
Curiosities of Everyday Lite on the Klondike.
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Then rame Cad Wilson, a popular fig-

ire at one of thi vaudeville theaters, and
L dozen of her female companions. Their
(ntrance created a flurry among strictly
•p.speetable society women. Several of
:hem put on their wraps an<i departed]
Dthers went to the manager, who had
ruarantecd the hall to be conducted in a
Jioroughly respectable manner.

The manager, very loth, went to Miss
JVilsnn and represented the situation.

'"Did you noi personally Invite me to
:he ball and did Inot consent to come
inly after repeated assurances that it
A-as your Ire?" demanded the per-
rjrbed actress.
The uneasy manager admlttpd his fault,

laying: "But you see how it is; I
—I,"

"Very well," retorted the Irate actress
Jatly; "you go up on that platform and
list announce to these people that Icame
u-re on your rsonaJ invitation, and add,
:no, that you know Iam a respectable
vnman."

"Oh, but, Cad, you wouldn't aek me to
In that: See the position it would place

ne in," protested the perspiring man-

"Exactly," returned the. woman; "but
lee the Ition you have placed me In.
IVhen you do as Isay, I'llgo, and until
row do itIwon't budge."

To Bettle the excitement the manager
*-as obliged to do as the actress asked.
He added: "I nsider Miss Wilson a
perfect lady, the very best of her class
n Dawson"— whatever that mearjt.

The actress then retired in dignity and
xiun., (• • •
The Miner in Itr- next issue made, this in-

rid^nt the subject of a long editorial, in
(vhi(\u25a0!. It sympathizes With Miss Wilson
md reflected in queer terms upon all the
Jther women who were at th>» ball.

Here is part of what it said:
It i.s probable that there is no

Other city of the same size on earth
that has so small a percentage of
what would be termed truly good
and resnectable women. That there
are good women here we all know.
That th^r^ is any considerable
number of such we all doubt. And
that of the very BmalJ number lior«
there are many such who attendpublic balls, where itis weli under-
stood that they may come in con-
tact with the half world: so, after
subjecting themselves to almost
certain contact with those whom
thf»y would not receive as guests at
thfir homes, complain and demand
that \u25a0 he floor i c cleared of all save
those whom they Imagine come up
to their standard. We do not be-
iiere there are any. • • •

Think
of It: A eelect dance as a monojr '-v

McClarty's body was car- .
ned for burial by h>is four

~

partners over the frozen .
trail to Dawsoi), twenty-five
miles away. T*

making' scheme to
r>° attempted nnlv by
the pure and holy:

Cou! one set In a single nuad-
rille bo filled if all of our elect
who answer the debtiription
should attend at once? We he-
lieve it could be filled—but with
difficulty. •• * '
This incident and editorial created quite

a fuss in and out of Dawson "society,"
and at least one man went to the editor
with the expressed Intention of doing him
harm in the belief, no doubt, that Borne

woman dear to him who, perhaps, had
been at the ball, was by the editorial be-
Bmirched. But the editor talked him out

of it. • • •
bold a $50,000 Mir\e

for a Chromo

JAMES
MORRISON, well known at

Juneau, is the owner of one of the
richesi claims on Hunker Creek— No.
"'> below. He has twenty-four men
a 1work, eight or ten holes down,

and the smoke from his fires at night
envelop* 9 the creek valley for a mile.
He was offered $40,000 for the claim by
J. J. Healy last winter, declined and has
been carrying on development ever since,
and his dumps are probably worth now
more than $50,000. Among the workmen
on the claim is old Tom Young, the man
who staked it.

Morrison came to Dawson in 1897 with
the intention of starting a saloon, but
finding rents so high and whisky so scarce
he decided to tend bar and weigh gold
for another man Instead. On the wall of
the saloon hung a large picture of a

\u25a0wood nymph which Morrison had brought
with him.

Among the patrons of the bar was Tom
Young, and he took a great fancy to this
picture. Young had been shut up in this
country for ten years, and to him thi3
particular chromo was a revelation in art.
Tom was then married to or was living
with a squaw, their home being a dingy

little cabin across the Klondike In what
was then an Indian village. But he
wanted to take that picture home to his
cabin and his squaw, and In exchange for
it he offered Morrison the claim No. 3'J,
Hunker. •;''\u25a0' ;

Not much was known of Hunker at that
time. Although Discovery and some ad-
Joining claims away up had been turning

out rich dirt, few claims lower down had
been more than prospected. However,
Dick Low, the man who discovered the
•riches of Skookum's benches, had just at
that time paid $1000 for No. 40, and Mor-
rison argued that If so wise or lucky a
man might risk so much money he (Mor-
rison) could afford to chance so little as
a cheap chromo.

The trade of the picture for the- mine
was made and Tom carried the garish
thing away in great satisfaction, and Jim
went out to look at his purchase.

