
Harpers secret.

“She is so cold!" said those who knew

Margaret. “A tine girl, but so cold!"

Sometimes Margaret heard them, and

smiled—a half-mocking smile. She

knew of warm affections, of fierce re-

sentments, of passionate dreams that

kept her lying awake through the

night; of moments of anguish and hot

tears. She knew that this outward

coldness was but that of snow lying

above a volcano. One whose feelings

were not so strong might have dared

to show them to the world; Margaret
dared not.

She knelt beside her trunk, think-

ing something of this as she quietly
and tidily packed it for A journey.
On the morrow she was to leave her

village home to teach music in a city

boarding school. She finished it

speedily, and then stood beside the

little window, looking out upon the

road—grass-grown, and little troubled

by wheels; and. beyond a little wood;
a field or two; a spire pointing heaven-

ward; and a purple hue of distant

mountains.

From this very window had Mar-

garet looked upon this very scene for

years—almost ever since years had

been for her. It was hard to leave it—

hard to leave her few friends. One

must be richer than Margaret to have

many. But this was not the pain that

lay deepest at the girl's heart. She

could have left all others with a little

softening of the heart, a tear or two.

a lingering regret, which she could

not have wished to conquer; but it was

a different thing to leave Christopher
Hayes, who did not care at all for be-

ing left—who did not care, as she

knew, whether she stayed or went.

Margaret had had admirers, hand-

some and richer than Christopher—-

who, to other eyes, was only a not very

ill-looking young man attached to the

telegraph office of Fernley. She did

not even triumph in these contests—-

they were all worthless to her since

Christopher had proved his month's

flirtation by forgetting all about it.

Margaret had but one''comfort in the

matter—that was, Christopher never

guessed, never could guess, that she

loved idm.

"She is a statue.” Margaret had

heard him say. “One had as well
make love to the marble in the church-

yard yonder.”

Now, the statue was burning for a

glimpse of the man she loved so; for

one touch of his hand before she left

Feraley, it might be, forever! She

could not go without it—she would

not! And she put on her hat and

turned villageward, and soon came to
the little telegraph office, on which the

setting sun of the August day flung
his beams aslant, lighting up the

windows finely, and lighting also a

youngish head with a rather pleasant
face, under what any one else would

have called very red hair!—to Mar-

garet it was golden! The face was

turned the other way.

"How beautiful he is!” she said to

herself. “What soul there is in his

face! Oh, Christopher! Christopher—”
Never in her life had she called him

anything but “Mr. Hayes,” but he was

Christopher to her. Once or twice she

repeated the name, “Christopher!
Christopher!” And then, with her

Quiet smile, walked up to the lounging
figure at the door, and dared to do

what not one woman in a thousand,

desperately and hopelessly in love as

she was, would have dared to do: of-

fered him her hand!

“I saw you as I passed the oflice, Mr.

Hayes,” she said, in her low, meas-

ured tones; “and since I am going
away to-morrow, made up my mind
that it would be the time to say good-
bye.”

“Going away!” he exclaimed. “Why,
Miss Margaret, you were one of the
institutions here, I thought. They’ll
miss you. It is eerainly very cruel of

you. Though, to be sure, for your

part, I congratulate you. Fernley is

a dull place.”
.“Yes —it is dull,” said Margaret.

“But then I like it. Nothing like

habit, you know.”

“Else how could one endure this,” he

said, looking into the office, and yawn-
ing a little. “I beg your pardon,” he

said, apologetically, for his stretched

mouth, “but it is so stupid here.”

She laughed.

“I’m like Robinson Crusoe,” he said.

“It’s very good of you to come out of

your way to say good-bye, Miss Mar-

garet, to an isolated wretch like me.”

“Sorry to quench your vanity,” she

laughed;- “but perhaps I should not
have thought of it had it not been just
iq my way. Good-bye. then.”

“A pleasant journey,” said he; then

forgot all about her. His eye grew

bright, his face flushed. His glance
passed Margaret. She turned her

head.

A little pony, carriage, driven by a

girl, was whirling softly over the

dusty road. She knew Virginia Hazle-

wood’s parasol. The carriage stopped.
The little gloved hand beckoned.

“Excuse me, Miss Margaret,” said

ChristOE*ier, and ran away to obey the

summons.

For one moment Margaret was white

to the very lips; the next she smiled

and buttoned her glove.

“It’s only about a message, Mr.

Hayes,” twittered Victoria. “I want

papa to bring me up some lace to-mor-
row. One can’t go down such days as

those.”

And there was more of it, and some

scribbling on a bit of paper.

