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Cannibals

Chimpanzees and

Between 1582 and 188 | spent sam(*lhlng
like four years on the west coast of Africy
between the Gambia and the Cameroons.
1 doudt If any period of my service in the
African continent was more Interesting t.
me. Amongst the many curious people '
met was a Dutchman, whom I will call
Yan Beulingh, though that was not hig
name. I learn that he is recently dead.

This curious creature was full of extraor}
dinary stories, good and bad, told often i
very picturesque English with just a trac
ef Duteh construction In his sentences
snd besprinkled with a great variety ol
indigenous negro terms. His ostensible live;
Mhood, 1 might remark, was that of a na}
tural history collector for various museum 3
and for one or two personages in the Eng-
lish world of science, He had some strang:
freemasonry, which took him far and widn
amongst all native tribes uninjured. Ik
would have been of the greatest interest,
1 now believe, to have taken down textuall v
a selection of his stories, some of which [
ascertained to be absolutely true, whil2
the others, If ficticious, were at any rate
of considerable interest. Here, as nearly
as I can remember it, Is one of the stories
he told me, though I decline to vouch fcr
fts accuracy. Not to weary the reader ]
have put it Into plain English without at-
tempting to imitate Van Beulingh's pid-
turesque but discursive and disjointe]
style,

The first night we spent In the forest
after leaving the banks of the river there
were bands of chimpanzees all round uy,
hooting and screaming. Apparently in ore
direction they had got hold of a hollow
cylinder of wood—possibly the section of
& thick branch, or one of the native’s large
wooden mortars for pounding food. They
seemed to be slapping this natural drusa
with their hands and hooting in chorug,
the notes rising in the scale until thay
ended in deafening shrieks, and a sound
not unlike laughter. A chimpanzee baly
was whimpering and crylng, braying it
last In its passionate anger, as a -:hl_*_d
brays when madly angry. I was rathér
anxious to sheot one of these apes, lit 1'p
for the moment by the blaze of our fird,
and standing not more than twenty yar's
away; but my men implored me to do noti-
ing of the kind, averring that the whaole
of the band would then assault our camb,
and that although we might kill two &r
three, or even four, we should be eventually
overpowered and torn to pieces, i

CHASED BY CHIMPANZEES.

On the third day of our journey a hufe
chimpanzee plopped down from a branch
that hung over the path, and stood ereqt,
as if challenging the advance of our carh-
van. This time I could not resist the ou-
portunity, both of disposing of a possitie
aggressor and of getting a magnlﬁce_:nt
specimen for the museums. So I took aim
with my single-barreled 450, and shot him
through the heart. He gave a fearfal
gcream, like a man might do before he fetl.
" That scream did for us. A number of
other chimpanzees, males and females, il
grown and half grown—and some of them
looked to me to be pretty nearly a=s large
as gorillas—were suddenly visible, dropplug
to the ground from the lower branches,
serambling down trunks and makiag
straight for their dead comrade and myself,
I tell you I was panic-struck. I had vot
much ammunition with me on my body,
and without attempting to fire any mure
cartridges, for the moment I turned right
around and fled up along the path, meanihg
o make a s=tand with my men, who had
plenty of ammunition. But my men at the
sight of the chimpanzees had flung down
their loads and run into the forest, fle-
ing for their lives, hiding themselves .in
the brushwood. Fortunately for me fhe
greater part of the chimpanzees went affer
them in pursult. Two old fellows came ‘or
me, but I killed them both. The path we
had foliowed was of the faintest. Indecd,
on the second day we repeatedly lost it
and I more than suspect, to use a native
phrase, it had *“dled” from want of uvse.
We really seemed, at the time the chim-
panzees came for us, to have been follow-
Ing an old elephant track. After sit-
ting for half an hour and seeing no
more chimpansees I began to shout to my
men to return. No human being replied,
but my shout unfortunately attracted the
chimpanzees, cither the same ones that
had attacked us before or a fresh lot. The
forest resounded with their hoots. 8.d-
denly they began to pour into the relatfve-
ly ¢lear space in which I was sitting, and
where the bodies of the three dead ones
lay. In 4 mad panic I rose and took to
my heels, running desperately in the direc-
tion where the forest seemed clearest. Of
course, when I was able to run pretty
quickly the chimpanzees could not with
their shambling gait on the ground keep up
with me. Yet every now and then a fresh
enemy would drop down from the trees and
make for me. 1 dodged to the right and
to the left, I hid myself for a space in a
clump of huge plants, I was cruelly stung
by ants, and nearly dead with heat, fatigue
and want of breath. I scarcely dared to
shout again. At last, feeling that I should
meetl with my death by starvation, and ‘the
abandonment of my porters, if I made no
effort, I attempted to retrace my steps to
the fatal spot where the chimpanzees lay
dead. But the forest looked the same In all
directions. There were no landmarks to
guide me;: 1 had completely lost my way,
My only idea théh was to look at the little
compass attached to my watch chain, and
attempt to walk composedly in a south-

