[IMEBROARY, 1903,

1-Stripping cgzs [rom the fomales,
4--Huuling the cateh up on the whart.

Great Lalies were so thickly populatad
with fish (hat at cerlain seasons of the
2L N7 year countless thousands of them died
of disease. brought about by their over-
crowding in the streams and shallow bays of the
lakes., In those good old days, not twenty years ago,
the author was a farmer lad living on a little farm
whose acres stretelied down to the sandy beach ‘of

(;{ T IS not maﬁy years ago since all of the five

Lake Erie, and it was not an extraerdinary thing for’

this nine year old urchin-to malke a “catch” of more
than he could carry, and that before Lrealdast, But
all of thai has changed. Each year has added a
dozen or more new fisheries to the hundreds of old
ones scattered along the lakes, until now the best
fish have become so scarce that Unele Sam has been
compelled to establish fish hatcheries ar convenient
Pplaces in order to supply cach year millions of arti-
ficially raised minnows to the natural stocl in the
waters. :

OFf all the fMinny tribes in ihe Great L.akes the
whiteflsh {s the most valuable, so when it beeame
apparent that this species was threatened with ex.
termination Uncle Sam began Investigating tho mat-
ter. The whale length of the great Inland lokes was
carefully examined, ang it was finally determined to
build the blggest whitefish hatchery in the world at
Detroit, Michigati., Why Delroll was chosen instend
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ith Uncle Sam*@ i

‘Great Lalkes.

2—Drylng the nets after o caich,
—'.Toseph' pulllng In the net,

“Goin' t' be a big kelch this mornin’!” sald Cussy.

Although Cussy was down in blacl and white as
Uncle Sam's oldest fisherman, and the only one
among the lot who had not passed a civil service
examination, he was ashamed of his name zoing
abroad, and had It not been for a little confldence
on the part of one of the rowers I provably would
never have known the old man by any other appella-
tion than -that of “Capm Billy,” by whleh “the old
cuss,” to guote ene of his nicknames, is known at
every place where whitefish are planted along the
Cap'n Dilly s an old man, and ho
swears by everything that is sacred that his pipe Is
as old as he, He is grizzled and weather-beaten and
ag lgnorant of the three'R's as a South Sea Islander.
The only reason why Willlam Cussy annually pilots
one of Uncle Sam's fishing expeditions, and that
without having passed the eclvil service examina-
tion, is because from end to end of the lakes he i3

tha only man yet discovered who can “smell whitefish,

“It's woin’ t' e a whale of » big keteh!” repeated
Cap'n Billy, with some einphasls, “Th'g millions of
em under ug, erowdin’ thick. I can smell em!”

For a few minutes the rowers exerted themselves
just enough to hold thelr own agalnst the currewnt,
while Cap'n Billy stralned his eyes to locate hindself.
The lights of Detroit were going out ong by.one as
the mist lifted from the rlver and soon Balle Tsle

shermern—

rubher pouclt of tohagco,

d—Sorting the males und remales,
—Starting obt to sct the net.

J., Olivier
Curwood

circling out into the river, and then turning grad-
nally toward the shore agaln. DBelween the two
forces the net was continually kept taut. As the
shore eame,In view agaln, a small rowboat shot
alongside, and a shereline. exactly like the ono
attached to Joseph's reel was handed from it to Cap’n
Billy, who in a trice had fastened it to the cale spar
of the olther end of the net, This line was attached
to the second reel at the fishery, As this brayl was
logsed into the river Cap'n Billy put his handz
trumpetlike to hig mouth and shouted back through
the fog: ’

“Brayl ho!"

Almost a quarter of & mile away we could hear
the cracking of whips, the exciied shouts of the
drivers urging on Joseph and his less famous matao,
and the noisy creaking of the reels. 1t is easily seen

Chow the big net was now being drawn in toward
‘the shore, In the form of a great arc.

