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CHAPTER XIX—COSTI.WBD.
On the morning o f , tlia 7th d  July 

there were six soldier» from Port Ellis at 
Benson’s Landing. They were going to 
the Crow agency and with Dr. Hunters 
youngest son, Stonewall, and two civil
ians, were crossing the river in the same 
boat, hung on the same rotten wire, 
which breaking, had caused the death 
o f Frank Williams a month before. 
When the boot was in the strongest cur
rent, the Wire again broke and four sol
diers, Stonie Htinter and one of the civil
ians were drowned. As the boat filled 
Seargent Frie (who had diaige of the 
detachment) jumped out and started 
swimming for shore. When about half 
way to safety, ho beard little btonic. cry 
for help, and turning back swam to the 
boy and taking him on his shoulders 
again turned to shore, but his strength 
gave out under this double burden and 
they sank and disappeared.

To appreciate this act of heroism the 
circumstances must be known. In high 
water, as it was then, the river runs at 
this place With a velocity of twelve miles' 
an hour, with quick circling eddies that 
can hardly be breasted by the best swim
mers. When Frie first turned he was 
assured of his own safety for he was in
comparatively smooth water, but his 
generous heart could not bear to hear the 
cry o f s  chiïd in distress, and he went 
back—to^ ie as heroes do.

Four men who were herding Martin & 
Myers’ cattle, were camped on that fork 
o f  Shields river that heads near Flathead 
pass. When the news came to Bozeman 
of the killing d t  Hughes, and of the pres
ence in  the pnm tiy of a large 8ioux war 
party, the first idea o f its people was, 
that the herders might need help, so 
twelve men mounted and went to where 
they were camped. The boys were all 
right and liad seen no Indians. Theday 
after, W. F. Sloan, J. W. Giannis, Harry 
Roe and Richaréam, mounted their 
homes and rode to a hill about one and a 
half miles away, to look for some cattle.

* As they came to the brow of the hill, 
they received a volley from about twenty 
Indians who were concealed behind it. 
The home rode by Grannis bucked, and 
threw him off; lie struck the ground in 
euch a way as to break bis arm near the 
wrist. Though feint with pain he jump
ed up and ran down the hill. Sloan, 
whose horse was shot through the abdo
men, stopped when but a short distance 
away from the Indians, and took Gran
nis behind him and the wounded horse 
took his double burden a mile and then 
gave upand died. The other two in the 

- party had put the spurs to their horses 
and gone at foil speed to camp. The In
dians did not pursue them, but capturing 
the loose horse went their way.

Indians had showed themselves sev
eral times during the early summer 
around the agency at Stillwater, but 
owing to lack of opportunity had done 
no harm. In July a squad of men with 
ox-teams moved to a camp about eigh
teen miles down the Stillwater, to get 
out logs for the agency. About two 
weeks after their arrival here, a.party of 
Indians came on to Mexican Joe, who 
was herding the cattle about a mile from 
the camp, and killed him. The firing 
was plainly heard by White Calfee, who 
was in camp but he being alone, could 
do nothing but saddle his horse and save 
himself by going to the agency. The 
body o f the herder was found the next 
day lying in the creek, thrown there it is 
supposed by the Indians.

A little later on in July, a band of 
Sioux made another raid on the stoçk at 
the Crow agency and captured or killed 
all of the work cattle, which were feed
ing about half a mile from the agency 
buildings. Two men who were herding 
them, fired at the Indians as they dashed 
in, and then spurred their horsestowards 
the brush that lined the creek. The 
Sioux firedjei>eatedly at the retreating 
herders, and one of their many shots h it 
James Hildebrand in the arm and cut an 
artery. He rode about a hundred yards 
after being h it and becoming feint fell 
off offris horse and was soon killed by 
Indian arrows. The other herder arrived 
a t the agency unharmed but badly de
moralized.

fT T T  buildings were not com
pleted and the workman had been busily 
engagft^ln cutting and hauling logs, but 
th ey  could not be induced to go out after 
this, till Nelson Story came down with 
twelve men, when work went on as 
before. i

While Story's train was going down 
tbe Yellowstone bottom, and as it  was 

' crossing one of the Deer creeks, Captain 
Dusold, xfALat time United States mar
shal, was shot at by two young Sioux 
warriprjfesbo were hidden in the brush, 
Mr. Storj^Mich Boyer and two others, 
gave chaSCffco, but did not succeed in 
(»telling them, but in coming back from 
the d iese they found and took the cache 
made by the Indian boys when they had 
strippdd W t the fight There was in it, 
two blankets, two saddles, several pairs 
o f moccasins and a nice pipe.

