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on Germany', England. 
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Prescriptions Carefully Compounded at 
all HourS of the Day or Night. ^ 

The Best Assortment of Goods in this line north of St Paul and Minneapolis. Drugs, 
Chemicals, Patent Medicines, Oils, Paints, Dyes, Colors, Perfumery, lamps, 

Brackets, Toilet Requisites, Combs, Musical Instruments, Trusses, 
Pocket Books, Pocket Knives, Stationery, Candies, 

' . - ' • • • Cigars, Tobacco, &c., <fcc 

AN EXCELLENT STOCK OF 

Pure Wines and Liquors! 
T O E M E D I C I N A L P U B P O S E S . ^LTJ 

The Singer and New American Sewing Machines QB Hand and for sale cheap, 

PRINCETON ; 

FLOUR AND PEED MILLS, 
-JTT. D. SAHEEY, Proprietor ip^^^^^>i 

A Supply of Flour, Feed and Meal Kept Constantly 
on Hand and sold at Lowest Figures. 

• ' "• FOR CASH, ^ 

M i l LilBifii a 
">( ' V 0 ; i < M 

£ 3 T Bring me GOOD WHEAT and I W H I i O T A E A N T B E TO 
MAKE YOU GOOD FLOUR. 

p < HAS. D. KERR, 

A T T O R N E Y , 
Comer Third and Robert Streets, St. Paul, 

CT'WM attend Terms of Court in Mine. Lacs 
County. 

P. & H. P. BARKER, 
4. 

Attorneys at Law, 
A. P. Barker:—Office at Princeton. 
H. F. Barker:—Office at Cambridge. 

J. L. BRADY, . :. 

It 
Office in Brady's Building, Main st. Princeton. 

H O W A R D M . A T K I N S , 

m i at Lai, 
:i•••/;-:i ELK RIVER, MINN. 

Jfflce. B'ate street, opposite the Railroad Depot 
u ]% B. F. LYNCH, M.IX,(^. 
Physician and Surgeon, 

Office over Head & Loring's Store. ¥& - "̂ ^ 
_ j ; : • _, ;ly Eesldence at Mr. John Hateh's. 

ÊUTOETOIT, >? - -": - «m. 

General Store.V-
• '•• , * • • • — • . : . :^r,v 

s . i s i : . B Y E K S , 
7 Main Street, PBppETOtf. s 

The Lowest Frioes <ever known to 
' • v; , the Retail Trade in^;,,".', !w 

>? • r n ^ n p r i n c e t o n . >«i'iV' i( -
[ am selling; goods cheaper than the cheapest. 

3D. JiL. <3rJi3JErSr, 
. f,.r: 3 

OLEEK OP THE DISTRICT OOUET, 

-PRINCETON, , ip; 3 ^ 
Mille Lacs County, Minnesota. 

Br act of Congress, you can go before the Clerl 
of Court and prove np on your claim or homestead; 
yon need not go to a U. & Land office. 

W pumcEToar^s *ifc«* 

ifunsr. 

>p,4-j0ffice in Cowles' BJock,. 

'RINCETON, f i - - •,(,"_ MINN 

J. P. CALDWELL M. D., 

PEINCETON,v., *n 
t l i . 

WAGON? SHOP, 
MAIN STBEET, PEINOETON. 

.1 l l S " - ? 0 1 ' ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ *̂- *? 
A l l k i n d s o t w o r k i n m y l i n e 

n e a t l y a n d p r o m p t l y e x e c u t e d . I 
c a n a n d w i l l g i v e s a t i s f a c t i o n . ' 

A.J.BULLIS, Pro'p.; 

/~\CEAN STEAMERS. - **&*• 

WHITE STAR LINE. 
FROM AN1> W) EUBOPB FROM RKW YOKK. 

Procure through tickets by the cheapest and 
best line of Steamers to Liverpool and Queens-
town, Dublin, Belfast, Londonderry, Glas
gow,, Cardiff, Bristol, Bergen," Cfcriatiana. 
Christensand, Stavanger, Throtidhjen, \Bre-
men, Copenhagen, -Gothenlsurffb, Groningei-, 
Havre, Hamburg, HarBngen, Malmo,. Paris, 
Rotterdam;and. other Eurripeaq- .continental 
cities, as well as tiebete-byrail to iN.ew Xbrk 
In connection therew,ith,.an<lall necessary, ia-,• 
'formatipa regarding,the«ame,«4 * ; •., >'» 

; ' -U^JL V. BAR^g, town* >J 
. \"Zri-^ Tj-tt*- Prtfw«tMk1MiBiwaftta*yi 

NICE A N D SOF1". 

