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By F. P. Dunne.
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“With Me Countenance Draped With
a Tid Pail.”

“Well Up on Polis Matthers.”

But th' polis don’'t ast anny
stions. Says they: ‘They’ll be less
in th' job but we need some
recreation,” an’ that night a big copper
comes down th' sthreet, sees me setiin’
on th' front stoop with me coun-
tenance dhraped with a tin pail, fans
me with his club an’ runs me in. Th’
{ woman nex’ dure Is locked up fr
sthringin’ a clothes Hne on th' roof,
Hannigan's boy Tim gets tin days f'r
keepin’ a goat. th' polis resarves are
called out to protict th' vested rights
iv property against th' haynyous push
cart man, th’ stations is crowded with
| felons charged with maintainin’ a hose

que:

| out

{ conthrary to th' stachoos made an’ pro-
vided, an’. th’ tindheriine is all over
town. A rayformer don't think anny
| thing has been accomplished if they's
a vacant bedroom in th' pinitinchry.
His motto is, ‘Arrest that man.’
“Whin a rayformer  is ilicted he |
promises ye a business administhra- |
tion Some people want that. but Il
|
|

don’t., The American business man is too
fly. He's all right. d've mind.
say annything again him. He is what |
Hogan calis th" boolwarks iv pro-gress, |
an' we cudden’'t get on without him
even if his scales are a little too quick
on th' dhrop. But he ought to be left |
to dale with hi= akels. 'Tis a shame
| to give him a place where he can put’
th' comether on millions iv people that
has had no business thrainin’ beyond |
occasionally handin’ a piece iv debased |
; to a car econductor en a cold|

I don’t

day. A reg pollytician can’'t give
| away an ailey without blushin’, but a

| business man who is in pollytics jus’ |
that th' civil sarvice law gets
thurly enfnorced, will give Linesin park
an’ th' public libry to th’' beef thrust,
charge an admission price to th' lake
iront an’_make it a felony f'r annywan
to buy stove polish outside iv his store,
an’ have it all put down to public im-
provemints with a pitcher iv him in th’
| corner stone

“Forchnitely, Hinnissy, a rayformer
is seldem a business man. He thinks
he is, but business men know diff’rent.
They know what he He thinks
an’ honesty is th’ same thing.
| He does, indeed. He's got thim mixed |
because . they dhress alike. His idee is |
that all he has to do to make a busi-
| ness administhration is to have honest
men ar-round him. Wrong. I'm not
sayin’, mind ye, that a man can’t do
good work an’ be honest at th’ same
time.. But whin I'm hirin’ a la-ad I
find out first whether he is onto his
job, an’ afther a few years I begin to
suspect that he is honest, too. Manny
| a dishonest man ecan lay brick sthraight
an’ manny a man that wudden’'t steal
ye'er spoons will break ve’er furniture.
I don’t want Father Kelly to hear me,
but I'd rather have a competint man
| who wud steal if I give him a chanst,
but 1 won’t—do me plumbin®, thin a
person that wud scorn to help himsilf
but didn’t know how to wipe a joint.
Ivry man ought to be honest to start
| with, but to give a man an office jus'
because he's honest is like ilictin® him

o See

is.

because he's a pathrite,
he don’t bate his yife, or be-
cause he always wears a right boot on
th’ right foot. A man ought to be
honest to start with, an’ afther that
he ought to be grafty. A pollytician
who's on'y honest is jus’ th’ same as
bein' out in a winther storm without
anny clothes on.