' m

CHAPTER XX.

When the buildings at Fort Pease were 
all completed, the lime dragged for its 
inmates; almost the only excitement was 
hunting and small parties were contin
ually going ou t One of these parties 
found a club-footed horse running loose 
and had driven him to the stockade. 
He was found to be mean and balkv and 
a chain was fastened to one foot and he 
was allowed to run loose. His favorite 
feeding place was at aliout 500 yards 
away and in plain sight of the stockade. 
^Several times during the fall tbe Indians 
.tried to run him off, but only succeeded 
In making targets of themselves for all 
of the rifles in the fort. Eajh war party 
as they came,up tried this and not till 
two warriors were killed did they let old 
club-foot alone.

Tbe pets o f the little garrison were a 
greyhound, brought down by Maj. Pease 
and a raven that was taken from its nest 
in the spring and tamed. The former 
was very fleet and twice during the sum
mer was sent after antelope that bad 
come nèar the post, and each time she 
had caught and killed one.

Tbe raven was a great thief and noth
ing bright that was in its power to handle

escaped its mischeivous talons and every 
new comer in the fell would be astonish
ed by the raven’s  alighting on his shoul
der and croaking in his ear. The bird 
disappeared kbout the first o f December 
and it was supposed that he had been 
killed by some hard hearted one o f the 
party from whom he had been stealing 

But a few days-after McKenzie and 
party’s fight, a force of about 500 Sioux, 
supposed to be the war party that had 
been committing depredations on the 
upper river, came circling around the 
bottom and fired at the stockade from 
long range. The garrison ftom the out
side portion and from port holes in the 
stockade, sent a lively fire and soon after 
the Big Horn gun was rolled out and the 
Indians had received a few shells from 
it, they retired from the argument with 
several of their number wounded.

Soon after this McCormick with three 
others went afoot up the river to Boze
man. At Benson’s Landing he made two 
boats and loading them with goods again 
went down the river. With him were 
George Herendeen, John Williamson 
and another man.

Herendeen, after parting with Mqjor 
Pease at Buford, had gone up the Mis
souri river by steamer to Carrol and 
overland from there to Bozeman.

McCormick left one o f the boats and 
most of his goods at Baker’s battle ground 
in charge of Herendeen and with the 
other boat and the remainder of the 
goods he accompanied by Williamson 
went on to Fort Pease and next day 
started again up the river for another 
load of goods.

In November E. S. Topping built 
mackinaw at Bonder's, on tbe upper 
river and with a load o f specimens from 
the National Park, started down the river 
on his way to the Centennial. David 
Kennedy, an ex-soldier from F t  Ellis, 
accompanied him on the- trip. A days 
run brought them to Benson’s Landing, 
and finding there Jack McKenzie and 
Billy Smith preparing to take a stock of 
goods down the river, they awaited there 
till the third day, when the fleet of four 
boats started down together.

McKenzie’s boats were not well hand
led and were turned over several times 
on the trip. At least half of his mer
chandise was lost and nearly all of the 
remainder was carried in the large boat. 
When near Ft. Pease the weather turned 
cold and Topping, seeing that the river 
was going to freeze up, concluded to stop 
near the fort for the winter and wolf, so 
just above the mouth of the Big Horn he 
left some provisions, ammunition and 
bedding and ran the boat down to 
Pease. Here Kennedey and William 
son who had joined at Baker’s battle 
ground walked back and packed their 
things about three miles up the Big 
Horn, and built there a small log house, 
then went to hunting and putting out 
wolf bruts.

In the latter part o f September the 
boys commenced putting out wolf baits 
and as the Indians did not show them
selves they wentouttwo or three together 
to skin the wolves. About the firet of Oc
tober a German pamed Fred Harlan 
went out, against advice, alone to a bait 
Just after he disappeared in the hills 
back of tbe fort, a volley was heard in 
that direction and a party of about eight 
men went right- out there and found 
Harlan’s body Iving just at the head of a 
little coulie. Tbe signs indicated that 
he had had no chance to fight but was 
killed by the first volley, which was fired 
from close quarters.

