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SWAMPY.

A Tzleof the * Black Cypress.”

L — =

BY KIRK MUNROE.

From a dense thicket of jupen, over which
a yellow jasmine had clambered so luxuri-
antly, and hung such a wreath of sweet-
scented fiower bells as to form a screen al-
most impervious to light, a crouching figure
pecred eagerly out.

I'he form was that of a boy perhaps 16
years of age, but with a face so thin and
shrewd that 15 might have belonged to a
man of 60. It was tanned, freckled, and
weather beaten ; and was shadowed by a
thatch of sun-bleached hair, that the boy
every now and then pushed back from his
eyes with an impatient gesture. The gray
eyes had a stealthy and hunted look like
those of a wild animal,

Hewas bare-footed and bare-headed,while
his only garments were a blue cotton shirt
and’ a pair of coarse trousers much too
large for him and turned up at the bottoms.
They were supported by a leather belt, still
showing patches of tawny hair and 1nto this
was thrust a knife.

This boy was known far and wide a8
¢ Swampy,” and 1f he had ever borne any
other name he, as well as others, had for-
gotten it.

He was the outcast of that thinly settled
Southern neighborhood ; his hand was
against all men and to him was eredited all
Flle mischief ard thieving of the commun-
ity.

He was rarely seen by daylight, but at
night he prowled about the countryside, and
shadowy glimpses of him were always fol-
lowed by the discovery of looted chicken
roosts, spring ltouses, or melon patches,

Many a fruitless trap was set fot him,and
he had eluded many a hot chase. He
laughed to scorn all efforts to bring him to
justice, and defied his pursurer from the
trackless fastnesses of the great swamp,
in which he always found a secure re-
treat.

It was generally known that some where
within its black depths, amid whose tan gled
cane brakes panthers, bears, and wild cats
roamed unmolested, where water moccasins
and alligators abounded, and where tempt-
ing beds of greenest moss concealed deadly
bits of shiny ooze, old Jake Minders had
for years maintained a moonshine still,
though no living man had ever visited or
seen it ; and that here his son, the boy only
known as ¢ Swampy,” had remained alone
ever since the disappearance of the old man
who, either dead or a fugitive from justice,
had now been missing for many months.

How Swampy lived none knew nor cared.
His neighbors only swore whenever they
spoke of him, and wished he would cease to
live at all or would follow his father to parts
unknown.

Tven Swampy wondered why he stayed
where he did. The only reason he coull
give to himself was that he knew and loved
the Black Cypress, with a knowledge and
love belonging only to those who have
passed their livesin a single house, Amid
its gloomy shadows he bad dwelt cver since
he could remember, and for aught he knew
he had been born in the swamp.

His life was as cheerless and lonely as
can well be conceived ; but although he
never worked and knew not the meaning
of the word * study,” it was a fairly busy

one. He had a living to get os well as any t smoke-house had gone with him.
one elee, and he got it by hunting, trapping.

fishing, and stealing, all of which were to
him perfectly legitimate occupations, He
had never been taught that stealing was
wrong, though he had received from his
father'many lessons of a nature that he was
not likely to forget on the enormity and
disgrace of being caught at it.

Thus when the boy was thrown upon his
own resourceg he stole whatever he con-
gidered necessary to his comfort as natural-
ly as he breathed or slept, and was more
than proud of the knowledge that he had
never been caught at it.

The principal scene of Swampy's depreda-
tions was Cypress Knoll, a plantation that
bordersd on the swamp in which he made
his home.

It was near by, abounded in the very
things he most needed, and was less care-
fully guarded than other places whose
owners lived on them.

Tts owner, whose name was Addis, was
compelled by businesa to spend most of his
time in a distant city ; but the plantation,
Jeft in charge of an overseer, was kept up
after a fashion, principally, so Swampy was
pleased to fancy, for his special benefit.
Although there was much thieving on this
plantation of which Swampy was both inno-
cent and ignorant, 1t was all credited to him
in the reports made to its proprietor.

About a week before the time with which
this story opens, Mr. Addis, accompanied
by his wife and their only child, a little 5-
year-old daughter, arrived unexpectedly at
Cypress Knoll, on a visit of inspection.

