
WILLNOT BE THROWN OUT.
The Southern Pacific WillTreat

the Settlers Fairly.

Fresno and Tulare Connty Ranchers
Have Nothing to Fear.

The Company, It Is '.earned from a Re-

liable Source. Will Mot Act Hasti-
ly?The Land Will Be Sold

to Settlers Very Low.

The Herald yesterday copied a two-
colnmn article from the Examiner of
the 3d to the effect that 1600 settlers in

Fresno and Tulare counties had lost

their homes and all their improvements
by the recent decision of Judge Ross.

From a reading of the article it would
seem that the ranchers in that vicinity
are absolutely at the mercy of the rail-
road, and even his household goods and
gods are apt to be confiscated by the
Southern Pacific of Kentucky.

A Herald reporter yesterday discus-
sed with a well informed person the
probable outcome in those counties in
tbOße counties in the event the railroad
was finally decreed to own the land.

The Herald's informant, as he
fondled a copy of the Examiner
giving a highly-colored account of the
affair, said: "It is patent on

its face that the entire article was in-
spired by some squatter who had prob-

ably been subpoenaed to appear in the
circuit court in Los Angeles. Having
failed to win their cases in the courts,
the disgruntled ones now seek to prey
on the anti-corporation prejudices of
those who are unacquainted with tbe
facts, and so resort to the newspapers
with distorted stories to help their
cause."

"But how about the settlers who have
lived on their holdings tor years, made
improvements upon them, and now hold
United States patents for these same
lands ?" quired the reporter.

"Yes, I was just coming to that point.
You see there are two sides to this ques-
tion.

"Within one week of the time the
settler filed his preliminary papers in
the local land office, he was notified by
the railroad in writing that it was en-
titled to all the odd sections in the 10-
--mile indemnity belt by an act of con-
gress passed away back in tbe 60s;
that the railroad then claimed such
lands and warned all settlers that sooner
or later itwould contest their titles. So
you see tbe settler went into this thing
with his eves open and at that time it
could not "be said he bad lived many
years on tbe land or had a government
patent to it.

"Tbe great mass of people settling on
the odd sections took warning from the
railroad, and either recognized their
rights and purchased 'ioiu the company
?r else moved off tbe land altogether.
Only about three or four hundred of
them remained and contested the rail-
road's title, witb the well known re-
sult."

"Hew is it that the United States
government granted patents to these
homesteaders, when according to your
story congress granted these same lands
to the railroad many years before?
What relief has the settler, and from
whom must be obtain it? That is what
the average pereon would like toknow."
"I can only account for it on the

theory that the local land officer,
(backed by the general land office in
Washington), favored the Bettler, and
they acted on the assumption that tbe
railroad was not actually entitled to
such indemnity lands, until selection
and approval, and that, too, right in the
teeth of numerous decisions by by the
United States supreme court that the
railroad was entitled to all odd sections
in the indemnity belt, and that
such lands were reserved to it and the
railroads rights attached as soon as each
mile of road was builtopposite the land
in controversy, and the constructed
parts of such roads approved and ac-
cepted by the government.

"In other words, it was simply the
blnnder of the land department of tbe
government that has brought about all
this trouble and the government willno
doubt indemnify tbe settlers by refund-
ing their money.

"All tbeße lands of the Southern Pa-
cific have been conveyed to trustees and
bonded, but tbe railroad will surely not
be bo blind to its own interests us to re-
fuse to sell to tbe eettlera at a small
price per acre. In fact, it has already
announced its policy to sell to those now
on these disputed lands at from 50
cents to $1.50 per acre. The man spoken
of in the Examiner as wanting to buy
his land from Jerome Madden, tbe land
agent, on tbe same day lie was served
with a Bubpcena by tbe United States
marshal to appear in court in Los An-
geles, was of course refused, because the
matter having been referred by the land
department to the law department for
adjustment, he could not tell at once
what the accrued costs were; or it may
be, that tbe land never having been ap-
praised by tbe field agents of the com-
pany, by reason of being in the adveise
possession of the settlers, Mr. Madden
could not tell whether or not it was
worth 25 cents or $2 per acre.

"You might also say tbat the railroad
has not got a host of Unil3d States mar-
shals in that country to evict or annoy
settlers. Tbe marshal for this district
generally assigns one of his men to serve
railroad papers aud tbat is all.

"Such has been the policy of the
marshal's office ever since the southern
district was formed, and it has never
been changed. That ia all."

Nature Deuiiudi a Tonic.
We ought never to forget, eveu those of us

who posses vigorous health, that we are wear-
ing out?tbat the vital ctock work, so to speak,
mus:. eventually run down. This, of course,
we cannot prevent, because it iR in tho ordi-
nary course of nature, but we may retard the
too speedy arrival of decay by tbe use ofau
invigorant whioh takes rank of every other?
namely, Hontetter's Stomach Bitters. This
century has uot witnessed a parallel in success
to this fumous medicine, which not only sus-
taius health by promoting vigor, but overcomes
constipation, dyspepsia, chills aud fever, ner-
vousness, rheumatism and other disordered
conditions of the system fostered by weakness
aud an impoverished condition of the blood.
Tbe feeble, pcrioas convalescing after ex-
hausting disease, aud tbe aiced derive Infinite
benefit from the use o: this helpful and effi-
cient tonic.