No more Indians weite seen for two 
months and the wolfers were out in every 
direetton; baits were spread on both 
sides of the Yellowstone as far down as 
the Rosebud and up the Big and Little 
Horn rivers to the Big Horn range.

McCormick had bought a large stock 
of goods at Bozeman and early in Novem
ber started with it down the river. The 
weather turned suddenly cold and at the 
mouth of Sweetgrass creek he was stop
ped by ice and had to go back to Boze
man for teams to transport his goods to 
their destination.

At the fort quite a large number of 
w olfskins were being brought in daily 
and it bid feir to be a prosperous season 
for the trappers, till near the middle of 
December, when the Uncapapa Indians 
again came and in strong force. The first 
sign of their presence was shown on the 
16th of December, when they attacked 
ToDping A Co., on the Big Horn and 
fought them for seven hours.

Kennedey and Williams had killed a 
large number of buflalo, on the 15th and 
next morqing arose early to skin some of 
these, which they had not been able to 
attend to the day before. Topping. had 
come in late at night tired from a trip up 
the Big Horn and did not get up the next 
morning till breakfast was ready. Just 
as the firet two were getting up from the 
table (an elk skin spread on the ground) 
they heard tramping outside, which they 
thought was made by a band of buffalo, 
so Kennedey ran one way and William
son the other, while Topping continued 
his breakfast. In a moment Ute latter 
heard two shots that came close together 
from the direction that Kennedey had 
taken, and knowing then that it was In
dians, he seized his gun and ran out. At 

. about seventy-flyc yards from the cabin 
he met Kennedey and together they ran 
back; bullets came whistling between 
and around them, hut luckily neither 
was hit.

Kennedey had run right among twenty 
of the savages but did not like to shoot, 
for he had the impression that they were 
Crows, l i e  was soon undeceived for one 
directly in front shot at hipi with 
Winchester. He instantly returned the 
fire and knocked the Indian off of his 
horse, then started back. Williamson 
reached the cabin just after the others 
and reported seeing a hundred Indians 
which, when his mind became clearer 
came down to eight. The Indians posted 
themselves on either side of the little 
cabin and sent in quite a lively fire till 
nearly nigbt The chimney of split 
sticks, plastered with mud, was shot to 
pieces and the outside of the logs was 
dotted with bullet holes. The boys in
side were shooting slowly through the 
port holes and only when they saw 
good opportunity. They succeeded in 
killing three of their assailants, and by

the signs found two days afterward, when 
Topping and a small party from the post 
went back for their thingB, quite a  large 
number was wounded. Just before son 
down the firing ceased and when it be
came dark, the three whites slipped to 
the river and went down on the iee to 
Fort Pease, at which place they stayed 
the remainder o f the winter.

On the morning o f the 15th Orin Ma
son, Jeff Thompson and Billy Casto, left 
Baker’s battle ground, for the Big Horn 
river, to take a port in the winter’s wolf
ing. They had their riding and five 
pack horses loaded with provisions, am
munition, etc. Their intention was to 
go to Topping’s camp, but not knowing 
its exact location, they went too high up 
and came in sight of this river about ten 
miles above its mouth. As they came to 
the edge of its bottom, about a hundred 
Indians came dashing from coulies on 
each side and in front. They saw at 
once that all they had to hope for, was 
to savg themselves, so they left their 
horses and ran to a little washout near 
by and from it fired at every Indian that 
showed his head. About fifteen minutes 
after the fight commenced, Onn Mason, 
while raising his head to take aim at an 
Indian was hit in the forehead by a bul
let and instantly killed. The other boys 
fought on for about three hours, when 
the Indians drew off, and the two sur
vivors after burying Mason’s body in a 
grave dug by knives and hands, took 
their weary way back up the river. 
Casto was untouched but Thompson had 
been hit in the finger by a small bullet, 
that had cut off the bone but had left the 
skin on either side.

(to be continued.)

WOHIN AT THE BAT.

A Novel Game o f  Base Ball Between 
Teams ofC olored Girls.

From tin Philadelphia Prêt».
I f  poor patient, melancholic Job could 

have seen the game of base ball played 
Friday afternoon at Lainokin, Pennsyl
vania, between the Dolly Vardenand tbe 
Captain Jinks Clubs, of South Chester, 
he would have laughed heartily. The 
two clubs were composed exclusively of 
young colored women. Some of them 
were attired in ordinary female garb, but 
some were not. Three of the plavers in 
the Dolly Varden club wore salt-bag 
“Jerseys” over their petticoats with holes 
cut for the arms and legs. When they 
ran they looked like sugar-cured bams 
on stilts, and when they remained mo
tionless and perpendicular they most 
resembled Dore’s pictures of Beelzebub. 
They ran like deer, threw the ball like a 
boy, with the right arm, and batted with 
lusty grace and freedom from restraint, 
that was to say the least, novel.

