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FORTUNES IN THE AME'RieAN PEARL ARKANSAS
THE

RIVERS
THREE

YIELDED
YEARS

$3,000,000 EST

weeks ago a New York
SEVERAL so!d a lot of domestic

pearls to a Frenchman In Paris.
The Parisian did not even take the
trouble to ship them on to India, but after
drilling: thorn In the French capital in-
voiced thorn to a Arm of American jewel-
ers as Oriental pearls. When the man
who had sold them to the Frenchman re-

turned to New York a few days ago he
found the corns on exhibition In a New
York showcase 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 asking $75,003 for them," re
plied the Jeweler. "They are genuine Orl- - '

entals, and we ought to get a little more,
Beelng that the price of pearls is going .

up."
"Walt a minute," said the expert. '

"Please turn that pearl over. Now look.
Just at the edge of the hole where the
gem Is drilled you will find a dark-color-

epot. See it? Looks as if the skin had
been bruised and had healed." I

The jeweler looked, screwing his "loup" '

Up to his eye and taking a careful squint. '

"That's right." he said finally. Then
lie snatched away his "loup" and gazed
at the dewier. "Say," he asked, looking
at the expert iharply and hugging the
pearl tight, "who are you?" I

1?11 you later; let's talk about those '

peatfR. They are Interesting to me. I
ased to own them once. I bought them
out In Newtmi, Arkansas, when they t

hadr, t been out of the water more than
15 minutes. Tbey cost me less than $10,000. '

I said them in Paris for $25,000. They i

cos you about $50,000. I could have sold
them to you for $15,000. Now, here's my
name, here are some pearls domestic
encs like your. Want to buy?" '

The Jeweler almost fell over at the flrst;
reveiatlon, but the second rallied him.

"No, ' he said, rigidly, "we don't want '

t handle anv domestic pearls. It will j

epol. our trade and reputation."
It is doubtful whether this or any other '

jeweler will be able much longer to handle i

domestic poarls as Oriental Jewels and
thereby secure big profits, for the simple
reason that the pearl-bearin- g clams are
disappearing from the bottom of the Mis- - j

sisslppl River and Its tributaries at a rate
that threatens total extinction of the spe-
cies In a very short time. Many of the
most productive rivers of the pearling sec-t,o- "s

have been swept clean of the pearl
makers, and unless something Is done soon
a business that is worth hundreds of
thousands of dollars annually to the
people of those sections will pass away
H3 quickly as It came And in this con- - '

Junction it Is interesting to note that the I

pearl oysters of Ceylon are now so scarce
that the government Is soon to put In
Jorce a law which will prohibit all pearl i

HsMng for a period of five years.

Wlthing the past three years more than
$3 000.000 worth of pearls have been taken
irom the waters of the Mississippi Val-
ley At least throe-fourt- of the pearls
have come from the Black and White
Bl ers of Arkansas. In 1901 about $L500,-00- 0

worth of the gems were taken from
the Black River alone, most of which
came from a section not 20 miles long,
with Newport ns Its center. Last year
less than $1,000,000 worth were taken, and
this season the output has fallen of more
than 50 per cent. The Black River has
been entirely cleaned out and the swarm
ef fortune hunters has gone over to the
White River, a few miles distant, and
that, too, has given up nearly all Its
wealth.

When this river has been depleted the
largest pearling region In the Middle
A est will become what it originally was

an unpopulated wilderness. Already
thousands of people have left, and New-
port and other towns which sprang up
in a night are rapidly dwindling. In
Newport more business houses and dwell-
ings are vacant than are occupied; Its
population has fallen within a little more
than a year from 15,000 to 4000.

The other important domestic pearl cen-
ter Is on the Mississippi Itself, around
Prairie Du Chlen, Wis., but It does not
compare with the Southern beds, and
wishing for pearls there Is more of a side-l.n- e

to the industry of obtaining shells
lor the numerous pearl button factories

A

SUNDAY

PAST

MONG The Pointed Firs. My. Dear
Nell: If you are longing for

Air and sunshine, and bluo sky.
The feeling of the breeze upon jour face.
The fodlDir of the turf boneath your feet.
And no wall but the far-o- ff mountain tops.
Then come to y blovd Oregon hills.

All for which you long Is here; and far
more, now that Autumn is abroad in the
land, standing tip-to- e upon the hill-top- s,

pouring down their slopes in "from, a
fceaker full of richest dyes," a flame that
setteth the mountains on fire, and maketh
a new heaven and a new earth.

