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scratching him with its claws and bill at
his eyes. Shielding himself with his
arms, the lad ran away. The owl left
him at the barn door. That afternoon
one of the young ladies of the family had
ocecasion to visit the carriage house,
where a great owl flew down and alighted
on her back. She shook it off with diffl-
culty, and in the struggle had her gar-
ments torn.

Since then the owls have taken com-
plete possession of the outbuildings and
their surroundings. Scores of the birds,
which are of the day-owl species, have
followed the first comers and have inade
their nesta in the barn. Several have
been killed, but this seems only to make
the others more flerce. Even the men
dare not venture near the nesting places
without masks or other protection. The
novel defense of umbrellas has been at
last adopted, and now when any member
of the Mayer family visits the owls’ castle
he holds a parachute over his head. Al-
ready three umbrellas have been ruined
by the birds dashing nst them in vain
endeavors 1o _reach t faces of the car-
riers., The Mayer family are in a state of
“I?e nd. They SMt u':)imn" ollll.. but
t! cannot eir unwelcome
.mf belligerent tenants.

HE HUNG TO THE HORNS.

How a Mountain Lion Rescued Buftalo
Jack,

Buffalo Jack, a well known hunter in
and about Sheridan, Wyo., recently told
an interesting story of a desperate fight
he once had for his life. He isa mine for
stories of the chase and this one was pre-
served by a correspondent of the St.Louis
Gilobe-Democrat, His story is told in his
own frontier dialeet that smacks of the
rifle and bowie knife,

“I wuz up 'mong them air mountains
yander one day a-takin' a look ‘round fer
10 pervide some meat fer my cabin., It
wur a rael onlucky day fer shootin’, an’ 1
s'pose 1 must a kick™t *bout thar ni' onto a
hull forenaon an' didn't see nothin' wurth
wastin’ powder at, an' ez I wuz powerful
tired a-trampin’, 1 jest 'cluded I'd rest a
spell, an’ so I set down on the pint of a
rock like an' ‘gin takin' observations,
thinkin’ I mite see sumthin® arter awhile.
An’ thar I sot fer an’ "our or more, till 1
got preity tolerable well rested, waitin’,
an’ hed riz up an’ wuz on the pint of
startin’ fer my cabin in disappintment,
when I seed the form of a animal not
very far off an’' fernence a passal of
bushes, an' a-movin' from me.

“So I jist slipt up like, so's to git a ni‘er
range of the beast, an’ hed to crawl on my
han's an’ feet a considerable distance to
make a circuit. Soon's I got up cluss *nuf
ez I tho't I orter, I peep't out from behin’
a stone, and thar I seed one of the biggest
bucks rite in front o' me that I ever seed
a in all my life, skurcely more'n three
rods off, an® with his head down and eat-
in'. He didn't know I wuz thar, o' course
not, but I wuz afeared he'd diskiver whar
1 waz an' run off, so [ drawed up my
v':epin to my shoulder quick ez [ cud an’

red.

“The buck drop't, ez | intended, an' |
tho't 1 hed him dead to n',Fhi.-. sure. Sol
jist laid down my gun an pulled out my
huntia’ *nife an rulhsl.l‘ilrp to cut his jug-
uler an’ let him bleed, ell, jist ez I hed
jmut to I&I;n a'n‘ wuz . o aliﬂla“!e; his

uquler v’ one aw ump to his feet,
an' ez he I seed wuzn't much
chance to gt in work in the carvin'
business, so [ kete him by the horns
with both han's, an’ let my "nife drop.

“In a minit more me an' that air buck
war havin' a powerful wrastlin' time, an’
we both of us kick't an' skirmish't an’
waltzed over 'bout all the rocks in that
part of the in's, an’ we kept n'
down the hill fer most an hour, until the
first I know'd that air buck hed got we
rite on the edge of a tur'ble precipice, an’
I eudn’t throw him down nor git him back
no way I cud fix it

“He wuz so tarnation stout, too, that I
cudn’t git away from him nuther, an' 1
‘cluded my only salvation wuz in hangin’
on an’ freezin' to the eritter. An' thar I
hung to that deer's horn rite over that

pice, a stickin' on like grim death,
an' a sayin’' all the pra'rs I ever know'd.
wicked, like he bml.huuﬁh.'. Te'd got the dead
w t he'd got the
wood on me fer sart'in,

“He'd shake his head, ter try an’ throw
me over, an' I didn't care to dlo nothin' but
hang on an’' take my chances, ez jest then
he seem'd to have the drop on me. But |
didn't squeal nor make no noise tho', but
hePl. up a heap o' thinkin'.

