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_was a little old man, with impish face,
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UNMASKED:

We hiad danced her beneath the gleam
3 'l'.?:.vli heart 'l‘ ll;ml;u tlmun"'
WS i .
; I.':{rt wius bold and would have no

For 1 felt her breath as it touched my hair,
And her great brown eyes with their plercing

L
Glnmrﬁu::m from her mask, while her lips so
r
Lay --l-?w to mine in the whirling maze,

1 led hier away, as the masie died
1na plaintive stradn on_ the midnight air,
To a eozy pook in the hallway wide,
Where the light shone dim on the oaken stair;
And 1 held her hand as my heart beat time
To the rythmle tones of the ancient clock,
And the words [ whisperad were set in rhiyme,
While the elock kept time with a dull “tick
ll K'k."

Then my arm stole |f|-|1t|}' aroumnd her waist,
Aud 1 pressed a Kiss on her throbbing brow;
But just 4t that moment her mask, displaced,
Fell down ut her feet, 1 searcely know how,
1 po not vemember what followed then,
For all seems shrouded in elowds of mist;
T only know that 1 fainted when
I saw “twas my sister that 1 had kissed,
—Nam 8, Stinson, in Phidadelphia Sociely,

THE PRETTY DIPLOMAT.

I know her by her empire gown,

Her wrinkled gloves, her stylish jacket ;
By certaln features like my mn;,‘

And ways perhaps as diplomatic
And when she enters at the door,

1 drop my pressing
A, like some leisured man of yore,

Devote myself to shrewdly guessing,

Bhie pities me, this maiden fair,

She stenls her velvet arm aronmd me;
She tells me 1 had died of eare

Unless shie happily had found me,

She kisses me—but tho' 1 know
The price of such mlroit caresses,
I ean't refuse her well, and so
Daole out the cash for hats and dresses,

she says 1am a salnt,  Ah, well!

A truth she hits—a truth she misses;
But who could such a girl repel

With all her smiles and hugs aml Kisses?

And somehow, the' it robs my purse,
Amd 1 must turn amd serub and nfag
1 do not think I'm much the worse,
Or that my soul will suffer damage,

1'd do the same if she n
Flew al me with that face eestatie,
And work till midnight to maiotain
My daughtor Guir and diplomatic,—Judge,

MAN AGAINST CYCLONE.

HOW A MAN WHO LOOKED LIKE A TRAMP SAVED THE LIVES

OF A

FAMILY AND WON A PRETTY BRIDE.

1.
Looks Like a Tramp.

UT AN hour high the sun still beat
B fiercely down on the *long transit”

of the Union Pacific railway, and
on the village of Long Transit, Neb, East
and west of this unpicturesque hamlet the
grade extends G0 miles unbroken by a
single curve or divergence in the profile
of the road bed, For three days the sun
had sucked up the moisture and burned
into the grass roots of the wide table land
above the Platte river, At high noon and
in the flerce post-meridian heat waves
had danced and tremtled in the garish
air. One mile out from Long Transit, be-
side the hot, sandy highway, a line of
parched and stunted willows made a par-
tial shade along the road for perhaps a
hundred yards., This bit of foliage was a
sample of the imitation forests of treeless
Nebraska—the result of an Arbor day
picnic,

On one side of the willows stretehed
a picce of yellow wheat stubble. On
the other lay the road, a thread of
sand almost as yellow, not winding,
broken with hills, and curved like an
castern eountry line, but straight and un-
bending as though run with a surveyor's
compass, as, indeed, it had been. Under
the largest of the willows, with a red bun-
dle for a pillow, a week's grywth of heavy,
black beard, a coarse and very moist blue
flannel shirt, open at his broad, hairy
breast, lay a large man, His neglected
person and the accumulation of dust, ac-
companied by his general travel-stained
appearance made a guess at his age difll-
cult. He might bave been 40 years old;
he might have been 15 years younger, The
tall blue-joint grass around him into
which le had ponderously crushed,
sereencd him from view, But its rank
luxuriance prevented the free eireulation
in his vicinity of whatever air was stirring,
8o well was he hidden, in fact, that a
covey of prairie ehickens with open, gasp-
ing beaks, stalked and browsed in the
stubble not 256 feet from the man's head,

