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He won the sweet Sapphira.
—Philander Johnson,

THE YEARS OF YOUTH.
The years of Youth—how dear they seem,
ream!

In dail .

The years of youth a thousand themes
l"i;ve“tn our wak| r“d our dreams ;
e live >

Hlest wm sun » and their flowers,

nd walk their flelds and solitudes,

And with loved ones through the woods,
And the birds that for us sung

And feel again that we are young!

First love don't die, old lovers know,

And nuu;&mwmfek- u-llidzhw

At thougl those enchanting days,

When, on our bright amnd blooming ways,

found fair tutors Lo im| .
ing heart

et

» W . as men,

We'll ne'er forget was taught us then!

W, Lhose ﬁlﬂd times of youthful years
h‘m misgivings amd mﬂr‘uu! ’

new-born hopes and sunny smiles,

no untruths and wicked wiles;

love that still retains its

And still is fresh, and warm and sweet,

While later joys have had their day,

And passed Tfrom memory away !
—E.rehinge.

>

Hidden Gold.

“A LINE RUNNING AT RIGHT ANGLES TO INFINITY WILL

D.”

END WHERE GOLD IS BURIE

New Rochelle, Westchester county, N.
Y., is an interesting place from a historic
standpoint. Tom Paine, the famous infi-
del was so impressed with the place that
he decided to die there. If you go to New
Rochelle it is necessary to know about the
death of Paine, on pain of death. 1t is
also well to grasp the fact that the Hugue-
nots settled the place and that politicians
now run it. Speaking of the latter brings
me to pirates —the old-fashioned kind,
who scuttled ships instead of looting
treasuries.

The story I am about to tell was related
to me the other evening by a man upon
whose shoulders the mantle of the famous
boy who could not tell a lie has fallen.
We were seated before a woor fire, smok-
ing long pipes and listening to the storm
as it across the sound and beat in
fury against the house, It was just the
night for a yarn possessing weird feat-
ures, My friend thus began:

“When I first entered college in a small
city of New England I was especially im-
pressed by the importance of the sopho-
more class, and the fact that an insane
retreat was situated almost within a
stone’s throw of our campus. For the
first few weeks of my career as a fresh-
man the were of more sig-
nificance to me than the madmen. After

ing used to the sophom however,
the “crazes,” as we called the inmates o*
the retreat, became, by a natural step, ob-
jects of great interest to me. I never
passed the gloomy stone buildings late at
night without carrying my penknife open
in my nd. The mu
haunted the dreary
their m suggestiveness, What if an
esca P madman should attack me n the

“COmne afternoon I
unds which stretched in verdant
'or many acres in front of the asylum.
It was a beautiful day in June and the
nervousness that affected me at midnight
did not show itself under the influence
of umrun:)m mi.m. ‘im such :(l day and
in such a y insanity seem as im-
possible as blizgards, As [ wandered
along, enjoying the scene before me, 1
noticed that a man was following me,
*He is one of the keepers,’ I thought, and
turned to ask him for a match with which
to light a cigarette. I was at once struck
by I:uu? of my pursuer. He was tall
and graceful, with a complexion as per-
fect as a woman's., His were fever-
t and the le
displayed a set of

fect teeth, but was to mind meaning-
loas. He' had removed his hat, and the
breeze with his snow white hair.
His m;:lunha wWas as hhl.:ltl" his "
and he looked as thoug age had at-
tacked him first at the top. When I asked
him for a match hissmile me a la
and he threw himself upon the

“Sit down,’ he cried. ‘I have no mateh,
want to talk to you.'

a8 he mﬂd. h I kept
on my fa 1 penknife. I be-
to fear that I had encountered one of
and that bhe might become

at man. Do I look mad ?*
thoughs he did. but did_not dare to
with him. ‘Not at all, sir, You

e’

