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For The Term of His Natural life
By NIA.RCIJS CLARK

CHAPTER 111.—(Continued.)
"Pine," says Captain Blunt, as the

two were left alone together. "you aod I
are always putting our foot into it!"
"Women are always in the w_ay aboard

shtp," returned Pine.
"Ah! doctor, you don't mean that, I

know,' said a rich, soft voive at his
e1,4ow.
,rft‘ was Sarah Purfoy emerging from
her cabin.

were talking of your eyes, my
dear," tries Blunt. "They're the finest
eyes I've seen in my life, and they've
got the reddest lips under 'm that—"
"Let me pass, Captain Blunt, if you

please. Thank you, doctor."
And before the admiring commander

could prevent her, she modestly swept
out of the cuddy.
"She's a fine piece of goods. eh?"

asked Blunt, watching her. "I don't
know where Vickers picked her up, but
I'd rather trust my life with the worst
of those ruffians _qween deck than in
her keeping, if Pd—rione her an injury.
I don't believe she'd think much of stick-
ing a man, either.— But I must go on
deck, doctor."

Pine followed him more slowly. "I
don't pretend to know much about wool-
en," he said to himself. "But that girl's
got a story of her own, or I'm much mis-
taken. What brings her on board this
ship as a lady's maid le more than
cau fathom." And as he walked down
the now deserted deck to the main
hatchway, and turned to watch the
white figure gliding up and down, he
saw it joined by anoefier and a darker
one, he muttered, "She's after no good,"
At that moment his arm was touched
by a soldier in undress uniform, who
had come np the hatchway.
"What is it?"
"If you plase, doctor, one of the pris-

oners is taken sick, and as the dinner's
over. Bali he's pretty bad, I veutured to
disturb your honor."
"Why didn't you tell me before?"
In the meantime-ttre leonine, who Was,

the object of the grim old fellow's sus-
pickets, was enjoying the comparative
coolness of the night air. Her mikress
and her mistress' daughter had not Vet
come out of their cabin. The awning
had been removed, the stars were shin-
ing in the mooniens sky, and Miss Sarah
Purfoy was walking Op and down with
no less a person Riau Captain Blunt
himself. She had passed and repassed
him twice silently. and at the third
turn, the big fellow, peering into the
twilight ahead somewhat uneasily, obey-
ed the glitter of her great eyes and join-
ed her.
"You weren't put out," he asked. "at

what I said to you below. I was a bit
rude, I admit."
"I? Oh, dear, no.

rude."
"Glad you think so!" returned Phin-

eas Bluut, a little ashamed at what look-
ed like a confession of weakness on
his part._ ,
Sarah Purley laughed a low, full-ton-

ed Mesh, whose sound made Hi nut's
pulse take a jump forward, and sent Co.
blood tingling down to his fingers' ends.
"Captain Blunt," said she, "you're

going to do a very silly thing."
"What?"
"You are going to fad in love with

girl of nineteen."
"Who is that?"
"Myself!" she said, giving him her

hand and smiling at him with her rich
red lips.
"I believe you are right," he cried;

"I am half in love with you already."
"That is your affair," she said; and

as the head of Mr. Frere appeared Omer
the companion, Blunt walked aft, feel-
ing considerably bewildered, and yet not
displeased.
"She's a fine girl!" he said, cocking

his cep, "and I'm hanged if she ain't
sweet upon me."

And then the old fellow began to
whistle softly to himself as he paced the
deck, and to tittice toward the man, who'
had taken his place, with no friendly.
eyes. But a sort of shannt held hint as
yet, and ho kept aloof. Maurice Frere's
greeting was short enough.
"Well, Sarah," be said, "have you got

out of your temper?"
"What did you strike the man for?

Ile did yen no harm."
"Ile ABA out of his place. What

busiiiees had he to come aft? One
must keep these wretches down, my
girl."
"Or they will be too much for you,

es? De you think one man could capture
a ship. .Mr. Maurice? What could they
do against the soldiers? There are fifty
soldiers."
"You are a strange girl; I can't make

you out. "inc."C and he took her hand,
"tell me what you are really."
"Lady's maid in the family of a gen-

tleman going abroad."
"Sarah, can't you be serione?".
"I am serious. 'net was the adver

tisement I answered."
"But I mean what you have been.

