
( '} We stood one Sunday morning In a
і V " group watching for her to speed 

around the Narrows. Many locomo
tives as I have seen and ridden,a new
cne is always a wonder to me; chokes 
me up, even, it means much. I hear 
men rave over horses and marvel at it 
when I think of the iron horse. I hear 
them chatter of distance, and my mind 
turns to the annlhilator. I hear them 
brag of ships, and I think of the ship 
that plows the mountains and rivers 
and plains. And when they talk of 
speed—what can I think of but her.

.As the new engine rolled into the 
yards, my heart beat quicker. Her 
lines were too imposing to call strong; 
they were massive, yet so simple you 
could draw them, like the needle snout 
of a collie, to a very point.

Every bearing looked precise, every 
Joint looked supple, as she swept mag
nificently up and checked herself, 
panting, in front of us.

Foley was in the cab. He had been 
east on a lay-off, and so happened to 
bring" in the new monster, wild, from 
the river shops.

She was built in Pennsylvania, but 
the fellows in the Missouri end of our 
line thought nothfhg could ever safely 
be put into our hands until they had 
stopped it en route and looked it over.

“How does she run, Foley?” aske<è> 
Neighbor, gloating silently over the 
toy.

“Cool as an ice-box,” said Foley, 
swinging down. “She’s a regular sum
mer resort. Little stiff on the hills/
yet.”

“We'll take that out of her," mused 
Neighbor, climbing into the cab to 
look her over. “Boys, this is up in a 
ballcK^n,” he added, pushing his big 
head through the cab window and 
peering down at the ninety-inch driv
ers under him.

“I grew dizzy once or twice looking 
for the ponies," declared Foley, biting 
off a piece of tobacco as he hitched at 
his overalls. “She looms like a sky
scraper. Say, Neighbor, I'm to get her 
myself, ain’t I?” asked Foley, with his 
usual nerve.

"When McNeal gets through with 
her, yes," returned Neighbor, gruffly, 
giving her a thimble of steam and try
ing the air.

“What!" cried Foley, affecting sur
prise. "You going to give her to the 
kid?"

“I am,” returned the master me
chanic unfeelingly, and he kept his 
word.

Georgie McNeal, Just reporting for 
work after the session in his cab with 
the loose end of a connecting rod, was 
Invited to take out the skyscraper— 
488, class H—as she was listed, and 
Dad Hamilton, of course, took the 
scoop to fire her.

“They get everything good that's 
going," grumbled Foley.

“They are good people,” retorted 
Neighbor. He also assigned a helper 
to the old fireman. It was a new thing 
with us then, av fellow with a slicebar 
to tickle the gra'te,
kicked. He always kicked. If they 
had raised his salary he would have 
kicked. Neighbor wasted no words. 
He simply sent the helper back to 
wiping until the old fireman should cry 
enough.

Very likely you know that a new 
engine must be regularly broken, as a 
horse is broken, before it is ready for 
steady, hard work. And as Georgie 
McNeal was not very strong yet, he 
was appointed to do the breaking.

For two months it was a picnic. 
Light runs and easy lay-overs. After 
the smash at the Narrows, Hamilton 
had sort of taken the kid engineer un
der his wing, and it was pretty gener
ally understood that anyone who 
elbowed Georgie l^cNeal must reckon 
with his doughty old fireman. So the 
two used to march up and down the 
street together, as much like chums 
as a very young engineer and a very 
old fireman possibly could be. They 
talked together. Foley was as jealous 
as a cat of Hamilton, because he had 

, / brought Georgie out west and felt a 
sort of guardian interest in that quar
ter himself. Really, anybody could 
love Georgie McNeal; old Dad Hamil
ton was proof enough of that.

One evening, Just after pay day, I 
saw the pair in the post-office lobby 
getting their checks cashed. Presently 
the two stepped over to the money 
order window; a moment later each 

back with a money order.
“Is that where you leave your 

wealth, Georgie?" I asked, as he came 
up to speak to me.

“Part of it goes there every month, 
Mr. Reed,” he smiled, 
running light, too, now—eh, Dad?”

“A young fellow like you ought to be 
putting money away in the bank," 
said I.

Well, you see, I have a bank back 
in Pennsylvania—a bank that is now 
sixty years old, and getting grayhead
ed. I haven’t sent her much since I’ve 
been on the relief, so I’m trying to make 

litle now for my old mammie.”

and Dad, of course,

A
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came

& “Checks are

up a
“Where does yours go, Dad?’" I

asked.
“Me?" answered the old man, eva- 

"l’v« got a boy back East;■ively.
getting to be a big one, too. He’s in 
school. When are you going to give 

run with the sky-us a passenger
scraper. Neighbor?" asked Hamilton, 
turning to the master mechanic.