From the direction of the town a light,
double-seated wagon, drawn by two
broneos, came down the road. It con-
tained three persons.  Upon the front
seat were two  girls, one of whom was
driving. She was 18 years of age, an un-
mistakable beauty with a large mouth—
there are such types—but with features
otherwise elassical, dark eyes and hair.
Her seat companion, her sister, was 14
years of age, at the gawky stage of
feminine development. On the rear seat

no teeth, a vacant smile and shaking
with the palsy. At the rattling approach
of the wagon the prairie chickens, full
20 in all, eronched low to the ground.
Undoubtedly the wagon would have been
driven past without disturbing the birds.
But the man raised himself lazily with a
grass blade in his teeth for a closer in-
spection of the outfit,

“*Whirr! Whirr! Whirr!
the startled birds, scattering in all direc-
tions. A bunch of them wildly drive be-
fore the face of the restive broncos. They
rear and plunge. In an instant one of
them has his foreleg over the tongue and
is kicking viciously,

“For God's sakes alive!™ piped the old
man, piteously, “Henrietty, kin ye quiet
‘em”  Kin yer hol’ ‘em er minnit—jist er
minnit till we all git out 7"

Now one of the broncos is down, the
other rearing madly, Bits of harness are
snapping. The qu-n pony lies trembling
with his red tongue far out on the sand
amd red eyeballs rolling in terror.  The
other one is flercely kicking the dash-
board into kindling wood. Now the man
in the blue grass springs forward like
an apparition. Henrietta, who has brave-
Iy clung to the lines, knows that one of
them has broken, At the same moment
she realizes that a man, a roughly dressed
but powerful man, isat the heads of the
broncos. The old man has rolled out of
the wagon, and the younger girl, taking
advantage of a momentary lul.i in the
frantic energy of the ponies, slips over
the wheel.

“Jummp out too, you, says the
gtranger.

Henrictta follows this advice. Deftly
loosening various buckles, the stranger
soon has the bronecos separated. With a

Up sprang

ma'm,"

strong fri:l upon the britle of the kicker
he prods the fallen pony, and almost lifts |
him bodily to his feet,  The ponies stand |
foam-flecked and trembling,  Then, with |
a snort, they start nu:lllvuly to hreak :
away. Useless, Though they plunge
right and left the stranger is  still in the
center, holding them at arm’s length, and |
is master of the situation. The animals
became quieter., Their small, vicious
eyes glance restlessly, but they are eon-
quered,

“No darped use ter hiteh "em up,"again
wheezes the old man, *jist turn ‘e loose ;
we kin Lufl it hbum. They'il git hum, too" |
somehow, I told kernel they warn't no-
{ fo for the gals, Now see the mess

“We must get the team home somehow,”
and instinctively she glanced at the un-
prepossessing stranger.

“Ye kin leave ‘em, Henrietty, ye know
ve kin," objected the old man.

“Grandpa, do be qguiet,” again urged
the girl.

“Henrietty, yer er fule,”

Then, with a consequential
chewed an imaginary morsel betw

toothless gums. Meanwhile the stranger
had been busy with the team. He now
had it reattached to the wagon.

“Get in" he said,

“Henrietty, don't ye do it!" said the old
man, an octave higher than the usual
notes of his vox humana.,

With a slightly contemptuous glanee at
the old man, Henrietta elimbed into the
wagon followed by the younger girl. The
latter, after a timid look at the shattered
dash-board took the rear seat. Then the
stranger followed the girls, and turned
toward the old man.

“Henrietty, yer er blamed fule,”
the querulous grand parent,

“Will you get in, sir?”
man.

“No, I won't; thar now. 1 know thet
wair o'brutes. They'll fling yer, ﬂinr yer
nter the ditech sure’s yer er foot high.'

The stranger taj the broncos with
the lines, The shrill voice of the old man
followed as a faint echo.

“They'll fling yer, darn "em

In the time oceupied in the ride home, a
distance of half a mile, Henrietta found
time to more closely observe the stranger.
That he was a tramp was plainly evident.
His demeanor, however, carried with it a
vague intimation that he differed slightly

from the girl’s half-formed idea of a thor-
oughbred tramp, the idle, worthless, thiev-
ish outlaw that the designation implies,
From the two girls he extracted imforma-
tion 10 the eifect that they were the daugh-
ters of Col, William Martin, the county
attorney. The name of the younger sister
was Florenee. The little old man plod-
ding along homeward by himself was
Mrs. Martin's father, John Langshorne,
At the age of &5 he had lived through
three considerable wars in this country,
natural timidity having prevented his
serving in any one of them, Gradually it
dawned on Henrietta that she was glean-
ing nothing whatever from the stranger
concerning his identity. He remained
only the strong man who had lunged out
of the willows and extricated her party
from a world of trouble and no little dan-
ger. Colonel Martin welecomed the res-
cuer heartily, but was met with a decid-
edly chilly reserve.  The man  rather
loftily declined an invitation to supper,
amnd, having turned over the ponies to
Colonel Martin, lifted his red bundle out
of the wagon and turned toward Long
Transit. The family watched him until
he faded away in the twilight,