“Finally I wuz plaguey ni' played out,
an’ felt ex zif I must drop to bedrock any-
how. 1 tried elimbin' over onto the deer's
bhack, but "twouldn’t work at all, an' thar
he'd stand braced an' cudn’t be moved.
Direetly, while I wuz still a-hangin®' there
by them animal's horns | heard a
lowd growl, an’ in a minit more [ seed o
mountain lion a-eyein’ us both an' gettin®
ready to jump.

“Wall, sir, the minit that thar deer
heerd that air lion's growl he jumpt back
ez zif he'd been shot, an’ throw'd me head
over heels among the stones above him,
an' guick ez a flash he took to his heels
an’ broke roun’ the p'int o' the hills an®

disa .

“The lion first eved me a second, an'
must 'a ‘cluded that | wusn't worth a-
botherin® with, fer he shied aroun' me ina
ecircle like an’ the last [ seed uv him he
wuz 4 makin' some powerful jumps arter
that air buck, and I suppose got him
fer I never nuthin more of either of
them. But atween you and me that air
mountain lion cudn’t a come along in a
better time to do me a ht down elean
favor, an’ I'll be hanged if I'll ever forgit
it either. I've never had the heart in me
to kill one o’ them air lions since that
time an’ 1 ¢'pose I never will."

SPEAKING OF SNAKES.

Adventure With a Rattler In & Georgis
Bar Hoom.

“Speaking of snakes,” said a gentleman

who was wasting an hour in the rotunda

on the floor, It wouldn’'t do to let the
creature get out for it was a terror, and
the were in a quandry to know how
to catch it.

Presently | saw one little black-haired
fellow- -1 afterwards learned that his name
was Jack Abrams—start for the snake
with one foot stuck way out in front of
him, hopping along on the other. When
he got within four or five feet of the crit-
ter the snake coiled up and gave its warn-
ing rattle—and let me tell you that if ever
you hear a rattler sing you will never for-
get the sound. Abrams paid noattention
to the warning,but kept on hopping closer
and closer, and presently the snake struck
him on the leg, six inches above the shoe
top. Idrew my revolver and wanted to
shoot the reptile, but every one shouted,
“Don’t!" and 1 put the ]gilwl up. Abrams
and the snake had it, He tried 10 get his
foot on its head and it struck him half a
dozen times at least ; but Abrams was suc-
cessful finally and succeeded in mashing
the snake's head to a jelly. [ dashed for
a whisky bottle to fill him full, but he
laug and so did the crowd, When
they got th Abrams pointed down
to the leg that had been stung so often,
and said: ‘It's 'eork.,’ It was, and the
drinks were on me.”

A FEATHERED RAT-CATCHER.

A Penmsylvania Farmer Who Keeps a
Hawk to Kill Rodents,

Farmer Isaac N. Baldwin of Elk Hill,
Susquehanna county, found a large hen-
hawk in his cellar one morning in April,
says a Seranton, Pa., correspondent of
the New York Sun. It had entered through
a narrow window on the back side of the
house, and it was perched on an apple
rack when Farmer Baldwin first saw it.
In one of its talons the bird was holding a
large rat with a firm grip, The rat was
squalling hard, and the hawk had its
neck curved and was eyeing the strug-
gling creature with evident satisfaction,
Pretty soon the rat stopped squalling, and
the hawk then grasped it with the other
claw and tore the rat in two parts. It
then made a breakfast of the rat, and
when it had finished Mr. Baldwin walked
toward it. The hawk flew over to a po-
tato bin and alighted on the edge of it,
but it didn't attempt to sail out of the
window, and Mr. Baldwin, imagining
that the bird would just as soon stay there
as not, closed the window up tight.