Meanwhile, Margaret saw something
a pile of small vignettes, on a table

’ 'i

under the window, the “counterfeit

presentments” of Christopher. She

drew near; one arm rested on the sill;
the other hand darted forth swiftly,
surely, and came back with a vignette
between its fingers. The vignette was

In her pocket; and she glided away

from the window, and passed Chris-

topher on the road.

“Oh!” cried he. apologetic, once

more; “are you going? So sorry, but

business must be attended to, you

know. Good-bye.”

Again their hands met. He lifted his

hat. Victoria, who did not know Mar-

garet except by sight, regarded her

with that impertinent school girl stare

reserved by some young women, who

are all smiles and blushes before their

masculine adorers.

Margaret's face was a statue's; and

she went her way quietly, as though
she had not seen the look.

“Don't you think she's dreadfully

funny?” queried Victoria, a little anxi-

ous to disparage.

“I've heard her called fine-looking,”
said Christopher; “but she is so cold—-

no animation.”

Victoria bestowed her arch look upon

him. and said:

“She is cold; a perfect iceberg; hor- j
rid I think;” and gathered up her

reins, and drove the pony off, looking
so archly that Christopher's brain went

in a whirl for hours.

Meanwhile, Margaret had made her

adieux, and was whirling cityward,
with Christopher's portrait next to her

hen rt.

Beautiful, but so cold, said those at

the Seminary, of Margaret. And be-

cause of this coldness friends were

few. But Margaret’s voice could not

go for nothing, any more than her ex-

quisite face.

She had her admirers, male and

female. She made a conquest in th»

first fortnight; had an offer in a mourh.

and refused it.

So the years passed. She kissed the

stolen picture every night, and now

and then a tear dropped on

it. It was growing a little yellow, as

photographs will. The eyes had al-

ways been white, pale-blue eyes, the

sun will so record. The cheeks were

plump and boyish; the nose had a re-

trousse toss in the air. It was a

pleasant face, but not that of one

who would ever endeavor to do or be

anything; but it was pure perfection to

Margaret.
It was August again—the very month

in which she had flitted from Fernley
three years before. The Seminary had

a vacation, but she did not go home.

In the holiday she took long walks in

the city, always full of interest to her.

She went into the picture galleries and

whiled away hours at pleasant mati-

nees, alone in the crowd.

“What a cold face, but very hand-

some,” strangers said of her; and the

long yearning had made no mark upon

it, any more than had the dull throb of

pain at her heart.
,

The face was never colder or love-

lier than when she took it one day
through the open door of a church on

Fifth avenue. Carriages were at the

door, gaily-dressed guests within—a

wedding was afoot; and what woman

will not delight in a wedding? Mar-

garet sat in a seat half way up a side

aisle—her modest attire had not

tempted the usher to lead her farther

front—and looked intently. The spec-

tators whispered, fans fluttered, eyes

were turned doorward. A carriage
rolled noisily up. There was a

sensation. The bride was coming.

Margaret turned her stately head and

sa w her.
,

It was Victoria Hazlewood. Her

heart gave one wild bound. She

looked at the bridegroom. It was not

Christopher—a very different man, im-

posing, with large features and won-

drous mustache. Margaret could

scarcely believe it. Could Christopher

love any one and not be loved in re-

turn?—impossible.

Margaret watched the ceremony

through, and went out of door with

the rest; but the crowd was great,
and in the vestibule she was quite

pushed to the wall, and being so,

would not make an effort to stir, but

sood still until the last bonnet had

vanished, when she quietly shook out

her compressed robes, and slowly fob

lowed. Before she reached the door,
a man with a pale, grieved face

rushed down the stairs of the gallery
and passed her. She had never seen

the face with that expression on it, but

it was Christopher's.

Margaret wept for him that night as

she had never wept for herself. She

kissed his yellow picture and whis-

pered soothing things to it. “I would

have thought so much of your love,”

she said, softly, as mothers coo to

children—“what heart has she, and

what is he beside yon! I hate her—l

hate him—l hate them both! Ah,

Christopher!” and then she kissed the

paper and cuddled it up* to her cheek

and slept with it over her heart.

She slept late. Those holidays were

resting times—she only awoke when

heavy knuckles struck the door and

someone without cried:

“A letter for you!”
Then she opened the door and took

it in. It was from her aunt.

“Dear Margaret”—so it ran—“l want

you to come and see me. I am ill and

doubt if I shall live long. You were a

troublesome child, but you’ve been a

very good girl since you grew up, and

I must say, have done your best to

repay me for my kindness. I want to

see you, and as I have made my will

and left you all I possess, you owe me

a sort of duty. I shall expect you on

Monday for the rest of the vacation.

Truly,
“YOUR AUNT ELINDA.”