Yon were not a lady's maid 01 your
have you no friends? What

have you been?"
She looked up into the young man's

face--a little less hareh at that ruoment
than It was wont to be—and, creeping
closer to hint, whispered:
"Do you love me, Maurice?"
Hs raised one of the little hands that

rested on the taffrail. anti, under cover
.••• of the darkness, kissed it.

"Yeti know I do," he said. "You
may be • lady's maid, or what you like,
but you are the loveliest woman I ever
met "
"Them If you love me, what does it

matter?"
"If you loved me, you would tell

me," said he, with a quickyness which
surprised himself.

"Slit I have nothing to tell, and I
don't love you—yet."
He let .her hand fall with an impa-

tient gesture; and at that moment Stunt,
who mold restrain himself no longer.
tame up.
"Fine night, Mr. Frere."
"Yea, line enough."
Jut then, from out of the violet has.

that hung over the horizon, a strange
glow of light broke.
"Halloo!" cries Frere. "Did you see

that? • Bash of

You were not

They strained their eyes to pierce
through the obscurity.
"Best saw something like it before

dinner. There must be thunder in the
air."
At that instant a this streak of light

shot up, and then trunk again. There
was no mistakiug it Ride time, and a
simultaneous exclamation Urat from all
on deck. From out of the gloom which
hung over the horiraa rose a column of
ilerae that lighted up the night for an
!latent, and then sunk, leaving a dull
red spark upon the water.

"It's a ship on fire!" cried Frere.

CHAPTER IV.
They looked again. The tiny spark

still burned, and immediately qver it
there grew out of the darkness a crim-
son spot that hung like a lurid star In
the air. Mrs. Vickers, with little Syl-
via clinging to her dress, came up to
share the new sensation.
"Captain, you'll lower a boat. We

may save some of the poor fellows,"
cries Frere, his heartiness of body re-
viving at the prospect of excitement.
"Boat?' said Blunt; "why, she's

twelve miles off, or more, and there's
not a breath o' wind! They've got their
own boats. In the meanwhile we'll show
'em that there's some one near 'em."
And, as he spoke, a blue light flared
hissing iuto the night. "There, they'll
see that. I expect!" he said, as the
ghastly flame rose, extinguishing the
stars for a moment, only to let them
appear again brighter in a darker heav-
en. "Mr. Best, lower and man the quar-
ter boats! Mr. Frere, you can go in
one, if you like, and take a volunteer or
two from those gray jackets of yours
amidships. I shall want as many hands
as I can spare to man the long boat
and cutt'We, in case we want 'em. Steady
there, lads! Easy!" And, as the first
eight men who could reach the deck
parted to the larboard and starboard
quarter boats, Frere ran down_ on the

At his nod the prison door was thrown
open. The air was hot, and that strange.
horrible odor peculiar to closely packed
human bodies filled the place. Ile ran
his eye down the double tier of bunk*
which lined the side of the ship, and
stopped at the one opposite him.
There seemed to have been some dis-

turbance there lately, for, instead of the
six pairs of feet which should heve pro-
truded therefrom, the gleam of the bull's
eye ?Mowed hut four.
"What's the matter here, sentry?" h,

asked. •

"Prisoner ill, sir. Doctor sent him to
hormital."
"Hue there should be two."
The other came from behind the break

of the berths. It was Rufus Dawes.
Ile held by the side as he came, and
saluted.
"I felt sick, sir, and was trying to

get the scuttle open."
eMaurree Frere stamped his foot in-

dignantly.
"Sick! What are you sick about? I'll

y.i‘e y,or souiethiug to sweat the sickness
out of y. . Stan.1 on or side •re!"
Rufus Dawes, wondering, obeyed.
"Which of you fellows can handle' an

oar?" Frere went on. "There, I don't
want fifty! Three'll do. Come on now.
make haste!"
The heavy door clashed again, and in

another instant the four "volunteers"
were on deck.
"Two in each boat!" cries Blunt. "I'll

burn a blue light every hoer for you,
Mr. Best, and take care they don't
swamp you. Lower away, lads!"