The grounds were decidedly rural. On 
one side was a scrap of woods, on another 
the railroad, on the third a muddy brook, 
and, fronting the field, on the remaining 
side, there ran a row of dilapidated wood
en shanties, upon the roofs of which, as 
well as on tbe adjacent fences, were 
perched as miscellaneous an assemblage 
of colored folks as ever the sun looked 
down upon. The Dolly Varden club was 
the firet to arrive, headed by Ella Harris, 
the captain and «atelier. The Captain 
Jinks club was two minutes and thirty 
seconds late by tbe brass watch of Jennie 
Pepper, the umpire, a lank, dusky lass 
who wore a striped calico dress, stockings 
to match, button shoes minus the but
tons, and an old sunbonnet that looked 
as if  it had been baked by the sttns of 
7,000 summers. Jennie tossed up a bat
tered copper penny. The Dolly Vardens 
shouted “Heads!” and, after a scramble, 
it was found in the long green grass, heads 
up. The firet inning was comparatively 
uneventful. Fannie Watts, the catcher, 
nearly broke her back reaching for a zig
zag foul. Ella Harris batted a ball over 
into the woods. The center-fielder in 
climbing the fence, tore her shirt, and in 
rummaging among the underbrush for 
the missing ball, ran alliorn  in the big 
toe ot her right foot, whereat she sat 
down on a stump and wept and delayed 
the game fifteen minutes hunting for the 
thorn. The Dolly Vardens were retired 
with two runs. The Captain Jinks cap
tain, Fannie Watts, went to the bat She 
drove a high fly, away out past the left 
fielder, and ran around the bases twice 
before it was recovered. The Dolly Var
dens stoutly maintained that only one 
run could be scored, but Fannie Watts 
slapped the scorer in the face, and made 
her put down two runs. Then there was 
a squabble.

Martha Mustard broke her bat bang
ing it against the home-plate, and Anna 
Maria Jones sent a “grounder” skipping 
along the muddy grass to the pitcher, 
Ella Robertson. That industrious and 
agile young colored woman attempted to 
catch it in her apron, but it whistled 
through a hole that she didn’t know was 
there, and hit Philopena Morris, the 
short stop, on the nose.

There were no other interesting epi
sodes until the final inning, the fifteenth. 
The Dolly Vardens had sixty-three runs 
and the Captain Jinks sixty-two. The 
excitement was great. Fannie Watts 
knocked the ball into the water' can, 
filling it with grease, and dirt and grass. 
Jennie Pepper allowed Anna Maria Jones 
to hit at four balls because the former 
declared the firet ball was a foul, although 
she hadn’t hit at it at all. There,was 
another squabble. Philopena Morris 
ripped the ball on a high fly that went 
down the chimney of one of the houses. 
Hannah Kates knocked the firet base 
mistress down and tore her salt-bag 
Jersey. Rose Feely hit the umpire in 
the head with the bat for calling her out 
on a foul. Maria Thompson ran around 
the course with the ball in the pocket to 
keep from being put out, and dared any
body to lay their hands on her. Susie 
Corbatt tripped and fell and ploughed up 
the ground with her dusky nose, filling 
her ears with grass. Martha Mustard 
ran away with the ball and has not since 
been found, and the game was declared 
a drew, with sixty-seven runs scored on 
both sides. The match broke up in a 
free light Both dubs walked back to 
Chester lively as hornets, a melancholy 
array of disjointed knuckles, ragged 
dresses, torn salt-bag “Jerseys” and 
braised laces, dusty, exhausted and look
ing like a band o f “Jubilee Singers” on 
an off n ight______________ _

Human calculation cannot limit tbe 
influence of one atom of wholesome 
knowledge, patiently acquired, modestly 
possessed and feithfutly used.

De heart dat is born good is al’ere 
good, an’ de heart dat is born bad can
not be changed. De bad heart may make 
a show of goodness, but de truly good 
heart can al’ere see through de kiver ob 
deceit.

THE BAD BOY.
LBBMS VP LIFE S IM  FOB THB AMUSE

MENT OF ALL.

