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FOUR DOGS.
3
The han'somest dog I eve
Crooks, with a h:::c leer)

‘;:,"’“ & mother bird distreseed
. fear some fallow would find Wer peat;
o' 0ROo & rabbit family meel,
&“m the game of hidean™-sesk,
ofien & wavin’ bush or limb
Wn-ummrumka-alnnm-;
u:-“.m would thus appear
Th: Start right off for it, crazy quick,
Same a8 & twa foot lunatic:
His mind would probably lose its grip
Goncernin’ the object of the trip:
Az’ be'd come home, some time that das,
A-lookin' as If to try 10 say:
“You're all of ye eq'al queer:"

i
Thesavagest dog I ever ses

(Sald Snooks, with & thoughtful air)
Was one the governor ient 1o me,

A.-ﬂ 8aid he was good for bear.
An’ he was an interestin’ might,
ﬁ‘l'!!ﬂil' the other dogs 10 fAght:
ﬁl‘l boldly draw "rm up U the gams,
Avn’hurl suathemas on the same:
They'd follow him sira'ght, an’ own the corn,
That he was s reguiar leader born:
Bn.l when the bear would open his jaws,
An' make s parenthsis of his pawe,
Thin dog stepped back with merciful smits,
AR Jet the other ones lead awhile.

But atill he would skirmish near,
Ax’ yell. blagpheme, an tear aroon’
Th? outer zarta of the battle groun';
An’ pass his comrades. wounded red,
To worry 1he animal when "twas dend:
“Then, epick 81" span a8 a dog could be,
He'd say. with » wag and a wink at me:

“T’'ve human natur’ to spare!"

jiin
The foo'ent dog 1 ever see
{%aid Crocks—same afternoon)
Was one the coroner traded me,
An' said be was good for "coon
An’ be was a cur of fair appear.
An’ carried the blood for & fine career;
Bul ¢'en &'most every other night,
As 3000 &8 the mmoon would bob in sight,
He'd chase it of in elegant style,
For somethin’ less than & hundred mile;
He'd keep a-goin’, an’ never stop.
Unill he was all prepared to drop;
But if, by chance, be could gtay it dewn,
He'd think he bad rua {tout of town.
An’ pext day, not 100 soon.-
All eovered over wih consclous shams,
Fecauso he'd falled 1o bag his geme,
He'd sneak 1t home with & lengthened jaw,
A5 1f he had married 8 mother fo-iaw:
Yot scemed to be sayin’, I had & whim,
To them who tried for to laugh at him:
“You're all of you got your moon:"

Iv.
The homeliest dog [ ever see

(Sald Spooks, with an alr of thought)
¥Tas one the mianister gave 1o me,

An" said b= war good for naught
But somehow r other, day by day,
He atruck his gait. an’ he made bis way;
He J'ined the famlly, one by ons,
But didn"t perform s= the pampered son;
He carried a cheerful tail an” face,
But wasn't des'rous to embrace;
He dion’t go snifn’ along our wrack,
Bot s'lnys was glad to nes us back:
He baiped at huntin® sn” loved the fun,
But al™ays knowed who earried the gun;

Hoschemed a2’ worked an' fought
To keep the thlevers from our abode,
But pever wounld superintend the road;
He managed to be our love an’ pride:
An’ when that [allow fell down sn’ 4
He Baa & duryin® such s men
Gets give 1o "em only DOW &R’ then:

For bonesty can’t be bought!

—Will Carieton, In Harper's Magazina

-

HITINERS VA
[Coprright. 1894, by
the Author.}
OUNG BAR-
CLAY has dis-
i appeared acd
i left me, Tsu
J Yan, a little
Japanese wax
cherub, to

| it
guard his desolate quarters from my
perch on the chandelier.
Ah, how different it all is from the
oid days when he used to langh and
talk to me and call me his guardian

angel! He loved me then for her sake,
for she gave me to him, you know.
And now to desert me like this! Chin-
gan! it is too bad!

I feared something of this kind would
happen, though, when he discovered
that she did not really love him; bat,
dear me, why could he not have found
some one to take her place, inatead of
vanishing in this ridiculous way?

It was not my fault that he was sold
out. | rouid only quiver with indigne-
tion when, aflter his disappesrance,
that disagreeable old uncle d

it snd fell plump upon the bald head o
the auctioneer beneath me.

