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SOME ODD STORIES.

INTERESTING TALES OF ADVENTURE
ON SEA AND LAND.

A Thrilling Adventare In the Daevil's
Monntnine, Avivona—Ruried Allve by n
Fall of Bock anil Released by an Earth-
quake—Sum Yool's Waonderful Yarn,

[Copyright, 1L by American Press Assneln-
thon. ]

Three years ngo, when 1 was in Yoma,
AT T mer nod made the aequaiotance of
Sam Yool, g tongh, grizsled, sweatler beat-
et veterin of the mountaine and plains, n
miner, prospector, cowboy, scout and ad-
venturer in generml.  Yool, to my surprise,

roved to be a1 e oty with s rest lees
it nned eye, despite which signsg of ner-
vousness 1 was told b was conl ms lee In
moments of dineor, elng In & good na-
tursd mood, he told me severnl storles of
narrow  csenpes throngh which he hnd
pagsed, one of which 1 cansider sufficiently
“odd" to bear retolling

“Do you know unything abont the Devil's
monntains?' asked Sam abrapely, aod
when | shook my bend quh.*l‘!urt»(l'. “Yon're
in uek, You don't wandt to know anything
abhout themw. They're part of the Mogollon
range, and certain the most ornery section
of this yere eountry. A good port of them
are bure, baked deformities on the fnes of
the enrth, and o man has 1o serumnage
round right smart 1o find wool or water
anywhers

“For n long time 1 hod been hearing stoe
ries to the efMect that there wers rich gold
plucers anid pockets in the Devil's moun.
tins, and I finally resolved ro Iuvestignbe
The section had & bad reputation, forit was
said many prospectors who b ventured
smong the buroen mountains never retum.
@l to tell what they discovered. But that
dirl not fase me o bair, nnd s 1 conti not
get any one to go with me T started off all
by my lonesome self, having a tough little
ludisn pony for riding, while my outfiv
wits pekedt on g burro,

SWell, T don’t propose to tire you with
the account of wmy senrch for yaller. 1
didn't find w slgn, sod T had declded to ges
out shortly when one nlght a band of wan-
dering "Paches dropped down on me. It
was just before dark, aud 1 had settled
down for the nluhit elose Ly the mouth of n
cave that opencd black and ugly in the fuce
of n barven blufl. The reds chme on me by
wcoidont, and 1’1l allow they were ne much
surprised as | wos—mebbe n little more so,
for my rifle was within reach, and I opened
on 'em instanter,

*“I bored two of the whelps and drove em
back, but 1 knew they'd come whooplog
down on the In about two shinkes, #0 it was
Bigh tinge to hit the best locality for Heht-
fng. 1o @reeping my eyes ronud Isaw the
mouth of the cave. |

WOThat's the ticket!” 1 erled in delight,
and then yauking up theploket ping of my
eritters | made a run forit, 1 dide't stop
to gather up wny vutfit, for 1 knew I didn’t
have any time to waste,

“I got into the cave all right, T didn't
know how lnryge the ploce whs or anythin
about it, but I muule up my wind to le

BURIED ALIVE.

the pony and the mule hack where theyd
wouldn't be so apt to get hit with bullets

or nrrers,  All ntonee something happened.,

There wisa jarring sound and then o rum-

blingroar I wasflung forwird on my face,

blinded nnd pearly choked with dust, and

then I found mysell in utter dark ness,

“When I recoverad enough to sit up, 1
struck n match and looked around. What
T saw wrung n groan from my lips, and I
reckoned 1 was dope for sure, A hig mass
of rock nnd enrth bad fallen from the roof
of the cave near the mouth, blocking the en-
tire entrance, Phere were tong upon tons of
the stuff, and with neither pick nor spade
1 could not tunnel out In two months. It
looked as if I was doomed toperish of hun-
ger and thimst,

“Hoth my pony and the burro hud been
eanght beneath the fulling mnss and erush-
ed todenth, Tt seemed a miracle I had ps-
ciped.
1 can’t deseribe my feelings just then,
bat 1 decided to explore the cuve foranother
outlet, That seemed to e my only hope,
und it was o pretiy slim one. All the same,
when 1 had recovered from thie dazed con-
dition into which the nilnir bad thrown
me, I set ont, lighting n mateh now aud
then,