He let a couple of lays that samo year.
The layman found the pay streak. Jim
is now hiß own foreman and Tom, tho
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o 1. J^anic Created by a Vaudeville /Ictress Dropping ir\
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o 2. The Difficult Burial of Jim J^lcGlarty.
o 3. Sold a $50,000 JMine for a Fifty-Gent Ckromo.
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o ir\ Gamp and Other Whale-Oil Sidelights or\ Society "as°
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"
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By Sam W. Wai!.

wood and sharpening the axes at $1 an
hour.

Jim says Tom shall have a big share
at the clean-up, r.s there's sure to be
enough for all and the picture of the
nymph was hardly worth the gold mine.• • •
Wear\] Trials of the

First Piar\o ir\ Gamp

THE
new piano was brought up on

one of the very late boats, and ar-
rived at Circle in good order about
the first week in September, bearing
on the box the address of the man

who kept the big saloon on the cor-
ner of the front Btreet, in the same block
with the company stores.

Its adveni In camp crestted almost a hol-
iday, and the \u25a0 iloonman was ;it once sat-
isfied thai he had made no mistake, costly
as his purchase probably was by the tlm»
it reached him. For three days from the
hour the thing was pui up on the pedestal
prepared for it and formally thrown open
with great eclat IIdid not again become
silent.

The saloon-keeper's wife hammered nt

It most, but everybody In the town took
his turn, struck the chords he loved the

Bang his collection of "comics and
lls," and gave place to the next

Impresario on the keys.
On the night of the third day the place

was filled with men of the rough miner
sort, gathered In groups about the piano,

tlic big Btove, the faro bank and along

the bar. A few women were in the crowd
near the pi;ino, which was doing its
noisiest. The group at the faro bank was
quiet and absorbed, that at the bar was
trying In drunken fashion to keep along

with the song, the smoke-blue, atmos-
phere quivering under the influence of

Just tell them that you saw me and
they will know the rest;

Just tell them that I'm looking well,
you know.

In the middle of thesong the pianist was
pulled off the stool, and the next man In

the long line waiting to get a whack at
the piano was pushed toward it. Though
it was the night of the. third day this
stranger had not yet taken his turn, al-
though he had been a constant and impa-

tieni attendant. This night he had taken
B drink or two more than previously. He

!\u25a0 11 on the stool with a sigh of satisfac-
tion and a hiccough. The stranger seated
himself and struck the keys with both
hands. Suddenly Kis face changed, he
forgot the ribald crowd about him and
with only a few preliminary chords he be-
gan tO sing "The Holy City."

By any single voice Ihave not heard It
done better— a round, smooth, strong, cer-
tain voice, that sang the song as it was
Intended it should be sung, with dignity
and power. It seemed to me, before the
slowly opening gates of the New Jenila-
lem.

The first verse was not finished before
the faro dealer had stopped the game at
the faro bank, the bartender lifted his
finger to the man who had called for a
drink as a sign that he must wait, the
£xuis- «/ jaw fOoasr fjhg b^r JisiA ih&in

glasses suspended, the smoke arose and
wound Itself BlowlyInto a blue circle over
the heads of the hushed and attentive
though half-drunken crowd. The singer
remained wrapped in his song to its fin-
Ish, slurring- not one note nor hurrying
one Interval. The light from the dirty and
ill-smelling coal oil lamps that hung
against and begrimed the walls even when
the curtain of tobacco smoke had risen to-
ward the rafters could to those at tha
farther end of the room scarcely reveal
the Ringer and his piano on the pedestal
as he repeated the closing lines of thesong.

For the space of say one whole note in-
terval the spell continued after the song
was finished. Then the singer rose., step-
ped down and became one of the crowd
again. Ffe was treated as a discovery.
They had not known he could, sing, or at
least that he could sing that way.

The delighted crowd dragged him to thebar, of course, but all the. expressions of
appreciation were comparatively subdued
and respectful, and there was nothing at
all of the kind that followed the first ren-
dering of "Isabella" and "The NewBully." The crowd drank to him, and
then they clamored for him to sing again.

But he said he would not, and he did
not; he .had sung more than he intended
to sing, and neither would he repeat this
or sing anything else, and he joined the
drinkers around the bar while another de-
lighted miner pounded gleefully on the
keys of the wearied piano and roared out
his sons, "Oh, Tellum That You Saw
Me." • • •
"Jhe Uncertain Funeral

of Jim McGlarhj

WHEN
making my tour of the

mines last March Istopped at
the cabin of James McClarty, a
hearty old whiskered Scotch-
man, at No. 3 below Discovery

on Hunker Creek. Cabining with him were
two extra congenial mates as joint own-
ers with him in the mine, Harry McDon-
fIflJJjyJ gj^[l[ri Mc^j^rty bfi^ Jed,

Tom Young, an old miner
who had been shut inon the

Yukon for years, rjad a claim
staked on Hunkers Creek-
One day he Wandered into a
saloon where a bathing
nymph chroroo was tacked
to the wall, h« Was greatly
struck with the colors, and
as he had no money he
offered his claim for the
picture. Jiro Morrison, tl}e
bartender, was working for
Wages and he accepted the

offer. He has just refused
$50,000, and Young is now
working on the clam) for
him. he stillhas the chromo
arjd calls It his "$50,000

the hard miner's life for years from
choice, because of Its comparative Inde-
pendence, but It had afforded him only
an existence heretofore. Now he had
struck It rich and modestly enough, as
we lay together on a convenient bunk that
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Cj fj"strictly respectable ball of the season" was #
w organized on the Klondike, and all went sweetly q.