Rats were thick in the cellar, and for
three weeks the hawk slaughtered them
ot a rapid rate, Every day Mr. Baldwin
put a panfnl of fresh water in the cellar
for the hawk to drink, and the bird thrived
and appeared to be entirely contented,
Mr. Baldwin's folks and the neighbors
frequently went down cellar to see the
hawks catch rats, and after awhile it got
80 used to seeing them there that it didn't
seem to mind them at all.

After the hawk had been there three
weeks or 50 the rats became scarce, Then
Mr. Baldwin set a wire teap in his gran-
ary and caught an old settler. It was a
big and a vicious old rat, and it bit the
wires of the trap and aquealml hard to get
out. Mr. Baldwin earried the trap into
the cellar, intending to liberate the rat
and let the hawk go for it.

When he t there the hawk was
mwhul on apple rack, apparently

If asleep. He held the trap up toward
the lum‘rf bird, the rat squealed with
terror at sight of the hawk, and the hawk
walked ,'('.f'“ up and was ready for busi-
ness, Going to a corner of the cellar, fif-
teen feet from the hawk, Mr. Baldwin
raised the trap toa level with his shoulder,
and got ready to lift the lid. With s
neck stretched out at full length, the
eager hawk watched every inovement of
the squealing rat from its perch. It was
pre; to spring at an instant’s notice,
and Mr. Baldwin quickly opened the trap.
The rat made a jump for freedom and the
hawk darted at it like a flash and caught
it before it touched the floor. For a mo-
ment the rat squealed louder than ever
a:%mdito bite tbehtrwh but l‘:: hli'ninl

t as though it was a plaything,
Muptolumrehhelon the rat was

Several more rats were caught in the
barn and let loose in the same way, and
not once did the hawk fail to grab one
before it had reached the cellar bottom.
After a spell the fun got to be stale and
a few days ago Mr. Baldwin killed the
hawk with chiloroforma and is having a
Scranton taxidermist stufl its skin.

AN INTERRUPTED FIGHT.

The Bulls Were Hard at It When a Snap-
ping Turtle Iuterfered,

At Stoney Ford, on the famous stock
farm of Charles Bachman, two Holstein
bulls were pasturing in different fields,
one on one side of the Walkill river and
one on the other side. There had been a
bitter feud between the two blooded ani-
mals for a long time, and a few days ago
one of the bulls took a position on the
river bank in his pasture and bellowed a
challenge to his enemy, the other bull.
This was guickly answered by the Hol-
#tein, and be lost no time in getting to the
bank on his side of the Walkill, says a
Goshen, N. Y., correspondent of the New
York Sun, The two bulls stood in that
way bellowing, and muttering, and paw-
ing dirt for a long time, each working
himself into a deeper rage, until at last
one bull could contain himself no longer
and plunged into the river and swam to-
ward his rival's domain. The rival did
not wait for him to get there, but jumped
into the river and swam to meet him. The
two ugly animals, their tempers uncooled
by their bath, met in midstream and at
tempted to have the matter out right
there., The lack of footing and the
strength of the current vented either
bull from making any telling assault, but
each tried his best 1o do battle,

While the bulls were butting and bel-
lowing in futile rage in the stream, the
one that had jumped into the river first
suddenly gave a tremendous bellow, and,
turning about, pulled back for his pasture,
bellowing lmu!y all the way and shaking
his head violently. He reached the shore,

of the Southern hotel a few nights ago,

drew himself out and scrambled up the
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ys no attention to it. He evidently
cars a repetion of his ﬂl_'lt experience.

ABOUT NOVEL WRITING.