“Another thing about rayform ad-
ministhrations is they always think th’
on’'y man that ought te hold a job is a
iawyer. Th' raison is that in th’ coorse
iv his thrainin’ a lawyer larns enough
about ivrything to make a good front
on anny subject to annybody who
doesn’t know about it. So whin th’
rayform administhration comes in th’
mayor sayvs: ‘Who'll we make chief iv
polis in place iv th’ misguided ruffyan
who has held th’ job f'r twinty years?’
‘Th’ man f'r th' place,’ says th’ may-
or's adviser, ‘is Arthur Lightout,” he
s . ‘He is an ixcillent lawyer, Yale
85, an’ is well up on polis matthers.
Las’ year he read a paper on “Th’ Fine
Polis Force iv London” befure th’ an-
nyal meetin’ iv th' S'ciety f'r Ladin th'
Mulligan Faam'ly to a Betther an'
Harder Life. Besides,” he says, ‘he's
been in th’ millishy an’ th’ foorce needs
a man who'll be afraid not to cloot in
case iv public disturbance” &~ Arthur
takes hold iv th’ constabulary an’ in a
Vear th’ polis can all read Emerson an’
th’ burglars begin puttin’ up laddhers
an’ block an’ tackles befure 8 a. m. An’
so it is on ivry side. A lawyer has
charge iv th’ city horseshoein’, another
wan is clanin’ th’ sthreets, th' author
iv ‘Gasamagoo on Torts' is thryin’ to
dispose iv th’ ashes be throwin' thim
in th’ air on a windy day, an’ th’
bright boy that took th' silverware f'r
th' essay on ‘Ne Exeats an’ ‘Their Re-
lation to Life' is plannin’ a uniform
that will be sarviceable anm’ constit-
choochinal f'r th’ brave men that
wurrnk on th’ city dumps. An’ wan
day th’ main rayformer goes ocut ex-
pictin® to rayceive th' thanks if th’
community, an' th’ public that has jus’
got out iv jail f'r lettin” th’ wather run
too long in th' bath tub rises up an’
cries:. ‘Back to th' univarsity bettle-
mint.” Th’ man with th’ di’'mon’ in his
shirt front comes back an’ pushes th’
honest lawyers down th' steps an’ a
dishonest horseshoer shoes th’ city’s
horses well an’ a crooked plumber does
th’ city's plumbin’ securely, an’ a ras-
cally polisman that may not be avarse
to pickin® up a bet, but will always
find out whin Pathrolman Scanlan slept
on his beat, takes hold iv th' polis
foorce, an' we raysume our nachral

condition iv fllegal merrimint. An’ th’
rayformer spinds th' rest iv his life
tellin® us where we are wrong. He's

good at that. On'y he don’'t undher-
stand that people wud rather be wrong
an’ comfortable thin right in jail.”

“I don’t like a rayformer,” said Mr.
Hennesay.

“Or anny other Raypublican,” said
Mr. Dooley.
(Copyright, 192, by Robert Howard

Russell.)
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| Relics of the Days When Matches

to |

‘; window of the Park Row building.”

{ “At that rate,” piped in a florid-look-
ing man, who happened to be standing
| near, and had been heard to say that
he was a Wall street operator, “there
must be frogs in our July corn. No,
don't hit me. I've been hit already.”
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EARLY CIGAR TONGS.

1

Were Unknown.
(New York Evening Post.)
Some customs seem to have as many
lives as the proverbial cat. In the good
old days of Queen Bess every smoker

had in his outfit a pair of tobacco
tongs. I{ he were a gallant of the
court they were made of silver, if a

substantial merchant, of brass, but if a

workingman, of cheap iron ware. They
were a necessary implement to the
smoker. Matches were unknown, and

the only available fire in the daytime
was the blaz log upon the hearth.
With the poker a small piece of glow-
ing ember was broken off, which with
the tongs was applied to the freshly
charged  pipe. Hundreds of these
tongs are to be found in the coilec- |
tions of antiquarians Most of them |
are clumsy objects, but a few are so |
graceful in outline and artistic in
{ workmanship that they seem to be of
French and Flemish rather than Eng- |
lish origin.

These tongs were revived on a small |
scale some twenty years ago, when |
they were empioyed for holding cigar-
ettes. The cigarette tongs were from
two to four inches in length, connected
at the upper end by a smart spring,
which kept the ends together when in |
a position to rest When used the
smoker opened them and caught the
cigarette between the tips close up
to the mouth end. The contrivance en-
abled the user to burn the cigarette
down to the last whiff and protected
the fingers from the discoloring vapor |
that produces the brown stain upon
| the fore and middle fingers. The new |
tongs shown nowadays hold cigars as
well as to reach a coal from the _ﬁre-
| piace to a pipe. They are made of iron,
stee] and gun metal, and many of the
latter are said to be manufactured |
from warships, cannon and on_wr tro-
phies of the late war with Spain.

SALTAIR'S SACRED CONCERT,

Sunday, Aug. 10.

