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‘= T JOVE, what & beastly shame,*
muttered the {dlot as he sat on
the morning paper and began to

k his outmeal with vigor.

+hat's the matter Dow?" msked Mr.

L the lawyer, “‘Somebody gol a judg-

L against you

6" smid the Idlot. *Not yet. I've

all my small debts end sent out a

o 4raft of promises to my big credi-

50 that for & tUme I'm free from

. posdbility. ‘But 1 sce herd In thiws

¢ that ancother American Dickens

siven up litermture, because he
do't make s lving at 1t and taken
b ms & motorman on the Oshkosh In-
irban Troliey Line. That's the third

ix months—a Dakota Milten quit

uy to go into the laundry business

May, and in March & second Addi-

down in Loulsiana forswore the pen

var, 1o becoms u sioker on & Missls-
| steamboat.™

ihese be evil days for literature™
ef the Bibllomanias. *There lan't &
t edition worth having belng pub-

ol anywhere, that I can find out"”

rou're Dot quite mocurute {in that state-

K, Mr. Eibllomaninc—by the way,

“twe eall you Mr, Bib for short after
+7 Bibliomanies 1s & terrible mouth-
when one s trying to eat and talk at
sams time” sald the Idloc

Go abead if it plesses you,” repllad

Bibllomaniac, “You nesdn't chlhk me

all §f yoy dom't went to. I'd rathar

ur you eat than talk anyway—you eat

h good things and talk such—"

All right, Mr. Bid then be L™ inter-
el the Iflot. “You're not gulle asc-
-ate elther in your statement that these
evil days for llterature or in your esser-
n that there isn't a first editlon worth
ving published anywhere. Thess are
liy days for terature, but bad days
¢ the literstl, and as for first editions,
sre never wers such first editlons as we
ve now, Heae's Mr, Plikington Pod-
s writes & bhistorical novel, and - the
t edition of 83002 coples goea off in
night. Mr, Waterbury Watkins Jones
s mp o lovely mew complication be-
=tn & Gibson Girl and & hero nine feet
an in his stocking feet, and {ta first
tion runs uwp to the 457,017 point batore
o ordinary school-girl can get through
» Just chapter which she reads first. So
goes. A cicver woman wriles a Mrs
gz of the Turnlp Puteh, and a Mrs
, iggs of the Potato Patch, =nd a Mma
riggm of the ttuce Patch, and so on
wough the whole vegetabls gardon, and
s mare announcement of these volumes
rane & deluge of books In mingle edi-
ns, that makes the Johnstown flood
ok Uke & dew-drop  TtU's all bully good
uff, and it deserves Ita popularity, but
. kills the Httle fellows."
“There I8 some truth in that* sald Mr
Nhitechoker. *“Take my litle novel as
case In point—**
“What?" cried the Idiot, "Have you
ritten & nmovel ™
“Yeu," sald Mr., Whitechoker, modestly,
It has 126000 words and deals with the
siritual problems of the Dirukds, but 1
nnot get 1t publikhed, nithough Genersl
allaoe seems 1o heve bad no troubls In
uding & publisher for “Ben Hur,' and
aaries Kingsley was not oblged to hawk
% manuscript of “Hypatin' through the
Teots of London, As you suy, there 1=
*:0 chancs for the little fellows nowadays,
wrotiuse all the big fellowa bave got the
=iding public cornered.”
“That's 11" esald the Idlot, “‘and once
a get the reading public in & corner,
s Jike carving calves' foot felly to keep
m there. It's ¢ long reading public that
nowe no turning nnd these writing
haps koep them just long enough on
Sedir product to hawe "em sufely an-
hored.”
“Weil, If they know thelr business and
onduet It falrly and above bourd, who's
ot any right (o complain?' demanded
~Ar Briet. "For my part, I'd rather pick
at a4 dogen good guthors that I know
Al give me good stufl, than go gaill-
nnfing through u biilion pages of words

by unknown writers in quest of an occa-
gjonal goiden idea'”

“Nobody has o right to complaln. No-
body has complnined,” the Idiot
“Mr, Whitechoker has merely advanced
the proposition that it's hard on the Utte
fellown™ _

“Bosh!” said the lawer. “The lttle fel-
low has no swnpathy from me. The lttls
fellow In any business goes to the wall™