“iheenve proved to be a monster. There
were dozens of passages thut branched off
fu all divections, and 1 was forced to trust
to juck In chousing. 1 don't know how
long 1 prowled round, sll the time scared of
falliog into some deathirap hole, but 1
tiually lost my verve and trivd to get baek
o the blocked entrunce,

“Then I made s digcovery that 1ifted my
Laie, | owas lost. Teouldu't find my way
buck, Jhaven eather hazy recollection of
what followed, but I know I prowled about
like & manise, orylug out now amd then
and hearing novhiog but the sound of my
own voloe na it wlamdl :quu 'ilw hl:i‘:lk .unnd-
derground passages. now o
1 l.ln’ut.,“uhmul of it. It aéemwiu i1 had
been In that terrible eave for duys, and ]
fancied | wins alpends growing wesak from
wiknt of food nnid water, 0

AL st onee a wonderful thing oceurred.
I heard a farswny muttering thiat seened
to como from the bowels of thi parth, and
then there wis 8 shurp report that caused
the ground to reel and hurled me prostrate.
I suw a blloding glare of fire, and then ]
rockan I must bave gone clean daft.

“When I eame round to reason, I saw
there was s big crack right up over my
hend, nnd the sun was shining strnight
down on me I didn'v stop to ask how
that ersck cume there, but [ just climped
for it. By means of roeky points and pro-
jeotions [ managed to work up to the fissure
and pnll mysell out to the open world.
Hoppy!? Well, 1 kot right down on wmy
knees and thanked God the bestd knew
how. Then | looked around to gee how it
hied happened,

“Pnsﬁ am telling yon the square truth
when I say the whole slde of that mountain
was cracked aod seamed. 1t took e some
time to get the thing through my bhead, buv

I finally understoml sn wwrthguake bhad |
rent an opening in my Hying tomb und
provided a method of escape. That very |
day I strock some grensers W Lo were mok- ;
fog nout throtsh the mountalus, and so 1

+ wm here to tell of what | consbder the nar-

rowest eacape of my life

“ don't want to henr any human eritter
say s bhow there alu't a God," eoncluded
Sam Yool, “for 1 know betwer! It wus his
hand that opened the cave for me ok
capel”

Going Back Home,

There were 10 or & dosen of us seated
ahout s redbot stove In s back country
stare one fewrfully cold December evenlug,
und the wag of the party bad just fluished
a story tha conyulsed usall with laughter
when the store door wag slowly puh-l
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open and a Title, bent old woman eatme
hobbling in. She was poorly and thinly
dressed in ealico, and her face and hands
wers blue with the oold. Bhe stood shiver
fng by the door and looking at us appeal-
Ingly ns she fnltersd;

“Moyu't I plenso come and git warm?"

In an fostant every man was on his feet,
offering her Lis seat by the stove,

ing n lock of white hair buek benesth the
poor old fashioned bonnet,

"Thankee, thankee!” she murmured s
she sank down and held ber withered, trem-
bling bands out toward the stove, “lt's
drendful cold tonight, When u body pite
"longe in yours they can't stand the ocold like
young folks."

Noteme of the party hiad ever seen the | o the artist.

old womnn before, and all were filled with
wonder.
ventursl to inguire how she eame to beout |
on such n night,

1w jest goin bk home," sheexplained
“Toouldn't stay away any longer, though 1
don't 8’ pose .hj ik Mands 'l be tiokled to
#ee e, Joe's my boy, and Mandy's his
wile. Joe was allas good 1o his old mam,
though 1 must ey been powerful tiresome
to hev ronod pometimes. Tt was Mandy as
got lim to take me off to some kind of
home where they said 1’0 e trented fest
vlass, [ don't mind the treatment, though
womie of the folka there do yell and holler so
I can't sleep wights, bus 'm jest hungey
fer n night of my boy and the old home, sa
I run away, nod 'm goin baele"

The men looked at ench other signifl-
oantly, and one of them whisperet! in my
Qenr:

“She's been in the asylum over in Rox-
bury, next town east. Guess sbhe's & little
daft.” .

