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affort to justify himself,
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And all around, above, about, below,
Are other bubbles dmmmg on the air:
Some million billions, rolling here and there,

‘And on their shells more men, for all we

know,
Yet, in this scheme stupendous, our great

wit
Baith, once for all-=Man and his Earth

are 17,

—Lurana W, bhuhlnn. in the New York Times,
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The Further Research of Wickham.

By RITA
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Thomas Henry Wickham was good-
looking, iIntellectual and-—twenty-
eight, He had always considered
girls unworthy of attention, and had
devoted his time to research in old
Gothle,

To be sure, once or twiece during
the year he had taught in the West-
ern university he had accepted invita-
tions to places of amusement where
ladies were present. But that was he-
cause, it belng leap-year, the ladios
had done the honors, and Miss Eu-
genia Harned, Instructor in French,
was not a voung woman to '~
fused.,

Now the year was over and he
was off for his home in Boston, glad
to be free from Western crudeness
forever. He had planned to leave on
the evening train for Chicago, where
he would join an excursion going past
Niagara and Toronto, down the Hud-
son, arriving at Boston in three days.
He Aushed with pleasure as he bade
the president good-by, The old man
was saying with admiration: "Good
work, my boy. You are doing well
to be called back to Harvard after one
year of teaching, and I wish von suc-
cess.” Wickham was still blushing
as he laft the oMce and ran Into Fan-
shaw, fellow In English, and Jenks,
of the philosopby department

“Hello! " Jenks sgalld. “They
me you're leaving to-day?”

“Yes,” Wickham announced;
aut on the 10.30."

“Why,"” laughed Fanshaw,
he suddenly choked
to sea vou off," he
Wickham, abgorbed
of getting out of

bao

Lol

“"Misg—"
“wo'll be
finished lamely
in the business
town., walked

through the campus, unconscious of |

the winks and nods of the |
front of the executlve office
tHHe reached the station barely
time that night, and found the pint-
foria crowded with men of the
younger university and young
women, among them Mlas
Harned. Apparently they were down

men in

poed

to see him off, and Wickham waus flat- |

tered. He had never thought much
of popularity, but if this was posing
in the public eye he lked |t The
train: thundered in and he climbed
aboard, after several of the young
women, Inciuding Miss llarned, had
preceded him. Some of the men fol-
lowed, and when he got inside he
saw o whole host of them coming
from the other end of the Pullman
His heart warmed, Jlle had never
considered himself o general favorite
before, and the thought pleased him
Something was flying through the
alr lke confetti on a fete nlght.,  Thi
passengors in the other sections were
&ll looking toward his end of the can
and laughing uproariously. As he
fsropped his traveling bag on the sent
tn old shoe, thrown through the alr,
glanced off his sleeve., He
saw Misg Harned, the French instruc-
tor, in the opposite section,
rounded by bags and sult cases
was blushing furiously and
vexed, Wickham thought ghé
golng to cry. He opened his mouth to
speak., Something hit agalnst
teeth and he bit on It. 1t was white
and hard, llke a kernel, He saw that
it was sprinkled over seats, people
and travellng bags, and that the floor |
was peppered with . Someone
the door called out, *"Where's the
bride?"” ‘The bell rang, the train be-

Sht

- gan to move and the young people

all senttled.

The traln was getting well under !

way as Wickham stepped out on the

platforr: and slammed the door be-
hind him.

Jenks and Fanshaw, returning
from the station arm in arm, were

rendered speechless by the apparition |

of Wickham coming toward
from the gecond corner.

“Why—why-—what's the matter?”
gtammered Jenks.

“"Nothing,” returned Wickham; "1
just came down to meet you, I'm
going out on the morning train,” he
announced. “The lady s more com-

them

fortable 8o0,” and, turning, he walked .

with them up the street.

He barely made an east-bound train
out of Chicago the following after-
noon, and was walking down the aisle
looking for a seat when he stopped
short, staring blankly. There before
him sat Miss Bugenia Harned, look-
ing very pretty, in a cool brown and
gold dress. Strange, he had never
thought her pretly before! She was

He

- peat tmtns the one which she occu-
pled.

"Hlu Harned,” he gaupoﬂ “this Is

‘indeed unexpected.”