*See! ladies and gentlemen,” he cried,
picking me up and holding me on high,
“'a messenger straight from the Celes-
tial kingdom. What am I offered for
this remarkably healthy specimen of a
Jupanese angel?”

Some one bid a dollar. “Fie upon
stch a bid!” said thesuctioneer. “Why,
the memories stored in this comical lit-
tle head, of past scenes enacted here
below him in these jolly bachelor quar-
ters, are alone worth five times that
sam:"

If he but knew! That sad night,
for instance, after young Barclay had
seen her for the last time! Yes, the
memories were worth more—to soma
people

*“Ten dollars” she exclaimed.

“Evidently she wants it,”” whispered
Wraggles to his friend “‘Suoch a bid
for 3 common little wax figure like
that!™

The brute!
Elea

No one bid against her, and | was
soon in her muff being tenderly carried
home—to my first home.

Straight to her room she went, and,
locking the door behind ber, took me
in her hands and looked sadly into my
ryes

“Tsu Yan,” she whispered, "l am so
sorry! I think 1 really did love him,
after all; but he was so foolish and in

I never did like Wrap-

AND HOLDIXG ME ON HIGH.

guch a hurry. He should have waited
and given me time. But he has gone
pow—no one knows where—and | am
the cauee!"

She raised me to her lips and kissed
the littleshaven spot on top of my head.
As she did so a tear fell down upon my
cheek. Oh, that tear! 1t trickled down
deep into my heart, which closed about
it snd guarded it as the dearest pearl
ever brought to light. Yes, she wept—
wept for poor young Barclay, for her-
self, for his love and for the conse-
quences.

Some one knocked. Hastily drying
her eyes and thrusting me out of
sight, she opened the door.

‘Twas the maid with a card—the
card of that other man.

She came back to the room, and for
a long time guzed pensively out of the
window into the street below, where
the other man’s trap was being led to
and fro. With a sigh she left the win-
dow and slowly walked downstairs to
the drawiog room.

In an hour she returned, and coming
straight to where I lay, took me in her
hands and sgain looked fizedly into
my eyes. Dut this time her eyes were
dry. They were no longer the ‘‘damp

KING ARTHUR NO MYTH.

A High Ofcer A the B
1the Roman Oceupntion.

Vihen Geoffrey of Monmouth wrote
his Listory of the Britons he wrote it
like a classical epic, but with the in-
spiration of French chivalry and le-
pend. Thus Caxton had little difficulty
in making acceptable Sir Thomas
Malory's translation of the Arthurian
legends as they had been written in
France. His edition was published in
1485, with a preface in which he says
that the nine most celebrated men in
the world are three pagans, three
Jews and three Christians, the
pagans being Hector of Troy.
Alexander the Great and Juline
Cewsar; the Jews, Joshua, David and
Judas Maccabseus; and the Christians,
Charlemagne, Godfrey of Bonillon,
and King Arthur. He says that many
men believe “there was no such Ar
thur, and that all such books as be
made of him be but feigned and fables,
Ly cause that some chronicles make of
him no mention nor remember him no
thing nor of his knights.”

But the skepticism of the time of
Caxton, which continued until the end
of the eighteenth century, is not at
present scientificc. Themoderns do not
doubt that King Arthur existed. He
was a superior officer of the Britons,
whose rank was known in the time of
Roman rule as “Comes Britanne.” He
moved about in Britain as Agricola or
Severns would have done:- His position
naturally entailed the association with
his name of hercic legends. Malory's
originals were romances written
in French, which he transisted
literally, but reduced in length. The
stories were based on Rreton folk-
lore which came from Great Britamn
and was transmitted through the Nor-
mans in the eastern portion of Brit-
tany. The entire Arthurianlegend, as
used by Malory, is Bretom, but the
great legend is Welsh. Johm Rhys,
who writes the preface to this pew
edition, is persnaded that Malory,
whose birthplace is as unknown ss
that of Homer, was a Welshman.
Malory made of the Arthurian legend
the Iliad of English prose literature,
and used many of Homer's set phrasea.
Hin knights, when they leaped to the
ground, invariably “avoided” their
horsea. The strokes they dealt were
“sad,” and there are keen touches of
feeling in every incident. Hia style is
admirable. Tennyson, in the parting
of Arthur and Guenever, did pot ex-
press more pathos than Malory in the
parting of Guenever and Launcelot.—
N. Y. Times.