Will be the musical treat of the sea-
son. Come listen to enchanting melo-
dies while the balmy breezes of the
great lake exhilarate and refresh you.

Round trip 25c.

FAHRENHEIT THERMOMETER.

Origin of a Scientific Instrument in
Every Day Use.
(New Orleans Times-Democrat.)

Sir Samuel Wilks, writing to Knowl-
edge, glves the history of the origin of
Fahrenheit’s thermometer, which is
generally used in this country. It was
really invented by Sir Isaac Newton,
and the starting point of his scale was

the heat of the human body. New-
ton’s paper is to be found in the “Phil-
osophical Transactions” for the year

1701. He describes his instrument as a
glass tube filled with linseed oil, and to
it he attached a scale to measure the
degree of heat of the liquid into which
he plunged it. His lowest point was
that of freezing, as his highest was
that of boiling water. He chose for
the starting point on his scale the haat
of the human body, and this he cailed
by the round number 12, the duodecimal
system being then in use—that is, he
divided the space between the freezing
point and the temperature of the body
into twelve parts. He further stated

| that the boiling point would be about

30, as it was nearly thrée times that
of the human body.

A few years afterward, when Fah-
renheit was working at the subject of
heat, he took Newton's instruments
for his experiments, but finding the
le not minute enough, he divided
ich degree into two parts, and so
made it measure 24 instead of 12. He

| also did more, for, finding he could ob-
| tain lower temperatures than freezing,

and notably that of ice and salt mixed
together. he took this for his starting
point. It was from this point he began
to count 24 degrees up to body heat.

| This made, by his measurements, 8 the

point for freezing. Boiling point he
made 53. It then became zero, freezing
£, body heat 24 and beiling water 53.

; This was really the same as Newton's,

only the scale started lower and Qe
numbers were doubled. Later on, find-
ing that he could measure increments
of heat more minutely, Fahrenheit di-
vided each degree into four parts. It
will now be seen that if the numbers
just mentioned are multiplied by four
we have the thermometer which is now
in use,

- -
The Great Talkers,
(Baltimore Herald.)

“Yes,” said the proud father as he But-
tonholed the hurrving citizen, “young as
my little Willie Is he has actually begun
to talk already. Just think of it, sir! I
am beginning to wonder what I will make
out of him?"

““Barber. copgressman or pugilist,”” sug-
gested his friend. as he broke away and
sodged down a side street.-

»

EVOLUTION
oF THE WEST

Reign of the Bad Man Is Over
--Place of Peace and
Plenty.

(John M. Oskinson in New York Even-
ing Post.)
Speak to an cld Californian eof the

HOW WISENSTEIN DID NOT
. LOSE OUT TO BUTTINSKY.

great Joaquin Carrillo, the most ele-

gant, the bravest, and the most fear- |
less of the Spanish banditti of the ear- |

Iy 'S0s; just mentien “Three-fingered
Jack,” or the valiant Tiburcio Vas-
quez, the quick light in the eyes at
the revival of old memories will flash

at you, and you will hear tales of |

their exploits that seem incredible to
you, two generations away from them.
“Wild BilL,” Kit Carson, “Apache
Kid,” “Bat” Masterson—you can eon-
Jure with these names in the middle
west. Sam Bass of Texas, Tom Wag-
ner of Montana—here and there, up
and down the eastern slope of the
Rockies, you hear the old names.
“Cherokee Bill” of the Indian Terri-
tory, Ned Christie, Bill Cook, Jim
French, Bob Rogers—the procession
that passed before old Judge Parker
of Fort Smith, on to eternity at the
end of a rope, all are memories now.

Quite on a par with the performances
of these worthies, however, and
marked by the same brand of desper-
ate courage, are the truly marvelous
escapes of the conviet Tracy, who for
the past ten days has successfully
eluded the attempts of the authorities
of two states to capture him. While
in no sense a “bad man” in the old-
time acceptance of the term, the con-
viet has shown the possession of the
same perfect coolness when driven to
cover which so many times saved the
outlaws of the early west.