Illustrated in colors, they seem not the
hills we have known, but strangely un-

familiar in this skimmerlng radiance, this
new witcnery "from dream land sent,"
which thould not be talked about in
words of black and white. There was a
time when I was rather skeptical of the
existence pf a "beauty that intoxicates,"
(that was before coming to Oregon.) I
am a believer now, and already half
maudlin through the charm of this latest
revelation. Should these perfect October
days continue another week, there will
lie no hope for me outside of the Keeley
Cure.

For a long time I have been sitting on
.an old stump. Don't laugh, or you'll hurt
my feelings. I regard that stump as ono
of the decorative features of our wood-Jan- d

lawn, sitting there looking over this
wonderland, and regretting the years lost
in finding it.

For the first and only time in my life, I
cm. happy and content In my environ-
ment. Of course, there are some ugly old
buildings that mar the picture, but you
know that wo are told to look up, not
down; and looking up they are forgot-
ten. Such a sky today; blue as a hare-
bell and much the shape of one, its rim
Just resting upon this crown of dark
firs; crawling up Its western edge, a low
line of white, wreathing cloifds, as if the
sea rolling high, were dashing Its foam
there

A luminous flood of sunshine; air soft,
caressing, and sweet with the aromatic
breath of the fir .trees; brooding over all,
"Nature's own exceeding peace," a hush
unusual even in this land of silence. I
thought as I often do here of the still-
ness of "Craigenputtock;" where "for
hours the only sound, that of the sheep
nibbling the short grass a quarter of a
mile away;" of Carlyle writing his
mother: "These are the grajest and most
silent days I ever saw. My broom, as I
sweep up the withered leaves, might be
heard at a furlong's distance."

I always think of that place, as the
dreariest days on earth. "The house, gaunt
and hungry-lookin- g, standing in its
scanty Holds like an Island In a sea of
morass, the landscape unredeemed either

along the river in this vicinity. The
pearl button, oil and fertilizing industries i

have been as largely responsible for the
decimation of the pearl-bearin- g clam beds
as the pearl hunters, and both have deco-
rated the shores of the Mississippi from
La Crosse, Wis., to New Orleans with
evidences of their ravages.

The pearling fever started In the Sum-
mer of 1900. An old sunburnt fisherman
was the cause of It He was fishing from
a skiff anchored In thhe middlo of the
Black River; his bait ran out and he
wanted some more. The easiest way to
get it was to rake up a clam from the
bottom of the stream, about eight feet
below the surface of the water. The bi-

valve that he brought up was an Innocent-

-looking specimen, and there was
nothing In Its appearance that foreshad-
owed the great excitement to come. The
fisherman, whistling a little tune, insert-
ed his knlfeblade between the shells and
pried them apart. As he did so a beauti-
ful, round, lustrous pearl dropped out on
the thwart of the skiff 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 than he ever had before
in his life to get to shore on the double
quick. He sold the pearl to a local Jeweler
for $100 and retired to private life. His
retirement, however, lasted less than a
week, for the report of the find spread
far and wide, and the Inhabitants of that
section. Including the fisherman, rushed
at the sandbeds at the bottom of the Black
River "with all kinds of implements, from
pitchforks to scow dredges, an'd piled the
river banks with clams for miles up and
down the stream. The Jeweler who had
purchased the pearl from the fisherman
sold it In New York for $2000. which was
more than he had made in his little store
In three years.

The excitement was Intense In Arkan-
sas, and in a comparatively short time

ELIZABETH HE-- R CTREGON HOME
by grace or grandeur mere undulating
hills of grass and heather, with great
bogs in the hollows."

What a home for the eager, ambitious,
brilliant Jeannie Welsh Carlyle! Away
from all the refinements df life, shut up
in tnat gaunt, hungry-lookin- g house on
that treeless waste, wlth'that tragic man
of genius of terrible earnestness, and
blackest melancholy. Is it any wonder
that she lost her cheerfulness and viva-
city. That

Her jouth was left behind
. For some one else to find.