“I'm norry it you regret meeting
‘me again.” Her long lashes swept

her cheek ag she looked down. Then

she glanced up at the man glaring

“But I'm glad 1
hata & chance to tel]l you how unut-

-terably mean you were to leave me
An that—sftuation—Ilast night.”

“Why, Miss Harnéd—" Wickham
was growing more uncomfortable

'aﬂry moment; “1 couldn't do any-

thing else. If I had stayed on they
would have believed—"

8 wag true. Exnntlr," she ﬂniuheﬂ
for him. “And they did. 1 gpent half
the night explaining that you had
dropped off to save yourself from
false accusation,”

“But, Miss Harned, I tried to save
Wickham was flushing in his

in the eyes.
“They decided you had been kid-

naped, and they are all on tiptoe to

- Bee you make this train.”

“Here—now?” Wickham looked

“Are these the same

down |

oft |

Hurkoenia |

turned and |
BUr- |

looked |
Wuahs |

nis |

at 1

people?” he asked, with a blank ex-

pression,

“"Yes,” she sald; "“the excursion
train was held over for twelve hours
by a freight, and they are all bound
for Boston."”

Wickham groaned Miss Harned
gettied hersell In the extreme corner
of her seat and lookad steadily at the
filyving gmseeneory, Wickham took to
gtudying her face, because there was
nothing else to do.

“Three whole days of this,” he
thought, and he+decidad to move on
into the smoker. He made some at-
tempt to excuse himself without at-
tracting the attention of the passan-
gers, but ghe Ignored him. He fell
to wondering if she wonld forglive
him for the embarrassment of the
evening before, and remembered that
he had not asked for pardon. Bhe
seemed unconscious of his gaze, and
he watched the sensitive outlines of
her face vary in expression, Heally,
she was very Interesting. The brown
of her dross just matehed the sheen
of her hailr and eyes. He found him-
pelfl adjusting his panama on his
biond head, squaring his shoulders
that had been broadened by rowing
in the Harvard crew If only they
Ehu!l not been thrust together under
| such trying circumstances'! He met
ilu*r eyes and looked at bher till she
spoke,
|  “And you are such a woman-hater,
too—" she sald,

“Oh. but I'm not!'"” He fNlashed Ltout
and smiled dazzlingly at her to see
the light Iin her eyes Truly, Wick-
‘ham was waking up. “Some women,
perhaps; but certainly not of you.”

“Oh. vour husband has found you,
'] sgee!'” execlalmed & thin, little
LAnd Wiekham turned t0o g0 A motn-
arly person beaming upon them with
| kindly eves He bent toward Miss
' Harned with the least bit of a wicked
'gleam in his eyes,

“We'll have to astiek |t
end.” he sald

“To Boston,” she corrected

“Madam, won't you be seated?”
'He rose and bowed gravely to the odd
Hittle person In o brown alpaca dreas,
Bhe slipped into the seat shyly, her
thin, worn hands fingering a pleat
down the front of her droeas Hor
leyes redeemed her plain face; they
" grew Iarge and almost wistiu) as they
looked at Miss Harned,

“You must be so happy.”
' her lingering over the words
' Eugenia Harned Nushed crimson

“Pardon me.” the littls woman
hnstened to add “1 know just
vou feel: It 12 all 80 new and —-—-—won-
darful And son can't hardly realize
that It is all true yel--Lhat you've
got each other.™ She looked from
Miss Herned to Wickham That
 wicked person returned the glance
steadily and smiled

“Fanctly,” he agreed

“I remember when John and 1
were married.” she continued., “we
went from Meadowvyille to Chicago
on our wedding trip.” 8She smiled
reminiscently, “"That isn't such n
inice oOone as  yours Lugenia
gquirmed in her seat by the window
she threw Wickham a glance that

; shounld have softened his heart, but it

didn't.

“Are you going to live in Boston?*”
rlhir'lr little woman was questioning.
CAnd Wickham, with a charming bow,
acknowledged that they were.