"Soon as we get this wheat up on 
the high line out of the way,” replied 
Neighbor. “We haven’t half engines 
enough to move it, and I get a wire 
about every six hours to move it fast
er. Every siding’s blocked, clear to 
Belgrade. How many of those zixty- 
thousand-pound cars can you take over 
Beverly Hill with your sky-scraper?"

He was asking both men. The en
gineer looked at his chum.

“I reckon maybe thirty-five or 
forty,” said McNeal. “Eh, Dad?”

growled Hamilton; 
•■--id break my back doing it?”

“I gave you a helper once and you 
kicked him off the tender," retorted 
Neighbor.

“Don’t want anybody raking ashes 
for me—not while I’m drawing full 
time." Dad frowned.

But the upshot of it was that we 
put the skyscraper at hauling wheat, 
hncl within a week she was doing the 

ahr/ork of a double-header, 
jit was May, and a thousand miles 

ekst
trouble in the wheat-pit on the Board 
of Trade. You would hardly suspect 
what queer things that wheat scram
ble gave rise to, affecting eGorge Mc
Neal and old man Hamilton, and a lot 
of other fellow» away on the railroad

“Maybe, son,”

of us, in Chicago, there was
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THE STENOGRAPHER GIRL,
:1-S'

She Holds It Unfair to Women to Re
quire Her to Be Beautiful.

(New York Jdumal.)
“I see,’ said the stenographer, “that 

the artistic sense of my sex has begun 
to assert itself. A woman out in the 
west refused at the last minute to 
marry the man to whom she was en
gaged because he didn't measure up 
to her standard of manly pulchritude, 
while right here in little old New York 
a girl called her wedding off on account 
of her lover fattening up."

“With the matrimonial market in 
the depressed condition it’s in now, it 
is no time to look a gift proposal in 
the belt," replied the bookkeeper. “A 
girl is lucky to get a good husband 
these days, no matter whether he is 
built on the early gothic or bay win
dow style of architecture."

“That’s so,’ 'agreed the stenographer, 
“and that’s about the way women have 
played matrimonial favorites across 
the board. If a man was agreeable 
and intelligent, women haven’t scratch
ed him on account of his looks.

“This is where they give cards and 
spades to men and beat them out in 
liberality. If a fat, puffy, red-faced 
Woman with no eyebrows and a bald 
spot the size of a soup plate on her 
head should go to a ball she would 
paper the wall for about ’ste^p moons 
before any man ever asked her to 
dance, and if any gentleman passed 
her a few remarks about the weather 
end the decorations he would do it 
with the air of an early Christian mar
tyr.
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IF, AFTER A TRIAL, YOU FIND THAT

LAXA-CARA
TABLETS
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are not as claimed, a cure for constipation, you can get your 
money back. That shows better than anything else the faith 
we have in this medicine.

It will promptly correct and permanently cure any case of 
constipation with all its attendant evils.

This is guaranteed to the very letter.
If Laxa-Cara Tablet* fail, your money awaits your caB, 
Purely a vegetable compound, put up in tablet form, small 

end easy to take, and pleasant in operation.

$

'■
3$ cents s box »t all druggists, er by mall on receipt el price.“But you can see women doing these 

things every day. The lack of hair 
doesn’t bar a man from society, but a 
bald spot on a woman's head is a big
ger handicap than an aspersion on her 
character. If a man is long on good 
qualities it doesn’t matter if he la shy 
on looks; but if a woman lacks the 
looks, she might have all the virtues 
of the Beatitudes, and no man would 
ever get near enough to her to find 
them out.’ ’

“An ugly woman sure does muse me 
cross-eyed,” said the book-keeper. 
“None of your dames with a fixed face 
for miné."

“You’re In the chorus all right," re
turned the stenographer, “and that’s 
what makes being a woman the hard
est Job that any human being ever 
tackled. No matter what a woman 
does, she’s got to add the frill of looks 
to it. If a man wants to hire a clerk, 
or a stenographer, or a bookkeper, all 
he asks of another man is that he 
knows how to do the work. He may 
be ugly enough to stop the clock and 
It doesn’t cut any ice; but a woman 
has to be a good-looker as well as a 
good worker.

