
FOR HIS SISTER'S SAKE.

“Hush I Listen ! Didn’t you hear

the breaking of a twig ?”

As the words were whispered the

speaker spread out his arms to ar-

rest the progress of his three com-

panions. Under a stunted tree they
crouched, listening for the faintest

sound.

They were poaching, Jim Hawel

and three others thrown out of work

by the closing of the pits, and poach-
ing on the most dangerous estate

that they could possibly have chosen

for their operations. For Hopsley

Grange' belonged to Col. Traite, a

sportsman extremely jealous of his

preserves and notorious as the very
sternest J. P. in the county.

But times were bad and for food

for themselves and theirs men will

dare anything.
“You’re mistaken, Jim. There’s

nobody about. It was only a fox or

something stirring in the under-

wood.”

The three men moved out in the

open again, and Jim followed them

uneasily.
Truth to tell he didn’t half like the

job, although it had conjured a rab-

bit into each of his capacious side

pockets. It was his first experiment
in poaching, and horribly nervous he

felt ever since he set out on the expe-

dition.

“Jim, you’ll never take to this

nightwork like the others, willyou ?"

his sister Bess had pleaded. “True,
we’re hard up for food, but, though

you say I’m weak and ill, I can share

with you tillthe pits open again. It

can’t be long, and we’d better starve

than you get sent to prison.”
Of course Jim had promised that

he would do nothing of the sort.

But when he remembered his sister’s

pale face, and noticed how, day by
day, her cheeks got thinner, the

Bigjit of the rabbits and pheasants
that played, even in the country
roads about which he and his mates

wandered all day long to while away

the weary hours, was too much for

him; and that night after Bess had

gone to bed, Jim stole noiselessly
from the cottage and joined the

others at the gate of Hopsley’s Cop-
pise.

And now the others, well satisfied

with the result of their night’s work,
were stealthily making their way

back again.
A bright moon floated in the clear

sky above, but in the woods a silvery
mist arose amid the dark shadows of

the trees and shrubs, rendering all

objects hazy and indistinct.

Crossing a broad patch of light,
Hawel, stillhaunted by this strange

unrest, glanced back at the woods

behind; and, as he did so, his heart

gave a thump as some half a dozen

figures, throwing black shadows on

the moonlit ground, dashed from the

cover of the bushes.

“Lookout, mates 1 The keepers!”
The others gave one look round,

then broke into a run. On the hard

ground the footfalls of their pursuers
sounded plainly in the ears of the

startled poachers.
Then came a voice, “Stop, or we’ll

fire I” And, as the four still tore

blindly on, the report of a gun sound-

ed out, echoing in the woods around,
and with a cry of pain the rearmost

man dropped to the ground with a

charge of small shot lodged in his

legs.
How it happened Jim could hardly

say, but a second after he and the

others were fighting hand to hand

with the keepers, exchanging mur-

derous blows with fist, stick and gun.

They were but three and a wounded

man to six, and in a few minutes the

fight was over. A blow on the head

stretched Jim Hawel senseless on the

ground, his mates were speedily over-

come, and, additional aid having been

summoned, the captives were taken

away through the woods and lodged
in the stone lockup.

“And you, James Hawel, what

have you to say for yourself?”
Jim Hawel, standing before the

magistrate with his three fellows,
didn’t know what to say. The other

Judges, taking into consideration the

fact that the men were out of work,
and that great distress prevailed in

the district, were evidently inclined

to adopt a somewhat lenient view of

their case, especially as the men

swore that the keepers had fired upon
them before being in anyway threat-

ened ; but Col. Traite, displaying his

usual severity, and easily swaying
his less strong minded colleagues,
promptly frowned upon the slightest
suggestion that any mercy should be

shown to the delinquents.
“James Hawel, have you anything

to say?” he asked, sternly.
Jim shuffled his feet, trying to find

words for the thoughts that came

readily enough to his slow brain.

The eyes of all present were upon
him, but he saw only the face of his

sister, who, lying ill in the little

cottage, he knew was waiting with
feverish eagerness for the result of

the trial.

“I’dliketo say a lot, Colonel, your
Honor,” stammered Jim, “but Iain’t

no good at talking. I was there

right enough on your land, and the

rabbits was yours. But, Colonel,

p’r’aps you’ve never been starving and

seen food running about wild, and

yet you zniUßtn’t touch it. ’Twasn’t

for my«elf I stole it. I’m a man, and

short commons for a bitdon’t frighten
me; but”—and here his voice faltered

—“l’ve got a sister at home, and dry
bread and littleof it don’t lengthen
the lives of folks as is ill.”

