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 This White Man Was Stolen By Indians When a Child.
| His Story Is a Book of Thrilling Romance.
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of a white man
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Thix is the story
who—

Stolen hy Indians when e was 2
venrs old, giew np In the heliel that
he was an Indinn.

Refused 1o Hyve
wwhen, after belng captured
ernl Custer, he mas restoercd
macie In Texan,

Raun away from his uncles
and rejolned the Indisus; nod, when
wrar hnd dissipated his tribe and left
him without a people,

Enlisted in the Lonlted States Army:
But when the Cheyeune war begun,

Descerivd nnd became a Cheyenne
wearrior,

Wan eaptured,
Sentenced to denti. escaped,

Wns & fugitive for years and as such
wrandered Inte Canadn. where he

Was conyerted by a Sabhvation Army

man
Gen=-
his

a white
by

home

teled for desertion,

“Amsaic,
Joined the Free W Hapiist
LChurch, Inter the "'reabiyterian
Church,

Beenme n snccessiul minlsier of the
Axoapel at Hufinlo, h, T T .

Was cleanred of the charze of army
Wesertion by a purden from President
"Cleveland,

And was In St Lowis a fow
| mgo, the guest of the Reverend Doc-
‘dor W. J. Mchittrick, en rounte (o
.\:.lI.lllrkn. Ok.., 1o prove his titie o
‘ln:nd coming to him ns the adopted
son of an Indian chief. nand, under
appoiniment as u  syuodieal mis-
| slonary, to do religions nwork amoeng
:l.he remuant of this old tribe.

daxn

' The name of this man Iy Joseph X Gr
Hhis Indian name was CHBoy
Buftalo.”

In 1584, when he was 2 vears old, he was

! iving with his parents in o settle-

“mment where the town of Gainesviile, Tex,,

'now gtands. One afternoon, whilte most of
the men we a band Kiawas,
headed by L f Sow, ie a rald on
the town. The mothes of Joseph ran into
thelr frail home, 1aking the obild with her,
and barred (he doors and windews, The In-
dians battered down a  door, Killed the
mother and tovk the hoy pri When
they left the scens of thelr depredstien,
neariy ull the women and children fay dend
mbout thelr huts, and thelr scalis duagled
at the Leits of @ Indians. survivors
were prisoners, but all except.the boy eithes
escaped or were Killed. .

Joseph was tiken to camp of

Eiowans and adopted by Big Bow. He grew
up with never a hint that there ‘was whi
Blood in hi= veins, He took jaurt in
eports of the Indian children, and whes
grew old enough Lecame a bLrave and v
with his peolle en lhe warpatl

“I have no recollection of a 1
mniedaied my lfe In an Ind

Front
fronti

of

neg

o

declarss. T grew up as an Indlan, and I
loved the 1ife, When I was old enoupgh, I
was put throngh ail the tests that Indians
conslder necessary to nprove the manhood
of & young brave, 1 boecame an expert in
) rts of my peopls. One of the most
conspleuous recolleciions T have i= of riding
the winner dn an Indlan horse race. That
perhaps 12

|
|

' wis when I was quite 2 vouth
1 yYears old. The Kiowas and another tribe
| metl and a was decided upon.
i
]
|
{
!
|

horse race
Our vhamplon rider wos an ugly litile flen-
bitten mustang, ‘Puckskin'—as wonderful
lmpossible a plece of Lorse flesh to look at
him as ene could imagine. Both tribes bet
full they had of worldly pussesslons—piled
thelr blankets, trinkels, pipes, provislons
and everything rise In separate heaps on
the ground. Thess plies congiltuted the
puree that the winner was to take, A=z 1
was leading my Iu upon the track, the
other shouted in deriston 1 don’t
{ binme them, for §if ever there was o horse
i that lvoked na §f he could not run, ‘Ruck-
Shin® was thir horse,

S

tribe

“AL the sturt of the race the otlier horse |

of 1. I Kepr well back
with Buck=kin well In hand. The other
hi ran =0 well that 1 begun to be afrald,
t Buckskin ovt a bit. When I saw

huud ull the bet

tio could o all the rur r that was peces-
[ sary, 1 stled him back & hung on the
flunks of my rivai until ncar the finish.