The proprietor soon discovered that he
had been systematically robbed on all cides,
but, so far as he could find out, every one
was honest and innocent save ** Dat tievin’
young debbil of a Swampy. Tell yo’, sah,
him so keen fer stealin’ dat he steal de toof
outen yo' head, an’ nebber get cotch if yo’
ain’t look out. Yes, sah, pears like him
lottin’ fer to car off der whole plantashun
‘fore him dun got troo!”

So against Swampy was the proprietor’s
wrath directed, and vowing to bring the
young rascal to justice before he left the
neighborhood he laid many plans for the
lad’s capture.

Ot all this the boy remained in such ignor-
ance that he found no reasen for ceasing
his stealthy visits to Cypress Knoll when-
ever his hunger or other necessities seemed
to demand them,

He even began to visit the place by day-
light and more frequently than ever, for he
had learned that it possessed a new attrac-
+ion for him, and one so fascinating that he
could not resist it. Dainty little Mildred
Addis,with her happy laughter and bewitch-
g ways, Was a revelation to the young
outcast of the swamp, and to lie hidden in
some tangled thicket from which he could
watch her became his great pleasure,

He soon digcovered the favorite haunts to
which Mrs. Addis always accompanied by
Mildred, took her work or book on warm,
drowsy afternocons, Near one of these he
would wait for heurs, aud when they ap-
peared would watch with almost breathless
delight the butter-fly movements of the
child.

Swampy hed never heard of angels, but
hewas intimately acquainted with birds,
and to hiz “ntutored mind the little one,
srith her brightness, #siutiness, and inces-
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jery she ran toward her mother.

| the solidly pa
| the walls showed how he had escap

sant motion, was like one of the exquisite,
ruby-throated humming birds that flashed
to and fro among the jasmine flowers, and
to himeelf he called her ‘*humming-bird.”

On this particular afternoon Mrs. Addis
had sought the shade of a giant live-oak,
beneath which she sat absorbed in a book,
while Mildred played near her,and Swampy
from the thicket in which, crouched like a
wild animal, he had long waited for their
appearance, watched her with a swelling
heart and a strange longing to be in some
way different from what he was, arid more
like the people whom this ¢hild could know
and love. ' :

At times the child came so close to gather
the yellow flowers that hunF about him that
he could have touched her,but he erouched
did mnot discover his presence.

Suddenly on one of these occasions a half-
grown Newfoundlandpup appeared from be-
hind a elump of shrubbery, and with awk-
ward gambolings and loud barkings made
straight for the little girl. Witha frightened
An instant
later Swampy, fancying that the child was
in danger, and naturally hating dogs because
they were always set onto him, had sprung
from his concealment, seized the animal's
throat in his sinewy young hands, and would
have choked it to death had he not in turn
peen grasped from behind and forced to loose
his hold.

Mr. Addis and the owner of an adjacent
plantation, who had been but a few steps
behind the dog, and who misunderstood the
cause of Swampy’s attack on him, had
gprung to his rescue.

¢« \Who are you? You young villain
What are you doing here ! And what do
you mean by this outrage *” demanded Mr.
‘Addis, sternly, as he tightened his clutch
on the Jad’s arm, and slightly shook him.
To these questions Swampy, Bangry and
sullen, made no reply.

ot It’s that young cub of old Jake Mind-
er’s !” exclaimed the other gentleman, with
o keen look at the boy’s face. *“The most
audacious young scoundrel in all these pa rts,
and one who ought to have been sent to the
chain gang long ago. Swampy, they call

him, and——" :
«« Swampy ! interrupted Alr. Addis,
¢ why, that is the name of the thief who

has been robbing ms right and left for some
years past. 1 was going to ask you to help
me organize a hunt for him. Well this ia o
bit of luck. Aha, you young villan ! So you
thought youwd kill my dog, did you, for
fear he'd interfere with your thieving
His services won’t be needed now, though,
for to-morrow I'll put you in a place where
you won’t have a chance Lo stenl anything
more for some years to come. In the mean-
time I guess thesmoke-house will be a good
ﬂnr.:ugh place for you to spend the night
in.”