It was not an affectionate letter, and

it was the first invitation the old wo-

man had ever sent to Margaret, but

she was not revengeful. She packed

her trunk once more—it was better

filled than of yore—bought a new

novel, and took her way to the depot.
Not many miles lay between her old

home and the city; a few hours and

she should be there. She settled in

her place comfortably and opened her

book. It was interesting, and she lost

sight of everything in its pages. Sud-

denly the consciousness that some one

stood near her made her lift her eyes.

A man was passing through the car

and had stopped to answer the in-

quiries of an old lady who took him

for a conductor.

“The next stopping place is ”

she heard him say. It was Christo-
pher’s voice. He passed on then and

the door shut behind him.

“Oh, for a word with him!” thought
Margaret, and on the instant she

heard the scream of a whistle, shouts

and shrieks. The car stopped.
“A man is killed!” said an old gentle-

man who had thrust his head out of

the window. “Good heavens! he is

cut to pieces, I believe.”

Passengers rushed to the platform,
Margaret with them. They had lifted

Christopher—from the first she knew

tliat it was lie—from the ground. They
were carrying him into a tavern hard

by. Margaret followed.

“I am an old friend,” she said, and

they let her in. while others were shut

our. Christopher lay upon the bed

and a surgeon bent over him.

“He has no chance, I think,” said

this man, looking at the others; “best

not torture him. Nothing could save

his life. I am glad he has a friend

here.”

And then Margaret sat down beside

the bed and said;

"I will stay until the last. Will he

know me?”

No one could tell her that. After all

that could be done was over, they left

her alone, for she asked them to do so.

She bent over him looking at his

face as though she were reading it off

to remember for eternity. The coun-

try sounds came in through the win-

dow. The perfume of hay—the scent

of flowers reached her. Within all

kept still because of the wounded

man. Once or twice the landlady
looked in and asked:

“Is he quiet?”
And Margaret said:

“Yes, thank you.”

At last, in the stillness, she dared to

take his cold hand and hold it in one

of hers. The touch seemed to arouse

him. His eyes looked at her.

“Who are you?” he asked.

She answered:

“Margaret.”
“I remember you,” he said, “were

you in the car? I came down to see

the wedding. She jilted me. I hate

her. I hadn’t money enough, you see-

money—money—money,” and he mut-

tered away again.
Ten minutes afterward he looked up

again.

“I’m badly hurt. I shan’t get well.
Miss Margaret, when you go back to

Fernley, tell them tin; truth. They’ll
think I killed myself, because Victoria

jilted me. It was an accident. My
foot slipped. I was not so much cut

up as that. I should have got over it.

I made a fool of myself by going to

the wedding though. You’lltell them.”

“Yes,” said Margaret, and then as

She looked, the face, the pleasnfit boy-
ish face that she had loved so, changed
under her eyes with the awful change
of death. She had no power over her-

self then.

"Christopher!” she sobbed. .“Chris-

topher, I have loved you so long, so

well. Give me one kiss before you go.
Call me Margaret, promise to love me

in Heaven. Oh, my darling, darling

Christopher.”
Did he hear? Did he comprehend?

A sort of startled look came into his

eyes. He gave her bis cold lips. Mar-

garet kissed him wildly. Then she

sat down beside him—beside what had

been him an instant before—and hid

her face upon the pillow!
“It is very still in there,” said the

landlady, an hour afterward.

Then she opened the door, peeped
in, and gave a cry that brought others

to her side in a moment.

Christopher lay dead upon his pillow!
and on the floor, at the bedside, Mar-

garet had fallen, face downwards!
“She has fainted,” said the landlady.
“She is dead,” said the surgeon—-

“Heart disease. I saw it in her face

when I first spoke to her.”

"He must have been her lover,” said

the landlady, weeping, “and it's killed
her.”

“Not likely,” said the doctor. “Such
a splendid woanan! and he—no—any

agitation might have done it.”

PEARLS WITHOUT PRICE.

Two Strings Ownsd by tho Duchess

of Marlborough.

Casual mention has been made of

the beautiful pearls which Mrs. Wil-

liam K. Vanderbilt gave her daughter,
Miss Consuelo, when she became

Duchess of Marlborough, but nothing
like justice has ever been done to a

collection which is undoubtedly the

finest and most costly in the world.

The pearls originally consisted of

two strings, one of these being his-

toric and a part of the once glorious

strand of Catharine of Russia.

This string was about two yards

long, and while the pearls are well

matched, of great size and of good
“skin” or brilliancy, they are nothing
to be compared to the second string,
which Mr. William K. Vanderbilt be-

gan to collect for his wife soon after

their marriage.
This now comprises the first loop,

one designed to be close to the throat,
the second and third coils being long

enough to hang down over the bodice

of a dress, the whole string going
thre'e times around the neck.