“TEXAS JACK"” RUN DOWN.

The Budding Bandit, Masked and Heavily
A . Prot ol His 1

Seventh distriet station house, Phila-
delphia, the other night. The desper-
ate character had been captured by

“Texas Jack” was locked up in the|ban

TAMING OF THE COWBOY. '|

s Assweored tha Matrimenlal Adverties.
ment of an Eastern Widew.

“I've drove a team of ten mulolnl
judge, an' I've punched cattle all the
way from Texss to Mauitoba,” said &
broad-shouldered, well-knit man with !
gray hair and a gray mustache, ad-
dressing Judge Gutmann. “I've stood
up before a Texaas norther and a Da-
kota blizzard. 1've gone over the ‘Bad
Lands’ in the dead o’ summer. I've lived
in the saddle for seventy-two hours
at a stretch. I've broke bronchos and
I've drunk Kansas shisky. I've dome
everything rough thata cow puncher
had to do, but a year with that wom-
an comes nearer being ten years in
tophet than anything I know of.”

“Tell me all about it," said the

dge.

“It was this way, judge,” said the
man. “I'm from the plaina T was a
‘cow ‘puncher’—a cowboy, you know.
Life was pretty dull with us. We used
tofill up once in a great while, an’
ride through town om our ponies,
shootin’ our Winchesters in the air—
once in awhile puitin’a hole throngh
a window pane or a plate-glass window
—an’ lead the mounted police & lively
chase—just for the fun of it, judge—
no harm .intended. Then once in
awlrile we'd get in a saloon an’ put out
the lights sn' spill enough lead to
make a mile of water pipes. But it
vas dull, judge, compared to life in
Albany.

“We're not as dumba lot o' menas
they pleture us, judge. There wasn't
aman among ns that couldn't read,
an’ we'd all seecn somethin’ of the
world Some of us was preity
hard, I'll admit. Dut as a rule we
never killed a.man unless we had to
An’ full o fight as we mights be,
judge, an’ rough and tough, we never
stole anything. An’ we never stuffed
‘ballot-boxes

“We weren't & dumb lot, judge. We
had active brains an’ we used to get
pretty tired sittin’ 'round the big fire-
place. A man can't be -contented
drinkin’ whisky an’ shootin' an*spittin’
tobacoo juice an' blowin' smoke an’
swappin® stories, judge. . He's got todo
somethin' else. He's got to feed his
brain. Well, to keep things a movin’
we used to read the Police Gazette an’
Century. There was another paper we
gotat the ranch, too. It was the Matri-
monial Weekly. Women was scarce in
our country an’ we used to like to keep
in with them. One night oneo’ the boys
read an adveritisement that said that a
widow with iwo children and = little
money would like to get married. 'I'm
not so rich that I can afford not tc
work, san’ I'm not too proud to keep
boarders,’ it read.

“*Town of the Dutch! sex I, when
the boy readin’ it said she lived in Al-

¥-
* “Town of the Irish,’” sez one of the
boys. ‘Keep away from it, Bill."
“That's my name, judge, Bill—Bill

Officer Stone, and the Iatter, new on
the force, was as prond of his uphm]
as 8 hen is of her first egg. Stone was
patrolling his beat at Third and Green |
streets when he moticed a auspicions-,
looking figure crawl over a back fence |
on Green street. The figure on the
fence wore heavy boots, into which
were tucked embroidered velvet tron-

violets” young Barclay used to call
them; for they were hard and defiant; I
yet, withal, I thonght I saw a touch of

sadness.
“Tsu Yan,” she said, abruptly,
~good--good-by!” and, going to her

secrelary, she took out a little ebooy |
box, which she locked, and then,
horror of horrors, placed me within it
anl turned the key!

I do mot like it in this box. It is
very dark and stupid. Besides, there is
a withered ruse in here xhose thorns
are very sharp. The thorns prick me
often. 1 do not think the rose likes me,
because, | suppose, I come from the
land where its rival, the chrysanthe-
mum, grows

I know that she is mot happy, for
only last night I heard her from my
gloomy prison sob herself to sleep.