“Ne, he doesn't," sald the Idlot, “‘axin’
your pardon for so fatly  contradicting
you. Just because there in one J. Plerpbnt
Morgan in the world, all the littls baokers
don't have to stop banking and take In
lxundry work in order to put clothes on
thelr children's backs: because Mr. Car-
negls glves 848 jlhraries 2 week to the
United States, doesn’t prevent me from
presenting the wvillage ta which I was
born with & bound copy of the Annual
Heport of the Arizona Petrified Wood and
Cattle Company, ¢f which 1 happen to ba
a stockholder, and getting a resolution of
thanks for it out of the Common Counell;
and 1 haven't observed that the trousers
trust has put the pantsmaker out of busi-
ness, But in Hteratore, the ltte fellow in
swimply smnothersd by those first sditions
which Mr, Bib says don't exist.”

“A good bock will find its place.™ sald
Mr. Pedagogtio sententiously.

“Right,’ "sald the Jdiot *“Omn the top
shelf where the dust Is thickest, uniess it
is written by one of the erackerjacks.'

*The survival of the fittest Is an in-
exorable law.” observed the Hibllomaniac

“Inexorable {8 an unfit word to use in
the presence of ladies and gentlemen at
this time of thas day,"” remonstrated the
Idiot. “I"submit to you, Mg Hib, that ths
breakfast table is no place Yor such lan-
guage. Nevertheless your comtention is
correct, 1 still think, however, that some-
thing should be done for the othars, and T
ehould rejoloe to ses the literary patron
revived agnin as an institution In this
country. Mr, Vanderbilt pays a chef 510~
00 & year to do his cooking for him. Why
should he not keep a poet and & novellst
as well? Mental pabulum s more Im-
portant In the development of character
than pate de fole gras, or lobster a la
Newburg, and yet we find our bllllonxires
sewarding cooks with jarge sums of
woalth, while paying no attention whatso-
ever to the Hierary feliow, It doesn't
eoem Tight that & ceook should recelve
$00 a yenr for praparing indigestible
dishes to destroy 4 man's stomach with
a suppressed Iickens who s long on
mental stmulant starving o o garret
two blocks away.”

“How would you wark your plan for
the protection of the small lterary fryT”
deminded Mr. Hrief.

“There are several ways,” sald the
Idlot. “Either by governmental owner-
ship or by private enterprise. It wouldn't
matter which, really, so long as the starv-
ing poet could get éredit at the grocer's.
and the mute, inglorious Dickens could
fasten & hook on & convenlent butcher,
The trouble with Government ownership
of the lUterary mines of the day would ba
the Influence of politice, which s always
baneful. For instance, no Democratio
novellst or Pop poet would be in It with
hip Republican rivals under & G. O. P,
adminiastration; and unless the Bromo
Beltzer reports of last year are entiraly
wrong, It would be a4 century befors a
Prohibition author could get his head
above water, with that system In vogue,
These objections countervall the advan-
tages which would result from s thor-
ough governmental inspection of all lUter-
ary productions before publication, and In
view of the Postoffice acandals I, for one,
chould doubt the advisability of starting
another department at Washington.”

“Very wise,” sald Mr. Brief. “It would
merely open up another fleld for bribery
and corruption.”

“But by private enterprise, lterary pat-
ronage would be beyond eriticism.” con-
tinued the Idlot. “The patron of letters
would not be gulded in his selection of
what we may call a {iterary valet by con-
siderations of politics, and he would also
gerve fo a check upon a too voluminous
production. Jast take Mr. Carnegle, for

each provided with a full set of ger-

THE GENTIAL IDIOT HAS A COFFEE DREAM OF J.

-

PIERPONT MORGAN AND AN AUTHORS' TRUST,

Buppose he were to add a lterary
as he could very
It would provide board
and lodging to twenty or thirty struggling
men and women, whoss Iiterary produoct
Instance, with his fifteen or twenty bomes, | must now waste its swestness upon the

desert pigeonhole, or be swallowed up

valet to sach menage,
wel] afford to do.

forever In the arid gquicksands of the | where hs makes International speeches,
wanstebaaket. At Skibo he could keep a | he could malntaln a chap to write Anxlo-
Kallyard novelist of worth, whose cocoa- | Amarican Historical Novels of the Fu-
nut J# now raopped every time he enters | ture, who l= now starving because he
a publisher's office, because Dr. Watson | can't buck up against the popularity of
and James M. Barrie have a monopoly | Hall Corelll and Moarie Calne—"

in that kind of Uterary ware. In London, “Hall Caine and Marie Corelll, you

mean, don't you " asked Mr. White
choker.