“And that isn’t all. Even the women 
who do the big things have to carry a 
side line of beauty. When Mme. Curie 
discovered radium all the newspaper 
accounts of her wound up by saying 
that she was handsome and an elegant 
dresser.

“Isn’t that enough to Jar you? What 
difference does her looks make? Who 
cares whether Edison looks like a ma
tinee hero or not? Who cares whether 
Santos-Dumont is a professional 
beauty, or Mr. Howells is willowy or 
not? But it they were women we 
would expect them to have peachy 
complexions and peroxide pompadours, 
in addition to making airships and 
writing books.”

“Men don’t have to do the living 
picture act,” asserted the bookkeeper 
comfortably.

“And that’s where they are in luck," 
replied the stenographer, “the great
est right that women could get would 
be the right to look as ugly as nature 
made them."

“If women take to passing up good 
chances because a man isn’t a parlor 
ornament, they stand to lose,’ said the 
bookkeeper.

“They do,” agreed the stenographer, 
"on both counts. The supply of hens’ 
teeth and handsome men Is about on a 
par, and furthermore, a husband who 
is a star performer in the beauty class 
is about the worst hoodoo that any 
woman can acquire. She's In for a life 
experience of hearing people wonder 
how such a good-looking man ever 
happened to marry such a homely 
wife, and she can never let up on work
ing the hot air bellows, for the minute 
she quits fanning him with flattery, 
some other woman will begin.”

“When you marry"—began the 
bookeeper.

“When I marry," interrupted the 
stenographer, "my husband will be 
the prize winner in an Ugly Man’s club. 
Then I won’t have to stand for any in
vidious comparisons”

1FRANK WHEATON
FOLLY VILLAGE, N. S.
SOLE AGENT FOR CANADA 1
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DANGERS OF A ABSOLUTELY TRUE

SUBMARINE CREW.
(Chicago Inter-Ocean.)

A half dozen travelling men were 
waiting in an Indiana town station the 
other evening for a train for Chicago,
A fierce storm was raging.

"This is a sorry night to be on the 
road," remarked the drummer.

"Yes," said the cigar man, “and If 
was Just such a night as this last sum
mer when a train on this road struck a 
bad place four miles east of here and 
the next instant ran off the bridge. I 
was the only passenger on the train 
to escape with his life.”

“What month was that in?" he wae 
asked.,

"Latter part of July.”
“I fail to recall that wreck," said one 

of the crowd.
“So do I,” said another.
“How many did you say were 

killed?” asked the shoe drummer.
"Didn’t say anyone was killed," re

plied the cigar man. >
“You didn’t, eh? You said you were 

the only passenger who escaped with 
his life."

“Certainly. That’s easily accounted 
for,” explained the cigar man, looking 
Innocent. “I was the only passenger 
on the train."

“Aha. That's your game, is lffÇ 
said the shoe drummer.

PARIS, Aug. 4,—The facts have Just 
been made public of an exciting ex
perience which befell the crew of a 
French submarine of the Mors type 
while carrying out manoeuvres a short 
while ago in the neighborhood of 
Havre.

\4

0
The little vessel entered the estuary 

of the Seine, and proceeded some dis
tance up the river. Then an attempt 
was made to bring it to the surface, 
but it failed to rise.

The fact that the specific gravity of 
fresh water was less than that of sea 
water had been overlooked, and for a 
moment there was consternation aboard 
as the atmosphere had become very 
oppressive.

For twenty minutée efforts were 
made to bring the boat to the surface, 
but without avail, and the position be
came more serious when several of 
the crew grew faint owing to the foul
ness of the air.

To make matters worse, the sub- 
lnstead of rising, showed

■

marine,
signs of settling on the river bed and 
becoming fixed there.

The officer in command at length 
perceiving the cause of the trouble, 
made for the open sea at full speed. 
All the while the men, who were suf
fering considerably, behaved admir
ably.

Shortly afterwards they had the 
satisfaction of noting that their posl. 
tlon was Improving, and that the boat 
was gradually rising as they entered 
the denser water; and, finally, they 
reached the surface.

The crew were by this time almost 
but with the exception of

,/ . ;
"Hold on, there,” said the only on* 

In the party who had not spoken up to 
this time, as he bustled up In front of 
the cigar man. “You said the train 
struck a bad place in the road.”

"So It did, but it got over all right."
“It did, eh? But how about running 

off the bridge?”
“That’s all right, 

we had crossed It. 
right, boys.
In it.”

