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WHY IT DIDN'T SUIT HIM,

Too Much Water Did Not Appeal %o
the Man From Maryland.

They were seated at a round table
in the blggest room in the Maryland
club, the glasses in front of them
newly primed, the smoke from their
clgars curling upward, while they list-
ened to the yarns of the man from
Arizona. He had told them stories
of hunting, of mining, of train rob-
beries and the ke, and now Le was
holding forth on the wonders of irrl-
gatlon.

“No one,” sald he, “can properly ap-
preclate the wonders it has worked
in the central part of our state, where
the desert has been lterally made to
‘blossom nse the rose. More than
125,000 acres In the Salt river valley
alone now bloom with palms, alfalfa,
trees, orange groves and other foli-
age, while grass and growing crops of
grain, vegetables and the like cover
the flelds where a few years ago not
a vestige of green was to he seon on
the burning sand of the great desert.

“Three large cities, one the capital
of the state, have sprung up: two rail
roads have been bullt fnto the distriet
to carry away the surplus produet,
and $30,000,00 has been added to the
wealth of this great country of ours,
All this has been accomplished by ir
rigation, by bringing water in ditches
and distributing it where it will do
the most good.

“To accomplish this we have ex-
pended $3,000,000 and dug hundreds
of miles of ditches. There I8 much
yet to be done, however, in our nelgh-
borhood, It belng estimated that no
less than 400,000 acres await reclma-
tlon in that immediate vielnity.

“The venture has proved immensely
profitable, too, and our farmers are
perhaps the most prosperous in the
world. [ know of no better place In
this country for capltal seeking in-
vestment.” And he pansed to note
the effect of his suggestion.

“That's sholy interestin’-—-mighty
interestin’,” mused the Eastern Shore
man, as he tossed off the contents of
his glass, “but I caln't say that I'd

cyah to live in a country, sub, whar
witah s regyarded as the mainstay
of existunce."—New York Tribune,

Result of Expansion.

It {8 not to be denied that this ex-
pansion of our knowledge of the
world Is a sequence of our yictories
In the Spanish war. Whether trade
follows the flag, certainly knowledge
does.  What the geography is doing
for the schoolboy, the newspapers and
magazines are doing for the adult.
“Nature will be reported,” si/8 Em-
erson, and certainly never was  this
0 true as to-day. A hundred agencies
—malinly commoeree, Invention, travel,
benevolence and disaster—are conspir-
Ing to bring in touch all the nations of
the world and to demand the fullest
knowledge of all by each., There are
those who think that this abporbing
fnterest in the actualities of material
events {8 being cnltivated at the ex-
penge of great ereatlve art, But an
epoch of large wealth has been usually
the precursor of a period of great art.
When this period comes, perhaps the
result will be all the more significant
and valuable that the peoples of the
oarth will have reached a sympathet-
le understanding throngh the widest
knowledge, —Century Magazine,

Morgue Keeper a Humorist,

One of the queerest of French an-
thors, Clovig Pierre, died this week.
He was a poet whose talent  would
have received recognition donhtless
even If the contrast bhetween his vo-
cation and bis avocation had not
tickled the fancy of the Parislans, He
lived and wrote his poetry at the
morgue, of which he was registrar.
He was a merry sonl who found most
of his inspiration in the corpses in
his care and who usod to describe
himself as the manager of a big hotel
well known to Parils, which was a
quiet place of rest for travelers from
all conntries. He dwelt at the morgue
for thirty-two years before he retired
on a pension,

Poetry may bring returns—Iif a

stamp Is inclosed with it

THEY WOULD NOT RETREAT.

Horse Battery Kept on Firing Al
though Constructively Dead.

