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! This White Maoi Was Stolen By Indians When a. Child.
H --Ji 'Ji & M 'J6 J M ot His Story Is a Book Thrilling Romance.
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Stcikten' ron Tm: suxn t nnrvnuc.
Tills is the tory f a nliltc man

ftrho
Stolen Iiy Imllnn Mlii-- lio vmn

Team old. ki-ct- i In the lielH-- r that
lie xrun an luilinu.

Rcfuxcil to 11 w mo a Mlillr man
ttIioii, nttrr beliiii vaiilitretl liy Srn-cr- nl

Ctmtrr, he uns to his
sxnclr In Tcxa.

Bau nnuy from his unrlo'si lioan-ni- l

rejoined the IiiUIuiih: anil, tiIk-i- i

nar hail dtksipntril liin trtlie and left
bint tvltliont a people,

Enlisted In the Ijnlted Mnlrs riny;
Int ivhen the Cliejeune nur lirKiiu,

lleserled anil heeanie a t'he rune
ftrnrrlur,

AVns captured, tried for desrrlloii,
asciitrueeil to dentil, cseuiied.

AVns ufiiRilHo for jears uml na siieh
fcrandrreil Into t'anadn. where ho

"Was concerted by a Milwitlun ruiy

flic.
Joined the Tree A 111 ll:iiillt

"Church. Inter tlie l'reshj terian
. Church,

Became n sneeessful minister of tlie
osiu'l at Buffalo, X. "V..

1
AVas el e rod of tlie ehnrue f army

'taesertloii hy a purdon from I'rmiilriit
J Cleveland,

Ami was in M. Louis a few dajs
1 WLKO, the Kliest or the Hexerelid llol
tov V.". .1. MclvlttrleW. eu route to
lAnndnrko, Ok., to proe his title to
Sand coiulnir to It I in as the adopted

I aou of an Indian ehlef. and. under
appointment as a sonoillenl mis-- I
alonary. to do religious wort itnuiuir

' She remnant of this old trllie.

The name of this man is Joseph X. Griflis;
Ills Indian name was "Boy Chased by a

' Buffalo."
In 1S4. when he wa 2 yeais old, he was

I living with his parents in a frontier settla- -

f ment where the town of Te..,
row stands. One afternoon, while most of
the mpn were away, a baud of Klowas,

- headed by Chief Big Bow. made a raid on

the town. The mother of Joseph ran into
their frail home, taking tho child with her,
and barred the doois and windows. The In-

dians battered down a door, killed the
mother and took the boy prisoner. When
they left the scene of their depredatU-n- .

nearly all the women and children lay dad
i about their huts, and their scalps dangled
at the belts of the Indians. The survivors
wero prisoner?, but all except.the boy either
escaped or were killed.

Joseph was taken to the camp of the.

Xiowns and adopted by Big Bow. He grew
up with never a hint that there was white
Wood In his veins. He took part in the
sports of the Indian children, and when he
Crew old enough became a brave and went
srith his people on the warpath.

"I have no recollection of a bab hool that
antedated my life in an Indian tepee." he
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Follows Family of "Da.vid Creator.
The Record of a. YounJ Writer.

Bertha. Success With Her First Book.

F. Smith to
Allen White a.t Work a. of Mr.

Croker. j
W."W.

IWIMTTEj: FOU THH SUNDAY RKIVBIJO
When December number of a certain

popular-price- d magazine appears as a pio-du-

of "the publishing department" of one
ot the largest and most widely known de-

partment stores in the country, there will
doubtless be much talk concerning this
feature of it among publishers and peopl".
JWe Americans have become quite accus-
tomed to buying evcr tiling, from a brass
pin to a piano, under one roof, and we have

ecn the "book department" grow from a
email shelf of paper-boun- d novels to a mazo
of tables and cjipj piled high and over-
flowing with everything that is printed, all
to be had at cut rates; but not many, per-
haps, have considered the possibility of
seeing on the title page ot the latest novel
the same name that graces our shoe3 and

and our folding-bed- ! There is,
perhaps, no real reason why the man who
worked his way up from an errana boy
hould nn print bonks quito as well as sell

them no reason other than that there are
till many persons who might prefer their

book mends less closely associated with
drtss goods and toilet soap. But the new
departur?, or ilepurtmcnt; and the extent to
which it is carried, will be with
much It Is certainly un innova-
tion!