I'll prove it.
the borlhe hul. the college up

1
B e S s il sl o
t ta to infinity will end a
e is buried. Do you fol-
think of it a moment. No

ve grasped t prin-
ciple. 1| willsmn into d;l.nil.l wlt'. y;m e:l-
cerning it.  Suppose the captain of a skip
lhoul'cil‘—-—'

e there are,’ remarked a stern
voleeAh‘: and mof the attendants ap-
. hnluyu.it‘f? rothor mm iSok on
0 , with a ra [ on
hﬂ handsome

ace,
y, he said, itely, taki
lhesmofd.lh': kee‘nerl. I‘ mr“:ul::ﬁ
on proposition. t is n it
.ol:;nl'nio your purse. Remember, u

running at t angles to lunnlly will
end where m is buried.’
“Years passed and 1 had forgotten all

about this encounter with a madman,
Aﬂerll:::t‘mmn:p 1 k.‘:.ml}ed law, a'rld
final n practice of my profes-
sion {{l New York e.ty,  Desiring a_auict
home, 1 came to New Rochelle and m
chased an old Huguenot house that
withstood the storms of 150 years., An
aged negro woman who bad lived in the
family of the original owners for several

nerations took care of me and acted as
wousekeeper, cook, and maid-of-all-work.
One day she told me the story of her for-
mer employers,

* ‘Dey was French refugees who came
trom France befoh George Washington
was born. Dey lived heah foh many
yveahs. A great while ago dere
sirntes in dese watahs, ]
in love with a Huguenot girl, a daughter
of de fust owner of dis vere house, He
wok her away to sea, and years after-

was

ed shrieks that |
lace thrilled me by |

strolled into the |
11011 |

One of dem fell |

ward, when she was an ole woman, she
came back heah., She had her little boy
with her and papers to ve that the
bel to him. He took the fam-
name, After she was dead he found
in hers box a piece of parchment
dat had on itde map of an island and
some queer marks. He kept it for many
years and never showed it to his wife and
children. When lrne was nbou!dﬂhy 'hg
began to go away from home and stay fol
ata time. After a while he went
daft and dey took him to a mad house, De
wust of it was dat his oldest son got hold
of dat wicked parchment."
harm did that do, aunty
* “Why, he went crazy, too. Dere been
one obde family dat has gone crazy in
every eration by gittin' ahold o' dat
map wid de queer marks on it.’
1 was interested in her story and took
to find out more about it. |
discovered that every in town knew
the strange history the D'%s. They
had been a wealthy and prominent fam-
ily, but the effort of the eldest son
in m!:‘ummﬂon to discover the hidin
place of their ancestral tes’ gold
~oved disastrous to their fortunes. The
t of the race under the fatal influence
of the old parchment had been in a mad-
Iu}nne for some s
‘One night w wind was roari
mansion was groaning and creaking as
shough it thought of the and moaned
in sorrow, 1 sat alone ing to put
mind on a knotty case of law. I had al-
lowed my housekeeper to spend the night
with some friends I.I‘l the sound, and the
loneliness of my dreary home almost
made me regret my bachelorhood. Sud-
denly to my amazement, I heard a sound
as though a key had been placed in the

lock of the front door. 1 rushed into
{the hall and was confron by
the handsome madman who had

| discovered the relation of a line run-
ni at right angles to mfinity to
bu treasure. | recognized him at
once., He had grown perceptibly older
since my college days, but his ehecks
were still red and his moustache black,
His eyes retained the wild look that had
tl rilled me when I lay on the grass at his
side.
* ‘Good evening,’ he said, courteously,
placing his dreipping hat on a chair. *You
are the new owner of my ancestral
home ?*

“*‘lam, Ididnot know that anyone

a lateh-key to the house, How-
ever, | am leml to see you. Come into
the lil:rnlz.

“1 spoke calmly, but my heart was in
my throat. [ realized that my unwelcome

t had escaped from the insane asy-
um, and I dreaded an outbreak of mad-
ness on his part.

* ‘Ha! they were never able to find my
key,’ he remarked, seating himself in
front of the great fire. ‘I knew I woul
need it sometime, and I have kept it with
me for .’ He chuckled contentedly
at his cleverness.

“*You see,’ he went on, ‘I expect to
solve the t problem, and might re-
quire ano look at the parchment. Did
y\nu'ever see it?' He glanced at me sus-

%'No,) '

* *Well, it's here, and the time has come
for me to examine it again.’

* He arose from his seat, went to a re-
cess in the wall, ned a scarlet panel
and brought to light a dust-cove, roll,
the cause of his fllnl?'l downfall.