“Hunger does not justify theft,”
retorted ; Colonel Traite, harshly.

“And what about the brutal attack

on my keepers?”
"It was their fault, Colonel They

fired ”

Colonel Traite held up his hand

impatiently.
“We’ve heard enough of that,”

said he, angrily. “You fellows won’t

make your case any the better by
pretending you’ve been ill treated.

You are a set of lawless ruffians, who

take advantage of a temporary clos-

ing of the pits to rob other people,
and, when caught in the act, would

not hesitate at murdering the men

who detect you. While lam on the

bench property shall be protected
and the laws of the country rigorous-
ly upheld. You come into our

grounds, and, if you are not stopped,
will soon be entering our houses. I

shall pass upon allof you the severest

sentence it is in my power to in-

flict.”

Colonel Traite looked round at the

other magistrates, and no one ven-

tured to oppose him. But, as the

men were being led away, Jim

Hawel stepped back, and, in desper-
ation, played bis last card.

“Colonel,” said he, “may I say

another word?”

“Well?”

“Your Honor, my sister is very
ill. When she hears of this the

shock may kill her. yourself
have a daughter about her age.
Think ”

“Take him away,” said the Colonel,
coldly.

Then, as they hustled him from
the court, Jim Hawel, his face white

and set, turned his head again, and

through the hall the fierce words

rang:

“I’mgoing, Colonel Traite; but so

sure as 1 live to get my liberty again,
I’llbe even with you!”

And for that speech Jim got an

extra week.

Jim Hawel lived to regain his lib-

erty, and, when again he was free, a

dark hatred rankled in his heart.

Sister Bess had had a bad time of

it, but buoyed up by the hope of see-

ing Jim again, she struggled bravely
with her illness, and though she had
to give up the cottage, managed to

live on somehow on the charity of her

lowly neighbors till the happy day
came when Jim was

“ out.”
The pits were working again, and

Jim easily found work, and to Bess
the trouble seemed to be over. The

doctor, too, said that with plenty of
nourishment she might possibly, in

time, get quite well again.
Had she known the desperate

scheme that had been hatched in the
brains of her brother and his three

comrades her recovery would have

been even slower. For brooding over

their wrongs, those four men, their
hatred of Col. Traite burning in their

hearts, had vowed upon revenge . And
the man who had been shot had sug-

gested a means of which all approved.
Hopsley Grange was to be set on fire.

“The house is an old one,” said

he, gleefully. “Once fairly started

nothing can stop the flames. I’ve
done odd jobs about the place, and

there is a stable chock full of hay
and straw close to the new wing that

will, when the wind blows from the

west, burn the house to the ground
with the striking of a single match.”

For a week or so the conspirators
made no move, but when they could

do so with safety one or another of

them was continually spying around

The Grange,observing the surround-

ings of the house, so that in the dark-

ness no mistake might be made.
Then one evening, as the crowd of
them came trudging home from the

pit, four of them exchanged mean-

ing glances, for a strong wind'was

blowing, and the weathercock on the
roof of the Town Hall showed that it

came from the west. At 9 o’clock
under a tree in a lonely lane the same

four met, and a surprise was in store

for them.

“Mates,” said Jim Hawel, hoarse-

ly, “you know that I’m no coward-
The white feather ain’t much in my

line, but I tell you, I can’t do this

job.
”

“What?” they gasped, in chorus.
“I can’tdo it,” repeated Jim. "I'll

tell you why. You know my sister,
Bess? I’ve got but her in the world
to care for; and if I come to grief
it’llfinish her. The poaching busi-
ness she’s only just managed to get
over, and I tell you, for her sake, I
can’t risk this. Alone I’d fire the
Colonel’s place and tell him as how

it was me as did it; but with her
alive it ain’t no good. B’lieve me or

b’lieve me Pot, the hate of Col. Traite

sticks as deep in me as ever it did,
and, as I swore. I’llbe even with
him yet; but just now my hand
ain’t free, and I must wait. ” •

The three men, muttering to

themselves, stared at him. The man

who had been shot shook angrily a

pint tin of parrafin that he carried
and rattled a box of matches.

“A nice bit o’ backing out this is,
Jim Hawel,” growled he.

“P’r’aps it is,” said Jim. “But

my mind’s made up. If anything like
this happens I’llbe the first to suffer

after having threatened him, and I
don’t want no revenge that falls hard
on Bess. And there’s another thing,”
he continued, bravely. “The Colo-
nel’s daughter is there. Her bedroom
is right on top of the building.
JP’r’aps she’ll be killed in the fire.
Won’t you give up the whole busi-

ness and wait tillwe can go kill the
Colonel alone, with no chance of

damaging other people?
The man who had been injured

turned on his heel.