easterly direction, Dbelieving that to
have been the general trend of
the path we were following, and

hoping that it might bring me to a vil-
lage of the Babom people. Even If these
were the flerce cannibals they were repre-

sented to be thvy seemed brothers and
friends compared to those awful apes.
Night overtook me, however, and 1 had

reached no sign of human habitation. 1
had been able to quench my thirst, because
rills of water were commonly met with in
this magnificent but alarming forest. After
all, I was no neophyte in African explora-
tion, and had several times before been
lost In the wilderness. 1 was therefore de-
termined not to take too gloomy a view
of the case or to wear myself out with
unnecessary fatigue. Accordingly I sat
down on ferns aud moss by the side of a
Mitle stream and prepared myself to pass
the night. I had matches on me, with a
pipe and tobacce. The pipe put heart into
me, and with one or two matches I man-
aged to Nght a fire of sticks.
A FACE IN THE DARKNESS.

The blue smoke curled up Into the sombre
darkness of the forest, and a cheery little
red flame produced at once an atmosphere
of home. [ kept my fire within reason-
able bounds so as not to attract too much
from the chimpanzees. Utterly ex-
as I was from my flight through

I fell asleep. Some hours later
fire had burnt down to a
white ashes from which a dull red

man face was looking at me, framed in
leaves. At my exclamation the face was
withdrawn with a slight rustling. 1 sat
paralyzed with terror--1 hardly knew why.
Presently a spurt of flame showed the face
again peering through the leaves. The fea-
tures were those of a negro woman, of
rather degraded type, probably belonging
to one of the prognathous forest tribes,
bordering In their physique on the Pygmy.
But the eyes had a kindly expression. The
woman was holding something in her arms.
For some mindtes we sat gazing at each
other speechlessly. Every now and then
the flame died down. At last the woman
made some sound like human speech. I
began to realize that she might be my sal-
vation. I motioned her to draw near. I
spoke to her in a few words of Efik. This
she did not understand, yet the language
was evidently one slightly familiar to her
in pronunciation. She boldly stepped up to
the fire, took more chips and sticks and

replenished it, clutchipg the while
what appeared to be a young child
She squatted down on her hunker2

on the opposite side of the fire to my-
self, cleared her throat several times, and
then began to talk in a low, hurried voice.
Unfortunately, I could not understand a
word of the language she used. 1 said, “Do
you know any Efik?' She repeated the
word Efik several times, as though it were
famillar, and then in a fresh outburst of
speech repeated over and over aga'n the
word Akwa or Apka. I guessed that she
explained to me that she knew something
of the Akwa language which is spoken 1o
the east of Old Calabar. Fortunately I had
in the side pocket of my coat a small note-
book in which I had written down a few
words of thls language. 3y this means,

and by the abundant and explanatory ges-'

tures of which she made use I elicite from
her what would appear 1o be a most ex-
traordinary story. I can only giveitas I
understood it at the time, but will not
vouch for its being true. I can only tell
you what I gleaned by this strange con-
versation, and what I actually saw. The
woman, I gathered, had been driven out of
a not far distant Babom village because
she had given birth to twins. This, as you
know, is considered to be a terrible dis-
grace amongst the negroes of this part of
Africa. Traces of this superstition still re-
main at Old Calabar. Not only are the
twins invariably killed, but the mother is
often killed also, or at any rate is made
‘fetish’ and driven off iInto the forest.
Either this woman's life had been at-
tempted, or at any rate it had been threat-
ened, and she had fled into the forest.
There she built a little hut, and sustained
herself by feeding on the wild fruits, the
excellent fungi, and certain roots; while oc-
casionally when hard pressed for other
food she stealthily approached villages at
night, and robbed the banana plantations.
On one occasion she narrowly escaped be-
ing caught and killed.
AN EXTRAORDINARY STORY.