,» ."Together they sat in the parlor alone, 
, I, At the dusk of a Sabbath day, . 
1 ^Her shapely head close to his own, !"" 
I *" In a tender, loving way. - v '% -•*«>•'rt * 
5 - "I like to lay my head, dear Will, 
, %<, 'Gainst yours," she murmured low, 

, In tones which made his pulses thrill, 
* j.. And his face with rapture glow. ;,. 

"And is it because you love me, dove?" 
He asked; and then she coughed, 

t : "No, dear Will, not that, but love, >, 
, ,< Because its nice and soft!" 

—The Judge. 

v.iHIS WORD 0P"H0N0E. 
The "(Jreeri Dragon" at Orpington, as

sumed to be an inn, but was really little 
more than a wayside stopping place. 
Mr. Hunter, landlord and proprietor, 
was therefore not a little surprised and 
flurried when, upon a raw October morn
ing, a young man presented himself at 
the bar of the Green Dragon and asked, 
languidly, if he could be accommodated 
with a bed and sitting room. 

"A bed , sir?" replied Mr. Hunter, a 
big man with red face and gray hair; 
"yes, I think I can manage to give you a 
a bed." -• 
"And a sitting-room?'' echoed the 
landlord, in the tone of . one 
who. is ,-, considering a great 
undertaking; "one minute, if you 
please, sir." • 

And Mr. Hunter disappeared into the 
little room adjoining the bar, there to 
hold counsel with some second person; 
the upshot being that, in a fewmintes , 
Mrs. Hunter and a few Hunters just put 
of the crawling state, issued forth, bear-
respectively working materials, socks in 
process of being mended* tin whistles, 
and decapitated dolls.:; 

"You can have this room all to your
self, sir," said Mrs-BHunter, triumphant
ly. 

"You really must not let me disturb 
you," replied the traveler. 

"Don't you mention it," replied the 
landlord, in a tone which was at once 
gentle and confidential; "we would not 
turn a customer away from our doors. 
You see w e do not have, much parlor 
company." 

"And is this the only room you have 
that is disengaged?" 

"Well, yes , sir; this is the only room 
at present, Susan! coals for thegent le -
mans's fire." 

The traveler was glad enough ito enter 
the apartment, and to draw close to the 
fire the one dilapidated arm chair. 

Arthur Seton, barister by profi 
and a writer from choice, %al3 hot^irealii, 
more than, thirty, though he.looked con
siderably older, for the, darkv hair and 
beard were streaked with gray, and the 
face, with its regular, handsome features, 
wore a look of intense mental weariness. 

For some time he leaned indolently 
back, his hands clasped behind his back: 
at last he rose ana took from bis bag a 
locked up diary, which he opened and 
availing himself of pen and ink, which 
stood upon the table made the following 
entry: •:'»<! 

October 17,1874—Got l ip late. Called 
on the Brainstones: George was out. 
Had a pleasant chat with Annie; went, 
like a fool to Richmond, and, like a fool, 
hunted the Well House. I t looked just 
the same as in the old, dear days; but I 
heard children playing in the garden. 
The house, I believe, is let to city peo
ple. Came back to London; dined at 
the Pall Mall; went to the >clut>; got 
back to chambers late; wrote a column 
"review." A weary, weary day. Shall 
I ever know a moments forgetfulness? 

He drew then from the leaves of the 
diary a letter written in a delicate hand 
and addressed "Arthur Setoa, Esq., 12 
Gray's Inn." This letter he regarded 
with a long, sad, loving look; then rest
ing his hand on his head he read it 
through very slowly. I t read as follows: 

"My Dear Arthur.—If you will be so BUS 
picious, so jealous and exacting, I cannotsee 
how we are ever to be happy. Faith with
out works is dead, and love without faith is 
•no blessing, but a weary burden. I am tired 
-of cross words and looks.- Some women, I 
believe, like the feverish excitement of quar-
arels, but I only-look for peace. The miser
able jealousy is qujte unworthy of you. Bo 
'try and put it from you,- and remember that 
love, once wounded, is sometimes hurt past 
xecovery. I received your article quite safe
ly, but I cannot speak about it now. You 
have made me too sad, too weary, and even 
a little indignant. 