So the unhappy lad, still doggedly silent,
and feeling humiliated as mnever betore in
his life, was led away and thrust into the
darkness of the stout log smoke-house, the
heavy door of which was securely padiocked
behind him,

For the rest of the afternoon he remained
there, and late at night the regt© who car-
i ried him a supper of corn bread and & jug
| of water reported that he was still safe,

i In the morning when they came to take
him to the county jail he had disappeared.
A hole burrowed as though by a fox through

cked earth un-:lernﬂath] one of

ed.

' Not only had he departed, but every ham

' and side of bacon that had hung in the

When this was repotted to Mr., Addis
that gentleman’s chagrin knew no bounds,
and he vowed he would not rest until
Swampy was again a priscner,

By noon messengers seni far and wide
had summoned to Cypress Knoll half a dozen
neighbouring land owners, as many servants,
and a score of dogs, With this assistance,
Mr. Addis proposed to draw the swamp
eovers and hoped to speedily run this human
fox to earth.

After lunch as the hunt was about to-
gtart the shouting men, ncighing horses,
loud-tongued dogs, ereated a merry confu-
sion on the broad Jawn that sloped down
from the house to the very edge of the great
swamp.

¢« Remember,” called Mr. Addis, * the
thief must surely be taken this time. He
is the curse of this community, and deserves
no more mercy at our hands than the
beasts with which he shares his hiding-
place.”

«« Aye, aye! We'll have the young cata-
| moun* before night, never fear " wasg shout-
ed in reply as the noisy cavalcade dashed
away.

Their leader was the last to mount ; and
as he did so, little Mildred, joyously excit-
ed by the confusion which had no meaning
to her beyond that of a frolic, darted irom
her mother's side and begged Ler papa
to take her with him.

Laughing at the child’s request, and in
spite of her mother’s protesting exclama-
tion, the indulgent father swung his dar-
ling np on to the saddle in front of him,
put spurs to his horse, and was off like =
gshot.

At the bottom of the lawn he set the lit-
lte one gently down and bidding her run
back to her mother plunged into the gloomy
shadows of theswamp, amidwhich his com-
panions had already disappeared.

The sounds of merry horns, baying
hounds, shouts and barkings grew fainter,
until finally they were lost in the forest’s
depths, and the peace of silence once wmore
brooded over the borders of the dark swamp,
and the sun-bathed plantation beyond.

It was dusk ere the weary hunters, an-
cered by failure, began to struggle back
from the glades among which their unsuc-
cessful quest had been made. Men, horses
and dogs were alike covered with the ooze
and slime of the swamp. All were seratch-
ed and torn by the thorns of briars and ty-
ty bushes, wait-a-bits and wild rattan,

Mr. Addis was among the first to emerge
into the open, and as he did so he wae met
by o group of frightened women, one of
them sprang forward erying shrilly, Mil-
dred, my baby ! where is she? Give her to
me at once ! Oh, it was cruel! cruel ! to
take her into that awful place

The hunters reined shortly up, and gazed
at one another with blanched faces. ** What
do you mean 1" demanded their Jeader husk-
ily. *The child has not been with us. 1
gent her back from this very spot hours
2g0."

He had hardly spoken, and had no time
to spring to her aid, ere his wife fell sense-
less to the ground.

Quickly, and far, the dread news apread,
Mildred Addis was lost ! She had not re-
turned to the house after dashing away in
that mad gallop with her father, and must

1
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have followed him into the awful shadows
of the swamp.

Strong men shuddered as they pictured
the helpless little one wandering, terrified
and alone, amid the horrors from which they
had just emerged, her tender flesh torn by
thorns, and her uncertain footsteps dogged
by prowling beasts. -

Fearful concerning her fate,dismayed and
helpless as they were, they were also prompt

——

to act and, as quickly as torches could be
brought, they plunged again into the weird
darkness of the vast swamp.