One day she found her little shelter in
the forest surrounded by a number of
chimpanzees. They squatted round her and
hooted, screamed and chattered. Then a
large male chimpanzee laid hold of her, not
unkindly. This act provoked some of the
females to attempt to fling themselves on
the unfortunate woman with teeth and
nails, but the old man chimpanzee turned
on them oOne after the other with extraordi-
nary flerceness and drove them off. The
woman was compelled to follow where he
dragged her. For some time—I could not
gather how long—she had more or less lived
with the chimpanzees. Her skin bore many
gigns of ill treatment at the hands and
teeth of the jealous females, but she had
managed 2zt last to conquer a place for
herself in their strange tribée and was now
on excellent terms with all of them. She
had, as before, to find her own food, for
generosity has no place in their narrow
minds, but she often shared in the resuilts
of their bold raids on the neighboring plan-
tations and villages. (She appeared well
nourished on the whole.) She had heard
the extraordinary clamor of the chim-
panzees, had seen the dead ones and in the
night had smeit the smoke of my wood fire.
Finding her way to the place where I lay
asleep she sat down, hoping to see by day-
light what creature it was that lit the fire,
When I stirred the embers and revived
the flames she had seen that it was no
nggro that had done this. The existence
of white men some days’ journey to the
west and south was known to her, and she
concluded that I must be one of those won-
derful beings and in all probability benefi-
cent, '

Then my fire died down again, and in
spite of my Interest and curlosity my weari-
ness caused me to sleep a few more hours
until morning. The woman was still sit-
ting there, evidently watching over me.
I asked to see what she held Iin her arms.
It was a horrible gnome!—a gross carica-
ture of A human child. * * * That woman
saved my life, in all probability. She led
me by deviougs ways through the forest un-
til at last I saw a welcome burst of open
sky and the glistening green of banana
plantations. Then 1 gathered from her
gestures that I was to find the rest of the
way into the village myself. I tried to
explain my thanks to her, but she had
turned and fled back into the forest with

thr awful infant.
plclon of savages Is aroused by anything
Flike a stealthy approach to their abodes,

all directions.

- [] " -

I =et up a great shout. Presently men came
running out of the plantations, gazing In
I shouted again. They ad-
vanced towards ‘me somewhat threatening-
ly, but I showed by my gestures
that I had an unloaded gun, and
was peaceably inclined. There Was
a short consuliation, and then an
elder advanced towards me holding out his
hands. 1 met him half way, and shook
bands with extreme cordiality, Thencefor-
ward my difficulties came to an end, and
what had seemed likely to end in an ap-
palling tragedy became ultimately a most
successful expedition. The Babom people
turned out in force and ransacked the for-
est, the loads which were deserted by my
porters were picked up, and what was more
we also secured two of the bodies of the
immense chimpanzees I had killed. From
the appearance of the ground it looked as
though the third had been dragged away
by the other apes. 1 rested for several
davs in the Babom village, Meantime these
savage but friendly people were ranging the
woods in large bands (for protection
against the chimpanzees), raising shouts
that might be heard by my porters. My
three Accra servants were discovered in a
very exhausted condition, having sustained
themselves by gathering fungi and Amo-
mum fruits. Most of my canoce men were
also found. AS to the thirty porters, they
had evidently run all the way back to their
homes on the Cross river, where they nat-
urally spread abread the rumor (about the
fiftieth that has occurred) that I was dead
—torn to pieces by infuriated chimpanzees.

Next Week:
“Dark Deeds in the Czar's Dominions,” by
Fred Whishaw.
[Copyright in the United  States of Amer-
iea by D. T. Plerce. All rights re-
éorve:l.]

PEOPLE OF COLOR.

They Are Making a Large Figure in
Present World Affairs.

Boston Advertiser.
We do not here refer to members of the

African race, the Indian race, the Malay
race, or any other race of men whose racial
distinctiveness is marked by more or less
departure from that color of the skin in
which Caucasians take pride. We allude
solely to that considerable and important
portion of mankind who rejoice in the pos-
session of family names derived from one
of the principal colors.

We desire to call attention to a question,
without attempting to answer it. The ques-
tion is, why certain of the principal colors
nave come to be used g0 commonly as
family names, while other cclors equally
well-known are totally or nearly neglected
in that respect?

The family of the Browns is one of the

largest in the world. The directory of
every large English or American city con-

tains many columns devoted to information
regarding the Blacks. The list of Greens,
spelled sometimes with an extra fifth letter
of the alphabet and sometimes without, Is
an imposing list. Whether white can
strictly be called a color, or merely the
absence of color, is a point in dispute
which does not concern us now. It suffices
to say that Anglo-Saxon humanity would
be much poorer without its Whites. Al-
though it is common to say that justice
should be colorless, an eminent jurist
named Gray will preside over the high
court of arbitration which is to decide the
coal strike disputes. That name, by the
way, is remarkably prominent in the judi-
cial history of this country, as are also
some of the other names mentioned above,

But whoever heard of a Mr. Yellow?
How much space do the Blues occupy in
the Boston directory? Very littlee Why
are there but two Reds in Boston?

