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PLUMBING mo STEAM FITTING

All kinde of Reservoir and Cistern work in con-

neclion with water systems installed in first

class style and all* work done guaranteed.
Dynamite and powder work on all kinde of Rock Excavations

H. A. Stuart, Moro, Oregon.
Puastering, [Brick aNo (jowoReTe |Y/oRx

' Dainting, Paper Jfanging

Satisfaction Guarantéed

Both in Workmanship and Price

Office at Furniture Store.

'F.R. AXTELL MORO, OR

Roller Skating Rink

Moro, Oregon,
Tuesday and Friday Afternoons
Reserved for Ladies Only.
Fine Floor. Plenty of Roller Bearing Skates
\ Special Attention to Beginners.
Private Lessons Given by Appointment.
~ ADMISSION FREE
Skates for Sale. Skating, 35 cents

Nearly every body, old as well as young, are learning

-

to skate so don’t you put it off and regret,

Wm. Rudolf, Proprietor.
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A “WANT” adin Tue Moro :

Opsserver  will reach more g
people in Sherman County than 3

by any other medium available.
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When :
Smnn . U e in
Protland, Oregon. Porviland _
OBCAR ANDERSON MANAGER ’TOP AT -

S*.mt.{ Hotel Oregon

| Corner 7th and Stark Streets.
[t is new and its rooms are provided witt
running water and long distance tele
| yhones. European plan. Rates
Rates by the d“Y | ! $1 per dn—i nndp upward
i Highest priced room $3
| per day,

' Wright-Dickinson Hotel Co.

Chas, Wright, President.
A Good Cléan M. C. Dickinson, Manager.

HoT:L [VIorO

Nearest Hotel to Business Center, Banks and Depot.

.
1
forner oot a0d Mowismn
-
Free bus to and from trains
B60c, 76¢c, $1.00, 81.50, $2.

European Plan

Family Hotel|

Sunday Dinmer 35 cents.

Opposite Post Office

Moro, Oregon.

STOP where the people stop .

Oregon,
Eleotrio Call Bells.

The Dalles,
Electrie Lights

Bteam Heat.

' HOTEL RATES TO SUIT YOU.

\ All OR & N Trains Stop at Front Door
| Railway Ticket Office in the Lobby.

T. N. CROFTON, Proprietor.
I
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HERE bad been

rumors all win-
ter that the en-
gincers were
going to strike,
Certaluly we of
the operating
department
had warning
enough. Yet In
the rallroad life there ia always fric-
tion In some quarter. The rallroad
man sleeps ke the ldler, with an
ear alert, butgjust thé same he sleeps,
for with wak!ng comes duty.

Our enginecrs were good fellows, If
they had fsults they were American
faults—rashuess, a liberality bordering
on extravagance and a headstrong, vio-
et way of reaching concluslons—
traits bLorn of abllity and self confl-
dence and developgd by prosperity.
One of the best men we had on a lo-
vomotive wns Andrew Cameron; at the
same time he was one of the hardest
to manage, becanse e was young and
headstrong. Andy, a big, powerful fel-
low, ran opposite Felix Kennedy on
the flier. The fast rufis require young
men. If you will notice, you will rarely
see an old englneer on a fast passenger
ran. Even a young man can stand only
n few years of that kind of work. High
speed on a locomotive s a guestion of
nerve and endurance—to put it bluntly,
a question of flesh and blood
“You don't think much of this strike,
do you, Mr. Reed?" said Andy to me
one night.

“Don’t think there's going to be any,
Andy.” ‘.

He laughed knowingly.

“What actual grievance have the
boys ¥’ 1 asked.

“The trouble’s on the East Epd,” he
replied evasively.

“Is that any reason for calling a
thousand men out én this end 7

“If one goes out, they all go,”

“Would you go out?’

“Would 1?7 You bet!”

“A man with a home and a wife and
% baby boy like yours ought to have
more sense.”

Getting up to leave, he laughed
agaln confidently. “That's all right.
We'll hring you fellows to terms.”

