erate profit of a million dollars, or 
perhaps of three or four millions, he 
could undoubtedly have come off with 
a whole skin when cotton reached the 
abnormal fibres of the last of Janu-
ary. But like other men intoxicated 
by success, he was not satisfied with 
his achievement. The fascination'of 
thé "game" or greed for money—they 
amount practically to the same, thing 
—urged him into another bull move-
ment. He believed hë could put cot- • 
ton to almost any price he pleased 
and he failed. ^ -

The case Is by no means peculiar. 
The successful speculator who be-
comes overconfident, tries to run, a 
comer and Is pulverized in the at-
tempt, is a familiar figure in Americans 
market ¡history. Natural laws which 
are always a t work eliminating the 
unfit rarely allow the too greedy.spec-
ulator to escape. Occasionally a rare 
combination of qualities may save 
him, but a:s a rule the ifaan who tries' 
to hold up society and pick its pock-
ets is overwhelmed. He may win for 
a time—whom the gods would destroy 
they first make mad—but in the end 
he rarely survives., 

Y"et the failures that strew the path 
do not deter other ambitious and 
çrasping men from setting out on the 
same course. Every new aspirant 
imagines that he will prove too smart 
to be caught. The mistakes of othei;8 
he will avoid. He does not perceive 
that he is defying the law that com--
pensation legitimately goes only for 
servicfe done. He does not foresee: 
that finally he, too,, will- succumb to 
the boomerang of- greed.-^Pittsbur^ 
Dispatch. . . ' ; 

VAST IRRIGATION SCHEME-

Thecostof irj-igating the arid lands 
in Wyoming will be much less than 
the original estimates owing to the 
fact that the government will be able 
to utilize one of nature's vast reser-
voirs for confining the waters from 
thfe mountain country during the flood 
season. 

Rising near the boundary of the 
Yellowstone National park. In north-
western Wyoming, that nature's won-
derland, rushes into a canyon cut 
down through solid granite. The flow 
of the Shoshone, named by the Indi-
ans "Stinking Water" because of i t s 
sulphurous origin among the Yellow-
stone springs; is highly variable, in 
time of flood 8,000 or 10,000 cubic 
feet per second, and again as low as 
250 feet. The possibilities of this proj-
ect, therefore, lie i n ' t h e storage of 
the floods. Joining the walls of this 
granite canyon, the government will 
build a cement and stone darn, as. im-
movable as' the everlasting rocks 
themselves and rising 170 feet above 
the river level, forming a great lake 
covering 3,300 ' acres^ and with- a stor-
age capacity of 5,000,000,000' gallons. 
It is estimated that 500,000 acres will 
be irrigated.—Utica Globe. 

RUSSIA, LAND OF GRAFTERS. 

To Petersburg cáme three Ameri-
can business men to secure a gold 
mining concession. Thère are 851 
places where gold is found In Russia, 
and our friends wanted the privilege 
of working one of those places. First, 
they had to deposit 550,000 with the 
Ministry of the Interior as "good 
faith." So much for the regular legal 
part of the program. Now for the'Ir-
regular, illegal part. They kept la 
their room at the Hotel Europe a bag 
of hard, cold cash in golden mblea. 
This cash they doled out in Install-
ments, first to this prince, then to that 
count, for "infiuence." Each time they 
handed out the money they were told 
that their proposition had been found 
goodi and promises were made that 
the concession would be speedily 
granted. Each time the would-be con-
cessionaires believed that they had 
accomplished something, and each 
time they wer,e disappointed .and had 
to refill the money bag. The weari-
some delay In the negotiations con-
tinued .W(eek af ter week; technical ob^ 
stacles, each more, serious'.than thè . 
preceding one, were brought forward; 
and so weeks grew into months, and 
the Americans were not one stlep n e v -
er the goal. Deciding that bankruptcy 
would come before any kind of a defi-
nite conclusion could be obtained, 
they went away with what cash they 
had left and an accumulated amoiut 
of disgust Their $50,000 was returned 
with all legal formalities, but consid-
erably more than that sum was left 
in the hands of the princes and counts. 
Such has been the experience of many 
other Americans seeking to do busi-
ness in Russia—each in sheer despera-
tion abandoning his enterprise.—Gil 
son Willets in Leslie's Weekly. 

HEALTH FADS ON THE BRAIN, 

To get all sorts of health fads on the 
brain Is a disease in itself. .It is very 
prevalent disease, too. With a few 
foolish mles to observe, a whole lot 
of hygienic quirks to adjust to and a 
schedule of superstitious sanitary no-
tions diligently followed by day and 
dreamed of by night is a malady 
which begins as a mental de-
rangement and ends in a complete 
physical fizzle. No room lef t for a 
spontaneous life, no" place for free, 
joyous liberty. Not a minute's space 
for rollicking disregard. Everything 
fixed, every minute disposed of, intro-
spections without number. Forebod-
ings, misgivings, hovering vaguely 
about the mind like flocks of carrion 
crows. Such a life is not worth liv-
ing. One might a thousand times bet-
ter go back to the reckless regime oi 
a rough rider.—Medical Talk. 

The Thrifty Patron. 
"I'd like to exchange this book," 

said the man who had made the pur-
chase two days before. 

"Why" asked the bookseller. 
"Because I've finished reading i f 