The Watch, tbe World, and the Herald.
The New York Weekly World is the leading

American paper, and is the largest ana best
weekly priuLed.

The Columbia watch is an excellent timekeeper, with clock movement, tpriug iva bar-
rel, steel pinion, clean free train and a good
timekeeper. Itii 2% iuobcs in diameter, 1 1-32
Inches tnick, und requires no key to wiud.

You cau have tbe Daily Herald one year,
tbe Weekly World one year, and the watch,
all for ifi). TheWKEKLY Herald, the watch
and tbe World will be sent sny subscriber for
t>3 in cash. This is a uplendid offer, aud can Irataken advantage of by any eubsctiberof the
Herald. Bend cash to Ayers <fc Lynch, Los An-
geiei, Oal.

Wagon umbrellas, summer lap dusters. Foy's
sdcl reliable saddlery home, 315 N. Los Angeles.

THE KEATING.
A Good Wheel Thai Is Fast Becoming;

a Great Favorlts.
A little over a month ago the Keating

bicycle was an unknown and untried
wheel in Southern Calfornia. Today it
is recognized as one of the strongest and
best wheels in the market.

Itwae first brought into prominence
in tbia section on July 4th, when Wm.
M.Jenkins, riding it, won time prize in
tbe Santa Monica road race, in 68 min-
utes, 19 4 5 seconds. In that race he
rode a 25-pound, model E, wheel. The
course was 18' 2 miles in length, and in
places was as rough as could be found.
But through it all the Keating was as
rigid as any road wheel fifteen pounds
heavier. The majority of the wheels in
that race were from five to ten pounds
heavier, but with all their extra weight
they were not one particle stronger than
the 25-pound Keating. The bicycle was
put to a severe test and stood it.

After such a demonstration of the
good points of the wheel it was natural
that the public should bestow some at-
tention upon it. The result of this at-
tention is seen in tbe number of new
Keatings to be seen daily on the streets.
The wheel, in all of its four models, is
as perfect and as practical a piece of bi-
cycle work as can be turned out by any
factory.

It is a very easy riding wheel, and has
been tested a number of times recently,
and in every case has proved itself to be
a first-grade wheel. Hawley, King &
Co., 210 and 212 North Main street, are
the local agents for tbe Keating.

THAT SALT WATER WELL

COL. R. S. BAKBR'9 PLAN TO MAKE

A FINK NATATOKIDH.

ItWill Be Located In the Baker Block,
and Will Be the Finest to Be

Fonnd In the United
States.

Soon all Loa Angeles will be in the
swim, literally, if it so desires. And it
willall be owing to the enterprise of
Col. R. S. Baker. The Colonel will
soon have in operation the handsomest,
largest, most complete salt water nata-
torium in the county, and it willbe lo-
cated in this city.

Some monthß ago the Colonel com-

'menced to bore an artesian well in the
rear of tbe Baker block, and be soon
struck a magnificent flow of water
which sparkled merrily as it bubbled
over the pipe, and tbe Colonel for a few
momenta thought he bad a bonanza.

Some one, however, tasted the water.
Pah! It was salt as the sea, and appar-
ently of noearthly use. But tbe colonel
is used to thinking thoughts, and adapt-
ing circumstances to himself, so be only
said a few semi-tropic words when the
saline taste of tbe water was noticed,
and set his idea evolver to work with as
usual a most desirable result.

So Architect Corlett has drawn up the
plans for changing the Baker block into
a magnificent natatorium, with an ele-
gant big swimming tank, and all the
latest appurtenances, together with hot
and cold salt and fresh water baths.

Any kind of water is good property in
Southern California, so a salt water well
just off of Main street is likely to add
many more ducats to the colonel's well-
filledexchequer.

Monumeutu I'or the Boundary.

There have recently been received at
the Mexican border two carloads of gov-
ernment freight consisting of the new
line monuments and other necessaries
for the work of definitely marking tbe
boundary hue between the United States
and Mexico. On the old monuments iron
plates are to be affixed by means of
bolts, on which is inecribed in raised
letters: "Repaired by the boundary
comruission, created by the treaties of
1882-1889. The destruction or displace-
ment of this monument is a misdemean-
or punishable by the United States or
Mexico."

The new monuments aro of iron, 6 feet
high from base to top of square, and 6
feet 0 inches high from base to apex.
The shafts are tapering, being about 12
inches square at the base and 10 inches
at the top of square, the crown tapering
to a point. On one sido of the shaft in
raised letters is the following: "Bound-
ary of the United States (under which
an American eagle appears), treaty of
1853, re-established by treaties 1882-9.
The destruction or displacement of this
monument is a misdemeanor punishable
by the United States or Mexico." Those
latter monuments will be bolted on the
concrete base, 2 feet thick by 3 feot
square and placed about two miles aud
four-tenths apart.?Dallas News,

Wholesale Vaoolnation.