The reign ‘of the bad man i= nearly
over, and the west is coming to its
heritage of peace and plenty. ' Jim
Wilkerson, one of the most tireless and
effective of the old Fort Smith depu-
ties, is a portly. smiling office marshal
at Vinita no, issuing writs for petty
thieves and bootieggers, for all the
world like the clerk in a city magis-
trate’s court. “Bud™ Ledbetter, a big,
clear-eyed, quiet man, with a record
of eighteen notches on his gun parrd,
is hobbling about Visita on crutches.
He is town marshal, and while chas-
ing a boisterous youth through an al-
ley, slipped on a loose stone, fell, and
fractured his leg!

© & &

“It sure ain't what it used to be in
this country,” said old “Nigger Jess”
Vann, waiting in old man Wilkerson’s
office to get an order to restrain his
wife from damaging his property. “Tt

was sure mighty diffe’ent when old
Jim, 'here, used to ride over in.them
Grand river hills. I tell yom what,

when Jim went after 2 man he sure
got him! He might just as well come
right in" Jess laughed uproariously,
and winked at Wilkerson, who was
tugging industriously at a hlank form.

“You domne a liitle of that comin’ in
yourself, didn’t you, Jess? the oid
deputy asked with g smile.

“Well, now. you know ] sure @id!”
Jess’ eyes snapped at the memery.
“But 1 done got over all that now,
Mr. Wilkerson. T done found out that
they ain’t no money in My pocket, run-
nin’ wild, no more.” E

“Doggone,” he went on; full of his
present grievance, “if'l didn't used
wonder how it-avas”that,s man ¢
grow up and pass on to old Age with-
out layin’ up semething to-sort o' l1et
him ease up towards the end. But T
can see now—I sure can. That there
woman ©' mine’s the best dressed wo-
man in Spavinaw; now, she's got me
up here to cou’'t charged with mak-
in’ a gun play at her, and I got to get
an order to keep her from destroyin’
what  little prope’ty she Meft me with
when she quit me and went to live
with another nigger—" And Jess" tale
goes omn, another illustration of that
change from the heroic to the presaic.

No one in the west would have the
outlaw reign return—coolly consid-
ered, most of their work was too ter-
rible even to tell with unblushing
cheek—but the romantic in their na-
ture, the touch of the cavalier, sur-
vives in the tales. Men will talk of
Sam Bass of Texas, forget the petty,
contemptible crimes that preceded h's
final glorification. and sing only of his.
great fight with the ramgers. A ‘street
fight In Dodge Citv—man matched
fairiy to man—made the name of Wild
Bill heroic. Ned Christie, fighting
with two boys as his only companions
a dozen deputies from his log fort in
the Cherokee nation and yielding at
last only to dyvnamite, is heroie, now
that it is forgotten that he was a
common thief and whisky seller.

® ® &

Christie’s story has been summarized
by a local writer in these words:
“From the senate to a felon's grave!”
He was a full-blood Cherokee, educat-
ed and progressive, he had been a
member of the tribal legislature in
both the senate and the counejl; he
as a big handsome. smooth-fea-
tured Indian: his trade was gun-
smithy, and he could shoot with the
experts. In spirit Christie was abso-
lutely unafraid.

In 1885 he quarreled
ples, a very popular United States
deputy marshal of Bentonville, Ark.
He killed Maples, then, gathering three
or four companijons, he set gut to fol-
low the old road of crime. Horse
stealing, robbing country storeg and
whisky peddling emploved his talents
until the deputies crowded him too
close, when he rstreated to the Grand
river hills and fortified a large log
house for use as a headqguarters.

Heck Thomas, in 1889, organized a
posse to capture Christie, but,  after
fighting him for hours, with the re-
sult of one man severely shot and a
bullet in the outlaw’s cheek that mere-
ly disfigured, withdrew. Barney Con-
nelly and Heck Bruner tried a num-
ber of times to take him. William
Bouden and Milo Creekmore made two
attempts, only to be routed. Dave
Rusk and Charlie Copeland, with- a
small army of friendly Indians, failed

with Dan Ma-

to dislodge the desperate man. Christie !

was absolutely @esperate, as cool as a
dancing master, and the besiegers
knew that it meant death to cross the
clearing between the woods and the
fort. So the logs of the house were
punctured in thousands of places, and
the bark chipped from every tree with-
in easy rifie range of the beleaguered
man. From these various fights Isbell:
Bouden, Fields, Creekmore and half a
dozén others emerged badly wounded.

