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Jean’s Confession.

A STRANGE STORY BY A POPULAR AUTHOR IN WHICH CIR-
CUMSTANTIAL EVIDENCE PLAYS A LEADING PART.

“You lie!™

*1 loathe you!"

wAnd T detest and despise you! | abhor
you ™

" Clear and cutting each word of the dia-
logue rang out in the fieree tones of utter
wrath. The two were alone in a morning
room, the silken draperies and luxurions
elegance of which seemed well able by
their guiet and soft beauty 1o move the
thoughts of any occupant to quiel peace.
Alas, how useless! For now the man and
woman stoosd ||]||ll:-ill' one another, cach
seeming alternately to surpass the other
in the bitter, seathing scorn of their hate,
The man showed manly there in all but
the eruel words that were so rapid from

his lips. He was tall and of majestic
form and features,  whose  irreg-
alarities announesd an individ-
uality excessive. Just now  with eyes

blurred by the magnitude of his indigna-
tion, with his hair tangled and tossed I?-
the energetic vibrati of liis head which

rembled in sympathy with the agitation |

of his speceh, with his fine face working
with emotion and his form convulsed by
the strength of  his  passion, he well
seemed the incarnation
spirit, struggling powerless in the over-
whelming grasp of a demon,

The woman was guaintly and ravely |

fair, with that superior loveliness which
takes not its birth in the insipid regularity
of facial outline, but is the outeome,
rather, of lineal harmony graced by the
wonderful, passionate temperamentof the
soul. Bven now the bitter fires which
flamed so  pierceingly in her eyes, sud-
denly died. The cold lines about the
ardent mouth softencd, the tense hautear
of the tittle form relaxed, and with a half-
sob she stretehed out her hands towards
the man and eried:

“Reece !

But the appealing hand laid upon  the
man's arm was harshly shaken off and he
rughed from the room.

Left alone, the woman abandoned  her-
self to despair. “He nolonger loves me !
she wailed, Then she sank upon  her
knees beside the fauteuil amd  gave vent
to her my in a storm of sobs, which

racked her as in the throes of mortal pain, |

until, finally, the strength of her st
brought unconscionsness, and she lay
huddled in a dismal heap apon the  car-
pet. But the last words of her lament
were: A 1 loved him so!™

“Polly, my duck, you are a real, gemane
angel”

“Ah, go along with your blathering,
Sam."

That Samm did go along with bis blather-
ing was evident from the sound of a
stnack, the honest harmony of which gave
sweet joy 1o the fair Mistress Polly's
maiden bosom,

After this matutinal  delectation
Samnel Gubbs went cheorily hi
about his dutices, e to
w eorner of the house where the monnting
rays of the April sun cast a pleasant glow,
sheltered from the radeness of the spring
winds, where he lighted his pape and gave
himself up o choice roflections, in which
the fair upper maid of his master's house-
hold  played  no  inconsiderable  part,
Then, by a natural sequesee of ideas,
from the contemplation of his own sap-
posititious joys of the future, e came to
n upon the mamtal relations -
s aster and  the fair  bride
broughit home a year boefore, and Mr.
Gubbs' bhrow knitted ominously amd he
muttered  violently  aoaud n-umh-ull?’.
* Taint him, nor fm her,  Taint nuther!™

Then on a smdden Mre, Gubbs slapypaad
Lis thigh and a satistied look overspread
and extinguished the perplexity of his ox-
pression.  He slapped  his thigh again
with even greater violenee, amd  ejacu-
lateal

“I's the devil!™

After a little Mre, Gubbs pose amd saun-
tered lazily away. Soon | 1 and
nesd his place an
o ineluded tobueeo,

latte

“Master sleeps  unconnon
morning,
mitervia

linter
" he said, Then, after another
s Polly had brovght him no
i ons as she had prom-
s bell should ringi, e
became uneasy lest shie o forgotten,
and making some eynical  utterances
depreciatory of  womankomd in general
and upper maids in particular, he regret-
fully entered the house, Mounting the
stairs 1o his  master's  ro he first
knocked, and then, as no answor was
made, he softly tried the  door, which
vielded, and he guietly steppesd  within
the room.  No,  his master  laad oot
risen.  The dressing  room  which  he
had entered revealed  his master's gar-
mients as Mr. Gubibs had areenged  th
the night befor Wondering at this un-
usual lateness, and fearing that the mas-
ter was il the man cantiously  passed
into the sleeping chamber.  As he swept
aside  the  portiere, o sickenmng odor
grected him. He eelidd for e
and then sprang swiltly wanl, Yes,
master slept late that morning,  There on
the b e slept,  But the face was dreawn
and white and the eyes woulil open

when ™ The valet graspesd the hand that
hung by the bedside, then dropped it

ised if the

horvor stricken amd staggered  from the
sl L}

“Murder! Mueder! Mugoes!'!™  Prom
e terror-stricken lips of the man  the

wild ery went ringing down the long cor-
ridor of the hall, When the trembling
wornen and blanching mwen bad gathered
about him, he could only whisper faintly
and point to s master's room.  Then,
after a little, they understood, amd some
of the bravesteven ventured to the elame-
ber of death, but they went close ta one
another and the gastliness of their pe-
wurning faces needed no words to tell the
tale,