‘ He looked at Miss Harned. He deo.
‘¢lded all at once that he wanted a
smoke,. MHe bowed himsell off ns
smoothly and as quickly as possible.
' By the time he had reached the
smokear he had forgotten all about
clgars, His face betraved unusual
perturbation of mind, and he adjusted
“his hat several times before it rested
entirely to his setigfaction. He was
‘conscious that he had gone too far
- with Miss Harned, and he had the
uncomfortable thought that she
would mnever forgive him. And
through all he knew he sbhould bLe
proud of Miss Harned If she were ac-
tually his wife.

His wile! The mere thought had
all the flavor of wildest romance. To
the man's man—to a digger of old
Gothlec roots—the first realization of
femininity as a potent force in life
struck him broadside with a force
that made him gasp. His wife! Why
not? He started up with his ¢hin out,
a full light of determination in his
eye—he would go and ask her now,
And he swung down the alsle.
| "Miss Harned was being entertained
by the little woman in the brown al-
uplﬂl dress, She looked tired and
cross, and a red spot glowed In elther
cheek., He Ignored the little woman,
| who iooked up brightly at him, but
went on talking, and, leaning over
toward Miss Harned, he said steadily:

“Come on out here; I want to talk
withk you.”

Bhe threw him a glance that was
half scorn, half entreaty,

“Then they all got the measles and
«Johnny took the whooping cough—"
Miss Harned shot to her feet and was
crowding Into the aisle before the
amazed little woman could finish her
gentence; but Wickham bent over
and looked Into the hurt, brown eyes.

“Thank you,” he said, gently, let-
ting his fingers sweep over her worn
hand. “We'll be back preseatly,” and
he strode after Miss Harned, overtak-
ing her on the platform,

“I am sorry, Miss Harned," he sald,
taking hold of her arm and closing
the door at the same time. She con-
frontad him with angry eves brim-
ming with tears.

“Oh, forgive me," he sald, with a
world of compassion in his volee. *“'It
is all & miserable mistake, and I'll go
back and kill those university people
if you say 50." He looked so viclous

1

yilee

out to the

VvOiee

Nnow

F

she sald, | hot

- il P ——

thnt nhe laughad thruug‘n har laar

“No, no; lat them llve, The poor

dunces! They've nothing eine to do.”
~“But their asinine foolishness has
made von uncomfortable.”

“Really, I'm beginning to enjoy it
~—it's all so—80 unusual.” A round-
ing of a curve sent her into Wick-
ham's arms.

“Yen, It 18," he asgented, steadying
her and looking down at the brown
head so near his shoulder —"and
nice,” he added, watching the tendrils
of her halr stream out In the wind,

“Don't, don't!"” she pleaded: “"don’'t
you sea they are all looking?”

Wickham became coneclious that

| his arm was stili about her and that

there were people In the coach ahead.
A sudden light eame into his eves,
it was a mingling of Satanic glee
or triumph. Eugenia could not tell
which; but the arm around her tight-
ened. Instinctively she knew her
hour had come-——that there was no
escape

“It i= thing

quite the customary

 the window watching for papn

for a man to put his arm around his |

wife when they are looking at the
acenery,” he sald, assuredly. Eugenin
gasped. 8She tried moving away nat-
urally, as though to take another look
at a telegraph pole flylng past.  lie
moved with her, keeping her firmly
in front of the piate-glass door, " And

especially on the rear platform of a |

rallway coach; it Is dangerous other-
wise.” he added.

“Then 1 shall go In,
grily.

“I'm sorry, but I'm really afrald
tha door Is locked——a little formality
the porter saw to. This road is par-
ticularly kind to newly-married peo-
ple.” _

“Dr. Wickham.” her eyes bilazed
dangerously as she confronted him,
“are you a fool or a madman?”

“Nelther, my dear.”™ ho sald, sooth-
Ingly: %only this thing has got to
end here, and the only way out of It
is for you 1o promise to marry me
Will you?" Again Miss Harned could
ouly gasp.

