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N THE AMERICAN PEARL

ARKANSAS RIVERS YIELDED $3,000,000 IN
THE PAST THREE YEARS

EVERAL

weeks ago a New York

S poari doaler sold a jot of domestic
pouris to = Frenchman in Paris.
The Paristan did not even take the
troubie to ship them on to India, but after
Griling them In the French capital in-

valoed them to
ors as Orient When the man
Who had sold them to the Frenchman re--
turned to New York a fow days ago he

—
} pearin

Tound the gems on exhibition In & New
York showease He recognized them Im-
mediately as the ones he had sold to his

French customer. and for the fun of the
thing he thought he would inquire about
the price,

“We are making $73.000 for them." re-
plied the jeweler. “They mre genulne Ori-
entale. and we ought to get a Httle more,

A firm of American jewel-

w price of pearls is golng
"Walt = minuts,” sald the expert
"Please turn that pesrl over. Now look
Just at edge of the hole where the
gom is dri 1 you will find a dark-cajorsd
Bpot. Bee It Looks as If the skin had
Deon Lirulsed and enled *
The jeweler | crewing his *“loup™ !
up to his ey i Ing a careful squint.
“That's ri " he sald fnally Then
Be soatched away his “loup” and gazed
Al the dedsler Bay,” he adked, looking
Bt the expert <horply 2nd hugging the
Penr| tght Wi re youl
™l you Iat talk abhsyt those
pragie. They enting to me. I
used to own 1 bought them
out I Newy n=ns, when they
P vater more than
less than $30,000
1%, oy, T 4
uld have anld
Now, here's my

domestic

at the fArst\
i him

or any other
anger to handle
lewels and
the simpls
clam#s are
the Mis-
st a rate

Jewelm

ton of the spe-
Many
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the
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' of

y 1 the
pasEs AWAY
n this ron-
» note that the
At NOW &0 SCHrce
LE ] out in
will prohibit all pear]
“BTS.
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Witking the

three yegra more than

pAs]
2,000, 000w { . been taken
from the waters of lsgissmpl Val-
ley At ast three-fourthe of pesaris
Bave come from the Biack nand White
Rivers of Arkansas. In 1301 about $1.580.-
0 wortk . were taken from
the Bla of which

CAmDe miles long,

-l L Last year
1 Last

leas thun were taken, and
this sens ' 1s fallen off more

than = ! Hiack Hiver has
been 1 t and the swarm
of fortune hur has gome over to the
White River milew Jdistant, and
up nearly all s

18 been depleted the

in th Middle
it originally was

‘ Alrendy
and New-
wlhich sprang
dwindling In
houses and dwealj-
ccupled; its
littie more

t domestic pear] cen-

Ter Mississippi Itself, arcund
Prralrie 1) ‘ Wis but 1t does not
“ e witl ) n beds., and
lin e
for the n

IN A PEARLER'S CAMP.

-

# ¥ PEARL DREDGES AND DREDGERS.
along the river in this vicinity. The every Inhabitant In the vicinity of the A farmer, who was driving home with for a wetek of pational holidays, sectlon ominer
pear] button, ofl and fertilizing industries | Biack River, both old and young, male a wagon-load of clams, was attacked by | started bank mccounts and amassed com- financ he
have been as largely responsible for the | and female. was delving for clams and a dog He threw a couple of bivalves at | fortable fortunes, and many a poor youth
decimation of the peari-bearing clam beds | pearis. Laborers left the farms, clorka the dog. The owner of the dog plcked up | In a few weeks got enough pearis to se- numbers, and
as the pear! bunters, and both have deco- | and business men turned fortune-seekers, ' the shalls, opened them and in one of | cure to him the college education he had | ket centers of the U