“Maybe I do,' mald the Idiot. *'Doesn’t
make any difference, though. Hall Corel-
Iis look alfke to me. And so it would go.
Out In Pittsdburg he couid have & poet
of the forge to cook up an ode to the

United BStates BStesl Corporation svery
mgraing for his breakfast; In New York
some atl present nsuppreased Richard
Harding Davis could keep himself in-
formed as tw the romance of [Hfe in
high soclety: and, if he wanted to laugh,
he could bave a private humorist always
at his side to make jokes for him. Car-
negia would be a literary patron not to
be sneesed at, and In the end It wouldn't
cost him a cent, becauss he'd get his
money back by requiring every library he
built in the world to buy a copy of each
of the books his valets got up for him. "

“You are a bralmy Idlot.,” sald the
Bibliomaniaec. “I don't belléve J. P. Mor-
san himself ever reasoned out so Ingenlous
a money-making scheme.™

"No—but he'd bs the man to taks the
Job of patron-gemeral, all right. under an
Incorporated Unlted Statea Litarary Cor-
poration,” sald the Idlot. *If J. Plerpont
Morgan wonld organize an Authors’ Trust
and buy in all the iadependent operntors,
It would ba the finest thing In the world
for American lterature’’

“There'd be an chormous overproduc-
tion,” sald Mr. Brief. ‘“Mr. Morggn would
be stuck, I am afrald™

*“Never,” sald tha Idlot. *“Becnuse why?
He'd shut down the unproductive mills the
minute he found they didn't pay.™

Tha Poet laughed.

“Mills, eh?" he asked,

“That's the word,” sald the Idlot. *A
large number of writers nowadayra am
merely grinding tho grist of words Into
unsalable sentencea, Mr. Morgan could
afford to buy thesa feliows out, pay ‘“em
not to write for a period of years, and
get 'em & good job In some other enter-
prise of his—make brakemen of "em, or
bank olerks, or stokers onm his ocean
steamers. That would rest ‘em up for a
while, taks them out of x rut, and glve
‘sm a freash start when they took up the

again.

“1 don't quite catch tha value of the
scheme,” sald Mr. Whitechoker.,

“Woll, say Mr. Morgun controla Amer-
fon's 35,000 suthors." observed the Idlot.
“He says to 3000 of ‘em, ‘vou swear off
Ink until I send for you." To the other
thousand he says, ‘vou're on duty for
year., Wa shall need for the consumptlor
of the réading public for 19 T historic
novels, 100 volomes of shart stories 50 de
tactivo storfes, 15 volumea of Wiid Ani
mals We Rarely Meet, I psycholo |
novels, five recy wvolumes on New Yorlg
Boclety and Divorcs, two books of en
says, and one poem of any length. It
up to you gentlemen to work "em out
and hare'a §25,000 & year for every one of
you. Get busy.' Don't you sea? Ry tha
one net 2400 American authors woul
have a year's vacation and the rest w
ba a highly organized body with a |
knowledge of what they had to do, plenty
of time to do it in and food galore whil
doing it, with a few dollars to sparc f
luxuries. Mighty few of "em have thay
now,"

“Moat Ingenious,* sald Mr. Brief, “And
what do you suppose tha public would =a
to that?"

“Thank yom, Mr. Moman,” sald the
Idlot. "You have checked the literary del
uge that was drowning ua In a4 babel of
lettera,"

*Tutt!™ eajaculated Mr. Pedogogue
acornfully. “Do yow think the Authom
themseives would consent?™*

“Well, a3 to the thousand™ sald thd
Idlot, I can't say. There are mighty fov
Authors, however, who would refuse a
income of $25,000 a year, and as for thy
20000, if Mr. Morgnn would mtva the
2 cents a word for all they dida’t writ
in a glven year, I think hie'd get a work
ing majority of them.'"

With which the Idlot with a polite bov
to hin landiady, pald her 32 on aceannt o
his week before last bill, and salled wiril
out of the roam.