І
overcome,
three, they quickly recovered on reach
ing the fresh air. The three in ques
tion were so ill that they had to be 
removed to a hospital for medical treat
ment.

We ran off after 
The story is all 

You can’t find any flaw
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BARGAIN SALE, ||

Ш
Commencing - Monday - Morning,

Summer Goods to be Closed 

Out Regardless of Cost.
,

f

only) double fold, 80o. goodsDress Serge, (F 
now 15o.; 87o. goods

English prints, best quality, 15o. goods now 10 l-2o. 
Zephyr Gingham, in variety of checks and stripes, 16o. 

goods now 10 l-2o.
Colored Dress Muslins, 16o. quality now Ю 1-2»
White Dress -Muslin, swell patterns,

g°°Bargains in Ladies’ Whitewear.
White and colored Shirt Waists, half prio*
All Straw Hats at half price.
Dress Duck in navy, spot, stripes and figures,

g0°Chüdren’s Уапоу Cloth Caps, 25c. caps now 2 for 26o 
Ladies’ Summer Corsets, 50c. now 39c.
Odd size in Corsets from 25a pair up.
Child’s Colored Muslin Hoods, now Is o., regular price

awn 
now 20o.

ENGINES TESTED IN SHOP.

Ingenious Arrangement for Giving Lo
comotion Ite Trial Trips.

' ‘ : 4

One of the greatest triumphs of en
gineering skill is to be found at the 
Great Western railway works at Swin
don. England, where an ingenious con
trivance for giving a locomotive its 
trial trip without leaving the scene of 
its construction is in operation. The 
feature of the .testing plant is that the 
engine, after being placed on the ma
chine, runs on wheels fitted with tires 
which correspond to the trend and 
section of the permanent way. A cle
ver braking arrangement secures are- 
presentation of the difficulties encoun
tered in running on the metals 
and all the tests usually mode on a 
trial trip can be conducted inside the 
works with all the appliances at hand. 
The dangers of a breakdown and sub
sequent blocking of the main line are 
obviated and the work of experiment
ing is simplified. This machine is the 
invention of the locomotive superin
tendent, J. G. Churchward, and is said 
to be the only one in Europe.

18o.
$

1
l4o.

# і

7Ca
Ladies’ Summer Vests, 5c. each ; three 12a Vests for

25a
Hemp Carpet from 9o. yard up.
Remnant Prints, Dress Goods, etc. at almost half price 
Art Muslins, 5a up Y
Black Figured Lustre Dress Goods, 25a goods for l7o.i 

30a goods for 25c., 45c- goods for 30c.
Ladies’ Wash Kid Gloves, (в 12 only), 50o. Gloves for

;
і

CARRIED 250 FEET
ON A COWCATCHER.

ROCHESTER, N. Y.. Aug. 1,—Mrs. 
Edward Cornwall and her son, of this 
city, while crossing the Rome, Water- 
town and Ogdensburg Railroad tracks 
in an automobile this afternoon, were 
struck by a passenger train. The ma
chine and its occupants were carried 
two hundred and fifty feet on the cow
catcher. When the train stopped the 
engine driver lifted Mrs. Cornwall from 
the wreckage of the automobile, while 
the train crew removed her son. They 
were seriously injured and were taken 
to a hospital

An automobile driven by one of the 
SL Louis tourists, while scorching 
through Rochester ran into a carriage 
driven by Simon August, a well-known 
horseman, of Western New York. 
The horse ran away, dragging the 
driver several blocks. Mr. August was 
seriously injured. The horse, valued at 
$2,000, broke its leg and had to be kill
ed. The automol 
police will try to nave them arret.ed.

2‘aLadies’ Extra Quality Black Cotton Hose, 2 pair for 26c. 
Girls’ Tan Cotton Hose, 22c. Hose, 2 pair for 26o.
Pearl Dress Buttons, 3 and 5c. per dozen.

/

Big Bargains in Tan Boots*
Ladies’ Tan Lace Boots, $2,25 Boots now $1.69, $2.00 Boots now

^Gent’s Tan Lace Boots, $2 76 and $8.00 Boots for $1 ЄО and 
$1.75 pair, and a lot of other lines to be cleared out at barga-n 
prices and for Cash Only.

E. 0. PARSONS,
Vf est End..s escaped, but the

»

»

ways rode bareheaded if the night was 
warm, and I knew it was he; but sud
denly, like a flash, his head went in. I 
knew why as well as if my eyes were 
his eyes and my thoughts his thoughts. 
He has seen red signals where he had 
every right to look tor white.