“*Here it is; see” Justlook at this map
a moment. You can't make anything out
of those marks, can you ?'

** He was intensely excited and, to hu-
mor him, I gazed fixedly at the parch-
ment he had -rresd upon the table.

* ‘The factis that my ancestors made
one great blunder in translating the
cipher. I have spent years on the puzzle
and a week ago got track of their mis-
take. Look here. I-:veryhndﬁ has read
the third line, as follows: ‘Here is bur-
ied.” The correct rendering is Huckle-
There's where they all got off the

track. See? I thought it all out in soli-
tude. Now that I have the hment be-
fore me I know that I am t.!

“What could I say to him? I knew that
he was crazy, but his manner was as
earnest and well balanced as thatof a
nting out a great discovery

placed it § N g ol g
it in its hiding p " en,
placi his hand familiarly on my
, he whispered: *I've got a boat
waiting for us."
"e t do you mean ?*
* *Why, don't you understand me?
H‘: take you in as m'r_mer i|'-| tl:.nia .g.
r. predecessors in thissearchthought
that the gold was buried in Davenport's
Neck. 1 proved to you that Huck
Island is the place to seek for it. The
night is dark and windy, but my boat is
not at all cranky.”

**I wish you weren't, I muttered to my-
self. Toput tosea ina rowboat with a
madman on such a mfht as that was ab-
surd, But how could I help it? He was
much larger and stronger than I, andl
| feared every moment that by some word
| or look I would arouse his crazy rage, He

gazed at me now and then with a sus-
| picious gleam in his eyes that warned e

to be careful. [
Lo | "i" o with _\...," | Nllll. ot |"lll(”i

“He rerolled the

“He laughed wildly, seized my hand
and said that I was a worthy occupant
his family's homestead. 1 began to think
he spoke the truth, for 1 was not certain
that my reason could withstand the ordeal
before me.

**‘Excuse me a moment until I get m{
overcoat,! Before he could follow me
was in the hall and slipped a revolver into
my pocket. I was none too quick, for in
another instant he had placed an arm in
mine and was hurrying me to the door,

he storm had abated somewhat and the
Moon_ w now and then peep forth
from behind the scurrying seud. Water
dripped from the trees and as we crossed
the road we sank to our ankles in mud.
As soon as we reached the s I saw
that he had made his arrangements
with the craftiness of a madman.
The boat was drawn up in the shel-
ter of a rock and contained a spade
and ‘rielmm-. We put forth with
some difficulty, for a heavy surf was beat-
ing -t:lmt the shore. The crazy man
took the oars and handled them with al-
most superhuman skill, I sat in the stern,
and, under his direction, headed for
Hucklebe Island. The sea was so
rough that it was nearly an hour before
we grounded on the western end of the
island,

“Taking the spade, the pickax and a
large from the boat my companion
hurried forward. He seemed to have no
doubt as to his destination. It was evi-
dent that the map on the parchment was
thomuﬂ,: impressed on his mind, The
night d grown dark in and the
moon had abandoned her efforts to pierce
the clouds. I found it difficult to keep
near the madman, and when 1 finally
overtook him he was using the spade
with feverish energy and had already
dug quite a large hole in the pliant earth.

*‘Keep quiet,’ he said, sternly. *This
is the . hen he went to work
again with renewed v y

*I watched him for a long half hour.
He was hatless, and his long gray hair
formed a plaything for the wind. After a
time he threw off coat, and then his
vest. As the hole ﬂnw deeper his excite-
'ment increased. He swore most appro-
priately, like a pirate, and 1 clung to the
pickax for comfort. At last his spade
struck something and he bent (mn
eagerly with an_exclamation of triumph
on his lips,. Then to my horror
brought forth a skull. Hurling it from
him with a curse, he renewed his task,
The skeleton of a man impeded his
progress, and he cast the bones aside in
a way that filled me with dread, He
was growing madder every moment, and
as he began to realize that there was
nothing in the grave but the remains of
his piratical ancestor his fury knew no
bounds. Springing from the hole that was
waist deep, he rushed at me, and before
1 co;l.ld avoid him he had seized me by the
neck.

“*Damn you!" he cried, ‘you have been
here before and stolen the gold. You
must die, thief !