Afew weeks ago the sultan of Turkey
had his wives vaccinated. As no female
doctor had yet found her way to the Bos
poms there was nothing for it but to
admit a medical man to tho apartments
oflthe imperial ladies. Tho devotees of
Jironammod need bo under no apprehen-
sion. The laws of the prophet were not
transgressed, nor wero tho odalisks ex-
posed to tho gaze of any other man ex-
cept their august lord and master. A
partition was erected in a room of the
palace in whioh a hole was cut out.
Through this hole IC7 of the most beau-
tifularms in the world were thrust forth
in succession. There were arms of
snowy white and ebony black?in short,
arms to suit all tastes ?but the doctor,

an Italian named Muracci, saw nothing
beyond these arms.

The operation was effected in the pres-
ence of a crowd of eunuchs, including
Mauour Aliand Dsely Mar. The latter
is a stalwart Abyssinian, who covered
the head of the doctor with a black cloth
at every, change of the arms. Later ad-
vices from Constantinople inform us that
12 of the prettiest young ladies have
suddenly died from blood poisoning con-
sequent on the above operation.?Neve
Freie Presse.

IfOTKi. AKUIVALS.

THK lOLLBNBBCK.
R. B. Callov, K. Watson, H. M. Bead, R. W

Van Pelt, D Vaudervoort, K. P. Ackerioan, T.
J. Kelly, Han Francisco; G. W. Jordan, Peta-
luma; M. D. Styles, Yuma: G. U. Tildeu, J. B.
Badger, Denver; (J. E. Wallace, B. 0. Butler,
St. l.ouis; C. E. Latham, Wilmington; W. 0.
Lawton. Sacramento; L. G. Carson, Kan.aa
City; W. A. Seaton. Chicago: C. 0. Yates, Yen
tura; T. W. Kickhole aud wife, Hamburg.

Wall Paper at Cost.
Closing out sale?Eckstrcm <Sj Strasburg 307

and 309 couth Main street.

Wild Doves I Wild Doves I
First of tbe season, at Fred Hanhnan's, Mott

matket. Telephone IBS.

Stands at the Head.
Tbe lightrunning Domestic. H. X. Memory,

353 South Spring St.

BALANCE.

Ifear no more tbe coming years
What they may bring.

Days will be sunless, nights bereft of stars;
Mayhap the brightest blossoms of the spring

Shall first be bound with winter's icybars.
But stiU beyond the cloud Is always light.
The stars are in the sky all night.
And deepest snows are they which hide tbe

blight
Green heart ef spring.

Not all of life is dreamed away
In summer skies.

I Time holds a loss, a lonelineas for me.
But hope is strong, and faith dare not be weak,

Aud love abides the greatest of the throe.
Snough ofsweet tomorrow willrepay
The disappointment of today.
Lightfollows dark; sun, rain: seas ebb away

Again to rise.

And ifthe rugged road of life
Doth wind around

The mountainside where heavy clouds hang
low.

And as Iolimb the pilgrimstaff be changed

Into a cross still onward would Igol
The peaks ofonly highest mountains rise.
Above the clouds to bluest skies.
And round the heaviest cross is hung the prise.

The brightest crown.
?Amy Seville Wolff.

A LUCKY ONE.
Many years ago there lived in Tokio a

certain nobleman renowned for his
wealth and his great philanthropy. It
was his delight to wander about the
streets at night unattended and disguised
as a simple samurai (knight or retainer),
and so untrammeled by rank or dignity
enter the theaters and teahouses of all
classes.

One night he was sitting in a tea gar-
den in a humble portion of the city when
three young men dressed as laborers
sauntered in, and seating themselves
near him called for refreshments of the
cheapest kind.

"Willyou not honor us by joining in
our humble repast?" said one, addressing
him with the courteous humility which
distinguishes all classes of Japanese. "I
see by your two swords that you are a
samurai and far above us in rank, but
you seem lonely, and we should feel hon-
ored ifyou willjoin us."

The nobleman, pleased by this cordial
invitation, immediately left his solitary-
square of matting and seated himself
near the speaker.

"What diamio (feudal lord) do you
serve?" they asked himwhen the formal-
ities of welcome were at an end.

"None," answered the nobleman. "I
am a ronin (wandering knight), a free
and independent samurai, having left by
my own will the service of the Duke It-
su," mentioning his own name.

"Ihave heard that he was a very kind
master," said one of the young men.
"Why did you leave him?"

"Oh," said the duke, "he had many
strange and undignified habits which
kept me in a constant state ofmortifica-
tion. He would wander about the streets
of Tokio at night, entering into the com-
monest teahouses and talking familiarly
with persons of the lowest rank. Ido
not doubt that he has been on this very
spot."

"Oh, no!" cried his listeners in some
excitement: "" s surely would not come
to this cheap place."

"Iwish that he would come," said one
of the three, with a sigh. "Iwould beg
a favor of him."

"What is it that you would ask?" said
the nobleman with great interest.

