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rks was moody after dm—
‘3; aplgm Auother article had
declined with the Mkt
; nin;or of the Al-Round Writ-
mly “'nl tell- you wh:t'xt
" Bligg,’  said Mr. Sparks, ‘'I've
to buy a camera and learn pho-
aphy- There's no other way out
it. You can't tell stories now-
jJays unless there are pictures with
v The ordinary magume editor
id turn down Shakespeare’'s Ham-
if Shakespeare were writing to-
“and submitted 'a manuscript
sut a photograph of Hamlet
gith his feet just clearing the grave.
iTheie's Boggs pow. He takes fine
stographs and he sells every ar-
g he writes, though his English is
ty ‘tough.”

"lell Henry,' said his wife, et
cutfit. and P11 learn to take the
fetiires and you can do the writ-
bMr. Sparks shrugged his shoulders
d just  escaped sneering.  ‘‘There
was 4 woman .who could take
29 mt photograph,”” he said. “You
“nd to the knitting and do the darn-
ing of Frances’ stockings, and 1’1l
ke the pwtures and write the stuff
too. | There’s
. plates and: smashing lenses just to

g let you experiment.’’
e yext day Henry Sparks bought
Jis camera. e was told that the
" Cloudy Day Company’s camera was
the best for an amateur. Henry
gidn't know until he got into the
3 {the Cioudy Day camera
this without tripod,
t¢ holders and the black cloth
that looks like part of the fittings of

i undertaker’'s shop. Henry boughti

nearly went bankrupt: The man
d him how to work the thing,
ed wisely and glibly about focus-
B¢ snap shots, time - exposures,
Biits and shadows and a lot of oth-
fthings that Henry Sparks under-

d about as clearly as he did the

d aorist of the Greek verb. He

d his head, however, and went

with a face full of confidence.

¢ next. day Mr. Sparks started out |

breakfast. He was

frite an article on the beauties of

pcountry homes -t Highland Park.

¢ spent the entire day in the place

tand promised every householder

opy of the -picture . whieh he was
king of the householder’s home.

Henry went back to Chicago ~and

Id his wife that he had contented

with nothing but snapshois

Bbecause the sun was bright and the

flaking of a snapshot was an easy

Batter for an amateur. Then  the

Bpoisons’' were mixed up and Henry

Bepared to develop his plates, The

pimsell

chief joy of an amateur photo-

r's lile was the withessing of

gadual appearance on the plate

picture which was to bring s

joy to his heart. He washed

wuid back. and forth over the

g for forty minutes. The temper-

of the dark room was 120 and

odor of kerosene from the sput-

lamp assaulted < the toiler’s

ils.

Ity times by actual count and had

& through it at the red flame. |

e now were the highfs and thq

adows of which the sglesman b

Hold him ? Where was the outline

4 little ravine nogk just belgw |

“We by window of the palatial sym-
“WEE bome of the Hon, Hezekiah
%08 of Highland Park ? Alack

v e only high- light in the oom%’

sud- |

Wa8 Wat of the lamp, which
1 ex- |

Blazed up and threa

and the only shadow in me{

that which bung/ heq\;,y

¥'s heart.
f¥ered the tray and /invited
B Sparks in. She looked  at the
: lli said simply : ““There is ho-
2 it; It has never heen ex-
Then they passed out into |
¥ Sparks brought the | camera.
»" she sajd, as she pointed to
Contrivance at-the lright of
e, ‘did you set "ﬁ‘ shutter

time 17

M8 what the fellow in the store
W8 1o do. | pulied the slide out
O%er the plate and squeezed the
That's what 1 did. The cam-
; h" account.  That's what's the