*I was choking. [here was murder in
his eyes, and 1 had to choose between my
own death and his. Gmpi% my revolver
ust as my struggle for death had become

te, 1 shot him through the breast.

He it my feet, and ax I leaned
ward, still panting beavily, I

mutter: ‘A line running at t

to infinity will end—' Then died.”

—Chicago Herald's New York Letter,

NOT UNDERSTOOD.

Not understoad,  We move along asunder,
Our paths grow wider us the seasons ereep
Along the years, we marvel and we wonder
Why life is life, and then we fall asleep,
Not understoomd,

Not understood,  We gather fulse impressions.
Amd hug them eloser as the years go by,
Till virtues often seem to us lmanms.
And thus men rise and fall, and live aml die,
Not understomd,
Not understood.  Poor souls with stunted vision
Ot measure giants by their narrow gauge ;
The poisoned shafts of Tulschood and derision
Are oft impelled "gainst those who mould the
gy,
Not understomd,

Not understood,  The seeret springs of action
Whien lie beneath the surface aml the show,
Are disregirded ; with self-satisfaction
We judge our neighbors, amnd they often go,
Not understood,
Not understood,  How trifles often change us!
The thoughtless sentence or the fancied shght

Destroy long yenrs of friendship and est ¢ U8,
And on our souls there falls & freezing blight ;
Vot understood,

Not understood.  How many breasts are aching
For lack of sympathy! Ah! day by day,
How many cheerless lonely hearts are breaking'
How many Q?I‘;]e s mlu away
Not u .

(1] {t) ol ! ““L:::Pga wult'llld luln' a llli.th- clearer,
r rshly when they can not see!
0 I}u&% men wouﬂl draw u I'l?.;l; nearer -
To one “m‘i‘::! t—they'd be nearer Thee
~Thomas Bracken.
MAY OR CAN.
The Renator Was Thought to Be a Little
Too Particular.
From the Washington Post,

The following conversation occurred
over the telephone wire between the house
of Senator Stanford and the offlee of the
Washington Post on the evening the sen-
ator returned from California:

The Post: *lIs that Senator Stanford 7"

Mr. Stanford’s private secretary (with a
mental reservation) : *Yes,"

“Can I send a reporter up to interview
you on the silver question, senator 7"

“I don’t know."

*1 say can | send arepor e - to interview
you on the silver question 7"’

“You'll have to ask your editor,"

“You don't understand me. | said, can
| send a man to interview you ™

“I don't know what you can do,
your editor.”*

“But 1 represent the editor. 1 am the
editor. Can you tell me whether 1 can
send a man up to your house "

“You'd better ask your publisher if you
don’t know."

..Wh.‘ I.IQQ
* . Lsay, if your editor doesn't know what
you ecan do, perhaps your publisher

Ask

“But you don’t understand. 1 want
toknow if | ean send a man to your
house,"

“Perhaps you want to know if you may
send a man to the house. Yes, | suppose
you mnly."

SWill you see him "

“That's an entirely different matter,
He can learn that by coming up.™

After a little more sparring the Post
sent a man to the senator's ';(illl!' and

t the interview,but the telephone editor

come to the conelusion that even a
senator anil e too exact in the choice of
language.

The Blindness of Love,
From the Epnh
Ted: *1 made Dolly tell me the things

she loved me for”
Ned: “Well!™
Ted: *“1 didn't really possess a single

| one of themn

4

THOSE ANSWERS MIXED

I Chicago Man the Vietim of an Ad-
vertising Clerk's Mistake.

A Terrible Time In the Home of a
Man Who Advertised for a
Laundress—His Wife Had
Suspicions.

From the Chicago Mail,

*I had an experience recently with an
advertisecment which nearly broke up my
peace,” said a sad-eyed man at a down-
town club, *“I haven't quite cleared my-
self yet, but | guess I'll be able to square
things at home in a month or two hy stay-
ing in of evenings. It happened this way:
Last week my wife notified me that the
family laundress was going out of busi-
ness, and that, as she didn't know anyone
to get, | had better put an advertisement
in paper. But she didn't want to be
bothered by having an army of appli-
cants call, so she said that it would
be as well to have them answer
by letter. I went down town and inserted
an sdvertisement for a family laundress,
The man at the window gave me a ticket
entitling me to a letter addressed to ‘E
68, and | went away, The second morn-
ng afterward my wife said to me:

“\'m going down town to day, dear,
and if you'll give me the ticket ')l stop
and sec if there are any answers to the
advertisement.'