Ah! it is better, 1 thins, to be a little
Japanese sngel in a black box than =
silly mortal in love!

ROYALTY ON RUNNERS.

The Grand Mepiay Mads by the Mad
King of Bavaria.

The unhappy Ludwig of Bavaria,

who was drowned some yYears ago, was

the first king of modern times who

made a business of reviving the splen-

his intention of selling all of young
Barclay's things at auction. That old
uncle! How | hate him—he never did
likke my master.

Oh! that terrible auctiom—I shall
never forget it! Sprinkled smong the
motley crowd of buyers, were & few of
young Barclay’s friends who knew him
in the old days wheh she first gave me
to him. They bought & few trifles to
help preserve his memory; for, in spite
of his youth and wildness, young Bar-
clay had some good avd true friends.

My heart was very heavy, ax one by
one, my old comrades were put up and
gold. Among the first to go was my
chum, the skull tobacco jar. His teeth

TET TAX, A LITTLE JAPAYXESE WAX
] CHERUB.
rattled in his fleshiess jaws with dis-
* may ms an old Hebrew curicsity dealer
clateheil him eageriy.

Toward the end, she came in, accom-
“Ak! She has not
* forgotten,” thought I. “'She will sare

e from these despoilers.™

' Yet, fear reized upon me, for the sale
" almost over, and: no one had no-
me, dangling aimlessly from the

loolked?

- Torror gave me strength. Stralaing

p8 the Thrvad which deld e, | beoke

did trappingsof royalty used inolden
times on 50 extensive a scale. With
him everything in the line of furnish-
ings had to be gilt, or of the most
precions material obtainable for the
. His passion for erecting
fangastic casties and villas ‘made him
s bankrupt, and these buildings are
now used for show purposes only.
Some of the finest specimens of this
sort of decoration built by the order of
King Ludwig are the various carriages
and sleighs designed for the king’s use
on state occasions. Among them is a
sleigh which attracts the attention of
all lovers of the picturesque. It is a
Yery Rorgeocus means cCOnveyRnce.
rich with precions melals. splendid
furs, and all the modern improvements
money can command.

Seated behind its high glass win-
dows, enveloped in stately robes, the
halfcrazy monarch used to ride over
the dangerous passes of the Alps be-
fore daylight. His horses wore a
string of small electric lights on their
collars. Flectric lights were also fas-
tened to the helmets and caps of the
cavalrymen that galloped in front of
the sleigh.

“The mad king is coming,” the poor
peasants used to say, for they had
learned to expect him on any extremely
dark night, if the moom were not
shining.—Harper's Young People.

—*"Hicks and Mabel went skating
last week, and had s terrible fall over
an embankment™ “Desr me! Any-
thing brokea:?" “Yes. Their engage-
ment."—Harper’s Bazar. i

—ieorge is Greak and means hus-

-away.

bandman. The name i= popular to-

day. not ouly {n Greece and the Ballkan
statex, Lut alao In Bussly sud Bogisnd.

5

sers. A short velvet coat, a wide som-

brero snd a belt, with gleaming revol-

ver and knife, completed the costume.

The face was covered by a thick mask. |
The fignr jumped down to the pave-
ment and was gnickly caught in the

firm grasp of Officer Stone.

“Here, unhand me, cur!™ shouted the
captive. “Know you not that 1 am
Texas Jack?" Stone’s heart beat faster
as he realized the importance of his
capture and he hastened his pace con- |

Brownell.

“Well, I wrote, an’ it ended in me
eomin' to Albany with two hundred
dollars an'a trunk full o' clothes an’
silverware. Wewasmarried. Theday
after we was married [ lent her the
‘money an’ the silverware.

Then the trouble begun. She made
me make the beds, judge. Think of it!
A mao that had slept for yearsona
blanket laid on the ground—no feathers
but the snowflakesan’ no lamps except
the moon an’ stars—a man that had
slept many & night in the saddle sa'
many & week by the side of a camp-fire
—a man like that makin® beds.

“Then she made me wipe the dishes
an’ warsh the clothes. It was tough,
judge, but | didn't have a cent an’
conldn’t get work, so I did it.