In October, 1892 it was decided to
make one more effort to capture Chris-
tie, and the details were left to Dep-
uties Paden Tolbert, Heck Bruner and
Captain G. 8. White. Bruner and Tol-
bert got from Coffeyville, Kan., a
three-pounder cannon, and Captain
White enlisted the aid of eight men,
most of whom had fought Christie be-

fore.
S & .

In regular order, and very quietly,
the attacking posse moved on the fa-
miliar fort at daybreak of Neowv. 2.
Archie Wolf and a boy were :with
Christie, and 1t was Wolf who fired
the first shot in the battle that lasted
all of Nov. 2, through the entire night,
and for a greater pari of the following
day. Over 2,000 shots were fired by the
attacking men without making auy ap-~

parent impression on the handit's
stronghold, and thirty shets from the |
=

'lthrough the door.

Was - Being Lithographed as a
Phenom.

NCE there was a Steady who over-
played his Standing and came
within an Ace of losing his

Home.

It happened thuswise. He was a Day-
light Performer and loved to parade his
Attractione. If he had a Duchess on his
Staff he would lead her along the main-
traveled Streets and show her off. But
he held her by the Arm just the same
for fear that someone would run out of
an Alley and grab her.

When he had a Beant wearing his
Photo in her \\'atch‘he wanted ail the
World to know about it. &

Furthermore, . he was the kind that
would take a Friend with him when he
went calling on No. 1. He wanted the
Friend to see for himself that the Girl
though the World of FPapa. It was Fine
Business for the Friend to sit over on the
Far Side of the Roem and watch them
hold Hands, now and then stealing a
Iittle Old Hug. The Friend must have
enjoyed every Minute of It.

Once in a While the busy Lover wouid
look over at the Friend and tip him the
Wink, as if to say, “Oh, I suppose this
little Party fairly hates me.

But one Evening when he went out
Hand-Holding and earried his own Gal-
fery with him be ran into Bunches of
Troable. The Friend belonged to the But-
ingky Family and refused to stay on the
Far Side of the Room. He was a Clever
two-handed Boy and had practiced a few
Holds of his Own. He pulled his chair
aver and made it a Threesome. In about
8 Minutes he had the Regular Fellow
stymied and Hazel was leaning against
him .so as to make his Cenversation a
Short Carry.

Before he left that Evening he had
himself all dated up fora Remn(lhEn%?ﬁ:;

e {

t. It looked as though
¥°e‘x‘xn‘ Gentieman the Casters under
him.

From that time on it was Nip and Tuck.
They took all of her Open in one
Chunk and divided up between them.

together and then the only one who had
a Good Time was the Girl

The Original Gentleman Friend was a
Wisenstein. As soon as he saw himself
losing out, he began to lay deep and
shifty Plans te head off the new Entry.
A two-by-four
have tried to put the Rival into the Nine-
Hole by opening up on him and teiling
where he spent some of his Evenings, but

|
| Sometimes they got on the Reservation
i
|

that every Knock is a Boost. He k
that no Fellow ever landed a real Princess
by . talking Scandal about the other Can-

ew

didates, ‘Accordingly he played a deep
System. He became Press Agent for
Friend. He touted Mr. Buttinsky as ti

reql Essence of Allygazam. He
himm in four bright Colors and p
Picture in every Window.

When he got the Girl aside he wo
tell her that dear old Buttinsky was ¢
of the most charming Chaps in t
World and claimed to bave a lot of Wo-
men spreading their Nets for him. Hze
said that Buttinsky was a great Singer
having been known up in the Country
where he came from as the Village
Thrush. He advised her to have Buttin-
sky tell a number of his Stories, because
as an After-Dinner Wit he had Chauncey
M. Depew churned to a Froth and was
commonly known as the Life of the
Party. Then he asked her if she had seen
Buttinsky cut loose in a Ball Reom. He
said that all the Girls who saw Buttinsky
move across the gleaming Floor in the
Two-Step began to iook lassy out of
the Eyes and sank back ip a Swoon. 1If
she ever found time she ought to talk
Books with Buttinsky. because he knew
them from A to Izzard and could get rid
of Literary Talk in a Style calculated to
charm a Bird eout of a Tree. And as for
dear old Arf, he was supposed to be the
Man who wrote it.