“Maybe,” 1 reported as he closed the

door, But 1 hadn't the slightest ldea
they would begin the attempt that
night. I was at home and sound

asleep when the caller tapped on my
window. 1 threw up the sash; It
was pouring ruln and dark as a pocket

“What It, Barney? A wreck?"
1 exclaimed.

“Worse than that.
up.”

“What do you mean?’

“The engineers have struck.”

“Struck? What time ls It?"

“Half past 8. They went out at 8
o'clock.” Throwing on my eclothes, I
floundered behind Barney's lantern to
the depot. The superintendent was
already In his office talking to the
master mechanlie,

Bulletins came In every few minutes
from various polnts announcing tralns
tied up. Before long we began to hear
from the East End. Chicago reported
all engineers out; Omaha wired no
tralns miovinlg. When the sun rose
that morning our entire system, ex-
tending through seven states and ter-
ritories, was absolutely paralysed.

It was an astounding situation, but
one that mnst be met. It meant elther
an lgnominlous surrender to the en
gineers or a fight to the death. For
our part, we had only to walt for
orders. It was just 0 o'clock when
the chief train dispatcher, who was
tapping at a key, sald:

“Here’s something from
ters.”

We crowded close around bim. Hlg
pen flew across the clip; the message
was addressed to all division super
Intendents, It was short, but at the
end of It he wrpte & name we rarely
saw In our offife. It was that of the
rallroad magnate we knew as “the old
man,” the president of the system, and
his words were few:

“Move the tralns!™

“Move the trains!” repeated the su-
 prrintendent, “Yes, but tralns can’t
be moved by plnch bars nor by maln
‘farce.”

We spent the day argulng with the
strikers. They were friendly, but firm.
Persuaslon, entreaties, threats, we ex-
hausted and ended just where we be-
gun, except that we had lost our tem-
pers. The sun set without the turn of
& wheel. The victory of the first day
was certainly with the strikers,

Next day It looked pretty blue around
the depot. Not a car was moved. The
engineers and flremen were a unit
But the wires sung hard all that day
and all that night. Just before mid-
nlght Chicago wired that No. 1—our
big passenger‘train, the Denver fller—
haq started out on time, with the so-
perintendent of motive power as em-
gineer and a wiper for fireman. The
message eame from the second viee
president. He promised to dellver the
traln to our division on timeé the next
svening, and he asked, “Can you get it
through to Denver?”

We looked at each other. At last all
eyes gravitated toward Neighbor, our
"Wimeter mechanic.

The traln dispatcher was walting.
“What shall T say 7™ he asked.

The division chlef of the motive pow-
er was a tremendously big Irishman,
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i instant’s besitation the answer came
clear:

“Say ‘yer "

Every one of us started. It was
throwing the gage of battle. Our word
bad gone out; the division was pledged;
the fight was on.

Next evening the strikers through
some mysterious channel got word that
the flier was expected. 'About 9 o’clock
& crowd of them began to gather round
the depot. 1
« It was after 1 o'clock when No. 1
pulled In, and the foreman of the Oma-
bha roundhouse swung down from the
locomotive cab, The strikers clustered
around the engine llke a swarm of an
gry bees, but that night, though there
was plenty of jeering, there was no
nctunl  violence. When they saw
Nelghbor cllmb fnto the cab to take
the run west there was a sullen sl-
lence.

Next day a committeéd of strikers,
with Andy Cameron, very cavaller, at
their head, called on me.

“Mr. Reed” sald he officlously,
“we've come to potify you not to run
any more trains through here till this
strike's settled. The boys won't stand
It. That's all.” With that he turned on
his heel to leave with his following.

“Hol on, Cpmeron,” | replied, rals.
Ing my hand as I spoke; “that's not
quite all. 1 suppose you men repre-
sent your grievance commlittee?”

“Yes, sir”

“I happen to represent, in the sup-
erintendent's absence, the manage
ment of this road. T slmply want to
say to you and tp your committee
that T take my orders from the pres|-
dent and the general mapager—not
from you nor anybody you represent.
That's all.” .