But red signals now—to stop her—to 
pull her fiat on her haunches like a 
bronco? Shake a weather flag at a 
cyclone!

I saw the fire stream from her driv
ers; I knew they were churning in the 
sand; I knew he had twenty air ears 
behind him sliding. What of it?

Two thousand tons were sweeping 
forward like an avalanche. What did 
brains or pluck count for now with 55 
dancing along like a school girl right 
into the teeth of it.

I don’t know how the other men felt. 
As for me, my breath choked In my 
throat, my knees shook and a deadly 
nausea seized me. Unable to avert the 
horrible blunder, I saw its hideous re
sults.

Darkness hid the worst of the eight; 
it was the sound that appalled. Chil
dren asleep in sod shanties miles from 
where the two engines reared in aw
ful shock, Jumped in their cribs at the 
crash; 65’s little engine barely checked 
the skyscraper. She split it like a 
banana. She bucked like a frantic 
horse and leaped fearfully ahead. 
There was a blinding explosion, a 
sudden awful burzt of steam; the win
dows crashed about our ears, and we 
were dashed to the wall and floor like 
leadpenclls. A baggage truck whipped 
up from the platform below, came 
through the heavy sash and down on 
the dispatcher's table' like a brickbat, 
and as we scrambled to our feet a 
shower of wheat suffocated us. The 
floor heaved; freight cars slid into the 
depot like battering-rams. In the 
height of the confusion an oil tank in 
the yard took fire and threw a yellow 
glare on the ghastly scene.

I saw men get up and fall again to 
their knees; I was shivering and wet 
with sweat. The stairway was 
crushed into kindling wood. I climbed 
out a back window, down on the roof 
of the freight platform and so to the 
ground. There was a running to and 
fro, useless and aimless. Men were be
side themselves. They plunged through 
wheat up to their knees at every step. 
AH at once, above the frantic hissing 
of the buried Skyscrapèr and the wild 
calling of the car tinks, I heard the 
stentorian tones of Neighbor, mounted 
on a twisted truck, organizing the men 
at hand into a wrecking gang. Soon 
people began running up the yard to 
where the skyschaper lay, like another 
Samson, prostrate in the midst of the 
destruction it had wrought. Foremost 
among the excited men, covered with 

'dirt and blood, staggered Dan Hamil
ton.

STRANGE NEW
ANIMALS FOUND.

What a lot of queer animals will be 
added to the Lincoln park zoo if the 
commissioners decide to Import a ship
load of the strange beasts and birds 
that have been discovered in Tibet, the 
mysterious, forbidden land Just being 
opened to the knowledge of the world 
by British rifles and machine guns.

Think of Су De Vry proudly show
ing to visitors a pair of bharals, or blue 
sheep! How the grunting ox would de
light the small boy! And there would 
be chiru antelopes with swollen noses, 
orange monkeys, snow leopards, black 
and cream-colored bears, show deer 
with thirteen pronged horns, kians, or 
wild asses, goats, argalis, yaks, chirus, 
pandas—the names of these strange 
animals alone would be worth looking
at.

Tibet, for centuries the most myster
ious land on the planet, will be a for
bidden land no longer by the end of the 
present year. A British army has 
crossed the Himalayas and is fighting 
its way over terrible gorges, along nar
row trails, through deep defiles and 
across barren stretches of desert to the 
capital of the grand lama. With the 
British expedition tire geologists, bot
anists, zoologists, goggle-eyed scientists 
of every kind, as well as writers and 
artists. When the English soldiers 
.have cleared the way to Lhassa the for
bidden land will be a mystery no long
er.

This strange land on the roof of the 
world will be a paradise—a frigid, dan
gerous paradise—-for sportsmen and the 
hunter of wild game. Among these 
strange animals may be mentioned the 
Tibetan yak, or grunting ox, that grows 
both wool and hair. It is larger, much 
larger, than the familiar yak of the cir
cus menagerie. It stands six feet high 
at the shoulder. It has an enormous 
growth of long white hair upon the 
lower part of the body, sweeping the 
ground. Underneath this coarse white 
hair is a layer of fine wool, known as 
“pushim,” which is highly prized by 
the Tibetans for the weaving of cloth. 
The extraordinary tail of this grunting 
ox is one of the most conspicuous fea
tures of the Tibetan monasteries, be
ing suspended on poles as streamers.