As the second prisoner took the mit. of
Frere's boat, he uttered a groan and
fell forward, recovering himself instant-
ly. Sarah Purley. leaning over the side,
saw the occurrence.
"What is the matter with that man?"

she said. "Is he ill?"
l'ine was next to her, and looked out

instantly. "It's that big fellow in No.
10.0 -he cried. "Here.- biers!"
But Frere heard him not. He was

intent op the beacon that gleamed ever
bright in the distance. "Give way, toy
lails!" he shouted. And amidst a cheer
from the ship, the two boats shot out of
the brjght circle of the, blue light, and
disappeared into the darkness!
Sarah Purfoy looked at Pine for an

explanation, but he turned abruptly
away. For a moment the girl paused, as
If in doubt; and then. ere his retreating
figure turned to retrace Its steps, she
cast a quick glance around, and, slip-
ping down the ladder, made her way to
the 'tween-decks.
The iron-studded oak barricade that.

loop-holed for musketry, and perforated
with plated trap-door for sterner needs,
separated soldiers from prisoners, ASS
clone to her left ha-ml. and the sentry
at its_padlocked door looked at her in-
quirinily. She laid her little hand on
his big rough one, and opened her brown
eyes at him.
"The hospital," she said. "The doctor

sent me;" and before he could answer
her white figure vanished down the
hatch, and passed round the bulkhead,
behind which lay the sick man.
Though not so hot as in the prison,

the atmosphere of the lower deck was
close and unhealthy, and the girl, pann-
ing to listen to the subdued hum of con-
versation coming from the soldiers'
berths, turned strangely sick and giddy.
She drew herself op, however, and held
out her hand to a man who came rapidly
across the misshapen shadows. thgown
by the milky swinging lantern tei%eet
her. It was a young soldier who had
been that day gentry at the convict gang-
way.
"Well. miss." he said, "I am here, yet

AA, waiting for yet"
The tone of the sentence seemed to

awaken and remind her of her errand In
that place. She laughed as loudly and
merrily as she dared, and laid _her hand
on the speaker's arm. The boy reddened
to the roots of his closely cropped hair.
"There, that's quite close enough.

You're only a common soldier. Miles, and
you mustn't make love to me."
"I know you're above me, Mies Sarah.

You'rem lady, but I love yer, I do, and
you drives me wild with your tricks."
"Hush, Miles! they'll heat you. Who

Is in the hospital?"
"I duane."

"Well, I want to go in."
"Don't ask me, miss. It's against or-

ders, and--
She turueri away. "011, very well. If

this is all the thanks I get for wasting
my thee down here, I shall go on deck
again. Mr. Frere will let we go In. I
dare SIM if I ask him."
"Go In if yer like; I won't estop yer,

but remember what I'm Join' oft"
She turned again at the foot of the

ladder, and came quickly hack. "That's
a good lad. 1 kuew you would not re-
fuse met" and smiling at the poor lout
she was befooling, she !melted into the
cabin.
There was no lantern, and from the

partially blocked stern windows Came
014 a dim vaporous light. The dull rip-
ple of the water an the ship rocked on
the slow swell of the sea, made It mel-
ancholy sound, and the sick man's heavy
breathing seemed to 1111 the air. The
slight noise made by the opening door
rounsed him; be rose on his elbow and
began to mutter. Sarah Purfoy Paused
in the doorway to listen, but she could
make nothing of the low, uneasy mur-
muring. Raising her arm, conspicuous
by its white sleeve in the gloom, she
beckoned Miles.
"The lantern," she whiapered—"bring