“You see, these people are mainly
Bostonese, and I've met a few who
are personally scqualnted with our
famlilies (may the Lord forgive me),”
he sald under his breath, “and there
in really no other way out of it
vou, Eugenia? You see, our family
has known yours for generations, and
it Is truly nuot g0 bad, and-—and I
love you, Eugenia. BSay ves ™

His arm was like iron
The
turned
up at
hen
bline Bhe
find them mocking, but they held hot
reluctant opes with a quiet force Lthat
fascinated her She could not look
AWAY

“"WIill you, Eugenia?” he asked

She conld not bring herselfl to say
sither the one thing or the other
His eves were searching hers,
felt hoerself vielding irravocably She
made a last futlie effort Lo get away,
and stopped motionless

“You will, Eugania.”™ ha sald,
ly, and bending over he kiased
full on the lips. He smiled to see tho
color surge In her face,
laughed with embarrassmaent

“Have It your own way,"
“But. thank heaven, getting engaged
doesn’'t mean getting married ifr 1
ever get off this tralne—"

“You'll marry me.” he sald, smiling
Jown at her,

Well, we'll not speak ol that now,
she sald, disengaging herself with a
glgh of relief and glancing into the
CAT

“Yes,
friends meel at
soented, lazily., “"Have vyou had enough
fresh alr?" he asked, turning toward
the door and ﬁ[-ﬂll“i}: I

wWhy 1 1l never speak to
agin!”™ she sald, looking at the
door. "You sald it was locked

“All's falr, know." he
stepping aslde for her to pass, and
looking 80 handsome that she had
not the heart to more than frown

“1'll say good-by to you for a little
while, Mrs. Wickham.,”" he grinped
as he left her in her section.

It Is not known definitely what
Wickham did in the following two
daye, but he must have made himselt
very euguging, for Eugenia had prome-
ised to marry him in the fall, and
they were on good terms when the
train pulled into Back Bay station,

She was stunned to descend into a
very bedlam of old friends und rice—
rice everywhere. She threw one van-
quished glance at Wickham, who
stood smug and complacent, his arm
anround an elderly woman with nose-
glagses, who clung to his coat huttons
with tremulous hands.

“But I thought you were going into
further research, Thomas.," with a
discomfited glance at Miss Harned.

“Yes, 80 I have, mother. Come,
meet my wife,” and he went toward
Eugenia, who stood expostulating to
the hilarious and utterly incredulous
crowd. He bent over her.

“We'll run out to Cambridge to-
morrow at 10 and bhave it fixed up,”
he sald.

- Bhe looked at him with reliel and
resignation in her eyes.

“1 guess we'll have to!"——McCall's
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His Dream of Buried Wealth.

For a week past Thomas Wade, a
prosperous farmer in Tuckahoe dis-
trict, Henrico County, dreamed each
night of a burled box bulging with
gold in ingote and anclient colns, The
spot where this treasure was secreted
was Indjcated unvaryingly in his
dreams by an old stump, which he
recognized as being on his farm.
© Yesterday, with the assistance of
Constable 1. H. Henley, he went to
the place indicated in his dream, and
after digging for several hours his
shovel struck the traditional “hard
metallic substance.”

Belleving his dream of wealth real-
ized Wade fainted from emotion, but
the constable nursed him back to
consclougness and then the box was
nnearthed and examined. It con-
tained three blg copper cents of an-
clent date and four fishhooks.—Rich-
mond Correspondence, Washington
Post,

As It I8 now running between
Barking and Whitechapel a train with
nine carg, carrying nearly 1000 pas-
sengers, the London District Rallway
claims the longest multiple unit elec-
tric train in the world.
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CH]LDREN’S DEARTBENT

SILENT LETTERS.

Of vowels, nll—rgnml better, best—

The loud rmmtl H"{ T nnlnlnt

The rest have WAYS more laudable,

Because they're all incA-U-d-1.hlLE.
—Nixon Wateérman, in 8t. Nicholas.

A BYRUP-CAN MOTHER,

Dorothy Deane and her little
brother Laurence were standing by
V-
ery night when it was time for him
to return home they walted until they
eaw him come in sight around the
corner, and then ran ag fast as they
could to meet him.