These larger pearls are without

equals in the world, and measure fully
a half inch in diameter. There are

about fifty of them and a conservative

valuation has recently fixed them

worth at from $15,000 to $20,000 each,

making the group cost nearly a million

dollars.

Many years were occupied in the

search for these beautiful gems, and

Europe and the Orient were ransacked

in an endeavor to procure the finest

pearls in the world.

Many of these larger pearls have also

an historic interest apart from their

great purity and value, being the

choicest specimens of several great col-

lections, the pride of many a harem,
the despair of many an owner, who

only parted with such treasures

through necessity or greed.

These pearls will undoubtedly make

a sensation when worn abroad by the

young Duchess of Marlborough, whose

graceful throat seems just designed to

be so adorned.

As they pass into the keeping of the

Marlboroughs these pearls may be-

come an heirloom in that family, to be

passed on from one generation to

another, until the great string is once

more broken up and dispersed, and

some other millionaire sets out to make

another collection so his wife.

An Euglisman'claims to have invented
a safety purse for ladies. It has two

straps, one of which is attached to a ring
that slips over the finger, while the other

ends in a narrow band of leather that

clasps round the waist. It is impossible
to drop it or have it wrenched away.

MAPLE SYRUP INDUSTRY.

Chiefly Confined to tho New Eng-

| land States.

This is the time of year when maple

syrup takes its proper place as king of

the condiments at the breakfast table.

It comes in with buckwheat cakes and

fried hominy.

There is just a round million of dol-
lars invested in this country in tire

machinery which produces and puri-
fies the syrup. The industry is con-

fined almost entirely to the few States

north of Massachusetts. That is be-

cause the maple tree refuses to flourish

in any but a cold climate. It won’t

grow in the Northwestern States, for

the reason that it has to have plenty
of moisture, and that is to be had

only near the ocean.

Fully 90 per cent, of the maple syrup
and maple sugar produced in this coun-

try comes from Vermont. The an-

nual yield of syrup and sugar of

that state is valued at something like

half a million dollars.

Seventy-five per cent of the product
is consumed in this country, and the

rest is exported to Europe. But it is

not in common use beyond the sea for

the reason that it is very expensive
because of the freight and duty. In

England it is to be found in many of

the homes of the nobility, where it is

regarded in high favor, not only be-

cause it is delicate and sweet, but be-

cause it is a unique and costly product.
There is a good deal of mystery

about the origin of the production of

maple sugar and syrup. By whom it

was first discovered will probably
never be kimwn.

The maple tree is active in summer

and passive in winter. The tree is ex-

tremely porous, there being, according
to the highest authority, about 100,-
000,000 cells in every cubic inch of the

wood. In summer the tree absorbs

moisture into all these cells, which is

condensed into water. This Water,
mingling with the natural saccharine

properties of the tree, becomes maple
syrup in a crude form.

The tree is also extremely sensitive
to weather conditions. When in Feb-

ruary and March the maple begins to

“sweat.” as the New England farmer
terms it. the tree wishes to quburden
itself, and it does so, whether the
farmer is on hand to get the benefit of
tlie process or not. But the farmer
is generally on hand.

Before machinery was invented for
the purpose the farmer used to furrow
the trunk of the tree by slashing the
bark lengthwise with a knife. Then
he cut deep furrows all around the
tree near its base. A trough attached
to the lowest, of these furrows carried
the syrup from the tree to the dripping
bucket, and that constituted the pro-
cess of getting the product.

i’lie farmer nowadays goes up to a
tree that is “sweating,” casts his eye
at the softest spot in the trunk and
drives into it to a depth of several
inches a metal tap, and this relieves
the tree in splendid shape. The tree

appears just as anxious to get rid of

the sap as the farmer is to gather it.

Can Cats Swim?

Though it seems somewhat difficult to
understand how the sportsmen of the Nile
train their cats not only to hunt game, but
to retrieve it from the water, the hunting
scenes depicted on the walls of Thebes
afford proof of the Egyptian cat’s service
in this respect.

In one of these representations puss is

depicted in the act of seizing a bird that
has been brought down by the marksman
in the boat, while in another scene the
cats are shown in the boat ready for their
work.

Thus it appears, from these ancient
illustrations of field and other sports, that
the Egyptians are able to train their do-
mestic cats to act in the same way as our

modern retriever dogs do. It is generally
supposed that nothing will induce a cat

to enter water, but this is clearly a fallacy.
The tiger, for instance, is an excellent

swimmer, as many have found to their

cost; and so the cat, another member of

the tiger family, can swim equally as well
if ithas any occasion to exert its powers,
either in search of prey or to effect its

escape from some enemy.
As cats are exceedingly fond of fish

they willoften drag them out of their na-
tive element. The)' have been known to

help themselves out of aquaria that have
been left uncovered, and on moonlight
nights they may be seen watching for the

unwary occupants of a fish pond, especial-
ly during the spawning season.