It is not to be supposed that the Ti
betan yak is a harmless animal, easily 
tamed. Living near the region of per
petual snow, it has an exceedingly fierce 
disposition, and furnishes keen sport in 
the hunting. The Tibetans, however, 
wild and rugged as they are, have made 
these giant yaks their beasts of burden 
as well as the object of their sport.

Barren and inhospitable, the high 
table lands of Tibet harbor yet other 
hoofed animals as remarkable as the 
yak—the chiru antelope, for example, 
which like the strange saiga, has de
veloped an enormous swollen "nose. It 
is supposed that this enlarged size of 
the nasal chamber is directly due to the 
need of some special adaptation for 
breathing the highly rarefied air of 
these regions.

The little goa or Tibetan gazelle, and 
a magnificent wild sheep, the argali, 
manage, like the chiru, to thrive where, 
in summer, the sun scorches by day 
and icy blasts prevail at night, and 
herds of wild doge are ever on the 
prowl. More difficult to stalk than any 
other Tibetan game, the argali still 
further allures the sportsman by the 
fact that it carries superb horns, which 
may attain a length of forty-eight 
inches and a girth of twenty inches at 
the base. Old rams will leap from a 
height of thirty feet with confidence.

The ibex, and a remarkable animal 
known as the bharal, or blue sheep, of 
Tibet, but which appears to be more 
goat than sheep, also deserves men
tion here.

The show deer, a beast nearly as big 
as the great wapiti, has seldom fallen 
to the gun of the white - hunter. No 
complete specimen has yet been brought 
out of Tibet. The British museum has 
a skull and a set of the horns. The 
horns are of great size. The record in 
the number of points—thirteen—is in 
the British museum. The spread be
tween the tips and the horns is over 
three feet, and the width between arch
ed stems may be as much as 3 feet 
9 3-4 Inches.

Of the three species of wild ass which 
occur in Asia, one, the kiang, is pe
culiar to Tibet.

Perhaps the most curious of the large 
animals of Tibet is the great panda, a 
bear-like creature whose exact affini
ties yet puzzle the expert. In colora
tion it is remarkable, patches of Jet 
black being set in strong contrast by 
a cream-colored ground. Little is 
known about the creature, but it is 
conjectured that this coloration is pro
tective, harmonising with patches of 
snow and black rocks among which it

(To be continued next Saturday.)

GOOD WORD FOR TOBACCO.

Called Forth by the Formation et an 
Anti-Smoking League.

(From the Savannah, Ga., News.)
A new anti-smoking organization was 

formed recently in Chicago, and by cir
cular Is calling the attention of the 
people to the vast sums of money they 
waste In emoke. "If the people would 
cut these hundreds of millions from 
their expenses," says the circular of 
the new organization, “the average 
man would be able to live on a smaller 
sum and put up à larger savings from 
his income.” And that is unquestion
ably true. The average nonuser of to
bacco regards tobacco as a useless, 
senseless luxury. (Die user knows 
otherwise. But for the sake of argu
ment it may be admitted that tobacco 
is a luxury and that it could be dis
pensed with without injury to health.

But why should this one luxury be 
singled out for attack while others are 
left unmolested? Tea, also, is a luxury: 
so is chocolate and cakes and ice 
cream and candy and soda water. None 
of these is necessary to humah exist
ence. Frills on dresses, feathers on 
hats, gloves in summer, are luxuries, 
since these are necessary to human ex
istence, as clothing of the human form.

As a matter of fact, the markets and 
marts are full of luxuries. It is the 
luxuries that keep the wheels of com
merce moving. If we were all con- 
Ond to the absolute necessaries life 
would be dull and commonplace and 
ambition would be scotched in the be
ginning. There would be nothing to 
look forward to but bread and meat to 
eat and gunnysack wherewith to be 
clothed.

Suppose, then, we propose to cut out 
coffee, tea, sugar and candy from Am
erican consumption, and call them 
wasteful ahd uesless. The amount of 
money they represent Is much larger 
than the amount represented by to
bacco each year. The annual bill for 
these things makes the,annual bill for 
smoking like a plugged nickle among 
new gold pieces. Why, then, not cut 
out the luxuries that cost most and 
thus allow the average man to save 
still more from his earnings

Ah, but those are “our” luxuries, say 
the reformers: we need them; but we 
do not need tobacco and neither should 
you!

lives.
One of the most brilliantly colored of 

all monkeys occurs in Thibet, known as 
the orange snub-nosed monkey. It lives 
in troupes amid the taller trees. After 
its color, the next conspicuous feature 
about this animal is its “tip-tilted”
nose.