“What's your boy's name®* asked Jod-
SO

“His name's Joe, "

“Yes, but Joe what?"

"I forgit the lnst of it," shefaltered, pass-
ing o haud over ber forehietd. My mem’-
ry's powerful bad of late.”

“Where dovs he lived™

“Down by the loot of the hill elose to the | BW

old bridge. O, I knew i|t-gt how the place
looks!"” she bewmed, “Joe's dnd and me
worked pretty hard to elear the place and
build the house, Some say pa worked his-
self inter the ground, for he didn't live six
months arter we got all the debts paid. It
baiu't more'n uatteral for me ter love the
old place, aud 1'm powerful glad I'm goin
back home,””

She leaned ber head back agalnstu crack-
er Lok, o tired sigh coming from her lips,
ber wenry eyes droopiog, It was warm and
comtortnble there by the stove, and she
soon feemed to be slesping,

“Poor woman!" muttered more thun one
of the rough men as they thought of her
sud Jot—-au ontenst from the home she
haed Inbored so hurd to obtain. They spoke
in whispers, =0 she would not awaken, aud
one by one they slipped out and weut bome
to their own firesides until thestorekeeper,
wysell and two others nlone remuined,

“I bate o wake her up,” declared Jud-
ron a8 he blew ont one of the lights, *‘8he
must be completely tuekerd.”

e went round the stove and touched
her on the shoulder, saving gently:

“Come, come, wake up now!” She did
not stir, nud he shook ler o bit, ndding,
“It's time to close.” Then nll at onee he
fell back, gasping:

“SBhe s dead!™

It was troe.  She bad gone “home,"

Sold.

I was walkiog along b narrow street in
o slum wection of New York clty when I
noticed thiree ragged nud dirty urchins who
wers tyiug s rope about the neck of n mon-
grel pup, while s short distanes away an-
other ragged and Jdirty urchin sav oo
some steps rubbiog his solled flsts iuto his
eyes and weeping ns if kis beart were break-
fng. I punsed near the wailing boy and
asked him what was the mattor,

“Dey're gu-gu-goin ter kill me dog!" he
sobbed.

“What are they going to kill him fort"

“Nuthin, Hewpever hurt dem fellers, but
he's all der frivnd 1 has, now dat mom s
dead an dud’s in der jug, and dem mugs is
down on e, so dey're goin ter kill him, I
jest don’t want ter liveif dey kills medog!”

His grief touched me, and I appronched
the three lads with the intention of resou-
ing the imperiled pup. 1 knew better than
to use force, 5o | asked:

“What is the matter with the dog,
hoyst'!

“He's got flens,” was the prompt reply.

“What are you going to do with him?"”

SR D,

“Tut this boy over on the steps says the
dog is his"

“Tell dat yap ter go fall on hisself!" said
the leader of the trio, with the greatest
RCOPTL.

“But you have no vight to kill him. I'll
give you 10 cens if you let the dog go."

“Make dat n guarter, mister, an we'll
do it."

*All right, here is your money,” and 1
snappet] them n silver guarter, which was
skillfully canglt by the spokesman. “Now,
give that boy his dog.”

They promptly walked over and restored
the eur to the urchin on the steps, who
hugged the pup sud seemed overcome with
joy. Feeling well patisfied with the resule
of my philanthropy, | ssuntered on iy way,
turning down the pext street. 1 had not
procesded fur, however, when something
caused me 1o wheel nbout and return guiet-
Iy to the ¢orner. There 1 saw o spectacle
that nstonished e vot u little, for all four
of the dirty urchins were shooting cra
and lsughing in great glee, while the mon-
grel cur frisked about themn.  As | listencd
I henrd the lad who had exhibiced such
deep grief observe:

“We did work that bloke slick, fellers!
Dat's der fourt’ terday! It beats de worl
Liow business keeps up!"