Though we have the solitude, thank
goodness we have not the gray desolation
of Craigenputtock, nor the gloom of a
man of genius. The only sounds that
came to me in this peaceful Eden were
those of softly rippling, invisible waters,
the low murmur of Insects, the occasional
dropping of the tiny brown cones of tho
alders, and a faint rustle of falling
leaves. "? seea-po- a. oucnmore. the
cricket, silent. Our birds have long been
mute, And now "slide o'er the lustrous
woodland" voiceless phantoms of the
minstrels we once knew.

But, we have a visitor who has brought
his voice with him. He has but lately
come to us, from out of the reeds and
rushes of tho lowlands; a meadowiark;
every comes floating up to us
from this little glen, a melody so divine,
that the angels above must fold their
wings to listen.
( From childhood I have this bird
above all others. His notes are so Inex--

sadnessIs
reminiscence? tho ".of passionate pleading? I try hard to

understand, but cannot. I only
there in it, a cadence

That touches me with mjstlc irleams.
Like glimpses forgotten dreAms
Of something felt, like something here:
Of something done, I know not where
And teara All my eyes' I listen. I

hope, Nell, when "I put out to sea,"

shore, where shine the
Heavenly harbor.

lights pf the

But dear me; how far afield I have been j

lured by that feathered siren. Where was
I? Oh, I know. I'll go back to that rustic
perch, for there a fine view from It, but
don't expect me to stay Just glued to it,
such an alluring this.

The I was going say lawn, but

put aside affections, so henceforth and
forever shall say door-yar- d. The door-yar-d

none of Its June loveliness,
while the grass Is still green has lost
its freshness: through the drouth and heat
of summer; and the wild flowers that once

are but a memory.
A few clover blooms, in defiance fate

IN PEARLER'S CAMP.

every Inhabitant In the vicinity of the
Black River, both old and young, male
and female, was delving for clams and
pearls. Laborers left the farms, clerks
and business men turned fortune-seeker- s,

and even society women went down to the
shores of the stream and waded into the
water, searching for pearl-bearin- g clams.

An old negro named Nelse Parks found
a clam which netted him something over
$200. With the proceeds Nelse purchased
a fine buggy. Before he could buy a horse
a circus came town, and when It left
the balance of Nelse's bank account went
with it, he was compelled to sell his
buggy without taking a ride in it.

M
their "heads, but they have lost the rosy
glow of youth. All about me the dande-
lions are lifting high In air their gauzy
white balloons.

So different from oura at home, Nell,
were low growers, and If one rashly

attempted to cut down one of the white-head- ed

veterans, his head fell of and blew
away. Here they are nearly two feet
high, and that hollow, starry globe of.,
lace-wor- k, a wonderful stayer. Nearly a
month ago, tempted by the beauty of
these delicate transparencies, I cut a few
of the slender stems and stuck them in a
pot of growing ferns, not expecting them
to last but a few hours, and here they
are today; those fairy balloons Just
lifted above the green, fully inflated and
tugging at their guy-rope- s. The thistle
famllt also, is well represented here.
PurpleVlth and white with. down,
the yard looks like a cotton-fiel- d. I find
the thistle rather Interesting now that I
have left the world and Its distrac-
tions and have time to look at It. The
long narrow leaf, deeply notched and
lance-tippe- d, the purple-staine- d paint- -

I i t !, a j j r. i ..

Nothing Even clamorous i oiossom, me aprei- -

morning

loved

ty flaring cup of wood- - brown thickly
studded with sharp spikes, and filled with
tiny brown seeds all feathered and ready
for flight seems a
and must be possessed of virtues still un-
known to us; else why did nature take
such pains to protect and perpetuate It?

Holding up the brown cur I blew gently
across it, and, oh my! such a frenzy of
excitement among those little brown-feather-

folk! They leaped over tho
house-to- p, tumbled down the spiked walls,
clinging frantically to each other in that
brief moment of pasting. Then, dlsen

possibly mellow and sweet, so tender, too. Xt S ?Z5 iSE
witn a.perplexing.hlnt of ffiL'SK,11 rn!tno pathos of of prophecy? i -

sailed Into blue, briery world.or
.know

Is

of

as

as
to

it

blossom here

A

to

so

which

bloom

It

It
away

As the empty cup fell from my hand, I
sorry for those drifting, airy

voyagers.
When the cups have emptied their con-

tents, they soon become round platters,
each with a fringed lining of old-Ivo-

satin, in the centre a tiny tufted couch of
j softest down. In. such a cozy
! nestled the little hrown henri nf mv nnnr

flight of this divine melody may pilot me . wanderers. Why need I have meddled?through the gray mists, to that far-aw- An(j iet me tell you. Nell--lf vou don't

is

day

has

FACTORY.

vain

wonderful

felt half

bed had

already know it those satin-raye- d, ivory
disks shining the sunlight are worth
looking at.