Then I reached over and whispered In my
horss’s ear: ‘Go on, Ruckskin.' And thut
little old flea-bitten mustang lald back his
pissed the other hogse in hall a
dozen jumps and at the fini#h was at least
ta feet ahead, Of course the Kiowas were
v, apd the other trile corvespondingly
I wis the coenter of the confiict-
. The Kiowus were willlng to
mitlte o chile?l of me; the others would have
beon glud to make nilncem-at of me,

Captured by General Custer and
Sent Home to His Uncle.

“1 wus about 14 yvears old when I learned
that I wuas & white boy., My people werse
on the warpath, and General Custer was
efter them. He caught our band, kilied
many of the braves, and took Blg Bow, my-
=2 tid =everal of the women and chlidren
prisvner. He saw [ way rot an Indinn and
1 had bosp stolen, Big Bow

COars,

seand that

told him I was his 2on, but General Custer
Knew e wias not telling the truth, and
thireniened to b e unless hie told who my
fiithas Bow was vanguishied, and

General Coster then

-my father having been
is in trying to carry out

neeatce upon them for hav-

I my mot il stolen me.

such elvilizution as then existed In

of Texas in which my uncle

the section

lived wam too much for me, I longed for
the old life on the plainse—in the woods—on
the warpath—on the chase, I felt that 1
was In prison; the ways of my uncle and
tho white people were too tame, and the

first opportunity I got [ stole my unch's |

best horse, & rifle and a revolver, and
started out 1o Join my tribe. 1 foand it
nfter many davs of wepry searching, und
was welcomied with open arms.

“One Iockdent of my life with my uncle
Is purticularly fresh {n my mind. On the
first day of my arrival at his home, lLe
sat me at a table with piate, koife and fork
Lefore me, Then he brought In sume meat.
He showad me how to use the knife and
fork, but the kalfe wase dull, and I threw [t
Into & corner; the fork was an incumhbronee,
and 1 threw §t under the table, Then 1
drew my own sharp hunting kuife from

“
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THE DEPARTMENT STORE
ENTERS THE PUBLISHING FIELD.

SRt R gt
Fatality Follows Family of

The Remarkable Record of a Young Writer.

Miss Bertha Runkle's Success With Her First Book.

F. Hopkinson Smith to Describe the Paris Exposition.
William Allen White at Work on a Character Sketch of Mr.

Croker.

ot ot

WRITTEN FOR THE SUNDAY REDPLUDLIC

When the December number of a certain
popular-priced magazine appears o 0 pPro-
duct of “the publishing department” of ans
of the largest and most widely known de-
partment stores In the country, there will
doubtless be much talk concerning  this
feature of It among pulilishers and people,
We Americans have becoms quite accus-
tomed to bhuying everrthing, {rom a brass
pin to a plano, under cne rocf, aml we have
seen the “book department”™ grow from
small helf of paper-bound novels to o mazo
of and cases piled bigh and ovir-
flowing with everstbing that ls printed, all
to be had at cut rates; Lut not many, per-
haps, have consliersd the possibllity of
secing on the title page of the lztest novel
the same namne that graces our shoes and
neckwear and our folding-bed! There Is,
perhang, no real rc‘a'gdm why the man who
worked his way up from an errana boy
should nat print books quite as well as secll
them—no renson other thun that there are
stlll many persons who migh: prefer their
book filends less cloeely assoclated with
dress goods and toliet soap. But the new
depiriury, or depurtment, and the extent to
which It l=s carried, will be watched with
muck Interest, It s certainly sa lnauva-
ton!

taliles

DOCTOR GOSS'S
NEW NOVEL.

“The Redemption of David Corson®
Btirred up much comment as to Ite moral-
ity—and comment of more than ordinary
intercst. In view of the fact that its au-
thur, Doctor Charles Frederie Goss. j= a
elercyman. Hls fortheeming book. which
be i= just now finishing. will doubiless he
ke s predecessor fn this respect, Sudr-
Ing from the bricf deseriptlon he clves me
eoncerning It.  The lile has yet to be
ehosen, but the story deals with the ““de-
welonment of the soul life of & young woman
who Ias been driven by lier wrongs Iato
an «ffort to secure revenge, By contiet
with & man who exemplifies the Cliristian
docitine of forgiveness she i8 lod out intn a
new life.”” The scene of the story s laid
In the Ohio Valley. with the people and
parts of which Dooctor
throuzh long a=soclatlon. iie ls tha Pastor
of the Avondale Prostyviering Chusel, In
Clincinnatl,

ANEW WRITER'S
GOOD FORTUNE.