“I told her that she had better let me
get them; that 1 could do it without diffi-
culty, and it would save her the trouble,
and so forth. She looked at me kind of
queer, as women will, and said, very
quietly :

“iGive me the ticket, Henry.'

* There was nothing for it but to give
it up, and, besides, 1 had no reason for
wanting to hold out, anyway, so I reached
in my vest pocket for it. It wasn't there,
1 hl’t. in another pocket and could not
find it. Then I forgot where I put it, and
went scouring through my clothes, during
which my wife said:

“Strange that you should have so much
trouble finding that ticket 7"

“Finally I remembered that I had put
it in my card case and produced it. But
my '"f‘ looked at me kind of queer, and,
though I hadn't the slightest clowd on m{
conscience in the matter, | knew that
looked sheepish and embarrassed. | only
mention this little matter to show how an
innoecent man will unknowingly pile up
evidence inst himself.

That night when I went home the wife
of my bosom met me with head aloft and
a stony stare. | uttered some little pleas-
antry and tried to be friendly with her in
an osculatory way, but she waved me off
and said:

*You made a mistake when you gave
me that advertising check this morning.
1 wa.n':ul the one regarding the laun-

dress.

I protested ;ht % only t
! had“i. dl-d-lnluT hlﬂ and o
my w) ve a sn pro-
du‘:'ul n&nn letters, which she handed
to me without a word of comment, 1
opened one and read:

“*Am a blonde, petite and trim of fig-
ure, twenty-one rvurn old, agreeable com-

panion and jolly dispesition. Will be
glac to arrange an  interview. Ad-
dress *

“I turned cold all over, then hot, and
then cold again. 1 felt my face growing
red and my hair bristling. 1 looked up at
my wife, She was looking at me coldly,
her face stern and set, i

“'M! dear,' said 1, “whit does this
mean 2"

“*Read the others ! she said, ominiously.

*1 opened another. It was a note writ-
ten in a lady's hand on paper coversd
with pink violets, It read: i

L am 19 years old, five feet six inches
tall, and weigh 120 pounds. Am dark,
with brown eyes, and am ealled hand-
some: am fond of amusement. Would
like to meet you. Address .

“Chills chased up and down my spinal
column, I looked at my wife again. She
was smiling murderously, and Ler fingers
were drumming on the table.

“ .assure you, my love,’ said I
she interrupted me with:

*There's a lot more yet.!

“ ‘Feverishly 1 ran through the other
letters, They were from girls who de-
scribed their echarms minutely, and made
themselves out as perfeet beauties,  And
they all wanted to meet me.  Seemed to
have a howling desire to get friendly with
me for some reason or other. [ don't
know when | have read of so many
charming girls. There were blondes of
all kinds—tall and willowy, short and
»elite, poetic and musical, artistic and
iterary ; there were brunettes nl.hleucallf
inclined and soulfully dispositioned ; oval-
faced and brown-eyed, tall and short,
thin and plump. But all were bewitchi
according to their own deseription o
themselves. And how llw¥ did dote on
theaters, and boating, and driving, and
concerts and dancit It was enough to
make any man ﬂl‘ﬁ,. and I was giddy
wﬁvu I finished the last and gazed at my
wife,

“ “There's some mistake,' I declared,

“* M course,’ she n-plkt‘ sarcastically.
*I told you so in the first place, You gave
me the wrong ticket,! and she tapped her
foot on the carpet fretfully,

“1 saw that I had to do something quick
to avert the coming storm-burst, so 1|
jumped right into the breach. 1 swore by
all the that | knew nothing of these
letters; that [ had only advertised for a
laundress, and that it was the fault of the
clerk in pmlinr the letters in the wrong
hox : but my wife cooly turned the letters
over and showed me the address, 'E 687

“*Then the clerk had got the tickets
mixedl.’

scProve it said my wife, skeptically.