We the lantern.
He unhooked it from the rope where

It swung, and brought it toward her.
At that moment the man in the bunk sat
up erect, and twisted himself toward
the light. "Sarah!" he cried, in shrill,
sharp tones. "Sarah!" and swooped
with a lean arm through t,be dusk, as
though to seize her.
The girl leaped out of the cabin like

a panther, and was back at the bunk
head in a moment. The convict was
a young man of about four and twenty.
His hands were small and well shaped,
and the unshaven chin bristled with
promise of a strong beard. His wild
black eyes glared with all the fire of
delirium, and as he gasped for breath
the sweat stood in beads on his sallow
forehead.
The aspect of the man was sufficiently

ghastly, and Miles, drawing back, did Sodium or zinc-silicate, in a hot one-
not wonder at the terror which had seiz- half or one per cent solution, is a newcd Mrs. Vickers' maid. With open

much preservative and fireproofing formouth and agonized face, she stood in
the center of the cabin, like one turned wood, especially for mines,

to stone, gazing at the man on the bed. Passing bubbles under ships by an
"Ecod, he be a sight!" says Miles, at

length. "Come away, miss, and 'shut
the door. He's raving, I tell yet."
"He's choking. Can't you see? Water!

give me wa.er!"
And, wreathing her arms around the

man's head, she pulled it down on her
bosom, rocking it there, half savagely, to
and fro.
Awed into obedience by her „volca

Miles dipped 4 pannikin Into a smal
unheeded puncheon cleated in the cor-
ner of the cabin, and gave it her; and,
without thanking him, she placed it t...)
the sick prisoner's lips. He drank grek-
ily, and closed his eyes with a grateful
sigh. Just then the quick ears of Mile
heard the jingle of arms.
"Here's the doctor coming, miss!" fit

cried. "I hear the sentry saluting. Co
away! Quick!"
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PATHETIC SCENE IN A FISHING VILLAGE CHURCHYARD, BRITTANY.

let the little fishing village of Plonbazlanec, near Paimpol (twenty-five
miles from Et. Brieue) there is in the churchyard a wall, called le reur dee
disparus, on which are placed tablets, crosses, and other memorials to those
who have been drowned at sea, and whoee bodies have never been recovered.
The fishermen on this coast, it should be said, mostly go to the coast of Ice-
land for their fish. The memorials are mainly of wood, those painted black
being in memory of married men, and the white indicating that the lost sailor
in question was unmarried. It is pathetic to see the women In this corner
of the churchyard on Sunday, after mass, praying for the souls of their lost
husbands, brothers, or sons; and the scene twinge forcibly to one's mind the
fact that the women of fIsherfolk have their share to bear of the hardships
attached to the men's perilous calling,

She seized the lantern, and, opening
the horn slide, extinguished it.
"Say it went out," she said, In a

fierce whisper, "and hold your tongue.
Leave me to manage."
She bent over the convict as if to ar-

range his pillow, and then glided out of
the cabin just as Pine descended the
hatchway. As be groped his way with
outstretched arms in the darkness, Sarah
Purfoy slipped past him.

(To be contiutred.)

LIVES WELL ON $10 A YEAR.

Wisconsin Man Has Done It for 40

V ears—Seems Content.

Near Mirror Lake, in Wisconsin, is a
log cabin lu which a man has lived for
forty years on $10 a year. George
Swinner Is his name and he seems per-
fectly contented, writes -a correspond-
ent of the St. Louis Republic.
The old man is a Civil War veteran.

When he was discharged at the end
of the war he had money enough to
perch/pie an acre of ground on the
shores of plcturesque Mirror Lake. In
this acre of ground he planted vegeta-
bles and fruit trees. Close to the house
there grows a thick cluster of black-
berry hushes-and Inethe garden beaind
IL there are long rows of strawberries.
Over the fence that separates the yard
from the road are wild roses. Here the
veteran makes his home.
how does he live?
Each day he takes his fishing rod

and goes down to Mirror Lake. That
is his pork barrel. The fish that he
draws out of those waters supply his
dinner, likewise his breakfast.
The vegetables and meal elude from

corn grown in her garden complete hi.
diet. For his lake fishing Skinner has
built himself a boat which la as unique
as himself. In order that he may fish
and propel his boat at the same time
he has invented an extraordinary con-
triverme.
At the stern of his boat he has a

paddle like that of a river steamer.
This is turned by means of a chain
running on cogs and attached to a
crank that tire old man then* with one
hand as he trolls with the other. From
Gila strange craft, nicknamed "the
flying rerachlue" by the people of Del-
ton, Skinner does, his anglIng.
Skinner lives during the winter as

well es he does In summer. From the
overahtindenee of one Reason he saves
enough to meet the necessities of the
other. He catches on an average 100
fish a day, mostly small ones. Ten of
theese suffice for his two simple male.
The other ninety are carefully

