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A MAN OF JUDGMENT.

HEN 1 looks baek ward down
the trall,” said the old eat-
tleman, “If there Is oue man

1 refiects on with satlsfaction it's Cher-

okee Hall. This yere Hall was the
modestest, decentest longhorn ns ever
shakesa his antlers In Arizonn. He was
slim and light, with a thin face and
gray eyes, This yere man was o card
sharp from his moccasins up, an' I
never knows him to have a dollar he
doesn't gamble for. Nuthin' tinhorn,
though., 1 sees him one night, an' he
wets enlmly Into some four-handed po-
kor—810,000 table stakes—an’ he's jost
that sanguine an' hopeful about landin’
ot his feet as a cimmarron sheep. Of
course, times was plenty flush these
days, an' $15,000 don't seem no such
glant sum, Trade in lively an' values
high—aces up callin’ for 500 before the
draw—stlll we ain't none of us a makin'
of gunwaddin’ of no such roll as 156,000
even then. The days aln't quite so hal-
<yon as all that, nelther.

“Duy what I llkes most speshul In
Cherokee Hall 1s his judgment. He's
every time right. He nin't talkin' much,
an' he ain't needin' advice, pelther,
more'n a pig needs a six-shooter; but
when he concludes to do things you can
gamble he's goin’ to get It plenty right,

“One tlme *his yere Cherokee and
Dan Boggs is o comin' In from Tuscon
on the stage. Boesldes Cherokee an'
Boggs along comes a female, a close
herdin' of two young ones—which them
infants might have been stringin' lis-
ards an' every one a heap happlier; an’
sorter in charge of the wholo outfit is &
long, lean man In a black cont. Well,
they hops in, an' Boggs an’ Cherokee
gives 'em the two back scats on ae-
count of the female an’ the yearlin's,

“*AMy name Is Jones,' says the man
in the black coat, when he gets settled
back an' the stage Is goln', ‘an’' I'm
an' evangelist, an' plucks brands from
the burnin'.

“‘I'm powerful glad to know it,’ says
Boggs. ‘Them games of chance which
enjoys publie votice In this yere clime
are so various, an' I did think I shorely
tests "em all; but If devices you names
was ever open In Wolfvllle, 1 overlooks
the same complete,’

“Pore sinkin' soul,’ says the black-
codt man, ‘he's a-flounderin’' In the
mire of sin. Don't you know, my per-
fshin' friend, you are beln' swept down-
ward in the river of your own sinful
life till your soul will be drowned In
the abysa '

“‘Well, no,' says Boggs, ‘I don't. I
allot:s I was makin’ a mighty dry ford
of it

“ilost! Lost!' mays the black-coat
man, a-leanin' back plenty hopeless,
‘It is a stiff-necked gencration, an' a
sorely perverse lot.'

“Well, the stage jolts along two or
three miles an' nuthin' beln' sald, The
black-cont man groans occdslonally,
which worries Boggs, an' the two In.
fants, gettin' restleas, comes tumblin'
over onto Cherokee an' go searchin' of
his pockets for mementoes. This yere
is about as pleasant an' refreshin' to
Cherokee as beln' burned at the stake,
but the mother whe leans back an'
smiles, an' of course he's plumb help-
lesa

“*My pore worm,' finally says the
black-cont man, addressin' of Boggw,
‘whatever avocations hius you an' your
fost companion ¥

“‘'Why,' says Boggs, ‘this yere's Hall
—Cherokee ¥lall. He turns faro in the
Red Light; an',’ continues Boggw, n-low-
erin’ of his volce, "he's a8 squar' a man
as ever conntad n dock.  Actoolly, pard,
you might not think It, but all that man
knows about a cold deck or dealin' sec-
ond, or nny sech sinful schemes, s jest
mere tradition,

“‘Brother,' says the female, brist
lin' up an’ tacklin’ the blucx-coat man,
‘don't talk to them persons no more.
Them's gamblers an' awful mean men,’
an' with that she spatches away the
yedrlin's llke they was contaminated,

