
SOME ODD STORIES.

INTERESTING TALES OF ADVENTURE
ON SEA AND LAND.

A Tlirilllf.il A il vent urn In the DavM
MnunlRtnii, Arlr.nnn Ilnrliil Alive hy n
Fall of Ilm k mill lli lrn.nl l,y nn I'urth-ciunk- r

nm foaVt Woiiilerful Vrtm.
OopyTlfllt, lsitl, by American Press Associa-

tion.
Three years soo, when I was in Yuma,

A- - T.j I Wet and mtdf Hie AC((imintnnce of
Rum Yool, atmit'li, grtssM, best-e-n

veteran of the iiioiintiiins nnd plains, n
miner, proapOOtOT, OOWbor, scout nnd ad-

venturer in general, yool, to my surprise,
proved to he a If'tls man, With a restless
hand and eye, despite which signs of ner-
vousness I was told he was cool aa ice In
moments of danger. Being In a itic d

mood, he told nic several Stories of
narrow eftC&pM through which he had
passed, one of whieli I eoOatdw sufficiently
"odd" to hear retelling.

"Do you know anything ahull t the Devil's
mountains?" asked Sain abruptly, and
when I shook my head hcdci hired: "You're
In luck. You don't want to know anything
about them. They're part of the Mouullon
range, and certain the most ornery section
of this yere country. A good part, of them
are hare, iaked deformities on the face of
the earth, and a man has to scriimiiiaje
round right smart, to find wood or water
anywhere.

"For a long time I hud been hearing star
ries to the effect that there were rich gold
placers and pockets in the Devils moon
tains, and I finally resolved to investigate
The section had n had reputat ion, for it was
said many prospectors who had ventured
among the barren mountains never return
ed to tell what I hey discovered. Hut that
did not fa.e me a hair, and as I coiiiri not
get any one to go with me I started otT all
by my Lonesome self, having a tough little
Indian pony lor riomg, while my outfit
wns packiil on a liurro.

"Well, I don't propose to tire yon with
the account of my search for ynllir.
didn't find a sign, and I had decided to get
out shorlly when one night a band Of wau
dering 'Pachcs dropped down on me. It
was just, before dark, and I had settled
down for the night close by the mouth of a
cave that opened black and ugly in the face
of a barren bluff. he reds came on me by
accident, and I'll allow they were as much
surprised as I was mebbe a little more so,
for my rifle was Within reach, and Opened
on 'eni instanter.

1 bored two of the whelps and drove em
back, but I knew they'd come whooping
down on me in about two shakes, so it was
high time to hit the best locality for light
ing. In .eeping my eyes round saw the
mouth ol the cave.

"'That's the ticket!' I cried in delight
and then yanking up the picket pins of mj
critters I made a run for it. I didn't stop
to gather up my out fit , for I knew I didn t

have any time to waste.
"I got into the cave all right, I didn't

know how large the place was or anything
about it, but I made up my mind to lead

BCfllED ALIVE.

thL pony and the mule hack where they
wouldn't be so apt to get hit w ith bullets
or arrera. All at once something happened
There was a jarring sound and then a rum
Miliar, sir. I was flung forward on my face
blinded and nearly choked with dust, and
then I found myself in utter darkness.

"When I recovered enough to sit, up, 1

struck a match nnd looked around. What
I saw wrung a groan from my lips, and I

reckoned I was dune fur sure. A big mass
of ruck and earth had fallen from the roof
of the c ave near the mouth, hlockingthe en
tiro entrance. There w ere tons upon tons of
the stuff, and with neither pick nor spad
I could not tunnel out in two months. It
looked as if I was doomed to perish of hun
ger nnd thirst.

"Both my pony and the burro had been
caught beneath the falling muss nnd crush
ed io death. It seemed a miracle 1 had es
caned.

"I can't describe my feelings just then
bnt I decided to explore the cave for another
outlet. That seemed to lie my only hope
and it was a pretty .slim one. All the same
when 1 had recovered from the dazed con
ditiou into which the affair had thrown
me, I set out, lighting a match now and
then.