Buttinskv did not know that
being Lithographed as a Phenom.
the Princess urged him to trot
Accomplishments he thought she was =0
Stickvy on him that everything he 4id
looked zood to her. Bo he squared up to
the Piano and sang “Because” in a Ten-

painte

ut hi

he was
Wher
out his

chinless Intellect . would |

Wisenstein nad read on a sign somewhere |

or that came from
Eves.

| were these nau

right

Witch-Hazel Fell
| and after he h turned a few of t
| loose in the Parlor. he had the Princ
| ghtened out’ as stiff as a Board and
biting at the Doilles. When she led him
around to the Subieect of the late Novels
he got all balled 1 for he thought that
| Gertrude Arthertor wrote “Mary z

Lane And one Night when
him out en the Dancing ¥
| missed Step and tried to

side of her, she began to have
twinkling Suspish that this Boy
was a Shine

He certainlv did net
a Much at anv Game.
dizappointed.

Buttinsky helped Matters a lot by try-
i undermine Mr. Visenstein, wha
 saying all the

ook

be such
She was horribly

to

him Every time he

packed on a SBofa h >
For instance. he ad d her to have
Dealings a who drank

Wis
Then
the absent Wi
About the time that
to class Buttinskv as a False Alarm so
far as Accomplishments were concerned,
she started to be Indig 1t because
he roasted one who alw spoke sO

Loveiy of him.
for Wisenstein. when she came right
it 4

that "
—s r about thirty Minutes
enstein would get his

the Princess began

in

¥S

out and asked him about his Habits, he
owned right up and leanad on h )

der and said his only H
a Good Woman to R
probably, was a very
S} embered

when she remembered
¥ had been. alwavs

n Person wh

ish Move
how Magz-
peaking

-
lad

on him. she pereeived ti

s one of Nature's Nob

tradicted her at first, but
i her have her own Way. An
.\'lr Ky did not seem to be One

-Seventeell

T;f\‘wr.ﬂ\ Reware of the Friend who tells
how Good you are

1902, by Rebert Howard
Russel.)

(Copyright,

canpon were  hurled ineffectively
against the heavy jogs.

“At last, late in the aftermoon of the
second day, Bill Smith and Charjje
Copeland stole to the shelter of a wa-
gon, twenty vards from the fort. Here
hthey fortified themselves with rails
piled against the wheels. They were
then joined by William Ellis, Tolbert
and Captain White. A plan was made
to dynamite Christie, and =six six-inch
sticks of the explosive were prepared.

The signal given, Tolbert and Smith
stepped away from the
works to the right, while Ellis and
White went to the left; all opened a
rapid, smoke-clouding fire, under cover
of which Copeland crept to the fort and
placed the dynamite. The attackers
then retreated to their shelter until the
explosion came and wrecked the build-
ing. Christie crawled from his retreat
under the floor and was mistaken by
the charging deputies for one of their
own number untii a shot from his gun
gave warning. The powder smoke
singed a deputy’s face, a volley was
turned on the fleeing man and he went
down, the viciim of no one man. In
the confusion Wolf escaped, and, after
sticking to the-fort untii he was badly
burned, the boy came out and surren-
dered. So well had .the officers pro-
tected themseives that none of their
party was hurt.

Catoosa, in the
near .the border of

Cherokee country,
the Creek nation,

cow towns.

of Catoosa that the notorious

gang and Jim French operated.
It is'a pretty little town, built out on

Cook

Spunkey creek to the south and the
great pastures of the Creek country
to the west. North to Round
and level. In the days when the big
prairies were dotted with long-horned
cattle from Texas, when ‘the southern
cowboy, with his reckless abandon of
conduct, stirred the native Indian to
extravagant lawlessness, Catoosa was
queen of bad towns. Tulsa, its west-
ern neighbor, was bad: Claremore, to
the east, was worse; but the head and
center of all of the devil’'s business
seemed to be ai Catoosa. The little
railroad depot was fairly riddled with
bullets, sportively fired, and the sign-
boards were peppered with unexpected
and misplaced punctuation.