£ till shortly after midnight, when Cad Wilson and #
£ several actresses suddenly appeared. Part of the 0

£ "strictly respectable set" fled, and the others In- 0
8 dlgnantly demanded of the manager of the affair 0
0 that "those actresses must be removed." The per- 0
0 piexed and nervous roanager approached Cad Wll- 0
0 son and explained the situation. "Ain'tIrespect- 8
0 able?" demanded Miss Wilson. "Of course," &"

replied the abject manager, "but, but
—" **

8 "Then get right up on that stage and tell the 5\*•*
audience so. Iwon't go till you do." ZS

£j And the perspiring manager had to do It. ff5! Next day the Klondike was bitterly divided In «
S opinion over the "strictly respectable ball." #
000000000000000000000000000000 0

•rening watching hi? partners and a pair
of tho neighbors In a boisterous game of
pedro, expressed the confidence that this
etriko wrmld yield him all he needed.
Iwent my way up the creek next morn-

Ing, but was back at Dawson again in
June. McClarty had been taken with the
fpvor. died and was buried so long before
that those who loved him most could
smile while they told the story of it.

When he realized that he -would not get
\u25a0well ho made his •will, put everything in
shape and. the time arriving, quite con-
tent, hade the boys? good-by. There re-
mained his body in the grimy little cabin.
From up and down the creek those who
had known him, hearing of his death,
gathered about it in great sorrow. The
death occurred in the evening and the
next morning the partners and two of the
men, who had born almost as close to
"the old man." started away for town,
carrying the body for burial In the city
cemetery. They had first drossed it as
neatly as the old man's "war sack" ad-
mitted and then sewed it up in a white
plore of tenting, which they let extend
out beyond the head and feet, the surplus
serving as handles by which they could
swing the weight between them over their
shoulders. Only two of them could carry
the burden at one time, for the trail was
narrow, following tho side hill through
the trees and underbrush.

Down the Klondike in the spring of the
year, just after the overflow, tho banks
along which the trail runs are wet and
muddy and the labor of traveling over it
increases. All that afternoon the four
men struggled down toward town over
the terrible trail, climbing up and down
the muddy banks, constantly shifting the
burden from the shoulders of one to the
other, and as often drawing help from
the bottle, until it became a helpless bot-

tle. Then they threw it into the river and
stumbled on toward town.

Itwas evening when they arrived there
very tired and very thirsty. They turned
In at the first saloon, set their burden on
the floor and had a long drink of old
Scotch. This was very reviving and they
had another. There were four In the

party and each must buy the liquor M
very tired were they and so glad to be
near the end of their journey. Then they
picked up the long bag, the contents of
which none in the saloon suspected, and
went into th*street. At the verynext door
stood the big sign of a liquor saloon and
very cheerily one of the party ordered
the others In. Here they called for five
glasses and, lifting from the floor the
long sack, now covered and soaked with
nuid and slime, stood it against the bar.
one of them crying, "Mac, old man, here"*
ten thousand blessings on your soul."
The sack slid along the bar to the floor,
and the four Inan effort to save Itstum-
bled and fell with it. Slowly they climbed
to their feet one by one and then united
in liftingthe heavy lump,

"It's the first time Iever knew you to
turn away from old Scotch, Mac," saidone, "but you're off your liquor now,
and it's not we that are blaming you."

Slowly and unsteadily they Bwung the
sack between them again and lumbered
out of the door, the weight swinging
with their uncertain steps, striking heav-
ily against the door posts and causing
the passers-by to give them a wide way
to avoid contact with its mud and slime.They turned naturally into the next sa-
loon, and from it went Into the next and
the next, all down the Front-street line,
the handling of their Burden and the
treatment of their dead guest becoming
in each more free and reckless. Thaghastly jest soon attracted a following,
and a crowd surrounded the four andtheir queer charge, and went with them
from saloon to saloon, buying drinks In
their turn to heighten the effects, until
at last a squad of policemen broka
through the party, who, glasses in hand,
were at the time dancing a cancan about
the dirty bag as it was made to sit In»
chair at a Btud poker table.

The police took charga of. tha bods

(which was .afterward properly and with
all solemnity buried), and having: been
advised of all the circumstances and the
close relationship between McClarty
when livingand the dead, they merely
put tho quartet to bed.
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