“We must bhave a  post-mortem,” the
PO POIES COro He was a man ot
accredited shir as he himself wl-
mitted s and most emnently caleulatesd 1o
sit upon an inguest, if for no other reason
than that he weighed close 20stone, *Yes,
ves," he repeated, “we must have a post.
mortem.””

But then came news, and news the imost
amazing pos e, Noyit td notbe, It
was inconccivable ! The  dewd body of
Rewee Neville, squire of the hall, had van-
ished! No one knew whither! No one
could imagine how ! It was gone, the per-
plexed domwestios sabd, and tere was an
on't, Mre. Neville was invisible, In

sin did the worthy coroner storm and in-
voke the mighty phrases of the law., Her
lady's maid was inexorable: Her lady
wins il and unable to see any one, Then
the shirewd man of meuests I Kian o -
vate investigation with the wary Abigail.

At its conelusion the coroner knew noth-
ing, which was his usual state : while the
maid koew that her mistress wias sis-

poeted of the murder of ber husband aml
of spiriting away the body 1o prevent th
discovery of her erime. As long o e
body could not be found she would e

of some gomd |

this |

gafe, and therefore she had seeretly stolen
it away. 5o said the man of law.

111,

That night Mrs. Neville left her home
by stealth. She fled, terrified hy  the
agonized entreaties of her maid, to avoid
the fate that she feared awaited her as
a murderess,

She took nothing but her jewels and
the small remainder of her monthly al-

lowance, Sae went alone  and none
knew whither,
And while the good people, and the evil

as well, wondepsd at the suceess of the
flight of this beantiful murderess, with
the record of whose erime all England
was ringing, =he had lost her identity in
that safest of all retreats —a city hospital,
Crazed by her suffering and  fears, she
bad wandered, raving, in the streets of
London, until a pitiful Sister of Charity
had soothed her wildness to a sad apathy

and  then  coaxed her to o hospital,
| There  she  remained through  the
| long tedious illness that fol-
lowedd  and  there  she  remained in

training as a nurse, after a pale image of
her former beauteous self began timidly
ereeping about the aisles of her haven,
Her wealth of hair had been ruthlessly
shorn by the necessity  of disease, amd,
| bowed hy her woe, with hollow eyes and
allid face, shie knew that none but her
msband could ever have known her thus,
| and he, alas, was dead!
For many years she hved there, and the
fame of her inhnra and picty went abont
| through the land. She took no vows, she
" knew that ghe needed none to hold her to
this work of duty, in the active exercise of
| which she could alone find relief.

v,

As time went on and five years had
passed sinee  the death of Reece Neville,
people had almost forgotten  the muarder
and the Right, and only to strangers, who
commented upon the deserted appearance
of the hall, was the strange tale told, The
lassies of the village ceased to decam of
the hideous shape that had lain so cold
and still on that doomful morn, and ner-
vous matrons no longer feared 1o nnearth

the vanished corpse of the squire in their
own garden plots,

Then, on a sudden, the parish was all 1
agog. Old Dame Jean Marro was dead |
| and she had made a dying declaration, in |
form, before the magistrate,  The
s old woman, on her deathi-hasd, im-
piously and with a horrid glee revealed
that 20 years before she had murdered her

own husband, He had, as she told the
story, I absent from home working in
the mines,and one night secretly returned |
| and, by violenee amnd threats, endeavored
to extort her hoardings from her. En-
| raged by her refusal o comply with his
demands, he had  sprang  upon  her. |
Moved by e tion and the spirvit of
| self defense, she | seized 0 hatehet ly- {
inge upon e talle and struck at him with
all her might., The keen edge of the |
weapon eleft his skull and he  fell k|
deac. Then she deagged the grisly thing
| 1o the cellar and there, with her unaided
| hamds, scooped a0 trench in the soft
carth  and  laid  him  from  sight,
All that night she toiled at her unholy
task, and the morning saw no tell tle
marks of blood, Ever sinee she had lived |
there alone close to the ghost of her erime, |
and she had never repented. In the cellar |
they found the traces of the dead man, as |
shie bad said, although naught remained
but the crumbling bones,