Wy said Mrs. Sparks, “as
%84 7ot set the shutter all your
#re as void of impressions as

e minds of some. people.’”
+ A% you know everything,
“N'todou..unuy it

"‘Smusm"dmm Thenm

‘no use of wasting

59 Mrs. €lla ﬁigam

8 i

ed the Zoin

himsell who stood upon the piazsa, l“ln men-whom men condemn as ill
Jooked as though he had been pafing |1 find so much of goodness still ;
a visit of several hours’ duration m,ln Inen whom men pronounce divine,
his wine cellar before being called 1o | I find so much of sin and blot,
pose for his portrait as the lord of | I hesitate to draw a line
the domain. xBetween
L’Phe -other platés were of the same | fot.’
f general lack of character. . The pic-|
tures apparently were those of a lot | "And this
of disjointed structures looking as if |as to mex
they had been erected by a force ofiamazing
inebriated carpenters and m;sons_:hy Hersell 1
Where shadows should have' fallen |the good in it simply because there
there was glaring light, and where_iis so much in it :‘h.u is bad, or
the bright sunlight should have mude‘,(‘oarse. of both. It is & book that
glad the view there was the black- [every one is curious about just now.
ness of Ere’as. { Whether one will read it through or
Henry vwanted'io kick the camera, ’nm depends, perhaps, upon where one
ibut he conquered the impulse. Helbegme The first dozen
made the trip to Highland Park | instance, will bore the
twice more. There never was a lot-|son more than thé
tery which held as many blanks as | Butte, Montana,
Henry drew in hig photographic game LLamx—whuh is put
of chance. One Friday morning ht";.md most
sat down to figure up. “Friday is a |pages and no more, will throw the
good day,” he said, “to cast up#book aside. But 1 chanced to open it
these cussed accounts.™ {at the little charactér-sketch of the
Under the head of loss he put down { immoral, ‘swearing old woman ‘of
camera, tripod, plates, ete.,  $65 ; | Dublin Gulch, and g girl of nineteen,
four round trips to Highland Park, |of Butte, Montaha, and of no “ad-
$4.60 ; loss of four days’ work, $32 | | vantages,”’ ‘who ¢an do a bit of de
total, $101.60 scriptive work like that is not to be
Mrs. Sparks entered the room. |called a focl, | freely grant that the
“Eliza, when the junkman comes | book is coarsé and semsational and

Joaguin Miller wrote -

the’ two — where God has

applies to books as well
read the
of Mary MaclLane,''

am not going to ignore

So,
Stery

having

pages, for
average per-
mining town of
bores Mary Mao-
ting it strongly-
people, having read those

wen® e can get enough to eat-he
s
LYWhy  don’t you send hiny sbme
money to Py his - way out, sinee
you've saved so much ?" 1 inquired.
“Holy God ! said the peddler<wo-
man, “1 work hard for dat-g fnoney.
I' save every cent. I ain't go'n noi
to Vrow it away—! ain't. Dat-a mah
he's all vight where he is—he is ™
“What did you marry him for®" 1
asked.

nnhd to. lug MacLave. l find iw
fat more 1o my taste and 1y yespect
and oy Hking thak U young voniin
of “the same age, of irreproachable
manners:and hadits and Spedch, who
made me d visit the ‘other day andin’
the, parest of English talkdd another’
girl's good ‘Haniy away. O the two ]l
T cortainly profer the girl who talks}

or writes het own good name away.
And of the other kind I me o
imﬁv —Ha mon

“T marry him w'en 1  was young | ton is
i i

girl. And } omt-m “ w“k “”“*
e e wWas voung, too”
Yy J x s
X Yes, but what did you do it tor? ents of the %lh‘: 1;. l;::‘i"@h West
Was ‘he awfully nice, and' did he say | yndies to the United States are again
“.r‘,h;':'v :::“"d """_“A ‘:‘ you ¥ . juctive, but privately they wdinit that
‘ e sweet — oh, ¥08." | they ate meeting with little success.
saiq the peddler-woman. She grinned. | 1o response to the appeal for hunds
u'\ s 5 >
":’nd’ ";;8 !fmmx {to aid in the movement in oppositica
mw el “:km !14) the sale wWas ‘N?‘d“‘ WAk The
= . : | Danish Wm!. Indies treaty will
Dat-a man, he's all right in [tady . e

=he is,"”’ replied the woman by
“The peddler-woman picked up "'e;

you like vyour man

i

telescope valise

“Yes,"' she remarkdd, ‘5 man, he's
sweet two days. t'ree davs. then -
holy God ! he mever ‘work, he gita
drunk, he mike-a rough house, he
raise hell "

That little sketch—I have not guots
ed all | of  it—is fincly and strongly
dote. - The-beanty of it is that no
ohe can doubt that the cenversation
really occurred and that a giv! of
nineteen could recognize the bitter
humor of the woman's philosophy is

around sell him“ this outfit. . Maybe
he'll give you $5 for it It isn't
{worth it, but I'd just as soon ‘de’ a
junkman.”’