1 baeked sroupd the corner and hurrled
away, feeling decidedly@ eup,  But thern
wan some satisfaction in kuowing three
otlier foals had come slong thnt way ahesd
of me, GILBERT PATTEN,

Pat's Grandmothers. L

A bappy-go-lucky, ready witted Irishmsn
Isin the employ of Murrell Dobbins, the
builder. Helsn genius, but withsl an In
dustrious, trustworthy fellow, and Mr
Dobbins thinks the world of bim. Pat went
to his employer a few weeks ago and asked
for u day off.

“Me gran'mither's dead, sor, and begor
ra, O1'd loike to go to th' funeral,” said Pat

Tlo was granted the leave of absence. Ten
days afterwird Put asked for another day

SWhat's the matter nowt" asked Mr,
Dobbius.

“Mather it is, sor,” replied Pat, “Bhure
an me geal'mither's dead, th' saints rest
her sowl,"

“Why, that's what you sald before."

“Shure, 1 did that, sor, but that wor me
mither's mither, and this bs me futher's
mither,"”

He got that day, but when the very next
week Put returned to his im‘xloyur asking
for suotber day Mr. Dobbius was per
plexed,

“Muore grandmothers dend ' he nsked,

“Yis, sor, there be. It's me mither's
mither, sor, un she do be goin to be burisd
th' morrow, sor." .

»Ala, Pat,"” excluimed Mr. Dobbins, “1
have you there. Your mother’s mother
die<] before, you know."

* 8o she did, sor, so she did.
mither wers mmrried twice, sor"

Mr, Dohbing was so- completely uum{«l
that he gave Pat theday u{—l’bt!ml-lp "
Record,

But me

A Woman's Inveution,

The lockstitch bobbin, which gives oug
just when you get nloely started with your
sewing, has loug been one of the annoy.
ances of the sewing machine, A bobbio
that will carry n thousand yards of thread
suocesafully is shown among the inveations
by women st Chicago,
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Finally Judson, the nturnkmpﬂ'.l
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All's Well That Ends Well.

Mra, Fostor was from New Enogland and
regarded life very seriously, never shirking
or torning buck from the path of daty
which lay before her, hut n{: ngver real-
fzed that French wos st sll necessary until
she visited Parie,  Then she had to rely on

| a phrasebook, which relieved her mind of

Bhit | all enre, but greatly exercised the mental
came forwand ns quickly nsshe conld, tuck: | g .

wers of the natives with whom she eame
An contact.  Her nephew, who was stody-
ing art in the French eapital, seoured for
her an invitation Lo a reception given by a
frmous Fiench artist,

Mrs. Foster went, acoompanied by her
pephew (and the phrassbook), She thought
phe knew Just where to open it and read
her lines. She was introduced in French
He spoke in French, her
uerlu-w replied In French, until the dear
old lady got bewildered,  But she felt that
she must say something, so she opened
the inevitable book and rend off the frst
wentenee which met her eye, giving it the
trine New Hampahive twang. The artist
smiled swoetly, her nophew also smiled
sweetly, but ns Mrs, Foster saw the trans
Intion In itnlies after the sentenos shie near-
Iy Taintod,

As her nephew led hor nway, however, he
congratulnted her upon her introduction
and hor knowledige of the Innguage,

“But, Henry," eried his hnrrl.rf:d nunt,
“did you henr what §said? | naked him
bhow soon conld we get something to eat—
that's what | asked him—in French."

Her nephiew smiled—he would have liked
tolaugh, Ol be replivd, “did you? Well,
suntie, It doesn’t matter, for he nsked me
what iu thunder you sufd, aud 1 told him I
didn’t know."—Harper's Mugazine

Hotel Supersi.tion,

A short, heavy set man enterad the Hol-
land House yesterday and wrote his name
on the ster. As hedropped the pen he
elosed the rogister with a bang.

“Don’t do that,” exclaimed one of the
clerks, hurﬂodl%opmlng the register n.

“Why not? Too much nolse?'’ nsked the

ent.

“No. It kills business," said the olerk.
“1 am sot superstitions, but it s well
known that 4 shut register means wf
business, You cannot find a botel ¢ in
town who will nout say the same thing."

“What cares the evil once it is done!r”
nsked the guest.