DOCTOR GOSS'S
NEW

"The Redemption of David Corson"......, ... .......,.,.,. iu .13 on,,- -
iij anu vuuiineui 01 more man

In iew of the fact thut its au-

thor. Doctor Charles Frederic Go. is a
Clergyrrjn. His forthcoming book, which
he is just now finishing, will doubtlc-s- a he
Uko its predecessor In tills tespect. judg-
ing from the brief description he gives me
concerning it. The title has yet to be
chosen, but the story deal with the "de-
velopment ot the soul life of a young woman
who lias been driven by her wrongs Into
an rffort to securo revenge. By contact
with a man who exemplllles Christian
doctrine of forgiveness she Is led out into a
new life." The scene of the story Is laid
In the Ohio Valley, with the people and
parts of which Doctor Go's Is famUlar
through long association. He is the pastor
of 'Avondale Church, In
Cincinnati.

GOOD

To have one's first novel accepted by the
llrst publishers to whom submitted, and to
receive their thanks in the form of a check
ror j.j), is, to say the lca.st. an occurrence
with few. if any, precedents. That the for-
tunate writer should be a ycunj woman just
out o. her teens nd,U to the falrvllkeness
of the story, but It fs true. She is Slls
Bertha Runkie, a New York girl, and her

tory is "Tlie Helmet of Navarre." Its
serial publication In a magazine, was pre-
ceded by a flare of trumpets such as might
have heralded the return of Victor Hugo,
and Its reception thus by readers and
reviewers would seem to justify the pie-lu-

of pralKC. Personally Miss Runkls is
quite as unsuggestive 0f war and bloody In-
trigue as is Miss Mary Johnston, whose" "To
Have and to Hold" may yet be rivaled In
public esteem by this new historical

though of a different type. She is
bright and full ot life, fond of dancing and

ports, and even her nearest friends knew
of her.liter.iry aspirations or ability

"" uuuui a j ear ago. Then she tent a

declares. "I grew up as an Indian, and I
loved the life. When I was old enough, I
was put through all the tests that Indians
consider necessary to prove tlio manhood
of a young urate. I became an expert In
the sports of my people. One of tho most
conspicuous recollections I have Is of riding
the winner In an Indian horse race. That
was when I was quite a. youth perhaps 12

years old. The Kiuwas and another tribe
met and a horse race as decided upon.
Our champion rider was an ugly little n

mustang, 'Buckskin' as wonderful
Impossible a piece of horse flesh to look at
him as one could Both tribes bet
all thev had of worldly possesions piled
their blankets, trinkets, pipes, provisions
and every thine else In separate heaps on
tha ground. These riles constituted the
purse that the winner was to take. As I
was leading :ny horse upon the track, the
other tribe shouted in derision, I don't
blame them, for if ever then v.as a hoiso
that looked as if he could not run. 'Buck-ski- n'

was that hoise.
"At the start of the race other horse

had all the better of It. I kept well back
with well in hand. The other
horse tan so well that I began to be afraid,
so I let Buckskin oct a bit. When I saw-h- e

could do all the running that was neces-
sary. I pulled him back and hung on the
flanks of my rival until near the finish.