It cannot be sald with truth that these
colors so curiously neglected in family
nomenclature are so neglected because
they are in disrepute. It is true that sonte
degree of, usually unmerited, prejudice ap-
pears to exist against yellow dogs. The
characters described in Thackeray's “Yel-
lowplush Papers” are not, for the most
part, enviable. But there are plenty of
people of the finest tastes and refinement
who are ready to confess that yellow is
their favorite color, And do not more
than half the titled ladies of Great Britain
proudly belong to the Primrose league, a
league organized to keep fresh the mem-
ory of the Earl of Beaconsfleld, whose fa-
vorite flower was the primrose? And is not
the primrose described by the poet Words-
worth in his “Peter Bell" as *“‘yellow"?

Of blue it is enough to say, and it is
saving a very great deal, indeed, that it
is the color of the sky above our heads,
and of a vast portion of the loveliest eyes
in our heads. When the reader is remind-
ed that red is the color of every iiving
creature's blood, that argument is enough
for the color's defense.

Of course, there is a reason why some
colors have come to be the names of many
men, and others have not. But it must be
a recondite reason.

e [
Skinning Pearls.

Philadelphia Record.

The lapidary was skinning a pearl. He
had on gloves of a very delicate sort of
kid, and the glasses that he wore had
lenses of such great magnifying power
that his eyes, through them, looked as
bizg as saucers. "I wear gloves,” he said,
“becausge the hands perspire freely in this
work, and perspiration has often beéen
known to discolor pearls. This stone was
injured by the accidental dropping on it
of some acid. The disaster discolored it,
you see, With this very delicate little tool
I am removing Its outer skin, and if I
find that the acid has filtered through and
discolored the inner skin also I may re-
move that as well. A pearl, you see, is com-
posed of concentric layers, or skins, and
vou can, if you are a clever workman, peel
it down and down until it disappears. That
operation, indeed, is often done by the ap-
prentices of the lapidary trade. They work
on spoiled, worthless pearls, and the ex-
perience is very good for them. It teaches
them a great deal about the pearl’s anat-
omy, and it gives a wonderful cunning to
their hand. The pearl Is the only precious
stone that can be skinned. To skin it is
often the only way to restore its milky
color.”

Teacher—Wing, do you call beating on that horrible
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A FORMER INDIANIAY MUCH
PLEASED WITH HIS NEW HOME.

£

A Country of Great Possibilities,
Which Enterprise Is Rapidly
Developing.

*

Correspondence af the Indiamapolis Journal

ALBION, Idaho, Oct. 20.—In a land made
famous long ago through the patrietic ef-
fort of John 'Jacob Astor and vouchsafed
td American freedom by Lewis and Clarke
and the heroic Whitman; a land whose
fertile acres alone ought to tempt the men
of energy in the con&ested eastern districts
of our splendid country, whose productive
agricultural valleys cannot compare for
wealth opportunities with the ‘vast graz-
ing regions which this very hour teem with
countless ‘herds of cattle and sheep and
horses that have never known further
touch of civilization than the occasional
sight of a cowboy with his lariat and red-
hot branding ring; in such a land as this,
walled in by extensive mountain ranges
with gold and silver mines of fabulous
richness, the dwelfer of 1daho—Idaho, “The
Gem of the Mountains'’—finds himself.
Furthermore, a land of more bright days
than may be experienced in any other por-
tion of Uncle Sam’'s domain, if his records
may be trusted.; richer fruits than Cali-
fornia herself may boast, and a land whose
people possess as many of human virtues
and in as large measure as do the people of
older and more densely populated States.
All in all, the spirit of this prosperous and
hopeful young commonwealth reminds one
of that sentiment which seemed to domi-
nate the “0Old Western Reserve'” of Ohlo—
a spot that has contributed her full quota
of eminent men—both statesmen and schol-
ars. As did the) old reserve, so here all
classes entertain liberal views upon the
question of public education—believing that
civilization in some strange way must, per-
force, follow in the wake of the school-
house. Nothing grudging about the sup-
port Idaho renders her school system. Her
public institutions are her pride—and great
the delusion of him who would write these
sturdy ranchmen, mountaineers, or stock-
men insensible to the high advantages of-
féred by colleges and normal schools.

New, you suggest. Yes, both new and
passing strange to the man accustomed to
trolley cars, skyscraper bulldings, false
aristocracies, cornﬂeldg. beech trees, con-
sumptives, church bells and their concom-
itants; for, in some myvsterious manner—
mysterious to the tenderfoot, at least—
these people contrive to be happy in the
want of many of the aforementioned lux-
uries of civilization, and content, for the
time, in the dearth of some others. After
all, why trolley cars to the young man or
woman who is able to mount the wildest
cayuse in the valley and ride on the wings
of the wind a round hundred miles dally,
climbing mountains and crossing deserts
meanwhile? And what profit come in the
enjoyment of white, tender hands and a
slight form, if in such enjoyment thy king-
dom be divided and thy days be numbered?
The sensible man, who believes this the
best and most beautiful and happiest world
thus far created, would as lief have his
daughter possess rosy cheeks, a good ap-
petite and roughened hands and thus bless
his home with mirthful song and laughter,
even though she lack some of the accepted
grace of an exacting four hundred.