To huve one's first novel accepted by the
Brst publishers to whom submitted, and to

Gogs [a

reccive thelr thanks in the form of a check -

_for $2.0500, i=, to say the Ieast, an occurrencs
“with few, If any. precedents. That the for-
tunate writer should he a voung woman ju-t
out of her teens adids 1o the falrylikeness
of the story, but 1t i= trape.
Bertha Runkle, & New York givl
‘story I8 “The Heimer of Navar
serial publication (n a4 magazine was pre-
ceded by a flare of trumpets <uch as might
bave heralded the return of Victor Hugo,
and lte reception thus far by readers and
reviewers would seem to jostify 1he pra-
lude of pralse. Fermonally Miss Runkls s
quite as unsuggestive of wias and bivedy (n-
trigue ax is Misy Mary Johnston, whose "o
Have and to Hold" mey yet be rivaled
public esteemn by this new historien! yo-
muance, though of a different type. She s
bright and full of lite, fond of dancing nnd
Pporis, and even heér neavest friends knew
- mothing of her literary aspirutions or ability
WLl about a year ago. Then she sent &

“David Harum

e e "

1 well-known magazine for

@

familinr |

She is Mis=s |
und her !
E 1ts |

in]

s" Creator.
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| short story 1o the woman who conducts a
voung folks.

1 was garry when the manuscript cgme,”’
I. 1id  thiz editor afterwnnds, “for T had
;1-.1' wn Bertha a long time and lovad ber,

and 1 had not the Ieast fdex that 1 eould do
anvthing but return the manuscript after 1
should read (L. So on this account she ide-
layed reading it, as an unpleasant duty, the
performance of which, however, Justifizd
| her hurrying to the head of the firm ani
telllng him about a “find” of pure gald.
This story will be published next month.
The longer one, which followed, wos qac-
cepted at onee, and in addition to the cheek
mentloned—just 1o show that publishers dira
not the heartless, grasping beings some per-
sons Imagine—she was offered a royalty on
the book, which will be brought out later,
and the dramatic rights werg reserved to
her. Of course, the wlil be staged,
and up to the prezent writing Miss Runkle
has had only seventeen offers to dramnutize
1t, T understand.

siory

HOPKINSON SMITH'S
SUMMER WORK.

Every summeéer F, Hopkinson Smith lays
as'de hts thoughts of englneering and writ-
Ing and betakes himsel? to Eurone, where
he Lecomes the artist. This yvear he did not
gft away unil late in Juue. but he is ns=
prodigious o worker with the brush as with
the raie amdd pen, and when he returned Iast
month he hrought with him forty-five large
water-colors, scenes along  the Thames, In
Hollanil, and about Venlee. They arae all
i palnted on gray paper, as i@ hls custom, and
\ they are ss good in thelr way as his feals
i
L
H
!

af engineering are remarkabie and his books
readoble, Enrly In Januvary they will be ex-
hiblted fn New Yorl.

Alr. Smith and his fam!ly spent two weoks
in Parls, and one result of that visit Is a
serivs of drawings of plcturesque pliaces at
the great exposition. Accompanied by a de-
seriptive artlcle from the artlet’s pen, thesa
will appear In an early number of 2 month-
Iy magazine. As usxual, he has seen and de-
pleted what most other persons would pass
When the Smith rfamily returned, there
| wag one more member than started out—a
| beautlful, block poodle, with a pedigres
qulte long. This was a gift to the artist's
| daughter from the Baroness de Rothschild,
1t will, In & way, take the place of a former
pet, which succrmbed to an atiack of ap-
pendleitis while the famiiy was abroad.

oy,

THE WESTCOTTS'
| MISFORTUNES.