.r.
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short story to the woman who conducts a

n magazine for young folks.
"I was sorry when the manuscript came,"

said this editor afterwards, "f.or I had
known Bertha a long time and loved her,
and I had not tho least idea that I could do
anything but return the manuscript after I
should It." So on this account she de-

layed reading it. as an unpleasant duty, the
performance of which, however. Justified
her hurrying to the head ot the film and
telling him about a "find" of pure gold.
This story will be published next month.
Tho longer one. which followed, was ac-

cepted at once, and In addition to the check
mentioned Just to show that publishers are
not the heartless, grasping beings some per-

sons Imagine she was offered a royalty on
tho book, which will be brought out later,
and the dramntlc rights were rescrvedo
her. Of course, the story wfll be staged,
and up to the present writing Miss Runkie
has had only seventeen to dramatize
it, I understand.

(

Kvery summer P. Hopkinson Smith lays
astfe his thoughts of enelr.eorinir and writ
ing and betakes himself to Europe, where I

he becomes the artist. This year he did not
get away until late in June, but he is as
prodigious a worker with the brush as with
the rule and pen. and when he returned last
month he brought with lilm forty-fiv- e large
water-color- s, scenes alons the Thames, in
Hoan(1 ana about Vcnlc(?, They are all
painted on gray paper, as is his custom, and
they are as good in their way as his feats
of engineering are remarkable and his books
readable. Early In January they will bo ex-

hibited In New York.
Mr. Smith and his family spent two weeks

in Paris, and one result of that visit is a
series of drawings of picturesque places at
tho great exposition. Accompanied by a de-

scriptive article from tho artist's pen, these
will appear In an early number of a month-
ly As usual, he has seen and de-

pleted what most other persons would pass
by. When the Smith family returned, there
was one more member than started out a
beautiful, black poodle, with a pedigree
quite long. This was a to the artist's
daughter from the Baroness do Rothschild.
It will, in a way, take the place of a former
pet. which succumbed to an attack of ap-
pendicitis while the family wa3 abroad.

THE

It sad news that comes to me concern- -
Ing one of the daughters of Edward Xoyes
Wcstcott. author of "David Harura." She

said to bo the victim of n very uncom-
mon disease a gradual ossification of the
entire body, which is slowly ad painfully
rendering her helpless. It started In her
feet nnd has worked upwnid, until now the
phyicians tell her that within a few weeks
she will have to decide on what position
she wishes to assume for the rest of her life,
which will last until tho malady reaches
some vital part. To conceive a more griev-
ous affliction almost beyond the power ot
imagination, and the fact that the j

woman Is still In full possession uf her

the failing, just a

18.

Then I reached over and whispered In my
horsf's ear: "Go on. Buckskin.' And that
little old n mustang laid back his
ears, passed the other hotse in half a
dozen Jumps and at the ilnlh was at least
thirty fret ahead. Of course thelClonas were
happy, and the other tribe, euncspoiidlngly
unhappy. I was the center of the conflict-
ing emotions. The ICIowas were willing to
make a chief of me: the others would have
been glad to make mincemeat of me.

by General Custer and
Sent Home to His Uncle.

"I was about 14 years old when I learned
that I was a white boy. My people were
on the warpath, General Custer was
after them. Ho caught our band, killed
many of the brave3. and tool: Big Bow, my-

self, and several of the women and children
prisoner. He saw 1 was not an Indian and
guested that I had been stolen. Big Bow
told him I was his son. but General Custer
knew he was not telling the truth, and
threatened to kill rue unless he told who my
father was. Big Eow was vanquished, and
gave the Information. General Custer then
sent me to tn uncle my father having been
killed by the Indians In trying to carry out
hi. threat of vengeance upon them for hav-
ing killed mv mother and stolen me.

"Even Ftieh civilisation as then existed In
the section of Texas In which my uncle
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ANTHONY
WANTS A WIFE.

"Here's Hope for any woman," said
friend as he handed me a closely written
ehect of letter paper, headed "Paris." the
other day. And among other things
written was this:

"AH my affairs go on most prosperously,
except thnt I haven't got a wife yet."