“Come along, mate,” said he;
“tain’t no good jawing with him.
We three will arrange a little do on

our own account for another night.
And you, Jim Hawel, you go back
and sit by the fire along o’ Bess.”

But, after they had gone a little

way, the three stopped again.
“Itweren't no good going against

him,” said the same man. “After

all, he’s right to look after the gal.
But that don’t matter to us, eh?
Jim ain’t the man to round on his
mates. What do you say to having
the little flareup. after all?”

The bell in the steeple of the
church had just struck 11. when in
the darkness of night a flickering,
uncertain light sprang up on a hill a

mile outside the town. Soon after

the electric bell in the fire station
connected by wire with Col. Traite's
house rang out the alarm, and a few
seconds afterward the quiet that had
settled on the little town was ex-

changed for a noisy hubbub as the
shout went around: “Hopsley
Grange is on fire!” For, undetected

by dog or man, the three plotters had

entered the grounds, gained the sta-

ble, carefully removed a shutter, and

silently poured the oil they carried

over the straw that was packed
within right up to the very windows.

Then the man who carried the
matches struck a whole handful on

the box and hurled them upon the

saturated straw. Instantly a blaze

sprang to the roof, and by the time

the three had gained the road out'

side the grounds the stable was

alight from end to end.

Promptly as the engine had turned

out, and eagerly as the driver had

urged his horses along the country
road, the Grange was half consumed
when the firemen first arrived.

Mounted on wheels and on foot,
the people were arriving in hundreds,
gazing awestricken at the blazing
pile, or forming long lines to hand up
buckets of water.

Col. Traite, in bed and asleep when

the fire reached the house, had been
almost suffocated before he was dis-

covered, and being carried out in an

unconscious condition, was just now

reviving.
The fire escapes, slower than the

engine, had arrived, when turning to

the crowd of frightened, half clothed

servants, the chief of the gremen
asked:

“Are you all here? Is any one left
in the building?”

Col. Traite, returning to his senses,

heard the words.

“My daughter!” he gasped. “Is

she out?”

At that moment a window, high
above the flames, was thrown violent-

ly open, and with a scream for help
a white robed figure leaned far out,
its arms extended toward the crowd
below.

“Amy!”screamed the father as he

saw her, running toward the building
as if to catch her if she fell.

“Don’t jump!” shouted the fire-
man above the roaring of the flames.

“Do you see the escape coming yet?”
he asked,

Far down the road, at the bottom

of the hill, that was illuminated by
the light of the fire, the tall red
ladder was to be observed approach-
ing slowly. The fireman glanced up
at the window where stood the figure
of the girl, behind which a dull,
murky light had now began to glow.

“It will be too late,” said he.
“And by the staircase it is impossi-
ble to reach her.”

Then Col. Traite turned in his

despair to the crowd behind him, and

in a loud voice he cried :

“A hundred pounds to the !”
He stopped suddenly. Some one

had seized his arm,
“Look!”they cried.

And a tremendous shout burst

from the excited crowd as, at that

topmost window, the figure of a man

appeared, and a blanket was thrown

around the form of the girl whose

doom seemed sealed.

A moment this man looked down

as if meditating what to do and then,
catching the girl in his arms, he dis-

appeared.

“It’s Jimmy Hawel!” exclaimed
some one.

Into the hall of the burning build-

ing the firemen crowded, mounting
the stairs as far as the conflagration
would allow.

There was a crash, a burst of flame
and smoke, and a whole flight above

collapsed, hurling Jim Hawel and
his burden onto the bottom landing.

Her hair singed, the blanket that

enfolded her already smoldering,
Amy Traite scrambled readily to her

feet, but her rescuer did not rise.

Quickly they carried him out to

the fresh air and tore off his burning
clothing.. Into a wagonette that

was handy he was trundled, Colonel

Traite seized the reins, and, with

Amy, wrapped in many coats, sitting
behind him, raced back to the town.

Into a bedroom in the best hotel

Jim was carried and medical aid im-

mediately summoned. Sister Bess

was also fetched to tend her hero
brother.

Next morning the patient was so

far recovered as to be able, while ly-
ing in bed, to hold an informal re-

ception, and wheeled to the window

to bow his head in response to the

cheering of the people assembled out-

side.

And when all the others had gone
and only Bess remained, a gray haired

man entered the room and threw him-
self on his knees by the bedside.