"What do you think of his scheme, Mr
Poat?* anked the Bibllomaniae

*1 don’t know." sald the Poet, with
sigh. “Considering the number of word
in the langunge, 2 cents a plece for Intting

| (Copyright, 188, by John Russell David

‘em alone is mighty fine pay. "
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| A PHILANTHROPIC WHISPER 2

By Edwin Lefevre

T HERE have been all manner of big | be on thelr guard!

stock operntors and “leaders™ in

Wall strest—gentlemnanly, well-ad- |

eated Jeaders with a gift of eplgram,
and foul-spoken leaders who knew as
little of grammar as of manners. leaders
0 whom the stock markst was only the
Monte Carlg of the tape, and leaders to
whom It wis & means to an end; cool,
caleulating, steel-nerved leaders, and
fidgety, Impuisive, excitable leaders;
leaders who were church pillars and total
abstainers, and leaders whosa only God
was the ticker and whose most brilllant
operations were carried on during the
courss of & drunken debauch. But never
before in the breathless history of Wall
strest had there been & leader whose fol-
lowing was numbered by the thousands
and included not only the “‘shoestring”
gpeculators, but the very richest of the
rich! Never before & leader whose word
took the place of stntistics] Informao.
ton, whose mere 1 am buying it”
ereated more purchasers for o stock than
all the glowing prospectuses and all the
accountants’ affidavits and all the bank-
ew estimates.

At first Wall streat eald the public was
suffering from an epldemie of speculative
insanity; that Colonel Treadwell was
merely € doll operator *backed” by a
cligue~of the greatest fortunes in Amer.
ica; that he wus not & skilitul “manipu-
lator™ of values, but by sheer brute force
of tremendous Dbuying he made those
stocks advance with which he was Identi-
fled, and that, of courss, the public al-
weys follows the stocks that mré made
aotive, and many other explanations, But
in the end Wall strest camo to reallze
exactly o what it was that the blind de-
wvotion of the speculstive publle for the
Colonel was Jue. Defying all traditions,
upsstting all precedents, violating all
TFuled, driving all the “veterans™ to the
verge of hysterics and dbankruptcy by his
dally deflance of accepted views as to
the art of operating in stocks, Colomal
Josiah T, Treadwell founded & now school:
He told the truth:

The Colonel sat in his office alone with
his thoughts. The door was open—It was
alweys open—and the clerks and custom-
e of Treadwell & Co., as thoy passed to
jand fro, caught glimpses of the great
Jeader’s broad, kindly face and shrewd,
dittle, twinkling eyes that seamed to smile
st them Thay wondered what new
"*deal” the Colonel was planning., And
then they wished with all thelr sculs angd
purses they knew the name of the stock
—méeroly the name of it—eo0 that they
jsmight “get in oa the ground floor,”

The famous operator sat on a revolving
chalr by his desk. He had turned his
Sack on an accumulntion of correspond-
»«onos &nd he now rotatad from right to
Aeft and from left to right. The tips of
this ehoes—he was & short man—missed
"thes floor by an inch or two, and he swung
jhis feet contentedly. A ticker whirred
iaway blithely, and from time to time
ITreadwel]l ceased his rocking and his
Hoot-swinging and glanced jovially at the
‘tiekisr tape. From his window he couid
|see B Minslesippl of people or a bit of
|New York summer sky, but his restiess
eyes were roaming and skipping from

lace to place, And the clerks and the
feustomers wondered whether the market
{"rea. golng the way the Colonel had plau-
ned. The ticker was whirring and click-
Fn;, impassively, and the Colonel wore a
meditative look. What was the *old
yuu's ascheming? @he boara had Dbetter

———

Josiah T. Treadwell was thinking that

his brother Wilson, who had left him o |

few minutes defore, was certainly grow-
ing boll. He slso wondered whether peo-
ple who ndvertised “restorers” and “in-
vigorators” were veracious or merely
“Wall Stresty,” as ho put It to himself.

A young man, an utter stranger to Colo-
nel Treadwell, halted at his door and
looked &t the leader of the stock market
he=litatingly.

“Come In, come in," called out the Colo-
nel, choerily. *"Won't you walk into my
pariorT™

“Good morning, Colonel Treadwsll"
sald the lad, diMdently,

“"Who ate you and what are you, and
what can I do for you?” sald the Colonal,
extending his hand.

The youth 4ld not heed the chubby out-
stretched hand, "My name' hs sald,
very formally and introductorily, *“is Ca-
rey. My father used to know you when
he wes editor of the Blankburg Her-
ald *

“Well" snid the Colonel, encouragingly,
“shake hands, anyhow.”