The letter was from Anthony Hope Haw-
kins, to whom wo are most recently In-

debted "Quisante," which we and our
cousins tho are buying as If
we thought It good. The author has taken
up his rosldenco In London for the winter,
and will in tho Savoy Mansions. Ha
went into politics this autumn, but, like
the "man In our town." when he found
that he was in, went out again. The real
reason for his giving up the attempt to get
a seat in Parliament was a threatened
breakdown and of heart trouble, he
sayp. So. Instead of going to Parliament.
he went to Paris. He is anxious to visit

country and it will be news
to his many friends here to know that next
spilng Is the time he has set for the trip.

ALLEN
WHITE AND CROKER.

The author of "The Court of Boyvllle,"
whoso girth becomes moro ample as his lit-

erary fame Increases, recently Journeyed to
New Yolk to study RIchnrd Croker, who

bo one of tho r.cxt in his character
sketches of political leaders appear-
ing from time to time In McClure's. In or-
der to yet plenty "local color," Mr.
"White who Is Republican leader himself
In Kansas was Introduced to 60tne of the
big chiefs of Tammany, and with ho
attended a typical meeting on the East
Side. He sat on the platform, heard the
trusts denounced nnd enjoyed It all Im-
mensely. The next evening ho with
Mr. Croker at the palatial Democratic Club,
In Fifth avenue. So he saw both extremes.

"I believe I'd like to live in New York if
I could get In with Tammany," he said,
smilingly, afterwards. "It would be all right
until somo newspaper called me "Fatty
White!' That would be much."

This Kansas editor and author has re-
fused some alluring offers to come to thl3
city. He prefers Emporia to New York,
however. "All you do here," he once re-
marked, "is to eat nnd get ready
to go home." notrstrange that he should
think he comes East he is
overwhelmed with luncheon and dinner ln- -
vltatlons. As to his literary work, after he
has finished with Mr. Croker he will take
up President McKInley. He hat al?o written
somo moro short stories Scribncr's,
which will be published soon.

THE GOSSIP OF
LITERARY CIRCLES.

George V. Cable is this month finishing

he has en hand two shorter Stories, destined

mental only adds to the pathos ot j long novel, which will appear serially in
the situation. It would almost seem that ono of the lead.ng magazines before its pub-som- e

strange fatality had opposed to llcation in book I am not at liberty to
the remarkable, euceess. of the book, and j mention the title or character of the story,
the play founded ipon Tile author dy-- but one who read two-thir- of It and
ing before he could enjoy his fame or Its who is an authority says it will be lhe btmaterial rewnrd, the firm which published ! thing Mr. Cable has done. Aside from this.
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lived was too much for me. I longed for
the old life on tho plains in the woods on
the warpath on the chase. I felt that I
was in prison; tho ways of my and
tho white people were too tame, and tho
first opportunity I got I Btole uncle's
best horse, a rlflo and a revolver, and
started out to Join my tribe. I found It
after many of weary searching, and
was welcomed with open arms.

"One incident of my life with ray uncle
Is particularly fresh in mind. On the
first day of nrrlval at his home, he
sat me at a table with plate, and fork
before me. Then he brought In some meat.
He showed me how-- to use the knife
fork, but the. knife was dull, and I threw It
Into a corner; the fork was an incumbrance,
and I threw it under the table. Then I
drew my own sharp hunting knife from
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for another magazine, which nre awaiting
only their final touches of revision. It has
been a busy year with the Novelist of

Mr. Kipling will spend reveral months In
South Africa this winter, and his family
will go with him. He docs not make the
change on account of his health, but because
he likes tho Boer land. Ills new story,
"Kim," will not be published next
autumn.

Thomas Nelson Page and Mrs. Page have
closed their in Washington and sailed
for Egypt, where they will spend the winter
In Cairo and on tho Nile.

Captain Joshua Slocum, whose "Saillnif
Alone Around the World" created a sensa-
tion In London, will be heard on the lecture
platform in this country this season.

Some hitherto unpubllshod letters of Mar-
cus Aurclius, which are said to have been
recently found, form an Interesting addition
to a new edition this classic, which has
Just appeared on the book stands.