And as he pressed to his lips the hand
of the injured man, he gasped in his

emotion.

“Jim Hawel, you have kept your
word. You are even with me now!”

Cork and Its Uses.

A large quantity of cork is exported
annually from the district of Spain
to the United States, the lesser pur-
chasers being England, Italy, France

and the Spanish colonies. The cork

forests are situated in Gerona, one

of the four provinces comprising the

principality of Catalonia. The trees

grow for from 300 to 400 years, and
become productive at an age of about

twenty-five years. The bark is then

removed, and thereafter the opera-
tion is repeated every twelve or four-
teen years.

The greater part of the bark is

made into cork for bottles, the

rougher part being reserved for rus-

tic decoration. The fishermen also

employ the coarser pieces as floats
for their nets. The articles manu-

factured from cork comprise handles
for bicycles, cigarette mouthpieces,
shoe soles and visiting cards. A

very warm and lasting flooring is al-
so made from layers of cork. The

cuttings and residue generally are

ground to powder and used for pack-
ing fruit, and if it is not good enough
for this purpose.it enters into brick-

making for building purposes.

How to Acquire a Bass Voice.

Ferrari, the celebrated composer,
relates the following anecdote in his
Memoirs. On a cold December night
a man in a littlevillage in the Tyrol
opened the window and stood in front
of it, with hardly any clothing on

his back.

“Peter !”shouted a neighbor, who
was passing, “what are you doing
there?”

,

“Iam catching a cold.”
“What for?”

“So I can sing bass to-morrow at
church.’’

HOW IRON IS MINED.

Processes That Hava Coma Into Ro.
cant Use.J

Back in tho hills of the Bald Eagle
valley of Pennsylvania can be found
the most productive ore mines that
exist in any of the Northern states,

says the Pittsburg Dispatch. The

manufacturing in that section seem-

ed to commence as sovn as the first
settlement was made, and now there
can be found some of the most inter-

esting and historical facts concerning
the early manufactnre of iron in its

every stage of completion, from the

time it leaves the mine as ore until
it reaches its last finish as true steel.

It was here in this valley that the
charcoal blast furnace, once so popu
lar, but now almost unheard of, made
its initial appearance in 1865; but

everything has undergone a change
since that time, and now the only
thing left to the once popular
mode of manufacture of iron is one

small wooden structure which is the
charcoal blazing furnace, the place
where the grandfather of the late
Gov. Curtin made his first start in

life as an ironmaster,
In the place of these once famous

furnaces there have been erected
chill blast furnaces of a more modern

kind, but the old mines are still as

productive as they were a hundred

years ago, and from all indications

are likely to continue so.

In ancient times it Was the custom
in mining ore to dig straight down to

perhaps a depth of 50 to 100 feet,
and then strike out and take up the
vein from the base of the pit; but

this has been done away with entire-

ly, and the only plan now carried

into effect is to first remove the sur-

face of useless gravel, and then to
mine the entire contents, which plan
makes mining practically as safe to

man as almost any other work. Of

course, the pew plan is a trifle more

expensive, as the ore has to be gone
over by men and boys, so that all the
flint can be taken out. However,
this slight expense is more than
made up in the end, as mining by
the modern methods can be carried
on all winter, which formerly was

impossible under the pit, or single
vein system.

Down into the depths of the mine

nearest to the “washer” of a group
of mines is run an incline of heavy
plank at about an angle of 45 de-

grees, on which a double track is

laid; at the top of this incline is the

engine room and dumping house,
while the empty car goes down on one

side its own weight draws the loaded
car up on the other side, like an end-

less chain, slacking up so the loaded
car willhave time to be dumped into

the washing cars, which are run

under the incline to receive the ore.

From the mine the ore is taken to

the “washers,” where it is thorough-
ly washed and the flint picked out;
it is then ready for the market.

All along the railroads near the

mines are small loading stations

where the ore is loaded onto the cars

ready to be shipped to the furnaces.

At many of the furnaces a high
trestle work runs the cars right over

the receiving tank, but in most cases

the ore is raised to the tank by ele-

vators, which are run similar to the

cars on the incline.

It is here in the large tank like
structure that the ore, mixed with
crushed coke is melted and made

into pure iron, the cinder and refuse

being skimmed off the surface while
the iron is melting.

The foreign substances which iron
contains modify its essential proper-
ties. Carbon adds to its hardness,
but destroys some of its qualities,
and produces cast iron or steel ac-

cording to the proportion it contains.

