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“And be cheerful, my own dear girl!
Let us have the joy of seeing our dear
girl cheerful.”

“Oh, you shal lsee that I will be so,
mamma. I have not been all that I
ought to have been to you and my fath-
er. I have not been bright and joyous,
and a renewal of your youth, but I wil
henceforth, mamma.”

“With the Lord’s blessing, my love.”

“Yes, with the Lord’s blessing, mam-
ma.”

In the meantime, Miss Honoria, as us-
ual, monopolized Sir Henry Percival.
That undecided young gentleman had
been absent during several months past,
making a tour of the South. And now,
on his return, he was paying his farewell
visit bo Howlett Hall. His incentive in
going on that journey had not been so
much the desire of travelling and of see-
ing new sections of the country, as the
wish to.cast off the yoke of Miss Hon-
oria, break the charm of habit and of
expectancy, and afterward return to
Howlett Hall a free man, to transfer his
attentions to Maud Hunter!

Alas for him! He had returned; but
the family, who were not at all in his
secret, quietly and tacitly abandoned
him to the tender mercies of Miss Hon-
oria, who calmly, and as an understood
matter of course, took possession of her
serf. And the last state of that man
was worse than the first. It was in
vain that he struggled against his self-
made fate; it was like brating the adr.
Miss Honoria always wanted him, and
she always had him, And Maud was al-
ways with her parents, busy, occupied
and unobservant. And even had the
opportunity offered, he dared not offend
Miss Hunter by presenting himself with
any abrupt disclosure of his preference.
To often he had pictured to himself the
look of indignant astonishment with
which it would have been met.

And it was in vain that he tried to
approach her by extremely refined and
delicate degrees; for her instincts and
perceptions were still more refined and
delicate than his advances, and at the
least dropping of his tone as he address-
ed her, melting of hiseye as itsought
hers, her belgrutiful, radiant face would,
as it were, freeze into a distance and
hauteur that chilled him to the heart.
This manner was not assumed by the
young girl—it was the natural and in-
voluntary revelation of her feelings, as
unconseious as it was sincere. She could
not help it—

Something of a cold diggust,
Wonderful and most Unjust,
Something of a surly fear

Weighed her heart when he was Tear.

And this feeling and this manner had
no reference to the prior claims either
of Falconer on the one hand, or of Hon-
oria on the other. If both had been out
of the question, she could not have en-
dured Sir Henry Percival’s suit. = And
involuntarily she made him feel it.

And finally, piqued and humbled. he
withdrew his love tones and love glanc-
es from the cold. ungrateful girl, and
confined them where he knew they
would be more welcome. His conscience
also pricked him somewhat in regard to
Honoria. He felt that it was not ex-
actly the course of a man of honor to
persevere, month, after month,
for more than year, in at-
tentions to one woman, while
his heart and his purposes were fixed
upon another. For poor fellow, with the
usual blindness of victims upon such
occasions, he never dreamed that it was
Mies Honoria who courted him all this
time.

And, added to the prompting of his
conscience, which let us hope was the
motive power of the greatest weight,
there were these lesser inflnences: The
family in Howlet Hollow and the world
outside, too, expected him to marry Miss
Honoria; he had led them to expect it!
had he now the moral courage to dis-
appoint a reasonable expectation. and
then, certainly, in a rational and worldly
point of view. Honoria was quite as eli-
gible as Mand. She was the co-heiress of
her sister, and her money wonld be very
useful in building up his own decayed
fortunes-—(not that Sir Henry was a
merceniary fortane-hunter, for such was
really not his character or purpose, only
on this accacion he committed the not
unusual introversion of luggine in his
interest to encourage and support his
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conscience in the nerformanee of a duty.) |

And then
Honoria,
tier than
snowy, and
chicelled with a
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And then, again, her manner, perfected
during her residence at foreign courts,
was assuredly more high bred, more aris-
tocratic than that of Maud. In short, Sir
Henry, like wise fox than he really was,
depeciated the arbor grapes hung high
above his head, and praised the flavor
of the chicken-berries in his reach.

Still he had not quite made up his
mind how to act.

And in the meantime, Miss Ronoria’s
heart, or rather her vanity, sickened with
hope deferred; and well it might, poor
girl. It was no joke to be daily expect-
ing and longing for a proposal for near-
ly two years, until, “out of her grief
and her impatience,” she was almost
driven to make it herself!