,"My one wish," answered the speaker,
"is to ride a horse. I have dreamed
many times of being on horseback, and
it was delightful beyond words, but I
expect to die without ever gaining my
desire."

"And what would you ask if the duke
were here?" said the pleased nobleman,
turning to the second youth.

"My great wish," answered he, "is to
eat a dinner exactly like the one the duke
eats every day. IfIcould have one such
dinner, Iwould ask no more."

"And now tell us your desire," said
the nobleman, addressing the young man
who had first given the invitation for
him- to join the party.

"Iwouldnot be satisfied with either of
their wishes," said the young man slow-
ly. "Iwould desire to live a whole day
and night as the duke lives?to eat from
bis dishes, to ride inhis kago (palanquin)
and at night to sleep in his tied. Then
would Ibe contented and happy."

"The duke's slumber is not the hap-
piest," said the nobleman, with a sigh.
"Spies and secret enemies lurk as poi-
sonous serpents under the castle walls."

For some time longer he conversed
with them, learning tho name and abode
of each. Then bidding them a cordial
farewell he left the teahouse and made
his way to his stately cistle.

In the morning' a body of servants car-
rying heavily adorned kagos were sent
to invite the young men to the castle.
Their surprise and delight knew no
bounds, and when the mighty daimio
welcomed them as friends and seated
them in the place of honor they were
ready to burst with pride.

For the one who had wished to ride
he ordered his finest steed, caparisoned
in white and gold, but when the young
fellow was placed upon it fear seized
him, and he pleaded for mercy.

"No, no, you shall ridel" cried the
duke in high good humor, and the horse
was made to prance and plunge about
the courtyard until the wretched rider
fell to the ground and had tobe carried
to his home.

The second guest, who had wished to
eat as the duke ate, was now conducted
to the banquet hall, where such a be-
wildering aud tempting array of strange
dishes was set before liim that he soon
made himself ill and was borne away,
groaning and racked with nausea.

The third young man was now the ob-
ject of attention.

Alleyes were upon him as ho watched
his two friends taken away in misery
and disgrace, but his head was set proud-
ly and he turned with composure toward
tho duke.

"I have no fear," he said in tones
which were almost haughty. "I Btill
wish to live one day and ono night aa
thy equal; then Iam content."

"Lead him to my richest bath," said
the duke to his servants, "and then at-
tire him aa my eon."

When the young man reappeared, his
thick hair oiled and perfumed after the
manner ofnoblemen, his tallform robed
in silks of heaviest texture and the two
swords of rank thrust through his gold
embroidered sash, he made such a pic-
ture of manly beauty that the duke's
heart yearned toward him.

"Would that the gods had granted me
such a con," he thought with sorrow.

i"But Ihave no heir to perpetuate my
name. Ishall fall like a lone pine tree
beside the river, and none shall come
after me."

For that day the young plebeian was
given the name of Yomei (yo-may),

"Which means one day spending, and
through all of the ceremonies and observ-
ances of rank he conducted himself with
such modest dignity that all of the court
officials wexe filled with wouder and
whispered among themselves, "He is
born to a high position."

That night he was given the ducal
sleeping apartment.

After the castle was stilland dark h»
cautiously arose, and lighting a candl*
prepared to examine the wonders and
beauties of the room. Hanging in th»
toko-mono (shallow alcove) he found a
bow of ancient workmanship and a sheaf
of arrows such as tho old heroes ones
used. Fitting one to the bow, he gave it
a backward pull, when to his dismay it
slipped from his grasp and went whi*
zing through the rich and painted made
(inner sliding walls).

He heard a low cry, followed by the
thud of a falling body, and then all was
again silence.

"Unhappy wretch!" he cried to him-
self. "Myday of triumph has ended in
murder. Ihave killed some one with my
ignorant stupidity, and in the morning 1
shall be beheaded."

He blew out the candle and went t*
bed, where he lay shivering and trem-
bling until the day broke.

Then the sound of themovirjKSsrVunts
came to him, and tho coldness of despai*
filled his heart, forhe knew that thedis-
covery of his deed might come with ev-
ery second.

Presently he heard a cry ofalarm, and
then indeed did he give himself up for
lost.

"Here is a dead man!" exclaimed one
in frightened tones.

"Where is he?" "Who is it?" "Who
killed him?" came a mingling of vowee
as other servants ran crowding in.

"Why, it is the traitor Gujiwa, whe
has thrice attempted to killour master."
"Oh, blessed deed!" "What a beautiful
shot. The arrow has pierced his lefteye
to the skull." "Itis an ancient arrow
from the duke's chamber."

"The young stranger sleops there to-
night. He must have sent the deadly
shaft." "Ah! A hole in the mado! He
must have shot through the mado."
"What skill! What wonderful power,
to shoot an enemy without seeing him!"
"Wonderful! He has saved the master's
life."

Yomei, listening to all this, became al-
most crazed with delight.

The sudden transition from despair to
hope intoxicated him like strong wine.
He threw his rich kimono (robe) about
him, pushed aside the pierced mado ami
strode toward the servants.