Sulphur renders it fusible, difficult
to weld, and brittle when heated or

“hot short.” Phosphorus rendersit

“cold short,” but may be present in
the proportion of 2-1,000 to 3-1,000
without affecting injuriously its te-

nacity. Antimony, arsenic and cop-
per have the same effect as sulphur,
the last in a greater degree.

The process of making cast iron

depends much upon the description
of fuel used; whether charcoal, coke,
bituminous or anthracite coals. A

larger yield from the same furnace,
and a great economy in fuel, are

effected by the use of a hot blast.
The greater heat thus produced
causes the iron to combine with a

larger percentage of foreign sub-
stances.

These substances and also a por-
tion of foreign ingredients from the

ore, such as earths of oxides of other

metals, and sometimes sulphur and

phosphorus, which are all injurious
to its quality are separated by melt-

ing the iron in contact with air, and
soft iron is thus rendered harder and

stronger.
Iron is improved in quality by

judicious working, reheating it and

hammering or rolling; other things
being equal, the best is that which
has been wrought the most.

SEEKIN' THE MAN.

First Time on Record Where the

Office Found Its Occupant.

“Did you ever,” asked Major
Hotchkiss, “hear about the best joke
concocted in Frontenac County,
Dakota? A semi-political joke in

which theDemocrats andßepublicans
can take an intellectual pleasure,
but which ought to make the mug-
wump fairly shout for joy.

“Weil, here are facts: In 1881
there was the usual county-seat fight
between rival towns. One got it by
ballot, but the other went after itby
mule. Got it, too, and took ithome.
The court house was a small, light
building, almost the only weight
about it being the bullets fired into
it by ths citizens of the town it was

taken from, and eight spans of lusty
territorial mules handled it easily.

“It was a dozen miles to the other
town, so it took three or four hours.
Of course, most of the county officers
were left behind, since they sym-
pathized with the town which was

abandoned. The little party in

charge of the building was talking
over who would probably occupy the
various offices now vacant, when

they were suddenly hailed by a man

who came out of a small ‘claim

shanty,’and shouted: ‘Hi, there 1’
in peremptory tones. The driver,
who was Mayor in the town they
were approaching, drew up, and the
man came in and took his seat on

the stool at the desk formerly occu-

pied by the Country Treasurer. He
waived his hand and said:

(** ‘Gentlemen, allow me to announce

that from this moment I am Treas-

urer of Frontenac County. Drive on.’
“The man was recognized as a not

particularly popular settler of no

[ political importance.
“‘What does this meant’ demand-

ed the editor of the Prairie City
John L. Sullivan, a local sheet

“‘lt means just this,’ said the

man, vigorously, ‘that I have long
wanted this office, but have never

made a move to get it because I’ve
been following the preaching of your
paper that the office should seek the

man, not the man the office. When
I saw you coming down the road I
says to my wife: “There comes that
office a-seeking me at last, and I’ll
just go out and accept it.” Gentle-

men, those of you that owe taxes

willplease walk up and settle.’
“Itwas considered so good a joke

that the man was allowed to keep
the position. He held the place two

years, cleaned out the safe one dark

night, and went to South America.”

DOGS THAT HATE WHITE MEN.

They Are the Companions of Okla-

homa Indians and Negroes.

Kickapoo Indians are very fond of

dogs, both alive and fricaseed.
Around their tepees or wickiups or

Queen Anne’s, or whatever they call
their abodes, there are always half
a dozen wolfish dogs. An Indian

dog hates a white man as far as he
can smell him, and that is saying a

good deal.

When a white man driving through
the Kickapoo country sees a dog by
the roadside his natural impulse is

to whistle in a friendly way, for
somehow in a wilderness of prairie or

forest a dog is a comfortable sight.
But the instant you whistle to an

Indian dog he turns his tail and is
out of sight quicker than if he had
been kicked. An Indian never

whistles at his dog when he wants
his beast to come to him; he places
his tongue against his teeth and
hisses.

The colored population of Okla-
homa have almost as many dogs as

the Indians. Those who live in the

blackjack sand hills are dog rich.
These dogs have a deep rooted aver-

sion for the white man also. When

an old colored cotton planter comes

to town some of the dogs are sure to

follow, and when the old man walks

uptown the dog stays right between
his feet like a country dog under a

farm wagon. And whenever a white

man comes within snapping distance

the dog gets busy.

A Canary Kills a Rat.

Joseph Thompson, a deputy clerk
of the Court, and at one

time a prominent candidate for the

Mayoralty of Baltimore, has a canary
of which he has always been very
proud. He is prouder of the little
bird than ever now, on account of
the fact that last Thursday night,
after a desperate fight with a rat, the
little yellow fellow came off a victor.