“This was some rellef to Cherokee,
but the young ones howl like coyotes
an' wants to come back an' finish rob.
bin' thelr victim, But the mother, she
spanks 'ew, an' when Boggs was goin'
to glve 'em saime cartridgen outen his
belt to amoose 'em, she sasses him sean.
dalous, an' allows she ain't needin’' no
attentlons from him. Then she leans
back an' snorts at.Cherokee an' Boggs
mighty contemptuous. The young ones
keeps on yellln’ In o unmelodlous way,
and while Cherokee Is ¢'am an' don't
let on llke he minds it much, Boggs goets
nervous, an' finally Jugs out his bottle,
aimin’ to drink a lot an' compose his
feelin's, which they was somewlmt har-
rowed by now,

“Well, I never,” sny# the woman, 'l
shorely sees sots before now, but at
least thoy had the decency not to drink
baofore o lady,'

“This staipedes Boggs complete, an'
s0 ho throws the bottle outen the stnge
an' don't get no drink,

“After n while the stage strikes Into
the upper end of a dark, rocky canyon.
This yere canyon was about two miles
long an' was lately reckoned some bad,
Nuthin® has ever happened on the line,
but these yere was the days when Vie-
torla aud his Apaches was cavortin’
'round loose, an' it was mighty possible
they was a-layln' somewhar In the hills
along the trall to Tueson, 1f they ever
gets a notlon to stand up the stage, they
wias shore due to do It 1n this yere can-
yon, wherfore Cherokee an' Boggs an'
Old Monte, who's drivin' regards it
plenty suspiclous, TRt

t

“'Sond 'em through on the jump,
Monte," says Cherokee, stickin' out his
head,

“Ho the alx horses lines out at a ten.
mile galt, which eattles things a whole
lot, an' makes the blnck-coat man sigh,
while the young ones scts up some ap-
pallin’ shirieks. The female gets spesh-
ul mad at this, thinkin' as how they're
playin’ it low down on her fambly, But
slie takes It out In enflin' the yearlin'
now an' then, jest to keep ‘em yellln',
an’ don't say nuthin’,

“Well, the stage gets about  half
through the eanyon when all at once
up on both sides In the rocks about
twenty Winchesters begine to hop and
Jump mighty permiscus, the same goln'
hand In hand with some whoops of on-
usual merit. With the first shot old
Monte begins pourin’ the whip Into the
team, and them hosses goes Into thelr
collars llke six lons, It's plenty lucky
aboriginees nin’t no shots. They never
seems to get the philosophe of a hind
sight none, an' generally you can't
reach thelr bullets with a ten-foot pole.
The only thing gets hit this time Is
Boggs. About the beginnin’ a little
cloud of dust flles outen his shoulder
an' his fuce turns pale, an’ Cherokes
knows he's crensed,

“Did they get you bard, old mant
says Cherokee, some nnxlous,

* No,' says Boggs, tryln’ to brace him-
self, ‘I'll be around in a second. I
wishes I had that whisky I harls over
board a minute back so graceful.’

“Well, the Injuns comes tumblin®
down onto the trall an' gave a chase, o
shootin' an’ a yellin' a heap xealous,
As they was on foot and the bus was
makin' Afteen miles an hour by now,
they could jest manage to hold their
own In the race, about forty rods to tho
r'ar. Floally Cherokee—an' yere comes
in his jedgment—after thinkin' a sec-
ond, says to Boggs:

““I'his yoro Is the way [ figgers It. If
we keep on this way these Injuns will
shore run In on us & half mile further
at the ford. They're due to down a
horse or Monte—maybe both—In which
event the stage shorely stops an' it's a
fight, This yere Leln' troo, an’ as I'm
elected for a fight anyhow, I'm goln' to
hop outen the stage right yere an’ pull
on the fight mese'f,. This'll stop the
chase, an’, to tell the fact, it's about the
only chance In the box this yore pore
female an' her offsprings has to live a
little bit, an’ 1'm goin' to play it for ‘em,
win or lose.' .

“Them's my votlons,’ says Boggs, a
tryin' to pull himse'f together; ‘shall
we take this yere shorthorn along?
an' he p'luts to where them four ten-
derfeet Is mixell up together in the back
of the stage.

“‘He wouldn't be no earthly use,’
says Cherokee, ‘an' you're too hard hit,
Dan, yourse'f, 8o jest take my regards
to Enright an' the boys, an' smooth this
all you know for Faro Nell, an' I makes
the trip alone.,’

“'Not much,’ says Boggs, ‘my stack
goes Into the center too.'