"Have you found the traitor Gujiwa.
whom I slew last night?" he aske*
haughtily. "Cut off his head and carry
it to your master with my complimenta
I suspected that this attempt would be
made and obtained an entrance to the
castle by disguising myself as a laborer."

The servants groveled at his feet.
"But, honorable lord," implored one,

an old man who had been in the family
for half a century, "how could you fake
such aim when the mado was closed?"

"Tut!" said the young man, with a

gesture of contempt. "I do not need
both sight and hearing to take good aim.
Ican shoot any portion of the body by
hearing alone. This time Iselected the
villain's left eye, just as he w«b winking
it."

"Wonderful! Wonderfull'Mihey whis-
pered in awestruck tones, asrd'he walked
through their cowering ranks with the
air of a conqueror.

The gratitude and admiration of the
duke knew no bounds. IndeetfLso pleased
was he with the beauty, skill 1 and cour-
age of his young protege that he took
measures to formally adcrjt him. So
Yomei was raised from the rank of a
bamboo cutter to that of son and heir to
one of the most powerful daimio of the
empire.

He led a lifeof ease and luxury and
improved from day to day, so that his
fame went abroad to other cities, and his
adopted father grew to love him deeply.

But no lifecan be all happiness, and
so for Yomei there was the thorn, the
one dark spot.

This waa in the person of his adopted
mother, the duke's wife, who from the
first had been his bitter enemy. Having
no children of her own she was ungener-
ous enough to hate the innocent adopted
son, who by his very presence reminded
her that she had given no heir to the
duke. She also suspected that his skill
in slaying the robber was not entirely
genuine, and she had learned beyond all
doubt that his antecedents were of the
humblest. At first she tried in every
way to turn her husband against him,
but finding this impossible she set to
work to find other means of deposing
him.

Soon there came arumor of a band of
robbers who infested a hill in the sub-
urbs of Tokio and were so fierce that
even the soldiers dared not attack them.
Tbe mikado had offered a title and great
wealth to any one brave enough to at-
tempt their capture, but up to this time
none had been found.

The evil Btepmother, without consult-
ing her husband, sent a letter to the
court saying that her noble son Yomei
was thirsting for the opportunity to dis-
play his skill and courage and declared
that ho was able to vanquish the band
single handed.

The mikado, highly pleased with so
much bravery, immediately dispatched
a royal document to the young man ac-
cepting his services and ordering him to
Btart forth the following morning.

Poor Yomei was again in despair.
"Alas, the end of my dream has comer

he mourned to himself. "There are 11
arrows and 11 robbers, and so Imust
kill a robber with each arrow. Oh, why
did I not keep to my bamboo cutting
and leave ambition for the rich!"

His father grievod deeply to see him
set forth, but in spite of his sadness was
buoyed up by his evident anticipation
of his son's success. The envious step-
mother, afieoting equal regret, offered
to arrange a basket of lunch for him
with her own aristocratic hands. She
prepared all of his favorite articles of
food, and then, forfear tbat some lucky
accident might save him from the rob-
bers, put a small portion of deadly poi-
son in each piece of food as she laid it
in the hamper.

Yomei, unconscious of this double
danger, bade them all a sorrowful fare-
well and rode- away with his eyes bent

upon the ground. At one time he
thought of turning his horse and making
his escape, but then he reflected that
death would be no worse than disgrace
and the old lifeof toil, and so listlessly
kept on toward the infested mountain.

He had reached the foot of this when
he heard loud, hoarse shouts, as if of tri-
umph, and filled with terror he sprang
from his horse and rapidly climbed a
tree. In a few moments the robbers
were upon him. "Where is the rider?"
called out one, looking about him with
an aspect of such fierceness that Yomei
well nigh fell to the earth.

"The horse is mine!" cried another.
"This is my saddle!" exclaimed a third.

"See! It is heavy with silver."
"Ah!"from a fourth as he tore open

the hamper. "Ihave found the dainty
fellow's lunoh. Let us feast upon it be-
fore we find and kill the owner."

Yomei, knowing nothing of the hidden
poison, thought these momenta his last.
With the apathy of despair he gazed up-
on them as they portioned out, with
many a rude jest and remark, the food
which had been destined for him.

"What carrion the aristocrats do eat!"
cried the captain, throwing from him the
remains of a small devilfish stuffed with
rice, sugar and vinegar. "The thing is
filled with medicine! It is bitterl By
all the devils of earth and seat It is poi-
sonl We are trioked!"

"It is poisonl It is poison!" they all
shrieked, running frantically paat one
another with horrible exclamations and
contortions of physical agony. "Where
is the man?" they cried. "We are poi-
soned like frogs in a welll Where is he
who has tricked us?"

"There he is!" called the dying chief,
who had just caught sight of the cower-
ing Yomei. "Shoot himl Up after him!'
Burn the treel Ah-h-h!" But it was too
late. They lay about on the lush moun-
tain grass in various attitudes of violent
death, and their glassy eyes were all
turned upward toward Yomei. The fears
of that valiant youth, however, were at
an end. He descended with a bold and
careless air, and walking from one to an-
other stuck an arrow deep into the left
eye of each. Then mounting his horse
he rode home.