rated the shores of the Mississippl from
la Cr , Wis,, to New Orleans with

evidencos of their ravagea

The peariing fever siarted in the Sum-
mer of 130 An old sunburnt fisherman
was the cause of [t He was fishing from
skiff anchored in thhe middle of the
Biack River; his balt ran out
wanted some more. The casiest
Eet it waa to ke Uwp A clam
bottom of the stream.
below the

n

from the
about eight
surince of the water. Tha bi-
valve that he brought up was an inno-
cent-lonking specimen, and theéere was
nothing in its appegrance that foreshad-
owed the great excitement to come. The
fisherman, whistling & Iittle tune, Insert-
&1 his knifeblade between the shells and

and he |
WAy (o |

feet |

| pried them apart. As he 44 8o a beantd- |

! retirement,

ful, round, justrous pearl dropped out o
the thwart of the akiff and rolled to the
bottom of the craft, where it lay glisten-
Ing In the forenoon sun

The fisherman sat blinking at it for a
full minute, then made a dive for It, and

worked harder tham he esver had before |

in his life to get to shore on the double
quick. He sold the pear] to a local jeweler
r B0 and retired to private life. His
however, lasted] less than a
for the report of the

weell,

find spread |

far and wide, and the inhabltants of that |

section, including the flaherman, rushed
at the sandbeds at the bottom of the Black
River with all kinds of implements, from
plitehforks to scow dredges, anfl plled the
river banks with clams for miles up and
down the stream. The jewelsr who had
purchassd the pearl from the fisherman
s0id It In New York for §2N0, which was
more than he had made in his littde store
in three years

The excltement was intense in Arkan-
sax, and in & comparatively short time

and even soclety women went down to the
shores of the siream and waded into the
wiater, searching for peari-bearing clams

An old negro named Nelse Parks found
& clam which netted him something over
$200. With the proceeds Nelse purchased
& fine buggy. Befors he could buy a horse
& circus came te town, and when It left
the balance of Nelps's bank account want

i them found a pearl which made him as

much of a capitallst as the
bought the buggy.

A family of negroes that lived In a hut
and went partially uncilothed all the year
round, became wealthy, built a palace of
& home, and hired white men for servants.
Not one in the family could read or write,

man who

been forced o
The excitement apread from the land
to the river steambomts, Thelr crewa
deserted them and sometimes their cap-
tains, and the Biack River was the acene
of the wildest excitement. New towns
were bullt and old ones were Increased to
the size of cities, Streeta were lald out,

forego.

yet they bought automobiles, ateam | banks and mercantile establishments were

with it =0 he was compelled to sell his | lsunches and horses. started, mortgages were lifted, monsy was
buggy without taking a ride in It Boys to whom 50 cents wa waonlth | sty &nd times were prosperous. The
\ & -
4
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Were SoArce un

them was
pean pearl
eyes to the
the domestic

The excltement
continued throu

consat

Eems

gr
in

' 198 and 1991, and on
Black River was clear
the fortune-seelkers

| Misal==ippl River,
streams, creeks and
No riet
White
scenes on the Hiack

| acted.

| there been any

The Mississippl has al
the matter of d
though they i
the past half ¢
With the new
that industry by ¢t
kansas, more
brought to light
river could acc
more fortuneo-
the water In

When the Het
ing clam s hauled to the su
L skiff load of clams has been ¢

ing except In the .|"_-I.= for ihe st
were along the L] them out.
cOnain ey 1 bins on the

is ft
conditions
eable for pearling on thed river

) snapped up by
ulvusly low fig-
d Hastings, a

1. shaped

elee i !
A great crowd of
Out of all the g
an industry
of clnm
buttons
along the
centered

ahell

Factories
lown =hore
Muscatl

ment of these (actord - DRy
mantls work of pearl Itz outslds

f and got It
DOUGLAS M. THAYER

cupation of gnth

the pearler s no lonss

ELIZABETH

IN HER OREGON HOME

GROWS ENTHUSIASTIC OVER A GLORIOUS SEASON
OF INDIAN SUMMER

"ol ted

Firs. My. Dear
longing for—

ur face,

your

Tt

nlain tope,

rregon
ch you long is here; =nd far
More, NOW it Avtomn i@ abrond in the
and, = thy upon hill-tops,
pouring tk slopes In “from &

beaker full of

1)
1

dyes.” a flame that

ns on fire, and maketh
.