Unlesa papa was very tired Indeed,
he always carried one of them home
on his shoulder, while the other took
hold of his hand, and both tried to
tell him of all that they had been do-
ing that day

“T'here he comes!” eried Dorothy
at last, and the children raced toward
the corner as fasl thelr chubby
legs would carry them

“Careful, now!"™ sald papna,
ingly,
ures reached him.
my dinner pall!
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LAaure in one
Liptoe, Ltrying

COYEer

na
Warn-
“Don't hit agalnst
asked Dorothy and

breatl,
1o

st nod
inside Lthe

1 ng thoy

IH"I"II

"LUess inughingls

one who guesses right: "
Candy! "™ eried Laurence

TOoranges snld Dorothy

Papa shook his head at bhoth thes
ail the that

they had 1

sald papn

Af othnrs

eached

and
followed., until
house

“Now let mamma have a
salid, holding the dinner
Ner ear

“Why, It mamman
with a look of the greatest surprise
Yés, It 1s'" papa declared (he
Lok off the cover

ntly in tha

turn.” hi
pail up

IEn |

middies
ALl

Iyl

BOAT 10

T0OUu on N MmAaAks

al 2Tt
Lyt

I} nyi
iL's quite simple
l‘ﬂ H ll+l‘ !Il'f } i)
inches lonx, six and twy
Taper at the onds
Lraw a line 1
about five-aixths Inch from the
A hole and insert In it & iittie
and one-half ineclr 'n diam=te)
i hen,
ringholt of the
propelier should
inches 1o dinmetiar, TiDE
'sall™ and to the other thi
This diagram show
togethesar and

thirda

('m f‘..*! LD Pl

I.-l!l.ll.f FF:-?‘ IrlI i

I.i]}t-

AL About
dinmeles
i

EATINI
1 0oul
'li:_

paddls

I YOu exactl

inehntl CAre

" i 1 1 (] 1 | .. 4
n npe LItLi

i
L . "ll"i‘-'-"'i 1r N

¥

tlaen i ten ol

outl epmae
y chickens Lhn
had evel 11 Heveral
timidly, but
togethel

¢ and
fluMest, dow
them
thoem stepped abont
of them huddled
pall, peeping softly

“Oh. obh, oh!"” e¢ried children,
delightedly, jumping up and down in
thely excitement “Area they reéail)
ours? Where did you get them?

“They are power chickens,
papa replied, smiling af thelr enthunl-
asm. *“hatched right in the engine
room!'! "

"W hat y Ol
mamma in astopishment,
the pretty little creatures

“Just what [ say.,” replied
who was an engineer in the blg power
house down town: “they were hatcheq
on a shelf in the engine room, "

“You are jJoking.,” mamma de
clared, but papa shook his head nal
once,
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neal

”t"

nouse

mean?
pnzing

do
nl

wias just this way.,”" he ex-
pluluml.' bhanging up his hat, “Tom
Morgan brought me a dozen eggs
from his new hennery about three
weeks agoe. | put them up on the
shelf, Intending to hring them nomse
that night, but neverthought of them
agaln until this morning, when there
seemed to be something stirring up
there. 1 looked, and, sure enough,
there was a fine litter of chickens
just pleking their way out of the
shells!"”

“But how did It
asked mamma Iin o
while Dorothy and Laurence
tiny bread crumbs near the
COMers,

“Because the engine, running night
and day, gave the eggs just as much
heat as they would have found under
a hen's wings," papa replied; “and
$0 they thought they were put up
there to hateh.”

“Oh, aren’'t they darlings!" cried
Dorothy, clapping her handg as the
chickens began to eat the crumbs.
“They are the nleest pels that we
ever had in all our lives!"”

“The only question in my mind is
how they are to be mothered at
night," papa sald, patting Dorothy's
bright curis ag he gpoke, “'If mamma
can declde that question for us, 1 will
agree to make a nlce home for them."”

Mamma looked thoughtful for a
moment, then told papa that, if he
would make the. Mitle house, she
would soon have a mother ready to
put inside It,

While papa was making a nice
coop out of a wooden box, mamina
found an empty tin ean that had once
held a gallon of maple syrup.
filled this full of bolling water,
gcrewed the cover on tight, and then
wiapped it up in pleces of flannel,

ever happen?

puzzled tone,
seattered
new-

nH
thirty
nt e 1

how i lOOX ¥

|

' wil]l keep the chick
1 ‘Thes

“There,” she exclaimed, triumph« |

antly, fastening the last strip, “let us
see how the chickens llke this for a
mcrher!”