& & @

Jim French rode into Catoosa one
two companions. forced a couple of idle
citizens to break open a large general
store. There was a back office to the
store. French saw it, posted one of
his companions at the partition door
and himself went around to an outside
window. Looking in at the window,
the robber discovered the manager of
the store sitting inside.
Winchester to shoot. when he saw the
muzzle of a shotgun in the hands of a
nightwatchman, who was sitting quiet-
ly in a rocking chair.
panion had grown restless, and he fired
The bullet just
missed the manager. who, on the in-
stant, sprang to the door, pulled
open, himself behind it, and the watch-
man blew the top of the bandit’s head
off. There was a crash at the window
as French pushed in the pane with his
gun: the watchman swung around and
fired; but the buckshot shattered the
window frame at the outlaw’s side.
French fired: the manager fell, shot
through the hips. and, with a yell of
defiance, the murderer sprang through
the window. The watchman retreated
behind a dresser, but French made him
come oul.

“You killed my partner, you cheap
hireling,” broke out French; “now help
me put Irwin (the manager) on the
bed; I don’t want to hurt him any
more.” The watchman obeyed with
speed.

“Now help me bring in my partner,
and T'11 attend to you!” The young
man’s body was brought in, the head
aimost shot away. French looked at
it a minute, then turned quietly to the

n and sald:
“Now, you coyole, I'm going to kill

little breast- |

has been in its day a formidable rival |
of Dodge.City and the lurid Colorado |
It was in the neighborhood |

a “prairie hill, with the dense woods of |
stretching away, apparently boundless, |

moun- |
tain and Bird creek the country is rich '

evening in the fall of 1885 and, with |

He raised his |

French's com- |

it §

I

you! The watchman pleaded for his
life, explaining that he was now un-
armed; but French, laving down his
| Winchester. drew his hig 45 pistol. As
| he was raising the gun to aim, in a
ld»hhﬂrat?, tantalizing way, the wound-
ed manager : raised himseif with ons
arm, pulled a big revolver from under
| the pillow and fired twice in rapid suc-
jw‘u.on. Both bullets went through
| French's neck, just below the ears. The
ldespf-radn staggered, but did not fall

He dropped his gun and, running f n
| the store, bolted madly for the shelter
of the Spunkey creek woods. A pur-
suing posse fourd him dying in an In-
dian cabin, and the watehman was
allowed to hastem the death with a
charge from the murderer’s shotgun.
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In following the histories of the bad
men, among the various causes that
| 1ead them into a life of crime—the lave
| of whisky, jealousy. a weak will- -stares
out startlingly plain the maxim: “Spare
the rod and spoil the child.” Parental
over-indulgence, a father’'s careless

oversight of a quick-tempered, ‘i!m?'-*ﬂ'f
of

ous boy, the half-criminal pride
some in the precocious wickedn
their sons—these start the youngs
to hell at the double quick. The case
| of Johnnie Pointer illustrates: ]
{ While he was still a boy Johnnie
| Pointer was credited with writing these
| verses:

“While boldly 1 rove and wander
| What's the old man’s money to me
He'll give me all I can

Angd still I'm his Johnnie,

arrested

be
| + But we're all of us working for fame,

| “it mav be T'll some time

{ What care I how that is M'.;“'r*;nc)w
For the end -of all men is the same.

“pu kill. T'l rob. and T'll plunder,
And come out the best way I can: |

Should 1 have to go ©on the gallows,
'l die like the bravest of men.

At the age of 12 he attempted to burn
a little boy, a companion at play with
him in the woods; for this, like the boy
in the sarcastic Englishman’'s verses
he was roundly reprimanded. A little
later he stabbed a boy with a pocket-
knife, and a Missouri judge fined
$50. His father paid the fine
Johnnie, on going home,
boasted: *“T knew the old man
pay up before he’d let me
{ jail.” i

From horse stealing. 3
consequences of which he fled '.0:1 exas
on money furnished by his father,
{ Johnnie Pointer passed to murder. He
| was captured, tried before Judge Pat'_’r;-
er of Fort Smith and sentenced to be
hanged. 3
‘.his brave pledge early made in th
verses quoted. He was given the priv-
ilege of naming the hour of his execu-
tion: he said 3:30 in the aftornmm;
When the minute came he weakened

and
proudiy

would
go to

to escape

| He was granted fifteen minutes.
the last he went tottering and mum-
biing cravenly to his death.