"Thecave pruved tu be a monster. There
were dozens of passages that branched off
lu all directions, and I was forced to trust
to luck in chnowing. 1 don't know how
long I prowled round, all the time scan d of
falling into some deathtrap hole, but i
finally lost my nerve and tried to get back
to Uie blocked eul ranee.

"Than I made a discovery that lifted my
hair. 1 was lost. I couldn't find my way
back. I have a rather hazy recollection of
what followed, but I know I prow led about
like a maniac, crying out now and then
and hearing nothing hut the sound of my
own voice as it echoed along the black un-

derground passages. I know I pruyed, and
1 alli't ashamed of it. It seemed as if 1 had
been in that terrible cave for days, arid 1

laucied I was already growing weak from
want of food and water.

"All at once a wonderful thing occurred.
I heard a faraway muttering that seemed

to come from the bowels of the earth, and

then there was a sharp report that caused
the ground to reel and hurled me prostrate.
I saw a blinding glare of fire, and then I

reckon I must have gone clean daft.
"Wbeu I came round to reason, I saw- -

there was a big crack right, up over my

head, and the sun was shining straight
down on me. I didn't stop to ask how

that crack came there, but I just climbed
for it. By means of rocky points ami pro-

jections I managed to work up to he fissure
und pull myself out to the open world.
Happy? Well, I got right down on my

knees and thanked God the best - knew
how. Then 1 looked around to see how it
had happened.

"Pard, I am telling you the square truth
when I say the whole side of that mountain
was cracked aud seamed. It took me some

time to get the fcMng through my head, but

I finally understood an taithquake had
rent an opening in my living tomb and
provided a method of escape. That very

day I struck some glwMM UO were niiik-lu-

a cut through the mountalna, and so I

am here In tell of what I consider the nar-

rowest escape of my life.
'I don't waul to hear any ntiinaii criuer

9
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hand that opened the cave for me to

doing Huek Home.
There were 10 or a dozen of us sealed

about a rcdhot. slmu in a back country
stoiv one l'eui fully cold December evening,
and the wag of the party had just finished
a story convulsed us all laughter,
when the store door wan slowly pushed

open and a little, bent old woman cam
hobbling in. She was poorly and thinly
dressed in calico, and her face and banda
were blue with the cold. Phe stood shiver-
ing by the door and looking at us appeal-tngl-

as she faltered:
iMayn 1 1 please come and git warm!"

In an Instant every man was on his feet,
offering her his seat by the stove. She
came forward as quickly asshecould, tuck-
ing a lock of white hair back beneath th
poor old fashioned bonnet.

Thankee. I hankeel" she murmured nc
she sank down and held her withered, trera
bllng hands out toward the stove. "It's
lreadful cold tonight. When a body Bit!
long in years t hey can't stand the cold like

young folks."
rsot, ascot the party had ever seen the

old woman before, and all were filled with
wonder. Kinallv .tiulson, the storekeeper,
vent tired to inquire how she came to lie out
on such a night.

I'm jestgoin back home," sheexplaim d.
(l couldn't, stnv inviiv nnv Intiuer. thonili 1

don't, s'posc .lor and MandyTl hi1, tickled to
see me. doe's mv boy, and Mamly's his
wife. Joe Was alius good to his old main,
though rnu-- 1 hcv been powerful tiresome
to hcv round sometimes. It was Mandy as
trot him to take inc off to some kind of a
I.,.,.,,.,,.,.,.. 111..,' L'.i i.l !M 1... Ir 1 llr.1
lass. I don't mind the treatment, though

snmu of t he folks there do veil and holler so
I can't sleep nights, but I'm jest hungry
fern sight of my hoy nnd the old home, so
I run away, and I'm goin back.

The men looked at each other signifi
cantly, and one of them whispered In my
ear:

".She's been in the asylum over in Uox- -

bury, next town east. Guess she's a little
daft."