/lea and stored away in great bar-
rels of brine kept In the cellar of his
cabin When be has enough helmeta
of fish stored away to last him through
the winter he stops fishing, us he
think, it is a gin to kill any creature,
even II fish, /Wept for food.
From his garden he cans his vegeta-

bles and berries. Everything that he
needs le supplied from nature's "pork
tarrel."

$10 which he spends annually

goes for tobacco, fish-hooks and cloth-
ing.

Sis el/emend people sleep tn the open
air In London every night.

air jet, or lubricating 'with kerosene oil
two or three times a day, has been
suggested as a means of lessening fric-
tion.

The "reeigtiltion-sense" of ants is
found by H. Pelron to be a recognition
of odor by the antennte. The usual
hostilities of ants ceased when those
of the stranger species or community
were given their own odor, while after
losing their antennae they fought friend
and woe alike.

During the last twenty years 2,001
balloon and air Fillip ascents have taken
place in Germany and only thirty-six
cases of accident have befallen the
7,570 persona taking part in them. Con-
sequently one trip in fifty-seven comee
to grief, or one eeronaut in 210 meets
with an accident.

Sir Robert Ball, who has been lec-
turing on the glacial epoch, informed
his hearers recently that the next ice
age is due 200,060 winters hence. Then,
he says, all northern Europe and Amer-
ica will be once more under an ice cap
that will cover the highest mountains
and last for many thousands of years.

In a novel device for preventing the
racing of propellers, a pendulum grav-
itates with the vessel's motion. The
pendulum is connected to the throttle-
valve, and as the stern rises steam is
gradually shut off up to the point
where the engines are stopped alto-
gether, the valve being reopened as the
propeller begins to take water Ripen.

For the purpose of studying the
Causes of mountain sickness, two
French medical authorities, Drs.
Guillernark and Moog, during last July
made a stay at the Mont Blanc observ-
atory. According to the results of their
investigations, which have now been
published, "the diminished tension of
the oxygen of the atmosphere clogs the
process of oxidation and this sets up an
elaboration_ of toxic enbetancas, the re-
tention of whic-h—CitiaitellyMptotneent-
autointoxicatfon."

A recent discussion of the duration
of life among birds in the English peri-
odical, Knowledge, recalls the story of
a venerable parrot which Humboldt
saw during Ids travels in South Amer-
ica, and which, although very voluble,
could not be understood by anybody,
because the words it used belonged to

the language of a tribe of Indians who

had beCome extinct since the aged bird

took its lessons. Parrots are prover-

bially long-lived, and so are ravens

and some species of vulture*. A white-

headed vulture died In the zoological

gardens at Vienna after 118 years of
captivity.

Recent experience with the acetylene

blowpipe in England has approved It

as a valuable invention. It produces

a temperature exceeding 7,000 degree&

The temperature producible by the oxy-

by 
thdtegdreestisocitao.

"4,500
odrodeireogen blowpipe,

tad

non temperature of steam, whereas

with acetylene the limit is thatear Iliti
dissociation temperature of carbon
monoIld, which la much higher. The
acetylene. to a dissolved state, is used

in conjunction with oxygen. It [milts

up into its constituents, hydrogen and
carbon, at the bane of the flame, and

the carbon only taken part in the burn-

ing. The hydrogen remains free and
forme a protection to the anuill cone at
the nozzle. where the carbon is burn-

iing, and which lathe point of maximum
temperature.

PARIS PICTURE-TRADE TRICKS.

How Carlo Hunters Ars Seriadled in

Their Art Puraliamia.