Every bhour the bitterness Increased.
We got a few tralns through, but we
were terribly erippled. As for freight,
we made no pretense of moving It
Traln loads of fruit and meat rotted
In the yards. The strikers grew more
turbulent dally. They beat our new
men and crippled our locomotiyes,
Then our troubles with the pew men
were almost as bad. THey burned out
our crown sheets; they got mixed
up on orders all the time. They ran
Into open switches and Into each other
continmally apd bad ue very nearly
eraxy.

I kept tab on one of the new en-
gloeers for a week. He began by
backing Into a diner so hard that he
smashed every dish In the car and
ended by running into a siding a few
days later and getting two tanks of
oll on fire, that burned up a freight
depot. 1 figured he cost us $40,000 the
weéek he ran. Then be went back té
selling windmills.

After this experience | was sitting
in my office oné evenlug, when a
youngish fellow In a slouch hat opened
the door and stuck his head In,

“What do you want?' I growled,

“Are you Mr, Reed?”

“W do you want?

“1

“Well, what s ItT*

“Are you Mr. Reed 7/

“Confound you, yes! What do you
want?"
“Me? 1 don't want anything. I'm

Just asking; that's allL”

His lmpudence staggered me so that
I took my feet off the desk.

“Heard you were looklpg for men,”
he added.

“No,” 1 snapped,
men."

“Wouldn't be any show to get on an
engine, would there?"

& week earlier I should have risen
and fallen on his neck, but there had
been others.

“There’'s a show to get your head
broke,” I suggested. 1

“I don’t mind that If I get my time.”

“What do you know about running
an engine?™

“Run one three years,”

“On a thrashing mychine ¥

“On the Philadelphia and Readlng*

“Who sent you in here?*

“Just dropped In*

“8it down.”

I eyed him sharply as he dropped
Into a chalr,

“When aid you quit the Philadelphia
and Reading '

“About six months ago,"

limm?l.

“Atriko. ™

I began to get Interested. After a
few more quedtions I took him Inte
the superintendent’'s office, but at the
door 1 thought It well to drep a hint.

“Look here, my friend, If you're a
8py you'd better keep ot of this, This
man would wring your neck as gulek
ag he'd suck an orange. Heel"

“Let's tackle him anybow.” replied
the fellow, eylng me coolly.

I introduced hiin to Mr. Lancaster
and left them together. Prefty soon
the superintendent came lato office,

“What do you make of him, r

“I don't want any

sald he. .
“What do you ke of S
Lancaster sto ® minote.

“Take him over to the roundhouse
and see what he knews."

1 walked over with the néw find,
chatting warlly. When we a
lve engine T told him o look It over.
He threw off his coat picked up a
plece of waste and swung lnto the eab,

“Run her out to the switeh,” sald I,
stepping up myself.

Ha pinchad the throtthe, and we
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#teamed slowly out of the house
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A
Winute showed he was at home on an
fhgine.

“Can you handle it? 1 asked as he
shut off after backing down to the
ronndhonse,

‘You use soft coal” he replied, try-
Ing ‘the Injector. “I'm used to hard
This lojector I8 new to me. Guess |
¢an work It, though.”

“IWhat did you #ay your name was?"

“I didn't say.”

FWhat Is It?™ I asked curtly.

“Foley.”

“Well, Foley, If you have as much
sense as you have gall you ought to
get along, If you act stralght, you'll
never want a job again as long as you
live. If you don't, you won't want to
live very long.”

“Glot any tobacco?”

| roundhouse
| Give him a chew, and mark him up to

“Here, Baxter,” sald I, turnipg to the
foreman, “this Is Foley,

go out on T7 tonight, If he monkeys
with anything around the bhouse, kill
him."

Baxter looked at Foley, and Foley
looked at Baxter, and, Baxter not get-
ting the tobacco out quiek enough, Fo-
ley reminded him he was walting.