"What's your boy's name?" asked Jnd- -

soik.
His name's Joe."
'Yes, but Joe what?"
I forgit the last of it," Rhefaltercd, pass

ing a ha&d over her forehead. "My inem'-ry'- s

powerful bad of late."
' iiere floes he live?
'Down by the loot of the hill close to the

old bridge. Oh, I know jest how the place
looks! ' she beamed. "Joe's dad and me
worked pretty hard to clear the place and
build the house. Some say pa worked his- -

aelf inter the ground, for he didn't live six
months arter we got all the debts paid. It
hain't lnore'n natteral for BM ter love the
old place, and I'm powerful glad I'm goin
back home."

She leaned her head back againsta crack
er box, a tired sigh coming from her lips,
tier weary eyes drooping. It was warm and
comfortable there by the stove, and she
soon feemed to be sleeping.

'Poor woman!" muttered more than one
of the rough men as they thought of her
sad lot an outcast from the home she
had labored so hard to obtain. They spoke
in whispers, so she would not awaken, and
one by one t hey slipped out ami went home
to their own firesides until the storekeeper,
myself and two others alone remained.

'I hate to wake her up," declared Jud- -

son as he blew out one of the lights. "She
must be completely tuckered."

Tic went round the stove and touched
her on the shoulder, saying gently:

Dome, come, wake up now!' she did
not stir, and he shook her a bit, adding,

time to close." Then all at once he
fell back, gasping:

"She is dead!''
It was true. She had gone "home."

told.
I was walking along a narrow street in

a slum section of New York city wheu I
noticed three ragged and dirty urchins who
were tying a rope about the neck of a mon-
grel pup, w hile a short distance away an
other lagged and dirty urchin sat
some steps rubbing his soiled lists into his
eyes and weeping as if his heart were break-
ing. I paused near the wailing buy aud
asked him what was the matter.

"Dey're ter kill me dog!" he
sobbed.

"What are they going to kill him for?"
"Nuthin. He never hurt dein fellers, but

he's all del friend I has, now dat mom is
dead an dad's in d.er jug, aud dem mugs is
down on me, so dey're goin ter kill him. 1

jest don't want ter liveif dey killsmedog!"
His grief touched me, and I approached

the three lads with the intention of rescu-
ing the imperiled pup. I knew better than
to use force, so I asked:

"What is the matter with the dog,
boys?"

"He's got fleas," was the prompt reply.
"What are you going to do with him?"
"Kill him."
"Hut this boy over on the steps says the

dog is his."
"Tell dat yap ter go fall on hisself!" sai l

the leader of the trio, with the greatest
scorn.

"But you havu no right to kill him. I'll
give you 10 cenis if you let the dog go."

"Make dat a quarter, mister, an we'll
do it."

"All right, here is your money," and I

snapped them a silver quarter, which was
skillfully caught by the spokesman. Now,
give that boy his dog."

They promptly walked over and restored
the cur to the urchiu on the steps, who
hugged the pup and seemed overcome with
joy. Feeling well satisfied with the result
of my philanthropy, I sauntered on my way,
turning down the next street- - I had not
proceeded far, however, when sometulng
caused me to wheel about aud return quiet
ly to the corner. There I saw a spectacle
that astonished ine uot a little, for all four
of the dirty urchins were shooting craps
and laughing in great glee, while the mon-

grel cur frisked about than. As I listened
1 heard the lad who had exhibited such
deep grief observe:

"We did work that bloke slick, fellers!
Dat's der t'ourt' ttrdayl It beats de worl
how business keeps up!"

I backed nrouud the corner and hurried
away, feeling decididld.eap. But there
was some satisfaction in knowing three
other fools had come along that way ahead
of me. UILDKKI PATTKN.

Fat's Grandmothers.
A happy-go-luck- ready witted Irishman

Is in the employ of Murrell Dobbins, the
builder. He is a genius, but withal an in
dustrious, trustworthy fellow, and Mr.
Dubbins thinks the world of him. Pat went
to his employer a few weeks ago and asked
for a day off.