estieth

& DEWw 1 & new earth
Illuwtr ors, they seem not the
hills we L strangely un-

famillar (r
new  wi
which

this
sent,”
in

radinnce,

B

dream land

from

be talked about

words k nd white Thore was &
time when | was rather skeptionl of ths
exisionce of n “"beauty that Intoxlcates™
(that was before coming to Oregon) 1
am & bel now and already half
maudin ¥ charm of this latest
revelatd wse perfect Ootober
days oor week, thore will
he no hope for me outside of the Keeley

Cure. o
For a long time I have been sitting on
an old =t Don’t jaugh, or you'll hurt
I regurd that stump as one

1
i

| there Is In-it,

by grace or
bills

bogs

grandeur—mere unduiating
of grass and heather, with great
in the hollows,™

What a home for the eager, ambitious,
brilllant Jeannle Welsh Carlyle! AwWny

from all the refinements df life, shut up

in that gaoot,
that 1re

hungry-looking house on

of genius—of terrible earnestness, and
blackest melanchely. Is it any wonder
that she lost her cheerfulness and viva-
clity. That—

Her youth wras Jeft belting

_F o some one olse to find,

Though we have the solituds, thank
govdness we have not the gray desolation
of Cra ittock, nor the gloom of a
man of genlus, The only sounds that

came t0 me in this peaceful Eden were
those of softly rippling, invisible waters,
the low murmur of insects, the occasional
dre Ing of the tiny brown cones of the
alders, and a faint rustie of
leaves,

Nothing more,

Even the clamorous
cricket, sllent, Our birds have jong been
mute, and now “alide the |ustrous
woodiand” volceless phantoms of the
minsirels we once knew

But, we have a vigitor whoe has brought
his volee with him. He has but latsly
come us. from out of the reeds and
rushes of the lowlands: o meadowlark:
every moming comes floating up to us
from thls lttle glen, & melody so divine,
that the angels above must fold thelr
wings to listen.

From childhood 1 have loved this bird
above all othars. His notes are so Inex-
primibly metillow and sweet, o tendey, ton,
with a perpleaing hint of sadness. [Is 1t
the pathos of reminiscence? of prophecy?
or of passionute pleading? I try hard to
understand, but cannot. I only Know
s cadence—

o'er

to

st touches me wilh mysilo gleama,
Like gilmpees of forgotien dredons—
( samething felt, lke something hers;

Of sumsthing done, I know not where—
And tears fill my cyves¥as I listen
hope, Nell, when “I put out to sea’™ a
flight of this divine melody may pilot me

| through the gray mists, to that far-away

| shore,

I {

of the decorative feature= of our wood-
sand lawn ting there looking over this
wonder] and regretiing the years lost
in fndl .

For the first and only time In my life, I
am happy nd oon in my environ-
ment.  Of ex s, there are some ugly old
Sulldings that mar the pleture, but you
know that we told 1o jook up, not
down: and lookfhg up they are forgot-
tann. Such a sky today: blusa as & hare- |
bell and uch the shape of one, its rim
Just resting upon this crown of dark
firs; caw f uwp its westerm odge. A low
Bne of white, wreathing clodds, as if the
pea rolllng high, were dashing {is foam
there.