It reached
down into ihe water forty feet, so all the fish, or the
majority of them, that were inside the arc would be

_eaptured,

“Th' ain't be'n a day Hke this for three years!”
sald the old man gleefully, flling hls- pipe from a
"I buls we talkes o (on!®

On ghore, lanterns had been tlghted and hung over
the edge of the low wharl where {he seine was to
B drageeds Bt sha vedes ana e ' )



/%{ }| owih figh what oi certain seasons of the
BN | vear countless thousands of them died
e of disease bLrought albout by their overs
crowding in the streams and shallow bays ol the
lakes. Ir those good old days, not twenty years ago,
the author was a farmer lad living on a lttle farm
wlhose acres strelehed down to the sandy heach of

Lake Erie, and it was not an extrpordinary thing for

this nine year old urchin to make a “ecateh” of more
than he could carry, and that Lefore brealkfast. But
all of that has changed. Each year has added a
dozen or more new fisheries to the hundreds ol old
ones scattered along the lakes, until now the best
fish have become so scarce that Uncle Sam has been
compelled to estallish fish hoatcheries at convenient
places in order to supply each year mitlions of arti-
ficially raised minnows to the natural stoclk in the
watars., ’

Gf all the {finny iribes In (he Great Takes the
whitefish is the most valuable, s0 when it became
apparent that this species was threatened with ex-
termination Uncle Sam began investigatlng tho mat-
ter. The whole length of the great inland lalkes was
carefully examined, and {t was linally determined Lo
build the blggest whiteflsh hatchery in the world at
Detroit, Michizaii, Why Delroit wag chosen inetead
of Chicago, Buitale, Cleveland, or any other lake city,
e be seen by o glance at o map. IRach yoar white-
fish make a “run” to their spawning grounds. That
is, in shoals of millions, they seek out a shallow,
sheltered lake or bay, where there is plenty of food,
where they may denosit their eggs. It happens that
Lake St. Cinir, from which fiows the Detroit river,
ig the favoritec haunt of the whitefish during the
spawning season, and as they had to pass up through
the Delroit river to reach it the government con-
cluded that the hest place to fish for them with nets
would he in that stream. So on Belle Isle, opposite
Detroil and abont five or six miles from Lake St
Clair, lhe big fishery that now restocks all of the
Ialies wag built. .

The day I spent with Uncle Sam’s fishormoen he-
can cobld and misty.  Dawn had not yet begun Lo
hrighten the sky. The flickering lantorns of Lhe
fishermen twinkled here and ithere as they made the
nets ready and harnessed a horse fo each of the two
big recls Lhat pulied in the scines from the rlver.
Then to “loseph’s” reel was fastoned o ropo some
hutdred fathoms long, the other end of which was
firmly tied to one end of the huge net thal was Lo be
taken out inlo the river.

“A-lo-ah!” .

Whatever the word meant it acted like magie.
The gray December mist had hidden the shore line
and everything Dbut tht glowing lanterns, Dbut
through it the beat of Joseph's hoofs as he wound
up the slack rope, the creaking of the big reel, and
the shullling of rubber-coated men hurrying down to
the river announced that the day of Tnele Sam's
fishermen had come. Almost hefore the last echo
of the cap'n’s shont had died away across the river
the long boat, wilh its great pile of net. had pulled
out from the shorve, A Dbrisk wind was coming in
from Lake 3t Clair, bringing the chilling fogw with it
The rain that had drizzled all night had ceased, but
hatd left the alr so c¢old and so uncomfortably. damp
Lhat even the rowers continued to deep on Lheir rub-
ber suits, :

v

“hegan pulling it toward the shore, very slowly.

Uncle Sam’s oldest fisherman, and the only one
among the lot who had not passed a civil serviee
examination, he was ashamed of his name going
abroad, and had It not been for a little confidence
on the part of one of the rowers I probably would
never have known the old man by any other appella-
tion than that of “Cap'n Billy,” by which *“the old
cuss,” to quote one of his nicknames, is known at
every place wlhére whitefish are planted along the
Great Lakes. Cap'n Billy is an old man, and he
swears by everything that s sacred that his pipe is
as old as he, He Is grizzled and weather-benten and
as ignorant of the three R's as a South Sex Islander.
The only reason why Willlam Cussy annually pilots
one of Uncle Sam’s fishing expeditions, and that
without having passed the clvii service examina-
tion, is Decause from end to end of the lakes he Is
the only man yet discovored whoe can “smell’ whitefish,

"It's goin' ' be & whale of a big kefeh!” repeated
Cap'n Bllly, with some emphasls, “Th's millions of
‘em under us, crowdin’ thiek. I can smell 'em!”

For a few minutes the rowers exerted themselves
Just enough to hold their own against tho current,
while Cap'n Billy strained his eyes to locate hipiseld,
The lights of Delrolt were going out one Ly one as

the mist lifted from the river, and scon Beile Isle -

bezan looming up, with the goverimsnts fuhuery
faintly outlined agninst the dull gray of the woaods.
On the dock running a hundred feet out into the
water n few shadowy figures could be distinguished,
and beyond them standing out big and gaunt in the
uncertain light, old Joseph, who has ihe honor of
having pulled in more fish than any other horse in
the world, When Joseph came info "view Cap'n
Billy began chanting “time,” the boat surged ahead,
and the day's work began in earnest.