Just before the family retired to rest
at their residence, Mrs. Thompson
placed the bird cage on the sideboard
in the dining room. During the night
a half-grown rat forced himself into
the cage and proceeded to devour the
bird’s food. This was thebeginning
of the trouble. The canary flew from
its perch and the battle began. When

Mrs. Thompson came into the dining
room the next morning she found
a dead rodent lying on its back on

the floor of the bird cage, while the

canary was singing merrily from its

perch above. The beak of the bird
had penetrated the eye of the rat,

entering the brain and causing in-

stant death.

A Gigantic Painting.

The most remarkable piece of pan-
oramic painting ever attempted was

a two thousand mile view of scenery
along the Mississippi River, which
was executed by John Banvard, the

artist, who died in Watertown, S. D.,
in the summer of 1891.

This wonderful panorama, which

gave faithful and clear cut pictures
of bluffs, river mouths, farms, prairie
dells and wood promontories along
the Father of Waters for a distance
almost as great as that which separ-
ates St. Louis and New York, was

painted on a strip of canvas twenty-
two feet wide and nearly three miles

long.
Nothing similar has ever been at-

tempted on such a gigantic scale,
and, while Artist Banvard was not

known as “the Michael Angelo of

America,” he will long be remem-

bered by the lovers of the curious in
either art or nature as the man who

painted the largest painting ever

known.

Marching Made Easy.

A French general has inaugurated
a plan which finds much favor in the
German army, namely, that of per-
mitting and even encouraging the
soldiers to sing when on the march,
a privilege which has been strictly
denied untilrecently. It has also
been arranged that any soldier who
can play on any of the smaller musi-

cal instruments shall be provided
with such instrument at the expense
of the state. It is claimed that the
introduction of a musical feature in-
to the army willserve to revive the

spirits of the men, and will mater-
ially aid in alleviating the hardships
of military service. It is expected
that a man who has an ear for music
willcarry his comrade’s gun on the
march while that soldier plays on the
mouth harmonica.

High Prices for Old Snuff Boxes

At an auction in London recently
large prices were realized for some

old French snuff boxes. A gold Louis
XVI. box, inlaid with miniatures,
brought $2,450; another en-

graved with trellis and stars and

beautifully inlaid with six figure sub-

jects in colored mother-o’-pearl was

sold for $4,000, and no less than

$5,000 was given for a Louis XVI.
oval gold box with chased borders,
painted with two subjects of nymphs
and nereids by Boucher. Several
necklaces were sold at the same auc-

tion, one of emeralds and brilliants
fetching $8,750. A pearl necklace

brought $12,750, and one of pearls,
diamonds, and a clasp of emeralds,
$5,250.

QUEER WAYS OF HENS.

Especially When Engaged in ths

Operation of Sitting.
“Inthe matter of chicken raising,”

states a writer for the Washington
Star, “there -is a good deal to inter-
est one beside the financial results.
About hatching they have some very
odd ways. A short while ago a young
game hen evinced the strongest de-
sire to sit, or set,’ as common par-
lance has it, and as I had a number
of others going through that inter-

esting process, and as she would not
sit save on a certain nest, where a

number of hens
. were laying, I did

not approve of plan. However,
she was so persistent, and disturbed
the laying hens so much, that I

finally, to her great satisfaction, put
her on thirteen eggs. For about ten

days she seemed the picture of con-

tentment, but at the end of this

period she apparently became dis-

gusted at the slow process and left
the nest, positively refusing to re-

turn.

“As good luck would have it, an-

other hen happened to be strolling
by at that time—one that had shown
no signs whatever of a desire to sit—-

and seeing the eggs already arranged
immediately took possession of the

nest. The brood was duly hatched,
but the foster mother was not

destined to enjoy the bringing up of

all her chicks, for, no sooner had

they left the nest than a pirate hen,
which had apparently been lying in

wait, asserted protectorship over

several of them, and took them off to
raise according to her own notions.
This particular method is rather un-

common, though it not infrequently
happens that when two hens are sit-

ting near each other both of them
will go off with the first brood
hatched and abandon the others to

their fate, even though they be with-
in a day of hatching.