“1 rushed out of the house and down
town to the newspaper office. 1 kept get-
ting hotter and hotter as 1 went, and
when 1 confronted the clerk who had
taken my *ad.’ 1 did some Il"(‘“ﬁ' s off -
hand swearing. When 1 had nTulu-d he
laughed and handed me a bundle of let-
ters.

**A man brought them in a while ago,’
he said, *and made the same kind of a
kick. Your ‘ad.’ should bhave read *F
" and his 'E 68" The addresses scem o
have got changed, DBring back his let
1ers. ere are yours,'

“I bought a paper and looked up his
| tadd” It was a personal wherein a gentle-
| man of 36 desired the acquaintanee of an
| ngreeable young lady with a view to
| matrimony, and stipulating that deserip-
| tions should accompany answers. | took
| the paper home and showed it to my
| wife: also gave the clerk’s explanation.

she accepted it after a fashion, but she

was still suspicions, Women will be
! jealous, you know, at every tick of the

but

Here and There.

THE AFFAIRS OF MEN BRIEFLY DISCUSSED.

How time works changes! One even-
ing recently a New York Star reporter
dropped into the famous place kept by
Justus Schwab., Ten years ago he was a
flerce sociolist ahd owned nothing. At
that time he favored the division of all
property and the establishment of a new
civilization. Upon the blackboard in his
front room were always verses from such
socialistic poets as William Morris and
Algernon. Swinburne, and guotations
from the incendiary press of Europe. In
the past decade Schwab has made a goxl
fortune, and is now a fai, comfortable
citizgen. There are no poems on the
blaekboard now and no quotations. In
their stead are theater posters and  busi-
ness advertisements. The people present
are no longer hungry socialists and wild-
eyed anarchists, but well-dressed, rotund
and prosperous people,

- - -

Bismarek did not decline a dukedom
hecause he felt that he was too poor to
keep up the position of a duke. He is
very wealthy: there are few Germans
richer than he. Every promotion with
with Kaiser Wilhelm 1. honored him was
accompanied with a splendid gift in
money ; morcover, Bismarck has made
many profitable investments, He owns
large grazing lands and beautiful farms;
he is interested financially in several
prosperous distilleries and paper mills,
and he is one of the owners of the
largest  wood  sawing concern in
Europe. His income from all sources
must be enormous. He is to-day a much
richer man than the German emperor —in
fact, William IL. is comparatively poor.
His grandfather was by no means weal-
thy ; he was generous and he cared for
money only as a means of gratifying his
inclination, His grandson appears to
have inherited many of the old gentle-
man's characteristics. But the greatest
honor the young kaiser conferred upon
Bismarck was that accorded when he gave
Bismarck a portrait of himself,

- - L]

Some one has ransacked the unpub-
lished speeches of the immortal Daniel
Webster and found the following gem,
delivered by the senator in oppositi to
a modest bill which came before the
United States senate nearly fifty years ago
for the establishment of a mail route
from Western Missouri to the mouth of
the Columbia river:

What do we want with the vast, worthless
aren” This reghon of savages and wild beasts, of
deserts, of shifting sands and whirlwinds of dust,
of cactus and prairie dogs? To what use could
- ) m -
endless mountain ranges, and eov-
ered to their base with eternal snow?  What can
we ever do with the western coast- a coast of
J000 miles, rock bound, cheerless and aninyiting,
wid ot @ harbor on it! What use have we for
sueh o country”  Mr, President, T will never
vole one cent from te public treasury o place
the Pawcifie coast one i b nearer t9 Boston than
it is now,

L N -

A curious suit for breach of contract
was recently tried in Montreal. The ace-
tion was brought against a firm of book-
sellers in that city for failing to import a
certain edition of the works of Vietor
Hugo. The defense claimed that, certain
of the books embraced in the contract,
such as Notre Dame” amd *Les Misera-
bles,” were of immoral character and
condemned by the congregation de ' lrs
dex, and that the firm could not be eom-
pelled to deal in books which the ehureh
prohibited. The presiding judge decided
that the contract was valid, and could not
be allected by the ccclesiastical authori-
ties and that the booksellers must pay.

