+ of the car.
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crew of five'men. My salary was
$1400 a year ‘which was raised to
31700 where it remained. At the
prnsent time it _is $2700 for a
clerk in charge of a car. The-de-
partment retained 2% per cent of
our salary for a retirement f\md
The postal law provides that-the
R. M. S. clerks shall be retired at
the age of 62;years. All other em-
ployees of the mail service are re-
tired at the age of 70. Like peopie
in every walk of life I had various
cxpencnce: and saw many chang-
¢s. 'In' the old days the mail cars
had steps huth on the iront and
rear ends. \1ght after night men
and boys wduld steal rides upon
them. Trainmen would chase them
off, but the\ would .get back on
when the train began-to.move. It
was always a dangerous practice
but it became’doubly so after the
installation of the track tank.
These tanks are ahout a foot wide
of equal depth and 80 to 200 rods
long and are placed in the center
of the track.. Water is pumped in-
to them from a stream or well and
they are always full. When the
locomotive is directly over the
tank the fireman presegs a lever
and a’scoop drops down and forces
the water into the tender. With
the fast trains making 50 miles
an hour ‘or more this is done very
quickly and’ very often there is a
large amount of water raised after
the tender is fyll. This causes a
slop over the outside of the mail
car js drenched. A person riding
out there would be soaked. One
bitter cold mght as the fast mail
pulled into Niles one of the train
men saw an object. on the end of
the mail car which proved to be a
man. . He-was middle aged, thinly
clad and cold in death. When
the irain fook water at Lawton
Qe was drenched and perished in
the zero weather before the train
reached Niles? .

In my 37 years on the road I was
in only one wreck. . At Marshall,
September 18, 1895 while going at
about 30 miles an hour the loco-
motive left the track partially and
tipped over. Our mail car came
along and.struck the tender fore-
ing the truck: of the latter up
through the floor of the mail car
where I usually stood while work-
ing -paper mail. The side of the
mail car was crushed. I with.the
other clerks was in the latter end
None of us were hurt,
The engineer died of injuries sus-
tained when the engine toppled
over omto him.

1 saw many xm‘provemenf.s made by

service and equjpment. When I
went there in 1886 there were six
tarins’ dally each way. They have
been mcreased to ‘douple that
number. |Then double track-
ed {to Jackson only, mow all the
way to Chicggo with a complete
block system|and a road bed and
rolling! stock| that is excelled ‘no-
where.; At that time their fast
train consumed eight hours  in
making ﬂxe 285 miles fromiDetroit
to Chicago. Now there are several
that do it! in| seven hours, one in
six and one ip five and three quar-
ters. The Detroiter that leaves

Detroit every evening for:Buffalo (I‘

and points 1h the east is one of

the fasbest l:rams in. the . world,
making the first 115 miles from
Detroit to St Thomas in about
the same number of minutes. Not
so fast as tHe train on the Great
Northérn R R. that the brakemen
told about. |James J. Hill built
that road' and he is recognized as
one of jthe greatest railroad build-
ers that thxs country ever pro-
duced.: One day he was out on the
line and decided he must be back
in St. Paul at a certain hour. Or-
ders were gwen by him to. make
up a special and to make time. The
track was cleared and the special
given the exclus:ve right of way.
The engineer knew what he was
expected to do and he did it.
brakeman said he had rode many
fast trains but never did he ride
like that. She crashed through
cities ‘and towns as if they were
not in existence. Most of the
time he held|on to the coach seat
in mortal fear. Hill seemed to en-
joy it and smiled when St. Paul
was reached.| Now a queer thing
happened. They backed the cars
out into the|yard and the brake-
man looked up the track from
where they had just came and saw
something toming with great
speed ‘toward| him. He said, “What
do you think it was? Why it was
the shadow of that special train
trying to overtake us. We  ha
ran away from it.”
(Ta be continued next week)

‘Rats Like Grapefrait
Rats have ncquired the hebit of
eating g'mpefnut for breakfast.
They, formerly paid zo attention to
oranges, lemons and grnpdrmt ap-
parently believing them fit ~only for
human consnmph(m How they
were' converted is s Tmystery, but
[when the packing-house poople of
the California citrus belt began. to
find : their fruit opened snd de-
spoiled of their seeds they bad.to
sdmit that the rodents had adapted

the Mlchxgan Central - in train

bemselves to 5 new Jet.

| Housekee
| ng’
y ‘ The difference between the-.
' housewotk of today and
] rhehousework of y&sterday '
i s the difference between.
S -moying, Iaboz»savuﬂg\
q4 electncnty and the sloy, -
.y N toﬂsomewod(ofdzehands '
! There is an electric appliance § for
4| every houschold task. They are
B \my lobuy,cbmp to operate, and.
. saving of time and hmhh. g

‘4 - Your "'c_wa.v.hmg,

| 1

T sweeping, dishwashing! ; ‘
B ‘not can be done in a fracuon\of R
' the time taken by hand work; and
. with immense sahsﬁcuon.

| .
The etrmtEdlso‘ n Company.

and what

|
|

The |,

I’mgf That There'Is
- Something in a Name

in the Bue Fortuny she hap-
;ﬁed to be very hard up. Sarsh
told her friends.of her p

When Sarih Berbardt was liv- |-
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The Girl on
Smoky Top

By H. LOUIS RAYBOLD .

lmpecumosltg and the artful Ax-
thur Meyer said: “Sell your jewels,

y dear.”