“Keep the register upside down for two
bours,” sald the clerk. [ will wager that
nota register in one of the big hotels s
closed four times a year unless it is done
by & guest before the clerks can preveunt
"

Clerks at she Fifth Avenoe, Hoffman,
Brunswick and Buckinghsm hotels cor-
roborated thelr brother of the Holland
House.—New York San,

A Ventilated Fillow.

The torsion pillow s soft and comfort-
able and mccommodates ltself to every
movement of the hewd and always retains
fta shape and elasticity. It ventilates it-
pelf, so cannot become musty or retaln
spiration or disense germs.  The pillow hns
for its foundation a braided swire spring,
muadle of the finest tempersl wateh spring
steel wire, which is eoversd with burlap,
and having s layer of Lasir spread and fas-
tened upon it I8 then Ipeased in tleking.
It i entlroly free from the heat and stuf-
tiess common to the ordinary pillow. —Ex-
chunge,

Justioe Hornblower.

W. R. Hornblower, the new supreme
court justice, is n little man physically—
thuat is, he comes only sabout up to the
shoulder of an ordipary man. To make u
for it, huwever, he has 0 most extrsord|-
nary nose. It is very long sod very thick
and cowes down slinost to the end of Lis
upper p. Utherwise Mr. Hornblower looks
more like & clergymun than like a lnwyer,
# trait probably due to his enrly truiuing.
His mgu- I a preacher, and he himsell
studied for the ministry before be turned
his attentlon to the law.—Chicago Herald

Plenty of Wind.

During Pennsylvanin's “long parlinment""
—the session of the legislature which con-
vened in January, 1880 theve were n ﬁood
many things done and said which have
pever appesred in priot, aod which thelr
nuthors have taken especial pains should
never be®ime history,  Soine, however,
would benr repetition, aml we give noe.
The representative from the Sixth legisla-
tive district, locuted fn the eity of Phils-
delphin, was the Hon, Huogh Mackin,
Among the others in that body were the
Hon. My, Sp—r of Perry and the Hon, Mr.
MoeN—a of Bedford, both of whom were
ready debaters, and both of whom spent
good deal of time on their feet. Once m
delinte Mr. Sp—r, in the conrse of his re-
marks, referred to the fuct that he and the
honorable gentleman from Bedford were
born npon the same diay.

UAlishiter Shpeaker,’ said the gentleman
from the Bixth district ns he arose, *did 1
undershtahind the gentleman from Perry
to suy that his birthday fell shn the same
day as the gentleman’s from Bed ford 1"

The bonse quivted down, and Mr, Mackin
was nssured that such was the faet,

“Then, Mishter Shpeaker, 1 rise to re-
mark thot it must ki’ been ndomned windy
day." —Harper's Mugazine

Love's Ending,

The following is an eplstolary romanecs,
belng selections fron the correspondencs of
Heury Vin Jellhilln, l“:nq.:

CHAPTER L,

My Owx Dovep Oxe- Your preclous letter
Mled me with rapture, * * * Tothink
thut yon will soon betuine, all mine! ¢+ @
Our lite together will e one louyg dream of
happiness, * * ¢ With s williion kisees,
Your devoted Hanuy.

CHAPTER 11.

DPreanesr— Am dotnined nt office, May not
b hote- until late! Awfully sorry, pet. Af-
feotionately, Hanny,

CHAPFTER KL

Deasn FANNY —Your letler surprised me vory
much. * * * (Corininly Ishall not permit
your mother to dlotato tome. ¢ % * sShall
run down Lo the sesslde ond pay you s visit a
soon as [ enn, but ain very husy Just now. As

ever yours, Hexny.
UILAPTER TV,
Dran Manay-— Yours just recelved, Begin
proceedings as woot as you plesse,  The mlease