But, had this been all, it wonld have
still remained  conceivable. More  she
told and, though incredible, it must he he-
lieved, for dying women tell the truth,

SHE I\H.f.lil) THE SQUIRE.
She was sorry for that, She admatted
| that she had repented bitterly, 1t had all
been a mistake, She also  justified the
| reputation that she possessed as a thief;
for it was on the night of the muarder that,
having occasion to visit the ball on sonwe
ervand, she had, as an opportunity offered,
concealed hersell withing in the hope of
SOCUr ooty Lo comfort
her clining YOeurs, she in-
viously arldedl, When, in e
darkness  of  midnight,  she  entered |
the squire's room, she had heard  him |
restless upon the bed, and had saturat o |
a cloth upon the table with ehloroform,
which she always carvied, and then held
it softly to his face. She had no intention
of killing him. It was, as she said, be-
fore, a mistake from overdose, 1t would
have been all right had shie been a doetor
justead of a thief,

When asked to explain the ulimmu-:mi
ance of the body she confessed that this
OCCUrTe wis as my sterious to her as to |
anyone else.  But she hinted sagely the
one word: “Buarkees ™

Placards were on the walls in all the
leading towns of the threee Kingdoms bid-
ding Mes, Reece Neville to return to her
home for ber innocence was establislied,
But time passed on and she came not,
She Dl vanished as completely as lher
husband®s corpse, and all search and in-

Fguiey were in each ease unavailing.

L

e night as Sister Leah, formerly Mes,
Reeee Neville, passod theough the  aeci-
dent ward of the hospital, she saddenly
threw up her bands and foll to the foor
aul faint,
Min armed, the sisters amd  pliysi-
cians b 1 to her and applivad, hastily,
every possible restorative,  Soon her Cyes
uvurili' unelosed and she gazed vacantly
about her,  Then, as sense and memory

returmed, she uttersd o ery
“Take me to him!  Take e to him!™
she implorad,.  They would have soothed
her, for they thouglit her mad, bat she
spurned their entreatios o remain, amld,
breaking from them, rashed back to the
ward,  When they eame upon her she
was kneeling beside houpon which
lay o man whose for wins bowind by
a bandage.  With her head upon s
breast, Sister Leah was woeeping  tears of
swoeetest pain g for the dead was becone
alive agam, aml her hips met those of
Reeee, Badly wounded he was and weak,
but he lived and knew her,  He elaspasd
Lis feeble arms about her, and beart 1o
heart cach knew that never more could

discord come hotween them,

As soon as Heece was partially  re-
covered husband and wife went to o quiet
place in the country - where they  could,
unnoticed, enjoy  their new  happiness,
One day Reece, glancing over an old  city
newspaper, was astounded to see, under
neath o beavy headline, the notiee issued
for his wife's eye telling her that she was
safe to return. As he read the notiee
farther, e was amazed 1o discover that a |
death bed declaration had  pevealed the

true eriminal,  His wife, as well, was un-
able o compreliend what it could an.
They decided to return home gt onee and

solve the miystory,
Reece's account of the whole aftair, as
given to his wife, was as follows
After the guarrel® from which he loft
hisr so overcome by his anger, s
tired to his oo, and s
hastily undpessod g =

| vants mit such large sums of monish ?

| the litthe

Torn by his passion, he had at last sunk

into a stupid, apathetic condition and re-
mem uo more until late the next
morning, when he had been awakened by

aery terror. “When, however, 1 at-
tempted to move,” he continued, *I found
that I could not, 1 was fettered and bound
down immovably by something thatl can-
not define. Let it suflice now to say that
since I have determined my condition andd
know that it was a catalepsy. In this
trance | must have remained some

hours, although hearing was the only

sense ot my command by which
I could determine the course of
events, Then, on a sudden, [ ex-

perienced a curious thrill and soon after-
ward a violent tremor agitated me and |
was again alive, Ah, the joy of that mo-
ment! 1 st ito ‘eet and rushed
mmllly from tpw house, hen there is a
long blank. Where | was, or what 1 did,
I can not tell, After a weary length of
time my mind returned in part to me, but
my memory, so far as places or persons
were concerned, was gone, | knew neither
myself nor my country! Then came o
stern struggle for work. 1 finally, after
two years of hand to mouth existence, se-
cured a position as translator in a pub-
lishing house, and there, at a salary of a
few beggarly pounds per month, have
been ever simee, until this falling sign
broke my skull and
wife and memory."
VIIL.

Do you marvel that the parish was in a
ferment”? Here, in sooth, was n nice state
of thin, The dead eame to life and,
Worse n that, so the gossips said, no-
body murdered after all! Things were
coming to a pretty pass when people
would on their dying beds and willi their
last gasp accuse themselves of things and
tell of murders they had made and they
innocent as the unborn babes, Many
gray heads wagged in, actually, a ferocity
of astonishment, and a sadly skeptical
town is that even to this day. “For," say
the bald and ancient men and dames,
“there beant nothin’ sure! We knaw.
We knaw."