Cuarey shook hands: his difidence van-
ished. Heo was a pleasant-faced, pleas.
ant-voleed young fellow, Troadwell
thought He was a good-hearted, jocular
old fellow, unllke what he had Imagined
the leader of the stock market would be,
Carey thought,

“Yea,” went on the Colonel, "1 remem-
ber your father very well. 1 never forget
my up-the-state friends, nnd I am always
Elad to sve thelr sons,. When I ran for
Congreas Bill Carey wrote red-hot edito-
rials In my favor, and I was beaten by
a large and enthusinstic majority. 1
haven't seen your father In twenty-odd
years—not since ho weont wrong and took
to politles.*

“Well, Colonel Treadwell,” laughed Cn-
rey, 1 guess dad 4ld his best for you,
And If you ddn't get to Congress you're
better off, from nll I read in the papers
about you"

You would have thought they had
known each other for years.

H"Thut': what 1 say: I have to,” chuck-
nE.

“Colonel,” sald the young man boldly,
*“T've coma to ask your adyice.”

“Most people don't .ask It twice. Be
carsfu] now.™

“Do you mean that they get so rich fol-
lowing it that they don't bave to come
again ™'

“You are a polticlan, young man.
*“You'll wake up and And yourself in
Congress some fine day, uniess your fath-
er gois back to newspaper work and
writea some efitorials in your favor."

The boy had a pleasant smile, the Colo-
nel thought.

“I have saved up some money, Colonel.”

“Keep it. That's the best advice I can
give you Go asway instantly. Great
Scott! youngster, you are in Wall Btreet
now."

“Oh, I—I'm safe enough in this office,
I guess™ retorted Carey. .

The famous leader of the stock market
looked at him solemnly. The boy returned
the look Imperturbably. Then Colonel
Treadwell laughed, and Carey laughed
beck at hm. .

“What are you dolng to keep out of
Btate prison?™ apsked Treadwell

“I'm & clerk in the offles 0f the Federal
Pump Company, third floor, upstairs, I
bave paved some money and I want to
know what to nd with it. I read an arti-
cle In the Sun the other &ay. It sald you
hed advised pecple to put thelr savings
Into Suburban Trolley, and how well they
had fared™

“That was a year ago. Trolley has gone
up @ points since then."

*Thst shows how good-the.advice was,

As & matter of fact, | And you also sald a young man should
 do something with his savings and not let
The young man looked
stralght into the lttle, twinkling, kindly
eyes of the leader of the stock market
“How much money have you?T"
“I have two hundred and ten dollars.™
replier. the lad with an uncertain smile,
He felt proud of the magnitude of his
his own room;
he folt & bit ashamed of thelr insignifi-

them lle 1dle.”

“Dear me,” sald the milllonaire specu-
lator, very seriously, "that's a good deal
It's a blame =ight more'n I
had when I started In business. Got it

“Well, I'll Introduce you to my brother
Wilson, who has charge of cur custom-
Come 1o, John*

“John" ecame In. His other name was
Mellen. He was a siim, qulet-looking man
of about fve-and-fifty. His enemies sald
that he had made §1.000000 for every year
be had lived and had kept it.

“8it down, John "
well, shaking hands with Mr. Mellen, “I'll
be back In a minute."

At the door he shook hands with two
more viajtors-a tall, ruddy-faced, white.
baired and white-whiskered man, Milton
Steers, after-dinner speaker and self-con-
feneed 'wit, and incldentally president of a
ruliroad eystem: also D. M. Ogden, who
looked like an English clergyman and was
the owner of the hugs Ogden bullding in
They had come to discuss the
advisabiiity of & new deal In *Trolley.”
They represented, they and their assoct-
Ates, more than $500,000000. But Colonel