i It Is sad news that comes to me concern-
Ing one of the daughters of Edward Noves
l Westcott, author of “David Harum."” She
| 1= ¢s51d to be the vietim of & very uncom-
| mun disease—a gradual ossification of the
; entire body, which Is slowly ad painfully
j renderlng her helpless, It =tarted In her
{ feet and hus worked upwand, until now the
| physletany tell her that within a few weeks
fhe will have o decide on what position
she wishes to assame for the rest of her life,
!n'lm‘h will Iast until the malady reaches
|
I

some vital part. To convelve a more griev-
ous arfliction is almo=t bevond the power of
imuagination, nnd the fact that the
womun I st in fuli posseeslon
mental powers only adds o the puthes
the situation. It would almost seem that
| some strange fatality had opposcd [tseif to
| the remurkable success of the book, and
the play founded mpon . The author dv-
ing before he could enjoy his fame or [ts
i material rewnid, the firm which ' pubilshest
the story (uiling, and unfortunately, just a

of her

I

yeung |

.

ot §

|
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my belt, cut the meat to sult myself, and
ate It with my fingers.

“I sald I was welcomed with open arms
when I returned to the Klowas. There was
brive in camp who did not join In the
welcome., He was the old mediclne man,
who had never liked me, and who now de-

[ had come into the cump es a
He gathered the entire band around
hine polniing (0 w cerigln tree, and de-
clored to me;

" *When the sun reaches that spot whers
Its' shadow will rest on the trunk of that
tree, a flame of fire will shoot from your
mouth, and Ly that means the Graat Spirit
will show t¢ my people that you wre not
our friend.

“With that the medicine man went fnto
his tepee and began to chant wierdly, while
he prepared sume mysterlous concoction.
dust ut the time the shudow touched the
ee tunk he tushed out, and an instant
before hie reached me something that ap-
be finme  sghol from hjs own

elured
wpy.

4w
moiith,

“From that moment that medicine man
was without henor In the camp of the Kio-
wias, He was discredited—ths superstitious
Indians holding that the Great Spirit had
tebuked Lim for his attempt to aisparage
me,

Has Felt the Thrill That Comes
With Lifting an Enemy’s Scalp.

I have felt the thrill of foy that comes

lttle while before a large pavment of rov-
altles was due the famlly, and the present
report, might be combinad as n Strong proof
of the old saving that misfortunes never
come singly.

ANTHONY HOPE
WANTS A WIFE,

“Here's Hopa for any woman,” =ald a
friend as he handed me a closely written
shieet of letter paper, headed “Paris.' the
other day. And among other things thure
written was this:

“All my affairs go on most prosperously,
except that I haven't got a wife vet."

The letier was from Anthony Hope Haw-
Kins, to whom wa are most recently In-
debled for “Quisante,” which we and our
couslna peross the pond are buylng as If
we thought It good. The author has taken
up his resldenco {n London for the winter,
and wiil llve in the Savoy Mansions, Ha
went into polltics this autumn, but, llke
the “man in our town,” when he found
that he was In, went out again. The real
reason for hie giving up the attempt to got
a sent in Parllament was a threatened
breakdown and a touch of heart trouble, he
says, So, Instead of golng to Parliament,
he went to Parls. He {9 anxfous to visit
this country again, and it will be gnod news
to hi= many friends here to know that next
spring is the time he has set for the trip,

WILLIAM ALLEN
WHITE AND CROKER.

The author of "“The Court of Boyvllle'"
whosa girth Decomes more ample aa his lt-
erary fume Increnses, recently journeyed to
New York to study Richard Croker. who
wlil be one of the rext in his churacter
sketches of great polltical leaders appear-
ing from time to time in McClure's. In or-
der to get plenty of *lceal color,” Mr.
White—who Is & Republican leader himself
In Kansas—was Introduced to some of the
big chiefs of Tammuny, and with them he
attended o typleal meeting on the East
Side. He =it on the platform, heard the
trusta denounced and enjoyed it all Im-
mensely. The next evenlng ha dined with
Mr. Croker ut the palatial Demacratic Club,
in Fifth avenue. So he saw both extremes.

"I believe I'd ke to live In New York
I could get in with Tammany.' he sald,
smilingly, afterwards. It would be all right
until some  newspaper called me ‘Fatty
White!” That would be too much.”