The l“‘ll.liﬂ"ﬁ lady, Leah, has told to hier
husband one incident of the stormy first
year of her married life.

One day when old Dame Jean Marro
was at the hall, on entering a room
quietly, she had found the old woman on
her knees before a trunk and upon the
point of transferring some valuable lace
to her pocket. The lm!f rebuked her
gravely, but, upon the old beldame’s rep-
resentations of harmdship and woe, she had
compounded the larceny and had, as well,
given her an ample supply of coin of the
realm. The woman had {im-cl her rolws
in an ecstacy of gratitude,

“A wonderful thing she did for me,”
sadid the lady of the hall.

CHEAP TRAVELING IN HUNGARY

A Systemmn of Rallroad Passenger Iates
That Deserve Study.

A novel system of railroad charges Las
heen in operation in Hungary for a little
more than six months, The experiment,
though radical, has apparently been sue-
cessful, Passenger rates on a majority of
the Hungarian roads are no longer based
upon the ecost of service or upon what the
teaflic will bear, or even upon the mileage.
The rates  are regulated according to the
“gzone system.” The state railroads of
Hungary had been doing badly under the
old system  the earnings fell from $1,500 a
mile in 1857 to $1,000 in 1885, and the gov-
ernment felt that matters could not be
worse than they were,

The zgone system of charges is based
upson the theory that there are two classes
of passenger traflic which can be in-
crcased in volume the passengers trav-
cling a short distance and  those going a
short distance,  The former are generally
provided for on railroads by commutation
rates, the latter have not eived atten-
tion  heretofore, A further point  ad-
vanesd by the advocates of the zone sys-
tem is that where the cars are not occu-
pied to their full capacity an inerease of
tratlic necessitates only  an infinitesimal
increase of expense, The advocates of

the system, therefore propose
three  zones —a short zone, a long
one, amnd a medivm one, The Hun-

garian railroads extend the idea some-
what by issuing two classes of tickets,
those for gones and those for short dis-
tances, In the latter class were two
tickets, one carrying  the  holder 10 the
next stat and sold for 5 cents, 7

cents, an s, for thind, second and
first class, and another carrying the
hiolder to the second station for 744, 11 and
20 eents for the three classes, respectively.

These tickets are good between any  two |

contignous  stations without regard  to
the actual distance and are sold in bulk
at b and 10 per cent discount.  ‘The zones
are  fourtcen  in number, the cireles
being drawn about ten miles apart. The
fourteen zone inchuling all distances of
140 mules and over, The rate for the flest
gone is very low— less than 7-10 of a cent
a mile for the lowest class amd 16 cents
for first-class express—amd inerease more
than in proportion to the distance through
the different zones until the rate at the
fourteenth ranges from 1 cent to 24 cents
per mile for the 140 miles. Beyomd this
the rate again decreases, owing to the fact
that any additional distance is not charged
for. Thus a trip of several hundred miles
may be made for the same price as one of
140,

The innovation went into effect August
1 of last ye ntroduced on the

state lines 1 of the total
mileage of the country. Two  private
companies have  sinee  adopied  the

cone system.  Duaring the fiest month of

| the new tarifl’ the number of passengers
| carricd on the state lines was inereased

SUO000 and the passengor rece
3 LLIXLLLN

From the report of the Austro-Hun-
garian minister of commerce it appears
that the passenger receipts of thie Hun-
garian railways for 1869 were
florins, or an inerease of nearly
over those of 1888 this in the face of a
reduction of rates equal to more than 50
per cent, The new system was in effeet
during only five months of 18849,
traording

ipis about

¥ reduction and extraordinary
e excited the amazement of
the railway world,  Several forcign rail-
ways have sent representatives to Hun-
gary to examine into the results of the
change and report o them,

Cheap Pleasure,
From Texas Sifungs,
“Vat ish 1t you vants, Schacob 7" asked
Mose Sehaumburg of his eldest son, “*Give
me haluf a tollar, voder,™  *Vat you

s

*1 vant to make myseluf some funs, |1
vants to go dot theater in.''  “So yon
vants to make yonrseluf some bleasures 7
I dells you how yon ean have some hleoass
ures midout spending monish.  Vait until
next vinter ven it vas ecold. Den stick
your feet dot ped out until dose foot vas
almost frozen. Den you pulls dose feet
dat varm ped in, 1 dells you, Seliacoh,
you don’t vant o make your old vodder
woeep mit dose frivolous bleasures vat was
so tam expenshive,™

A sensibile View,

Fromn Chuaitten

Friend deaving the ofliee the
biroker 1 say, old man, you didn't loek
yvour siafe

Broker—No; 1 never do. It es
atmd 1 don’t want burglers 1o spaoil
mt v ol b,

with

=N
for
Aty

restored to me my |

This ex- |

SAYINGS IN LIGHTER VEIN

Stray Shots by the Wits at the Polliss
and Foibles of the Day.