"Yours affectionately, 
ALICE €i,ABEFiELn." 

H e replaced the letter, closed the 
diary, took up his pipe and began smok
ing. The early part of this day had been 
fine and mild, but towards the afternoon 
the sky grew leaden and the wind shift
ed to the northeast. N/>w the wind was 
rising and the rain was falling—a cold, 
penetrating, impetuous, determined 
rain. 

For want of something better to do, 
Seton began to write a letter; but he 
made slow work of it. For minutes to
gether he sat holding his pen listlessly, 
listening, as we all listen when alone, to 
what sounds may' be going on near us, 
from a feeling that is not curiosity, but 
more overpowering. 

Suddenly what must have been a very 

light vehicle dashed swiftly down the 
road and drew up at the door of the 
"Green Dragon," while the voice of the 
n e w ' comer became audible. Seton, 
however, could only catch'a few discon
nected words, such as "caught in the 
rain— delicate— shelter— Chiselhurst — 
closed carriage." 

Then the door opened, the landlord 
presented himself upon the threshold, 
and said, in a very pointed manner: 
m "If you please, sir, a young lady, driv
ing over to Sevenoaks m a l i g h t , open 
trap, has been caueht in the rain, and 
her servant wants to know if I can give 

.herasittangroom while he drives back 
to Chiselhurst for a close carriage." 

, . , "And this is the only one you have?" 
rejoined Setom, 0 , a s k h e r in. by aH 

/means. However, I am sorry the: room 
.smells,so o f -smoke," he added, as he 
..knocked the ashes from his pipe. ' "' 
. :?'poh't mention i t , sir, and thai 

px«MklMim«aftta*& a | v*ry:ihuch," replied'the' fcmdlord. - ^ 

In anpthercmoment the door opened 
again, and the unexpected intruder 
entered—-lady^tall and graceful, having 
a pale, Madonna-like S e e , and golden 
hair shining ^like an aureole round a 
classic head/ , l , 

Seton's' fade'-^iad grown white to the 
very lips, anchquivered perceptibly as, 
extending his hand, he said: 

"This is a very Unexpected meeting." 
"Very unexpected,* echoed the lady, 

removing her; "wet mantle and sitting 
down on the leather sofa. The recogni
tion had beeuinutual , but women, as a 
general thing/have more than the ster
ner sex. 

"Let me recommend this chair," said 
Seton, laying his hand u p o n the one 
from which h e had just risen. 

4'No, thank you; I prefer sitting away 
from the fire/ 

"I am sorry the room should smell so 
of tobacc^/* observed Seton, after a 
pause, "bu%Vou see, I did not expect 
the pleasure .,oT a visitor." 

She Wailed a rather forced smile by 
Way of an answer, a n d Seton folded 
elaborately arid put into an envelope a 
blank sheet of paper. 

" The country is very beautiful around 
here," h e observed, writing his own 
name with great care upon the envelope. 

" We havjB only been back from the 
Cbntmeht $hc' weeks," she observed, 
after a pause. "Mamma1 has taken a 
house near Chiselhurst. I was driving 
over to sevenoaks this morning; and was 
caught in the rain, and induced to ask 
for shelteir here." 

"AndUow is Mrs. Clarefield?" 
"Mammi is quite well , thank you." 

Then, after a pause, "Are you stopping 
here?" V 

"Hardly," said Seton, with an assump
tion of gaiety an his tone: "but I'll tell 
you all about it. My friends kindly took 
it into their heads that I was sticking too 
closely |b work—that I wanted fresh air 
and exercise; so they bound me over on 
my word of honor to walk from London 
to Hastings in a ' week. I acquiesce in 
everything now; so, ofcourse, acquiesced 
Ln this, and this is my first day of hard 
labor and imprisonment. 

"Butjwd used—" began the lady; then 
she colojpd a little and seemed unwilling 
to finish her sentence; "you used to be 
so fond of walking." 