Setting the can carefully in the con-
ire of the coop, she put the little
chickens close by it. Finding it soft
and warm,
the flannel cover, and began to chirp
an contentedly as §f it were A mother
hen,

lotting It
mother hen's wings, and leaving the
ends open for the chickens to go in

'and out.

“We will ill the ean with hot water
every night.” sald mamma. “and It
eng nice and warm.

will never know that it Is not

'a real mother.'

i

Whether or not this was true, the
chickens certainly lived quite happlly
with thelr syrup-can mother, until

papn declared they were large enough

' {0 go to roost in the barn.—Mary Gll-

as the two hurrying little fig-
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WISE WORDS.

Many vears ago, when your grand-
mother and grandfather went to
gchool, they had reading and spelling
lessons very much like ours to-day,
only now they seem to us “old-fash-
loned.” Here are some of the sen-
from thelir old Engliah spell-
hook

It i winer to prevent a quarrel than
O avenge |t

He rich who considers

I8 AIWAYH

I Nimeaell as having enough

1N .

1

hegan, |

writy and truth are the founda.
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There s no real use In riches, ox-
in the distribution of them
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of wisdom to be
WO DAY

1Ormna no
miserablao
nappen to b #0 Llo-morrow
Which do you think you prefer, the
old-time reader, fuil of advice, o1
your own pretty book, with itsa wealith

of stories Washington SBtar
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Dr. Edmund Otls Hovey, of the
American Museum of Natural His-
tory. who visited the West Indles Im-

 mediately after the eruptions of Mont

' Pelee and La SBoufriere in

1902, has
made an extended tour of the Islands

with a view to supplementing his stu.

She

dies In vulcanology,

A large horse breeding and train.
ing place has been established at
Kalgan, chlefly for the supply of
horses for the Chinese army, and It
{s estimated that at least 20,000 good
animals should be avallable every
year. The manager is a Chinese, who
has been studying horse breeding in
Japan,

e =

The American Museum of Natural

* History has recelved samples of the

halr, wool and hide of A mammoth,
probably the only samples of the out-
er coverlug of this extinet animal
now In America. They are from Elg-
phant Point, Alaska.

Most of the opium in India is pro-
duced in the agencies of Blhar and
Benares, which have, respectively,
106,000 and 215,000 acres under cul-
tivation, The net revenue derived
from the opium in 1907 amounted (o
$14,674,803,

A learned Itallan doctor says that
giantism is a morbld procefs—a dis-
ease due to an enlargement of a part
of the brain which Is endowed with
growth-—regulated functions. When
that part of the brain enlarged, the
limbe g1ew to an abnormal extent and
other physical changes oceurred, the
axcess of growth being chiefly in the
lower jaw, the arms and legs. The
average life is only a fraction over
twenty vears. Ireland has produced
at least four glants-—-McGrath, born
in Tipperary, in 1786 (he was 7 feet
6 Inches in helght); Malone, 7 feat 6
inches: Murphy, 7 feet 3 inches, and
Charles Byrne, 7 feet 6 inches. None
of them ever reached great rental

| development.
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THE RAID OF THE TUSKER.

“"We were all seated under the sha-
miana, a sort of fringed canopy un-
der which East Indians sit in the cool
of the evening,'”' says Mr. Inglig, in
“Tent Life in Tiger Land.” "Our
hunting togs were discarded and our
guns were belng cleaned.” As they
thus, unprepared for any emer-
gency, plercing acreams were sudden-
ly heard.

“"Run, sahibs,
has gone mad

All

run' The tusker
He has broken looge!"™
started to their feeot, and the

" terror-stricken servants flew in every

direction., -The great elephant made
a run for the cook, who was bending
over a stewpan. With admirable pre-
man dellvered the
sing pan full in the gaping mouth
of the furious beast

Our frst impulse
our guns, but they w
pleces Not one In
ready for use.