Advantages of a European Tour—
The Note Was From His Wife-
Only One Drink In
the Flask.

l-‘mu;’ lllleﬂtt:. I"mw!‘umu.m . .
“Well, I'Il ™ he gasped, as
he sat on the window sill in the toffice
yesterday with an open letter in his hand.

“What's the matter?" queried the
friend with him.

“Why, I advertised for a lady corres-
wndent—not over  twenty-five—lively—
wunette preferred. Here is my first
answer,”

“Any name signed '

“Yes, ‘Maude, but | know the writing.
It's my own wife’'s hand, and she isa
blonde, very dull, and over forty years
old, Just think of her cheek in answer-
ing such an ad! No wonder our sex has
lost confidence in women,”

Political Bias.
From the Lewiston Journal,

There is no mistaking the political bias
of a certain little miss whose father had
served two terms in the Maine legislature.
sShe went on a visit to a relative in Old-
town not long sinee, accompanied by a
lady. Arriving late in the evening at
Unele Eben's, the young politician, being
much fatigued, wishod to retire early and
urged her companion to go with her.
“No," said the lady, *1 must sit up until
Unele Eben has prayers.”

“Prayers!" ejaculated the amazed little |
one, “does Uncle Eben pray 7 Why, 1 1
thought he was a democrat! |

He Had Been There,
From Light.

Miss Gushington (romantically) —How
the stars twinkle to-night. Mr. Playhouse!
Would you not hke to be the being who
who rules them ? Would you not love to
have charge of their movements?

Mr. Playhouse (a manager)—Not much!
I've had the management of a good many
stars, 'aml they're hard things to take
care of,

The Right Spirit.

From the Detroit Free Press,

Visitor—You're getting to be a pretty
old man Unele Joshua.

Unele Joshua—Eighty years.

Visitor—And you don't have to use
glasses yet, 1 understand.

Unele Joshua-— No, an' I don't ever cal-
culate to. When [ can't drink outen a
bottle I'll take adipper an' drink water.

The Question s Unnnswered,

Froom Munsey's Weekly.

“You are authority on feats of strength,
1 believe 2" remarked a stranger to the
sporting editor,

The latter bowed and rvinli(-d:

“*What can I do for you 7"

“] wish you would tell me which is the
stronger, the female shoplifter or the wo-
man who holds up a train 7"

Tukes It Just the Same,
How often in the erowded car
Yot ve risen to your feet
o give o woran who comes in

of a seal,

thank you,™" she protests;
| readly feel to blame;

tat all mind standing™— bt
she takes it just the same,

| were getting thunder
| at some point where the balloonist least
| expected,

he friend you ask to have o drink
says aleoliol’s o curse

It never diw 1 any good,
A Kes thein worse ;

Just when to it ;
{1

Te greatly | s it but
He takes it just the same, |
W oashington Post, |

What Thirst Will Drive Men to.
From the Harristurg Telegraph,

Two New Jersey farmers had a fight
aver a drink of water yesterday and one
stabbed the other with a pitchfork so that
he will die. Water must be scarce in
New dersey, Perhaps the men were in
the same situation as once confronted the
gentleman from Kentucky., Said he: “1
was once offered the entire site where
Omaha now stands for one drink of
whisky.” *“And you refused?” said his
listener,  “Gentlemen,” said the Ken- |
tuckian, a proud smile on his face, “you |
forget there was but one drink in the
flask.”™

A Chip. |
sJohnnie,” =aid a prominent mine op-
erator to lis youngest the other day, ac- (
cording to Derrick Dodd in Puck, *1'll
give you §1 if you'll dig up the front yard

all readdy for y wur sister's new garden.”

“All right,"” said Johnnie, thoughtfully,
“but 1 shall have to ask for 256 per cent. of
the contract price in advance, Not as an
evidenee of good faith, but for working
capital.”

*Work! What do you mean "’

“Well, you see, 1 guess I'll just bury the
quarter some where, and tell all the boys
in the neighborhood that a pirate hid
some treasure "round there. Vhen they
strike that quarter they'll make the dirt
fiy, I can tell you. In that way I can
clean up about seventy-five per cent.  In
fact, o

“Well, what ™

“In fact, don't know but what I can
also arrange so as to find that quarter
myself. 'l work it just like that salted
mine you were telling mamma about un-
loading on the street last night.”