« £ »

Now that pretty Elizabeth Bisland has
gone off again to Europe for a holiday,
people are admiring her head for business
and contrast it with the rocket-like career
of the young woman who came in first on
that round-the-world scramble, Miss Bis-
land started for San Francisco on the
afternoon of the day on which the propo-
sition was made to her, but out of the
few hours at her disposal for preparation

she found time to send for her
lawyer and take that gentleman to
Mr. Walker at the office of the

Cosmopolitan and have a contract drawn
in regnlar form and signed, giving ber a
position at £,000 a year for two years,
whether she lost the race or won. With
this in her pocket she packed her trunks
with an easy mind, and now, her task ac-
complished, goes off on a tour on the cor -
tinent, planning to “return to London for
a fortnight occasionally to keep her work
in hand."” And herrival?  She brought
home a monkey and charged it to her ex-
pense account. The World refused to pay
for it, she refused to interrupt her lecture
tour to wstify in a suit against the Woeld
for libel, and now where 1s Nellie Bly
- - -

Although the typewriting instrument is
superscding to a very large extent the use
of the pew in commercial life, there is
plenty of conditions under which a good
style of handwriting is most desirable,
School tweachers w U welcome a new de-
viee for the improvement of the hand-
writing, which has just been brought out.
It enables any one to write with the great-
est possible ease, facilitating the handling
of the penholder and preventing the ob-
jectionable balancing of the attachment
of the otherwise excellent oblique pen-
holder, This new invention is practis
cable, durable and inexpensive,

- - -

There is scarcely remembered a time
when the gentlemen wore so many hand-
some neckties as they do now.  The man-
ufacturers are furnishing many hand-
some styles, and the silks of which they
are made present all the beautiful combi-
nations of colors and elegance of design
that can be imagined. The sober and se-
date ties of a year or two ago have en-
tirely disappeared, and brilliance and
color make the retirement of the subdued
ones. Well, there is no reason why a gen-
tleman should not wear a little color if he
chooses, Our grandfathers were gorgeous

L elock if they get a chance. But I guess
1'll sqpuare things by and by if 'm devoted |
and l:h-:rul in my contributions to her pin |

in gandily-fowered waisteoats, and a re-
turn to that style of wearing apparel is
. " irnaiiibail

it 3t this

Anxiety to Please and Dense Ignorance
of Poker Proved Fatal.

A Bullet in a Cow Puncher's Neck
Interfered With His Breathing
to Suchan Extentthat He
Quit Trying.

“Yes,"” said the old ecattle man, as he
took off his sombrero and gazed medita-
tively at the rattlesnake band which en-
vironed the crown, “cow-punchers are
mighty queer people. They need watchin®
an' herdin® nearly as much as eattle. 1
knowed one by the name of Stevensonm
down on the Turkey Track ranch, in
Texas, as merited a heap of lookin® aftes.
This yere Stevenson wasn't exactly ornery
but bein’ naturally restless an’ peevish,
with a disposition to be emphatic when-
ever he was fillin’ of himself up, keepin®
your eye on him was a good safe play. He
was public spirited, too, in  his way, an®
sometimes took lots of pains to please
people.

“I minds once when we was bringin’ up
a beef herd from the Panbandle country.
We was up in the south bauk of the
Arkansaw tryin’ to throw the herd across.
There was a bridge there, but we allowesd
it was plenty weak, so we was makin' the
herd wade, Steve was posted at the
entrance of the bridge to turn back any
loose cattle that might take a notion to &y
an’ cross that away. Thar he was a-web
tin' on his broncho, an' both mighty near
asleep.  Rome women people —towerists, I
reckon—as was “amped in town came
over on the bridge to see the fun. They
lined out close up to Steve an' a-leanin’
of their young eastern chins on the top
rail a-lookin' down.

“!] don't regard this much,’ s O
oung woman ; ‘there an't no thrill inte
ft. Why ever don't they do something ea-
citin'

“Steve sees the young woisan is dis-
pleased, an’ as he couldn't figger nothin®
else out quick to entertain her, he gives a
whoop, bangs his six-shooter off into the
scenery, digs his spurs into the hoss, an®
nops over the side of the bridge into the
shallow water below. The jump was some
20 feet, and busted the rony'n legs like
toothpicks, breaking Steve's collas
bone an' dispersin® of his features around
mighty free and frightful on accouni of
his sorter lightin' on his face.