The Relution That Should Exist Between
style and Matter,
Andrew Lang in Longman's Magazine,

No romance is any the worse, but far
the better, for being well written. To be
well written it must be suitably written,
and the style which is excellant for a so-
ber, delicate, scientitie story is not so ex-
cellent for a tale of adventure. Even the
novel-publishing newspapers, as long as
they get their weekly allowance of ineci-
dent, do not grumble, probably because
the language is good. Its excellence,
however, depends on the matter. Elegant
and rhythmic English and dainty and
prolonged descriptions are not in place in
a novel of romance; they cease to be in
place as soon as the separate charm of
the style becomes a rival to the inter-
est of the story. A drama may have
too much wit, though this is an uncommon
fault, and a story, too, is marred when the
attention, instead of being concentrated
on the action, is claimed by the mannerof
the narration. Even in tales of analysis
and science, one often sees that the au-
thor has paused and nibbled at his pen,
while he sought the best, or rather the
most unexpected, word. This is actually
a frequent vice in modern, especially, per-
haps, American, novels which aim
atstyle, There are some readres who prefer
these interruptions and delays; they think
t' em proofs of delicacy and exquisite care.
This appears to me to be a fault in any
work. Often, itis true, in Shakespeare,

one is foreed to stop and read
again  and again some passage
for the extraordinary, astonishing

beauty of its manner, But we may be
sure that Shakespeare did not stop as he
wrote and worked the thing up; Shakes-
peare who never “blotted a line,” Of
course passages may be “worked up,”
and yet may show no sign of it. For ex-
ample, there is a beantiful sentence in
one of Iraak Walton's “Lives"” which
reads in 1t ample brevity as if it were
yuite  spontaneous. But several rough
copies of it, none of them good, are found
on a fly leaf of a book which had been in

the Pouu.-uinn of lzaak.
The error is to employ a research in
style, which is inappropriate and tardy.
This is as much the fault of some good
novels in the way of analysis as reck-
lessness of taste, and even of grammar, is
the fault of some books of adventure,
The worst of it is that, to a gond mniany
YErsOns, the fault in the
'ormer class appears a merit,
When Mr. Stevenson, in his admirable
“Master of Bailantrae,” makes the old
Scoteh steward talk about *the lurching
reverbrations of the firelight” he drops,
for onee, into the error of style which is
too often re lized as an excellence, At
all events the business of *“‘heredity,” as
in M. Zola's long series of romances, etan
never, probably, much admired by
more than a passing fashion. Heredity is
much too ﬂwtin? and peculiar in its
manifestations to be sei scientifically.
It is about as manageable as hypnosism
which is scientifie, too, more or less, and
is overworked and tedious. Buta novel
of heredity is usually thought scientifie,
while a novel of hypnotic influence is
thought romantic. They are about
equally scientific and equally transient.
PROCTOR KNOTT.
A Good Story About the Kentucky Con-
Eressman.
Many stories are told about Proetor
Knott's career in the house, He was un-
doubtely one of the brightest men who
ever came to congress from Kentueky.
His Duluth speech reads almost like an
inspiration. He is as ready with his pencil
as his tongue. He is a born artist as well
as a born orator. The light and shade in
his drawings equal the light and shade in
his speeches.  1n long snd wearisome de-
bates he amused himself by stretehing his
arms over his desk and sketching scenes
in the house. He could take a pen and
ink photograph in three minutes that
would be recognized by every member on
the floor,
In the Forty-fourth Congress he had the
well known Jim McKenzie as a colleague.
Jim is full as bright as Proctor Knott, bus
lacks Knott's artistic gift with the peneil.
One day in a dull debate, Knott stretched
a little pond surrounded a fence, The
nd was filled with ducks. He drew a
ackass, whose head was stretched over
the fence looking at the ducks.
He had ha rdly finished the sketeh when

N eclegantly dressed young man

clad ina perfetly fitting summer

1it, with broad black sash of latest

style, was among the arrivals at the Wind-

sor yesterday, says the Denver News, The

visitor registered as August Rogy of

Princeton, Ill., but is proprietor of a large

ranch in Dakota and has spent ten years

in traveling in different quarters. of the

world, paying special attention to the
countries of the Orient.

From early youth Mr. Rogy has been an
avdent admirer of horses, and the last
three years were passed in Northern Af-
rica, Egypt and Arabia, studying the his-
tory and characteristics of the Arabian
herse, which he pronounces as incompar-
ably the finest of its species to be found
in the world.