A PROGRESSIVE REGION.

But time and money, those twin po-
tencies which know no obstacles, are se-
riously conspiring to bring the fields of
maize, the forests of deciduous trees and
the church bells. Even while this sketch
is preparing the Twin Falls enterprise of
the Snake river has advanced so far as to
assure, by irrigation, the reclamation of
above 200,000 acres of hitherto desert land—
land which, with plenty of water, will yleld
amazingly and become a veritable garden,
One of the canals ¢gmployed in this enter-
prise is thirty miles long, fifteen feet wide
and carries six feet of water; the other
(there are two) extends for more than sixty
miles, is eighteen feet wide and carries ten
feet of water. This gigantic scheme,
backed by Salt Lake City capital and now
far advanced, guarantees homes to 2,000
gettlers,. And such homes—as fair as the
sun ever shed his beams upon! But the
Twin Falls enterprise sinks into utter in-
significance when contrasted with the
work now being vigorously pushed to com-
pletion by Eastern capitalists at Shoshone
Falls, twenty miles below the Twin Falls.
And before adverting to the irrigation
scheme I must speak a word concerning
the great falls themselves, for compara-
tively few people appreciate the grandeur
of this Western wonder. S8Shoshone Falls
(they call it “show-show-ny,” with the ac-
cent on the second syllable), In some par-
ticulars at least, surpasses Niagara her-
self. Very like to that great cataract in
the horseshoe outline, Shoshone at first
glance suggests that marvel of the lake
region. But sheer downward this immense
volume of water, slightly less than Niag-
ara, falls more than a hundred feet farther
than does Nigara's flood. Strangest of all
differences, a hundred feet above the edge
of the precipice the surface of the water is
so calm that the current will scarcely drive
a ferry boat. A skiff may easily be
rowed directly across the river at that
point. Ten feet below the surface the flood
dashes along at the rate of a hundred miles
an hour, this strange condition being at-
tributable to a deep, cup-like basin in the
lava rock just above the precipice over
which the river flows. The main volume
of the current strikes the barrier with
such tremendous force that, rising to leap
over, the surface is practically becalmed.
Excursionists to the falls enjoy rare sport
by carrying long beams in boats to the
‘middle of the river, then thrusting them
downward vigorously into the undercur-
rent. In a trice these poles bound into the
open air just over the precipice thirty yards
below the boat, then plunge madly down
with the water. :

Profiting by the commercial utilization
of Niagara's power, capital is now expend-
ing ceaseless effort to harness the Sho-
shone similarly. The drillers are at work
and ere the great river is aware her en-
ergy will begin to be stolen. Electricity
will soon pump part of her waters into long
flumes and send them upon thelr errands
of profit, beauty and mercy; profit, in that
a million acres of arid land will become in-
stantly productive; beauty, In that sage
brush will succumb to the allurements of
the primrose and poppy; mercy, well, is it
not a mercy to civilize? Before the new
ten-year-old shall exercise the right of
suffrage, capital promises to send trolley
cars spinning up and down these splendid
1daho valleys, light every city and ham-
let within a radius of fifty miles from Sho-
shone falls, turn ten thousand drilis in the
mines hereabout, and draw rollicking
groups of students to the State Normal
School situated almost within sight of the
gigantic falls. The huge water wheels
which now lift the water from the river
for individual ranch consumption must soon
vanish, even as the little gristmill disap-
peared with the advent of the roller proc-
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realm, or urging In swit. retreat any dis- |

inclired paramour or soon,
through Shoshone's interposition, the sel-

tier's cabin, will appear, and rosy-faced

children will herald the advent of true
civilization. Not idle prophecy, this; it is
thé positive assurance of men enthusiasti-
cally working out the realization of the
dream of years,

A GLORY OF THE PRESENT.