The first person to meet him was his
stepmother. At the sight of him she
fell to the ground, faint and stricken
with fear.

"Are you not pleased to see me, moth-
er?" he asked brightly. "I must thank
you for the delightful lunch you pre-
pared forme. See?" opening the hamper,
"every morsel has been eaten!"

His father's joyat seeing him alive
was deep and sincere. "Why, my son,"
he said after the ceremonials ofwelcome
were through, "your armor is untouched,
your hair is as smooth as when you left
the house. How did you slay such a
fierce body of men with so little exer-
tion?"

"Ohl Itwas a simple matter," said
Yomei proudly. "When they caught
sight of me, they came toward me, run-
ning side by side. Itook the 11 arrows,
fitting them all to my bow, which 1 held
horizontally, instead of in the usual man-
ner, and the arrows were placed so ex-
actly that, as they flew, each was point-
ed toward a robber and struck him di-
rectly in the left eye. You will find
them all there now, each with the arrow
sticking upright."

"Yourskill is more than mortalP cried
the happy father. "Nowyou are a noble-
man in your ownright and willbe given
a daughter of the mikado in marriage.
Iforesee that you willadd luster to the
ancient name which you bear." And he
fell upon his son's neck and wept with
pure joy.

After this the stepmother ceased in her
evil designs, fully convinced of Yomei'a
supernatural powers.

He married a princess, built a great
castle for himself, and to this day his
name is a synonym in Japan for shrewd-
ness and luck.?Translated From the
Japanese For Romance.

Dry Rot In Florida.

Some rooms in Florida have carpet on
the floor, and some don't, but most don't.
Myroom didn't have any, of course. 1
sat down on the side of the bed to pull
off my shoes, and I heard something
break. Ithought it was the side piece
of the bedstead. "It's the climate," said
Ito myself. "It's made me so fat that
I'm breaking the furniture." Iheld the
lamp down and looked, but the bed was
all right. So Isat down again, and the
minute Itouched the bedstead the crack-
ing began again. "Go it," said I, "and
well see what willhappen." The crack-
ing changed into a crash, and bang went
one leg of the bedstead right through the
floor.

In those houses the floor above is the
ceiling of the room below, so part of my
bedstead stuck through into the parlor,
and they picked the caster off the parlor
floor. It was dry rot; that was all. In
that climate the dry rot works away at
the inside of a board and eats it all away
but a littlecrust on the outside, so the
board looks perfectly sound when it has
no strength at all, and as Boon as any
weight is put on it it breaks.?Harper's
Young People.

Mrs. Peary's Dog*.

Lieutenant Peary, when out at Mel-
rose, just before he sailed, secured one
of E. H. Moore's big, handsome St. Ber-
nards to be the special protector of Mrs.
Peary in the north. ?Boston Reoord.

A California Fair.
The project of holding a winter fair in

San Francisco is gaining strength, and if
the financial troubles do not check it the
scheme willbe carried out. Much de-
pends upon the personal influence of
Herr Comely, the German manager, who
is on the coast to push the matter. The
Southern Pacific company and many
large corporations are earnestly in favor
of the project.

The trustees of a military academy in
Macon, Mo., have brought an action for
heavy damages against five ministers
for issuing a boycott on the academy be-
cause dancing waa taught the cadets.

The German and Swiss governments
have entered into an agreement for the
improvement of the navigation of the
upper Rhine, commencing from Lake
Constance.

Used tv It.

Miss Rioketts?John Cimling reminds
me of a poem.

Miss Kilduff?Because he's sweet?
Miss Ricketts?No. Because he's been

rejected so often.?Brooklyn Life.

BOOH!

Otfafternoons, when baby boy has had a splen-
did nap

And aits, like any monarch on his throne, in
nurse's lap.

In some such wise my handkerchief Ihold be-
fore my face.

And cautiously and quietly I move about the
place;

Then with a cry I suddenly expose my facie to
view.

And you should hoar himlaugh and crow when
Isay "Boohl"

Sometimes that rascal tries to make believe
that he is soared,

*mi, really, when he first began, he stared and
stared and stared.

And then his under lip oame out, and farther
out it oame,

Till mamma aud the nurße agreed it was a
"cruel shame"?

But now what does that same wee toddling,
lisping baby do

But laugh and kick his little heels when Isay
"Booh!"

He laughs and kicks his little heels inraptur-
ous glee and then

In shrill, despotic treble bids mo "Do it all
aden!"

And I?of course Idoit, for, as his progenitor.
It ia such pretty, pleasant play us this that I

am for!
And it is, oh, such fun, and Iam sure that I

shall rue
The timo when we are both too old to play the

game of "Boohl"
?Eugene Field in Chicago News.

ANOTHER'S SISTER.
Let us all pray to be delivered from

the sin of hasty judgment. When Ifirst
beheld four or five modern comedies
adapted from the French language,
wherein the situations were all due to
somebody, chiefly a she, entering some-
bod7 else's apartments, chiefly a he, I
scoffed audibly. The thing was absurd,
outworn and cheap. But now that has
happened which has caused me to know
a great deal more about French com-
edies and critical situations than all the
most successful playwrights put to-
gether.