“Yesterday we bLusted up the parl-

siderably. He dragged his pr
before Sergeant Brown, at the station-
honse, and said, laconically: “Texas
Jack—suspicion of robbery.” *‘Take
off your mask,” ordered the sergeant,
sternly. The prisoner promptly cheyed
and displayed the tear-wet face of an
overgrown boy. ‘1 didn't do motin’,
mister, honest,” he said. “I was just;
climbin® over our fence so mother
wouldn't see me. 1 want to turn out
with the Merry Men New Year elub™

The sergeant thought it best to lock
him up, and Texas Jack began to ery.
Abont midnight the great scout’s mam-
ms came and took him home.”—Phila-
delphia Inquirer.

CORRECTING AN ERROR.

Bad Ma th
Evwea for Sharp Boggars

As a comfortable citizen was going
home about mine o'clock in the even-
ing, he was accosted by a tramp.

“Please, sir,” said the needy one,
“give me some momey to buy bread.
1 have not had anything to eat for twe
days.”

*“That’s a long time between meals,
isn’t it?" he smiled, and forked over a
quarter.

About the rame hour the pext even-
pg. the same tramp, not recognizing
him, strock him again.

“Please, sir,” he said. “‘give me some
money to buy bread? 1 have not had
snything to eat for two days.”

‘Three days, don’t you mean?" re

the citizen.

+No, sir; 'm telling the truth; it
two days.”

“Bat you are mistaken.”
the citizen. “You told me last night
that it was two days then, and an
other day has been added since. Of
course, vou wouldn’t lie about it, but
all of us are linble to mistakes, and ]

wish to call your attentiom t«
it in paming. Good evening,” and he
sailed sway, leaving the beggar with
a caae of sstonishment in. aggravatec
form, and mnothing to cure it withix
sight. —Detroit Free Press.

A Littls Overdons.
Struggling Pastor—Where are m)

slippera?
Wife—The last pair you had were &
worn out that 1 bad to throw them

““Haven't ] any move?”

“No. the *people have not beeg send

ing alippers for several years.”
“Humph! Theee comlic Fp-wlgiu

#0 by suppresesd."=N. ¥. Weekly.

lulmhml}hm it becomea

p. judge. 1 made up my mind to
walk back to Dakota an’ tell the boy=
that I'd been played for a sucker.
They'd stake me to a pony an'I'd be
happy again. When I came to leave
she wouldn't give me any other pante
nor my silverware. [ want to getthem
an’ leave New York forever.”

The judge told Court Officer McKier-
oan to bring Mrs. Brownell to court,
and this merning she appeared befors
the judge.

“Now, why don't you give the man
his pants?” asked Judge Gntmann.

“Becanss I won't give them to him.
That's why,” snapped Mrs. Brownell.

“‘Bat you don't wear those trousers,”
said the judge.

“No, but she'd like to,” said Brown-
ell.

“Youn give him his pania and save

rself trouble,” said the judge.

“All right,” said Mra. Brownell.

“How about the spoons?” asked the
ex-cowboy.

Mrs. Brownell insisted that her hus-
band had given them to her, and re-
fused to return them.

*] can't make this eourt & collection
agency.” said the judge. “You take
that to some other court.”

“How about my picture?’ usked
Brownell.

“You'll not get it,” said his wife.

“What do you want with his picture
in the house if yon don’t want him?"
asked Judge Gutmann.

“1 dom't know,” replied his wife.
“He can have it if he'll came after it.”

The cowboy left the court-reom hap-
py. His wife leit, too. But she wasa't
happy.—Albany Journsl.

Her Ides

Briggs—I was up in the country on
Sundsy visiting my grandmother, and
sbout four o'clock in the afiernoom I
got rather tired, so I asked if thers
wasn't anything 1 could do to amuse
myself, and what do you supposs the
old lady ssid?

Griggs—I haven't the least idea.

Briggs—"Why. Henry,” said she, *T
should think you would take s walk
in the graveyard.”—Brooklya Life.

—3Mr. M. D. Conway has discovered
a long-forgotien or overlooked writing
of Thomas Paine, just one hundred
years old, in which occors the follow-
ing sentemce worthy to be inclunded
among the familiar quotations of that
great liberator: “Freedom for oar-

virtue when Wy seels to enable gthers
to enjoy 16"

BIGGEST TREE IN THE WORLD.