“Of course he's a tramp,” said Mrs,
Martin.

“I reckon s0," replied the colonel. “*He
has the earmarks. They are a strange
breed. They usually want the earth, how-
ever, and that is where he differs from
the rest of them."

“Darn the luck,"” said Grandpa Lan
horne, tottering into the house shurlry
after the stranger's departure,

“Did you meet him?" inquired Hen-
rietta,

“Yaas., I passed him down the road
swaggin' erlong like er big shadder.”

“Did he speak ?" asked the colonel,

“I sed ‘gud evenin', and’ he growled out
suthin® or other. Henrietty, yer took er
darn big risk comin’ hum behint them
critters. You two gals don't really seem
ter hev no sense,”

said

ingquired the

i,
Acts Like n Hero,

The humid night gave way to a dawn
portentious of another scorching day. De-
spite the threatened heat, the Martin fam-
ily, or such of it as was comprised with the
omission of Mrs, Martin, decided upon a
pienie to Spring ereek. Through the vil-
lage of Long Transit lay the road to the
stream.  Passing the oflice of the precinet
justice of the peace Col. Martin observed
a crowd of idlers hanging around the
door. The “sitting™ of this court was for
the purpose of examining a vagrant ar-
rested the night previous under suspicious
circumstances on the fringe of the village.
The prisoner was the big hero of the epi-
soidle by the willows., Through the erowd
of gaping townsmen Col. Martin hastily
pushed his way. The legal prominence of
his public office accorded him privileges
in a justice court denied others. The burly
tramp regarded Col. Martin with an air of
interest displayed for the first time since
his arrest.

“Does any one appear for this man "
inguired the colonel.

“I reckon so long as he's arrested und
the village ordinanece it wouldn't do hi
any good to employ an attorney,” sai
Justice Parker pompously. Evidently
there was no great allection between Jus-
tice Parker amd Colonel Maitin,

“What do y " asked the latter,
" “under the
appeal

Br

tramp nuisance ordinance
after taking his medicine,'
“Your bonor,” said the colonel some-
what taken aback by

| tires of the wheels are twisted
this original con- |

the means—to defend himself before any
court in the country 2"

“Oh, he's pleaded guilty and his
dose already,” sneered Justice Parker.
*Too late, colonel, for any habeas corpus
nonsense. He goes out on the road for
10 days, and [ don't see how he's going to
appeal a case after |:lwlin¢ guilty, eh 7

hen Justice Parker glanced compla-

cently around, and was by ap-
rov smiles anent his legal sapienc

rom his friends in the sweltering crowd.

“My friend,” said Colonel Martin, turn-
ﬂl1 to the stranger, “you did me a valu-
able service last evening, for which 1 am
not ungrateful., Your mminhnmm follows
the want of a few dollars to pay a fine,
With your permission 1 will pay this fine
and you can resume your travels,”

“No, sir," answered the tramp firmly.
Then he hesitated and fi nally said:

“Willyou plvau.- step aside with me for
a moment 7’

The two entered a small side room, and
were together perhaps five minutes alone,
Upon their return Col. Martin  immedi-
ately got into his wagon amd drove away
towards the ereek., he stranger was led
olt by the village marshal to commence
his ten days’ work on the road. As he
stood for one moment on the sidewalk he
raised his head, and his la eyes gazed
directly into those of Miss Henrietta Mar-

-

in.

“Who in the world is he?" asked the
x!irl. when distance admitted of the gues-
tion.

“Nobody," replied the ecolonel, snap-
pinr the top from a withered golden rod
with his whip.