Within an honr and less than a mile away
they found the child sitting between two
buttresses of a great, moss-hung cypress
and sobbing as though her little heart woulil
bresk, MHer dainty dress was torn, mud-
stained, and thickly splattered with biood,
although she herself was as saie and un-
harmed as when last held in her mother’s
arms,

Directly in front of her, and barring the
recess formed by the projecting butiresses
of the tree, lay a confused mass, which, as
the torches were held lower for a closer in-
spection, resolved itself into two dead |
bodies.

One was that of ahuge panther, bleeding
from a dozen wounds and with the knife
that had dealt them driven deep into his
heart.

The other body, frightfully torn and
mangled, but with a hand still elutching
1:113 death-dealing knife, was that of a mere
HL.

As one of the men turned it over and
revealed the white, set face, he started back

—

with an oath. “ By , men, it'a
Swampy ! and we’ve been hunting him while |
he's been here fighting to the death to save
the child !”

They laid Swampy away next day in ¢t he
family burying ground of Cypress Knoll.
The place from which he had been driven
was proud to receive him. TFrom those
who bad scorned him he had won the hom-
age due only such as are willing to lay
down their lives for their fellows.

All this happened many years ago. But
to Lhis day no stranger is allowed to pass
through that section of the far South withs-
out listening to the story of Swampy, the
voung outcast of the Black Cypress IXnoll.

THE SCHIPKA PASS.

Archibnld Forbes' Stirring Plicture of

Defence,

This moment of confusion and wavering
was well chosen by the Turks for an ad-
vance m great force from the western flanlk-
ing spur toward the high road in rear of
the Russian position, while another column
from the eastern spur moved down simul-
taneously to join hands with it Well
might Captain  Greene, the American mili-
tary attache with the Russians, whose ad-
mirable work is the authentie record of the
war —well might he write that ‘‘ the mo-
ment was the most critical of the cam-
paign.”

The momen% was dramatie, with an in-
tensity towhich the tameness of civilian !
life can furnish few parallels. The Rus-
gian general, expecting momentarily to he
environed, had sent out from between the
fast-closing tentacles of the great octopus
which was embracing him, a last telegram
to the Czar, defining the inevitable issue,
telling how his brave men had striven to
avert it, and pledging them and himself to
hold out, with the help of God, to the bit-
ter end and the last drop of their blood. As
the afternoon shadows were falling,
Darozhinski and Stolietoff stood in the
Turkish fire on the peak of Sz, Nicholas.
Along the bare ridge below them lay the
grimed, sun-blisterec men, beaten out with
heat, fatigue, hunger, and thirst ; reckless
in their despondency, that every foot of !
grourd was swept by tne Turkish rifle fire-
Others still doggedly fought on down
among the rocks, forced to give ground, but
doing so with sullen reluctance. The clifis
and valley echoed with triumphant shouts
of **Allah il Allah !”

Stolietoff eries aloud in sudden excess of
excitement, grasps Darozhinski by the el-
bow, and points down the Pass. The head
of a long black column is plainly visible
against the reddish-brown bed of the
rock. 'The troops akout them spring to
their feet.

The Turkish war-cries were drowned
in the wild clamor of cheering which the
wind carried from the sore-pressed defend-
ers of the Schipka, in glad welcome to the
comrades hurrying to help them.—[Archi
bald Forbes,in the April Seribner.
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The Pioneer.

Just  hundred years ago (in 1792) an in-
ventive English nokleman declared that it
was possible to make gship move by the
aid of ¢ steam,” without ‘ masts ov gails,”
and, having spent as much as he was pre-
pared to aflord on repeated costly plans,
oraved some assistance from the States. Of
course the department (beinga wet blanket)
stringently tied up its loan, but, having be-
come persunded by the result of his experi-
ments that he had hope of success, it under-
toolc to build a small vessel for the would-
be-inventor, to be navigated ‘“by the.steam
engine ”’ on the condition that if it feiled
¢« a1l the expense should be made good by
him.” 'This generous enterprise of Lord
Stannope was highly lauded at the time,
the popular verdict being thus expreszed :
¢ 1f it answer, the advantage to the pub-
lie, particularly in inland navigation, will
be immense,”