"Me gran'niither's dead, sor, aud begor
ra, Oi'd loike to go toth' funeral," said Pat.

llu was granted the leaveof absence. Ten
days afterward Pat asked for another day
off.

"What's the matter now?" asked Mr.

Dobbins.
"Mather it is, sor," replied Pat. "Shure

an me graii'mithei 's dead, th' saints rest
ber bowI,"

"Why, that's what you said before."
"Shure, I did that, sor, but that wor me

mlther's mither, and this ba me father's
mither."

He got that day, but wheu the very next
week Pat returned to his employer asking
for another day Mr. Dobbins was per
pli Xed

"More grandmothers dead?" he asked.
"Yis, sor, there lie. It's me mither's

mither, sor, an she do begoiu to be buried
th' morrow, sor."

"Aha, Pat," exclaimed Mr. Dobhius, "I
have you there. Your mother's mother
died you know."

' So she did, sor, so she did. Hut me
mither were married twice, sor

Mr. Dobbins was so completely stumped
that he Pat the day off. -P- hiladelphiasays how there ain't a God," concluded gave

that with

"It's

A Wouian'l Invention,
The lockstitch bobbin, which gives out

just when you get nicely started with-you-

sewing, has long been one of the annoy-

ances of the sewing machine. A bobbin
that will can y a thousand yards of thread
successfully Is shown among the inventions
by women at Chicago.
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All's Well That Knit Well.
Mrs. Foster was from New F.ngland and

regarded life very seriously, never shirking
or turning back from the path of duty
which lay before her, hut she never real-
ised that French was at all necessary until
she visited Pari a Then she had to rely on
a phrnsebook, which relieved her mind of
all care, bill greatly exercised the mental
powers of the natives with whom she came
In contact. Her nephew, who was study-
ing art in the French capital, secured for
her an invitation to a reception given by a
famous FrVich artist.

Mrs. Foster went, accompanied by her
pephew (and the phrasebooki. She thought
the knew just where to open it and read
her lines. She was introduced in French
to the artist. He spoke in French, her
nephew replied in French, until the dear
old lady got bewildered. Hut she felt that
she must say something, so she opened
the inevitable bonk and read off the first
sentence met her eye, giving it the
true New Hampshire twang The artist
smtieo ,rrmif, uwr oepuew also smiieo
sweei iv, inn as .irs. roster saw tne trans-
lation in italics after the sentence she near-
ly fainted.

As her nephew led her away, however, he
OOngratttlated her upon her introduction
and her know ledge of the language.

"Rut, Henry," cried his horrified aunt,
"did you hear what I said? I asked him
how soon could we get, something to eat.
that's what I asked him in French."

Her nephew smiled he would have liked
to laugh. "Oh," he replied, "did you? Well,
auntie, it doesn't matter, for he asked me
what in thunder you said, and I told him I
didn't know." Harper's Magazine.

Hotel Supernl.tton.
A short, heavy set man entered the Hol-

land House yesterday and wrote his name
on the register. As he dropped the pen he
closed the register with a hang.

'Don t do that, exclaimed one of the
clerks, hurriedly opening the register again.

Why not? Ion much noise?" asked the
guest.

No. It kills business," said the clerk.
I am not superstitious, but it is well

known that a shut register means a poor
business. You cannot find a hotel clerk in
town who will not say the same thing."

'What cures t lie evil tince it is done?
asked the guest.

"Keep the register upside down for two
hours," said the clerk. "I will wager that
nota register in one of the big hotels Is
closed four times a year unless it is done
by a guest before the clerks can prevent
it."

Clerks at the Fifth Avenue, Hoffman,
Brunswick and Buckingham hotels cor-
roborated their brother of the Holland
House.- - New York Sun.

A Veiitllat.d Pillow.
The torsiou pillow is soft and comfort-

able and accommodates itself to every
movement of the head and always retains
Its shape and elasticity. It ventilates it-

self, so cannot become musty or retain per-
spiration or disease germs. The pillow has
for its foundation a braided Wire spring,
made of the finest tempered watch spring
steel wire, which is covered with burlap,
and having a layer of hair spreiul and fas-
tened upon it is then Incused in ticking.
It is entirely free from the heat, and stuffi-
ness common to the ordinary pillow.- - Ex-
change.