“That's the same identical chap,” vol-
unteered Grandpa Langhorne. 1 fur one
am tarnal glad he ain't loose ter skeer
these broncos agin,”

“But," persisted Henrietta,
he say to you in the side room "

. Il‘}‘-. A

“The—the—" Henrietta hesitated. So
much had transpired in connection with
the mysterious stranger that she refused
to use the word “tramp.” It sounded too
barsh. She had divined that, despite
dust, grime, unprepossessing surround-
mgs and rough raiment his face was
handsome, his eyes glovious,

‘i']'hu tramp 2" bluntly asked the colo-
nel.

“Hut is he a tramp 7"

“Looks like it.”

The fishing party drifted off down to
the ereek, the vagrant shouldered his
shovel and stalked on behind the mar-
shal's horse to the scene «f lns toil,
Higher rose the blistering sun; the air
seemed freighted with the hot breath of
an iron furnace, A cold luneh at the
county jail and out again on the roadway
came tramp and marshal. The heat was
almost  intolerable, but  the  stranger
worked stolidly on, while the marshal
fought flies in the shade of a clump of
willows.,

Suddemly the atmosphere beeame op-
pressive. A dense humidity appeared to
impregnate the gilent, windless air. The
shy secmed nearer the ground, as though
closing in like the cover to a huge boiling
kettle, It was diflicult to breathe, In the
west hung beavy, dark blue clouds, the
first that ﬁuul been seen for a week. But
what is that wlnirlinr up from the south-
east, up over the Platte river like a re-
volving tube of radiating quicksilver?
Why do the cattle paw amnd bellow on the
range near by, and that drove of horses
snort and gaze around so wildly? A dull
roaring sound, which is not thander,
strikes the ears of tramp and marshal,
Shading their eyes they gaze at the long,
low, circular-shaped cloud, lifting awd
swinging along, nearer amd nearer. They
see a huge whirling column, like the e
of a gigantic elephant, dropping now am
again to the l'urllll. then lifting and swing-
ing on like the stem of a mighty balloon,
And all the time the noise deepens in its
horrid  intensity, a grinding, wailing
sound, which speaks of the irresistible,
coneentrated, devilish incarnation of the
cyclene,

A white school honse gleams against the
blackness advancing upon it. It is
touched, difted bodily 300 feet into the air,
and seattered in ground and splintered

“what did
1

fragments like seed cast around by a
SOWer,
“Thank God it is Saturday —my chililren

attend that school,” says the marshal,
The horrild mass of clectric energy 1ifts
and sways r the open space between
the Platte river and Spring creek,. The
Martns are down there right in the path
of the atmospherie demon! To eut the
lariat of the marshal’s horse and ing
himself into the saddle is but a moment's
work for the athletie vagrant, Hard and
quick on the sun-baked prairie beat the

hoofs of the thoroughbred., Was the
like ever before seen on earth? A
man rushing forth to do battle with
a cyclone? No. But he had ob-

served the conformation of the banks of
Spring ereek, There might be safety yet,
Horse and rider on one side, the roaring
Moloch on the other, the Martins in the
center, The awful column of death sways
and lifts—to settle again and grind the
life from everything in its path, Will it
lift and pass over their heads?  And now
the stranger can see the four forms run-
ning aimlessly along the bank of the
ereek. Colonel Martin turns in the di-
rection of the bronchos, as though he
would fain hiteh up and flee before the
monster. Madness!  The brutes are even
now plunging wildly and dragging the
wagon hither and thither over the prairie,
The horseman will reach them them be-
fore the deadly besom completes  its de-
steruction. Nearer! He shouts in ringing
tones, echoing shrilly above the deep
growl of the storm:

“Into the ereek and under the bank '™

By pantomime he furiously illustrates
his meaning,  They comprehend and the
four forms disappear from the prairie as
if swallowed by the earth. Where they
went down the tramp draws  rein, leaps
from the horse, turns its head away from
the roaring column, and it dashes away
toward the hamlet. As the stranger
swings himself over the bank e catehes
sight of four livid faces peering in terror
from out the cave-like structure of the
walls of the ereck.  He moves up to them,
and by signs, signifies that they must hug
closer to the walls of the grotto, Words
are useless,  All other sounds are dead
before the roar of the cyelone. The
stranger stations himself elose to Henri-
etta,  In the presence of impending death
her small hand falls into his own, and he
holds it firmly.