“But I have none,” replied Sarah,
IAnd it-wag true, for she never cared
for Jewels and so never had any.
“Never mind,” said Arthur, “all
the better, in fact. Leave it to me.
here is no jeweler in Paris who

won't be pleased to have some of
his stock sold &t auction as heving
belonged to you.”

So very soon Paris was much in-
terested to know that a great sale of
fiewels belonging to the famous ‘ac-
ltress was about to take place. Many
fvears Jater I met at Desuville an
[American lady who told me the
chatelaine she was wearing had be-
longed to Sarah and that her hus-
band had bought it at this eale in
the Rue Fortuny.—From ‘More
[Oncencored Recollections.”

Hopi Indian Pottery
for the Smithsonian
An earthen effigy jar in the shape
of an animal eaid by the Hopi In-
‘dians to represent an antelope was
pne of the most curious objects un-
earﬂ:ed recently pear - Flagstaft,
Ariz., by Dr. J. Walter Fewkes, eth-
;lologxst of the Smithsonian institu-
Yion.
abdomen of an Indian priest. The
surface of the jar was elaborately
decorated, and the jar was undoubt-
pdly used for religious purposes,
Doctor Fewkes ssid, snd probably
s container for holy water or
cred meal. . A: collection of pot-
terv, numbering more than 300 un-

d bxo'ken vessels gs well as many curi-

ous tfragments, was obtained from
the site of an sncient Indian. ceme®
fzrv near the pueblo. He also gath-
eted rings, bracelets, turquoises,
uhe]lu and other ornaments. Doctor
Fewkes regards his summer’s work
bt Elden pueblo, sir miles from

Flagstafl, one of the most success-
fn.l of his career.

Steeple Put to Odd Use
The 80-foot steeple of the old
Daionville (Conn.) Congregational
chiurch was & study for a nsturalist
laxt summer. At the top, which is
ered #ith a brass cap, clustered
8 swarm of bees. ‘Twenty- fivo feot
bv_lcrw, growing in s crevice in the
:m wall, was s sunflower in full
plowom, its stem three feet long.
e eeed .was blown there by the
wind or dropped by a bird and took

fuﬁiment moistare and eoil.

Favored by Fortune

| Trom gomeherd to impersonating
Gref,chen in the film presentation
nf Goethe’s “Paust” is the career
‘of Camilla Hom, German movie
actress. Miss Horn was tending

ecse, a8 was her wont, on her fa-
ther’s farm in southern Germany,
vwln:n the staff of a moving pmhu-e
‘company passed by. The regisseur
zmd the head ‘photographer: gave
eadx other a significant look, then

walked in on the farmer and signed
]ﬂp the daughter for world fame.

Puablic Money Wasted
Official writers of the govern-
1 ent, including, members of con-
gress, cost Uncle Sam oyer 220,000
lnat year by changing their minds
nﬂer their writings had -been set in
pre, say8s the Pathiinder Magazine,
is expense of revising proofs of
erticles and speeches was disclosed
m thie ennual report of -George H.
Cart.er, the public printer, Mr, Car-
ter said this ‘was sbout $54,000

mm‘e than for the previous year.

! Thrives on Simple Diet
i Buttermilk and potatoes was the
xe\‘, upon which & women of Holy-
croez Thurles, Tipperary, lived,
and o it she sttribated her lon-
lgevity. - She died recenﬂy aged one
hunﬂred and four, Pwo days before
'ter death ehe dug potatoes and car-
|ried them to the house. She could
irend her prayer book and thread a
needle without aid of glasses.” Her
owdl family of nine, the eldest aged
seventy, are all alive,

Piano Wire for “Movies”’

Manufacturers 'of pieno wire are
now putiing out a special brand for
use in motion-picture studios. Tt
has & million uses; mostly in comedy
scenes where articles of furniture or
actors are hoisted about the stage,
mice are made to run across the
floor, windows must bang open,
lamps fall off tables, ete. .