But ldaho's glory lies not wholly in the
future; it is emphaticaily a present consid-
eration. Visit that valley hamlet. Only a
few hundred souls thereabout. Slight vis-
ible evidences of material prosperity. You
meet a grizzled mountaineer carrying a
small bag in his hand. Uncle Jim has been
down to the assayer's office getting an offi-
cial statement upon the ore he carries.
You stop to say good morzing. A merry
twinkle lights up his otherwise cold eye.
He volunteers you a glance at his assayer's
report. The figures account for the miner's
glee. He has “‘struck it rich,” a daily oc-
currence in Idaho mines; and now he
dreams of ease—perhaps of political prefer-
ment. You wonder about Uncle Jim's
home. Inquiry reveals it—a dirt roofed
shack of two rooms, where the entire house-
hold equipment could be duplicated for a
$50 note. * And yet, if you will but go to the
assessor's office the records will disclose
the fact that Uncle Jim's taxables have
been listed at $150,000. And nearly ev-
ery Idaho village of half a thousand souls
can claim a baker's dozen of Uncle Jims;
not all of them living in such austere sim-
plicity, but all honest to a fault and char-
itable to the core. Some of them owe their
prosperity to countless heads of sheep and
cattle on the mountain sides, grazing at
Uncle Sam's expense; for his excellency,
the distinguished citizen with marked chin
whiskers, striped trousers, cut-away cos'
and grandfather hat, offers his domain
gratuitiously to these sturdy men who
deny themselves and their families the
luxuries of a more advanced eivilization.

Speaking of herds reminds me of the un-
remitting warfare—not always with guns,
though the Winchester frequently assumes
an important role—between the cattlemen
and the sheepmen. Old cattlemen recall,
with sighs of deep regret, the days when
all these sage-brush plains were covered
with luxuriant grasses knee high, Palmy
days, those, for the cattlemen. Then came
the sheep herds. Cattle refused to graze
upon lands which sheep frequented. Fur-
thermore, and worst of all, the grass itself
perished under the tread of the sheep hoof.
It has now disappeared altogether, and
perhaps forever, since the rainfall seems
inadequate to wevive it. Hatred? Well,
that's putting it mildly. Pitched battles
and annihilation of vast flocks in former
days occurred—do even yet occur, though
rarely. One of the issues in the present
sizzling state campaign relates to a pro-
posed modification of what is termed the
“two-mile limit law"—a measure secured
and now earnestly defended by the cattle-
men. Its provisions render the sheepmen,
go it is alleged, more or less dependent
upon the caprice of the cattlemen: and
rumor has it that the cattlemen, at least
in some localities, arbitrarily interpret the
law to the sheepmen’'s detriment. In the
“mix-ups” that follow a meeting of the
herders of these rival interests, usually the
sheepmen pays dearly for any courageous
manifestation. A twenty-four-hour warn-
ing is given him to lead his flock out of
the cattle country. If he heed it, well, if
he decline, “you know the rest in the books
you have read.” To use the words of a
cow-puncher, “You bet your life we don't
eat cow steak for two weeks after the five-
shooter is pulled.” And he laid strange
stress upon the word cow. Certaih it is
that thousands of sheep In this Western
country have perished in consequence of
the estranged feelings between these other-
wise remarkably peaceable men. There
seems little doubt that lives and herds are
still occasionally jeopardized. In passing,
it may be remarked, few men sustain more
heroic existences than do these same herd-
ers. In almost absolute isolation, far up
the mountain gorges or against the moun-
tain side, now skirting the desert, now fol-
lowing well-known mountain streams, com-
panionless for days, chivalrous always and
strongly unselfish, they deserve well of
their employers, whom they serve with
marked fidelity. Fidelity? With these men
it is not enough that the ninety and nine
be safely corralled—it must be one hun-
dred. Pity that feuds exist, but they do.

HERDS OF WILD HORSES.

Uncle Sam, perhaps, is not aware of his
total equine assets.. Up and down the
Snake valley roam herds of wild horses—
beauties, too, which most persons would
highly prize—that have never known a
closer acquaintance with man than were
possible at the distance of a league or
more; for these herds, always under the
command of a majestic stallion, disappear
into the mountain fastnesses with the
slightest sign of interruption or danger.
Cowboys frequently surprise these animals,
shoot the stallion, stampede and capture
the mares and colts, Many a blooded sire
of tremendous prowess has thus been sac-
rificed, experienge having taught the utter
futility of an attempt to capture him.

I have little doubt the Eastern horticul-
turist's fancy might be deeply excited
could be but spend a week in Idaho val-
leys. Wherever water may be procured
(irrigation is the sole means of moistening
the soil here) orchards of surpassing fruit-
age abound. Apples, pears, plums, prunes
and small fruits grow in such abundance
as to compel, in the average observer, ex-
pressions of genuine surprise. Nor is this
fruit ravaged by insects. In such a per-
fect condition does it mature that prac-
tically the whole crop is marketable as
first-class. These Westerners, moreover,
are greatly in advancee of Eastefn fruit
growers in one particular at least. All
fruit is bought and sold by the pound. In
Idaho one never hears employed the term
bushel, peck and the like. Entire absence
of storms, continuous sunshine, inexhaust-
ible soil, long summers—and what addi-
tional does the horticulturist seek? These,
to state the case falrly, constitute Idaho's
everlasting heritage for her fruit growers.