Cobonel Tread-

Troadwell made thesn wait while he es-, thoroughly, sald "“ORl!™ and smiled and
corted hls new acquaintance to his broth- | gave an order to a clerk to buy 1 shares
er's room. of of Baston & Allentown Rallroad stock at
Wilse,” he sald, "T've brought you 8| b, “market” or prevalling price for Mr,
new customer, Mr, Carey. . Carey, and took the boy's $20 with the
Wilson P. Treadwell smiled pleasantly. utmost gravity, The smallest Stock Ex-
He was & tall, slender man with a "““”:“ change house would not accept such a
iook. The firm did not desire new Rocounis, | iye) aocount. Treadwell & Co., belng
for there was already more business than . did
the busisst the largest, would and did.
B e e Ty e o n the| The Colomel whock hands with young
and the ~knowa stock ‘tlrro ; friends | CRrey, whose father had once edited a
Onited s:t“'“' .:But the Colonel's countiry newspaper, but who had naver
wzr?ﬂwmnunrll.l ¢ Mr. Carey* saild been an intimate friend, told him to
LI 3er¥ ¥ o = ¥. “Come again any tme” and went back
Wilson Treadwell. The firm had some very $5. Bis) horomatined:
r: “gi.“_.u:‘:n:ﬁo w.t:i:rt!;:l:ﬂm Easton & Allentown stock was the “fea-
“I think,” sald the Colonel, “that we | ture of the market that week and the
t. & Allent pext. Ten days after Carey had bought
?:3 ;‘:?f b}‘;z :ﬂ:;a,f.::,;l::‘ he n;m his 100 shares at 4 the stock sold at 106
#1d. Moreover, he was thinking of his | The young man went into the offics of
brother's mistaken impression of the new | Treadwsll & Co. on the eleventh day. He
CUStOmET. knew he had made n great deal of money—
““That is a good Idea,” assentsd Wilson, | more than he had gper thought of having
“You ought to put ln your order ﬂ:’lt.m;:: 3; ﬁ?‘_ace—bﬂa u}:“h:d g:l enor:] a‘:':“os:ywtha“ m‘:?
gﬁ,‘.’.;-. B PN Y. " | other: “Take profits? Not at this price.
man mar- | E & A. s sure to go to 115"
ztn“n‘:;. l}:":i'm bn;f ?:: ::mmmrn. 1; Curey figured that If he walted for the
thinks best'* sald the Colonel, e :tof:o::a :}ll d&olllan; h;a :r:ulnl mitke nearly
“Five thousand s . -
son 'rme Awall, i i o i **There 1s no use of being a diamed hog.™
T e i, TS e | atie, et whers T Makes 1s the teait
sandT ve?
Well, &.‘rp;ln":yf he wants them, and you | of throwing away that much meoney by
Wt" :‘11- account,” sald his brother ;;I;mﬁ‘u:;u;mmamr?m:ﬂnu your losses
a smile i
“l guess,”” zsald the leader of the stock They stood in the corridor In the parti-
market, slowly, "that you had better be- | tioned office, the crowd of men, all of
gin with 100 shares." them customers of Treadwell & Co.,, ex-
Then Wilson, who kney his brother ! cepting the newspaper reporters, who had

When Elephants Lived at the North Pole

BY PROFESSOR WILHELM BOELSCHE.

HE time of the mammoth Is rela-
tively near our own time,
Tungusian hunter on the Lana Biver
occasionally feeds his dogs with thelr fros-
Many things prove that man
once hunted the mammoth; certain mam-
moth bones tbat have been marked by the
work of human hands point to this,

Just In the time when the first mammoth
was found (300 years ago) the eya of the
investigator had pegun to become keen
for the age and the sequence of the
geclogical layers of the earth. The great
sclence of paleontoiogy. destined to declde
many questions, had begun to makes its
And paraliel with it there advanced
Arctic exploration.

When an Engllsh expedition under
Nares explored Grinnell Land fossl] plants
were found which the great Bwiss paleon-
tologist, Oswald Heer, afterwan! exam-
ined and classified. Thay were not plants
of the coal period, but piants from the
tertiary perlod. The tertiary peribd is
nearer to us than elther the silurian or
the coal period. At that time,
forests had wvanished from Europe and
North America, and had been replaced by
truo follage trees. The mammals had ap-
peared in highly grotesque forme,

In Grinnell Land about 30 diffarent spe-
cles of piants, dating to that period, were
found. And from .them Heer constructed
tha following picture of the Polar regions
of that time:

The\“Prehistoric Pole.,”

A pea with rich, tree-decked shores. On
the water swim the leafy piants of water
fowers, Reeds fringe the rims of the lakes,

.

Beyond them stand lindens, elms, many | der the green magnoligs of tertiary green.
haszel bushe land.

kinds of poplars and birches, s gy Sclentifio speculation produces & wonder-

snowbally and evergresns, such a3 ﬂﬂ," ful pleture; it shows the Fram laborious-

cedars, and particularly the swamp cy- ly drifting in the grasp of vast lce flelds

pross that is found now In the Southern | yn¢f) even Nanser's heroism falled before

parts of the United States the terrors of the polar worid: and we see

These piants require a mean temperature | another period when In that same Jatitude
today higher by 28 degrees than thet | wandering herds of elephants, camels and
which exists now In Grinnell Land. wild horses browsed on green meadows.