Ursine Joker.

the Sioerian bear at Bronx park n“mg-
{ lieious humor. Yet one of the chief de-
lights of the long-haired ursine i ) tease

the big grizzly in the n cage. The Si-
berian bear does not eat all the meal
| given him for dinner. He saves bit and

| pushes it up close to the bars separ:
i gtm from t??e grigzly. The grizzly trie
push his paw through, but can't heai.
the Siberian bear thoves the meat forward
and backward, to one side and
with the plain intention of tant
rizzly. _
gln ;:his he succeeds admirably. After
many attempts the grizzly retirées
wrath te a corner of his cage. As 2
goes he lets out a growl which plainly
says: :
“If T ecould get through those bars h,':
more than the piece of meat that would
be eatem. There would be one iess bad
| Siberign in the world.” ;
! When the other hears in the cage with
| the bi

to

zing the

grizzly hear that growl they are
| caref to keep out of his way antil his

| bad humor vanishes.

! A machine of pure, clean steel, kneads
| our dough for Royal bread. No sweat
| from the human hands ané bedy to
make it unciean. Buy it and see that
the label! is on it. For =sale at ali
grocers, and served in all first-class
lmunruns. Royal Bregd.

him |

the |

It was a chance to redeem |
the |

and begged for half an houg ‘AOI\D"{"‘.‘

z ot |
From appearances no one would suspect

ting |
Then, |

» other, |

| FICTION STRANGER THAN FACT.

| Yarn About an Betate Betrays Eng-
lishman Into Aectual Bankmuptcy.

i (New York Times.)

« Disclosures of a remarkable charac-
| hawve been made in the course of
l’* bankruptcy proceedings against
i

i

!

{

|

1

|

| ter

James Marson, d ribed 2= a
gentleman of Bramber street, Sheffieid
examinafion has been
gine die. Marson, whoSe
amounts to £5.311, had
of an ate in Canada, and
gth of being to im-
mense pry rtyv he borrowed large sums
of money, debts of this charaeter form-

bert

whose
{ adjc
defi

visions

public
arned
fency

es

{ on the heir

i‘ ing the major portion of his ifabilities.
{ Up to the middle of 1897 Marson was a
[ mercantile clerk. Then he heard from

a cousin. =0 he states, that
| to an estate in Can
timation he did ne¢
sit at his desk.
| communications began o
across he water from
“agents.” “W. Williamson
from PBroekville, Canada
the supposed estate, put
the property 300 000,
ame a telegram from “Ingleb
ner agent, - "“m!"b-"’i that in a
in the strong room at the hall 109
bags of g€old dust, 160 £5 bars
case of diamonds, had 1
| discovered. The value of that find was
t down at amother £2.500,000
Further investigations of this strong
at intervals of about 2 week re-
d in the finding of a larger case of
monds and fifty small ingots
| goid. besides interesting papers “‘show-
{ ing how this colossal fortune had been
In March, 1898 one of the
mmunicated information thsz

he was heir
sr this in-
to
fterwards

aa. #
‘v'inz
Shortly

continue

arrive from
various

the

the va
and a

at £

later

| £5
| one

and

ete.,

af

there was
{ warning att Later the key
was procured. Then the door was
opered and a >, disclosed.

risible

1se ‘drop’ into
depth.’ Pur-
of common oc-

period,
under his no-
into negotiasions
of a yacht.
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REMARES ABOUT $30,000 CASH.

{ for the purchase

{ To See It Lying in a Window Losing

| Interest Grieves a Practical Man.
N York Sun.)

Elizabeth ané®

ng their show

in an effort t
he public th

{(New

lollar in dot vin-

laimed one

look at d

nu

—— o ey -
Shooting the Shoots.

> Journal.)

1N orth s
Farmer—Well, 1§}
ST G =S S s

ONLY $1.00

no;

To Ogden and Return. Kolitz.
Sunday August 10th, via Oregon Short

Line. Special trairn at 10:00 2. m.
cial retarning at 9:00 p. m.
ments served on train free.