"But a man changes a good deal in 
three years," he replied, wearily. 

It would weary you, reader, to set 
down here the dreary commonplaces 
-with which these two tried to beguile 
the time for over an hour. At last they 
took refuge i n silence, while the wind 
roared and the rain lashed the windo w. 
Dusk came on prematurely, and Seton, 
looking out on the cheerless prospect, 
shivered as with cold. Then the lady 
rose very quietly, stirredi the fire into a 
blaze and resumed her seat on the sofa. 

"No, you shouldn't, really," said Set-
on^ not turning around, however, and 
with a look :o f pain on his face. I t is 
wonderful jyhat suffering some small, 
comnignfflalg^woi dpr action, may cause 

1^^|lM^'vlst^ i^'- t^R^^le^o5?s -may 
they hot open up to usf "I suppose the 
carriage wil l soon be back," said Alice, 
presently, and speaking with effort: 
our coachman drives very fast." 

"Yes; your term of imprisonment will 
soon be up," rejoined Setoa, resting his 
arms upon the mantelpiece., and ex
amining with critical interest a photo
graph before him. . :X:i 

"How the time passes!" said Ahce, in 
a low voice, as if speaking to herself. 
Then, with a sudden energy, "I cannot 
tell When we shall meet again. Before 
we part answer me one question. You 
are looking worn and weary—are you 
happy?" 

Now he stood before her, and through 
the firelight his eyes flashed on her, as 
he said in a low, harsh voice: 

"From your lips that questionis an in
sult." 

"Of which you need not fear the repeti
tion," she rejoined, with cutting formal 
ity. 

"No, it can't end like this,' 'he went on. 
"Do you know, ever since you have 
been here, I have bitten my lips through 
to keep them from speaking of the past? 
This meeting was not of your seeking, 
and it seems to me unmanly to take ad
vantage of this opportunity.*'' 

"We are sometimes so much mistak
en," she said hurriedly, but her words 
were hardly audible, and he continued: 

"Alice, you have treated me badly. 
On that day; now three years ago., when 
T gave you my love, and believed in 
yours, I was frank with you. I told you 
how. wild and irregular my life had been 
and how full of feults I was. You re
claimed me—you transformed m y 
days-^-you made life pure and fair, and 
then, because some thorn in my love 
nurtyou, you threw all away, and left 
me to perish miserably." She would 
have interrupted, him, but he silenced 
her with a gesture, and wenton: "And 
now when we meet, after three years, 
you ask me if I am happy?" 

"I think there were faults on both 
sides," she said, quietly. 

"Yes, there were," he replied; "but I 
was reading your last letter only to-day. 
O, how terribly bitter it was!" 

"And have you forgotten your answer 
to that letter?" she said passionately, 
her voice quivering and her breast heav
ing. 

" I don't remember it word for word," 
he returned, quickly; "I know it was 
written on the" impulse of the moment." 

"But I have it by heart." Then, very 
slowly: "You said if your love, in its 
heart and strength, was a little exacting, 
mine was cold and titleless; in fact .no 
love, only a cold", sluggish, affection. You 
almost thought I was right, and that we 
could not be happy. L am naturally 
proud," she wenton; "but a woman with 
less pride than I could not have acted 
differently. Only one course was left 
me—tobesilent."r}5T ^\ . $ # 8 ^ 

"Wei l , i t is all over "now;4,we shall 
probably never meet again.7' 

"You won't take my friendship, 
then?" v' 

"No, thank you; you are very gener
ous, but I do not want that gift/' 

H e threw himself wearily into a chair, 
and for a time there was silence. Hope 
is so subtle, so intangible that we are 
only aware of its existence wheu it has 
ceased to be. Arthur Seton looked upon 
himself as a man without hope. It 
seemed to him that his life could not be 
more desolate.than it was, ye t who shall 
sayfyhat feeling, of which he was not 
directly conscious, may have sustained 
him during the last three years? Now 
.e^ei^rtfiing seemed gone—there 

Presently a carriage came down - the 
road; carriage lamps flashed through the 
dusk, and grew stationary opposite the 
window.. Mr. Hunter bustled in, and 
announced that the carriage had. come 
for the young lady, and had done the 
distance wonderfully quick. Then the 
door'shut and they were alone again. 