In the firstplaoo I occupied (and still
do occupy) chambers whioh consist of
two rooms connected by a tiny hallway
giving on to the landing by one door.
Therefore it willbe plain to the meanest
mind that once the halldoor is occupied
by the enemy, the only other exit is from
the window by way of the gutter pipe?
a vertical distance of three stories. Thoro
should always be two ways, not includ-
ing the window, out of every set of
chambers.

This need had never presented itself
to me until one memorable afternoon,
when without knock, word or warning
a round faced, golden haired, blue eyed
maiden in an astrakhan faced jacket, a
gray skirt and a black velvet hat charged
into my room after the most approved
fashion of all the comedies, crying,
"Dear old Joe!"

My name was not and never will be
Joe. There was no need for explanations.
Sister, and only sister, waa stamped all
over the face Of the maiden. Everybody
who has been possessed of an only sister
understands the manner in which one
of the tribe enters a brother's rooms.

The maiden gave a little scream as I
turned. She apologized. Could I tiell
her whereabouts Mr. Joseph Bupard's
chambers were?

Icould not?for you may live 17 years
in chambers without knowing the face,
life or occupation of any one of your
fellow convicts. I suggested that she
should speak to the housekeeper and es-
corted her to the tiny hall aforesaid.

You willobserve that there was noth-
ing whatever in these proceedings to
bring a blush to tho thinnest cheek.

The imp of perversity, who is gener-
ally playing ab©ut?-q» the landing for a
shillings a week, met sun in the hallway,
saying, "Lady ao4, to see
you, sir."

Behind him »toofl two figures that I
knew, and at any othaj; time would-have
received with joy.

The maiden at my, heels lost her sin-
gularly pretty hoad, and whispering
"What shall Ido?" bolted back into the
sitting room.

All this waa strictly in accordance
with the rules of the stage, but why it
should have taken place in my chambers
I could never understand. And yet I
was deeply thankful that she had not
gone forth, like Una, under the noses of
my visitors. Uncle John ?yes, it was
an uncle, even as is the case in a com-
edy?would have laughed, and since she
was another man's sister that would
hay c been even worse than Aunt Alice's
hawkeyed inspection of tho maiden, and
subsequent description of her face, fig-
ure and dress to all her righteous world.
Ireceived my people in the hallway.

Aninspiration told me to get rid of my
coat and rumple my hair. Desperate
fear mado me very wise, most courteous
and genial to excess.

? "Oh, so glad to see you," said I, "but
I'm afraid you've come to a regular
camp in the wilderness. Fact is, my
sitting room is upside down?that fool
of a housemaid has been doing some-
thing to the fire that has filled the place
with smuts, and I've made her dust
everything out again. But corue into
the bedroom, since you've taken the
trouble to climb all these stairs." Even
as Ispoke in the hall, Iheard the heavy
armchair wheeled up against my sitting
room door, and there was a sound of:
emphatic dusting. I thanked heaven
that was pleased to afflict me that it bad
sent at least "one heart still ready to
play ont the play."

Into my humble bedroom I led those
relatives, and my aunt, after the man-
ner of women, made scorching inven-
tories with her eye and inquired as to
whether Iwas well looked after. But it
was the auntipathetic kiss and the re-
mark that followed?"My boy, how hot
you are! Aren't you well?"?that seared
my perfectly innocent soul like hot iron.
Perfected crime must bring with ita
sense of ease and rest. It is the unmer-
ited imputation of evil that strains the
nerves.

My aunt would fain have had tea,
"when that girl had finished cleaning
your rooms." The bedroom door was of
course open. I assured my aunt that
the follyof that housemaid prevented
her from finishing anything this side of
doomsday, and that the dust would not
settle down till20 minutes after that.

There was a crowing, choking j*' 'that might have been a smothered
chuckle, from the sitting room, whereof
the fanlight above tho door was open.

"What a very superior voice sho has!"
said Aunt Alice. "Quite like a lady's.
Is she pretty?"

"Como and see," quoth I, with that
icy innocence that only cunning can
bestow. Ihalf opened the sitting room
door, coughed vehemently and drew
back as one. choked with the dust.

"Impossible," Isaid. "She's not in a
sweet temper today because Imade her
do the rooms twice. We'd better not
disturb her, or she'll break my orna-
ments." This, meeeems, could not have
been excelled by the most hardened
profligate on the stage.

Myannt left very slowly and deliber-
ately, mourning for the loss of her tea.
I escorted her and Uncle John down to
the first floor. How could Itellthat her
housewifely zeal for her nephew could
have led her to bestow upon the house-
maid, who was Fan of the Teeth, a few
hints on the best management of fires
and the proper care of the room, which
the fellow servant was even then sup-
posed to be cleaning?

"Yousee, it all means more work for
you in the end," said my aunt.