“Another odd thing occurred last

year. I had two hens, a black one

and a white one, that would sit on

the same nest side by side. Neither
one appeared to mind the other in

the least, but, on the contrary, there
seemed to be an understanding be-
tween them, as they snuggled up
closely together and carefully covered
all the eggs. By some chance only
two chicks were hatched, a black one

and a white one, and whether it was

mere accident or not, I cannot say,
but each took the one of its own

color, and while they brought them

yip together, yet each hen only fed
its own chick. From all I’ve seen of
the queer ways of am inclined
to believe that these particular ones

understood what they were doing,
and in their consideration—if I may
be allowed the expression—this was

the surest way of getting their own

offspring.
“Iam much interested at present

in what seems to me the oddest freak
of all. About two weeks ago I set a

white hen on thirteen eggs, as usual,
in an old barrel which was on its side.
No sooner had I done this than a

black hen took up her station imme-

diately at the mouth of the barrel,
and began to sit on the bare ground.
I decided to let her alone and watch
the result, as I was sure she had
some idea to work out. Nor was I

mistaken, for in a couple of days,
when the white hen came off to get
some food, the black one immediately
took her place. Naturally, I expect-
ed some disturbance on her return,
but in this I was disappointed. She

appeared to know exactly what the
black hen had been sitting there for,
and had apparently counted on the
result. Without showing the slight-
est agitation, she merely glanced in
the barrel, then took her station on

the exact spot that the black hen had

quitted. Since then they have ex-

changed places several times, evi-

dently thoroughly satisfied with their

co-operative method.
“More than once I have had oc-

casion to notice the quiet resignation
and patience of a sitting hen under
the most adverse circumstances. For

instance, I have known one to sit out

the whole three weeks with another
hen calmly seated upon her back.
I have seen this not infrequently,
and vain have been my endeavors to

put a stop to it, until at last I have
found it necessary to hpprison the

intruding hen. In some cases, the
intruder would consent to sit by her-
self when a nest was prepared for her,,
but more frequently, like Rachel,
she has refused to be comforted, and
could not be cajoled into any other

occupation. Sometimes, if the orig-
inal occupant is of a good disposition,
and offers the visitor an opportunity,
the latter will descend from her

high station and share the work side

by side, as related above; but there
are occasions when just nothing but

pure cussedness seems to animate

her, and she is then as obstinate as

a balky mule.”

A Bad Weed.

Spring nightshade, or buffalo bur,
is becoming quite numerous in many
parts of lowa, Illinois, Missouri and
Kansas. It is regarded as one of
the worst weeds in Texas. It is be-

coming surprisingly abundant in

eastern Nebraska. During the past
year ithas frequently been mistaken
for Russian thistle, but it does not

resemble the Russian thistle in any
respect except that it is a mass of
thorns when the leaves drop off. It

grows bushy and compact, having
every spring leaves, stems and fruit.
The fruit is a berry like that of the

potato, but w’ith attached calyx,
The plant is a very close relative of
the cultivated potato. The flowers

are yellow. As the weed is an an-

nual there ought to be no trouble in

removing it.

Assisted Immigrants.

The fares of the Italian immi-

grants are very commonly paid by
their relatives and friends in this

country, who, if they have not the

money, can obtain it readily without

security from any one of the numer-

ous Italian banks in American cities.
There are dozens of these institutions
in New York which lend money in
this way at 100 or 200 per cent., get-
ting it back ¦from the first earnings
of the imported immigrant. The
banks also do a great business in

contract labor, fetching over men by
thousands to work on railways, in
the mines or elsewhere. Of course,
this is against the law, but is ex-

tremely difficult of detection.

THE DISMAL SWAMP.

Queer Things Found in That Dismal

Region.

“I have just returned from a visit
to the Dismal Swamp,” said Dr. A.

K. Fisher, ornithologist of the De-

partment of Agriculture, to a Wash-

ington Star writer. “Itis a strange
region, full of oddities that are not

to be found elsewhere. The purpose
of my expedition was to investigate
the fauna of the locality, and of rare

mammals and birds I secured quite
anundber. Snakes are abundant and
are alleged by the natives to be veno-

mous, but all that I saw were harm-
less. When I picked up a good-
sized one from a log and held him

by the neck, the negro who was

paddling for me shuddered sp that
he nearly upset the boat.

“I found about fifty species of
birds breeding in the swamp. One
of them was Swainson’s warbler,
which is very rare. I trapped several

species of small mice, rice mice, field

mice, golden mice, and lemming
mice. The lemming mouse is hard
to catch, because it willnot take any
sort of bait; the only way to capture
it is to set a trap in its runway. I
set my traps in dry places out of
water. Among other things I got
two rare shrews.

“There are plenty of cattle in the

swamp—small, dark, and very wild.

They are the progeny of animals that
have strayed from domesticated
herds. Hunters stalk and shoot
them like deer. Bears are numer-

ous. In the autumn they feed
greedily on the fruitof the sour gum.