The Aldlno Club, which has for its mem-
bers the publishers of New York, will give
a dinner in honor of Mark Twain early In
December. The returned wanderer, whose
welcome was such a warm one, will be

feted this winter.

Besides a story, which will appear
In one of the Christmas magazines, we will
have nothing new' from Frank R. Stockton
until next year. He is writing away at his
home in West Virginia, but he has no an-
nouncement to make concerning what he is
doing. He will come to New York early In
December to spend several months, as is
his custom.

"Max O'Rell" (Paul Blouet) writes from
London that he has had to cancel all his en-

gagements for lectures readings up to
Christmas on account ne recent-
ly underwent a somewhat dangerous oper-
ation. LEIGH MITCHELL HODGES.

TO confirmed pessimist there is no
or pleasure in life that has not its corre-
sponding evil or unhappiness.

"Your house much better since you
had it painted," remarked cheerful citi-
zen, stopping on his way downtown to speak
to a neighbor.

The neighbor was standing In front of his
premises, looking with lowering lirow at the
newly painted front ot his mansion.

"Yes," he replied, gloomily. "It looks
some better, but we have tti wash the win- -
cows rwice ah often as we did before totirecs up .to it

f my belt, cut the meat to suit myself, and
ate It with my fingers.

"I said I was welcomed with open arms
when I returned to the Klowas. There was
one bravo In who did not Join in tho
welcome. Ho was the old medicine man,
who had never liked me. and who now de-

clared I had come Into the camp as a
spy. He gathered the entire band around
him. pointing to a certain tree, and

to me:
" "When the sun reaches that spot where

Its shadow will on the trunk of that
tree, a ilame of lire will shoot your
mouth, and by that the Great Spirit
will show to my people that you are not
our friend.'

"With that the medicine man went into
his and began to chant wierdly, while
he prepared some mysterious concoction.
Just at the time tho shadow touched the
tiee trunk he rushed out. ar.d an Instant
before lie reached me something that ap-
pealed to be flume shot from his own
mouth.

"from that moment that medicine man
was without honor In the camp of the Klo-
was. He was dlscredltcd-t- he superstitious
Indians holding that the Great Spirit hadicbuked him lor his attempt to disparage
me.
Has Felt the Thrill That Comes
With Lifting: an Enemy's Scalp.

"I hae felt the thrill of Joy that comes

GENIVS AT HOME.

I nm by no means certain that Princess
Bismarck was fully cognizant of the trans-
cendent genius of the founder of the Ger-
man Empire, says a writer in the London
Queen. She was an admirable wife, an ex-
cellent mother, an unobtrusive though
genuine grande dame, but she failed to see
in more respects thnn one that a great man
cannot doff I1I3 greatness together with his
court dress or uniform; that even in the
most exclusive privacy of his horns some-
thing that greatness must cling to him,
and that a man at whose biddlne every
ono files in the outer world does not be-co-

absolutely transformed into an ordi-
nary husband under his own roof-tre- e. She
wus fond of visitors to Varzln
and Frledrlchsruhe that the smallest turnip
Held on his estate was of more lmportanoe
to her husband than the most complicated
problem of European politics. No doubt she
wished to delude herself Into the belief that
she was speaking the truth, for, no matter

tho status of Bismarck's pri-

vate guest, she entered his study and In-

terrupted the interview when, according to
her Idea, It had lasted Ions enough. Bis-

marck himself was too much of a grand
seigneur to express, either by the slightest
word or gesture, his disapproval of such In-

terruptions. On the contrary, lie pretended
to approve of them to his interlocutor; in
realit, he must now and again have thor-
oughly disagreed with them.