This Kansas editor and author has re-
fused some alluring offers to coma to this
city. He prefers Emporin to New York,
however. “All you do here,” he once re-
marked, “is to ent luncheon and get ready
to go home.” It's notstrange that he should
think thus, for when he comens East he Is
overwhelmed with luccheon and dinner In-
vitations, As to his literary work, after he
hes finished with Mr. Croker he will take
up President MeKinley, He has alvo written
some mora short storles  for Scribner's,
which will be pullished sooun.

THE GOSSIP OF
LITERARY CIRCLES.

Geargs W. Cable |8 this month finishing
a fong novel, which will appear seriully in

!one of the leadnz magazines before its pub-
| lication in book form. I am not at liberty 10

+

]

1

; mention the title or character of the story,

but one who has vead two-thirds of {t and
who is an authority says it will be the best
thing Mr. Cable las done. Aside from this,
he has o hand two shorter storles, destincd

An India\Youth.

{ With the lifting of a scalp. Novelists have
not overdrawn the sensations of the In-
dlan when he accomplishies this trinmphant
feat. There i= pothing to compure with the
bappiness that it glves him to hang to his
belt the sealp of an enemy. The scalp of
an Apache was the first that I hung from
my glrdle, and the way of it was this:

“One day I was huniing with a party of
my tribe, when unexpectedly a party of
Apaches came upon us, and killed two or
three of our party. I escaped, with others,
and made & vow thot 1 would hang en
Apache sealp to my belt to revenge the
death of my friends,

“Some time after this, myself, a white
man kpnown fo us as Gee-Whiz, and an
Indien were hunting In a neighborhood
which we knew to be infested by Apaches.
Presently we noticed o warrfor Iving at full
length In the high grass of the prairie. All
of us fell on our faces und began to crawl
toward him. He kept his beady eyes on us
and his rifle raised, but he could not find
an opportunity to fire. We erept In a
circle untll wa got In piain slght of him. 1
ralsed my rifle, and just then he pulled ths
trigger of his own weapon.

“But there was vo explosion, and the
next Instant my rifle rang ocui. 1 fred
twice, then crept to where he was, found
him dead, und with a wild whoop stripgsd
his scalp from his head. We suw then
why ke had not fired; a blade of grass had
caught the hammer of his rifle In such a
WAY 4= (o s=top ity descent against the
plunger. Une of my bLullets had glanced
glong the side of his head, and the ather
had struck him squuarely In the forehead,
plereing his bradn,

“The world was bright to me then.
réiuched the pinnacle of suce -1l ¢nemy’'s
ecalp was hanging at my belr, There wus
no greater joy thit could come to me—and
when 1 hurried juto cuamp to shuw my
trophy 1 felt that I way chief of «ll the
warriors that had ever lved.

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

“The constant warfare waged by the
United States troops upoen the Kiowas even-
tually reduced them to a conditlon of help-
lessness as & warrior band, and they had to
surrender. Most af them went to reservi-

I had

REV. S.K.GRIFFIS O\ \ 7=
AS //’ﬂ\ ‘

As Pastor of the South Presby-
terian Church at Buffalo.

tlons, Lut we Younger ones could not bring

)

‘ ASA
§ MISSIONARY
AMONG
\ THE REDS
. OF THE
SOUTHWEST.
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i shackles large.
| stoGid, and he mode them so large thar it

ns—Ger-
rnd

his

ourselves to that life. Three of
Whiz, my Indian friend, and myselt—j

the army. For a time wé gloried in

life; there was actlon and excitement, and
we were flghting the hated Apaches, BEut
after awhile the Cheyennes went on the

warpath, and we did not bate the Chey-
ennes. So we detsrmined to desert. When
the opportunity came, we joined the Chey-
ennes amd fought with them,

“But in the course of time the Cheyennes,
too, were captured. We wers rocognized,
houled up for court-martial on the clurgs
of desartion, sentenced t9 be shot und
taken to the blacksmith shop to be man-
ncled, The blacksmith was o mun whom [
had befriended. 1 saw thut he recognized
me, and whispered to him t4u make tho
He nodded thot he under-