I crept up beside Cap'n Billy on top of the big net,
There were twenly thousand square feet of if, piled
up in folds so Lhat it would slip off into the rivar
witheut tangling. 'To be cxact, if steod up like a

“tennis nel it wonld have been five hundred and fifLy

Teel long and forly feet high, In his arms Cap'n
Billy hugged the brayl, an oak spar whicl spreads the
end ol a net. IFrom this bLrayl the shore-line
strolehed through the water to the reel, now almost
three hundrad I'nthoms away, where Joseph stood
ready to begin winding a¢ the word., Up Lo this time
none of the net had bacn soet, bult when the shore-
ling had almost drawn tant Capn Billy gave a lunge
and the big spar plunged into the river. At the same
time Cap'n Billy roared something unintelligible to

‘me, and as he shoved me head over heels into the

bottom of the boat I had a momentary vision of
Joseph as he began to slowly wind the reel,

“I didn't know you was there, sir, or I wouldn'l
throwed it,” apologized the old man.. “Likely as not
you'd gone overboard wi” th' net if yon hadn't got
dewn guick.™ : T S

A mystery was now unfolding itself before my
eyes. I had often wondered how sueh.a huge net
could be set withoul becoming entangled. IL was a
simple matter to set pound nets out in the lake., Bat
thiz was so different. Yet it was all clear to me in
a few geconds, Imagine this great “lennis net” with
ils heavy spar plied up in the stern of the boat. As
the first of the net slipped over Joseph and his reel
At
the same time the rowers redoubled their exertions,

rubber pouch of Lobaccee,
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forces the mnet was continually kept taut. As the
shore came. in view agaln, a small rowboat shot
alongside, and a shore-line exactly like the onc
attached to Joseph's reel was handed from it to Cap'n
Billy, whe in a trice had fastenad it to the cak spar
of the other end of the net. This line was atlached
to the second reel at the fishery. As this brayl was
tossed intp the river Cap'n RBilly put his hands
{rumpel-like to his mouth and shouted bkacl through
the fog: : ’

“Irayl ho!"

Almost a quarter of & mile away we could hear
the cracking of whips, the exclied shouts of the
drivers urging on Joseph and hls less famous mate,
and the noisy creaking of the reels. It is easily seen

~how the big net was now being drawn in toward
‘Lha shore, in the form of o great are. It

reached
down into the water forty feet, so all the fish, or the
majority of them, that were inside the arc would be

ceaptured,

“Th' gin't be'n a day Mle this for three years!”
safd the old man gleefully, flling hls. pipe from a
“T bets we takes ooton!”

On shore, lanterns had been lghted and hung over
the edge of the low whart where the seine was to
be drogged; but the mist and fog wus clearing rap-
Mly, and by six a'eleel, when the nel was half n,
Lhe day had fairly come. Falthlully old Joseph and
hiz mate wound round and round at a dizzying jog,
wihile men bronght row upon row of crates and
tubs, buttouned thelr rubber coats tight up about their
necks, and then stood [n anxious groups watehing
{or the first sign of the incoming net.

Ag [ stood with the others, Cap'm Billy came up
beside me ‘with a chuekle. “I never seen Josef pull
quilte s¢ nard,” he grinned; [ bets we takes a ton!”

Soon we could see little dashes of spray whitening
the end of the brayls. The net was almost in. A
moment more and a score of hands were dragging
it out upen the slippery low wharl. Cap'n Billy
chuekied, rubbed his hands, puffed his pipe, and
when the flest sight of the freight mét his eyes,
turned back with tho rowers Lo get a cup ol collee,

As more and more of the net came in, men in rub-
her hoots met the fish almost before they were out
of the water, and disentangling thoem tossed them
into long floatlug crates. These crates were sixteen
foel fn lengtly, five feet wide and ffve feet deep, and
no more than 300 whitefish were placed in cach.
Oeeasionally plekerel and bLig, sihmy carp came ap
with the others, and were thrown back on the wharf
Once there was a shout almost ot my elbow, and
the water ab our Teet boiled under the lashing of an
enormons sturgeon. 1t is an unwritten law that the
stealt of a sturgeon caught in the net shall be
divided amoung the fisherinen. Almost in less time
than it takes to relate it, half a dozen gaffhoolks ha:l
dragged him ashore. I afterward found he tipped
the seales at 103 pounds-—a pretty good sizo for the rivor,