Below them on the stream 500 feet, per-
haps, the column strikes the ereck. The
water before their sight vanishes — sucked
up by the centrifugal foree of the electric
monster. Then all is dark. Sand, peb-
Iles, sticks, mud and debris beat in upon
them, and eut their hands and faces, And
then the fusillade ceases. The wraith is

| 1u|--iln.' over in the direetion of the ham-

et.  Behind it are ruin, burned grass
and and a sulphurous aroma like stench
from the mouth of Juell. The tramp
is the first one up on the bank of the
ereck. The material of the wagon is
sticking in splinters over the prairie. The
as a boy

?Il‘;’h‘ twist a stripof tin, A bufTalo robe

lie —their bodies already bloating
in the humid, sulphurous air.

Hut the cyclone is headed for the village.
Will it lift? Will it go to the north, or to
the south? From their present position
they cannot tell, for a black curtain falls
behind the advancing demon and covers
its ghastly work.

111,
A Post-Mortem Identitiontion,

Beside the dead body of Justice Parker
are gathered mourning friends. The
wraith had caught him in its arms and
whirled him away to death, On the south-
ern hem of the village had stomd his
home., Swinging around the hamlet, the
storm had touched it. As the last mourner
passes out, Col, Martin, accompanied by
a tall, handsome, well-dressed young man,
with white teeth and smoothly shaven
face, enters the room. The latter walks
reverentially to the body and lifts the
right arm. Opening the sleeve he ex-
poses a quarter-moon in India ink, and
the initials C. B, within the creseent,

“It is he,” the young man says,

“Let the identification be complete,” re-
plied the colonel, and then, stepping to
the door, he added:

“Mr. Van Osdell.”

This was the county clerk. He entered
and the young man called his attention to
the marks upon the dead man's arm. The
County clerk was mystified.

“Mr. Van Osaell,” explained Colonel
Martin, *this gentleman is of a New York
detective agency. His name is George
Holeomb, In this village we have known
Justice Parker a year. Eighteen months
ago he was treasurer of a large Pennsyl-
vania oil company. After a series of
heavy defaleations and forgeries he fled
to Canada, but committed there a erime
which necessitated his flight from British
soil. Yesterday Mr. Holecomb stood bhe-
fore him charged under the vagrancy or-
dinance with being a tramp.  To-day but
for the awful death which has overtaken
the eriminal, he would have arpested John
Parker, alias Cyrus Brown, and applied
to the governor of Nebraska for extradi-
tion papers,”

But the work of George Holeomb was
not all in vain, Upon leaving for New
York he was uw'ulll]lmniml by Henrictta as
his wife. Grandpa Langhorne was at the
station with the rest to throw rice after the
bridal couple,

“That war er erackin' ole wind gust,
wasn't it, Mr. Holeomb 7' he piped,

“lt was, indeed.”

“But it killed ther pesky broneos, darn
‘em!™

“Yes,"

“Er man conldn’t hev lived er minnit in
llu-r\millllll- of thet eyelone.™

“No.,"

Then Mr. Langhorne elineled his asser-
tion with a powerful climax:

“No, siree; he couldn’t bev lived two
minnits."—Dick Steele in Pionver Press,

 WHAT THE WITS SAY.

Cooing In Two Styles,

Woashington Post: *Yes, Willlam,"" remarked
the Boston girl, “under the clreumstances aid
owing to the bddisputable fact of ouwr existiog
Betrothal, 1 deem it eminently ftting and proger
that we should allow our souls to fost away in
an costacy of osculation,”

“Well, let’s get to work without any more
chinnin’,”" respomded WHliom, for it must be re-
membered that he was born and  reared in Kan-
sas ULy,

Why She Liked Him,
Ameriea: Mrs, Gromdy And how do yiom
like the new elergyviman
Mrs, Sevooge:  Oh, D think Be's just splendid,
Mrs, Groody : Do his sermons appeal to you?
Mrs, Berooge:  No-n-no; bhut O how he does go
Torr the wonan next door gid the woman meross
the shweet, Tt does my heart goomd to hivar those
eritters get sueh an cloguent roasting

Family Chat,

Teree Honte Erpress: Tominy
Stabrieate” mean?

My, Fi 1t means to make,

Mrs, F In other words, when you jnsisted

thast you conbd not make a satistactory explan

tion of why you were out so late the other night,
voul ameant vour eould Gabricate one,

Paw, whiat does

Not Entitled 1o One,

Clvievigo Trilwiee: 1 thouglit you had gol 8
pew triad, LY ealled out i friemd of the pris
oper whom the sherif! was putti e the traln
for Juliot

SN0 answered the abject wreetel, who had
stolen a cow,  “It was the feller in the eell next
o andnes, thnt Killed hiis wife, that's gol the pew
trial.”