They are not tropical plants. There- Or did that land hide mpecfes of mam-
fore, tropleal climmte dld not exist In the | maly of a kind guite different from any
Arctic regions In the tertiary epoch. But | gther known in the world—species whose
the remains prove that since then the cli- | bones may be found some day in Franz
mate must have undergone A minimum | Joseph Land, or & similar place, by an
change of 28 degrees—a positively enor- | expedition that will lay more weight on
mous alteration. paleontology than on geographleal explo-

And then there were found the remains | ration?
of tertiary forests of magnollas, chestnuts, The tremendous glaclers that allpped
onks and grapevines in Greenland under | down over the world In the mystericus loa
the Wth parallel of Iatitude. That is the | perlod must have desolated the Arctic
kind of vegetation to be found now at| |ands entirely. The beasts that live thers
Montriex on Lake Genova. now omce lived In our Europe and our

Theso proofs complete the case America. The continents are full of the

It 1= possible that a troplcally warm | remains of musk oxen, mammoths, rein-
ocean washed the North Pole In silurian | deer, lemings and white hares,
times. It remalins posaible that these creatures

1t Is certain that a plant life that was | originated In the North. The increasing,
posaibly tropleal flourished there In the | numbing cold may have driven them south-
coal or carboniferous period, ward gradually. But it is concelvable, tno,

It is absolutely certaln that a climate | that the cold advanced too rapidly In the
like the climate of the United States and | high north to permit the animals to go
Europe today obtained there In tertiary | through the slow process of adaptation.
times, whose last chapter probably was | In that case mammoth and musk-ox must
experienced by man, have developed In European, American

And that changes the history of the ani- | and Asiatic lands In comparatively low
mal world of the Polar regions totally | latitudes at the time when the fca began
for us to creep down there.

The polar animals of today evidently are Omly paleontological investigation in the
“recent” products of adaptation that de- | Polar lands can solve these questions, We
veloped under the new conditions. An al- | must find out first whether or not the
together different form of creatures may | mammoth existed there bafore the lce ap-
have preceded them. : peared, or whether it was missing nllo-

We oannot Imagine snow-colored polar | gether around the pole originally.
bears aod thickly-furred musk oxen un- (Copyright, 188, by T. C. MoClure)

calied for thelr usual dafly interview with
the famous lesder of the stock market
There were two Unlted mms Benators,
an ex-Congressman, a score of men who
had inherited fortunea and were doubling
them in the stock market, three or four
gray-haired, shrewd-faced capitnliats,
whose names appeared many times on ths
financial pages of newspapers; & baker’s
dozen of prominent municipal poilticlans,

a well-known Western rallroad president,

with a ruddy face and a snow-white

president of a life insurance company, &
half score of wholesale merchants and a
low-voleed, Insignificunt little man with &
quiet, almost apologetic look, who seldom
spoko and never smiled, but who, next to
the Colonel himself, was beyond gquestion
the heaviest plunger In the office

The Colonel came out of his offics to go
to his brother's room, where, seatsl about
a long polished table, were several diree-
tors of the Suburban Trolley Company—
men to whom the newspapers al-
ways referred not by name but as “promi-
nent insidera*". It was a very lmporiant
gathering. It Involved no less that a final
understanding in regard to the great
‘“troliey pool,” whaose operntions later on
were to become historical in Wall atreet.
It was, 88 one of the speculators outside
put it, “a case of show down''—the cash
resgurces availnble for pool purposes ware
to be ascertained, ¢ach man announcing
the proportion of tho 100,00 shares for
which he was willing to “put up' )

Carey was standing by the door of Wil-
son Troadwell's office. He did not feel
nitogether comfortable among 8o many
alderly and obviously very rich men. Hils
difidence was the saving of him, for as
the Colonel passed he paused and sald in
a low volee: “Got your stock yestT'

The customers in the corridor, men wh:-
by the Colonel's advice wers “cartying
trom 500 to 10,000 shares each of Easton &
Allentown, leaned torward eagerly, All
wers men who north of Wall street would
not have stooped to listen to others’ eon-
versations If thelr lves depended on It
In & broker’s office such notions were ab-
surd almost wicked. Certalnly at that mo-
men{ % palrs of eyes wera Iboking fixedly
at the great leader of the stock market
and the yvoung clerk.