Farmers may despise the thistle, but
I'm sure the butterflies love It. Oh! the

have seen this day! Not tho
delicately tinted ones of Summer, but liv-
ing, glowing fluttering always
above the thistles.

One rested for a long time upon a
nurnle bloom oulte me. onenintr and

I won't, for that word doesn't fit this J closing his exquisite wings of black andlumpy, bumpy, gopher-hille- d ground; It j gold, and I could think of
is oest wnen you live in tne wooas. to j nothing but those dainty, gauzy JaDanese

I
now

of

in

I

near

fans.
4

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

"Those things!, Why, I've seen 'em all
and frest, are bravely to hold up my life! You bet know hat confounded

A farmer, who was driving home with
a wagon-loa- d of clams, was attacked by
a dog. He threw couple of bivalves at
the dog. The owner of the dog picked up

j "the shells, opened them and in one of
j them found a pearl which made him as
j much of a capitalist as the man who
J bought the buggy.
' A family of negroes that lived In a hut
and went partially unclothed all the year

' round, became wealthy, built a palace of
a home, and hired white men for servants.
Not one In the family could read or write,
yet they bought automobiles, steam
launches and horses.

Boys to whom 50 cents was wealth

r
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plant,

beauties

Jewels,

I

trying I

a

thistle, from the ground up. This thing
looks as If it had swallowed a Siedlitz
powder, that had effervesced, foamed' over
the top and run down the sides."

Tom, like that friend of Mark Twain's,
has a wonderful art of taking the bloom
off things.

Sheila came with him, and at once grew
curious about tho matter under discus-
sion, bouncing to the top of the stump,
she sot beside me watching with anxious
interest the little winged things as they
flew skywVd. I really believe she fancied
they might possibly be very, very young
"Chlneys" she Is still In hot pursuit of
that wily foreigner.

But these are Idle fantasies to be writ-
ing one whose next club paper is on "The
Influence of Dante's Divine Comedies as
Seen In the Painting and Sculpture of
Italy."

But, Indeed, Nell, I can't help It; our
heads are so full of foolish fancies.

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 emerging from the water a
huge sea Hon, Just half Its body visible;
the sleek, shiny head, with mouth a little
open, and two big eyes staring straight in
his; so like the real thing that he could
hardly convince himself that It was but
a log; the curiously carved end reared
upon the bank, the other submerged.

(We see here so often these queer, illu-
sive things.)

When he had finished his story I said:
"Tom, don't you believe that living in this
isolated way we are all growing rather
fanciful?"

"Of course we arc," he answered. "We'll
soon have perfectly abnormal Imagina-
tions, and no common sense."

So you see, Nell, where we are drifting.
And I see where I'm drifting, and I must
go back, for I want to tell you of tho
beauty of that towering hill directly in
front of us. It is really a mountain, I
think.

We had quite forgotten the many maple
trees growing upon its slopes, the green
of their foliage in the Summer time being
lost in that of the firs. Though we forgot.
Autumn remembered, and grieved that her
favorites should remain unrecognized in
that monotony of green, stole softly Into
the shadowy forest, traced up the lost
Clnderellas, and then, with the gorgeous
dyes of Turner and the brush of an

snlashed all their brand leaves
' with that ineffable glory which Is the dis

tinctive badge of the maple family.
Today, as I look up and see them stand-

ing on the heights, the rich blazonry of
their armorial bearings flashing in the
fair October sunlight, I think. "Mine
eyes have seen the glory of the coming
of the Lord."

Such a blaze of beauty so near the sky
seems passing strange to me coming from
a level country; seems alien to this world,
could I half believe It to be a Celestial
landslide. I look, and look, and am

, thrilled through every fiber of my being,
I feel such excitement, buoyancy, exulta- -'
tlon, I want to absorb It all. to catch tho
luminous picture with Its wavering lights,

I Its tremulous shadows, and fold It away

enough for a week of national holidays,
I started bank accounts and amassed com

fortable fortunes, and many a poor youth
in a few weeks got enough pearls to se-

cure to him the college education he had
been forced to forego.