We dldn't pretend to run frelghts,
but I concluded to try the fellow om
one, feeling sure that If he was crook
ed he would ditch It and skip

Bo Foley ran a long string of empties
and a car or two of rotten oranges
down to Harvard Junctiom that night,
with one of the dispatchers for pllot
Under my orders they had na traln
made up at- the Junction for him to
bring back to McClond, They had
plcked up all the strays In the yards,
lncloding half a dozen cars of meat
that the local board of health had
condemned after it had lald out in the
san for two weeks and a car of butter
we had been shifting around ever since
the beginning of the strike

When the strikers saw the stuff com
ing In next morning behind Foley they
concluded 1 had gone crazy,

“What do yon think of the track,
Foley 7 sald 1.

“Fair,” - he replied, sitting down on
my desk. “Btiff bill down there by
Zanesville,”

“Apy trouble to climb 1t?" 1 asked,
for I had purposely given him a heavy
train.

“Not with that car of butter, If you
hold that butter another week, It will
ellmb a hill withoat any engine.”

“Can you handle a passenger traln?’

)

aht to speak to Mr. Reed™ |

“I guess 8o."

“I'm going to send you west on No, 1
tonight.”

“Then you'll have to give me a fire-
man. That guy you sent out last night
I8 a lightning rod peddler. The dis-
patcher threw most of the coal.”

“I'll go with you myself, Foley. 1
ean give you steam. Can you stand It
to double back tonlght?’

“Il can stand It If you can.”

When [ walked Into the roundhouse
Im the evening with a palr of overalls
on Foley was In the eab getting ready
for the run

Neighbor brought the fller In from
the east. As soon as he had uncoupled
aad got out of the way we backed
down with the 448. It was the best
amgine we had left and, luckily for my
back, an ensy steamer. Just as we
eoupled to the mall car a crowd of
strikers swarmed out of the duak.
They were in an ugly mood, and when
Andy C(ameronm and Bat Nicholson
#praug up lnto the cab [ saw we were
in for trouble.

“look here, partner,” exclalmed
Cameron, laying a heavy hand on Fo-

Nidkolaon sprang on him like a tiger.

ley's shoulder, “you don't want to take
this traln out, do you? You wouldn't
beat honest workingmen out of a job?”

“I'B_mnot beating anybody out of a
Job. If you want to take out this train,
take it out. If you don't, get out of this
cab.”

Cameéron was nonplused. Nicholson,
& surly brute, ralsed his fist men-
acingly.

“Ses here, boss,” he growled, “we
won't stand no seabs on this line.”

“Gek put of this eab.”

“"0 you you'll never get out
of It Allve, my buck, If you ever get
futo It againl” erted Cameron, swing-
ing down. Nicholson followed, mutter-
ing . 1 bhoped we were out of
the m but, to my consternation,
Foley, plcking up his oil ean, got right
down behind them and began flling his
cups without the least attention to
any body,

Nicholson sprang on him like a tiger.

Wi

bad him under their feet tn & minute
I Jjumped down, and Ben Buckley, the
conductor, came running up. Between
Us we gave the little fellow a life. He
squirmed out like a eat and backed in-
stantly up against the tender.

“One at a time, and come on!” he
cried hotly. “If it's ten to one and on
& man's back at that, we'll do It differ-
ent.” With a quick, pecullar movement
of his arm be drew a pistol and, polnt-
I;:: It squarely at Oameron, erted, “Get

ck!™

I eaught a flash of his eye through
the blood that streamed down his face.
I wouldn't have given a switch key for
the life of the man who erowded him
at that minute, But just then Lancas-
ter came up, and before the crowd real-
z0d It we had Foley, protesting an-
grily, back in the ¢ab again,

“For heaven's sake, pull out of this
before there's bloodshed, Foley™ I
tried, and, nodding to Buckley, Folop
opened the choker.

It was a night run and a new track
to him. 1 tried to fire and pliot both,
but after Foley suggested ence or twice
that If I would tend to the eoal he
would tend to the curves I let him find
them, and he found them all, 1
thought, before we got to Athens. He
took blg chemces In his running, but
there was a superb confildence In his
bursts of speed which marked the fast
runner and the experienced one.

At Athens we had barely two hours
to rest before doubling back. I was
never tired In my life till I struck the
plllow that night, but before I got It
warm the caller routed me out again.
The eastbound fller was on time, or
nearly so, and when I got into the cab
for the run back Foley was just eou-
pling on.