A luminous flocd of sunshine: alr soft,
caresslng, = sweet with the aromatde
breath of the fir trees rooding over all,
“Natore's own Xty £ peace”™ a hush
unusutal even in this iand of gllence,
thought—as 1 often do hero—of the still-
ness of “Cmlgenputtock:” where “for
hours the only und, that of the sheep

the short

of Carlyle writing his
the grayest and most

ver saw. My broom, as I

p the withered leaves, might be
heard at a furiong’s distance.™
I always think of that place, as the
Eronriest daya earth. “The houss gnuw
and bungry-looking, stan@fing in
peanty felkds Hke an Inland In & sea of
r~arass, Lhe landscape unredeemed efther

Erass a guarter of .|

|
|
|

|

where shine the lHghts

Heavenly harbor

of the

But dear me: how far afield [ have been
lured by that feathered siren
1T Oh, I know

Where was
F'll go back to that rustic

w8 waste, with that tragic man |

falling |

!

| disks shining in

perch, for thers is a fine view from It bot !

don’t expoct me o stay Just glued to it
=uch an alluriag day as this

The— 1 was golng to say lawn, but
I won't, for that word dossn't fit this
lumpy. bumpy, gopher-hilled ground; it
is best when you llve in the woods, to
put aslde affections, so henceforth and

| gold, sun-fllumined, and 1

forever 1 shall say door-yard. The drmr-l

yard now has none of Its June loveliness,
/hile the gross s stlll green |t has lost
ita freshness; through the drouth and heat
of summer; and the wild fowers that ance
blossom here are but a memory.

A fow clover blooms, in
and frosl. are Uying bravely to bold up

defiance of fats )

thelr heads, but they have lost the rosy
glow of youth. All about me the dande-
lions

|
|

are hfting high In alr their gnuzy
white balloons.
Bo different from ours at home, Nell |

which were low growers, and if one rashly
attempted to cut down one of the white-

thistle, from the ground up. This thing
looks as If It had swallowed a Biedliiz
powder, that had effervesced, foamed: over
the top and run down the sides

Tom. like that friend of Mark Twaln's,
kas a wonderful art of taking the bloom

| off things,

beaded veterans, his head fell of and blew |

AaWAY Here they are nearly two feet
high, and that hollow, starry globe of
Ince-work, & wonderful stayer. Nearly a
month ago, tempted by the
these dellcate transparencics, 1 cut a few
of the slender stems and stuck them in n
pot of growing ferns, not expecting them
to lust but a few hours, and here they
are today; those falry balloons Jjust
lifted above the green, fully inflated and
tugging at their guy-ropea. The thistle
familg also, s well represonted here
Purple “with bloom and white with down,
the yard looks like a cotipn-fleld 1 find
the thistle rather interesting now that I
have jeft the valn world and Its distrmc-

tions and have time to look at It. The
long narrow leaf, deeply notched and
lance-tipped, the purple-stalned paint-

brush bictsom, the sead-pod. Such a pret-
t¥y faring cup of wood: brown thickly
studded with sharp spikes, and filled with
tiny brown seeds all feathered nnd ready
for flight—it seems 4 wonderful
and must be possessed of Jirtues still un-
known to us; why 4id nature take
such pains to protect and perpetunte W?
Holding up the brown cup I blew gently
across It, and, oh my! such a frensy of
excitement among those little brown.
feathered folk! They
house-top, tumbied down the splked walls,
clinging frantically to each other in that
brief moment of pasting. Then, disen-
tangling themselves, floated upward, cir-
cling about an Instant, took one last look
at the ittie brown home, and one by one
malled away Into the bilue, briery world
As the empty cup fell from my band, I
felt hal?! sorry fur those drifting. alry
VOyagers
When the cups have emptied thelr can.
tents, lhey soon become
cach with a fringed iining
satin, in the centre a tiny tufted couch of
softest down., In such a cozxy bed had
nestied the little brown heads of my poor
wanderars, Why need I have meidied?
And et me tell you, Nell—if you don't
already know it—those satin-rayed, lvory
the sunlight are worth

el

looking at.