Occasionally one meets an extraordinary
character in this Western country. Such
was recently my good fortune—a real
forty-niner, an acquaintance of Fremont,

Once there was a Man who belonged to all
the Secret Orders and looked like an krish-
man and had a German Name and em-
ployed a lot of Swede Help, so he received
the Nomination for County Treasurer.

He was nominated the Night before the
Convention by a large red Mind-Reader
who knew what the People Wanted before
they found it out for themselves. He

THE LARGE RED MIND READER.

couldn’t have been elected Constable on his
own Hook, as he had a Record that in-
cluded Grave-Robbing, Brace Faro and
Second-Story Work. So the only thing left
for him to do in Politics was to name the
Candidates, and then, if the Combination
went through, get first Whack at the Con-
tracts and put all of his High-Binders on
the Pay-Roll

He was editorially roasted, but, just the
same, when a Representative Citizen want-
ed to run for anything he found it advisa-
ble to go around and place himself Right
with the frog-faced Boss,

He was a Modest Man, was the Cam-
paigner with the 18-inch Neck. He did not
ask to have his Picture on any Transpar-
encies. When a cut-and-dried Programme
was being pulled off, he never made any
Speeches from the Platform. If he had
anvthing to say he s=aid it in a husky
Whisper and up an Alley. All of his Spout-
ing was done by Proxy, for he had an his
Staff several 14-karat lawyers, each of
whom hoped to be State’s Attorney some
day when the Vcters were not looking.

This eminent Disciple of the String Game
was the one who picked out the Candidate
for County Treasurer. There was another
Aspirant who had a Petition signed by
14,000 Property-Owners, but when it came to
a show-down at the Primaries he had only
1? votes, and 8 of these were thrown out by
the Judges because one of the would-be
Delegates had his name mis-spelled. Which
shows what can be done to the Independent
when he tries to buek the Machine.

The Candidate for County Treasurer
yielded to the entreaties of his Friends and
permitted the Use of his Name as soon as
he had it figured out to him that by
freezing on to the Interest on Public Funds
he could rake off about 20,000 Louies per
Annum. As soon as the free and untram-
meled Convention had named him by Ac-
clamation, he fought his Way through the
Cigar Smoke and made a Speech of Ac-
ceptance. He said that he had only one
Object In Life, and that was to give the
Tax-Payer a Square Deal, and Trusts were
a growing Danger, likewise it was our
Duty to spread the Blessings of Freedom
in the far-off Islands of the Paclfic, inas-

CITIZENS WITHOUT OVERCOATS.

much as a reasornable Tariff Revision
seemed Imperative, because the Workman
had a right to organize in the interests of
Arbitration, All of which could be accom-
plished if the Sovereign Voters would rally
around kim and on the fourth day of next
November, with their Ballots, as fall the
Snow-Flakes, strike Terror to the Hearts
of all Despoilers of Liberty. In other
Words, he wanted to be County Treasurer,

" The Modern Fable of the Tax-

payers’' Friend Who Ran to an Empty Grand.
stand and Finished Outside the Money.

Copyright, ropos, by Robert Howard Russell,

Now, the Off Year In poillies is
garian Joke to the Mark who has Kisand
SOOd-bYL" to his Shekels anq taken o
Gambler's Chance. He wanis to hoid dowy
a Leather Chair in a Mahogany Ofmee 1
the County Building and hive a Push }v,.;
in front of him and a box of Perfectog
on the Roll-Top, and drrw about elght
Samoleons a Minute, while the cheap Help
does all the heavy Work.

Of every ten Patriots who are Bow
throwing vitrified Brick at the h!n[,;r
Power, at least nine are hoping that $Ome
day the grateful Voters will rise up ang
compel them to use Leather Chairs

As for the would-be Treasurer, after he
had spent $80 to see his Plcture on Tele
graph Poles and had bough tickets to sume
eighty-five Social Hops, to say nothing of
what he had slipred the Boss, he felt tha
if he did not land in the ounty Building
the whole Fabric of the G« vernment would
begin to unravel.

Under ordinary Conditions he was a Chii.
ly Proposition who falled ‘0 recognize any
one who did not wear a Tall Hat and be-
long to four or five Clubk, but after the
Lightning struck him and he became the
People’'s Cholce, he would tear across the
street to shake Hands with all varietles of
Trash and ask them 3Jow everything
seemed to be going.