A Feirliod Trank I Northwostern Ne-
vada Sald to Be 868 Feet In Length.

The largest tree in the world lies

broken and petrified at the end of a de- |

file in northwestern Nevada. Its di-
mensions are so grest that those who
know of its existence hesitale to tell
the atory because they haridly expect
to be believed, but there is sufficient
evidenea to give the tale eredit, im-
probable though it may seem. This
tree makes the monarchs of the Mari-
posa grove seem like impostors, and
com to “the tallest pine grown
on Norwegian hills to be the mast of
some great admiral is but & wand.” As
for the story of its discovery, It was
thus told by ““Dad” Lyan, of

and supported by other equally well-
known people:

“Rack in 1500 a company of sbout
forty-five left Red Bluff to proapect the
unknown country beyond Honey lake
and Surprise valley. There were in
the parLy lawyers, butchers and shoe-
makers, but we were one-sided on one
point; each individual felt positive
that this was the turning point of his
existence, and that bright, shining
gold in nonlimited quantities would re-
ward the rather unpleasant jaaumt.
The Indians—we called them Ban-
nacks—were atthat time rasing hair,
and very many sudden moves were at
times necessary in order to get rid of
their unwelcome attentions. Finding
but little gold in this section we trav-
sled toward Raker county, Ore.,
through a conntry entirely denuded of
timber. except a few dwarf cotton-
woods along the waterways. Closs to
the Baker county line we céame to an
opening in the rocks about wide
enough for onr wagons 1o go through,
and on either side loomed
five hundred and six hundred feet high.
The crevasse was about fifteen miles
long, and at its end, just to the rightof
the trail, we found a pumber of petri-
fled tree stumps of different heights
and sizes.

“In their midst on the ground lay »
monster tree, somewhat imbedded in
the soll. It was completely petrified,
and from the clean-cut fractures of the
trunk seemed to have fallen after its
petrifaction. At its butt this tree was
sixty feet in diameter. We measured
its length with = tape line. It was
just six hundred and sixty-six feet long.
No limbs remained, but in the trunk
were clefts whereapperently limbs had
broken off. Amberlike beads of petri-
fied pitch or gum adhered 1o the sides
of the trunk for & distance of one hun-
dred fest or more. Where the huge
trunk was broken squarely off the
center seemed transparent and the

marks showed in beantifunl
concentric rings. Its natural appear-
ance was handsomer than sny dressed
iarble or mosaic I ever have seen, and

PERSONAL AND LITERARY.

—In the western deserts s spot of
ground becomes excessively heated,
causing the air above to descend. This
produces sn influx of the atmosphere
from all sides, but unequally, the re-
sult being » gyratory motion snd a
and-storm.

—M. Zola is one of the kind of men
who donot know when they are beaten.
Though he has been rejected six times
by the French academy, and by votes
that have made the successive rejec-
tions contemptuous, he will strive
again for the honor.

—Queen Vietoria is said never to lose
her temper with her inferiors; but her
servanis know that household
ments must go as by clockwork or the
royal lady speedily knows the reaton
why. As a rule, she calls them by
their Christian names and encourages
them to speak freely.

—James B. Scott, who has just died
in Pittsburgh, was honorabiy identi-
fled with the business, educational and
religious life of that city. When the
news of the Johnstown disaster came,
in 1880, he left a sick bed for the scene
of the flood, and he was at once made
the chairman of the relief committee.

—Signor Crispi, the Italian premier,
was for some yearsan exile in England,
and it is said has preserved some Brit-
ish traits of character, among them
that of coldness and indifference. His
home, in a place neay the famous
Piazza de Spagna, has beantiful apart-
ments, but they are nsither rich nor
magnificent.

—Galusha A. Grow, when he took
his seat in the house, foumd there
only two ‘members with whom he
served before—Holman, of Indiana,
and Sickles, of New York—and only
one man in either senate “or house who
was serving when his first term began
in 1881—Senator Harris, who was then
in the house.

—Ex-Lord Abbot Otani Kesho, head
of the Buddhist priests in Japan, died
January 17. Ten thousand mourners
sttended the funeral, including the
members of the imperial family, the
pesrs, and the leading officials of the
government. The scene presented was
one of surpassiog enith The
remsins were cremated.