And the father wept tears of joy as he
thought what a cold day it would be for
Jay and Rufus when his boy grew up.

How to Write n Play,
From the Washington Post,
It isn't so very hard to write a play that |

is o gomd nerve-twisting  sensational
drammer. Here is one already  started,
Allt ‘s necded is a story to go with it

Great Heavens! 1 see it all now,
Has it come to this?

You here!

Mother!

Where am 17

Siry you shall answer for ths,
Savedd!

Listen, and 1 will tell you a story.
Has it come to this 7

I would Kill you as | would a dog.
Discovered.

How Jimmy Connelly Was Fooled.

One of the best stories that have gone
the rounds in sporting cireles for a long |
time is told by Lem MeGregor, *the St
Joo Kid," on Prof. Jim Connelly, the
sone-eyed rooster feom Boston,™

“We were standing in a well-known
sporting resort the other night,” says
Lem, “when an old man who sells ducks
came in. The poor old fellow had but
one limb and one lamp and the crowil
jollied him up and got a few drinks be-
neath his jacket. He finally began to
imagine that he was a second Sullivan,
and told of the seores of men that he had
met and knocked out.  Connelly was sit-
ting Jdown at a little table near the end of
the bar and the boyvs told him to go down
and *slug’ him,  Connelly about that time

| turned facing Brown and let the smoke

| the confusion to the Yankee gencrals

| slon was
| of the whole army at one point, and the

| over,”

up for a drink, and, oh! my,
s LN = 8

friend
‘That man is crazy.’
“‘Don't you know Hi thought that,

said the pmhnnrial he the man,
Mllho the duﬁ—pudd.ll:'. lnh“:"wrk

L1 m
again and harder than bel:

*“‘Blast me hyes, he'll not do that
mm&&’: lldﬂl:.l"(ql'l m
crasy, Hi'll 'it "im.' L

* ‘Professor,’ exclaimed his friend,

‘that man has but just been released from
a lunatic asylum.’

* ‘Blame me ef Hi don't get hinto one
ef Hi don't ‘it 'im,' swore the now enraged
man with the glass eye.

“A burst of laughter greeted Jimmy's
ears about this time, and, realizing that
he had been sold, *he folded his tent, like
an Arab, nnd silently stole away.' "

WHY M'CLELLAN FAILED.
A Story of Balloons, and How They Misled
the Commanider,
From the Atlanta Constitution,
“Why did MeClellan get whipped at
Richmond ?"

Plunkett asked this question as he

curl from the right corner of his mouth.

“Bekase Lee had an army and some-
thing for the army to eat,” ventured
Brown.

It was balloons,” replied Plunkett, as
he continued:

“There has been mighty little said er-
bout these Yankee balloons. They done
the Yankees more harm than they did
good by er long sight, and [ lay the defeat
of McClellan’s army to their use. All
they done was to make Lee march his
soldiers nearly to death, and that is where

come in.

“This young neration don't know
nothing erbout this balloon business, for
it has never been printed in the books,
but every old soldier knows that MecClel-
lan had his whole battle line dotted
prlnn.g(wilh ‘em erway up in the clouds,
and they were depen upon to watch
Lee's movements, and that is where they
busted.

“These balloons mout do on prairie
battle grounds, where they haint any
blufl's nor woaods, or they would do where
there haint no night, but in the hill coun-
try of old Virginia, where the oak and
hickory wed high, and where the
spruce pines grew so thick that you
couldn't see er cow 10 foot off through
‘em’ the balloons were a snare and
caused confusion to the yankees, :

“These balloons would get erway up in
the elements so high that they would look
blue like the sky, and er fellow would set
in er basket that was tied to'em and
peep  through his telescope and chuckle
to hisself that he knowed everything that
Lee was doing.

“General Lee would have er talk with
old Longstreet and Jackson and they
would wink at one another and do some
chuckling theirselves.

“A Confederate division would march
down er road in plain view of these
baloon fellows till they got to where the

ig trees and the spruce pines would
shelter them, then with a quick ‘*file-left’
they'd get under cover of the woods and
march right back and repeat the same
movement over ergin, and thus one divi-
wle to appear as the massing

Yankees would begin to rush to that
Mace, weakening other parts of their
ine, and the first Illilllllll‘r knowed they

nocked outen ‘em

*Night time was used to confuse these
balloons, too. Erlong in the afternoon
the Confederate generals would wink at
each other, then looking erlong the battle
line at the balloons they'd chuckle and
pretty soon thousands of Confederate
troopns would be moving from the left to-
ward the center and right, and the balloon
fellows would chuckle and tell MeClellan,
and pretty soon the Yankee soldiers
were moving to meet the emergency.
When night comes on_so halloon fel-
lows couldn’t see, the Confederates right-
abouted, and at daylight the next morn-
ing the guns were rattling on the left,
and er battle was as goml as ined.
But it did march thunder outen the Con-
federates, though, and that's why Ialways
will hate balloo

“I've heard erheap said of late erbout
the brave things done during the war, but
I don’t think that any braver fellow was
in arry one of the armies than was one of
these balloonists.