The great cats are worthily repres
ented by the rare snow leopard, a speci
men of which is now to be seen at the 
zoological gardens in London, 
twice 
out of Tibet alive.

Two of the most prized denizens of 
our ariaries occur in a wild state in 
Tibet. These are the gorgeous golden 
and Amherst pheasants. The latter. It 
Is suggested, could profitably be intro
duced Into the United States, as It Is 
exceedingly hardy.—Chicago Tribune.

Only
previously has it been brought

.CARE IN USING CANNED GOODS.

When a person who does not know 
how to use canned fruits, meats and 
vegetables gets “poisoned,” he charges 
the fault upon the can or the solder
ing; he seems to be utterly unconscious, 
beoause ignorant of his own fault In 
the case. In the use of canned foods 
certain precautions must be observed. 
The food must be turned out of the 
cgfl, as soon as opened. Never on any 
account add vinegar, sauces, etc., to 
canned foods while they are In the 
tins and it from forgetfulness it is 
done, never allow such mixtures to re
main in the cans an hour or so. Can
ned foods are put up as fresh as pos
sible and after they are opened will 
not keep as long as people generally 
think they will, with the exception of 
sardines, which may be kept several 
days.

A person should use the same com- 
In eating canned fruits.

INJUN JIM’S FISH.

(Harper’s.)
Philip Verrill Mighels, author of 

Bruvyer Jim’s Baby, remembers an old 
Indian fish-peddler known as Injun 
Jim, who used to sell fish from house 
to house In Carson City. This was the 
invariable dialogue that took place at 
every housewife’s door:

“Good-morning, Injun Jim, how 
much your fish?”

“Small pish, two bits; big pish, four 
bits; damn big pish, one dollar.”

Everybody knew Jnjun Jim’s prices, 
but it Is suspected that they enjoyed 
hearing his version of them.

mon sense 
vegetables and meats that Is used In 
regard to food not canned, and that 

should be sound In either case, 
of the nose and eyes Is

sense
A proper use 
enough to detect had food whether 
canned or not, though some people are 
foolish enough to think that canning 
guarantees the keeping of food «after 
the cans are opened ae well as before.

A WONDERFUL ECHO.

(London Chronicle.)
An ordinary echo is a curious thing; 

but, according to the statements of a 
Frenchman at a watering-place in the 
Pyrenees, one echo on the Franco- 
Prussian frontier, is far from ordinary.

“As soon as you have spoken,” said 
the Frenchman, who had secured an 
audience of wide-eyed tourists, “you 
hear distinctly the voice leap from 
rock to rock, from precipice to preci
pice, and as soon as it has passed the

Spanish

HASTE.

“He’s a Mar and I’m going to tell 
him so right away.”

“You’ll have to wait ten or fifteen 
minutes. He’s engaged now."

“No, sir. I’m going right to my of- 
Thore's a telephone thefrontier It assumes 

tongue!"
flee and do tt. 
there." — Philadelphia Public Ledger.

division of the Western plain»; but this 
was the way of it;

A man sitting in a little office on La 
Salle street wrote a few words on a 
very ordinary looking sheet of paper 
and touched a button. That brought 
a colored boy and he took the paper 
out to a young man who sat at the 
eastern end of a private wire.

The next thing we knew orders be
gan to come in hot from the president’s 
office—the president of the road, if you 
please—to get that wheat on the high 
line to Chicago, and to get* it there 
quickly. *

Trainmen, elevator men, superin
tendents of motive power were spur
red with special orders and special 
great price offering, hauled night and 
day. Every old tub we had in the 
shops and on the scrap was overhauls 
ed and hustled into the service. The 
division danced with excltemept. Every 
bushel of wheat on it must be in Chic
ago by the morning of May 31.

For two weeks we worked everything 
to the limit; the skyscraper led any 
two engines oh the line. Even Dad 
Hamilton WM glad to cry enough and 
take a helper. We doubled them every 
day and the way the wheat flew over 
the line toward the lower end of Lake 
Michigan wae appalling to speculators. 
It was a battle between two commer
cial giants, and a battle to the death. 
It shook not alone the country, it shook 
the world; but that was nothing to us; 
our orders were simply to move the 
wheat. And the wheat moved.

The last week found us pretty well 
cleaned up; but the high price brought 
grain out of cellars and wells, the buy
ers said—at least, it brought all the 
hoarded wheat and much of the seed 
wheat, and the 28th day of the month 
found fifty cars of wheat still in the 
Zanesville yards. I was at Harvard 
working on a time card when the 
word came, and behind it a special 
from the general manager, stating there 
was a thousand dollars premium in it 
for the company, besides tariff, If -we 
got that wheat into Chicago by SaturA 
day morning.