Justice llornliluwer.
W. K. Hornblower, the new supreme

court justice, is a little man physically
that is, he comes only about up to the
shoulder of an ordinary man. To make up
for it, however, he has a most extraordi-
nary nose. It is vei y long and verv thick
and ooines down almost to the end of his
upper lip. Otherwise Mr. Hornblower looks
more like a clergyman than like a lawyer,
a trait probably due to his early training.
His father is a preacher, and he himself
studied for the ministry before he turned
his attention to the law. Chicago Herald.

Plenty of Wind
During Pennsylvania's "long parliament"
the session of the legislature which con

vened in January, 1888-- - there were a good
many things done and said which have
never appeared in print, and which their
authors have taken especial pains should
never beeume history. Some, however,
would bear repetition, and we give one.
The representative from the Sixth legisla-
tive district, located in the city of Phila
delphia, was the Hon. Hugh Mackin.
Among the others in that body were the
Hon. Sir. Si r of Perry and the Hon. Mr.
MoN a of Bedford, both of whom were
ready debaters, and both of w hom spent a
good deal of time on their feet. Once th
debate Mr. Sp r, in the course of his re-

marks, referred to the fact that he and the
honorable oeiitlcnian from Hedford were
born upon the same day.

"Mishter Shpeaker," said the gent leman
from the Sixth district as he arose, "did 1

undershtahnd the gentleman from Perry
to say that his birthday fell aim the same
day as the gentleman's from Hedford?'

The house quieted down, and Mr. Mark in
was assured that such was the fact.

"Then, Mishter Shpeaker, I rise to
mark thnt it must ha' been adumiied windy
day." Harper's Magazine.

tfOve's Knillnu.
The follow ing is an epistolary romance,

beiug selections from the correspondence of
Henry an Jenkins, KM),;

CHAITKIt
My Own ijii.ov-miiin- Your precious lsttat

filled me with rapture, To think
that you will soon lie mine, all mine!
Our lite togclher will lie one lone; dream of
haiMiiness. . With a million kisses
Your devilled 11 A.UK V

CHAM CH II.
Deaiiest A hi detained at office. May no!

! ln.ui iil late! Awfully sorry, pet. At
fectlonalely, Hakhy

OBAVTBR III.
In ii Fanny - I our letter surprised me very

much. Certainly I shall not permit
your mollicr to dictate to me. Shall
run down lo Hie seaside and pay you a visit as
aoon as I ciin, but am very busy just now. As
ever, yours, Hknky.

OUrtH IV.

PeakMaoam- Yours .lust received. Begi
proceed! lisTs aa soon as you pleas-- The release
will hoaskrau-r.i- l to nie iisit paaslbly can Is to
you. Yours, etc

Exchange.
Ih mi Van Jenkins.

Ready For a Wake.
The tourist and the saiinterer were speak

ing of funny papers, when the tourist re
marked that he never saw but one half re
sectable joke in an Kuglish paper, and he
related the fol owing:

A good, genuine son of Frill had left the
ou M koontry" for a visit to Ixindon. He

took the train at Liverpool and seemed
very much interested in his new expert
ences, particularly the scenery, which
pleased him so much that he quite forgot
for the moment, where he was.

After a,while thu train slowed up at a
station, and the brakemau, thrusting his
head in the door, called out ill good, solid
huglish, "Bury St. Ivlmumlsl'

Pat Jumped from his seat. "Hould on a
bit!" he shouted "Hould on! Hedad!
We'll have a wake on him furrst!" Bos-
ton Budget.