Farmers may despise the thistle, but
I'm sure the butterflles love . Oh! the
beauties I have scen this day! Not the

delicately timted ones of Summer,
ing, glowing jeweis,
above the thisties
One rested for a Png time upon =
purple bloom nquite near me, opening and
closing his exguisite wings of black and

but lv-
fluttering always

| carfous about the matter under

Bheils came with him, and at once grew
discus-

' sion., bountling to the top of the stump,

beauty of |

leaped over the |

| beauty of that

round platters, |
of old-fvory |

ahe sat beside me watching with anxlous
interest the little winged things as they
flew skywigd. I really belleve she fancled
they might possibly be very, very young
“Chineys™—she I8 still In hot pursuit of
that wily foreigner,

But these are ldle fantasies to be writ-
ing one whose next club paper 18 on “The
Influence of Dante’'s Divine Comedlies as
Seen In the Painting and Sculpture of
Italy.*

But, Indeed, Nell, I can't help It;
heads arc so full of foollsh fancles,

The other day Tom was telling me,
while following a little path near the edge
of the brook, happening to look down the
bank, he saw emarging from the water a
huge sea lHon, jJust half Its body visible;
the sleck, shiny head, with mouth a little
open, and two big eyes staring stralght In
his: =0 llke the real thing that he could

our

plant :lmrdiy convince himself that it was but

a log, the curlously carved end reared
upon the bank, the other submerged.

(We sec here so often these queer,
sive things.)

When he had fAnished his story [ sald:
“Tom, don't you believe that |llving in this
isolated puy we are all growing rather
fancifal 7

“Of course wa are,” he answered. “We'll
soon have perfectly abnormal Imagina-
tions, and no common sense.'

lu-

in memory a sort of sacrad nmulet, a

ne

| charm to be brought from its hiding place

| when the

| “wash-days"”

dull days come,. as come they
every human Jife. [ have a
that It would be useful on
as A spell to cast out devils.

“Why, Bhellu! Asiesp! And heaven all
round you! Look at that hill'™

Instantly alert, and anxfous to aceom-
modate, she looked—in all the wrong
places—across the yard, down the lane, up
in the trees, and then the wistful gray
eyes turned inquiringly to me.

“"Look mt that hill, high up, there!”
and 1 gave the little pointed head an up-
ward tilt. ““Now, do you see? Isn't that
glorious? Do how—""

The splendor falis on castle walls

Asd snowy summita old Ia story;

The long Heht shakes across the inkes
And the wild cataract leaps Iin glary
Yen, she had taken it all in. Her plumy

tall lashing the stump affirmatively.

“You nover saw anything so beautiful

must into
notion, too,

you =ee

face. “Now you've |e

as that in your own bonny Highlands, did :

you, my iassieT"
Another and even more vigorous lashing
of the stump.

| |
“Now thal l=n't so, Shella. you never |
d! You must say 'No.! Shake your
head , not that way! Like this. |
There! That's right: now—" |
But my lady. suspecting some kind of
a lesson was brewing, pretended to see
| something aw Jumped down, plunged

So you see, Nell, where we are drifting.

And | see where I'm drifting, and 1 must
g0 back, for I want to tell you of the
towering hill directly in
It is really & mountain, I

front of us,

think.

We had gulte forgotten the many mapla
trees growing upon its siopes., the green
of their foilage in the Bummer time belng
lost In that of the firs. Though we forgot,
Autumn remembered, and grieved that her
favorites should remaln unrecognised in
that monotony of green, stole softly into
the shadowy forest, trmced up the lost

| Cinderellas, and then. with the gorgeous

could think of |

nothing bat those dainty, gauzy Japanese |

fane,
-

Tom, passing near me (fully believing
myself lo be a great discoverer), I called
him to come and look at one of the downy
lttle cups,

““Those thing=! Why, I've seen ‘em all

dyes of Turner and the brush of an Im-
pressionist, splashed all thelr broad leaves
with that Ineffable glory which 18 the dls-
tinctive badge of the maple family.