The elephant next made a rush for
the shamiana; the ropes snapped llke
fiax, the Iacquered bamboo
broke llke plpe-stems. Like
the collapsing bulk of a punctured
balloon, the canopy crashed to the
ground, while we made our escape In
nil dirsctions

One of the
a man of great strength,
small meerschaum plpe
betweon his lips, tumbled
rould not rise before the
on him

The rest
tent ropes,
plunged In
wWa paused,
the
wall.

run ot
ern All taken to
the camp was

was 10
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who kept a
continually
OvVer,
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party, Mac

the
river,

us stumbled over
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and swam across Then
and missed Mnac From
gervantsa the frightened
'‘Oh. the gahib Is dead! Alas!’
From the river bank we could see
brute in a perfect fury of rage
irampling on the shapeloess
cloth, furnitura and pole
41r Into the oM
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BATHING 1IN

It is well
of the Dead
than those of the
to the great amount
solution. A few vears aro
sir Gray Hill, of Engiand, made
Of swimmming In the gea and
the Jordan, to compare
tells the result in his
the Bedulnps:'

Many tourists
bathe In the Dead
dan, and for very shame I coua:d nol
pass by without daoing so. Bt my
experience was pecullar. 1 hal with
me one aof the Jericho shelks and
ong of the muleteers, and we rode
first to the Dead {8 v iaters
are generally perfectly still and ol
a splendid blue color; but now, ow.
ing to the storm, they wera very
rough, the waves ran higbh, and for
some two hundred yards from the
ghore were of an ugly brown.

I looked askance at it as |
dressed, but felt bound to go o, The
waves very promptly knocked me
down, and filled my mouth, nose and
eyes with their strong brine. Agaln
I tried, and again, pleking up ons
after another of the bare branches
of trees which are carried down by
the Jordan and washed on to ths
shores of this strange lake, with
which [ tried to steady mysell oa |
walked In.
waves, alded by the great floating
power of the water, twisted ths
branches out of my hands, and

THE DEAD

that the
muen b

SEA

known
sea

waters
AViel
e
neld in
now
trial
Lhren In
the (wo, He
book, ""WIith
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ol salt
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while at
Sea and the Jor-

WA eho

e
Sen,

-

knocked me down time after time

until, feeling that I had done enough
for principle, 1 acknowledged that th«

victory did not lie on my side, and

gcrambled out, most

pleasantly.

smarting un-

Then we galloped off to the Jor-

dap, where 1 thouvght I should suc-
ceed better. So I cast about for a
suitable place to jump in, for I did

not like to erawl in ignominiously at '

the pligrims' bathing-place, near
which we were, and which would
have been the wisest course to adopt.
I wanted to take a header. 8o pro-
curing a long stick, I ascended the
gtream a little, and made sure by
sounding with it of a deep spot under
an overhanging tree,

In T plunged, intending to swim
down to the regular bathing-place
where I knew there must be & good
bottom for getting out. Down |
came with the fast-flowing yellow
flood, striking out in the fullest en
ioyment,

and |
was |

1 llﬁ 11“![1"11

heap of |
digeging | passed
i whieh

| and

| WAS pri

moonlight
' round!

| he pulled
and |
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| hurt
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that al |

| apother

But the force of tha |
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But when I was just ahout to put

- my foot to the ground, I was brought
. up sharp with a tremendous blow on
- my right breast,

If it had struck
me on the heart it would, I think,
have killed me on the spot. I had
come down on to the end of a stake
pointing up-stream, and driven in to
mark the upper boundary of the
bathing-place, but. which was hidden,
owing to the rains having raised the
gurface of the river. I had some
dificulty in erawling out again, and
was black and blue in the chest for
a month afterward. There {8 nothing
llke a little experience to teach one
wisdom.—Youth's Companion.

A LAST LESSON.

Putting the finishing touches to a
bronco’s educatlon is sometimes ex-
citing business. “‘Bronc'” was a big
black beauty of a colt, but about as
mean as he was handsome, He had
aever been properly broken by hls
Arst owner, and his second master put
aim into tne hands of the best horse-
oreaker In camp, hoping for an im-
provement. How his education was
ompleted 18 desceribed in Out West,

"They called this pony a outlaw
before I took a holt of him,"” re-
marked the ‘“‘broneco-buster,’”” when
the training of the black beast was
well along “"Shucke!” Nowadays
iIf a hoss bucks his saddle-blanket
off'n him the boys say, '‘Outlaw! Bad
bronco! Guess I'll ride that ol' hoss
wer vonder.’