Among the amusing features of the
recent mimle war one Incldent Is re-
conunted by Adjt. Gen. Thomas Barry,
chiof of staff, as one of the most un-
usual conflicts in the history of war.
Among the points defended by the
army was a signal station on Montauk
Point. Here was stationed a horse
battery, intended to cover the signal
corps and also to be able to withdraw
in case of serious attack. This latter
duty was not fully comprehended by
the gallant artillerymen.  According-
ly, when the Kearsarge, the Alabama,
the Brooklyn, the Olympia and all the
other big ships of the fleet salled up
and opened their batteries on the slg.
nal station, bringing into play every
gun, from the 1inch to the rapld-fire
ones, the defeaders of the shore dis
played no intention of retreat,

Wheeling their two small e¢annon
Into point blank range, they returned
the fire of the eombined fleet. Faster
and faster came the shots of the
horse artillery. Theaoretically they
were  annihilated; practically, they
were only spurred to still greater ac-
tivity, Not until the umpires signal-
od them to stop firing, and later inq
formed them that they were all dead,
did the brave gunners pause, Not
sinee the day of the Matanzas mule
has so unequal o fight been waged so
succossfully

A Grewsome Coincidence.

Fow in the musical world forget the
ghock caused a few years back by the
tragic death of the famous contralto,
Mme, Patey, The vocalist had ereated
an Immense success at A& concert in
the provinces, and in response to a
vociferous encore returned to the plat-
form and sang the pathetie Scottigh
ballad of “The Banks of Allan Water.”
Mme. Patey gave the last line—"There
a corge lay she"—with thrilling ex.
pression, walked from the platform,
and stralghtway fell dead! The grew-
some coincidence was much comment
ed on at the time,

GR EAT BRITAIN'S FORTS IN WESTERN WATERS.
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Great Britain’s latest augmentation
of her already strong West Indian for-
tifications Indicates her purpose to re
taln the full strategle advantage
which thgir situation gives to her pos-
serplons the Caribbean sea or bor-
dering upon it. Hey present effort in
carrying out this policy I8 the crea-
tion of two entirely new batteries de-
fending the approach to Port Royal,
the naval station on the Island of Ja-
maica,

In Kingston harbor Jamalca pos-

sesses one of the best harbors in the
Weost Indies, 1t is practically land-
locked and capable of sheltering as
large a fleet as Great Britain will ever
bp able to spare for service (n that
part of the world. The harbor is long
and narrow, the southern shore being |
formed by a narrow sand spit, which |
approaches the western shore to withe
In & distance about equal to the Nar-
TOWE,

On the harbor gide of the point of |
the sand eplt and opposite the city of |

Kingston, the naval station is located.
There are already four forts command-
Ing the entrance. One i8 situated on
the polnt closs by the naval station,
the zone of its fire covering the chan-
nel which must he used by all ves
gels approaching the harbor from the
ecastward,

The newest of the present batterios
18 on the opposite slde of the entranee
and so located that its guns enfilnde
the channel, The other two forts com-
mand the harbor proper,
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CHAPTER XIlll.—(Continued.)

“Information about what?

“'Pout the youth ax has slipped sua
ceeentric and started to take in @
hills last winter,”

In & moment Bthel was on her feot,
hor pretty face nll glowing with inter
eat and cried

“Po you mean Panl—Paul Miller?”

“That & the chap whose name | was 1
flirtin® with.,”

“What of him-—what of him?" agk- |
ed Claronce, cagerly

“Well, we don't know. old  Gluam
thought as how may be you better |

come down and interview them mum- |
mies an’ see what ve can gt out o |
oem.”
“Yon
ghanty ?"
“Yeu '
“Why didn't they ecome here?”

say they are at  Ralston's

off

YWell, yve see, they're a llittle
thelr foed,  Their peddles are hent
an' thelr feet don't track—all  from
goin' over ' rocks aml snow  until

d' skin's worn off.”

Ethel seized her own and her hus.
band's cap, saying:

“1.ot us hasten to Glum's shanty.”

“Ag you gay, my dear, Come, we
will go at once and learn all we can.”

They closed up thelr house, and,
accompanied by Dick and Gld, hasten-
ed away toward the shanty of old
Ginm Ralston,

They reached the lower part of the
camp, which bhad grown to quite a
village of shanties. Great fires were
blazing In pits, These were fires bulit
to thaw the ground so the miners
could dig It up and wash it

A small knot of people were gath:
ered In front of Glum Ralston's
shanty, talking in strange whispers,
nodding and gesticulating In a man-
ner which Indicated that some matter
of great moment was under discus.
slon.

Clarence and Ethel passed through
the throng and entered the shanty.
Here a sight met thelr gaze calculated
to awaken their profoundest sym-
pathy. Four dark-skinned young men
whose once robust frames had been
worn away to skeletons were reclin-
ing on plles of skins, filllng thelr
empty stomachs with food placed be-
fore them.