Today, as I look up and see them stand.
ing on the heighis, the rich blazonry of
thelr armorial bearings flashing In the
falr October sunlight, I thinky “Mine
eyes have seen the glory of the coming
of the Lord.”

Such a biaze of beauty so near the sky
secms passing strange (o me coming from
a level country; ssems allen to this world,
could I half believe it to be a Celestial
iandsllde. 1 look, and look, and am
thrilled through every fiber of my being,
1 feel such excitement, buoyancy, exulta-
tion, 1 want to absorb It all. to eatch the
luminous picture with its wavering lUghts,

into a thicket of ferna, barking savagely,
a= an assurmnncsd Lthal my
saved If mortal dog could do v

“Elizabeth! Oh, Ellzubeth!"
That's Bert's volee “I'm coming.”
Clamboring down, I turned for one iast,

lingering look at those banners of scariet
and gold floating acro=s that feld of
green, like ‘the passing of some royal old-
time cavalcade. and T thought, Neil, if I
should hear the blast of a trumpet or the
clear, sweet notes of 4 bugle, see prancing
steeds with gay trappings, and catch a
gilmpae of the plumed heads of lords and
ladies, followed by glittering knights with
shining shields and Ilancea, T should feel
no surprise
for this *

d o glamour."

I found HBert awalting me with both
hands full. Mary had sent & great bunch
of magnificent chrytanthemums, all white
and gold, the fuffy-headed kind with
curling petals He brought, too, a branch
of blood-red vine mapie., that he had
broken off as be came through the woods
and somé very curious lichens Bert is ns
greatl a nature-lover as Thoreau and al-
most as nbservant.

It Is well for you that he came and cut
the thread of these rhapsodies.

ELIZABETH.

Her Pink-and-White Loveliness.
New. York Press.

An unsophisticated “bud” had a sad
experience In following the maliclous ad-
vice of a matron. The matron always
had bright complexion and daszling eyes,
whereas the "“bud” was sallow. The girl
longed to know the secret of the. oider
woman's fine complexion and one day
asked how she retalned the bloom of
youth., The matron wias amased at this

life should be |

. but think it fitting pageantry
] |

my Hie! You bet 1 know (hat confounded | its tremulous shadows, and fold It away ' ignorance;, as her high color was merely |

a matter of rouge and rice pow Summer went Lo
plest thing In the world” m in the place the
“l use steam baths Ever tri f her stay and was
bathe? Well, you have a basir AT I".“l-.rrc- wWas oo
Ing water and put your face ns but ecupant of
stenm as possible nnd keep It v her e wer and

Without saying a word to her mothe hands the close of
the “bud™” ordered n ' ind and
and dropped her face ¢ Was to
suffered much pain, E mer. she
when she reflected th book. ““Well.*
be as glowing as that « Euiss you can
Inst she could éndure ¢ u'll give me pair
longer and rushed to a . Very well,”" sald
of ker face being like iay she went to
was lobster red il the No. T blmek
her mother and tol nd duly recelved the use
friend had advised ¢ (& wmnal in exchange for them on
cold cream and powde r's |t ywing Sunday. Yank ability ot

aghter

argaln Is by no m

ans extinet,

S0, sald ¥ mot —
see A woman of 3 v g n of | Maximum Hour of Death.
-y 8aAr-n remember It ia t ding )
f\‘l‘;::::;“ Ll‘ru' !:' u‘l e - - \ fs physiclan, who has
*r, Dul pain !

h of 2880 persons

L a period of »
A Hymn Book-Glove Transaction. sour of death fs from
Boston Herald 5 the minimum from 9" ta
A lndy visitor at a t A4

fashionabl

Quality and Class count for more in a
stove of range than in any other
article of domectic use.

The Garland Trade-M.rk is an absolute
guarantee of both.

But One Quality and that the Best.

Sold by firstcla's dealers everywhere.
Manufactured Only by
The Michigan Stove Company,

Largest Makers of Stoves and Ranges -
in the World,
Detroit Chicago