"I've aweated most o' the ugliness
outen him a'‘ready,” continued the
tralner. “'He ain't got but one mean
habit left, an’ to-day I'm a-going to
I'arn him to fergit {t."

The mean habit referred to was
this: When Brone declded to go
stralght ahead, he'd go. Over rocks
and down the gteep banks of a wash,
through cactus and the well-named
cal's claw,; and If the chollas pricked
him or the curved claws of the brush
snatched at his fNanks, he would
throw in some fancy bucking [for
Z2o0od measure as he tore along. But
turn? Never!

The trainer took his riata from
the saddle-horn, tled one end to the
bridle, hackamore, and fas-
tened it securely under the iaw. Then
the colt, working toward
ite flanks, until the animal allowed
him to reach the tall and fasten n
100p of rope In its heavy strands,

Tho end of the riata was
througn the loop Iin a way
would bring nor head
tall together tightened,
and by passing the more
through nackan and loop 1t
vented from slipping when

rope or

iree
the sn'n
when
Iatfn once
both e
releaseqd
SNow for the grand

announced the iralner; and
away from the colt’'s heelr,
the riata taut till the ani-
was bent nearly double, ""Keep
turning till 1 say ye can stop!' he
ommanded,; and In fact the bewil-
lered creature wns ll'\’ill\'il”'i.', like a
glowly the old lesson
f his race man's will is law
lOor the horse

At the end of twenty minutes or so

» tralner decided that the stiff neck
sufficiently limbers When he
nounted he dis I'ror: tano
'd and bucked
iried roll
whno sprang from the
L In time

But his patience was by
whpausted

Heres n
iimber.” he
larege

Merry-go.
slandineg

mnl

jearning
that

WL M
yvered bin «
i Ll
him, and finally
ywver the ridé I,

addie jus

D

no ImMe<ans

gure way to make ‘'em
announced, and picking
flat he tapped the
horge's neck for minutes stead-
not witn sufiicient force to
him “"He'll fee]l that pretty
an’ find it easier than

nis tender neck the

jlone,

n lew

S0O0N,

(O turn
against
reing,

Wwhen the pony had been reversed
—thal tied head and tell on the
pposite side-—and allowed to rotate
balf-hour, he was dripping
with sweat and completely subdued

The tralner mounted, and the colt
allowed himself to ridden about
the flat until he tangied in his trail-
ing riata and fell, lhr- rider still on
LoD,

“Now we'll turn him loose an' sea
how he bebhaves hissell,”” remarged
the trainer; and unslinging the ropes,
he again mounted and rode the now
tractable horse In circles and figure
eights, turning and wheeling at will,

“I'd a heap sooner twist this crit-
ter's neck with a rope,”” the tralney
concluded, ““than have him break hls
neck an’ mine, too, over yvonder
cliff.”

Tl was
Broncs hard
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In a Wireless Tower,

To the men in the tower
geegmed full of nolses.
pieked up from Washington, Cape
denry, Filre Island and Glace Bay.
Late In the morning the electrical
school in the Brooklyn navy-yard
ndded the charm of music to the per-
formances, Wireless telephonic ex-
periments were being conducted be-
tween two points in the vard and the
senders were using the band records
of a phonograph. Once It was neces-
gary to telephone to the manager of
a coast station to ask coastwise ghips
to cease gending messages for a few
minutes.

The successful experiment, while
proving the efficacy of the land wire-
legs for news service, was useful also
as indieating some of the difficulties
which must be overcome by improve-
ments in the mechanical equipment
of the stations, In course of time
the danger of delay by Interferenco
will be minimized. The humorists

the air
Signals were

i in the wireless service, too, will get

tired after a while of their wireless
‘okes.—New York Times,

'(:'-ultl and the Skin.

Sharp frosts or cutting winds have
an unpleasant way of finding out the
weak poinis In the cutaneous system,
and unless sgpecial attention is paid
o the hyglene of the skin a good
deal of unnecossary discomfort, or
gven actual suffering, must needs
sndured.—London Hospital,

. |

('harles Martens won a place on
the Springfield (Mass.) polica force
by having his neck streiched three-
tenths of an inch in five weeks by
means of weights.
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