“In all Arabia there may be 3,000 or
4,000 of the finest blooded horses,” said
hl'_. while speaking of the subject. **From
this you will perceive that the Arabian
horses are not 5o numerous as is often
supposed. It is often with the greatest
difliculty that a blooded animal can be
bought for exportation, and then the
prices are so high that few can risk the
investment, I have known as high as
4,000 sheep or 300 camels to be traded for
one horse,

The Bedouins are the hest judges ufl

horses in the workd, but do not treat their |
horses as fine animals are treated in this |
country. The Arabian horse is watersd
but once a day and never fed more than
twice, even though he cost a large for-
tune. The flue horses are owned exclu-
sively by the chiefs, or the very rich na-
dves, and it is not uncommon for an
Arabian 1o ,l;l)l‘l:lll on his horse,ride at high
specd 40 or 0 miles without stopping and
let his horse stand hitehed in the hot sun
all day at the end of his journey. Un-
der such treatment the best steeds break
down. The prevailing color is gray.
There are but few blacks or bays. The
spotted or piebald horse is considered in-
ferior although there is an impression il‘
this country that such is the favorite in
Arabia, A Bedouin chief would be
ashamed to mount a spotted horse. The
idea originated in this country from the
fact that early circuses imported spotted
horses on account of their striking ap-
pearance. There are parts of Arabia and
adjacent countries where the best blooded
horses are found, but foreigners are rigid-
ly excluded. No traveler can penetrate
these regions except in  disguise, ot
course everybody knows that the Arabian
horse is the best saddle horse that can be
found, but is worth nothing as a trotier,
never having been taught the gait. The
pedigrees date back over 1,000 years to the
time of the Mohamedan conquest, The
fine horses of Europe and America owe
their points to Arabian ancestry,"
Mr. Rogy said that the Mexican saddle
and bridle are close imitations of those in
use in Arabia, having been introduced
into Mexico at the time of the Spanish in-
vasion, The Arabian saddle is muech
higher behind, extending to the shoulder
blades of the rider. There are many va-
rieties of the Arabian strain, each of
which has its peculiar excellence, The
noted Barb steed of Northern Africa is a
cross between the Arabian and the native
horse of Algiers.

In the course of his travels in the East
Mr. Rogy spent a great deal of time in-
specting the ruins of the celebrated cities
of IIIIE{III!,Y. and for several wecks
camped in the theater at  Persepolis.
His voyage upon the Nile was one
of the pleasantest experiences of his
life. “The pyramids will not last for-
ever," said he, *“for at their base the
dust and broken fragments of roek
have acenmulated in some cases to a
of 160 feet. While | was in Egypt the dis-
covery of Cleopatra’s mummy was an-
nounced, The report caused a great com-
motion at Cairo, and the experts of the
Egyptian government were ordered to
pass judgment on the gennineness of the
lind, wey made a critical examination
and returned to the capital laughing, as it |
was their unanimous opinion that it was
not the veritable body of the E Plian
princess. | see that parties in (‘l’:ll‘a‘ll
are offering a big sum for the mummy
for exhibition purposes, As the Egyptians
are the best authority on antiguities of
their own country, it is not probable that
their first opainion will be reversed,”

A Close Vall,

An old-fashioned dry goods merchant
doing business in one of the interior towns
for many years failed the other day, says
the New York Sun. And when an agent
for one of the ereditors reached the place
it was to find the proprietor working hard
to figure it all out.
“Lands, but I can't see why | should
fail!"" he il'l.lt on saying. “Mebbe,
though, I didn’t collect sharp enough.”
*You have u heap of old goods here,”
said the agent as he looked around.
“Yes, more or less."
“When did you take your last inven-
tory 1

"!.!l\‘e‘l‘ltory ? Take everything down "
“Yes,

I.ADIE S!

Saturday, May 17, Commences owr
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Ids, Boys, and Youths' (lothing.