It was found buried on the’

B-oot in the crack, where there was| g,

(Copyu;sm.) L

HE was a source~of great lnterest

to the people in the valley below—
that unknown girl who bed taken pos-
session of the old Clark farm set
aglant on_ old Smoky Top's slope.
Farmers harvesting' thelr crops would
pavse and glance curiously at the thin
splral of smoke travellng skyward
above the treetops and wonder why
she was there. :

Especlally young John Hayes wbo
had recently inberited his {athers
broad acres on which he and bis
mother lived alone.*

“Your turn will come,” bis mother
frequently phophesied, “And I dare
say Kltty Weatherby will suit me as
well' a5 anybody."”

At which:her son would clumsily
shift the subject. Oh, he supposed he'd
marry Kitty ultimately, but for the
present he had no ?Wlsh to settle hls
fate too definltely.: Had his mother
known that, since ‘the day he drove
to town and parked'next a dusty little
rubabout, his’ mind bad been filled
with vislona of a slender, brown-eyed
girl with sun -gold curls. clustering
under her felt hat,she herself would
not have felt 8o sure.of belog mother-
In-law to Kitty.

Ag fall drew near, one might Indeed
have been pardoned for leaning on the
pasture bars end garing at Smoky
Top, whose sldes were a colorful mass
of reds and greens and browps, set off
by the more somber evergreens. And,
a8 the season progressed, without ran,
John would 8o lear! on the bars. But
sometimes -he would frown and think

of fire.

“Just &' spark and she'd be set off
Uke slit shlugm;." he muttered one
day.

Then one,evening, out driving with
Kitty Weatherby at hig slde, he sud-
denly swung off from the mnin high-
way ontb o hard-packed dirt road that
wound In.sharp, follage-hidden curves
up ‘the mountaln.,

“This s exclting,” giggled Kitty.
“Haven't been up there since I was
2 kid. Besides, I'd ke to catch a
sight of that city girl Jim Law-
rence—" she paused, catching John's
quick look, then continued defantly—
“wwell, he's been working for her; al-
thongh why he shomld, with his, big
tarm—anyhow, he. says she's poor as
Job’s turkey. That her uncle left her
the place, and It's the only home she's
got, and Ehe's got to make It pay, but
Jim snys it wouldn't grow enovgh to
feed a starving cat”

Her companfon's thoughts were &
Jurmble ot speculations. Bo the stranger

‘girl wasn't a rich young lady riding

2 hobby. 8o Kitty was still seelng
Jim, his old rival:

“What Jlm'.says seems to caryy
considerable welght with you,” be re-
merked coldly. ‘Just when—" he
paused abruptly. “What'a that?’ he
.cried. “Sinokel” -

The car shot forward bepeath the
presgure of hls foof while Kitty
clutched his arm in terror, both at
the mad swerve with which they
rounded curves and at the thought of

“Can’t you turn?” she managed to

gosp. . .

John shook his head He hadn't
thought of turning—only of golng for-
ward to find out just where that fire
might be. If it were well above the
farm, the wind might carry it by, ora
well-planned back fire or trench re-
pel It At the best he could get the
girl and bring her down to safety. His
heart glowed withln him and he was
not wndons ot Kitty's grasp on his
arm. ‘

“John, where ‘are you golng? - See
how smoky everything is and—ob, do
you hear that?’ she falrly screamed.

Sounds of cfackling came to them
through the acrld, darkenlng at-
mosphere.

‘Then ds they swnng around the
bend, they saw the fire. It was the
farmhonse itself, and John's expert
eye saw at once that, set as the old
house was in the very center of the

clearing, there was little likelihood of |.

the surroundlng forest catching.

Two hurrylng figures were moving
to a safe dlstance what few pleces of
farnitare they had evidently been able
to take from within the building.

John, followed by Kitty, leaped to
the ground.

“No use trying to save the house,”
yelled Lawrence “Let rer ‘burn. My
wife here—’

“Your wifel” both Kitty snd Jobn
cried the word.

“Marrled only this afterngon,”
shonted Jim,” still busy:
chairs and tables. “Chimney must
have caught while we were. gome.
Sparks on the roof did the rest. Makes
no real difference. Golng to live at my
place, of course.” He threw a tender,
protective glanée at the zirl wh
seemed loveller snd even mors aesin
able than John, remembered her, “The
old tinder box might as well go cne
time as another.”,

And so it dfd, burlng clear to
the ground until only the binckened,
smoldering embm were left. And it
seemed to Jobn'as If, hidden in the

debris, were the ashes of his fdle
dreams. Idle because he had made no
effort te briog v.ym to fruition.

“You seem 'dréadfully qulet,” com-
plalned Kitty o8 they drove home-
ward.

For answer, J ohn resolutely put his
arm sbout bher plump welst. Then,
“It's abont time you and I -thought of
our own wedding,” he sald. ‘Mother's
been expecting 1t this long while."

Atter all, realities are better than &

dream. Perbogy:

logging | .
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