In this casethe recognition of a pion-
cer’s possible ‘“ ngefulness” was exception-
ably favorable. If the Tnquisition had then
held power in England his ignoring of the
mystic wind’s influence might have got him
into mischief. But the courage of the true
discoverer seldom fails, When Galileo was
compelled to recant his heresy about the
motion of the earth he whispered to a
friend, as he rose from his knees, ‘¢ It moves
for all that.” So, too, at last does the caun-
tions world when some one audaciously pro-
poses to find his way over a stream or gulf
which has never been crossed, or about even
the existence of which nene have ever
troubled themselves at all.
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He Was Sorry.

Housckeeper—* This is the twentieth
time to-day that I've had to come to the
deor to to tell peddlers that I did not want
anything.” :

Peddler—** Very sorry, mum-”’

Housekeeper—*‘It's some comiori to
know that you are sorry, anyhow.”

Peddler—*¢ Yes, mum, I'm very sorry you

don’t want anything, mum,”

THE ATLANTIO FLOATING ISLAND.

A Detached Piece of the Continent Sajid to
be Floating in Mid-Ocean.

Unless the latest news of the drifting isl-
and in the Atlantic has failed to reach us,
nothing has been heard of the remarkable
mass of earth, roots, and verdure aince it
was sighted on September 19 last. At that
time this bit of the New World seemed
destined to add a trifle to the area of the
Old. It was far north and east, and, con-
sidering its limited experience innav igation,
was making good progress toward IEurope.
It is probable, however, that the October
storms tore it to pieces and scattered its
fragments over the ocean floor.

Saveral months ago some information
about this remarkable sailor was given.
Reports as to its size, printed soon afterits
discovery, seem to have been exaggerated.
The mass was said to have an area of about
two scres. We have no reason, to believe,
however, that it was seen before July 28,
when it appeared to be nearly square in
outline, with a length of about a hundred
and ten feet on each side, which would give
:t an aren of less than a third of an acre,
At that time it was nearly in the longitude
of the Bermudas and the latitude of Wil-
mington, Del. It was in the centre of the
Gulf Stream, o mass of earth thickly cover-
ed with tropical grass and bushes, whose
roots apparently held it tegether. The
mass was elevated above the general level,
in one part, until the bushes thav crowned
it were thirty feet above the sea, It was in
plain view at a distanc? of seven miles,

Nearly a month later the floating island
was seen again, It was August 10, and the
Gulf Stream had carried it a little north of
ihe latitude of Boston. It was south of
Newfoundland, was approaching the Grand
Banks, and was in the track of transatlan-
tie travel, More than two weeks later, on
September 13 and 14, two vessels came
across the wanderer, There was u heavy sea,
and the traveller from the tropies was hav-
ing a hard time of 1t The floating mass
was not, however, demolished by the vio-
lence of the waves, for it was secn again on
September 19. It was then in the latitude
of Cape Breton Ieland, was northwest of
the Azores, and almost in mid-ocean, ‘1%
has not been reported since, and probably
failed to reach Kurope. From the first to
the last reports, this waif from tropical
America certainly travelled 1,075 miles,
and its total journey may havs been at
least twice that distance. ;

Floating islands are nota novelty. Parts
of large river banks, particularly within
the tropizs, are sometimes torn away, CArry-
ing not only a great mass of vegetation, but
also insects and reptiles, hundreds of miles
down stream. These floating masses are a
very common oceurrencse in the river Plate
of South America. Floating islands are
also observed at sea now and then, but we
are not aware that they have ever Lefore
been reported at so great a distance from
land, or that they have bee found hitherto
in the northern track of ti uslantic com-
merce. The island whose progress over the
ocean has just been traced for a remarkable
distance, suggests an idea thatis of great
interest to geographers and geologists,

The fact that many close or complete re-
semblances were found to exist between the
fossil and living flora and fauna of parts of
the earth that are separated by grealoceans,
has long been regarded as evidence that
these widely severed regions were once con-
nected by a land bridge which, in the course
of time, sank benecath the sew. It is well
known that seeds enclosed in shells nob
easily penetrable may float in ocean currents
tor many hundreds of miles and produce
their kind on the foveign shores they reach:
but scientific men have not been able to see
how land animals and many varieties ol
plants, most of them now known only as
fossils, could be identically the same or
very closely allied in regions severed by
wide seas unless these regions Wwere once
connected by a land bridge.