For Boys' two-piece goods, the following is a scale of prices for
your consideration:

$2.50 suits for........ $1.2 $6.50 suits for..... cesresss 5400
TR soo LEDRIID ] FHD. % @ iisninvin o ep 0
T A (R SRR LIS DT 208 ¥ & i aiisicadan 4.90
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R S .+ 3.50 R e ARSI e csss. 0.00
B 7 e 3.7% 2.50 blue suits for......... .8§

Commencing with this sale on Saturday the first TEN Ladies
buying a boy’s suit, regardless of price, will be given a boy's coat.
Bring the boys and clothe them.

+ COME ERRLY +

And get a bargain, as the prices will be certain to close out the entire
line in one day,

ESTES & CONNELL

MERCANTILE COMPEANY.

gmannnd & o ! e

Tuttle - Manufacturing

AND

- SUPPLY CO.,

DEeRLERS IN

Mining Supplies, Pumps, Electric Supplies, Etc

“And make out a list "
“Yoes"

a linle page came down the aisle. The
boy caught a glimpse of the picture. The
s were always cager to secure Mr,

inott's drawings.

“(h, please, Er. Knott," said this lad,
“may I have that sketch
“Yes, my boy," the Kentueky eongress-
man replied, “you're welcome to it,"
The boy thanked Mr. Knott and rushed |
down the aisle with the sketeh in lous |
hand. As he neared its mouth Jim Me- |
Kenzie caught his arm and said:
“Here! "hat's that? Let's see what
you've got."

The boy passed him the sketeh, He |
azed at it and smiled, Then he wrote
wneath the picture: “Proctor Knott
fishing for ducks.”

The page seemed hurt. He ran back to
the author of the sketch, and, with tears |
in his eyes, said: “Oh, Mr. Knott, see |
what Mr. McKenzie's done to your pic- |
ture,”
Knott took the drawing and read Me- |

‘s explanation of it, As quick as a
flash the leadpencilfeame from his pocket, |
He leaned forward upon his desk and |
drew an accurate picture of himself stand- |

ing on the inside of the fence. Under his
ncil a fishing rod quickly appeared in ’

1is hand with a line and a float or **dob-
ber” near the ducks, Then he amended |
Jim MeKenzie's ription as follows: |
|

“And bis friend Jim MeKenzie look-
'“1.”_“' v
his made the whole legend read :

“Proctor Knott fishing for ducks, and
his friend, Jim MeKenzie, looking on."

The page started down the aisle, and |
was again stopped by Jim MeKenzie. He
glanesd at Koott's additional handiwork,
and threw up both hands. A minute later
they were both on the way to the pestau-
ml:" while the was retaiing the in-

te) j1is

".\\'m!"mt down the cost 7" |
*les,

“And dust off the shelves and mop the |

floor " |

“That's it." |

“Aund elean the windows and paint the |

|

| front of the store 7
“You "

“I never went into that. | was going to
one day about fifteen years ago, but they

| had a wrestling mateh in town and 1 let |

the inventory go.  Merey on me, but |
can't understand why I should fail '™ |

According to Cushing.
I heard & pretty good story about a cer-

Ctain gnorant justice who does business

N. Yo Demoeral, The justice was elected
over an able but very unpopular lawyer
and Lis first case was that of a prisoner
charged with violating the fishery law. |
The complaint and warrant were defec-
tive and this the defendant’'s attorney |
ok exceptions to in a masterly argu- |
ment, winding up by moving the pris- |
oner' disel by |

“Is the motion seconded ™ asked the |
judge.
"f! is," replied the prisoner, l
“Gentlemen,” continued the justice, **it
i= regularly moved and seconded that the |
prisoner be discharged. All those in favor |
of the motion saygye.”

“Aye." from the prisoner and his coun-

!
up in Fulton eounty, says the Amsterdam, |
|

! sel.

“Opposed, no," |

Silence followed, and after a short
panse the seales-holder said: “The mo-
tion is carried and the prisoner is dis-
charged.” Whereupon, to the surprise |
and amusement of all, court was declared

#+—BUILDERS OF——#»

Mining and Milling Machinery.

MANUFACTURERS OF

ALL CLASSES OF FOUNDRY WORK.

We carry the largest stock of Supplies, and have the
Best Equipped Foundry and Machine Shops in Montana,

Being on the ground, we can execute your orders at
once, and save you money by saving you time,
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