I followed one of the c¢rales as it was towed to
the “strippers,” and alter a llttle Capn Bllly joined
me there. With a dip.net the fish were laken from
fhe crate singly, and barely @uching 1t with his
fingers an axpert passed upon its gender. I a male
it went into one (ubk; 1 a female, Into another. A
nipe was continually spurklng fresh water into these
tnbg, and beside each sat a atripper, with two pans
in front of him, and lwoe other tubs awalting tle
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strlpped fish. Cap’n Bllly stood in front of one of
iieso receptacles, and suddenly making a dive held
up a large female for me to examine.

“He's green!"” he explained, soberly.

I toole the fish in my hang@is, It was big and hand-
seme, and so firm and Hvely that it nearly flopped
out into the lttle canal ihat led te the rlver.

“He's hard as a stun,” sald the old man, “an’
sreen as grass!” . b

Iror a moment he peered into the tub again, made
ancther dive, and handed me a somewhat smaller
ipecimen than the other, oo .

“Ha's ripe, sir!”

Tiie fish was solt and fabby, and along itk belly
| could feel bundreds of tiny lumps llke fine Lird-
shot. I returned it Lo Cap'n Iy, and he logsed it
to the stripper, who in turn deltly tuelod the head

o the whilefish under his arm and ran his forellnger

dowly along its belly. From the vent the ova ex-
daded in a tiny stream.

“Twenty five thousand algs £i* thet one figh, shr!”
:nld Cap'n Billy with an alr of {riumph.
an them thet don't hateh, them as dies In transpor-
tation, an' them as is et by other fishh before they
grows old enough to take care of themselves, they'it
he ten thousand good, eatable fish fr' them inside cf
two years.,” I looked askance at the stripper, who
I knew had passed the Civil Service examination, but
he nodded aflirmatively.

“You see if we hadn't caught her, probably ndt
cen per ¢ent of her ezgs would have been fertilized
sy the male,” he said. "Thewn her spawning ground
o St Clalr might not have beon a good feeding
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‘few would have starved;

“Reckonin' .

.sands of glass Jars, through

115

Lalf an heur, but oftener not Untll nearly a week hag
passed.  Two black dots appear, which are the eyos
of the eoming fish; the vertchra lollows, delleately
colled, thoe tuil finully breaks through, the head Dbe-
“comes dislinet, and o flsh 13 born thal somo day will
hecome the possible prey of tho nevertiring Nimrod.

i Tl
T

ground, and of the ten thousand natched all but a -

and the mejority .of the
few remaining would have falien a prey to other flsh
while very small, We figure that every good female
will produce ten thousand matured fish if atiended
to by the Commisslon, while {f allowed to pass to
the spawning ground probably not & score wolld live
for the fisherman of 1904.” o

Tor a time after that my stripper was too busy to
talk,
side reputation as a corn husker showing you stunts
In the cornfield, you have some Jdea of ow whitellsh
como and go In the hands of a nian who lknows his
pusiness at stripping, Not unt!l three quarts ol oggs
wére In the pun before him did ho ceaso hig exertions
for an instant, and then only to scleet ono of thé
Llggest and finest looking males he could fish from
the tul. 'The milt was added to the eggs, the whole

placed In a ten gallon can partly filled with water, -

thoroughly agitated, and in something less than
seven minutes the atripper told me 3,000,000 ezgs had
been fertilized, and were ready for the hatchery. '

A modest, unpretentlous-looking frame  building,
in sultable envirenment easily mistaken for a coun-
try chiurch, Is the United States fish commisslon’s
hatchery at Detlroit, the largest In the world, To
thig plant the egps are carried, and placed in thou-
which water Is con-
tinually flowing with brookside melody. To the bot-
tem of each jar runs a iflny spigot, and the ftresh
stream coming from thls keeps the eggs dancing
until the miillons of wriggling little crealures spring
to MHle, *The ezes begln to swell, sometlmes withln

- a new world,
1f you have ever seer g man with a couniry-,

“ He now beglns to take his first lessons in swim-

‘ming. Thig is the perled when {n his native elemeont

" he would almost surely fall a prey to his voraclous

CItin, . But here week by weelk he develops, grows

astronger, and finally begins taking a trip of explora-
“ tion all hig own. . A tlay stream of water is always
;‘-‘comlng up under him.- So, some winter dny, he strug- ..