An ident often decides the
of an undecided character. Such a chance
precipitated the fate of Sir Henry Per-
cival, at the very moment he imagined
himself free. And this was the way of
it: He had resolved to visit New Eng-
land for a month or two, and he thought
that during his absence, and before his
departure to England, he would be able
to determine upon some definite course
of action. When he announced his intend-
ed journey to the family, they listened
in polite indifference, wishing him a
pleasant tour, and a speedy return, ete..
all except Honoria. She heard in dismay,
asking herselef what could that man
mean, and whether he would go away
again without coming to an understand-
ing with her. And in the time that inter-
vened between the morning of his an-
nouncement and the day of his depart-
ure, she grew daily more troubled and
anxious. She could have indulged herself
with many a good, hearty ery, only she
could-not afford to redden her eyes and
enlarge her nose—at least not while he
stayed.

But the hour came in which he was
to bid them all farewell. Daniel Hunter
was to accompany him to the village.

He took leave of Mrs. Hunter and of
Maud in the library, and then sought the
presence of Honoria, who had purposely
isolated herself in the empty drawing-
room, to afford him a last opportunity
of declaring himself. If he could escape
that parting hour, she thought then he
certainly would be lost to her hopes for-
ever.

He did escape it, or rather he thought
he did. He entered gaily, spoke to her
amilingly, paid her some grateful, un-
meaning compliment, kissed her hand,
her adieu.

“There! he was gone, “sure enough,
without doing her justice,” he said.

And, overwhelmed with disappointed
ambition, mortified vanity, and even
wounded affection—(for the frivolous
girl rather liked the young man around
whom so many hopes clustered)— she
threw herself down upon the sofa in a
passion of tears.

Some one entered hastily.

“I wonder what I did with my gloves.
Good Heavens! Miss Hunter! Honoria!
Dearest Honoria! What is the mater. I
beg y»r pardon!—Honoria!”

It was Sir Henry Percival; and he
was bending over her, frightened, pleased.
remorseful, flattered, all at once.

Now, of course, you know what fol-
lowed.

Sir Henry Percival deferred his jour-
ney, and that forenoon, when he should
have been on the road to Baltimore, he
was closeted alone with Daniel
Hunter, and telling him that his
happiness depended on the possession of
Miss Honoria’s fair hand. And Miss
Honoria herself was in Mrs. Hunter’s
chamber, sitting on a sofa between Mrs.
Hunter and Maud, with a hand clasped
in the hand of each, and, a heroine for
once in her life, being wept over, and
smiled over by the maiden, who kissed
her and caressed her, and wished her joy
over and over again.

It was the next day after breakfast
that Mrs. Hunter desired the . presence

Auot

| of Miss Honoria'in her own apartment

for a private interview. And then and
there the lady revealed to her adopted
daughter the history of her true par-
entage, and placed her mother’s letter in
her hands.

Honoria heard the story with many
tears—tears of false shame, vexation,
and even remorse, when she remembered
her cold, haughty manner to her poor,
loving, unknown mother. But soon
every other feeling was swallowed up
in tne fear.orf the eftect the knowledge
of this would have upon her affianced,
and his intentions toward her. .Mrs.
IHunter reassured her,

“Have u seen any change in his
nanner either last evening or this morn-
ing?” inquired the lady.

"No. nnimai he is very
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of all that I have told you.
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[ .nterview in the library yesterday mofn-

aig Mr. Hunter put Sir Henry in posses-
sion of all the farts.” -

Miss Honoria was surprised and com-
forved, and she began to experienee the
conviction that there was no one she
had yet met who was as selfish as her-
self It was a little glimmering of light
and warmth let an upon her cold and
darkened spirit; 1:t us hope that it may
shine brighter aad brighter unto the
perfect day, ané that Mrs. Hunter’s
long-continued efiorts for her regenera-
tion have not besn all in vain—that the
good seed sown iong ago, and lying qui-
escent in that young heart, may germ-
inate at last and bring forth good fruit.

Honoria retiral to her own room to
read her poor m)ther’s first and last let-
ter—that fond Lstter so full of yearning
affection—to rend and to shed tears of
repentance over it.

he next day, by the earnest advice
.of Mrs. Hunter, Honoria wrote to her
brother, and Mr, Hunter inclosed it in a
letter of explauation from himself to
Falconer; and xor greater safety sent
them to the State Department at Wash-
ington, to go ofi in the official mail bag
to Rome.