Longo intervallo, Princess Bismarck's de-

meanor on sucn occasions reminds one of a
bCeiio invented by the late Oliver Wendell
Holmes, und wnich, fictitious though it
was, might have had its counterpart, and
no has its counterpart, In real life. I
transcribe verbatim:

"Aathor writuiK.
" "lo be or not io be, that is the question
whether ,t is nobl '

miiihiii, sn.ili we nave pudding
ur nupjacKsV"

riapjacKa; an it please Ann, or a
puauint, lot tnut matter; or wnat tnnu wiit.
good woman, so thou Come not betwixt, mo
and my thought." L'xit .Mistress Ann, wltn
a strongly accented Closing of the door, and
murmurs to the eriect: "Ay, many, 'tis
v.eil for thee to talk as If tnou haust no
stomach to nil. We poor wives must swink
for our masters, while they sit 111 their
armchairs growing as great In the girth
through laziness as that old
fat man William has writ In his book
Of playcis stuff. One had as well meddie
with a porkpen (porcupine), which hath
thorns all over as try to deal with Wil

with the lifting of a scalp. Novelists have.
not overdrawn the sensations of the In-
dian when he accomplishes this triumphant
feat. There is nothing to compare with the
happiness that it gives him to hang to his
belt the scalp of an enemy. The scalp of
an Apache was the first that I hung from
my girdle, and the way of it was this:

"One day I was hunting with a party ot
my tribe, when unexpectedly a party of
Apaches came upon u. and killed two or
threo of our party. I escaped, with others,
and made a vow that I would hang an
Apache scalp to my belt to revenge the
death of my friends.

"Some time after this, myself, a white
man known to us a3 Gee-Wh- and an
Indian were hunting In a neighborhood
which we knew to be Infested by Apaches.
Presently we noticed a warrior lying at full
length In the high grass of the prairie. All
of us fell on our faces and began to crawl
toward him. He kept Ills beady eyes on us
and his rifle raised, but he could not find
an opportunity to fire. We crept in a
circle until we got in plain sight of him. I
raised my rifle, and Just then he pulled tha
trigger of his own weapon.

"But there was no explosion, and the
next Instant my rifle rang out. I fired
twice, then crept to where he was, found
him dead, and with a wild whoop stripped!
nis scaip irom nts neau. Wo saw then
nhl tin hr.il nnl 1a.1. 1.1...1 .. !..rr.rv."-l;1- , "l". rr'
way as to stop its descent against
plunger. One of my bullets had glanced
along the side of his head, and the other
had struck him ftuarely In the forehead,
piercing his brain.

"The world was bright to me then. I had
reached the pinnacle of success an cnemj's
scalp was hanging at my belt. There was
no greater Joy that could come to me and
when I hurried Into camp to show my
trophy I felt that I was chief of all the
warriors that had ever lived.

Joined the Army, Deserted, Was
Captured and Sentenced to Death.

"The constant warfaro waged by the
United States troops upon the Klowas even-
tually reduced to a condition help-
lessness as a warrior band, and they had to
surrender. of went to reserva-
tions, but wo younger ones could not brins

liam when his eyes be rolling; in that mad
way."

"Wllliam-writl-ne once more-af-ter an
exclamation In English after the elder pat-
tern:

"'Whether 'tis nobler nobler nobler '
To do what? Oh, these women, these
women! to puddings or flapjacksl Oh!"

"'Whether 'tis nobler In the mind to
suffer. The slings and nrrows-o-f.' Oh,
oh, these women. I will e'en step over to
the parson'B and have a cup of sack with
his reverence, for methinks Master Hamlet
hath forgot that which was Just now on
his lips to speak."

I have given the sketch in Its entirety,
because I know In tho whole range or light
literature no moro striking picture of the
housewife per se than that one. It must
be remembered that Frauleln Johanna von
Puttkammer, whom otherwise I would not
compare to Ann Hathaway, belonged to the
period when the German girl of even high,
though not of the highest, station wo3
first of all trained to be a hausfrau, which
training not necessarily exclude her
from being- a grande dame when the cook-cr- y

and tradesmen's accounts had
been put aside. To her, her husband ge-
nius though she knew him or suspected him
to be in his dressing gown and slippers rep-
resented the realization domestic bliss.