“But he didn’t, though, "cause Boggn
had bled a heap more'n he thought,
an' the firat move he makes he tips over
in a falnt. Bo Cherokee picks up his
Winchester, an' openin’ the door of the
siage jumps clean free, an' they leave
him thar on the trall,

“Well, the stage comes Into Woltville,
ten miles further down, on the lope.
Bogys Is still In o faint an' about bled
to death, while them exhortin' people
is shorely outen thelr minds, In no
time a dozen of us lined out for Chero-
kee, DIid we find him? Well, I should
say woe shorely found him. They'd got
one bullet through his lalg an' thar he
was, with his back agin a rock wall, an’
his eyes glitterin’, a-holdin’ the can-
yon. There never was no Injun gets
by him. Of course they nll runs when
they hears us a-comin’, so we don't get
no fight,

“'[ hopes you nalls one, Cherokee,’
says Enright, ‘playin’ even on this yere
lalg they shoots?

“ 41 win once, I think,' says Cherokee,
‘orver behind that big rock to the left,'

“Bure enough he's got one Injun, too
dead to skin, an' comin' nlong a lttle
further #ack Moore finds n second,

“‘Yere's another,' says Moore, ‘which
makes even on Boggs.'

““What's right,! spys Cherokee, ‘I
remembers now; there was two, The
carls come some fast one time an' 1
overiooks n bet.'

“Well, we gots In Cherokee nll right,
an' the nex’ day around comes the fe-
male teuderfoot to gee him,

“*I wants to thnuk my preserver,’ she
SAYH,

“‘You aln't under no obligations
whatever, marm,' says Cherokee, rals-
In' up a little in the bed, while Faro Nell
puts another goose-ha'r plllow under
him, ‘I slmply prefers to do my fight-
In' In the eanyon to doin’ it at the ford,
that's all, It was Jest o matter of
stralght business—Jest n preference 1
Las, Another thing, marm, 1 know
you'll excuse It, seein' I'm a single man
an' onused to ehlldish ways; but I was
mighty glad for an excuse to got away
from them blessad children of your'n,”
—8an Franchsco Examiner,

Oll and Gas,

01l and gas stoves, while coming In
competition with the old-time conl
stove, bave had no effect upon the sales
of the latter. This I8 somewhat re-
markable, but the listory of a great
many Improvements in clvilization ls
ke Ity

OHARM OF THE "AUTOORAT.”

Dr. Holmes Wrote It When He Was
. Nearly Half a Century 0Old.
Then, when Holmes was 48 years old,
an age at which most mien bave stiffen.
ed themselves Into habits, he showed
the freshness of his talent by writing
one of the wisest and wittieat prose
books in the English language. The
Atlantle Monthly was established In
the fall of 1857, and Lowe!ll made it &
condition of his acting ns editor that Dr.
Holmes should be a contributor. There-
fore It was that the first
number of the new magnxine
contalned the opening pages of

the “Autocrat of the Breakfast Ta-|

ble," which every reader followed with
delight month after month, until at last
the book was completed and piblished
by Itself In the fall of 1858, Bince then
it Is rather as a writer of prose than aa
a writer of verse that Dr. Holmes bas
been most highly esteemed.

“The Autocrat of the Breakfast Ta-
ble" Is n moat original book; not that
it Is especially original In form, for it
is not entirely uniike the Spectator of
Addison and Stecle, whereln we have
a group of characters described, and
wherein thelr sayings and doings are
duly recorded, In the American book
the group of characters meet at the
carly morning meal, and one of them—
the autocrat Lilmself—does most of the
talking. The other figures are lightly
sketched—somo of thoem are merely sug-
gested; and oven at the very end there
Is but the thinnest thread of a atory,
The real originality of Dr. Holmnes'
work Is In the frank simplicity and
sincerity of the Autocrat's talk. He
soomed rather to be chatting with him.
self than conversing with others; and
no such talk had yet fallen from any
Amerienn lips—none so cheerful with
humor, so laden with thought, so mel-
low swith knowledge, so ripe with ex-
perience. The reader Is borne along
by the current of It, unresisting, smil-
Ing often, laughing sometimes, and ab-
sorbing nlways, even If unconsclously,
high and brond thoughts about life.