One month frum this time Sir Henry
Percival and Mivs Honoria were quietly
married at the village church by the
Rev. Mr. Lovel, =ad the same morning
they set out on » journey to Néw York,
whence they sailed to England.

And soon after their departure Mr.
Hunter and his family went again to
Washington city for the winter.

CHAPTER XXX.

Falconer had been many months in
Rome. At first, quite absorbed in the
contemplation of the wonders of the
Eternal City, he did not speculate too
curiousty upon the singular fact that,
while in the receipt of a very liberal re-
muneration for implied services as pri-
vate secretary of the American Charge,
his time was left entirely at his own
disposal.

And even if in the midst of his dilet-
tanteism he suddenly recollected that he
was doing absolutely nothing in return
for the handsome salary he received, he
would say to himself that he supposed it
must be all right; that certainly he was
always at Major ’s commands, who
could avail himself of his presence when-
ever he pleased to do so.

And therefore Falconer continued as
before, haunting the old churches and
palaces, and dreaming away his life amid
their wonderful collections of painting
and sculpture.

And this interval of repose seemed
really necessary for the soothing down
of those turbulent and excitable emo-
tions—the last subsiding throes of that
mental storm which had so lately shaken
his whole nature.

From the scene of his passionate love
and bitter disappointment, of his burn-
ing hatred, fierce political war
and humiliating defeat. he was now far
separated by distance and time.

He was where he had so great]y longed
to be—in the old city of the arts, sur-
rounded by the awful monuments of a
long-buried, glorious past. And great
was the calm that slowly descended upon
his spirit.

And now, free from the strife of ‘evil
passions, free to ponder over the entire
past, inveluntarily he commenced to ques-
tion the wisdom and rectitude of his
own conduct. In vain he sought to stifle
or escape from these self-questionings;
they recurred at unexpected times and
places. And everywhere—under the
shadowy archs of some ancient ruin,
in the dim aisles of some gorgeous old
church, even in his own chamber in the
watches of the night——whispered the still
small voice, summoning up visions of
those friends he had done his utmost to
estrange and alienate forever—visions of
Maud, in her angelic loveliness; of Mrs.
Hunter, in her noble, matronly beauty;
of Daniel Hunter, with his majestic be-
nignity of brow—all, all so incompatible
with that egotism, pride and ambition
of which he had so bitterly charged
them, of which he n« v began to ssupect
he had so rashly and falsely charged
them. Still, Maud was going to be mar-
ried to Sir Henry Percival! True, he
himself—Faiconer—had in anger broken
away from her; had cast her plighted
faith back in her face; had flung himself
out of the neighborhood and so had left
her free to contract another engagement.
Yet, still—

In the midst of these self-questionings,
self-reproaches and self-justitication, his
second quarterly payment was placed in
his hands. The money almost seemed to
scorch his palm.

*Oh, this will never do,” he said. “I
do not understand this at all. I cannot
continue to receive a salary for nothing.”
And he hastened to the presence of his
employer, and told him as much.

“Well, my dear young friend,” said
the major, laying down his newspaper,
"'\\ hat is to be donc? We cannot help it;
Il am also receiving a s
| her in idlen My office is just at
| present @ pertect sinecure; there is posi-
'U\'vly nothing doing at the Legation.
But shall I, upon that account, throw it
Be

ary for hving

[ulv‘.‘ Nonsense! easy, my young

| titend, lest inca few days or weeks you
| should: have to complain of too much
) business.”  And the old
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.uéasure—a grand, masterly
policy!”

“Yes, is it not?” exclaimed the major,
cnthusiastically bringing down his fist:
upon the table. “Is it mot great?” Is
it not godlike? That man is a Titan in
State poliey!”

_“But I am astonished, not only at the
bill, but at the man who brought it in!”
.t"“hy‘l" asked the wajor, in perplex-
y.
“Why, that Daniel Hunter should have
proposed such a measure.”
> “I am never the least
anything great and noble
Wit,ih3 Dandel Hunter.”

“. ut the fact is, that I could not have
believed this of Mr. Hunter without
knowing it. I had expected a different
and opposite course of policy from him.”

~The major stared in the utmost amasge-

ment. .