Fsinitleation of pictures in Parts hart

become a scandal, which a case beard

holm tenth correetemal court is ilkely

to emphaelze, my* the London Stand-
turd. The case was simple. A French
men wit,. a Spanish name and an Ital

WI with a French name kept a curl

toddy shop—a collection of old furni-
ture and old pictures scattered about
in two front rooms, and spilling over
on to the pavement, after the fashion
of curiosity shops in the Rue de Pro-
vence. Some of the curios were really
old; others were only old in appear-
ance. There were several "examples of
inodern Frence artists"—the whole be-
ing arranged in perfect fashion for tak-
ing in a foreign or provincial bargain
bunter.
The tricks of the trade were not dis-

covered for a long time, but in 1903
the cosmopolitan firm sold live pictures
represented to be the works of Chaplu,
Henner, Ziem and Boucher. These pic-
tures, bought for about_  £1,500, were
given by the purchaser to his daughter
as a marriage gift. Some time later
the young woman got a divorce and
went to live with her father, takill4
the pictures with her. A friend who
happened to be an expert pointed out
that they were all false and worth only
a tenth of what had been Oven for
them. The dealers were prosecuted and
one of them fled, leaving the other to
get out ol the mess as well as he could.
This young man, versed In all the ins
and outs of his dubious calling, patec-
ed up a very ingenious defense. He
quoted mistakes made by the Louvre
experts and other less remerkable cases
to show that he might well have been
deceived himself in pictures which
were undoubtedly good imitations. The
defense might have been successful had
uot the prosecuting barister asked for
the receipts given to the defendant
when he bought the pictures. One of
them was signed by a Count del Drago,
who was brought up from prison at
Frames. and be admitted having signed
a bogus receipt for £320, althougb hu
made nothing out of the transaction.

Go Quietly.

When the middle-aged lawyer of
whom the Washington Post tells wag
a young man he had a position in the
office of II man who has a great reputa-
tion for ability and integrity.

Naturally the young man felt his re-
sponstbillty. It wan Soon plain to him
that the head of the firm had outlived
his usefulness, and the youngster used
to feel sorry to think what would hap-
pen to his employer If he ever left hint
The young man Wahl not treated le

that office with all the deference he
jthought due him, and one day, when
immebodi went too far, he entered hie

kiempee 's private
dened his mind.

Sheer magnanlinity made him over-
look a lot of things, but he did not neg•

I Like many another • New England
housewife, Mrs. Greene was familiar
enough with the old-fashioned "On.-
Two-Three-four Cake," the arithmetic-
ally progressive recipe fret which calls

1

;

for one cup of butter, two of sugar,
three of dour, and four eggs. Her
daughter Grace, who married several

!years ago and went to San Francisco
to live, has recently come back with
her children for a visit. When the
tiniest of her grandsons one day begged
for "One-Two-Three-Five" Cake for
supper, Mrs. Greene laughed the de-
lighted length of the grandmother.
"Bleek.,the boy!" she cried. "Just

hear him trying to count!"
- 'Oh, Billy can count, mother," said
Grace. "But that's what we call that
cake now, ever since my Chinese cook
began to make it.
"The children are very fond of this

particular cake, so after Lee's arrival I
undertook to teach elm to make it. I
had learned by that time that it is
useless to tell him how to do anything;
but I had only to make a dish before
him, and then he could make it Ipxactly
as well as I.
"So I measured out the butter, sugar

and flour, and began to break the eggs.
I broke three, one by one, and turned
them into the bowl for beating; but as
the fourth seemed the least bit 'doubt-
ful,' I stepped to the door and threw
it into the pail, and corning back to the
table, I broke another egg, which
proved to be good.
"Shortly afterward I happenet to be

in the kitchen when Lee was making
this cake. .11e broke three eggs into
the bowl, as I had done, and then
stepped to the door and threw out the
next egg—which was perfectly good.
"When I protested, he said, 'I makers

cake samee Mieseee And when I looked
into his expressionless eyes, somehow
I knew there was no use in combating
the centuries of the Chinese Empire. I
gave up, and just changed the name of
the cake. It was easier than to make
Lee over!" .