\We have now undoubted proof that & lit-
tle speck of land, torn from some coast or
river bank, crowned with vegetable if not
animal life, has drifted. half way across tne
ocean. It seems reasonable to suppose that
floating islands, some of them many times
larger than the island we have deseribed,
may have played an important part in the
distribution of species with which they
have not generally been credited.
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The Most Oareless Creatures that ever
Lived-

home some nights ago a bib
work, and his wife
if his overcoat and

He came
tired from a busy day’s
waited until he had goto
gat down.

«Did you get that piece of silk 1 asked
you to bring?” she inquired, seeing that
he had not laid it before her,

“Yes, dear ; I left it out there
hall.”

“]id you gev the pins?”

«Yes dear.”

¢ And the ribbon 17

“YEB.”

¢« And Bobbie’s shoes?”

“Yes”

¢t And a hearth broom ¥”

Yes "

¢And a wick for-the kitchon lamp?”

“Yes,”

¢¢ And some matches

#Yes, they are with the other bundles.”

«And did” you see the man about the
coal 7"’

¢Yeg, it will be up on Monday.”

¢And the man to fix the gratein the
dining-room?”

¢+Yes, he's coming as soop as he can.”

«And did you go and pay the gas rate ”

“Yes dear.”

¢t And—and—oh, ves, did you order
a new shovel for the kitchen?”

¢N—n—no,"” he hesitated, I forgot it. i

“(GGond gracious ?” she exclaimed. What
did you do that for? You know we needed
that shovel, and I told you about it the
very first thing when you went to town
this morning. I do think you men are the
most forgetful and careless creatures that
ever lived.” '

‘ And she was cross for the restof the
evening, :

in the
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The Chinese detective force is a secret
body, and the best organised in the world.
They have an eye upon every man, womal,
and child, foreign or native, in China, and
in addition watch over each other,

The Old Cemetery of Barcelona is in truth
a ¢ city of the dead,” Streetsupon streets
of walls, with five or six stories of niches,
i1to which the coffins ‘ave placed, give one
indeed the idew of a-deserted city. This
fashion obtaing all over Spain and in some

A purts of Italy,

Men Fossess It in Common YWith the
Lower Animals.

A cat carried 100 miles ina basket, a
dog taken, perhaps, 500 miles by rail, in &
few days may have found their way back
to the starting point. So we have oiten
been told, says a writer in the London
| Spectator, and no doubt the thing has
happened. = We have been astonished at
the wonderful intelligence displayed.
Magie, I should eall it.  Last week 1 heard
of a captain who sailed from Aberdeen to
Avbroath, He left behind him o dog which
according to the story had never been in
Arbroath, but when he arrived there the
dog was waiting on the quay. I expected
to believe that the dog had known his
master’s destination, and been able Lo in-
quire the way overland to Arbroath. Tru-
Iy marvelous! But really, it is time to in-
quire more carefully as to what these
stories do mean ; we must cease to ascribe
our intelligence to animals, and learn that
it is we that often posscss their instinct.

A cat on a farm will wander many miles
in search of prey and will, therefore, be
well acquainted with the country for imiles
round. 1t is taken fifty milesaway. Again
it wanders and comes across & bit of coun-
try it knew before.  What more natural
than that it should go to its old home?
Carrier pigeons are taught “‘homing’’ by
taking them gradually longer flights from
home, so that they may learn the look of
the country. We cannot always discover
that a dog actually was acquainted with the
route by which it wanders bome, but it ia
quite absurd to imagine, as most people at
once do, thatit was a perfect stranger to
the lay of the land, To find our way &
second time over ground we have once trod
is searcely intelligence ; we can only call it
instinet, though the word does not in the
least explain the process. Two years ago
I first vizited Douglas in the Isle of Man. 1
reached the station at 11 p.m. I was

nided to a house a mile through the town.
[ scarcely paid any attention to the route,
yet next morning I found my way by the
zame route lo the station, walking with my
head bent, deeply thinking all the time
about other things than the way. I have
the mstinct of the locality.