“Why, what do you mean? A differ-
ent and opposite course of policy! What
::e; S:Yi:)'_ Dighyou expect Daniel Hun-

r to abjure life-lo prin-
ciples " ) ng political prin.
= “Nay, sir,” said the young man, color-
ll:g. ‘i)le feurai tmesn I hope that I may

ve been— I ma: judged
rashly.” Dol i

“Pray, my young friend, did
know much of Mr. Hunter’s course
when he was last in Congress!”

“N-no, sir. I was a.mere lad then.”

“And gince then, until now, he has
been abroad, where you could
nothing certainly of him. I fear,
man, that your judgment
warped by prejudice.”

“God grant that it may prove to have
been, sir!” said Falconer.

“There—read that speech! Read that
speech in support of hisbill! That will
let you completely into the secret of his
political principles, which is a secret, 1
hope, to few besides yourself,” said the
old gentleman, tossing him the other
paper.

The young man took it and attentively
perused the speech. It was an exposi-
tion so clear, an argument so powerful,
80 conclusive, that the reader felt some
of his strangest opinions yielding, and
when he had finished it, he sat for a
long time buried in thought.

Soon after this came the end of the
third quarter, and Falconer was, for the
third time; brought face to face with
the salary he had not earned. And
upon this oceasion he absolutely refused
to touch it; and to the major’s remon-
starces he further replied that unless in
the current quarter he could make him-
eelf of some service he should beg leave,
at the end of it to retire from his situa-
tion. And the young man said this with
a firmness of purpose that Major
could not hope tc shake. S

And, therefore, by the next home mail
the major wrote to him friend, Daniel
HMunter, that his young protege was
growing unmanageably conscious upon
the subject of his salary, and that he
would certainly leave him at the close
of the current quarter. And Major —
requested permission. to avert this event
by making known to the young gentle-
man the name and the intentions of his
patron. In those days, before steam-
ships were dreamed of. the foreign mail
was a much slower affair, requiring
much more time and patience than now.
And Major scarcely Hoped to get
a reply to his letter in time to prevent
the young man from throwing up his
cituation.

In the meantime, by the next month’s
mail, they received a great parcel of de-
spaiches, mewspapers and letters from
the United States. Major , in
his eagerness for political information,
tore open the newspaper parcels first;
nor was he disappointed.

“Great” news! Glorious news from
Washington!” he exclaimed. “Daniel
Hunter’s bill passed both Houses of
Congress! The country overjoyed! The
whole nation singing paeans! Bonfires,
illuminations, torch-light processions,
and all sort s of glorifications from
Maine to Louisiana, and from Florida to
Oregon! Read, sir, read! Read* read!”
thrusting the paper into Falconer’s
hand, and getting up and walking the
floor in a state of the most glorious ex-
hilaration.

And Falconer did read.

And what a revelation of the truna
patriot in all he read! And yet, it is
impossible that a deeply-rooted preju-
dice should be easily displaced! Oh, how
he debated with himself night and day!
Oh, how his surly demon tore him be-
fore it would come out of him! For he
might have been unjustly prejudiced
against the statesman, and Daniel Hun-
ter might really be the best as well as
the greatest man alive; but had not
the father been cruel and treacherous?

(To be Continued.)
————ee——————

A SAFE MEDICINE
FOR ALL CHILDREN.

All so-called “soothing” syrups and
most of the powders advertised to cure
the ailments of babies and young chil-
dren contain poisonous opiates, and an
overdose may kill the child. Baby’s Own
Tablets are absolutely safe. You have
the guarantee of a Government analyst
to the truth of this statement. Good
for the new. born babe and the well
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A lanky he
came into “My old
I should like a bit of
poetry or sowethink put in the paper
about him.”

“All right,” says the clerk,
over.”

“Can’t you fix somethink up for me?”
asks the miner. " “Ile was a right good
chap.”

“Oh, yes,” replied the clerk, “we'll man-
age that for you; our charge for ‘In
Memoriam’ notices is sixpence an inch.”

“Oh, thunder!” exclaims the mourner,
“I ean’t stand that; my guv’'nor was
over six feet!”—From the Melbourne Ar-
gus.
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“White Holland turkeys have added
$1,000 & year to my income for the last
three years,” Mrs. E. N. Munson, of
Connecticut, told a Sun reporter when
asked to suggest ways by which women
in the country might make money. “Be-
ing a farmer’s wife and living some dis-
tance in the country, I am accustomed
to work, so I don’t mind putting in my
spare time on poultry.