A Tobacco-Chewing Dog.

A dog addicted to chewing tobacco is
owned by John Holden, a butcher of

Eighteenth and Sigel streets. The dog is

an improvement upon the average tobacco

chewer, in that lie doesn’t spit on the floor
of a trolley car. He takes a bit of the

weed, and, holding it between his fore

paws, sucks all the substance out of it.
lie has been chewing tobacco for about
three years. Tobacco is the first tiling he
wants in the morning, aud if he does not

get it at home he willgo out among the

neighbors, who know the dog’s habit,
and whine among them until he gets what
he wants. He willnot touch fine cut, his
weakness being in the direction of plug
tobacco. He learned to chew when a

puppy, his owner being in the habit of

giving him tobacco as a joke when he sat

on his knee.

How a 45000 Book Was Ruined.

A short time ago one of those trifling
attempts at smuggling to which even the

best of our citizens are prone—the sending
of foreign article* to home friends con-
cealed in mail parcels—was detected by
the Postal Department. A small bit of

Italian jewelry had been sent from Flor-

ence, hidden in a small book. The book
had been opened, a cavity gouged out in
its pages with a knife and the jewelry de-

posited inside. This was all very clever
and the cheerful smuggler has no doubt

congratulated himself on his smartness in

so dodging the payment of duty. But the
fact of interest in the case is that the little
old book which he used for the purpose
happened to be a rare “Aldine,” and in
his ignorance he bad .ruined a volume
worth SSOO in order to save the duty on a

piece of jewelry worth not more than $25.

Educated Oysters.

“As senseless as an oyster” is an every
day saying, yet, according to the Brook-
lyn Citizen, the oyster has an amount of

intelligence little to be expected in a crea-

ture of such low organization. Dicque-
mase assures us that oysters taken from a

depth never uncovered by the sea, open
their shellt, lose the water withinand per-

Uh; bat oysters taken from the same

place and depth, if kept in reservoirs,
where they are occasionally left uncovered
for a short time and are otherwise incom-

moded, learn to keep their shells shut, and
then live for a much longer time when

taken out of the water. First Darwin and

then Romanes noted the above as a won-

derful evidence of intelligence in a mol-

lttsk. The fact is turned to advantage in

the go-called “oyster schools” of France.
The distance from the coast to Paris being
too great for the newly dredged oysters to

travel without opening their shells, they
are first taught in the schools to bear a

longer and longer exposure to the air
without gaping, and, when their educa-
tion in this respect is completed, they are

sent on their journey to the metropolis,
where they arrive with closed shells and in

a healthy condition.

Some of the mollusks possess the sense

of direction in a marked degree, being able

to find their way home from what must

be, to them, great distances. For in-

stance, the limpet, after an excursion in

search of food, will invariably return to

its home on some rock or stone. Insects
likewise possess this faculty, and I have

even seen the blind beetles of Mammoth

Cave return to their domiciles beneath

some log of wood or block of stone after

a journey of fiftyfeet or more. This in-
dicates beyond a shadow of a doubt that

these creatures possess memory and con-

scious determination, coincidentally a cer-

tain degree of intelligence.

Ploughed Up a Can of Gold.

A dispatch to the Cincinnati Enquirer
says considerable excitement has been oc-

casioned in Springfield Township, ludiaua,
by the lucky find of John 11. liiardon, a

farm hand employed on the place of
Farmer Hughes. Riardon was plowing a

large field near a small creek among the

hiils, when he suddenly turned up an old
aud rusty tin can. He paid but little at-

tention to the can at the time, and contin-
ued to the end of the furrow.

On his return trip he stopped to exam-

ine the can and was dumfounded to find
that it contained S4BO in gold and silver
coin. Riardon promptly reported the

matter to Mr. Hughes, who, in the large
ness of his heart, said :

“You found the money, and it is

yours.”
The coins were greatly corroded, but

could, after a little scouring, be plainly
identified as good United States money.
Among them were five of the old-fash-

ioned octagon SSO gold pieces, now al-

most extinct. There is absolutely no way
to discover how the coins came to be

buried in such an obscure place.
For years there lias bpen a rumor to the

effect that a treasure was buried some-

where near Morning Sun, and a number of

interesting stories have been circulated

concerning it. The farm upon which the

money was found has been owned by
scores of persons in the last fifty years,
aud is now rented by an estate.

Iron and Food.