Most people going into a dark room that
they know are by muscular sense guided
exactly to the very spot they wish ; s0
people who have the ingtinet of localitymay
wander over a moor exactly to the place
they wish to reach, without thinking of
where they go. There may be no icental
exercise connecled with this. I have known
a lady of great intelligence who would lose
! her way within half & mile of the house
she had lived in forty years. This feeling
about place belongs to that ypart of us that
we have in common with the lower crea-
tures. We need not postulate that the
animals ever show signs of possessing our
intelligence ; they possess in common witk
us what is not intelligence, but instinct.

J

et

AT THE BOTTOM OF THE SEA.

No Wreelingze in the Deepest ol the Gceamw
Depths.

An extraordinary circumstance that
has Tbeen noticed with interest and
that always creates surprise when
learned, is the entire absence  of
foreign matter in the deeper part of the
ocean’s floor. Of all the vessels lost in mid-
ocean, of all the human beings that have
been drowned, of all the marine animals
that have perished, of all the clay, sand and
gravel let fall by dissolving icebergs, of all
the various substances drifted from every
ghore by shifting currents—not a trace re-
mains, but in their place water from 1,000
to 2,500 fathoms in depth covers the uniform
deposit of thick, bluish, tenacious slime call-
ed globigerina ooze.

A bit of this under a powerful lens is &
revelation of beauty not readily forgotten.
The ooze is composed almost entirely of the
daintiest, most -delicately beautiful shells
imaginable. At depths greater than 2,500
fathoms the bottom of the sea consists main-
ly of products arising from exXposure, for
almost incaleulable periods, to the chemical
action of sea water, of pumice and other
voleanic matters. This finally results in
| the formation of the red clay deposits that
are considered characteristic of the pro-
! foundest depths of the ocean. Carbonate
of lime, which, in the form of the shell of
foraminifera, malke up solarge a part of the
globigerina coze, is here almost entirely ab-
sent.

Sea water is very nearly a universal
gsolvent, and before any shell, large or amall
reaches the bottom of these tremendous
abysmsit is chemically eaten up, literally
dissolved—a result which the enormous
pressure of the water must materially
hasten.

At 1,000 fathoms the weight of the water
pressing on all sides of an object immersed
to that depth is very nearly one ton 1o the
square inch, or more than one hundred
times that snstained at the sea level, and at
the greatest depthe the pressure is g0 in-
creased that it would seem mnothing counld
withstand it—in fact, heavy metul cylinders
let down with the scunding apparatus are
sometimes, on being drawn up again to vhe
surface, found bent and collapsed ; strongly
mude glass vessels which the melal in-
closed are shattered into fragments.

et R

Timely Appearance.

¢ May I ask you, madam,” inquired the
gentlemanly caller at the front door, re-
moving his hat, ** if there has been a large
and successful cooking school in this neigh-
borhood for some weeks ?”

¢t There has,” replied the lady.

¢« 3ome member of your family has been
in attendance, perhaps,” he ventured.

¢« Yes. Two of my daughters attend
itill

v Ah1” rejoined the caller,
¢ A pood cooking school is one of the ad-
juncts of an advanced civilization, I am
always interested to notice the advance of
o community in the knowledge of the
gentle arts and sciences that go to muke
up the sum of human happiness. But I
have allowed myself to forget the business
upon which I have ventured to call,” he
continued, briskly opening o small valise.
¢+ T am introducing a small but comprehen-
sive work, entitled ¢ The Horrible Curse
of Dyspepsia and Indigestion ; How Cured
and How Removed.” The prics is only
guventy-five cents and 1 can assure. you,
madem— Thanks, Good morning "

|

3

|

pleasantly.
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The line of railway whieh was first con-
structed cost £37,568 per-mile, abont ¢%
per cent. above the estimazze. :