“When some seven years ago I decided
that I wanted to try making money of
my own, I talked the matter over with
my husband, and we both agreed on tur-
keys. He had a preference for
bronze, because they were the largest
and, he had heard, the hardiest.

“l had a longing for the white Hol-
land, because I wanted something orna-
mental. I hadn’t any other reason, and
I knew absolutely nothing about raising
turkeys.

“As a beginning I bouﬁht two settings
of cggs. All the eggs hatched, but so
many of tke young chicks died that only
eighteen birds reachred maturity. There
were ten hens and eight cocks. :

“Fortunately they were all vigorous
birds. I decided to keep all the hens and
one of the cocks for stock, selling off the
seven others. My husband tad agreed to
give me the food necded for the first two
years, so I invested the money received
for my extra turkeys in eggs.

“When the spring came round again I
knew quite a good deal more about
raising turkeys than I had the previous
season. As a consequence I did not lose
80 many chicks in comparison with the
number hatched as I had lost the year
before.

“The autumn of that year after select-
ing my young breeders, I sold the bal-
ance for upward of $2,000. That money
went into the bank, and before the end
of the following year by far the larger
half had gone to pay for food. That
year my profits amounted to over $300.

“The fourth year I increased my flock
and my profits were more than doubled.

In the fifth year I cleared $1,000 for the | The

first time, and feeling that my flock was
as large as I could comfortably manage,
I have kept the number about the same.

“Although I had no reason for select-
ing white Holland turkeys beyond my
love of their beauty, I now know many
points in their favor. The first is that I
believe they suit the climate of Connec-
ticut better than either the bronze or the
ordinary domestic turkey.

“Then their color enables me to pick
my flock out from those of my neigh-
bors. They don’t get mixed, and when
they happen to stray, which is very sel-
dom, they are easily identified.

“They are more domestic and require
a smaller range. They are not nervous,
and are so gentle that any one to whom
they are accustomed can pick them up.

“Though a size smaller than the bronze
turkey, they are larger than the ordin-
ary domestic fowl, and an ideal market
bird. When properly fattened their flesh
is yellow, delicate in flavor and very
juley. Their breast is very large, which
is another point in their favor for table

use.

“My methods of rearing them are very
simple. In the winter my flock roost in
a large and very airy shed and have ac-
cess to a barn, in which is kept plenty of
good, clean chaff and grain litter, When
the weather is unusually severe all their
food is warmed and spiced with pepper.
For the cold months, I use a mixture of
wheat, buckwheat and corn almost ex-
clusively.

“They are never kept indoors even in
the coldest weather, except in case of
rain. They go out into the snow freely,
although the doors of their shed and
barn are always left open to them.

“It has to be admitted that until a
turkey passes its third week it is an ex-
tremely delicate bird, but by observing
a few rules it may be easily pulled
through this dangerous period. To be
successful with the young birds you

st see that they have plenty of the

ht sort of food, but their troughs
and coops are kept clean and that they
are kept from getting wet even in the
dew.

“For food I begin with bread seasoned
with pepper and curds, and let them
gradually work into hard grain. As a
rule. a turkey will begin to eat grain
freely when it is about the &ize of a
pigeon. I give wheat and buckwheat be-
fore corn. Even to grown turkeys I give
corn sparingly, except during the coldest
weather.

“Earthen vessels or old iron pans
make the best troughs for drinking wa-
ter or sour milk. I would even recom-
mend the use of wooden vessels for such

purposes, as it is next to impossible to
clean them, and nothing is so sure to |
breed disease among fowls as a dirty
drinking vessel.

“It is my rule to keep the young birds |
confined until they arve able to fly over
the two-foot high fence of their yard. |
After this they are allowed to run with
their mother, but T am careful to keep

m in in wet weather and until the
- is off in the mornings, |
“As a rule, after the third week, if a |
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“I have been urged to use gluten meal
and gluten feed by other turkey keep-
ers, who say that it is just as good as
the whole grain and much cheaper. That
it is cheaper in price I must admit, but
it has never been proved to my satisfac-
tion that it was as healthful for the
fowls, or tln? young birds hatched from
the eggs of gluten fed hens were as vig-
orous.

“I am fond of my turkeys, and while I
make a point of killing off every chick
that is not up to the mark it gives me
pain to do it. When there are no puny
chicks in a brood it makes me very hap-
pz; So I am not willing to try any food
that I am not sure will not increase the
number of lttle creatures for me to put
to death.