Wias an casy matter, after we were put in
the guardhouse, to =lip them off. Then we
climbed the roof and cut a hole In it
“Two sentries made regular rounds about
the gunrdhouse, meeling every few mo-
ments at one side or the other. We waited
until they were on the side opposiie {rom
us, and then leaped to the ground. We ran
to the woods and then, us the guards fired
in ¢ur dircetion, gave several warwhoops.
“Tits had an efect that we did not ex-
pect, The gurtison thought Indians were
attucking the fort, and inztead of going
after us, bogun 1o prepare for the aticek
And while tney prepured we mude suud
our

bsoADe,

Y1 wandersd it over the Westernt country
after that—a fugitivé « + capiure would
mean his death—a homeless  wanderer—a
re ade with a pride on his  head—a

lotrner of the Coupiry as
i biater of It as It was,

i had been, and
Without aim, I

drifted into Canuda, and to London, On-
wrig.

Converted to Christianity

by a Saivation Army Lassie. 4

“Otie night, in the eariy winter of 1591,
wheén the first chill blasis were coming down
from the north, asnd my thin clothing was
beginuing w prove lts eticleney, 1 jouad
myselt Ustening (o the singing of a1 Salva-
Uon Armny band wl a street corner, While
I #tovd, scarcely understundlng what was
Bolng won, 4 young girl came to my side,
causht my arm, looked up inte my face, and
sald:

UL it nice that God loves you?
“*Umphl* 1 grunted, 'Geod

ne love me!
Nubody love me?

“Aud I jerked away from her and went
on my aimless wandering about the streets.
But the girl's words bad wken hold of me.
1 thougiit of them; I tried to solve them.
And the next night [ sought out the Salva-
tion Army headguurters. As I entered the
fom & man canie up to me; I poid no at-
tention to bim. O §noa corner 1 saw the
#irk who had spoken o me the night be-
tore. 1 pushed through the smuall crowd
until I got to her side,

I your Gud loves me,” T said bluntiy,
‘el him 0 muke mo love L.’

“The Salvation Army girl went down on
her kices on the foor and prazed. I was
hungry, and they me food; T was
Ured, and ther guve me a place to sleep,
And at all tmes they 0ld me thut God
loved me,

“After awhile I began to Iove God 1 be-
Came & member of the Silvaton Army,
&ngd then as 1 began to study 1 judnesd the
Free Will Bapust Church, Later 1 be-
cuma a Presbyieriun, and for nve years |
Lave been pustor of a church In Buffaje,”

Dector MeKlurick andg Mrs, Mckittrick
first met Mr. Griths in Gutfalo soon after
he Lod tuken the South Presbyteriun
Church of that city, and sbout the tims
when Iresident Cleveland, by a pardon,
quashed the charge of desertion against
him,

“At that time,” says Doctor McKittrick,
“Buuth Church was merely a mission In the
outskirts of Buffalo., Mr. Griflis has mads
uf it one of the largest and most Intiuen-
tial churches of the eity. ile is an elogquent
preacher and a hard worker, and wherens
Bouth Church was only a mission, support-
ed by another church, when he took chargo
of It, it is now a big church and SUpPDOTLE
two misslons. Mr. Griffis Is murried and
has three suns"

Jr. Gritfis Is now In Anada rko, Ok., whera
he hes gone for the double purpose of
yproving his claim to 320 acres of land, to
which he is entitled as an adopted son of o
Kilowa chlef, and (o do misslonary work un-
der u synodical appointment. On the Kio-
wa reservation live two daughters of oid
Chief Big Bow, who still consider “Boy
Chased by a Buffalo” as their Lrother. Mr.
Grifiis hus a strong afection for thesa for-
mer sisters of the plains and will visit
them.

Buve

for another meagazine, which ara awalting
only their final touches of revision, It hns
been o busy year with the Novelist of
Northampion!

Mr. Kipling will spend eeveral mouths in
South Africa this winter, and his family
will go with him. He does not make the
change an account of hls health, but becauss

he HKes the Boer land. Iz new etory,
“Kim,” will not be published urtll next
autumn,

Thomas Nelson Page and Mrs. Page have
closcd thelr home In Washington and sailed
for Egypt. where they will spend the winter
in Calre and on the Nile

Captain Joshua Slocum, whoss *Sailing
Alorne Around the World" created a mensu-
tion In Londen, will Le heard on the lecturs
platform In this country thls season.