8o ample a store of humor—and of
good humor—had Dr, Holmes, so well
filled a reservolr of sense and of com-
mon-sense, that he had an abundance
of matepinl for other volumes like the
“Autoerat.” In 1800 he published the
“Professor at the Breakfast Table”
and In 1872 the "Poet at the Breakfast
Table.,” Though these two volumes
have not all the freshness of the first
one, they are Inferlor only to it; they
have the same wholesome spirit, the
same sunny sagacity. And these are
the qualities which characterize also
his last volume of prose, “Over the
Tea-Cups,” lssued In 1800, when he was
81 years old, In all these books there
Is the precious flavor of actual conver-
satlon, the table-talk of a broad, liber-
al, thoughtful man, full of fancy and
nbounding In humor.—8t. Nicholas.

Cheating the Devil.

A Chinese funeral Is a constant sue-
cesslon of efforts to cheat the devll,
who Is supposed to be lying In wait to
capture the soul of the departed. Bo
long as the body remains in the house
the woul is safe, for the devil cannot
comeo In; the risk begins when the fu.
neral processlon starts. When ready
to march, great quantities of Arecrack-
ers and pyrotechnics that emit much
siwoke are set off in front of the door,
and under cover of the smoke the pall-
bearers start at a’ lively trot, run to
the nearest corner, turn it as quickly
as they can, and stop short,

This s doue for the purpose of throw
Ing the devll off the track, since It is
woll known that he cannot easlly turn
a corner, uand, to ald in the deception,
whenever a cgrner Is turned more fire-
works are burned. By dint of turning
quickly and trotting ns fast as they
can, the bearers fnally arrive at the
cometery, but do not enter the gates,
but go through a hole In the surround-
Ing Inclosure, for they know that the
bafiled devil will be walting for them at
the entrance, In the cemetery the soul
Is comparatively safe, though to make
the matter perfectly secure the dis-
charge of firecrackers I1s kept up until
all the rites are ended.

Whiat in a Lion's Den.

In the Hunguvian menageries a fa-
vorite seusation scene s for four whist
players to sit down and play a rubber
In the llon's den, while a fifth stands
hy to see falr play—on the part of the
llons, I thought I had played whiast
under all possible clrcumstances, and
in company with the very strangest
speclmens of created beings, but this
experlenco s beyond me, Bome peo-
ple are made nervous by folks looking
over thelr hand, which (unless they are
my adversaries) does not affect me at
all, but I don't think I should like this
from a llon; the greater attention he
pald me tho less pleased I should feel
by the compliment. But Hungarian
players do not seem to mind these
things. The other day, however, it ap-
pears this very Interesting perform-
ance was given once too often. The
lions, with delicate forbearance, ab-
stalned, It s true, from Interfering
with the players, but they went for the
fifth man, whom they doubtless con-
sldered superfluous, and made very
short work of him. In spite of the sel-
fishness that Is often, theugh most un-
Justly, attributed to card players, the
rubber at once broke up.

The “Roain'" Bible, ,

In 1600 there was published at tho
sign of the “Holy Lamb” In Doual, &
town In the northeast of France, not far
from the Belgian frontler, an editlon of
the Bible which, In consequence of the
quaint translation of & well-known pas-
page, has sametimes been called the
“[osin” BDible, The firat portion of the
twenty-second verso of the elghth chap-
ter of the book of the Prophet Jere-
miah ran thus in the first edition: “Is
there noe rosin in Galaad? or Is there
no phisition there?' It seems hardly
necesaary to say that we now read
“balm" Instead of “rosin.”

Good Reason.

Two Irlshmen, driving through the
country, noticed that many of the barng
had weather vanes in tho shape of huge
roosters,

“pat,” sdid one man to the other, “can
you tell me why they always have a
rooster and niver a hin on the top av
thim barns?”

“Shure,”" replied Mike, “an' It must
be because av the difiiculty they'd have
In collleting the eggs."

In the same box--men who spar te-
gether,

F. ©. VIERLING President, -

Cliicago Rubber and Mill Sagply Co.

MANUFACTURERS AND DEALERS IN
FINESBT QUALITIES OF

MECHANICAL

RUBBER GOODS

OF EVERY DESCRIPTION.

GENERAL RAILWAY AND MILL SUPPLIES

Pure Oak Tanned Leather Belting.

812 Dearborn Street,

COCHICAGO.

Telophone Ilarrison 318,

The Best of Everything for Chicago.

The Civic Federation

OI"
Telophone Main 2502,

CHICA GO.
617 First National Bank Building.