—In Germany the work of a great
suthor may be suppressed. One of its
courts not long agod ruled that science
is free, but the aggressive young em-
peror. in the interests of his religion,
takes it upon himself to overrale that
high status of literary freedom by de-
claring one of Prof Haeckel's late
essays unsalable. Ilis *Monism, a
Beientist's Confession of Faith,” is now
“police forbidden™ in his own country
—rwhere it ran through five editions in
five months.

—Mr. Henry Vizetelly, one of the

i of illustrated jourmalism, and

we all expressed the opinion that it
would make a wonderfully beantiful
floor and interior finish for some grand
building. —San Fran sisco Examiner.

THIRTY FEET OF SHARK.

The Flany Momnster Which lns for Years
Teorvorised Californis Fishermen.

Antonio Nicolas, a fisherman with
headquarters at San Francisco, has or-
ganized a party with the object of kill-
ing a shark thirty feet long. which has
for years been the terror of fishermen
plying their trade about Point Reyes.
For forty years “Hlack Jack,” as they
call the great sharls has ravaged the
vicinity of Point Reyes, watching for
human blood. He is of the man-eating

pecies, and occasionally geta an appe-
tizer in the shape of bits of fisher
filesh. There are many of the or-
dinary size in Acapulea, and it is said
that San Dicgo is occasionally wisit-
ed by them. But “Black Jack" tow-
ers above them all with ferocions
majesty. He was first seen in the early
fifties by the pioneer fishermen, and
somewhere in the sixties he gobbled &
Nespolitan who was npset just off the
rocks by the surf. Since then he has
had hia ominous cognomen, and has
been regarded-as an object of menacing
fury.

A few weeks agoa “tenderfoot” fish-
erman happened te let his feet dangle
over the side of the boat, when sud-
denly there was 2 swift rush in the
waves, the unfortunate man lost part
of his toes and a large bit of robber
boot. Every two or three years in the
past 2 man has losl a Jeg or a hand
through carelessness of this sort, and
this was by no means the first time.
YWhenever a boat secks the compars-
tive shelter which a bend in the
shore near the main point affords
“Black Jack” is sure to heave
in sight and lurk about until his
greed is either satisfied or disap-
pointed. But “Black Jack" does not
confine his attentions to this point
alone, for frequently he races up as
far as Russian gulch or even Timber
cove, When a schooner was wrecked
five years ago ot the former place the
monster reveled in the disaster, and
two of the bodies that were washed
ashore had been deprived of arms and
legs and even = head—all of which
crimes were laid at the door of the big
shark. At Timber cove, on & quiet
day, when the currentsare waviag the
long kelp to and fro lazily, the ugly,
shining, black fin of "Jack™ may be
discerned from the high blaff above,
scattering stray seals in terror to their
hiding places. — San Franciseo Ex-
aminer.

A Glve Away.

HShe—EKate practically eold herself
when she married old Lord Hroadacres.
She was deeply inlove with Jack Hard-
duppe st the time. A

He—You mean she sold his lordship.

She—Oh! no; she told him every-
thing-

He—Oh! then, she gave herselfaway.
—Halle.

—An advertisement of a feeding-bot-
tle, forinfants, recommends that “when
baby is done drinking, it must be an-
serewed apd Jaid in & cool place nnder
a tap. !f the baby does not thrire on
fresh milk it shonld be boiled.” FPoor
things! We mean the babies, imt many
such bottles are also, and thess liree
Hons surely are. :

on the first day of this year from the
effects of an illness which could be di-
rectly traced to_his imprisonment for

when visiting England lately, was
grandly feted and almost worshiped
s ® great writer. The standards
of literary work, and its limitations,
are yet very hazy.

HUMORODUS.
~—**This rich relative of yours, ishea

distant relative?” “Yes, extremely
distant, since he became rich."—N. Y.
Press.

worry. dear; that's the kind youll
get."—Tit-Bits. _

—Longshot—"'Do you consider horse-
shoes an emblem of luck?" Placer—
“Yes, when they are on the winning

"—N. Y. Times.

—Aeccommodating.—Hardleigh—“Do
you let your wife have her own way?’
Haftoo—*Certainly; and most of
mipe.”—Detroit Free Press.