Soms hitherto vnpublished letters of Mar-
cuns Aurellus, which are sald to have been
recently found, form an Interesting nddition
to a new edition of this classic, which has
Just appenred en the book stands,

The Aldine Cluh, which has for 1ts mem-
bers the publishers of New York, will give
a dloner In honor of Mark Twaln carly In
December. The returneil wanderer, whose

welcome was such a warm one, will Le
much feted this winter.

Besliles n short story, which will appear
in one of the Christmas mugazines, we will
have nothing new from Frank R. Stockion
until next year. He s writlng away at his
home in West Virginia, but he has no an-
ncuncement 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" (FPaul Blouet) writes from
London that he has had to cancel all his en-
Bagements for leciures and readings up o
Christmas on account of illness, He recent-
Iy underwent i somewhat dangerous opor-
ition. LEIGH MITCHELL HODGES,
| ———

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

“Your house looks much better since you
had it palnted,” remarked & coeerful citi-
ren, stopping on his way downtown to speak
to a neighbor,

The neighbor was standing In front of his
premises, looking with lowering brow ot the
newly palnted front of hiz mansion,

“Yes™ he replied, gloomily., It looks
gome betler, but we hove (o wish the win-
dows twice as often as we did before to
dregs up iu !

GENIUS AT HOME.

I am by no means certain that Princess
Bismarck was fully cognizant of the trans-
cendent genlug of the founder of ths Ger-
mnan Empire, says a writer in the London
Queen. She was an admirable wife, an ex-
cellent mother, an unobtrusive though a
geniine grande dame, but she falled to see
In more respects than one that a great man
cannot doff his grentness together with hia
court dresx or unlform; that even in the
muost exclusive privacy of his home some-
thing of that greatness must cling to him,
and that a man at whose bidding every
one files In the outer world does not be-
come absolutely transformed Into an ordi-
niary husband under his own roof-tree. Bhe
wiis fond of Informing visitors to Varszin
and Friedrichsruhe that the smallest turnip
ficid un his estate was of more imporiance
to her Lusband than the most complicated
problem of European politica. No doubt ahe
wished to delude berseif Into the bellef that
she was speaking the truth, for, no matter
what the status of Prince Bismarck's pri-
vate guest, she entered his study and In-
terrupted the interview when, according to
her (dea, It had lasied long enough. Bls-
marck himself was too much of a grand
selgneur to express, elther by the siightest
word or gesture, his disapproval of such In-
terruptions. On the contrary, he pretended
to approve of them to his Interlocuter; in
reality, he must now and again have thor-
oughiy disagreed with them.

Lougo intervallo, Princess Sismarck's de-
Meafior O sucn vecas.uns reminds one of &
scenwe inventzd by the late Oliver wendell
holmer, and wnich, fcutious though It
wusE, might have had 1S counterpart, and
1o duubl has its counterpart, in real Lte. L
trat=cribe verbatim:

AL WHILng.

Lo be ur not o be, that is the gquestion
—whether .t Is nobl—'

S nsm, sman we nave pudding to-day,

U G ACRS T

SPlepaucks, an It please thee, Ann, or a
PULUING O Thal IRULLer; of woust thou wiit,
BUOU VUl 50 tod come ot belwist me
and my thought' kExit Mistress Ann, with
& =trongly sccented coosing of the door, and
Har s the effect: “Ay, mnmarry, ‘LS
well for thee o twik as If thou hudst no
stomadch 1o nil. We poor wivea must swink
for our masilers, whlie they slt in their
armciairs growing as great In the girth
thivegh laziness as that lll-mennered old
fat mun Whllum has writ of in his book
of players’ stuff. One had as well meddie
wilh parkpen (porcupine), which hath
thyrns ail over him, as try to deal with Wil-

o

il

lam when his eyes bs rolilng In that mad
way.”