Professor Bunge, iu the course of a

paper on iron ns a medicine, read before
the German Congress of Internal Medi-

cine, has been ventilating some ideas
which are as much a matter of general
science (and therefore extremely import-
ant) as they are details connected with the

physician’s domain. He is strong on the

point that iron should reach our blood

through the medium of our food rather

than through the druggist’s specialties.
Iron, as everbody knows, is a food ele-
ment absolutely essential for the proper

constitution of the hoc y. It is as rigidly
demanded by the plant as by the animal;
and it is from plants that Professor Bunge
shows we should chiefly receive our iron

| supply. Spinach, he tells us, is richer in

i iron than the yolk, of eggs, while the yolk
j contains more than beef. Then succeed

apples, lentils, strawberries, white beans,'
| peas, potatoes and wheat, these sub-

i stances being given in the order iu which

; they stand as regards the plentifulness of
their iron constituents.

Cow’s milk is poor in iron, but, as bal-

ancing this deficiency in the food of the

young mammal, it is found that the blood
of the youthful quadruped contains much

more iron than the adult. Thus, in a

young rabbit or guinea pig one hour old,
four times as much iron was found as oc-

j curs in these animals two and a half
! months old.

The Engineer Was Color Blind.

A story is told of the late Railroad Com-
missioner Stevens, on the occasion of the

rear-end collision at West Somerville
three or four years ago. The engineer of
the following train was careless, and ran

by two red lights without a stop. At the

hearing the engineer testified regarding
the lights, and said they were set at white.
After the other commissioner had asked
the witness all the questions they could
think of, Mr. Stevens quietly requested
William, the office boy, to take a “Baby
Pathfinder” railway guide, and hang it on

the ventilator outside the window, but in

full view of the witness, and when his
turn came to examine him, he merely
asked the engineer what color the little
book appeared to him. The engineer
squinted at the book, which was some

twenty feet away, and then said, in a

rather uncertain tone, that it was sort of
brownish. This was all that Mr. Stevens
had to say to the witness, but the cause of
the accident was pretty conclusively
proved to have been due to color blind-
ness of the engineer, for, as everybody
knows, all the “Baby Pathfinders” are

bright red.

Hunting a White Fox.

An alleged white fox, which many
hunters have seen and as many as have

seen have shot at, but which is yet un-

harmed, is stirring up the crack shots

near Flagstaff on the Dead River. The
rare animal is said to be a splendid spec-
imen, and every one is anxious to get it.
Some of the finest shots in the region
and there are not a few who can pick off a

partridge’s head with a rifle hall at eight
or ten rods—have had a chance at the

animal, but it has always escaped unhit.
Some of the hunters are beginning to be a

little afraid of the beast, half inclining to

the notion that there is something uncanny
about'it. Perhaps a white fox may be

more foxy than a red one, at any rate.

A Shark for Jailer.

Jailer Jacqmain has hit upou a novel
idea to keep young boys from escaping
from the city jail. The boys usually
drop into the river and swim ashore.

He proposes to buy a man-eating
shark and chain him to a post under

the jail. He will only give the shark
enough to eat to keep him alive, and
he willbe a brave boy indeed who will
risk being eaten by a hungry shark to

gain his liberty.
Any one having a shark for saie

should notify the jailer, who will try
to induce the board of public work* to

purchase one for this purpose.

Weed Pulp Fruit Cans.

Wood pulp fruit can* are among the

latest application* of wood fiber to a

useful purpose.

The preparatory machinery, the

American Wood Worker tell* us. con-

sists of a beating engine, for disinteg-
rating the pulp, aud a compressed air

pump and an engine for pnmping the
fluid pulp. The soft pulp produced is
placed on the tine netting and the mois-
ture driven out by compressed air, the

mesh holding the liber permitting the

water to escape. The pulp, while yet
in a soft state, is gathered upon a large
roller iu sheets about Bxlo feet square,
until about a quarter of an inch thick.

It is then cut off the roller and tar-

ried up on a canvas carrier to a dry-
ing chamber nearly 100 /eet long,

through which it slowly passes, re-

quiring about ten minutes to make the

trip. When the sheet arrives at the

other end it is partly dry aud may be

handled readily. It is placed next be-

tween pressing rollers, then shaped
into cans about as ordinary tin ones

are, the edges being connected with a

special glutinous matter. Then the

cans are finished off in the machine.

This is one way. but it makes a seam.

Another mode, adopted later, in which

no seam on the side is made, consists

in taking the soft pulp direct from the

wire netting and moulding it into

cylindrical form, almut the length of a

dozen cans, and keeping it on the hol-

low tubes until ready for cutting and

heading.

How Frost Kills Vegetation.