Softly tfnd distinctly Seton heard her 
speak his name, "Arthur!" but he did 
not move.. I t seemed to h im that he 
would keep back all his love, clinch fast 
his heart tall she was gone, and then die 
swiftly of the pain. 

"Arthur, I am waking, dear. Won't 
you come? Are you not going to forgive 
me?" 

H e groped his way toward her. She 
stretched out her hand and drew h i m to 
her. Then he bent down; she raised her 
face, and the hearts and the lips so long 
disunited came together in a long, pas
sionate kiss. H e kne l t down by her, her 
head Bank upon his shoulder* and for 
many minutes they remained thus, lost 
in love's profound peace N and mystery. 
And the clerks continued to pop, and 
the wagoners on their way to London 
1 ramped in and out of the bar, and good-
nights were exchanged between custo
mers and landlord, and as Arthur folded 
Alice's mantle around her, she said shyly; 

"You are coming back with me.to see 
mamma, are you h o t ? | ^ ; 

"May I?" h e answered 'joyfully. 
So the bedroom which Mrs. Hunter 

had been preparing all the afternoon, 
and of which she was not a little proud, 
remained unocupied; but the payment 
was lavish, and the day's labor was not 
regretted. . v 

0 , the never-to-be-forgotten ride to 
Chiselhurst through the wild, windy 
evening! The rain ceased, and the 
strange voices were abroad in the wind, 
singing jubilantly over the love re-risen 
redeemed. The clouds drifted away, 
and the pure, sweet moonlight quivered 
over the|wet trees and fields and seemed 
oves benediction. 
The reader is left to imagine the arriv

al home. Arthur had always been a fa
vorite with Mrs. Clarefield, who in the 
old days of quarrels would always take 
his part. When dinner was 
disposed of, Mrs. a Clearfield 
pleaded household duties and went to 
her room. There ^she sat down before 
the fire and wept, dear soul, over the 
happiness of her children. Down stairs 
those two were very quiet. To them love 
was a solemn thing, arid they were silent 
lovers. T h e moments went swiftly On. 

Presently Alice'said, as she looked up 
in Arthur's face: ># , ; 

"You are not going "t4 continue vour 
walk to Hastings this weeit?" -

He answered with a smile,:..: . 
"But, dear, I have pledged m y word 

of honor to do so.". 
"I command you to break it." 
He did so; but none of his friends 

brought it as an accusation against him 
that for once in his life he had broken 

"his word of honor. 

4 -:0$r£i^^: a*M* H u m o r . 4 -»^•«* „ 
Dr. MeClellan, the famous rifle-shot, 

gave an old colored man the other day a 
dollar to hold a target in the shape of 
the ashes at the end of a freshly lighted 
cigar. The darkey took thedollar m his 
hand and the cigar in his mouth. Me
Clellan walked back, raised the rifle and 
shot the ashes from the end. The ex
ploit was repeated successfully, but the 
old man objected to the third attempt, 
saying: "De third time am eder lucky 
or it am unlucky." •h-~^^-m$M- sS4 • • 

A store up-town has a sign wluch reads: 
"This is a tin store,.' An old inebriate 
staggered in recently, and after a good 
deal of fumbling in his pocket, put five 
cents on the counter. "What do you 
want?" asked the proprietor, indignant
ly .Sk"Wa-wa-want a-a d-d-d-drink!" 
"This is not a liquor saloon?", said the 
proprietor, with awful emphasis. "Wha-
wha-what!" said the drunken man, as
tonished: "Why, Jo-Jo-Jones said I 
could get a horn here!" ,-

Fond parent: "How can you make' 
your son sorry that he plays poker? 
Just you s e n d the boy around to see us, 
and unless he knows the game mighty 
well we'll niake him so sorry that he'j.1 
never want to see a pack of cards again. 