will hens gratelul to me ks lt possibly can be 1o
you, Yours, i,
Hexny Vax Jengins
—Exchange. )
Ready For s Waks.
The tourist nnd thussunterer were speak-
ing of fuuny papers, when the tourist re-
mnrked that he pever saw but one half re-
spectuble joke in an Eoglish paper, and he
related the fol owing:
A good, gennine son of Erin had left the
“ould kooutry™ for n visit to Lomndon, He
took the train at Liverpool and seemed
very much interested in bis new ex .
ences, porticularly the soenery, which
pleased him so mugh that he quite forgot,
for the moment, where he wis,
After awhile tho traln slowed upat s
station, and the bmkeman, throsting bis
head In the door, ealled out in good, solid
Eunglish, “Bury 8t, Edmungds!"
L Pat jumped from his seat.  “Hounld on a

bit!" he shouted “Hould osl Hedad!
We'll huve o wake on bim furest!” —Bos
ton Budget.

= A Nonelastle Bounee.

When the young man entered the store n
Fittle late, be was looking ms if he had been
through s week's wash and was hung ont
tadry in the raln

YRy Jove, ol man, what's the matter?
anked] a fellow elerk. “You are about the
Hmpest specimen T ever witnessed, "

T don't look elustic, then? be sald de

wdly,

] should ray not.*

“Aud yer,” he sighed, in semisallloguent
tones, s ho took w falr givl's pleture from
his pocket fu n half dazed manner, 1 got
the grand bounece only last night."—

General Adbertisements

WHY
YOU
WANT

; THE

“STAR!”
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- NEWSPAPER

every  person in

woman or child—who is able

i

IS A NECESSITY

to

the community — man,

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 advent, 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 benefit to

these Islands and their people.

To pri% 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 Stag, from the

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

classes of people on all the Islands.

*

of any other evening journal in Honolulu

The “STAR” Is

50 Cents

_A Month

troit Freg Press

In Advdnce,

—

Compare the daily table of contents with that

%,.’

—————

General Advertisements.

HARDWARE, Builders and General,
always up to the times in gquality, styles and prices,
Plantations Supplies,

a full assoriment to suit the various demands,

Steel Plows.,

matle expressly for Island work with extra parts,

CULTIVATORS' CANE KNIVES.
Agricultural Implements,

b ses, Shovels, Mattocks, ete,, ete.

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.

Merchants.

CASTLE & COOKE,
and Commission

'{‘f‘. SEWING MACHINES.

@ Wilcox & Gibbs, and Remington,

i ~ s - quality #nd cficiency surpasse
k Lubricating Oils, " " “ e e
= General Merchandise,

C | itis pot possibie to list everytiyng we have; if there is anything
- you want, come and ask for i, yout will be |n~hl|.-1§ trested.

_\':. Ih.n]ﬂl_' th she w Hal |I-.

HENRY DAVIS & Co.,

52 Fort Street, Honolulu, H. L

GROGERS AND PROVISION DEALERS!

Purveyors to the United States Navy and Frovisioners of War Vesscls

PAMILY GROCERIES.  TABLE LUXURIES.  ICE HOUSE - DELICACIES

Coffee Roasters and Tea Dealers,

Island Produce a Specialty

FRESH BUTTER axp EGGS

We are Agents and First Handlers of Maui Potatoes,

AND SELL AT LOWEST MARKET RATES

P. 0. Box s5e5. Both Telephones Number 130

For the Yolcano !

Nature's Grandest Wonder.

The Popular and Seeni¢c Rout

By

THE ——

Wilder's Steamship Company's
A1 STEAMER KINAU,

Fitted with Electric Light, Electric Bells, Courteous and Attentive Senvice

VEa EFEII0:

Is

The Kinau Leaves Homoluli Every 10 Day:,

TUESDAYS AND FRIDAYS,

|Arriving at Hilo Thursday and Sunday Mornings

From Ihilo to the Volcano—3c Miles,
1). 8 AT l.(‘ r"'.l. (‘ il.. {1
assengers are Conveyed in Carriages,
Over a Srievpib Macapayizin Roan, running most of the

way through a Dense Tropical Forest—a ride alone worth the
trip,

ABSENT FROM HONDLULU T DAYS!

—s2 TICEK HTS,s«t—
Including All Expenses,

For the Round Trip. :: Fifty Dollars.

For Further Information, Cant. A1 the Orrick, -

Corner Fort and Queen Streets,
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