’ ‘‘Henry,”’ said Mrs. Sparks, *“I'd
¢like to try my hand at this thing.
| Don’t let’s sell the camera yet.'

remarkable. “Data  man, he's all}
rvight, in Italy--he is." The old wo-|
man's life-story — Hes under  those
briefly-spoken words

‘When « Mary MacLane deals with
herself, her, Jeelings and desires and

objestionable in manv—yes
ways ; but 1 find
much promise in it

In all the notices 1 have seen of the
i book, only the worst has been men-
{tioned ; therefore, T shall quote the
sketch of the “peddler-woman,™

¢ In Most—
somt good and

Sﬁ‘n\vw for #
ferring 1o Vietoria, Jm IM

and Viotoria, June l'nh. m 3

going to | ‘

a  a photographer

at the store had told him that |

Henry had liffed the plate |

|

“Fudge,”’ said Henry, ‘‘a’ woman | which is better than the one of (he
can’t do anything Where a man fails. | Dublin Gulch old woman

You'll buy and ruin a hundred plﬂtesi “One day last
land when the thing has cost us an- |peddler-woman stopped at the back-
‘mher hundred ‘you’ll be as ready as I Ednor and rested She had a tele-
{am to chuck it ot of the window.” | Scope valise filled with garters, and
;Then Henry Sparks  started>down | hairpins, and soap, and combs, and
'town to his little office to-go back |pencils, and china buttons on blue
to the writing of photographic ar- | cards, and bean shooters, and tacks,
ticles, He was away all day, When {and dream books, and mouth organs,
,he came back at night he took with ;j.md green glass beads and jewsharps.
ihim a copy of a new magazine called | I had always wanted to talk Yo a
E“’I‘he Beauties of Nature.” It was a|peddler-woman, and my mother never
 big affair, full of reproductions of | would allow one in the hobse.

! magnificent photographs. Henry put% “Is it nice to be & peddler ¥ 1
*thc magazine down open before his;askod her
wife. ‘‘Kliza,’’ said he, *‘if a penon. “It ain't bad,”’
!(uuld take pictures like that he'd be | { woman

{ that people would |
éta.kr their hats off to-and  he could
sell his articles, even if they were’ “Sometime | do, and
the verieést drivel. The publishers of {don’t,’’ said the woman. She spoke
this pay big money for | with an accent that, while it sound-
‘stufl, and T suppose that man Boggs |ed Italian; still showed unmistakably
{will graboff a lot of it. Don't you | that she had lived in Butte

{lug that camera where I can see it| ‘“Well, do you make just gnough to

replied the peddier-

deal of |
]

“PDo you maké a great
monéy 7" 1 next inguired
sometime 1

magazine

1 wished

come to her,
SUmmer an l\af(sn \,\

‘to do
| there are
igood taste,

| dinagry—as
| Camp."’

ers.

Montana, worth the price of the houk

F

emotions, tHe devil to whom mho!
prays  and whom she entreates 1o
nothingness and sensa- |
and her ‘‘yoing woman's |
body,” and all the other absurdities
ol the book, why, then, she bores her
readers as one would not expect a
young woman who is so easily bored
Rut if she will Yeaen that
such things writing as |
repression  and eliming-
tion of self-in brief, if che will fore
get all abowt Mary Machane andi
creatle some more characters like the
ol woman ol Dublin Gulh and the
old ltallan peddier-woman, she ean
give us seme storivs as daring and
strong and otiginal-—as out of the or |
“The Luck of Roaring
The field is hers