Saved: "Isn't it delightful, Horace, 
to think of the awakening of nature after 
her long sleep! A few weeks ago and 
all was buried beneath the cold, white 
blanket of-winter, -and the frost king 
held the life-giving sap of the trees, and 
flowers in his mighty grip. Now all is 
changed. The sun, with its penetrating 
rays, revives the long dormant princi
ples of the growth, and in- a short time— 
a few days at most—the earth will be 
clad in her spring suit' of green, beauti-
ti fully figured with dandelions and dai
ses." "Oh. Almira Ann," said he , as he 
looked into her eyes a look of wrapt ad
miration. "If I thought you would al
ways sling English like that I'd—I'd— 
but then you might turn your language 
batteries on m e . ' A moment more he 
would have been lost, but his guardian 
angel did not forsake him. 

*•";",• S t i c k s t o t h e K a i s e r . •"' -* 
Sa;.d Prince Bismarck, at the close of 

his recent speech in the Reichstag, open
ing the debate on the tobacco monopoly: 
"If you ask me why, in the event of youi 
uot Adopting the monopoly, I do not 
comply with the intention I expressed 
in 1877 of resigning, I reply t h a t l remain 
out of personal considerations for his 
majesty. When I saw him lying in his 
blood aiter the Nobiling attempt atassas-
sinatioff, I vowed I would 'never resign 
without his consent. I shall not have 
many opportunities of addressing you 
again, but I enjoin you not to dim the 
national name of Germany hi the eyes 
of Europe, upon whose horizon there is 
a cloud now, arising. 

— — * ** i?& 
John Boyle O'Keilly, Boston poet ana 

Irish leader, has this record: "Imper
ial convict, No. 9,843; absconded Febru
ary 18. 1869." He escaped from west 
Australia. H e has reason to sprinkle 
patriotic ink upon the British crown. 

Mr. and 

A WOMAN'S'NAY. 

not! r'for Mm7 but deatbJ * 

Mrs. Sartoris are at Green 
Bay, Wisconsin, where he owns land?, 
and their children are at Long Branch 
with Grandpa and Grandma Grant. 

The sul ta i of Morocco has 364 wives, 
•was j H e mijght with more prormety be called 

*5T >i the,-suitin of More-rocker, -i-* J v 

No, Impudence, you shan't have one! " '-(*
J| 

How many times must I refuse? .'* 
s , . . ^ Away!,? t . . ^ v r _ ;, ! .r , , 

; I Or else you'll sure my friendship lo e. 
> 1 can not hear such forward fun, 

So, quick, begone! If not, I'll run! , , 
, Why, now I'll have to be severe— - ,;•>. v > 

No, not a kiss to you 1^1 g i v e ^ ' ^ v , ^ 
; ,Takecare! x / ^ * 

" n ' 'I swear; . / -^jrv 
I'll tell papa, as sure's I live! - >'" . 

1 .1 never saw a/oian so queer!, 
: But—are you sure there's no one near. l 

r i r~Yal$ Courant. -
< t ; : A D E S P E R A D O . ' ; 

Tho-CJareer o f a Notor ious Mnrdor-
, e r a n d M a l l - B o b b e r a s R e l a t e d by 
"Himself. . ** • ,!-.. . 

Philadelphia Press> - **^' - ̂  '*'«*'-Y« 
"With heavy gyves clanking in dull, ; 

metallic ring at each movement, Henry 
W. Burton, confessed murderer a n d : , 
mail-robber, sat wearily on the bench in 
a cell at the Central station, where ho 
was brought from a prison in Detroit 
one evening by United States M a n l a l 
Matthews, of Michigan. H e raised rue ' 
short chain on his ankles from time^to * 
time with a nervous hand-to let the iroa ' 
links drop back to the asphalt floor with 
a noisy little clatter. He had removed*, 
his shoes and the fetters clasped tightly-
the thick woolen socks which covered ' 
the chained ankles. The prisoner is 
sentenced to imprisonment for life. His 
criminal operations were confined to 
Texas and Colorado. H e had been sen- • 
fenced for life once before, and prior to 
that time he had been convicted of var
ious robberies, but the prisons of the 
west were never strong enough to hold 
him. Sometimes he escaped 
and sometimes he was par
doned, as was( the dise during his 
former life sentence, but in one way or , 
another he was sure to be a free man. 
Burton's life has been peculiarly roman
tic; he never smoked a cigar or pipe or 
used tobacco in any form, nor has he 
ever taken a glass o f intoxicating liquor 
He never swears, and he said last even
ing that the sound of an oath cut him like 
a knife. "I have done much wrong, but 
the only remorse I feel is that I j>rove * 
ungrateful to kind frinds." 