- gles over the top of a jar, . He is now in a higger and
It s a blg trough, with a stream of
water flowing through it. Naturally the baby white-
flsh heade upstream, and every {nch of the way he
losos he glves up with n struggle. Then he comes
to another trough In which tho weter Is still deeper
aud gwlfter, St strupgling to meke his  way
against the currcnt, ho {8 -bornoe along, untll with o
lltlle splash Lo shootls into o great, blaclk tank, big
enough and deep enough for boys to swim- in. Here

" through all the long winter he grows larger and

slronger, and when the first days of Aprll come he
is an lich or more in length, and seo strong and ac-
tive that it 3s pretty cértaln he will never make u
meal for any other fish.

The fry In the Detroit hatchery are-tiny fellows
now, but (n the spring there will be 450,000,000 lively
minnows for Mlchigan waters alone, and many mil-
lion others for plants all along the Great I.rlkes,
These Intter will be distributed by the splendld fish-
car Attikumaig, which is fitted out with troughs and .
tanks similar to those nt the hatchery. Some con-
ceptlon of the magnitnde of the operations at the .
Detroit hatchery may be had when it is understeod
that nearly three hundred bushels of {ish eggs will
pe hatehed thiz winter,

An American Barony.

Sir William was a man of singular force of

way.
He set about hisg

character and greai resources.

= =
coat is yours; take lt, my red brother—my gift from
the Creat Spirit”




speeimen (lan e owner,

“I%e’s ripe, siel” ‘

The flsh was soft and flabby, and along its belly
[ could fecl hundreds of tiny lumps ko fine bird-
Jhet, I rebarned it to Cap'n Dilly, and be fossed it
1o thoe stripper, who In turn deftly tueked the head
of the whitefish under his arm and ran his foreflnger

slowly along its belly, From (he vent the ova ex-’

aded in a tiny stream,

“Twenty five thousand algs fr’ thet one fish, sir!”
sald Cap'n Bliy with an alr of triumph,
on them thet don't hatch, them as dies In transpor-
tation, an’ them as is et by other fish before they
«rows cld enough to teke care of themselves, they'll
be ten thousand good, eatable fish fr' them inside of
twa years.” I locked askance al the stripper, who

! knew had passed the Civil Service examination, but .

he nodded afirmatively. .

“You see if we hadn’t caught her, .probably ndt
ten per cent of her eggs would have been fertillzed
by the male,"” he sald,
in St. Clalr might not have beon a geood Teeding

“Reckonin'

“Then her spawning ground
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come and go In the hands of a man whe kuows his
business at atripping, Not until threo quarts ol cpes
were [n tho pan belore him did ho coase his exortions
for an Instant, and then enly to scleet eno of the
Llgzest and linest lookiug males he could fish from
the tub. The milt was added to the eggs, the whele

placed in a fen gallon can partly filed with water, -
“thoroughly agitated, and in

something less than
seven minutes the stripper told me 3,000,000 eges had
been fertilized, and were ready for the hatchery.

A modest, unpretentiouslooking frame’ building, '
in suitable environment sasily mistaken for a coun--

try church, Is the United States fgh commisslon’s
hatchiery at Detroit, the largest in the world. ™o

thig plant the eggs are enrried, and placed in thou- :
sands of glass jars, through which water {s con-

tinually flowing with broskslde melody. To the bot-

- tom of each jar rung a tiny spigot, and the fresh
" stream comling from this keeps the eggs dancing

until the m!llions of wriggling little creatures spring

to lle. The eggs begln lo swell, sometimes within

to another trough in which the waler !y sifll deoper
and  swifter.  SUN strugeting o ake bls way
agalngt the curvent, he 13 borne along, until with a
ltito spiash he shools Into o groat, black tanlk, blg
enough and deep enough for boys to swim- in. ITere

" through all the long winter he grows nrger and

stronger, and when the firat days of April come he
i3 an ineh or more in length, and so strong and ae-
tive that It is pretiy ceriain he will never make u
meal for any other fish.