“You could have counted fifty of these
balloons stretehed erlong the horizon on
the day that Stonewall Jackson broke
npon their rear. These balloonists were
looking all the time toward Richmond:
They didn't know old Stonewall then as
well as they did after that, and they were
plum surprised when some of Jackson's
men rushed up to the windlass where the
rope was tied which held one of these
balloons and capturcd the unad erround
and fbegin to wind the balloon fellow
down.

“The balloonist took in the situation
and drawed his pistol, and before you
could have said Jack Robinson he pl
one of the confederates with er ball as big
as your little finger. In er minute er lot
of confederates raised their guns to pl
him, but an officer stopped ‘em and tol
‘em not to shoot er man up in the clouds
and called on the balloonist to surrender,
and ordered a soldier at the windless to
wind him down.

“1 won't surrender, never,” said the
Yankee, and with that he blazed erway
with his pistol ergin and at the same time
he reached down with his knife and eut
the rope that held him to the windlass,
and up he scooted into the clouds with er
thousand muskets banging at him.

“They didn't hit him. Hejwent up till the
balloon, basket, man and all didn't look
bigger than er stovepipe hat, when sud-

denly he turned square ofl to the left and
went skimming toward the James river,"

“You are right,” said Brown, “that was |
the fellow what ecame down from the
heavens and scared old Drewry's nig-

“He sailed to the river amd erossed |
resumed Plunkett, with a wicked |
cut of his eye at Brown for disturbing.

“Balloons weren't common then like
they is since this Piedmont exposition
got up, and when the balloonist dropped
down ermong the niggers at Drewry's
Bluff they thought it was the devil come
to get “em for the part they had took in
weventing the Yankees from capturing
Richmond, and they scattered in er stam-
pede, and before the confusion was over
the Yankee had picked himself upand
went skinning down the James and got
erboard er Yankee gunboat.”

Young ladies wear the Breton plastron,
or vest of white cloth, embroidered in red,
yellow and green silks.  Young lades are
al=o using much white woolen braid for
trimming their spring and summer dresse.®
It is employed ju one or several “.'Ilhlll.
and in a great variety of ways.  Beveral
rows border the skirt, or the three sides
of a square tabliep, (n the hml}m- it outs
lines a square or round yoke, while on the
sleeves it frames a I.uI'I' or forms a I‘I't'lr '
cufl.

Finest brands of wines, liguors and |

cigars at Keofe's, |

| and none of his money is spent foolish
! From an abandoned farm, thought to be

"COAL OIL JOHNNY"
The Ex-Potroloum Prince a Sation Agot
ina Nebraska Town.

When His Career as Spendthrift
Ended He Owed Nearly
$20,000 for
mrdl

The interest in Johnny Steele, known
to fame as *Coal 0il Johnny,” has never
flagged, says an Oil City, Pa., letter to the
Pittsburg Commercial Gazette, The visi-
tor to the oil regions asks first about Coal
Oil Johupy and next about John D, Rocke-
feller. Numerous inquiries reach the oil
country for the famous spendthrift's ad-
dress, It is not longe since the writer re-
ceived a letter from a dime museum firm
in Chicago inquiring his whereabouts,
with a view, as they said, to offering him
a chance to exhibit himself as a freak.
The address was furnished, but the offer
was declined, although the salary in Mr.
Steele’s present circunistances must have
had its temptations.

The statement is often published that
Coal-0il Johimy has died or that he has
regained his squandered fortune. There
is as much truth in one as there is 1 the
other, He is still alive at the age of about
50 years and his address is Ashland,
Saunders county, Nebraska, where he
has lived for the last twelve years, He is
at ent employed as a station agent at
Ashland, He has not recovered his for-
tune or an rt of it, but makes a com-
fortable living and has n;q;nﬂ-mly for-
gotten the princely days of his youth.
After he had run through with his money
he came back from his wild journeyings
and settled down at Rouseville, the scene
of his former grandeur, as station agent
of the Buffalo, New York & Pennsylvania
railroad. This was within sight of the
old farm whence all his wealth had come,
He was here a few months and then went
wast, where he has been ever since and
doubtless where he will end his days. His
son a year ago came east and married a
young lady of Cooperstown, Venango
county, Pa., and took his bride back to
Ashland. He is a telegraph operator and
Whe operator at the station where his
father is employed.