FREDERICK THE GREAT.
IT was a handsome young King who came
to the throne in 1710, saj-- s Stephen Crane in
New Lipptncott. His face was round, his
nose a kean aquiline, his mouth and

curved, and all was dominated
by those wonderful blue-gra- y eyes that, as
Mirabeau "at the bidding his heroic
soul fascinated you with seduction or with
terror." Even In youth the lines of the
face showed a sardonic humor. Ono can
well Imagine his replying to the optimistic
Sulzer, who thought severe punishments
a mistake: "Ach. mein lleber Sulzer, you
don't know this race!"' In old-ag- o

ponraiis ,ne tace is sharp and hatchet-lik- c,

the mouth Is shrunken to a mean line, but
the great eyes still flash out, commanding
and clear.

The reign began with peace and philan-
thropy: Frederick II. started out by dis-
banding the giant grenadiers, the absurd
monstrosities that his father had begged
and bought and kidnaped from every-
where; he started a for a
thousand old women; abolished torture in
criminal trials; set up .in Academy of
Sciences: summoned Voltaire and Mauper-tlu- s;

made Germany open its eyes at the
speech: "In this country every man must
get to heaven in his own way." and pro- -
claimed a practical freedom of the pres3
111 In hl .. .A..1.u. i,i 1110 mat vtccn.

little while before a large payment of roy- - 5?JSwas due Tamil-- , the present lMraTPBatB55S Wnlmight combined as a strong proof ty&xS&Wfi&k1 'MtSfeB VI' T""v ('
the old saying that misfortunes never tjPflMjESpfcmSfp 5s'Hb' (
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ourselves to that life. Three of us Gee-Wh-

my Indian friend, and myself Joined
the army. For a time we gloried In this
life; there was action and excitement, and
we were fighting the hated Apaches. But
after awhile tho Cheyennes went on the
warpath, and we did not hate the Chey-

enne?. So we determined to desert. When
the opportunity came, wo joined tlie Chey-

ennes and fought with them.
"Cut in the course of time the Cheyennes,

too, were captured. We were recognized,
hauled up for court-marti- al on tlie charge
of desertion, sentenced to bo shot, and
taken to tho biack3mith shop to be man-
acled. The blacksmith was a man whom I
had befriended. I saw that he recognized
me. and whispered to him to make t!i
shackles large. He nodded that he under-
stood, and he made them so large that it
was an easy matter, after we were put in
the guardhouse, to slip them off. Then we
climbed the roof and cut a hole in it.

"Two sentries made regular rounds about
the guardhouse, meeting every few mo-
ments at one side or the other. We waited
until they were on the side opposite from,
us, and then leaped to the ground. We ran
to the woods and then, us the guards fired
In our direction, gavo several warwhoops.

"This had an effect that ne did not ex-
pect. The garrison thought Indians wem
attacking the tort, and instead of going
after us. began to prepare for the attack.

wh - partd e made ood
our escape.

"I wandered all over the Western country-afte-

that a fugitive whose capture would
mean his death a homeless wandcier a
leiic-sad- with a .price on his head a
mourner of the country as it had been, and
a hater of it as it was. Without aim. I
drilled into Canada, and to London, On-
tario.

Converted to Christianity
by a Salvation Army Lassie.

"Oni; night, in the cariy winter of 1S31,
when the first chill blasts were coming-dow-

from the north, and my thin clothing was
beginning- to provo its inelhciency, 1 lound
myself listening to the singing of a Salva-
tion Army band at a street corner. Whlla
I stood, scarcely understanding what was
going on, a joung girl to my side,
caught my arm. looked up into my face, and
said:

" 'Isn't it nice that God loves your
" 'LTmph!' I grunud. 'God no love me!

Nobody Ioe me!"
"And I Jerked away from her and went

on my aimless wandering about the streets.
But the girl's words had taken hold of me.
I thought of them; I tried to solve them.
And the next night I sought out the Salva-
tion Army headquarters. As I entered tho
room a man came up to me; I paid no at-
tention to him. Oft in a currier I saw tho
girl who had spoken to me the night be-
fore. I pushed through ths small crowd
until I got to her side.