Tha Colonel felt thls intultively, He
econfirmed it with a quick glance of his
eharp little eyes. Heo bad not esold all his
Easton & Allentown, but was dispo=ing of
it just os fast as the market would take
it. It was not ltkely that the stock would
go much higher. Wall strect. ever loath
to belleve well of any stock operntor,
usad to comment sneeringly on the fact
that the world heard much about the
“readwell buying.” Dbut never a word
about the Treadwell selling.

if the Colomel gave a hint to the cus-
tomers there would be an avalanche of
gelling orders that would make the price
of the stock break sharply, and this would
not heneflt anyone. He 1 mdvised them
te buy the stock at %0 s %—it woa WS
now, He had more than done his duty
If they did not sell out, In the hope of
making more, It was thelr own lookout.

But thers was the boy with the W
shures, the pleasant Hitle clerk from up
the state, who had brought In his entire
fortune, his accumulated savings of 2
He was A stranger to Wall street. Byt
supposing he should tell that he had been
ndvisad to sell. Thers would be tha deuce
to pay!

Tue Colonel took chunces, Out of one
corner of his mouth, so that he did not
even turn his head toward the boy and so
that the watohing customers could not sus-
pect what he wan doilng, he shot a gulck

| thon deciined slowly to about 9. The cus
beard; two famous physicians, the vice- |

'READ! READ! READ

{

l“h, liver. kidney, female troubles U

. Consultation free. Puatients out of ¢t

| 3¢
_s\sper—a lobMided but phitanthropic af- | Lon saper . oer &%, Portland, Or. Me

fair at him: "Look at the color of you
money, boy! Take your profits and #
pothing!"”" And he walked Into tha ront
whers the Suburban Trolley magnate
awalted him !mpatiently,

Carey, thrilled but taciturn, gave his or
der to sell his Easton & Allentown, ar
suspected by the mob. They sold it £
him at 106 Deducting commissions an
Intereat aharges the Colonel's whisper ha
put 31 In the young clerk’s pockst,

And the stock went a lttle higher an

tomers all made o great deal of m
as It was, but not a8 much as they w
have “tuken out” of the Easton & Alle
town “‘deal™ {f they had overheard th
one of Colonel Treadwell's muny
pers—lobsided but ulanthropic affalrs!
(Copyright, 19G.)

What the Well-Known Peo
ple of Portland
Say of

C. GEE WC

THE GREAT
CHINESE DOCTOR

Can It be wonder
that he s calld
remtf; when his wo
erful remedics cu
and help s0 ma
slck and sufferin
eople, not o her|
ut throughout 1t
United States? Mar
are given up to d
others told that
opsration  was
only belp for
yet thelr lives
saved without ti

great sulfenng of o
operativn. \."ur..-u

- thess powerful Ch
a2 UK nede herbs, rod
buds, barks apd vegetables that are e
tirely unknown to madlcal sclence in Lh
ecountry. Through the use of these harr
less remexiles he tremts any and ai
eases of men, women and chlldren. Th
famous doctor knows the action of ow
W0 different remedies that he has sy
cessiully used In diferent diseasca. H
guarantess L0 cure calarmh, esiama, I].u.
troubles, rheumagism, nervouwsness, »lo

gsanhood and all private diseases. Re
the following testimoniais. e has b
dreds mure at his otfics

TeSuInoniuls or well-known oeo

G, W. Buaffere, & Mixtn street—Cu
of kidney and bladder trouble of o
years standing.

G. A bLane corner Eleventh and Nort
rup—tured of kidoey. liver amd bladd
treuble of several years' stanpding.

Miss 8. Starbuck, 6% Front sireet—8
fering [(rom Ingammation, womb
stomach trouble.

Mrs. N. A. Dibble, Burna, Jr.—Stom
and female weakness, sevarul years' s
ing. 1 recommend hls wonderful
ment.

A. Jensen, ¥0 East Clay street, cured
indigestion. stomach and liver troubls
10 years’ standicg, and cured in six wee

Mra. Hadson—Suflering from hemorshs
of womb and female weakness of fo
monthe, nnd was cured In a short tig
by this wonderful treatment

Charges moderate. Ciull and see nt

e

clty write for blank and clreular. Inele
stamp. Address The C. Gee Wo Chind
Medicine Company. Office still same plad

tionn paper.