“Did you get a nap?’ I asked as we
pulled out.

“No; we slipped an eccentric coming
up, and I've bgen under the engine
ever since. Bay, she's a bird, lsn't
ahe? She's all right. I ecouldn't run
her coming up, but I've touched up
her valve motion a bit, and I'll get ac-
tion on her as soon as it's daylight.”

“Don’t mind getting action on my
account, Foley; I'm shy on lifé insur-
ance.” ¢

He langhed.

“You're safe with me. I never killed
man, woman or child In my lfe
When T do, T quit the cab. Give her
plenty of diamonds, If you please,” he
addod, letting her out full

He gave me the ride of my life, but
I hated to show seare, he was so coolly
audaclois himself. We had but one

stop—for wates—and after that all
down grade. We bowled along as easy
as ninepins, but the pace was a halr
rolser. After we passed Arickaree we
never touched a thing but the high
Joints, The long, heavy train behind
us flew round the bluffs once in awhile
like the tall of a very capricious kite,
yet somehow, and that's an engineer's
magle, she always lit on the steel,

Day broke ahead, and between
breaths I caught the glory of a sun-
rise on the plaing from'a locomotive
eab window, When the smoke of the
McCloud shops stained the horison, re-
membering the ugly threats of the
strikers, 1 left my seat to speak to
Foley.

“I think you'd better swing off
when you slow up for the yards and
cut across to the roundhouse!” I eried,
getting close to his ear, for we were
on terrific speed. e looked at me In
quiringly. “In that way you won't run
Into Cameron and his crowd at the de
pot,” I added. “I ecan stop her all
right.”

He didn’t take his eyes off the track.
“T'll take the train to the platform,”
sald he,

“Isn't that a crossing cut ahead " he
added suddenly as we swung round a
hill west of town.

‘“Yea, and a bad one.”

He reached for the whistle and gave
the long.warning screams, 1 set the
bell ringer and stooped to open the fur
nace door to cool the fire, when—chug!

I flew up against the water gauges
llke a coupling pin. The monster en-
gine reared right up on her head
Berambling to my feet, I saw the new
man clutching the alr lever with both
hands, and every wheel on the train
wans screeching. 1 jumped to his slde
and looked over his-shoulder. On the
crossing just ahead a blg white horse,
dragging n buggy, plunged and reared
frantically, 8Standing on the buggy
seat a baby boy clung, bewlldered, to
the lazyback—not another soul In
sight. All at once the horse swerved
sharply back. The buggy lurched half
over, The llnes seemed to be caught
around one wheel. The little fellow
clung on, but the crazy borse, instead
of running, began a horuplpe right be-
tween the deadly ralls,

I looked at Foley In despalr. From
the monstrous quivering leaps of the
great engine I knew the drivers were
In the clutch of they mighty air brake,
but the resistless momentum of the
traln was none the less sweeping us
down at deadly speed on the baby.
Between the two tremendous forces the
locomotive shivered Illke a glgantic
beast. [ shrang back In horror, but the
little man at the throttle, throwing the
last ounce of alr an the burning wheels,
leaped from his box with a face trans-
figured.

“Take her!” he cried, and, never
shifting his eyes from the cut, be shot
through his open wipdow and darted
llke a cat along the running board to
the front.

Not a hundred feet separated us from
the crossing. [ could see the baby's
curls blowing In the wind. The horse
suddenly leaped from across the track
to the mide of It. That Yeft the buggy
quartering with the ralls, but not
twelve luches clear. The way the
wheels were cramped a single step
ahead would throw the hind wheels
Into the train; a step backward would
shove the front wheels Into 1t. It was

appalling.
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fAifty feet, but Foley, with a great light

In his eyes and the bLaby boy in bis “Hang on to It, son,” cautioned
arm, crawled, langhlng, luto t.‘...-' Foley, “but you m_mw It to Mr,
Thinking he wonld take the enw!s Reeq 1If you want to.