“Where are you from?"
asked.

“From the Island of Metlakahtla,”
one anawered,

“Have you come direct from there?"

liNa.il

“Where have you been?”

“We were lost in the woods for a
ong time and almost perished from
cold and hunger. We wanted to walt
until spring, but he did not. He had
been detained for so many months
that he would wait no longer. He
sald m@giths and years were rolling
over his head since he had seen her
or written to her."

“Of whom are you speaking?”

“He called himself Crack-lash.”

“Paul—Paul: It iz Paul!” cried
Ethel, clapping her hands in delight.

“Hush, dear; let us be sure,” whis.
pered Clarence, then turned to further
interrogate the stranger.

“What kind of a young man was
this Crack-lash?"

“Like you, only darker; that's all."

Clarence

“Well, how did he reach your
island 2"

“Come on an ice boat?"”

“lea boat?"

“Yes—great mountain of ice. He

was on |ce."

“He surely means an iceberg,” sald
Clarence, fixing his eyes on Glum
Ralston. The old man nodded his
head sad sald:

“There aln't no doubt of it
means an ieeberg,’

“If he does, then this man he calls
Crack-last is none other than Crack-
lash Paul.”

“You're correct, mate,” Glum Rals-
ton answered, with & nod of his head.

The Indlan then took anotper sip
or two of the soup and told how on
the way they had captured one of the
men who had robbed him. They had
crossed a mountain range and were
making thelr way toward the Yukon,
when they were all four drawn off on
a mooge trail.

On their return they weére unable
to find neither the prisoner Crack-lash
nor the mysterious captain, who had
years before been on their Island, but
had been abducted by two of his own
sallors, one of whom they had cap-
tured, ard Crack-lash recognized him
as one of the robbers. It was a long
story, and took a long time to tell It
Pau's fate was unknown, but the
chances were he was a prisoner or
dead in the forest,

“Do you belleve this story, Glum?"
Clarence asked,

“Every word o' It Is
truth,” he answered,

“What are you going to do?"

“l am going to look for him.
find him dead or alive.
bury him; it alive, I'll
home."

Clarence arose, and, taking the
hand of the blunt old miner, sald:

*Nuawm, I'll go with you."

He

the gospel

1"
If dead, I'll
bring him

“And her,” crled Glum, nodding
toward his wife,
“Oh, never mind me; never mind

me," the wife quickly anawered, *|
can get along very well alone, 1 want
him to go and try to find poor Paul, If
such a thing I8 possible.”
“I'l go; U'll do 1t,” he declared,
Clarence Berry then proceeded to

- .-

fatertogate  the Motlnkahtlans and

Bhe wan  ensilly peranaded te walt

|
drew from them the  g'ory in detall, | another day before she eallsd on the
|

Noxt day, In company with Hualston,
hes st out to find the men lost o the
forest,

* & & 8 8 @

It had heon nearly three years sionee
Theodore Lackland  had seen  Paul
Miller, and no wonder he falled to roc
ognize him. Such a change had sofs
fering and hardship marked on him
that he more nearly resembled some
ferocious nuimal than a human bheing,
When he uttered a ery and pronoune-
ed Lackland's name that individual
nskoid

“Who are you?

But he had heard that volee and
knew  the man, It was Paul  Miller
transgformed Into a wild man.  Paul

glared foroctously at the men whom
Le had first welcomed as friends,

“Don't come—don't approach me!"
he hissed, his eyes flashing with fire
“1 understand your devilish, malicious
deslgns vpon me, and 1 will shoot you
dead IFf you come too close.”

“1 have come to find you, my dear
friend, The dog courier bore the mes
EMEe to us that youn were perishing
in the woods, and wa sot ont to find
Yo"

Paul grow weak and dizzy, and, sit
ting down on the gnow, gasped:

“1 didn't know It would fall into
your hande, or I would have perished
in the woods before 1 sent 10

Lackiand gave Cumming o wink and
continued to hold  the attention of
Panl, white his hirellng siipped behind
him to attack hilm from the rear,

“Nou misapprehend us, Panl,” eon-
tinued Lackland, “We don’t intend
any harm to you. You are sick; yon
are almost perishing, but we want to
save you."