The train end of it didn’t bother me 
any; it was the motive power that kept 
us studying. However, we figured that 
by running McNeal with the skyscraper 
mack wild we could pull all the wheat 
behind her in one train. As it hap
pened Neighbor was at Harvard, too.

“Can they ever get over Beverly with 
fifty, Neighbor?" I asked doubtfully.

"We’ll never know til lthey try it,” 
growled Neighbor. “There's a , thou
sand for the company if they do, that's 
all. How'll you run them? Give them 
plenty of searoom; they’ll have to gal
lop to make it”

Cool and reckless planping, taking 
the daring chances, straining the flesh 
and blood, driving the steei loaded to 
the snapping point, that was what it 
meant. But the company wanted re
sults; wanted the prestige and the 
premium, too. To gain them we were 
expected to stretch our little resources 
to the uttermost.

“I studied a minute, then turned to 
the dispatcher.

"Tell Norman to send them out as 
second 4; that gives the right of way 
over every wheel against them. If 
they can’t make It on that kind of 
schedule it isn’t in the track."

It was extraordinary business, ra
ther, sending a train of wheat through 
on a passenger schedule, practically, 
as the second section of our east-bound 
flyer; but we took hair-lifting chances 
on tne plains.

It was noon when the orders were 
flashed. At 3 o’clock No. 4 was due 
to leave. Zanesville. For three hours 
I kept the wires busy warning all 
operators and trainmen, even switch 
engines and yard masters, of the wheat 
special second 4.

The flyer, the first section and regu
lar pessenger train, was checked out 
et Zanesville on time. Second 4, 
which meant Gecrrgq McNeal, Dad, the 
skyscraper, and fifty loads of wheat, 
reported out at 3.10. While we work
ed on our time card,'Neighbor, In the 
dispatcher’s office across the hall, 
figured out that the wheat train would 
enrich the company just eleven thou
sand dollars, tolls and premium. "If 
It doesn't break in two on the Beverly 
Hill,” growled Neighbor, with a qualm.

On the dispatcher’s sheet, which is 
a sort of a panorama, I watched the 
big train whirl past station after sta
tion, drawing steadinly nearer to us, 
and doing it, the marvel, on full pas
senger time. It was a great feat, and 
Georgie McNeal, whose nerve and 
brain were guiding the tremendous 
load, was breaking records with every 
milestone.

They were due at Harvard at nine 
o’clock. The first 4, our flyer, pulled In 
aftd out on time, meeting 55, the west
bound overland freight, at the second 
station east of Harvard—Redbud.

Neighbor and I sat with the dis
patches, up in their office smoking. 
The wheat train was now due from the 
west, and looking at my watch, I 
stepped to the western window. Al
most immediately I heard the long 

• peculiarly hollow blast of the sky
scraper whistling for the upper yard.

“She’s coming!” I exclaimed.
The boys crowded to the window, but 

Neighbor happened to glance to Ole 
east.

“What’s that coming in from the 
Junction, Bailey?” he exclaimed, turn
ing to the local dispatcher. We looked, 
and saw a headlight In the east.

“That’s 55."
“Where do they meet?"
"Fifty-five takes the long siding in 

from the Junction’’—which was two 
miles east—"and she ought to be on 
it right now," added the dispatcher, 
anxiously looking over the master 
mechanic's shoulder.

Neighbor Jumped as If a bullet had 
struck him. “She'll never take a siding 
tonight. She’s coming down the main 
track. What’s her orders?" he de
manded, furiously.

“Meeting orders for the first 4, at 
Redbud, second 4 here, 78 at Glencoe. 
Great Jupiter!" cried the dispatcher, 
and his face went sick and scared, 
“they’ve forgotton second 4.”

•'They’ll think of her a long time 
dead,’’ roared the master mechanic, 
savagely, Jumping to the west window. 
“Throw your red lights! There's the 
skyscraper now!”

Her head shot that Instant around 
the coal chutes, less than a mile away, 
and 56 going dead against her. I stood 
like one palsied, my eyes glued on the 
burning eye of the big engine. As she 
whipped past a street arc light I 
caught a glimpse of George McNeal’s 
head out of the cab window. He al-
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Ш SKY SGRfiPPER
By PRANK H. SPEARMAN.
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