“Willlam—writing once more—after an
exclamation in English after the elder pat-
tern:

" *Wkether ‘tis nobler—nobler—noblep—*
To do what? Oh, thess women, thess
women! to have puddings or flupjacks! Oh!™

* “Whether 't{s nobler—In the mind—to
suffer. The slings—and arrows—of.' Oh,
oh, these women. I will ¢'en step over to
the parson's and have a cup of sack with
his reverence, for methinks Master Hamlot
hath forgot that which was just now on
his lips to speal.” -

I have given the sketch iIn Its entirety,
becauss I know In the whole range of light
literature no more atriking plcture of the
housewife per ge than that one. It must
be remembered that Frauleln Johanna von
Puttkammer, whom otherwi®e I would not
compare to Ann Hathaway, belonged to the
perlod when the German girl—of even high,
though not of the highest, station—was
first of all tralned to be a hausfrau, which
training did not necessarily exclude her
from being a grande dame when the ecool-
ery book and (tradesmen's accounts had
been put aside. To her. her husband—ge-
nlus though she knew him or suspected him
to be—In his dressing gown and slippers rep-
resenited the realization of domestic bliss

—
FREDERICK TIHE GREAT.
IT was a handzome young King who came
to the throne in 1740, says Stephen Crane {n
New Lippincott. His face was round, his
nose & keen aquiline, his mouth small and
dellcately curved, and all was dominated
by thoss wonderful blue-gray eyes that, as
Mirabeau said, “at the bidding of his heroie
soul fascinated vou with seduction or with
terror.” Even In youth the lines of the
face showed a sardonlc humor. One can
well imagine his replying to the optimistie

Sulger, who thought severe punishments
& migtake: “Ach, mein [ieber Sulzer, you
don’t know this—race!” In the old-age

portralts the face ls sharp and hatehet-like,
the mouth is shrunken to 4 mein line, but
the great eyes stlll flush out, commanding
and clear.

The relgn began with peace and philan-
thropy: Frederick II. started out by dis-
banding the giont grenadiers, the absurd
monetrositles that his fatlier had begged
and bought and kidnoaped from every-
where; he started a “knitting-house™ for a
thousund old women; ubollshed torture in
criminal triale; set up an  Academy of

| Beiences; summoned Voltaire and Mauyper-

tius: made Germany open ite eyes at the
spesch: “In this country every man must
get to heaven In his own way,” and pro-

clalmed u practical freedum of the press—
all In his first week.

PASSING OF POPVLARITY,

Sir Walter Besant in the London Queen.

A matter often discussed [s the duration
of an-author's vogur, At the present mo-
ment there are some geventy poeis who
are read and counted as poets. My Iast
begglng lelter writer aseursq me, with a
modest blush that one could ses mantling
to the notepaper, that he was a “minoc"*
poet. Thera are some five-and-twenty
novellsts who are in reputs and demand;
there are half a dozen essayists who are In
repute; thers are a dozen critles who are
also In repute, though not much In demand.
How many of them will be still read in the
year 20007 The questlon may be considered
At gome futura tIme. T have mentioned it
here In order to Introdyes o popular novel-
Ist to you. I met her, with her sister, both
ladles In the autumnal period of life, In
the room behind a shop at a wiitering place;
ths room contalned the circulating H-
brary, chlefly old three-volums novels.
They ware eagerly examining the shelves:
they mounted chalrs in arder to get at the
books: they worked at opposite walls. 1
sat at the table and pretended not to bhe
looking. At last one of them gave a little
screech,

“Ah!" she eried, “here It 18" S5 she
pulied out the three volumes, and the twe
siaters began to look at the work.

“See,” eaid one, “the binding s lcose.
How many readers does that mean? A:d
look at the pages—thumb-marked, dog’s-
cared, tattered. My dear! It is always the
same wherever we go: the same signe,
What a popularity! What readers you hava
obtalned! Wa ought to be proud!”

“Grateful, sister, not proud.” replied the
other,

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

Then they went away. T got up and
Inokedd at the book. Tt was a three-volume
novel of the seventies, & period which In-
flicted many such works upon the world. It
wus entirely worthless and rubbishy, and it
had been on the shelves of this seaside clr-
culating library for thirty years. Of courss,
there had never Deen any second edition;
the hook had been dead for five-and-twenty
¥ears, and this was the author, and all the
time she had been sustained and comforted
by this cutward nnd visible slgn of Immor-
tality, or ut least life prolonged, until the
bock shouid fall into rags absolute and
could no more hold together. Befors that
sad event happens T hope the author will
herself have ceased from haunting the sea-
side libraries,