WILLIAM T. BAKER, President.
BERTHA HONORE PALMER, First Vice Presldent.
JOHN J. McORATH, Second Vice President.

RALPH M. EASLEY,

EDWARD 8. DREYER, Treasurer.

The Civio Federation Aims to Focalize All the Forces Now
Laboring to Advance the Political, Municipal, Philan-
thropic, Industrial and Moral Interests of Chicago.

Bach Branch of Work Is Placed in the Hands of a Commities of Speclalists, Come
mittees Now Belag at Work on the Following Lines:

1.—POLITICAL

The selection of honest, capable men
to govern the city. State and municl-
pal legisiation for Chicago, Honest
elections, A general Interest In the pri-
maries,

2.~-MUNICIPAL.

Clean strects and alleys—prompt re-
moval of garbnge — lmproved urban
traffic—less smoke—more water—hon-
orable pollce—chieaper and better ac-
commodations for the people of Chica-
go in all directions—clevation of rall.
road tracks, etc.

8.—INDUSTRIAL.
Establishment of Boards of Concili-

ation, Public Loan Bureau, Employ-
ment Agencles, etc.

4.—~PHILANTHROPIO.
Development of the Central Rellef
Association to a thorough systemisa~
tion of the organized charities of Okl

Cugo.
5.~MORAL.
The suppression of gambling, cbecens
liternture, ete.

0.—~EDUCATIONAL.

Ample school facilities — improved
methods In teaching, and the develop-
ment of a greater interest In the
schools by the parents.
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Frankiin MaocYeagh. Rolil.. A. Keyes,
Wayne MacVeagh. Waiter T. Ohandion

Fran MaeVeagh & (o

.- IMPORTERS - -

Manufacturers and Jobbers

or

GROCERIES.

Wabash Ave. and Lake St.,
a. CEICAGO.

W. M. HOYT COMPANY,
WHOLESALE GROCERS!

IMPORTRRS AND JOBBERS OF

— T EAS!I—
A1, 3,5, 7 &0 Mickigm Av. ad 1 0 9 Rivr Sl

CEHEICAGCGO.

"THE F. WENTER CO.

Hat Racks, Cabinets, &c

Salesroom and Factory, 109-1156 W. 14th St.

I P. QALLAGHER, Pra.

JOHN C. SCHUBERT, 8ec. aad Troas

—esEE===STHF ===

bALLAGHER
L

FLOWERS AND

—

_I T S 2

FLORAL CO.

DEOCORATIONS.

Wabash Ave. and Monroe St., and 1856; Michigan Ave.

TELEPHONE MAIN 2838,

GREENHOUSES, 5649 WASHINGTON AVE.

SIMON COQHLAN.

P. J. WALL

SIMON COGHLAN & CO.,

ROOFER

Felt, Composition
and Gravel.

Office—341 Thirty-first 8t.,

Near Stato St.

Yard—32290-3231 Lowe Ave.

TELEPHONES ! { poate"80un ve0.

« « » « Chicago.

" THOS.

KELLY,

|

3622 S. WESTERN AVE.

HORN BROS.
Manufacturing Co.,

MANUFACTURERS OF

= Furniture.

281 Superior Court, ..Chicago.

AL, BAMUELSON. ED. C. WESTMAN.

SAMUELSON & WESTMAN,

Furniture and Carpets,

Stoves, Office Desks, Mirrors, Etc.
Picture Frames Made to Order. Repairing on Short Notice.

143 nand 1453 East Chicago A venue.

HENRY STUCKART,

——DEALER IN——

FURNITURE

Carpets, Parlor Goods, Crockery, Chamber
Suits, Lage Curtains and Shades.

Telephone Sonth 382, 2517-19 ARCHER AVE.

For Future Use,
A readiness to apologlze for an of-

fense 18 not worth muech unless It s
accompanied by a disposition not 1o re-
peat the Injury

Johuny and Jenny were quarreling.
and Jenny hegan to ery,

“Oh, well" sald Johony, “don't ery
~I'Il take back all the wean things 1'vs
sald"”

“You, you'll take "em back,” sobhed
the girl, *so you ean bave ‘em Just ready
to use over agnin"

“Dr. Rellly's discovery of the dangers
involved In kisslng 18 very alarming,
Isn't it?" sald the young man, “Very,"
the young woman replied, “but then
you know women admive courage in n
mun aboyve every other guality,"—Chl-
coago Times-Herald,
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