Idashed into the sitting room to find,
helpless with suppressed laughter, the
maiden with the black velvet hat. Iwas
coatlesa, as has been recounted?people
never stay long with a man who lacks a
coat?my hair was on end, and I was
flushed. But there was noresisting that
infection of mirth. Ilaughed aloud. The
air was dense with dust, and all the fur-
niture was out of place, "That fool of
a housemaid" had lived up to her repu-
tation.

"Haven't Idone the room beautiful-
ly?" she said, with a wicked giggle.
"Thank you?thank you, oh, so much
for helping met"

"Not in the least," said I. "I've got a
sister of my own. But hadn't yon bet-
ter"

"I'm gone," Bhe said, and vanished at
the word to hunt for her brother's cham-
bers.

Entered, her cap over one eye, Fan of
the Teeth, boiling with rage. Bhe waa
an austere woman of 35, not to be trifled
with.

" And I'm Bure me and Lucy, too, we
takes all the trouble that we can
with 17 sets of chambers to be gone
through, and the bells ringing on every
landing all day long. 'Tisn't as if Iwas
afraid of my work, for I 'aye kep' my-
self over since Iwas a littlogirl of thir-
teen, nor Lucy neither. But when that
lady on the staircase spoke to me an tole
me that Iwaa inattentive an Lucy, too,
an smuts all about your room, say in
that Iwad to take extra care of you, sir, I
was put out.

"Do aa you would bo done by, Ithinks,
an show no favor to any chambers more
than another, for some one must lose by
it, and ifit isn't you itwillbe Borne oth-
er gentleman. An there aren't no smuts
in your room not to be seen, an Lucy, I
know she 'as been on the "fourth floor
since Icome down with the slops, but I
didn't say nothink to that lady when
she said what she said?an Lor, sir, what
'aye you been doin to the furnichewre?
all pulled across the room? An you 'avin
to see your friends in your bedroom?as
ifit was our fault!"

"Fanny," said I, "if there haa been
any fault, that fault is mine. Take, oh,
take those lips away, and?here's a half
sovereign."

Itwas a damning confession of guilt,
received as such. Fan removed herself
with an unholy light in her eye.
Ihated Fan, and this stillfurther shook

my nerves. Worn witha thousand con-
flicting emotions, Ifled to the sideboard
and pulled myself together with the nec-
essary liquids. Men never seem to do
that on the stage after any unusual cri-
sis. They do in the prosaic world of real
life. "Re-entered Fan, the half sovereign in
her hand, and placed it on my table.

"I've took them in their teas," she
said oracularly, "an ahe was tellin 'im
all about it. She is a real nice little
lady, she is, an?an I don't want no 'arf
suffering for that."

No comedy that Icould think .of had
any mention of the soubrette?to be
sure, Fan was rather too angular for the
soubrette ?refusing a tip.

"And you're a lady, too, Fan," said I.
"Keep it. Few people return money.
Stillfewer dismiss preconceived suspi-
cions."

She withdrew slightly alarmed.
Istepped into the hallway to set down

the empty soda water siphon in the
place appointed. The door leading to
the landing was half open. I heard
voices descending the stairs.

"He was really very nice, Joe, about
it. Said he had a sister of his own and
laughed."

"ETmph. Then I'm sorry forhia sis-
ter, that's all. He drinks like a fish.
Why, only last night Ifound him on his
hands and knees on the second floor
and had to help him to bed." 1

The next chambers! As Ihope to clear
my character before all judges, it was
the man in the next chambers! I had
heard the infernal din of that episode at
2 o'clock in the morning, and a few of
Joe's comments as he left the drunkard.
How should the maiden know exactly
into whose rooms she had penetrated,
and here was Joe saddling me with my
neighbor's booted slumbers.
Igripped the siphon head in an agon/

of wrath. Tho steps were almost oppo-
site my landing. There was more soda
water than Ithought for in the tube, and
the infernal concoction exhausted itself
With a fizzle, spit and grunt. It seemed
to roar through the house.

"There!" said Joe. "You hear, Milly?
That's a soda water siphon. He's at it
again?so early."

"But he didn't look as if he took"?
The sweet voice died away, and I was
alone with my sorrow and my siphon.

Today I know something of plot and
construction, and, as I say, I under-
stand the verisimilitude of the modem
French farce. Yet would I sell all n\f
insight for the single privilege of ex-
plaining to Milly (my Milly?she has
dusted my room) that Iam not?indeed
Iam not?the villain that Joe painted
me.?St. James Gazette.

A Untie Filter For Boiler*.

A filter tor removing grease, which
often passes into boilers with the feed
water, consists of a metallic chamber or
filterbox inwhich are a series of gratings,
and between* these gratings are placed
layers of wire gauze and flannel offtspe-
cial texture, which forms the filteringmo-
di urn. The feed water from the donkey
pump enters the filter box from one sjde,
passes upward through tho filter cloths
and thence out to the boiler, the scum
passing away through another outlet.
By this means it is found that all grease
and greasy matter, as well aa other im-
purities, are arrested by the filter cloths,
which can be readily taken out for clean-
ing or renewal. The filter is equally ap-
plicable to land and marine boilers.?
New YorkTelegram.
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