"1 don’t want to be saved by such as
viou, Go on, | say, and | will make my
way to Dawson City alone”

Cumming at this moment selzed him
from behind, Paul made o desperate
struggle to free himself, but famine,
suffering and toll had overcome him
completely, and he soon lay breath-
l*ss on the snow,

“I am sent by Miss Laura Kean,
who 18 In Juncau, walting for you, to
conduct you to her.”

“It's a He! Oh, my heavens, | know
it s a lle, and 1 am unable to resist.”

The name of the woman he loved
pronounced by the lips he hated most
geemod to have filled him with rage,
and he struggled ke a madman to
break away from his captors. Two
more came to the assistance of Com-
mins, and they threw him upon the
snow with such force that when they
lfted his body his head fell back, Paul
was Insensible. The blood was trickl-
Ingg from a wound In his forechead, and
dyeing the virgin snow.

“Thunder, I'm afrald he ls dead!"
Lackland declared,

They carried him down the moun-
tain side for a mlle, where there was a
grove of pinea, and, calling a halt,
built a fire. He then sent for a sled
to take the wounded man back to
camp.

“"Cummins,” eald Lackland, “now
comes the finest scheming we have
ever done."”

“What Is 1t?"

“We must keep them gecparate,”

“Who?"

“The wounded man and the girl, 1
also want to separate the old woman
from the young woman, and | think
I have hit upon a scheme that will
be sure to win. This fellow will need
& nurse, and 1 will coax the old wo-
man to stay with him."”

The sled was brought and Paul, who
had recovered, but was delirlons, was
placed on it, He had every symplom
of brain fever, Lackland began to
speculate on the chances of his recoy-
ery, and declded they were slim,

They conducted him to a place on
the lake two miles above the present
camp and set his men to work bulld-
Ing & hut for the wounded man,

After seceing the sufferer comfort.
able in the rude shanty constructed
for him, and setting some Indians to
cutting wood to supply him, Lackland
went to the camp where Laura had
been left.

Thea with a face deeply furrowed
with anxlety he waited on Miss Kate
Willls and said:

“My good woman, | came to ask a
favor of you."

Kate gave him a doubting glance,
and said In a snappish manner:

“What is 1?"

“l almost hesitate, for the reguest
Is a serlous one. Wo found a poor,
wandering Klondyker on the moun-
taipside, bereft of big reason and
nearly dying. He needs the tender
care of some kind-hearted woman to
nurse him hack to life”

“Where Is he?" ahe asked, her mun-
ner at once changing,

“He Is at the grove a mile or two
back on this trail.”

“Why didn't ye bring him here?”

“Because he ls too weak to bring
80 far. Besldes, we have bullt  a
shanty and made him as comforiahle
a8 possible.”

Bo skillifully did he manage it that
Laura was detained In the camp and
Kate Willis sent flving back In her
dog sled. As evening came Laura de-
clared her Intention to go to her
female companion, but the rascally
Eaquimau, who had been posted what
to do, could not catch the dogs to
harness them to the sled,

She found herself alone In the camp
with those strange men, and her soul
was filled with droad.

But morning brought Kate back.
Her heart was filled with sympathy
for the unfortunate Young man.

“I will go with Kate,” declared
Laura.

“No, no, chilid, the shanty ain't big
enough; besides. | don't want ye to be
worryln' yerself. Stay here. He'll he
better soon, for | sed a slgn in his
favor. The turnin’ point s ‘bout
reached."”

fick man,  Laurn Hiole deoamed that

the nneonsclons stranger whomn her
componlon was narsing was the onoe
her fond, loving  heart longed  for.
Thus, In bllasful lgnorance of the

pertl of her Panl, she
traln to move on,
to walit Next morulng, long bHefore
It was light, ahe was awakened by
the nolse of Esguiman teamsters and
yelping dogs and eracking whips,

Bhe hurviedly deessod and gazed ont
tnto the starless night.  2he saw an
mry clowds gather about the mountain
penks, and the alr was (il of finkes

“Hled remdy,” the Koquiman chattops
il

She made haste to get ready to take
her place on 11, ANl was bastle and
confuston.  Lanrn looked in vain for
the face of some one she knew, For
the first time In her Hife the face of
Lackinnd would have been welcome,

“Where s he? Where s Lack-
land?" she asked

“'m, boss gone,”
swormd

“Where 1s she?  Where @ Kate? |
o not want to go without her; T will
not go alone,” erled Laura, begining to
foar treachory

“Holt!™  shouted the Bagquiman, and
crack went hia whip, and the dogs
hounded forward like the wind,

“Stop!  Hold!™ sghe shrieked, but
her volee was lost on the raging wind,
and she went sonring away into the
night and beating sanow.