Coal-0il Johnny was about three years
running through with his fortune. The
Widow MeClintock farm, from which
this fortune was made, is about three
miles from Oil City. Rouseville is about
a quarter of a mile distant from the Mec-
Clintock farm. It was at Rouseville
where Johnny began to throw his money
away, but that town, although one of the
red-hot oil towns, was soon too small for
him. Erie, Buffalo and Pittsburg knew
him next, but it was at Philadelphia that
he distinguished himself most. How
much money he squandered in three
years is a matter of econjeeture, even in
the oil country. There is, however, a
witdle misapprehension of the amount,
His fortune did not reach into the mill-
ions, as has often been stated, The best

udgment here places it at not above
00,000, He was the adopted son of
Widow MeClintock, and at her death
her oil farm and its accumulated
carnings pased to him, It was petroleum
that made Mrs MeClintoek a rich woman
in a few months, and strange to say, it
was the exploding of an oil can that
caused her death. She was Kindling the
fire with oil, when the can exploded, and
lived but a short time after receiving her
injuries. Perhaps £100,000 was turned
over to Johnny on the seitling of her
estate, amnd his share of the products of
the farm after that time is supposed to
have been about $200,000, He therefore
squandered about #100,000 a year for the
three years the money lasted, At the emd
of this time the old bonanza farm had
ceased to yield and his money was spent.,

His eareer as a spendthrift came to an
end Thursday, February 13, 1868, when he
filed a voluntary petition in bankruptey
in the United States district court at Pitts-
burg. His indebtedness at the time was
thus seheduled :

W. H. Ii:lu'gll. Girard house, Philiadelphin $1o,.s24
William Lo Galbraith,  attorney-it-law,

IR . nhasitishiibh asinn is AR 10,000
J. K Caldwell & Co,, Philsdelphida, jowelry 5805
Jolin 1), Jones, harness SFam 1,250
W, 8. Horn, cigars i

E. H. Conklin, Philadetphia, lignors 204
Phalan & Collender, billiard tables 1,540
Unknown ereditor, oll painting 2,000
Forhsis.......cocoon. Sy

Total £ .. Ba2.780
This schedule tells its own story of a
royal spree, extending over a period of
three years. The indebtedness at the
Girard house was for board, liquors, ete,
While at this hotel he oceupied a suite of
rooms on the parlor floor, and usually had
from one to three hlmimi sports with him
whose board and expenses he paid for
the sake of their company. The amount
of his_ unpaid bill at the Girard house,
nearly $20,000, is an indication that he and
his companions lived tolerably high. How
much money he paid at the Girard house
is not known, but it is thought to have
been as much as he left unpaid.

A good deal of fiction has been told in
regard to his wild extravagances, It is
not true, for instance, that he took off ense
at the management of a Philadelphia
hotel, bought the property, installed a new
management of his own, and, then tiring
of the hotel business, made somebody a
present of the whole outfit, It is au-
thenticated, however, that he bought a
carrl and team, and ina day or two

ave the rig to the driver, He sqnuan-
dered a large amount of money in taking
a minstrel troupe around the country,
perhaps as much as £5,000, He had a
tmnn companion that he always took with
him on his travels, and Johnny paid all
expenses, He was a young man from
Erie. Both dressed exactly alike, even to
jewelry and neckties,

It is a curious fact that the old, playved-
out Steele farm has  been n-\'i\'w’l and is
making another man rich. That man is
dohn W, Waits of Oil City, who bought
the old place a few years for &7,000,
He has sinee been  offered #80,000 for it
Waits was a street gamin about  Rouse-
ville when dJohinny Steele was cutting his

| wide swath here, and frequently held the

young oil prince's team while the latter
went into a saloon to get a drink, Waits
|ih-w up among the oil derricks around

touseville, and undertands thoroughly
the business of managing oil wells. He
has made a study of the oil wells along
Oil ereek,. He was very familiar with the
wells on the old Steele or the MceClintock
farm, and believed, with the improved
appliances for pumping, they could be

made to vield oil in pay-
ing quantities although they  had
heen abandoned for years, He

bought the farm from an oil company
that was flml to sell i, paying §7,000, Sev.
eral of the old wells were cleaned out,
torpedoed and rigged up for pumping.
They all produced oil, as Mr., Waits
thought they would. The best results,
however, have been obtained from the
new wells that e drilled on the farm.
Nearly all of his new wells were  good
producers, as Oil Creek wells go now,
though, of course, they are small affairs
compared to the spouters that poured out
their wealth for Coal Oil Johnny., Johuny
Waits is a very different man from
Johnny Steele, He is extremely practical,
Iy.

next o worthless, he has

developad o
very profitable property.
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