The youngster handed me the paper.
It was an order directing Andrew
Cameron to report to the master me-
chanic for service In the morming.

I happened over at the roundhouse
one day nearly a year later, when
Foley was showing Cameron a new
engine just In from the east. The
two men were become great cronles;
that day they fell to talking over the
strike.

“There was never but one thing I
really lald up against this man,” said
Cameron to me,

“What's that?” asked Foley.

“Why the way you shoved that pls-
tol Into my face the first night youn
took out No, 1.”

“I never shoved any plstol Into your
face.” 8o saylng, he stuck his hand
luto his pocket with the Identical mo-
tion he used the night of the strike,
and- leveled at Andy, just as he had

again, I tried to take the baby
It? Well, I think not!

“HI, there, buster,” shouted the lttle
engineer wildly, “that's a corling palr
of, breeches on you, son! [ caught
kid right by the seat of thie pants,”™

done then—a plug of tobaceo. “That's
all T ever pulled on you, son. I never
earried a pistol In my life.”

Cameron looked at him, then he

turned to me, with a tired expreasion.

“I've seen a good many men, with
A good many kinds of nerve, but I'll
be splintered If ever I saw any one
man with all kinds of nerve till I
struck Foley."

e ——
How and When to Eat,

There are a few plain ‘facts about
bow and when to eat which It weuld
be worth a man's while to keep In
mind even when well, If you are In a
hurry, eat lightly. There 18 no virtue
In gulping down a large meal Just be-
cause it ls mealtime. While the mind
I8 actively engaged In the detalls and
responsibilities of business the diges-
tiva apparatus is in no condition te
tindertake heavy work. The blood sup-
ply 18 dralned off elsewhere, giving all
the contribution It ean to the brain,
and If a quantity of food be taken

Foley dropped down on the steany chest
and swung far out,

called over to me, laughing hysterical-

ly. “Heavens, lttle man, I wouldn't

've struck you for all the gold In Alas

ka. I've got a chunk of a boy In Read-

Ing as much like him as a twin brother.

What were you doing all alone In that
buggy? Whose kid do you suppose It
Is? What's your name, son "

At hls question I looked at the child
again, and I started. 1 had certalnly
seen him before, and, had 1 not, his
father's features were too well stainp
ed on the childlsh face for me to be
mistaken,

“Foley,” 1 crled, all amaze, “that's
Cameron's boy—little Andy!™

He tossed the baby the higher; he

looked the happler; he shouted the
louder.
“The deuce It Is! Well, son, I'm

mighty glad of It" And I certalnly
was glad—mighty glad, as Foley ex-
pressed It—when we pulled up at the
depot, and I saw Andy Cameron, with
a wicked look, pushing to the front
through the threatenlng crowd. With
an ugly growl, he made for Foley.
“I've got Livelnesa with you—you"—
“T've got a ldtle. with you, son,” re
torted IFoley, stepping lelsurely down
from the cal. T struck a buggy back
here at the tirst cut, and [ hear It was

yours," Cameron'ss eyes began to
bulge. “1 guess the outfit's damaged
some, all but the boy., Here, kid,” he
added, turnlug for me to hand him
the child, “here's your dad.”

The Instant the youngster caught

sight of his parent he set up a yell
Foley, laughing, passed him Into hls
astonlshed father’'s arms before the lat
ter could say a word. Just then a boy,
ranning and squeezing through the
ecrowd, crled to Cameron that his horse
had run away from the house with the
baby In the buggy and that Mrs. Cam
eron was having a fit,

Cameron stood Uke one daft, and
the boy, ecatching sight of the baby
that Instant, panted and stared In an
Idlotic state,

“Andy,”" sald I,
laying a hand on hls shoulder,
these fellows want to kill this man
let them do‘It alone—you'd better keep
out. Only this minute he has saved
your boy's life.”

The sweat stood out on the blg en
gineer’'s forebead like dew. 1 told the
story. Cameron trled to speak, but
he tried agaln and again before he
could find his volce.

“Mate,” be. stammered, “you've been
through a strike yourself—you kaow
what It means, don't you?! DBut If
you've got a haby—" he gripped the
boy tighter to his shoulder.