lect to say that he would not endurc gave half as much thine to the bar, the
such treatment another day. lie "1" church, or medicine, he would earn
going to leave, and rut once. Then thrice AP much."
paused to give the, bead of the firni a

,

chance to apologize and beg him not to
ruin him by leaving.
His employer did riot look up froin

his deltic. Ile simply said to the young
man, in a polite true:
"Please don't shim the door

you go out"

HOW THE CHEF IS TRAINED.

when

The Mau Who Itruelt the Kill..
The Earl of Weneyss. who, though an

octogenarian, is one of the most fiery
members of the upper house, may boast
of being the only man who has ever
struck the King In public. It occurred
when his Majesty was Prince of Wales,
and in the House of Lords during a de-
bate.
The Prince. as Duke of Cornwall, at-

tended, and set Immediately before
Lord Weaves. The noble lord made a
speech. during Mitch he. as usual, be-
came bested, mid, in the mires of a
gesture, brought his fist down bang on
his Royal Iliglinesa'a
The Prince. appreciating the force of

the Earl's argument, retired to a place
further from bine Lord Wemyss was
well known, before succeeding to the
eeridom, as Lord Elcho, an enthusiast
of volunteering and - rifle shooting.—
Pearson's Weekly.

It Takao Flint Ten Years to Acquire
Art of Cooking.

The chef, whose salary la $8,000 a
year, tipped the cabman hatilisotuely
and entered his club, aays the Phila-
delphia Bulletin.
"How one becomes a chef?" he said.

"You want to know how one learns to
be a chef, eh? Well, the answer is, by
hard work—nine or ten years of hard
work."
"The chef," he said, "begins as a

boy, as apprentice to a master. For
several years he works under the vege•
table cook. He learns how to make
mashed potatoes that look like white
roses, how to cook and arrange all the
vegetables, from the truffle down, in a
hundred fine and beautiful ways. Ile
gets no salary. He only gets his
board.
"Now for a year he studies raw

meats, lie learns bow to select them
and meow to cut them up. Ile can tell
at a glance, for instance, the genuine
salt-meadow mutton from the false.
Along with this raw meat course also
goes a study of fish and of game and of
poultry—how to stuff, dress, lard, truss
and so on.
'Next for a year, at a small salary,

be stande before the range, learning
how to broil, fry, roast and bake.
Vie now reaches the foundation of

his art and is admitted into the pres-
ence of the chef himself—only assist-
an-ti-have taught him so far. The chef
teaches him how to make soups, pas-
tries, Ices and the more complicated
puddings and souffles. Three or four
years Is none too long a time to study
here.
•-rin—yearibfbard work should turn

a quick apprentice into a good chef.
Such a chef without difficulty earns
from $25 a week no to $150. If he

RT161A
"owborrioirwses

A new idea has been affyaneed by a
newspaper man in the adjoining state
regarding the mail order busInees. The
newspaper man saw a farmer friend of
his receiving a set of harness from the
freight ofilve, the assignment coming
from a Chicago mall order house, and
remonstrating with him, attempting to
prove that he was making a mistake as
many of the local dealers would furnish
him with the same or better goods just
as cheap, and lieep the profits at home.
"But this ts the first time I have
heard there was a harneas shop in this
town, I have taken your paper for five
years and have never wen a line of
advertising in It shout such an Insti-
tution 10 all the tine I have hies a
aubmerlber. But you SP! the Chicago

Hearts Gad 
house has, kept me posted all the time."
And there is more truth in the state-

canal commissioner, mays that 'the dreams of, who falls to let the pubile
"I me 

that
 one of these l'en4Pla ment than the average merchant

ditch WO la the work.heiarti 44 the helpers ehleg the big know he Is in business.

"Stietna to me It Would he a good It is
deal more encouraging if their spades 2 

possible for a woman to be such

• particular housekeeper tbst shewere in it."-1Cleveland Plain Dealer, doesn't enjoy going out of town on a
Don't expect othere to think welt of visit through thinking that men. one

you unloose ,you are that Mud of a at home Is hanging the dishpan in the
thinker yourself. I wrong place. •
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