Not for sale,

Terre Hawte Ervpross: Yabsley 1 was  just
thinking whether it would be possible to build a
yvaehit of papwer,

Wickwire—1 should think so, Why, I have a
paaprer cutter st home now, though it iy not for
sile,

An Unseltish Friend.

Epock::  Brouson - What  an unselfish  man
Brown Is! Always sacnifiving himself for the
sake of some Triend,

Parker - And what has he done pow ?

Why he Just run away with Thn Henpeok's
wifie,

Shrinkage Somew here,
New Yeork Sun: This su't ffteen poumds of
fee,  It's only ten,
Can’t help it, madian, 1t was fifteen poumds
when it left the storehonse, pod pobasdy s been
near it sinee,

A Palpable Failure,
Nt Jiow News:  Is he o goodd artist?

Guess not, 1 hear he failed to draw a pension,

Muade Him Suspicions,

From the Lawrence Al 1

“Love," e said, after she had promised
to be his, and he Lad slipped the  littde
band upon her pretty finger, *Move, tell
me true, well me honestly, have you s
this the first time you have gone through
such a scene 7"

“The first time

I have ever been en-
gaged, Tom? 1s that what yon mean "
ashed the sweet one,

“Yes, |bl"."

“Why, yes,
ask "

“Boecause when 1 was fumbling arommud
your hand, bunting for some finger to put
the ritgg on, you slipped that third finger
in it as natural as though you were pro-
ficient in the practice.”

really, But why do  you

The Amende Honorable,

From the New York sun

Reporter (mistaking the English inter-
preter of the Japanese embassy for a Jap

You speak remarkably good English for
a Japanese,

Englisbman
I am an

(indignantly) —-Sir! 1 am

Englislunan born amd
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[ no daj.

l brel.

| Reporter (abashied Um-—er—Yes, yes,

i ] know. 1 meant to say you speak re- |
1 gyl 1 slisl s an English

Here and There.
THE AFFAIRS OF mi[ﬂ\' DISCUSSED.

Another poker scandal has arisen in
theatrical circles, and a lawsuit is prom-

isedd  between Nat Goodwin and W, J,
Scanlan. It is stated that Mr. Scanlan

lost $2,000 to a friend of Mr, Goodwin's,
that Mr, Goodwin paid the amount, and
that Mr, Scanlan now refuses to make
good, elaiming that he was cheated, It
seems unfortunate that there should be so
many unpleasant disclosures concerning
actors, and one of the most frequently re-
curring revelations is that many of them
can't play poker like gentlemen. How-
ever, there are lots of untold poker stories
outside the profession that would make
some of them pale. The misfortune with
theatrical people is that they are under
the caleium light all the time. The world
at large seems as much interested in their
private lives as in their public carvers,
and they haven't the facilities for secret-
iveness that more favored folks enjoy.
L - L

Mr. C. A. Eastman, the young Sioux
chief who was graduated at the Boston
University college of medicine the other
day, is well remembered, says the Boston
Advertiser, *by all Dartmouth graduates of
the last few years.  He came on the cam-
pus in the autumn of "S5 and at once
proved a star attraction Tor the freshman
class of 87, Foothall and cane rushes
were then in vogue at Hanover, and  they
were pretly vigorous ones, too.  Mr. East-
man’s Indian blomd at onee asserted iself,
and he was always in the hottest of the
fray, where his great strength and  cour-
age were very valuable, The sophs acs
quired a hearty respect for him in these
little serimmages, aml always acted as if
they were afreaid that he might go into the
wholesale scalping business,  And when
the great final rush came olf, and the
freshimen  stood in solid columns, bared
to the waist and bodies well oiled, await-
ing the onslaught of the sophmores, Mr,
Eastman was in the front rank with
shoulders gleaming and black eyes full of
figh:t. Mr. Eastman had his full regalia
of a Sioux chief at college, and sometimes
he  would  invite the boys into his
room, amd don his feathers and
buckskins to the great admiration of the
bhumble freshimen who were allowed to
attend the eeremony.  The old fire of the
plains would rise, and he would get en-
thusiastic in telling of his many thrilling
adventures,  Finally the exhibition would
lead up to a flerce warwhoop, and then
the meeting would adjourn. The young
Indian had all the self-possession of his