Wildcats, opossums, and raccoons

are not scarce, while squirrels are

remarkably abundant. The squirrels
have discovered an easy way to get
a living, by going along the shores
of Lake Drummond and picking up
the nuts and berries which have
fallen into the water and drifted in
windrows. They trot along the logs
and fish them out with their paws.
Deer are commom, but hard to get.
In the fall hunters run them into the
lake and catch them with dogs.

“There is fine fishing in Lake

Drummond, which contains plenty
of perch, black bass, two kinds of

pickerel, three species of sunfish,
and other panfish. There is no dry
ground in the swamp, and one sinks
at every step to his knees in mud.
The cane which forms brakes all

through the South is abundant. To-

gether with a varied undergrowth, it
is tangled with vines that run up
into the trees, so that half a mile an

hour is a good rate of progress. One
must carry a knife to cut the vines,
walking being further impeded by
the cat-briar, whose thorns catch

in the clothing and hold on like

hooks.

“The boats used in the Dismal

Swamp are all dug-outs, made from

cypress logs, twelve feet long and

very narrow, To shape such a craft

properly is a nice piece of work.
The novice who steps into one of

these boats is apt to go out on the

other side, but the native stands up
and paddles with security. The

water is darker than amber and ex-

cellent to drink; it is said to be a

sure cure for malaria. There is no

malarial disease in the swamp. The

swamp is full of magnolias, from the

size of bushes to trees sixty feet high,
When I was there they were full of

flowers. The cypress trees are cut

for shingles. The best trees for the

purpose are those which fell from

twenty-five to fifty years ago, and
are now covered with moss. The

negroes wade in and cut off the moss

and rotten bark. Then they cut up
the log into shingles on the spot.
The next best tree is one that is

newly fallen, and the third quality
is the tree that has to be felled.

“The Dismal Swamp is the most

northern of the great morass swamps.
Lake Drummond, in the center of it,
is four miles long and of an oval

shape. There is a very odd fact

about the Jericho Ditch, which ex-

tends for a distance of eleven miles

from the Nansemond River to the
lake. From the middle point of the
ditch the water runs both ways;
there is a current toward Lake Drum-

mond and another current in the

opposite direction toward the Nanse-

mond River.”

Danger in the Use of Slang.

A new illustration of the danger-
ous confusion that often is created

by the prevalence of slang is fur-

nished, says the Brooklyn Times, by
an incident reported in this morn-

ing’s news. A professional rat catch-
er went to a fashionable club on

Tuesday evening, and at midnight he

had bagged fifty rats. With the

fifty living rats in a bag—for this

professional scorns to killany rats on

the premises—he left the fashionable

club and started home. Then ap-

peared an unknown policeman, who

said: “Where are you going?”
“None of yur business,” answered

the rat catcher. “So that’s your

swag,” said the policeman, sarcasti-

cally tapping the bag with his club.

“Nary swag,” said the rat catcher.

“What have you in the bag, then?”

Here we come to the first crisis of

the story, for the reply was “rats.”
The policeman then punched the

professional for what he, perhaps
reasonably, regarded as his imperti-
nence. Moreover, he grabbed the

bag and thrust in his inquiring, offi-

cial hand. Here comes the second

crisis of the story, for at least seven

rats grabbed that hand. The police-
man yelled, and shook off the rats,
and the other forty-three leaping
from the bag the street was soon full

of rats. The poor policeman, with

rats to the right of him amd rats to

the left of him, and rats in an indefi-

nite vista before and behind him,
fled into the night.

This is not the first time that

Slang has indirectly created confus-
ion in the world. The rat catcher

had no suspicion that the policeman
would take his explanation amiss.
This is the trouble. The slang thab

creates disaster is generally used

unwittingly. May the present pic-
turesque warning be heeded.

Better Than Ice.

The latest device for the conve-

nience of housekeepers is a Chicago
scheme to furnish refrigeration tc

dwellings by a piping system that
shall' give to all subscribers cold
closets without the use of ice.

SUNSET. ...

Inchildhood days, long years ago,
Far from the busy town,

The happiest hour I used to know

Was when the sun went down;

For then I’d labor’s cares dismiss

And speed with heart elate

To win a “Welcome home!” and kiss

From mother at the gate.

Now, in the afternoon of life,

As evening’s shades draw nigh.

Again I see the sun go down

Without a single sigh;

And when at last it sinks to rest

I’llask no kindlier fate

Than a welcome kiss at sunset

From mother at the gate.
—FrankS. Pixley.