The fry In the Detroit hatchery are tiny fellows
now, but in the spring there will be 450,000,000 lively
minnows for Michigan waters nlone, and many mil-
lion others for plants all slong the Great Lakes.
These !atter will be distributed by the splendld fish-
car Attiumalg, which is fitted out with troughs and
tanlks similar to thosé at the hatchery. Same con-

. ception of the magnitude of the operations at the .
“.Detrolt hatchery may be had when it Is understood
" that nearly thres hundred bushels of fish eggs will -
. he hatehed Lhig winter, - § o

An American Barony.
?OHNSON HALL, the

only slructure in all
America  which  can
rightfully claim the
honor of being a gen-
uine Dbaronial castle, -is still
standing, about a mile from the
village of Johnstown, north of
the Mohawlc river, in New
York., The tract of land in the
{midst of which this fine old-
time mansion was erected was
given to Sir Willlam Johnson
by reyal grand.

William  Johuson came (0
Awmerica in 1738, to take chavge
of land helonging to his uncle,
Sir Peter Warren, in the region ol the: Mohawl Val-
loy.  He begawe a great favorite wilh the Indians,
as ho dealt honestly with them, lcarned their lan-
suage, and conformed to thelr manners: indeed, in
time he tools Aary, a sister of Brant, a famous Mo-
hawle chief, lo his home as his wife. When he
French and Imdian war broke out he was made sole
superintendent of Indian afairg, and his great in-
fluence kept the Six Nations from favoring the
French., Fe attended grand councils of the Indians
and was adopted jnto the Mohawk tribe and made a
Sacherm.
intendent of the Six Nations, was created a major
general, amd Jed an expedition intended [or the
captwre of Crown Point, then in possession of the
French, In 1758 Johnson was knighted and the King
zave him the appointment of superintendent of In-
dian alfairs in the North, At the close of the French
and Indian war the King gave him the tract ol land
referred to above, being one hundred thousand acres
of land north of the Mohawl river, Its actual pos-
scssion, howevar came aboul in o most peculiar

In 1733 Johnson was appointed Hole super- ~

way. Sir Willlam was a man of singular force of
eharacter and great resources.. He set about his
business of acquiring power and influence by a pro-
fuse and charming as well as most original hospital-
ity. Among his guesis on one occagion wag a2 power-
fil sachem of the Mohawk tribe named Hendrlk.
Johnson had a very beautiful embroidered coat

which the savage chief set his heart upon possess-
ing. So one morning he announced in the usual 501
“Brother, me

amn sedate styie of the red man:
dream last night”

e
[P e, oy

JOHNSON FALL.
“Ah,” answered Sir William, “and of what did my

red brother dream?” N

“Me dream,”:said tlie Mobawk laconically, “that
the embroidered coat was mine?:. s o
“guraly dreams are fram the Great Spirit, aré they
not?” sz2ld the baronet. -
“Yes, oh, yes.”
S Al Areams?”
“Truly, all dreans.”
“Phen,” gaid Sir William devoutly, “of course the

T

coat Is yours; take it, my red brother—my gift from )

the Great Bpirit”

The sachem never moved a muscle of his Imper-
turbable face, but doubtless chuckled far within at
the ease with which he had imposed upon the pale-
face. But in the long run the impositions are not for
the simple savage. Sir Willam bided his time, and
when, not leng after he returned the chief's visit, he,
too, slept, and in his slumber dreamed, or professed
to dream a dream. .

“wWhat did my pale-faged brother dream?” in-
quired Hendrik, not doubting that he weuld be called
upon to .repay the coat with some trifling gewgaw,
but wholly unprepared for the astounding demand
that foliowed,

Sir Willam lLad dreamed to some purpose, no less
than that a certain broad tract of land—the bulk, in
fact, of the best lands of all the Six Nations—should
be given up to him, to him and his-heiry forever.

The discomfited Indian was al first inclined to
demur to this ineruily.

“What' exclabimed Sir Willlam, “are not dreams
from the Great Spicit?” .

e Mehawl lagubriongly enough, supposed they were

“phien,” said the wily bavonet, “the land iz mine.”

Phe Ingian sat in stolid silence for a while; then,
rising majestically, he answered: “Yes, brother, the

Clond is yours, bub you must have no morg such

dreams.” |

It wag in the conter of this great domain, theows
suds upon .thousands of acres, that Johnson reared
hig stately palace. by far the finest and most lordly
régidence of colonlal times—-nt least, north  of
Mason's and Dixon’s line, The main bullding was of
wand, while upon either flank-—in what military men
call “defensive relations”—were two block houses
solidly constructed of stone and pierced with port-
holas far guns. )

Phe tales of what went on In this barenial ball,
as lianded down by tradition in the neighborhood are
worthy or rather unworthy of romance,
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