“Well, we shot the pony, a'n Steve rode
in the grub-w four or five days re-
cooperatin' of himself. It wuz just the
mﬂ:y of hell that he didn’t break bis
neck.

“*Whatever did you jump off for?™ 1}
asked Steve when was comin’ a

**Well, to amoose that she short-horn,
as was cussin' us;' says Steve., *l wasn'i
allowin’ for her to go back to the states
malignin' of us cow men as low-sperited

o ot .

an’ struek out on .

hoof-prints all p'int one way. He was
over on the upper Red river gamblin®
round with the cowboys when he got
creased.

“Nteve never o
He was a good cow
up hand-—an’ could do his day's work with
rope or iron in a brandin® pen with any-
body ; but coming right to cases he didn's
know any more about playin® poker than
about preachin.'  Actually, Le bet two

ir like there was no record of their

in' beat. This yere, of course, led @
frequent poverty, but it didn't seem to
teach Steve nothin.'

“On the occasion of his demise one of
the boys got hold of a tray full; Steve
hein' possessed of a elub Hush, queen o8
the head, That settled it. In two mio-
utes he didn't have even his blankets left

“After he went broke Steve Wisted in a
drink or two of nose paint an' soured
around a whole lot an’ just as the tray-full
boy gets into his saddle, amin’ 10 go out
to his camp, he comes along up an' hails

him.
Shy

hter 1 ambled none,
'—l?l-ndkl round-

“o you know,' s Steve, migh
gloomy, ‘I've been tryin' to school myse
to bear it, but | can't, an® I'm @
here to say as how you stole that pair of
kings as you made out your full hand an®
completed my ruin. This beiu’ troo, I'm
just goin' to deaw upon you for that brie-
a-brae 1 lost, an' I looks to see you honor
the draft unmurmuringly.’

“i)h, you do, do you? s the t ag~
full boy, mighty scornful. ‘Well, you're
a heap wo sanguine. You just send the
dreaft through the clearin’® house an®
watech it get thrown out a whole lot. De
you suppose | fivuup the froots of a
tray !ulil——n- hard a hand to hold
is? Well, 1 guess not; not this ro
son.'

* ‘Don’t get flippant about this yere rob-
bery,' says Steve. ‘It's enuf to be plund-
ered without bein' pestered with ill-timed
ga‘ely. Now what | say is this: Either 1
gLy stull back right bere and now, or
our s walin' conversation will oeccur in
the smoke,' and theren Steve his

ristol and takes hold of the tray-full boy's
ws by the bridle.

“‘If anything makes me more
than another,’ says the tray-full boy, ‘it
a gun plav, an' to avoid such exhibitions
1 g-c-ly returns your plunder, but you and
I dan’t play cards no more,’

“So the boy gets down off his hoss an®
Steve th nkin' the debate is closed pute up
his gun again. But he was a heap tss
hopeful for the next second, bang! goes
the tray-full boy's six-shooter, and the
bullet ketches Steve in the neek.
bothered his breatling to such a limit thas
in two minutes he quit tryin' alt
an' that afternoon we had a hasty, but
mlqh:n successful, funeral with his re
mainder.

“ ] don't reckon,” says Gene Watkin
who was range boss, “there’'s no nesd o
havin' any trials or lawsuits about tlue
yvere killin'. 1've knowed Steve for a long
time, an’ liked him, but them views he
kept entertainin’ as to the value of poker
hands leads straight to everlastin® life,an®
this yere sorrowful episode don't surprise
nor stam me none w er. His
death should be a warnin' to us,” "

A senatorial Slave to Cigarettes.
From the Washington Post,

There is one of the senators, 1 don't
know which one, for my informant re-
fused positively to tell me, who is a con-
firmed vietim of the cigarette habit. He
is as nervous as a cat, and he smokes &
dozen or so of the disgusting little aflairs
every night while In-‘ﬁi--n in bed pornug
over abstruse law books. He appreciates
to the full the unpleasantness of this
state of thing+, but he years ago gave up
all hope of ever breaking the habit’s hold
on him. They say, too, that he is going
to try to have the sale of cigarettes re-
stricted by law. When he introduces bis
anti-cigarette measure we shall know whe