It has long been the belief of practi-
cal men iu America that frost acts iu

two ways in the killing of vegetation.
In soft, succulent shoots the liquids
are expanded, aud the tissue •rout aiid

destroyed. Tn other cases the cell tis-

sue contracts during the winter sea-

son, aud the liquids either do uot con-

geal, or, if they do. Hie shrinkage of

the tissue gives room for expansion,
without any disruption of the coating
of the cell. In the latter case death
results from the evaporation of the

juices. It is said that when a tree

usually hardy dies, death results from

the drying out of plant juices. It has

been found, for instance, that a tree

quite hardy under the moist climate of

England is killed under the same tem-

perature in the drier climate of North-
eastern America. The moist atmos-

pheric conditions aid in checking the

drying out experienced here. Mr. Al-

ven Nelson, of the Wyoming Expert*
meut Station, finds that atmospheric

pressure lias much to do with this

evaporation which results in tree kill-

ing. The less atmospheric pressure,

the greater the evaporation.

Nature's Signs.

Diseases that are readily communi-

cated or transmitted show themselves

in the face. Leprosy, epilpsy and

various constitutional or blood diseases

make their presence known most dear-

ly and unmistakably. This is one

of natues methods for protecting the

pure against the impure.
The habitual drunkard, the de-

bauchee and the unclean carry signs
that all may read and understand.

These victims of disorders of mind and

body would object to wearing a pla-
card on their backs telling wliat ails

them, yet are compelled to go about
with the hideous truth written iu their

faces where all may see it.

Wrinkled brows, sunken eyes, droop-
ing life lines, pale or sallow complex-
ion, dullness of the eyes, breathing
through the mouth, decay of teeth, of-

fensiveness of the breath, sunken

cheeks, dark rings or puffy patches
under the eyes, crooked or sunken

nose, mouth drawn to one side, watery
eyes, red nose and many other face

marks are each and every one a sign
of disease or defect.

A Natural Ice-Box.

About fifteen miles west of Red Bud,
111., on the banks of the Mississippi
river, is a natural curiosity, being
no less than a refrigerator formed by
some unexplained law of nature. A
short time ago Farmer Wallace dug
a cellar in the slmley hillside, where
the rocks are thin and brittle, in order

to get a storage place for milk and
other edibles. After digging back a

few feet, he was surprised to find lay-
ers of ice between the layers of rock,
and as it was cool inside, and it prom-
ised to be more than be expected in the

way of a refrigerator, he finished it up

by putting in a door. He finds by trial

that everything placed inside, such as

meats, milk, fruits or other perishable
articles, keeps perfectly for any length
of time. During the hottest weather

last summer milk stored in this cellar

would make the teeth ache to drink it.
Mr. G. V. Kettler, of this city, says it

is a wonder, and not at all like a com-

mon cellar, but a veritable ice-box.
made so by the natural ice formed in-

side, liow, it is not known.

Some Great Mushrooms.

A gentleman who lately returned
from a visit to Astoria says that while
there he went over to look at what the

Astorians called the “mushroom town”
site of Flavel. He is not interested in

the rivalry between the two terminal

cities, but says that in the line of

mushrooms lie has never seen anything
to equal the Flavel town site and vi-

cinity. There were acres and acres

literally covered with the nutritious
and delicious fungi, which were of as-

tonishing size. He secured one which
was nine inches across, as big as a

soup plate, and weighed half a pound,
the largest mushroom he has ever

seen. There were others nearly as

large, and any number of good-sized
ones. Mushrooms sell here at retail at

20 cents per pound, and the dealers

probably pay 10 and 15 cents for them.

Caught a Live Pig at Sea.

One of the oddest things a fisherman
ever caught was a young live pig,
which was the haul made by Charles
Johns, in the Delaware, near Bristol,
Penna., a few days ago. He was fish-

ing for plain fish when he saw the pig
swimming down stream, evidently al-
most exhausted. Moved by an im-

pulse of playfulness he threw his hook
toward the pig. The pig made a des-

perate bite, took the hook in its mouth,
and was helped and steered safely
ashore by the fisherman.

A Sleeping Power.

Within u* is a power sleeping. One*

In a while some sensitive soul has felt

It stir, but there was no known law

tliat governed it, no logic with which

to convince others of its being; so it

was buried deep in its inner con-

sciousness. where hide ideas that dare

uot seek light because they are in ad-

vance of their age.

Long ago, at the house of a friend,
I saw a photograph of a man’s head.

As I picked it up there came over me

a sense of having known the original;
it was the face of a “friend!” When

my hostess entered I asked about the

photograph and she told me who it

was. The name meant nothing to me,

but the face meant all things that I

knew. Several times in the next week

I looked at the photograph, always
with the same sense of “having
known.” Then eight years elapsed,
during which no memory of that face
came over me. One day at the theatre

there flashed over me that same curi-

ous sense of “having known.” In-

stinctively I turned and caught full

the glance of the original of the photo-
graph. Wliat he was doing there I

have never found out.