The excitement spread from the land
to the river steamboats. Their crews
deserted them .and sometimes their cap-
tains, and the Black River was the scene
of the wildest excitement. New towns
were built and old ones were increased to
the size of cities. Streets were laid out;
banks and mercantile establishments were
started, mortgages were lifted, money was
plenty and times were prosperous. The

TYPICAIj

in memory as a sort of sacred amulet, a
charm to be brought from Its hiding place
when the dull days come, as come they
must Into every human life. I have a
notion, too, that it would be useful on
"wash-days- " as a spell to cast out devils.

"Why, Sheila! Asleep! And heaven all
'round you! Look at that hill!"

Instantly alert, and anxious to accom-
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 at that hill, high up, there!"
and I gave the little pointed head an up-

ward tilt. "Now, do you see? Isn't that
glorious? Do you see how"

The splendor falls on castle walls
And snowy summits old In story:

The long light shakes across the lakes
And the wild cataract leaps In glory.

Yes, she had taken It all in. Her plumy
tall lashing the stump affirmatively.

"You never saw anything so beautiful
as that in your own bonny Highlands, did
you, my lassie?"

Another and even more vigorous lashing
of the stump.

"Now that isn't so. Sheila: you never
did! You must say 'No.' Shake your
head. No, 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 awful. Jumped down, plunged
Into a thicket of ferns, barking savagely,
as an assurance that my life should be
saved if mortal dog could do it.

"Elizabeth! Oh, Elizabeth!"
That's Bert's voice. "I'm coming."

Clamborlng down, I turned for ono last,
lingering look at those banners of scarlet
and gold floating across that field of
green, like 'the passing of some royal old-ti-

cavalcade, and I thought, Nell. If I
should hear the blast of a trumpet or the
clear, sweet notes of a bugle, see prancing
steeds with gay trappings, and catch a
glimpse of the plumed heads of lords and
ladles, followed by glittering knights with
shining shields and lances, I should feel
no surprise, but think It fitting pageantry
for thl3 "land o glamour."

I found Bert awaiting me with both,
hands full. Mary had sent a great bunch
of magnificent chrysanthemums, all white
and gold, the fluffy-heade- d kind, with
curling petals. He brought, too. a branch
of blood-re- d vine maple, that ho had
broken off as ho came through the woods,
and some very curious lichens. Bert is as
great a nature-lov- er as Thoreau and al-
most as observant.

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

ELIZABETH.

Her Pink-and-Whl- te Loveliness.
NewYork Press.

An unsophisticated "bud" had a sad
experience in following the malicious ad-
vice of a matron. The matron always
had bright complexion and dazzling eyes,
whereas the "bud" was sallow. The girl
longed to know the secret of the. older
woman's fine complexion and one day
asked how she retained the bloom of
youth. The matron was amazed at thl3
Ignorance, as her high color was merely

PEARL DREDGES AND DREDGERS.

section sprang Into prominence, both
financially and socially, in the state, and
New York pearl dealers flocked there in
great numbers, and soon the pearl mar- -,

ket centers of the United States ana Eu- -,

rope were flooded with American pearls.
' This was at a time when Oriental pearls
, were scarce and when the demand for

them was constantly on the jump. Euro-
pean pearl dealers began to open their
eyes to the beauty, size and quantity of

I the domestic gems.

The excitement In the pearling section
continued throughout the Summers of
1900 and, 1901, and only subsided when the
Black River was cleaned of pearls. Then
the fortune-seeker- s swarmed out to the
Mississippi River, and explored the
streams, creeks and bayous of Arkansas.
No rich fishing was struck, however, until
White River was reached. Here the
scenes on the Black River were

The Mississippi has always been lazy In
the matter of dispensing pearls, and al-
though they have been found there for
the past half a century, hardly ever has
there been any great pearling excitement.
With the new impetus, however, given
that industry by the pearl fisheries of Ar-
kansas, more Mississippi gems were
brought to light. Because of its size, the
river could accommodate a gre.it many
more fortune-seeker- s, but the depth of
the water In many places prohibited fish-
ing except In sections. These sections
were along the shores of Iowa and Wis-
consin, and were richer than anywhere
else throughout its length, and ultimately
a great crowd of pearlers centered there.