race, and he eould enter any parlor in
Hauo with perfeet equani ‘So-
b e

plaing, Though not a lady's man he

coulil face any battery of feminine eyes
without the least embarrassment, When
Matthew Arnold was at Hanover, he ex-
pressed a desir» to meet Mr. Eastman, as
he had been told that there was o full-
blooded Sioux in the college. The great
eritie evidently expected to see something
of the wild west order, with war paint
and moeceasins,  When the two came to-
ether, the calm dignity of the student so
overcame the learned Englishiman that he
stannmered and blushed and came oll de-
cidedly second best in the interview,  Dr,
Eastman is now going back to help his
people, nnd he carvies with him the good
wishes of many friends in the east.”

. "

The following illustration of Montana
chivalry is told by the New York Sun:

Now and then you will find a man who
will bully and fight atthe same time, Such
a chap was *Lop-Shouldered Bill," as we
called him in Montana, He was ugly,
quarrelsome, and o braggart, but he
woulid have fought ten men as soon as
For two years he had a revolver
whiere e couliddrop his hamd on to it in a
second, and the bhalf dozen chaps who
were looking 1w get the dreop on him hadd
to keep on waiting. One day, however,
Bill's shooter got out of repair and  he
gave it to a miner to be fixed, Instead of
waiting for it e wandered down w0 a
saloon where the hard ‘uns congregated,
andd it wasn't a quarter of an hour before
he setout to pick a fuss with a new
arrival,  He just ached 1o kill somebody,
and when he nettled  the stranger inw
“talking back' he reached for his gun to
pop him, His gun wasn™t there. When
Bill realized it he turned as white as
snow, thinking his time had come, The
stranger had deawn on him, you see, and
e carvied a wicked look in his eyes,

SWell ¥ he asked, as Bill raised his
hands.

“I haven't any gun.*

(A1 TEM

“l see,  Leave it somewhere 7

“Yea"

“Very careless in you. ['ve got the
"GIII."

“You hev."

“Youare a bad man and [ ought to shoot
vou through the bead, butl don't like
this  cold-blooded  business, Hold up
your right hand and spread  out the fin-
gers."”

sstranger, don't do i

“Either that or 'l put six bullets into
your heart! Spread 7

Bl Lieldd up bus right hand and three re-
ports followed cach other like the ticking
of a clock. Each finger was shot off at
the first joint,

“That'll do,” said the man, as he low-
ered his weapon, *You can'’t pull trigger
with nothing on that hand and before you
can learn to shoot lefi-handed some one
will bury you."

He went out and away, and Bill sent for
a doctor and sat there and eried like a
boy. Next day he left without a word to
any of us, and we always believed he
jumped off House ¢liff into the creck,
which was then on a fHood.

o =
A Friendly Tip
From the Washington Post

“You had better be careful about your
remarks concerning Mre. Blank,” said one
CONEressHall. “He miigght l'|i$|“\'ll“|' .\'(!ll.“

“That doesu't worry e

“He has the choice of weapons,”

“What of it?™

“He might seleet two  of those cignrs I‘,.'

IN LITTLE HELICOLAND

The History of the Rock in the North
Sea.

How The Island Came Into Eng-
land's Possession~Its Inhabitants
and Their Life-Lord Salis-
bury's Pawn.

From the Philadelphin Times,
American

HERE are not many
'I' readers who have any very clear
idea of the charaeter, history or lo-
cation of Heligoland, which has suddenly
come into prominence in the European
dispatches in the diplomatie deal between
Germany and England. What and
where is Heligoland? Why should Ger-
many want it? And how does it come
that England has to give it away ?

Heligoland —or in German, Helgoland,
called in the native tongue simply det
Lunn, the land—is a small island in the
North sea, about i miles northwest of the
mouth of the Elbe, in 54 degrees 11 min-
utes north latitude, and 7 degrees 51 min-
utes cast longitude. It is* about a mile
long from north to south and one-third of
a mile from east to west, with an area of
about 30 acres.  According to tradition
the island was once vastly larger, great
tracts of country having been swallowed
np by the sea between the seventh cen-
tury, when Christianity was first preached
to the inhabitants by St. Willibrod, and
the end of the seventeenth century.