Meanwhile Panl lay on his hard pal-
lot of skins asleep. with nls falthful
nurse at his side, her eyes on the face
of the sufferer. He  was  sleeplog
peacefully.  The fever had  almost
abated, and his brow was loss flushed,

The woman held the lamp closer to
hig face and muttered ;

“He ls getting bettor,”

wilted for the
ghe had pnot long

the Esgulmau an-

CHAPTER XIV.
Kate for Harmony.

Morning dawned amld a raging
gnowstorm, but thanks to the logs and
frozen mud with which the little cabin
had been daubed, the patient was
comfortable,

Kate brought some warm broth and
gave him a few spoonfus, and he
whispered:

“Where am 17"

“I don't know, Somewhere In that
everlastin' cold, snowin' country call-
ed Alaska; but I couldn't give ye the
metes and bounds if 1 was to try.”

“Who are you?" he whispered,

“I'm Kate Willls, the woman that
washes for a living at Seattle,. I'm
on my way to Klondyke to start =&
laundry."

“Who are you with?"

“Well, there's a hull passel in  our
crowd, but 1 don't know jmany 0 ‘em.
Ye'd better be qulet, ar’ when yer
better ye kin git acquiinted with
‘em."”

Paul acquiescod In her
ply nodding his head and
eyes, and ghe resumed h
When he awoke there was a
change In his manner, and he w
galning his strength. She brought
him, some more broth, and, after he
had taken a few spoonfuls, he sald:

“Did you say you came from Seat-
tle?" O e )

“Yes," ftliy e /

“Who brought me here?”

“It was the boss of the train thal's
goin® to the Klondyke. 1 reckon he'll
be here after awhile an' then ye can
see him yourself. 1 don’t think ye
ought to talk too much.”

“Yes—I1 ought not, They struck
me on the head."

He shut his eyes and tried to
sleep and she went to the door of the
little cabin, All was clear. She saw
one of the Indlans loitering near and
called to him and ordered him to go
to the next camp and ascertain what
had detalned the dog sled.

(To be continued.)
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AN IRISH “WITCH

Strange Story of Superstition That Is
Vouched For.

At Ballygore police conrt, County
Galway, Ireland, a few days ago, a
“witeh doctor” was charged with hav-
ing obtalned money by false pretenses,
The accused was a small farmer in
the district and the prosecuter another
farmer named Moore, who had been
ill. The accused met Moore and told
him {f he carried out his Instructions
he would be as sound as a rock, As
a firgt installment he demanded about
12 shillings from Moore to get through
the preliminaries and when he came
to the real “cure™ he said it would be
necessary (o have gold, sliver and cop-
per coins, The gick man provided a
soverelgn, a 2shilling plece and a pen-
ny. The witch doctor then stripped
him, wound him up In a sheet and
placed him sitting in & chair In which
wera two red-hot bricks, The patient
underwent terrible agony, but he bore
it patiently, while the witch doctor
went on his knees and uttered some
unintelligible prayers. After the burn-
ing the “doctor” put the colns sepa-
rately into the sick man's mouth, re-
fusing to allow him to touch them
with his hand., Then he buried the
colns and told Moore he was cured,
but warnped him against looking for
the coins, saying that If any one dug
the place up they would very likely
Instead find a conple of “dharkdlels"”
—insects credited by the ignorant and
superstitious with the powers of evil.
The police subsequently dug up the
ground where the coins were supposed
to have been buried but none was
found there. The prisoner was held
for trial,

DOCTOR.”

Discamfarts of Submarines.
Men golng down in the new subs
marines for the first two or three

times become almost stupefled by the
atrong fumes of the gasoline used in

propelling the vessels.
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