Out of all the great excitementtheregrew
an industry, and that was the utilization
of clam shells in the making of pearl
buttons. Factories were established all
along the Iowa shore, and 55 of them were
centered In Muscatine. The establish-
ment of these factories reduced the ro-

mantic work of pearl hunting to the oc-

cupation of shell gathering, so that now
the pearler Is no longer required to toil

GROWS ENTHUSIASTIC GLORIOUS SEASON
INDIAN SUMMER

a matter of rouge and rice powder. "Sim-
plest thing in the world." replied she.
"I use steam baths. Ever tried steam
baths? Well, you have a basin of scald-
ing water and put your face as near tho
steam as possible and keep It there."

Without saying a word to her mother,
the "bud" ordered a basin of hot water
and dropped her face over the rim. She
suffered much pain, but bore up bravely
when she reflected that her color might
be as glowing as that of the matron. At
last she could endure the steaming no
longer and rushed to a mirror. Instead
of her face being like a fresh peach, it
was lobster red and scalded. She sought
her mother and told her what her older
friend had advised. mother applied
cold cream and powder to her daughter's
face. "Now you've learned your little les-
son," said her mother. "Whenever you
seo a woman of 30 with a complexion of
a remember It Is not scalding
water, but paint."

A Hymn Book-Glov- e Transaction.
Boston Herald.

A lady visitor at a fashionable resort
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all day In the hope of bringing up a prize
bivalve. He is sure to get something for
his labor, as the shells bring from $12 tc
$1S a ton, and an industrious man can
bring up from a quarter to half a ton of
shells a day. Thus persons who had
given up pearl hunting again turned their
attention to dredgfng for shells, with the
result that both clams and pearls are di-

minishing rapidly.
The Government and the states affected

have been unable thus far to make a law
that will protect the clam. Various bills
have been introduced in the Legislature
in several of the states, particularly in Ar-
kansas, but all have been turned down
and pearling everywhere In the Missis-
sippi Valley Is unrestricted at all seasons

I of the year, and by any persons or
methods.

I The method of fishing for clams has not
changed since the industry began. They
are tricked to their death. A clam has a
propensity for seizing on to every foreign
substance that comes within its reacn.
This characteristic has "been utilized by
the pearl fisher. He rigs up a lot of hooka
on a rack and drags this rack along the
sandbeds. clam lies on its back
with the shells open and facing up the
stream. As the hooks dangle along, the
shells close quickly over them and hold on
for dear life. Hence the saying. "Don't
be a clam." When the rack gets loaded
the grasping clam Is hauled to the surface.
When a skiff load of clams has been ob- -

t talned the fisherman makes for the shore,
I builds a fire, and bolls them out. Some-- I

times they are stored in bins on the river
bank and the bolling-o-ut process is left
for a time when the weather conditions
are disagreeable for pearling on the river.

Nearly all the pearls are snapped up by
New York buyers at ridiculously low fig-
ures. Not long ago. Alfred Hastings, a
boy 16 years old, found a "button"- - shaped
gem, weighing 16S grains. He sold It to
a local buyer for $216S. The buyer brought
It to New York, took off its outside skin,
set a price on it of $10,000, and got it.

DOUGLAS M. THAYER.
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on the Maine coast this Summer went to
the Unlversallst Church In the place the
first Sunday morning of her stay and was
politely shown to a seat. There was no
hymn book, however, but the occupant of
the pew behind her reached over and
placed one in her hands. At the close of
the service the visitor turned round and
thanked the person, saying, as she was to
attend that church all that Summer, she
would like to buy a hymn book. "Well,"
said the other woman, "I guess you can
have that book if you'll give me a pair
of black gloves No. 7." "Very well," said
the visitor. The next day she went to
Portsmouth, purchased the No. 7 black
gloves for $1.50 and duly received the use
of the hymnal in exchange for them on
the following Sunday. Yankee ability at
driving a bargain is by no means extinct.

Maximum Hour of Death.
According to a Paris physician, who has

noted the hour of death of 2SS0 persons, his
observations covering a period of several
years, the maximum hour of death Is from
5 to 6 A. M., and the minimum from iTto.
11 A. M.
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Quality and Class count for more in a
stove o range than in any other

article of domestic use.
The ,Garland Trade-Mr- k is an absolute

v
guarantee of both.

But One Quality and that the Best.
Sold by first-clai- s dealers everywhere.

Manufactured Only by
The Michigan Stove Company,

largest aaaxers or stoves ana Kanges
in the World,

Detroit Chicaco
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