A Nonelitstle lloilllce.
When the young man entered the store a

little late, he was hsikiug as if he had leei
through a week's w ash and w as hung out
to dry in the rain

"By Jove, old man, what's the matter?"
asked a fellow clerk. "You are about the
limpest specimen I ever witnessed. "

"1 don't look elastic, then?" he said de-

jectedly.
"I should sav not."
"And yet," he sighed, in scmisnliloquent

tones, as he took a fair girl's picture from
his pocket in a half da.ed manner, "1 got
the grand bounce only last uigiii JJe
Iroit Free Press,
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NEWSPAPER IS A NECESSITY to

every person in the community man,

woman or child who is able to read and

who desires to keep in touch with the spirit of this

progressive ;ge and wishes to be posted as to events

of interest which are continually happening at home

and abroad, on land and sea."

The Star is a new paper and has introduced

Californian methods of journalism into Hawaii, where,

before its advertt, the Massachusetts newspaper tra-

ditions of 1824 held sway. It has three prime objects:

To support the cause of Annexation of Hawaii

to the United States and assist all other movements,

political, social or religious, which are of benelit to

these Islands an4 their people.

To print all the news of its parish without fear

or favor, telling what goes on with freshness and

accuracy, suppressing nothing which the public has

the right to know.

To make itself indispensable to the family circle

by a wise selection of miscellaneous reading matter.

As a commentator the Star has never been

accused of unworthy motives.

As a reporter the Star has left no field of local

interest ungleaned.

As a friend of good government the Star has

been instant in service and quick to reach results.

As an advertising medium the Star, from the

week of its birth, has been able to reach the best

classes of people on all the Islands.

Compare the daily table of contents with that

of any other evening journal in Honolulu

"STAR" Is

50 Cents

THE
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A Month

In Advance
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f$tnerl JllibcrttBcmcitts.

HARDWARE, Builders and General,

always tip to the times in qUalltyi styles and .rices.

Plantations Supplies,
a full assortment to suit the vaiious demands.

Steel Plows,
mailt- expressly foi Island work with extra parts.

CULTIVATORS' CANE KNIVES.

Agricultural Implements,
I .ics, Shuvcls, MtttockSi etc,, etr.

Carpenters', Blacksmiths'
and Machinists' Tools,

Screw Plates, Taps and Dies, Twist Drills,
Paints and Oils, Brushes, Glass,

Asbestos Hair Felt and Felt Mixture.
Blakes' Steam Pumps,

Weston's Centrifugals.

SEWING MACHINES.
Wilcox & Gibbs, and Remington.

Lubricating Oils, ,n

General Merchandise,
it is pot possibic to list everything we have; if there is anything

you want, come and ask for it, yon will be politely treated.
No trouble tri shi w tjords.

HENRY DAVIS & Co.,
52 Fort Street, Honolulu. H I.

GROCERS AND PROVISION DEALERS?

Purveyors to the United States Navy and Provisioned of War Vessels

FAMILY GROCERIES. TABLE LUXURIES. ICE HOUSE ' DELICACIES

Coffee Roasters and Tea Dealers.

Island Produce a Specialty
FRESH BUTTER anh EGGS.

We are Agents and First Handlers of Maui Potatoes,

AND SKI. I. AT LOWEST MARKET RATES

P. O. Box 505. Both Telephones Number 130.

For the Volcano !

Nature's Grandest Wonder.

The Popular and Scenic llout
is BY Till.

Wilder's Steamship Company's

Ai STEAMER KIN AU,
Fitted with Klectrir Light, Klertru Bells, Courteous and Attentive Sirviie

VIA HILO

Hie Kin Leaves Honslulu Every 10 Day;,

TUESDAYS AND FRIDAYS,
Arriving at Hilo Thursday and Sunday Mornings

From Hilo (n the Volcano 30 Miles,

Passengers are Conveyed in Carriages,

Over a SPLENDID MACADAMIZED ROAD, running most of the
way through a Dentie Tlopical Forest a ride alone worth the
trip.

ABSENT FROM HONOLULU 7 DAYS!

S3 TICKET S,l
Including All Expenses,

For the Round Trip, : : Fifty Dollars.
For Further Information, Call at the Optics,

Cortu r Fort illd Queen Streets.