“Though I am in the business for the
money and am willing to try any little
edonomy that promises a saving, I am
not willing to risk the health of my
birds. Good food produces good birds,
and even when the best food is generous-
ly given there is a fair profit in turkey
raising.”

GROWING GIRLS
NEED PINK PILLS.

This Tomic is Necessary for Their
Proper Development and to
Insure Health and Strength.

There are throughout Canada thou-
sands and thousands of young girls
who are in a position approaching a de-
cline. The complexion is pale or sallow.
Appetite fickle. A short walk, or going
upstairs, leaves them breathless and with
a violently palpitating heart. Headaches
and dizziness often add to their mise?
Doctors call this anaemia—which, in
common English, means poor blood.

re is just one sure and certain
cure for this trouble—Dr. Willaimse’
Pink Pills. These Pills make . new,
rich, red blood, strengthen every nerve
and bring a glow of health to pale faces.
Do not waste time and money experi-
menting with other medicines. Do not
delay treatment until you are in a hope-
less decline. Get Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills
at once and see how ily they will
restore your health :trengtb. Here
is the proof: Mrs. Joseph E. Lepage,
St. Jerome, Que., says: *‘My daughter
Emilia began to lose her health at the
age of thirteen years. She suffered from
headaches and dizziness. Her appetite
was poor. She was pale and apparently
bloodless. She had no strength and could
neither study nor do any work. Doc-
tors’ medicine failed to cure her, and I
thought she was going into a decline, She
was in this condition for several months,
when a neighbor advised the use of Dr.
Williams’ Pink Pills, and I decided to
give them a trial. It was not long until
an improvement was noticed, and the
continued use of the pills for a month or
more completely cured her, and she
has since enjoyed the best of health. I
feel sure that Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills
will eure any case of this kind.”

Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills will ecure
@all  troubles due to poor and watery
blood, such as rheumatism, sciatios,
indigestion, partial paralysis, St. Vitus
dance, and the ailments that make the
lives of so many women miserable. Sold
by all medicine dealers, or by mail at
50 cents a box or six boxes for $2.50,
from the Dr. Williams’ Medicine Co.,
Brockville, Ont.

————te————

LAKE THAT CHANGES COLOR

At Dfifferent Times of Year It is Yel-
low, Green, Red and Gray.

A small lake at Seaside, Monterey
county, Cal., changes its color four
times every year. To all appearance
this lake is just like any other small
lake, and there seems to be no reason
why it should be such a remarkable
sheet of water. It is prettily situated,
full of fish and water fowl, ‘and when
in its normal condition the water is
clear and sweet. 1t has one peculiar-
ity besides its variable color, however,
says the St. Louis Globe-Democrat.
The water is never stagnant, despite
the fact that there is no apparent
outlet to the lake.

The color changes are very pro-
nounced and are in four distinet
shades—yellow, green, red and black
at times. After each change the water
regains its normal clear appearance.
The color is in the water and is not

| th: result of reflection from the sky,

This has been proved beyond doubt
b the faet that the color remains
the same for days at a time, regard-

| less of the conditions of the clouds.
i The

four colors mentioned are the
s always seen, and they alwavs oe-
in the order named, the distur-
ce, il such it may be called, cowv.
a period of from six weeks to
wo months in July and Aucust
each year. Old residents of Seaside
assert that the phenomena is a reg-
ular annual event and that it is rﬂ
followed by the death of a large
nber of fish in the lake. :
vo explanation of the peculiar ocn-
ditioss has even bheen attemoted by
scientist<, although several scientific
men of note have studied the lake
very carefully. The prevailine opin-
ion among the irhabitants of the
section surrounding the inke is that
the lake is of voleanie origin and thas
th: changes are due to subterranean
disturbances which produce chemical
changes in the ‘water of the lake,
the diea is supnposed to have grown
out of the belief that the lake is bot-
tomless. Twenty vears aro. when the
Southern Pacific Railrond was being
built across one end of the lake,
roadbed sank almost fast as
was laid and thousands of tons
eravel and <tone were dnmped into
the lake before a stable foundation
could be obtained. This led to the
belief that the lake iz hnttomless.
The lake is not more htan thres-qgar-
tera o fa ™ile long bv less than half
a mile wide. {
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