—“How did yon feel when Miss Mil-
lion refused you?' “Terribly—as
though I had been sentenced to hard
Inbor for life.”—N. Y. Ledger.

—¥What & beaatitul thing is thought,sald sha;
A boon It is to myself and Jim.

1 ait and think b= is thinking of me
And be sits and thinks I sm thinking of him.

—A puzzled Irish ining
the contents of his pocket, blurted ont:
“Begorra, now oi'm in a foine fix; of
dow't kmow which is me preseripshun,
snd which me laundhry check!”

—When the bills for gas and electric glow

A man month after month bas paid,

He's presty apt, 1 think, to know

About the charge of the light brigede
— Buffalo Courier.

—"Dear me!"” cried the nurse. “The
baby has swallowed myrailway ticket.
What shall I do?" “Go and buy anoth-
er right away,” returned the mother.
“I'm not going to have the baby
punched."—Harper's Bazar.

—W.—"Do you believe it is bad Ineck
to an umbrella in the house?”
B.—*Well, I should say so. I opened
one the other day and the owner hap-
pened to be there and recognized it."—
Philadelphia Record.

—Mr. Grogan (telling the story of
the argument)—"'An’ 1 had to sthand
there lukin'at him, shmoilin® th* best
©Oi cud, an' all the toime I was so mad
Ol was grittin’ me teeth behind me
‘boick. "—Indianapolis Journal.

—A Beminder.—Porter—""Dear Herr
Baros, would you be so kind as to put
it down in writing that you haven’t
given me & tip this time, elss my wife
will think I've gone nud spent it in
drink. "—Eemscheider General-Anzei-
ger-

—Tommy—*"1 say,-Mr. Yabsley, ais-
ter Laura said at the table this morn-
ing that she thought you had the pret-
tieat mustache she ever saw.” Yabe-

bear at the table, Tommy.” Tommy—
“But she is going to give me 3 peamy
for telling you."—Tit-Bits

—Mra. Von Blumer—"Let me con-
gratulsie you on your engagement, my
dear. He is 30 charming that I am
really beginning to regret now that my
Clara felt she onght to refuse him.”
Miss Twighenham—"'You musn't Linme
ber, my desr Mrs, Von :.h:.r 8he
m-mhmnnrm a0 s mow, "=

» well-known English publisher, died |

publishing an Eoglish transiation of
Zola's novels—and yet Zola himself, |

—Agnes—"“Well, I want a husband :
who is easily pleased.” Maud—*"Don’s .

ley—"You oughtn't to tell taiags you b

SOLSVILLE MIRACLE.

Restorstion of Philander Hyde

Halpiess and Ded-Ridden-His Recovery
freows Thia Pitlable Condition—5

[From the Syracuse Standard )

ppeared in the colu
] of a numper of cures so remark-
sble as to justify the term miraculous.
These cases were investigated and vouched
for by the Albany Journal, the Detroil News,
Abany Express and other papers whose rép-

. | wiation is & guarantes that the facts were

s stated. schools of medicine
and some of the brightest lights in the pro-
fession had treated these cmses, unsucotss-
fully; and their recovery lster on, théve-
fore, and its means, have crested aprofound
sensatio the

happily supplement same
an equally striking case mear home. The
and the subject is Mr. Philander Hyde, who

gestion. To move
pelled to take great quantities of castoroil
“While 1 was in this condition, cold fesl-
ings would begin in my feet and streak up
my legs to my back and would follow the
whole length of my back bone. Icould not
sleep, I had no appetite, I becoms helpless.
While in this condition I was treated by s
mumber of prominent They did
-en-o-:nod. I soon became
lost all power of motion sven ln my

i

‘began

him hine or any other , B
cut off stimulants. In ten days after
father taking pills, he counld get

ator is
Dr. Willlams® Pink
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Them, of she dide't obtain It in
South Dakota.™ sosurel”
;Momnmﬂhdjwm- there.”—Bufls-

Mercury,
nu:?wmmmy mued of
:mmm it l.hu:‘aiunn-
cous surfaces. Buch articles should never
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A Owe.—Briscos—""Jaysmith
e 6% mo. s slbapesiog-
ing his