Burtoh'is. unmarried is in the 29tl» 
year of his age. He was boxn in Texas. 
'My father was a ranchman," said he, 

"his name was White and my right name • 
is Samuel White. I will explain after
wards why I am known by another name. 
When I was 13 years of age my father ' 
was shot by James Rown m a quarrel, I 
vowed then that X would be revenged, 
for my three sisters and I were left oes- ' ' 
titute by my father's murder. I grew . 
up among the rangers, and I had manyt" , 
a fight with them before I was 21 years sL \,-
of age: *,lIt wYu?*wben I reached that age*P;*V% '• 
that I met Eown for the first time. I t 
was in a camp in Rockdale County, Tex- '̂  s 
as. I was told who he. was. Stepping in ' ^ •' 
front of him I exclaimed, 'You are \ , 
my father's murderer, and be- '• "' 
fore he had time to draw a 

f istol, I shot him through the heart. As } 
fired the weapon, Brown's eyes dilated ' 

with fear; he fell over backwards dead, 
I was arrested afterwards for the of
fence, and served a'short time of impris
onment. After my discharge I began 
my career as a maU-robber,, or a train-
agent. I worked without any assistance 
whatever; always alone.. 

There is nothing in the convict's coun
tenance to suggest a vindictive nature. . 
Not even when alluding to the slayer of 
his father, whom he found and Killed 
after an eight year's hunt, did he betray 
any malevolence in his voice. or man
ner. When he related the tale of the 
stage-coach load of passengers whom he 
frightened into surrender bv means of 
dummy confederates pointed* behind an 
ambuscade he laughed as he added, 
"They didn't k n o w ! was alone. I blind- ' 
folded each one as he or she came out. 
I always tried to keep e /erybody in a 
good humor and let them feel their loss- " 
es as 6asy as possible." 

The grouD outside of the bars joined *» 
in the merriment provoked by the ludi
crous idea of keeping people good-
humored while they were being plur£ 
dered. Passing on to other adventures, 
Burton said, in answer to the Chief's 

Juestion weather he had ever seen the 
aineshoys: "Yes , I saw Jessie once, 

and it was a funny meeting. It was sev
eral years ago. I was quite a young fel*" 
low then, and had been doing some 
work on the road in Texas. I stopped 
at a ranch near Waco. I noticed a well-
built man, who seemed to eye.me close
ly. I made up my mind that he was an 
officer and was after me, and would not 
let him get ahead of me. In the morn
ing when I went out to the barn to get 
my horse this man was there too, after 
his. He kept his eyes on me, and I 
saw him get his pistol. I "felt queer then 
and I reached for my own, but he got * 
the drop on me. H e said: 'No you don't* j^;t 
kind of laughing like as he covered me**3*^ 
with his weapon, but I kept my hand' -t 
on m y pistol. I said to him: 'You've%jL< 
got it on me, but I'm going to fight for^v f t 
it.' Well, we bo.th saw that it would be 'Ai 
a fight, so we parleyed, and then he'£r-. - \ 
asked me who I was, and I asked• him!""«. . 
the same thing; but I was afraid of him, * 
still thinking h e was an officer. Then he %t 
said that Jack Younger had told him t 
about m e a n d that he was Jesse James. ; * 
H e was getting together a lot of fellows & 
(this before the raid on the train at Fort A f 
Werth)and he wanted me to join him' I-
badly, but I wouldn't go. I afterward ', ?<£ 
found out who he was. 

"I became an expert shot with t h e 
Pjstol "ding around. I generally fired J 

off a hundred cartridges a day, but not 
at people, you understand. When I 
was on horseback and saw a bird on the 
wing or an animal going h y I just blazed 
away at it, and in that way got plenty of 
practice and became a goocl«ibot." 
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Mr. Wiili&mH. Vanderbilt last week 
gave $1,000 toward the debt of Grace 
Memorial Church, Lexington, Va. a 
handsome, structure erected i n honor of 
Robert E. Lee, 

Mr. Walter C. Jones, a~'munificent 
Englishman;, has recently given 1360,000 . 
for: the religious missions in Japan a n d . , 
China. , **'***"' ' - '' 
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