As for her “Hiany"' -
hardly worth
read that
wires in

Also A 1 Steamers [
Laaving Shagway

jons

in

really, lle iz
Heing  until ong has
It equals crossed live

the number shosks - 1t

4
i

(EivER the reader in japid sacoesslon. |

There is one thing in it that reguires
an explanation ;| she gsks to be deliys
ered from “the soft, persistent. made
dening flances of “water-cart dvive

" But, perhaps, one musl live ia
Butte, Montana, and be “‘of woman:
kind  and nineteen years'' to unders
stand that

1 consider the description of lht('

and 1t in with g regret that geoents
to compassion that each carelul read:
er will turn from the fine things in
the book to the silly, morbid and ale
most - innane ranbing sbout the girl's
solf, Mary MacLase hai vel to lewrn
that any woman who can write &%
all might  write like (

J“. ln‘w. Matie |

again. It cost me over a hundred ; |live on or have yeu saved some moh-
| Just one week later, when Mr.|  “‘I got four hundred dollar in the
{ Sparks arrived home at dinner time, | bank,’’ she replied. ‘1 been peddiin’
{his wife said : “Henry, do you re- | eight year.'
{year ago called 'Beauty Spois of the |in all ; kinds of weather,”” I sald.
North Shore ?' { “Your philosopby must beiperipate
‘ “Yes,”' said Mr. Sparks, with a |etic, too. Haven't you ever Had rheu-
{was distasteful. “It was sent hack% ‘] got rbeumatism in every jaint
{with thanks that were not felt by {ip my body,” said the woman. "k
isev(-n different publishérs. Don’t talk | have fo lay off sometime
Mrs. Sparks took avetter Irom the {to know
imuncipme opened it and phud it | oI had a man—oh, yes," sald ya
| peddier-woman.
| “Editorial Room, the Beautjes of |
Nature, New York (’Zy - t he come out helell‘
| Sparks. Dear, Madan¥:—The/ article you?'' 1 asked. :
{Shore’ has been received with the
xphuwgra,phu illustrations. 'We place
high standard for our judgment of
{looking at our magazine./ Allow us
to say that the pictures which you
{have submitted are of unisual excel-
| Enclosed you will find & check for
§$l50 which we hope will prove ac-
ceptable.
article which was subpitted in NEV-
eral respects. We trast that the
writer, “Mr. Henry Spatks, will not
iwish to take with bis manuscriph.
Yours sincerely,
Joha Thoreau,
“Henry," said Mrs. Spuh "I re-
member  your article and I took
those pictures the day you told me
said also there was no u=t fof a Wo-
man to try to do somelhing that a
man couldn’t do. This chéck willpay
rent.”’
What did Henry Sparks say * Was
ever a man magnanimous in a mat-
“Well,”" he said, ‘‘we needed  the
coin."—Edward B. Clark in Chicago
Record-Herald.
20 steadv . boarders. Apply LA-
WICK'S GROCERY, near Kiloo-
dike loot bridge.’ crt,
.and made to fit.—R. 1. cowm(;
n Hershberg’s.
hm soda—at wﬁ mc«

{the rent’s due and | am broke.'' ey ' I asked.
{member that article you wyote a| “Eight years of tramping around
tiook that showed that thé subject  matism in your kiees " k
about it ; it makes me sick."” “Have you a husband ?"’
fread .4 “Asd where
~enmlﬂl ‘Beauty Spots of %
phomgraphs as you may know by
\Ienu« We shall use them shortly.

“We ask permission 1o alter the
{feel offended at the libfrties which we

Editor the Beauties of Nature.”

to sell the camera, and when you
for the camera, the etceteras and the
ter like this ? A married man nevér.
FOR SALE—A snap—Road house ;

Clothing cleaned, pressed, repaifed:

Keop posted on local and foreign events.
You can do this by, mm M the |

DAILY NUGGET

.. The Vlmmmmwmm
“and the most complete loeal mm
syatemofmymmmm'mm d‘
nveredwwymmﬁ&uy