As a Rule they did not know what he
was driving at, for in an Off Year the Can-
didate who has made a powerful Ante s
the only Mortal who s dead sure that
there is going to be an Election. The gen-
eral run of the Public was watching the
price of Coal and trying to guess the Foot-
ball Scores, so that whn the Laboring
Man's Friend began his Canvass he was
appalled at the General Apathy., The very
Foundations of our blood-bought Institue
tions were being undermined by the loath-
some Opposition and no one scemed to care
a Continental. When the Popular Choice
for County Treasurer appeared at a Hall
to make an Address showing why the Pan-
ama Canal was a Necessitly and how Ire
land’'s Wrongs would be righted if only he

e

no Hun.

AN

EXCITING ELECTION.

could land as County Treasurer, he would
find about a dozen Fellow-Citizens without
Overcoats who had come in to get Warm.
He would arise and explain why Cuba
was entitled to Justice and that all Wealth
belonged to the Common People, but he
never explained to the Boys how they
could go out that same Evening and got
their Part of It _

After every Meeting he would take the
Gang down into a Thirst Farlor and buy
Fusel Oil in order to convince them that
he was the Man entitled to handle their
Money. Inasmuch as they pald no Taxes,
they all seemed willing to take a Chance,

Although the great Body of Voters was
indifferent and failed to Register, one Fact
was most encouraging to the Candidate,
From the first to the las; of his Campalgn-
ing every Voter he met was with him and
with him Strong. He could not find any
one who was in favor of the corrupt and
mercenary Antagonist. So he figured that,
although the Vote would be light, he would
get about 98 per cent. of It.

The Election was about as exciting as a
Quaker Meeting, Now rnd then some one
sauntered up to a Polling-Place and went
back into the Pantry and marked his Bal-
lot and then dug out without tipping any-
thing off. It was useless to hand out £
Bills in the interest of Good Government
because there was no way of keeping Tab

Two Men, seven Boys and one Candidate
walted at Headquarters for the Returns,
Abocut 10 p. m. the Benefactor who had
drawn Piletures of hims=elf sitting in the
Leather Chair learned that he bhad been
snowed good and proper. He went away
crushed by the Public Talamity and won-
dering why he was tHe only Person on
earth who had been willing to labor for the
General Good.

Next Morning the Sun came up as Usual,
On that bright, crisp I‘ay of Indian Sum-
mer the only one who remembered any-
thing about an Election was a blearteyed
Man looking over the f;tuba in his Check-
Book. - :

Moral: If the Off-Year Candidate keeps
quiet, no one will know he has been Licked.

Kit Carson and Bridger. This man, now
almost four score years of age, would
casily pass for sixty odd. It seemed, after
an hour's conversation with him who had
contributed so mightily to the subjugation
of the wilderness, a positive calamity that
his rich experiences should be lost to his-
tory. I invited him to detall a single ex-
perience of the early days. Then, in a
straightforward manner, he began.
Strange revelations sometimes unexpected-
ly attend inquisitiveness. Long years be-
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fore 1 had read of the %erolc journey of a
devoted band of Mormons across the plaing
from near where Omaha now stands te
Salt Lake City, in dead of winter, on foot,
carrying their possessions in push carts
the entire distance. History offers few
parallels to this noble =ffort of brave men
and devoted women. MYy acqualntance was
among the relief party sent from Salt Lake
City to meet the beleaguered pligrims. His
story sounded llke rom: nce, yet it abound.
ed in pathetic allusiors to the grandeur
of sounl animating these courageous cone
verts. It seemed a strange linking of the
pressing present with; the strange past
Yet such rare narrators must soon dise
appear—they are even now lingering with
us in this Western country excjusively.
HORACE ELLIS.

Skepticeal Youth. -
Washington Post.

One of my bosom friends is a small boy
who was born skeptical. So far as I know
the multiplication table is the only thing
on earth that he accepts as unquestionable.
About everything else  he has his doubts
and his contempt for the bellefs of his
elders is refreskhingly outspoken and frank.
He came to see me the other day on his
way home from schocl, and his first re-
mark quite floored me.

“Women don’t know much,” he observed.

“Don"t they?" I asked, feebly.

“Oh, they know some things,”™ he has-
tened to say, “but they believe lots of fool-

ishness. ow,. there's teacher, She
told us to-day that the in the ocean
are made by the mocn puliing ;_Ipnw

ml it. Wouldn't that frost

SH1EEILIAERUTENL « o8

STEESER LT

-

rh et CHOAR MO CCNERACTY SRR CEWNE R YRS ENAVENSARE X

P P T T aaerareEY O W BT RN ™M ¥

Sant Lk b e A e R

- mier e e L L o e g S e




