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fect in depth. A harness of canvas
was now made, with long traces,
and, after niany attempts, slipped
over the heacl of a fish, the traces
being nmade fast to a light boat.
At flrst the sturgeon mnade frantic
efforts to escape, rushing about the
lake in a vain endeavor to flnd an
outiet, alniost tipping the boat
over; but flnally it became quiet
and swamn along in leisurely fashion,
towing the boat and owner about
as fast as it would have nioved
under the influence of a pair of
oars. The harness wvas a loop
wliich fltted over the head, andi
was flnally replaced by bands
wvhich were buckled over the fish's
back wvith a loop extending upwvard,
which was hooked up with a boat-
hook whenever a ride wvas desired
and fastened to the traces, where-
upon the sturgeon wvould niove
away at a moderate speed. For
somne tin2e it was a source of won-
der and entertaininent to visitors,
being in every sense a pet.,-TiiE
O UTLOOKC.

à6 PLUM.PUDDINGQ 00OIOIXCO.
(Froin the London Spectator.)
in the French wcekly paper, 1'Les

Annales Politique et Litteraîre" of
March 26, M. Camille Flammarion
in oue of a series of articles on
psychical probleins gives this story
-of coincidences: "The poet Emile
Deschanhps tells that when hie wvas
at school at Orleans he bappened
one day to, dine with a M. De
Fontglbu, a refugee %vho had lately
,returneCl from England, and lie
there tested some pluni pudding,
then an alniost unknown dish in
F rance. The rnemory of this was
gradually fading when one day,
ten years after, passing a restau-
rant on the Boulevard Poissonniere,
lie cauglit sight of a delicious
looking plumn-pudding. He wvent
in and asked for some, but was
told that it had just been sold. The
shopvoian saw that lie looked
disappointed, and said: "M. De
Foutgibu, wvould you be s0 very
kind as to let this gentleman have
part of your.plum pudding?" He
then recognîzed M. De Fontgibu

in the niiddle.aged mnan in a
colonel's unifor.m, who wvas sitting
eatiog at a table near, and who
courteously offered blin some
pudding.

"Maxy years passed without bis
coming across either a pluin pud-
ding or M. De Fontgibu, when
one day Deschamps was invîted to,
a dinner party te eat a real English
pluin pudding. He accepted, and
laughiiigly told bis hostess that M.
De Fontgibuçiould certainly be of
the party, telling ber bis reason for
saying this. The day camne. Ten
gnests fllled the ten places laid for
theni, and their wvas a inagnificeut
pluru pudding on the table. They
were beginniug to laugh at bis M.
De Foutgibu wben the door was
opened and the servant announiced
'M. De Fontgibu,' aud an old mn
came in, walking -%vith difficulty
sud helped by a servant. Hie
wvslked slowly round the table,
evîdently looking for some one!
and seemed quite bewildered. Was
this an apparition or a joke ? It
wvas the time of the carnival, and
Deschamps tbought that at first
it wvas a hoax, but when the old
man came up to hin bce saiw that
it certainly was M. De Fontgibu.
HIis hair stood on end. Don Juan
in Mozart's niasterpiece could not
have been more terrified by the
guest of stone. It was ail explained,
howvever. M. De Fontgibu ;vas
diniug with some people in the
saine bouse, snd had mistaken tbe
door. This series of coincidences
15 50, surprisiug that one can under-
stand Deschamnps saying, when he
told this startling story - "Plum
pudding bias corne into niy life
three times, and se, bas M. De
Fontgibu! Why is this? If it
happened a fourth tinie 1 should
be capable of snything or nothing. "