The tradition is borne out by history and
observation, Separated from Heligoland
by a channel a mile wide, is the Sandy
Island, or Dune, a small sand bank with
scrubby vegetation, which was formerly
connected with the land, but the inroads
of the sea have gradually cut it off, The
same agent, the heavy rainfall and varia-
tions of the weather and  the disintegrat
ing power of frost, are still reducing the
size of Heligoland itself, the western elif
having receded seven feet within the lass
0 years.

The Oberland is a rock 206 feet in
heght,on which stands atownof 400houses,
Acvvess o this is obtained by 192 steps  or
by a steam Lft, from the Unterland, s
patch of shore with some seventy
southeast of the elill,  The resident popu-
lation in 1851 was 2,001, In 1860 it was
2,172, showing a gradual diminution. In
the bathing scason Heligoland is visited
by upwards of 12,000 sunmuner guests, who
are attracted by excell nt bathing facili-
ties allorded by the Sand Island already
referred to,

1 he soul upon the flat top of the rocky
island affords a little pasture and pro-
duces some potatoes and ¢ T
are some sheep on the island and o few

ws.,  Wheelbarrows are said to be the

ily vehicles wn on the island. There

and the other to the south,and Heligoland
formerly furnished a number of pilots in
the North Sea; but this occupation has
ceased and the inhabitants are supported
chiefly by the lobster and other fisheries
and by the summer visitors,  There were
formerly public gambling tables, estab-
lished in 180, but these were suppressed
i 18T There is o hglithouse on the elidfl
near the village, and steamboats run to
and from the North Frisian lslands and
Hamburg.

I e native inhabitants of Heligoland
are Frisians, a tall and muscular race of
hardy seamen, simple and primitive in
their habits and holding land labor in
contempt and military service in abhor-
rence.  Phe men are nearly all engaged
in tishing, and they contribute a good
many sailors o the royal navy. 1 beir
native tongue s Heligolandish, a dialeet
of North Frisian, but German is currently
spoken, the trades people and shopkeep-
ers being mostly immigrants from Hame-
burg or vlsewhere on the continent or
thear descendants,

Heligoland  belonged naturally to Den-
mark, but was taken by Great Britain in
1807 and formally ceded W her by Den-
mark in 1214, It has an English governor,
and the people are said w be very loyal
to Great Brain, though the roof of the
curious and picturesque church, which is
the most  proouneat object upon  the
island, still bears the Dannebrog painted
upon it by the Danish authorities.

I'heir British loyalty may be sufliciently
accounted for by one great mdvantage
have enjoyed, exemption from the #i
military service 1o which their kinfolk are
hable on the neighboring islands, Sylt and
Folr, which are subject to Germany. It
was stated in Parliament that the main-
wnance of this exemption was part of the
arrangement with Germany.,

The real importance of Heligoland is
derived purely from its position and the
fact that it in a measure commands the
mouth of the Elbe. This makes its pos-
session much more valuable w Germany
than t"l'“ll’i ulllwr power, It urrt'ullr of no
use to England now, except for purposes
of barter, and if it should be bartered 1o
France, tor instance, German mﬁ feel
compelicd to go aud take it, gur rea~
son the Berlin government can afford to
make large convessions in Africa to ex-
change for Heligoland, and the
appears to be oue that s advantageous o
both parties, while nobody else need feel
concerncd about it,
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The Dear Country Grows on Them.
Fromm the Texas Siftings,

Jones: “So Patti has returned to
Lurope after making her farewell tour.”

Smith: *1 hardly think it was a gen-
uine farewell wour.”

dones: *Then you believe she is com-
ing back next year again ™"

Smith: My dear boy, there ean be no
doubt about it. She told an English re-
porter the other day that she considered
the Americans the most chivalrous, gen-
erous, and appreciative people mn the

' .

world."
She is coming

Jones: *“That settles it.
back again.”

The (sual Question.
From the San Franciseo Examiner.

“What did hubby do while his wifey was
away ™" asked the dear creature on her
return.

“1 played solitaire nearly every even-
ing,"” bhe replied, sheepishly.

“Who with 7" was the next query, in a
tone of deep suspicion.

Didu't Contract the Bill,
From Town Toples.

Mr. Skin: “Didn't I tell you, sir, that 1
wouldn't be responsible for any bill con-
tracted by my son 7

Mr, Shears: **Yes, sir, you did. But be
didn’t contract the bill, sir: he expanded

parually lwzzm oz