" 'if your Uod loves me,' I said bluntly,
'teli him to make 1110 love him."

"Tho Salvation Army girl went down on
her knees on the iloor and prayed. I was
hungry, and they gave me food; I was
tired, and they gave me a place to sleep.
And at all limes they told mo that God
loved me.

"After awhile I began to love God. I be-ca-

a member of tho Salvation Army,
and then as I begun to study I joined, tho .
Free Will Baptist Church. Later I be-- "''

camu a I'res by terian, and for, nvo yeara- - f
have been pastor of a church In Buffalo."

Doctor McKlttrick and Mrs. McKittrick
first met Mr. Grltiis In Buffalo soon after
ho had taken tha South Presbyterian
Church of that city, and about the time
when President Cleveland, by a pardon,
quashed tho chargo of desertion against
him.

"At that time," says Doctor McKittrick.
"South Church was merely a mission in tha
outskirts of Buffalo. Mr. Grifli3 has mada
of it one of the largest and most inlluen-ti- al

churches or the city. He is an eloquent
preacher and a liard worker, and wberca3
South Church was only a mission, support
ed by another church, when he took charga
of It, it la now a big church and supaoris
two missions. Mr. Grlitls Is married andhas three sons."

Mr. Griffi3 is now In Anadarko, Ok., where
ho has gone for the double purpose of
proving his claim to 320 acres of land, to
which he is entitled as an adopted son of aKiowa chief, nnd to do missionary work un-
der a syr.odical appointment. On the Kio-
wa reservation live two daughters of old
Chief Big Bow, who still consider "Boy
Chased by a Buffalo" as their brother. Mr.
Griffis has a strong affection for these for-
mer sisters of the plains and will visitthem.

PASSING OF POPVLAR1TY,

Sir Walter Besant in tho London Queen.
A matter often discussed is the duration

of an author's vogue. At the present mo-
ment there are some seventy poets who
are read and counted as poets. My last
begging letter writer assured me. with a
modest blush that one could see mantling-t-

the notepaper, that ho wns a "minor"poet. There oro somo
noveli3ta who are In reputo and demand:
there are half a dozen essayists who are In
repute; there are a dozen critics who ars
also in repute, though not much in demand.
How many of them will bo still read In theyear 2000? Tho question may be considerednt somo future time. I have mentioned ithere In order to introduce a popular novel- -,
1st to you. I met her. with her sister, both
ladles in the autumnal period of life. In
the room behind a shop at a watering place;
the room contained the circulating li-
brary, chiefly old three-volum- e novels.
They were eagerly examining the shelves;they mounted chairs in order to get at tho
books: they worked at opposite walls. Isat at the table and pretended not to be
looking. At last one of them gave a little
screech.

"Ah!" she cried, "here It is." So h
pulled out the three volumes, and the two
sisters began to look at the work.

"See." said one, "the binding 13 loose.
How many readers does that mean? And
look at the pages thumb-marke- d, dog's-eare- d,

tattered. My dear! It is always the
same wherever we go: the same signs.
What a popularity! What readers you hava
obtained! We ought to be proud!"

"Grateful, sister, not proud." replied th
other.

"Let us put the book back In Its place.
Some one will be wanting It."

Then they went away. I got up and
looked at the book. It wns a three-volu-

novel of the seventies, a period which in-
flicted many such works upon the world. It
was entirely worthless and rubbishy, and it '

had been on the shelves of this seaside cir-
culating library for thirty years. Of course,
there had never been any second edition;
the book had been dead for
years, and this was the author, and all the
time she had been sustained and comforted
by this outward and visible sign of immor- - T
tality, or at leapt life prolonged, until tho
book should fall Into rags absolute and
could no more hold together. Before that
sad event happens I hope the author will"-herse-

h'ave ceased from haunting the sea-
side libraries. -
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