“I have, partner; three of 'em.”

“Then you know what this means,”
sald Andy, bhuskily putting out hils
hand to Foley. He gripped the little
man’'s fist hard, and, turning, walked
away through the crowd.

Bomehow It put a damper on the
boys. Bat Nicholson was about the
only man left who looked as If he
wanted to eat somebody, and Foley,
#Min~ing his blotse over his shoulder,
walked up to Bat and tapped Llm on
the shoulder.

“Stranger,” sald he gently, *“«
you oblige me with a chew of
bacco?™

Bat glared at him an Instant, but
Foley's nerve won.

Flushing a bit, Bat stuek his hand
Into his pocket, took It out, felt hur-
rledly In the other pocket, and, with
some confusion, acknowledged he was
short.: Fellx Kennedy Intervened with
a sleb, and the three men fell at once
to talking about the accident.

A long time*afterward some of the
striking engineers were taken back,
but none of those who had been gullty

™ actual violence. This barred Andy

getting down and |
|.Ir |

In It simply remalns undigested
the stomach.
low spirits, all tend to delay or
eanal,
work Immedlately after

suffer from Indigestion,

meals often

are followed by prolonged physical ex-
ertion. Indeed, any kind of
which forces the blood flow away from

Work.
Indian Medicine Bags.

Jhe medicine bags of Navajoes, Zu-
nia and Apaches, all kindred tribes,
contaln a curlous
corn pollen or hoddentin. This pow-
der, which Is the pollen of a rush and
a medicine, belng eaten by the sick
ease paln, but principally as a sacred
oflering to the sun and moon and as a
| sanctitler of everything., A pinch of It
| 18 thrown toward the sun and then to-
ward the help In war
or the chase, I8 put au the trall of a
| enake to preveut harm from [t placed
| on the !ull‘slln' of the tired hunter as a

restorative] hung bags round the

four winds for
|

in

| necks of Infants as a preservative and

| aprinkled on the dead. In fact, every

action of these Indians |s sanctified
:-._\ this powder, 8o that, as Captaln
| Bourke writes In the ninth volume of
“The Report of the Bureau of Eth
| nology” (Smithsonian), *“plenty aof
hoddentin has come to mean that a
| particular performance or place i sa-
cred.”

Enginand's Coast Lights,

“The constwise lights of England,”™
of which Kipling sings, have been In-
creasing In brilliancy well as In
| number ever since the dhwn of the
| nineteenth century. In that dark nge

weary mariners crawled Inoto port by

the flickering glare of twenty-five boa-

‘ons and slx floating lights. Now they
| may glide safely Into haven under the
| powerful beams of 880, Lighthouses

are as anclent as clvilization. The

Fharos of Alexander flung Its light on
the decks of oriental barges 2287
years ago. The Romans, who loved
the light, have left the rulnas of one
of their lighthouses on a ¢lIff at Bon-
logne, while at Dover may still be
seen all that remains of ancther. e
troleumn and the electric light have
made the edrly nineteenth century bea-
cons ridiculons, On the summit of the
tower an open grate was fed with bil-
lets of wood and later with eoal. Scot-
| land abandoned coal altogether for
more up to date methods In 1816 and
| England six years afterward.

S ——
Mermalds and Mermen.

Nearly all nations have folklore and
fairy tale accounts of mermalds and
sometimes of mermen. Even the Amer-
lcan Indiare had thelr “woman fish”
and “man fish "

ns

| belngs, but more frequently they are
pictured as being so attractive
hgmmmnmh—.
|to Qestruction in the depths of the sea.

| These myths have been wutilised

| many poets and have éven been

tob staries “with & morsl”-St. N
dan ,.ul
—— ey O° .Q"Sr 1

In
Worry, unsettled mind,
to
stop the activities of the allmentary
Btudents who go at hard head

So do letter
carriers and other people whose meals

effort

the alimentary region Is Injurious after
hearty eating.—Dr. Gulick In World's

powder known as

also of malze, appears to be used asg

and put on the head or other parts to