Several miles away from me lived a

friend. Days would elapse without

our meeting, but if I sat down and

wrote her a note she would come, al-

ways crossing the note. I became so

certain about it after a while that I

would write the note and tear it up.
The thought would stir in her the de-

who do nothing else but write for 1 lie-

mailing it.

The sight of a certain handwriting
would always make my heart sink; it

was something that I could not reason

myself out of, yet the letters were

pleasant and the words fair. One

dark day I found out that my instinct

was right—l trust it now.

Moose Hunting in Maine.

While I was hunting in Maine, my

guide, Frank McKinney, of Patten,
went out to get some partridges, tak-

ing for the purpose a Frank Wessons

12-inch barrel single shot 22-calibre

pocket rifle, using short rim-fire cart-

ridges. and loaded with smokeless

powder. He got back home about an

hour after sunset, having fallen in

with and killed with this weapon a

bull moose over thirty-eight inches

across the horns, it happened thus:

On the way back to camp, say an hour

before sunset, ho thought he would

have time to go out and get a saddle

of deer we bad hung in the woods.

He bad got within fifty yards of the

deer and was making no pretense of

hunting or of going still, when over

the ridge came a rustling of leaves and

smashing of branches which put to

shame the little noise lie was making,
and out came a good-sized bull moose

witli hair pointing the wrong way.

The moose came up to within twenty-
live feet, turned broadside to and

looku# at him. Frank proceeded to

open tire with bis pigmy rifle. He

tired seven shots before the moose

concluded things were getting too hot

and started off. But at. about 150

yards lie fell. Frank crawled up to

within fifteen feet and got in three

more shots, when the moose started

off; but this time be only went about

thirty yards and lay down. Frank

again crawled up to about the same

distance as before, and put iu five

more shots, when the moose gave a

last shake of the head and died. On

opening him we found that several of

(he bullets had gone through Ills lungs
and lodged on the opposite side from

where they entered.

Disasters to Swallows.

Although swallows are such won-

derfully quick-sighted birds, and can

change the direction of their flight
with amazing rapidity and ease, it

occasionally happens that they either

do not perceive the danger lying in

their path or are not quick enough to
avert it, for 1 have once or twice, while

fly-fishing for trout, accidentally
knocked down and stunned a swallow.

Several instances have also been re-

corded of the poor bird being struck

and killed by golf balls, and in one

case at least, even by a cricket ball.
Petrels and other sea birds have

been known to collide while in mid-

air. and drop into passing boats. Wild
duck are occasionally picked up on

board ships that have been lying at

anchor all night in some of our large
rivers and estuaries. They strike the

rigging or funnels during their noc-

turnal flights, and as many as five

were found one morning on the deck

Professional Joke Writers.

There is a coterie of about forty
writers, most of whom live in this city,
who do nothing els ebut write for the

comic papers. They do not wait for a

happy inspiration, but make the in-

spiration come to them. They write

jokes and verse for a living, and with

some of them it is a good living, in-

deed. These are the men the comic

papers depend upon for most of their

material, and at least ten of them

make from S4O to SBO a week “just
joke writing.” Some of these are well

known to the general public from their

names over verses or short sketches.
But some of them, again, who write

merely short “squibs,” are known only
to the editor. It iS no uncommon thing
for any one of these men to turn out

from fifty to two hundred jokes a

week.

The Bachelor's Home.

The multiplicity of apartment
houses is dragging a good many bach-

elors out of boarding houses. As a

iule, two rooms and a bath, or one

room with an alcove and a washing
outfit are most sought after, and can be

readily secured. For from SSOO to SBOO

per annum a suit of four to six rooms,

small but cozy, can be secured. If

the bachelor desires to give a supper
he can have the use of the dining-
room and table service occasionally
without extra charge. As restaurants

are always handy, and waiters and

caterers obliging, the life of a bach-

elor is not near so gloomy as it used to

be. A few real estate agents make a

specialty of these apartments, both
furnished and unfurnished, and

strangers have no trouble to fix them-
selves comfortably, provided they haye
the price.

INCOMPLETENESS.

N« Joy Is in itself complete,

But from the past or future borrows;

K* day is altogether sweet—-

•Tie made up both of joys and sor-

rows.

No flower blooms for self alone,

No wave but has another near it,

And echo but repeats the tone

That some listening ear may hear it.

Like circles made by rippling waves.

The limits of our lives are rounded

By the heartbeats of those we love—

Our happiness on theirs is founded.

Without God's grace naught has the

soul—

Who made it knows its incomplete-

ness.

Till Love rounds out the perfect Whole

And fills it full of Strength and

Sweetness.