Doctors Mis Pa and  S a m  th a t  W orth ; 
f r o n  a  B rnnkard’s Grave.

Prom Peck’t  Sun.

“Come in,” said the grocery man to the 
bad boy, as the youth stood on the steps 
in an uncertain sort of a way, as though 
he did not know whether he would be 
welcome or not. “I tell you, boy, I pity 
you. I understand your pa has got to 
drinking again. It is too bad. I can’t 
think of anything that humiliates a boy, 
and makes him so ashamed, as to have a 
father that is in the habit of hoisting in 
too much benzine. A boy feels as though 
everybody was down on him, and I don’t 
wonder that such boys often turn out 
bad. What started your pa to drinking 
again ?”

“O, ma thinks it was losing money on 
the Chicago races. You see, pa is great 
on pointers. He don’t usually bet unless 
lie has got a sure thing, but when he 
gets *h at they call a pointer, that is, 
somebody tells him a certain horse is 
sure to win, because the other horses are 
to be pulled back, he thinks a job has 
been put up, and if  he thinks he is inside 
the ring he will bet. He says it does not 
do any hurt to bet, if  you win, and he 
argues that a man who wins lots of 
money can do a great deal of good with 
it. But he had to walk home from the 
Chicago races all the same, and he has 
been steaming ever since. Pa can’t stand 
adversity. But I guess we have got him 
all right now. He is the scariest man 
you ever saw,” and the boy took a can 
opener and began to cut the zinc under 
the stove, just to see if  it would work as 
well on zinc as on tin.

“What, you haven’t been dissecting 
him again, have you?” said the grocery 
man, as he pulled a stool up beside the 
boy to hear the news. “How did you 
bring him to his senses?”

“Well, ma tried having the ministers 
talk to pa, but pa talked Bible, about tak
ing a little wine for the stomach’s sake, 
and gave illustrations about Noah get
ting full, so the minister couldn’t brace 
him up, and then ma had some of the 
sisters come and talk to him, but he 
broke them all up by talking about what 
an appetite they had for champagne 
punch when they were out in camp last 
summer, and they couldn’t have any ef
fect on him, and so ma said she guessed 
I would have to exercise my ingenuity 
on pa again. Ma lias an idea that I have 
got some sense yet, so I told her that if 
she would do just as I said, me and my 
chum would scare pa so he would swear 
off. She said she would, and we went to 
work. Firet I took pa’s spectacles down 
to an optician, Saturday niglit, and had 
the glasses taken out and a pair put in 
their place that would magnify, and I 
took them home and put them in pa’s 
spectacle case. Then I got a suit of 
clothes from my chum’s uncle’s trank, 
about half tbe size of pa’s clothes. My 
churn’s uncle is a very small man, and 
pa is corpulent. I got a ulug hat three 
sizes smaller than pa’s hat, and took the 
name out of pa’s hat and put it in the 
small hat. I got a shirt about half big 
enough for pa, and put his initials on the 
thing under the bosom, and got a num
ber fourteen collar. Pa wears seventeen. 
Pa had promised to brace up and go to 
church Sunday morning, and ma put 
these small clothes where pa could put 
them on. I told ma, when pa woke up, 
to tell him he looked awfully bloated, 
and excite his curiosity, and then send 
for me.”

“You didn’t, play such a trick as that 
on a poor old man, did you?” said the 
grocery man, as a smile came over his 
face.

“You bet. Desperate diseases require 
desperate remedies. Well, ma told pa 
he looked awfully bloated, and that his 
dissipation was killing him, as well as all 
the rest of the family. Pa said he guess
ed he wasn’t bloated very much, but he 
got up and put on his spectacles and look
ed at himself in the glass. You’d a dide 
to see him look at himself. His face 
looked as big as two faces, through the 
glasses, and bis nose was a sight. Pa 
looked scared, and then he held up his 
hand and looked at that. His hand 
looked like a ham. Just then I came in, 
and I turned pale, with some chalk on 
my face, and I begun to cry, and I said, 
‘O, pa, what ails you? Yon are so swell- 
ed up I hardly knew you.’ Pa looked 
sick to bis stomach, and then he tried to 
get on the liants. O, my, it was all I 
could do to keep from laughing to see 
him pull them pants on. He could just 
get his legs in, and when I got a shoe 
horn and gave it to him, he was mad. He 
said it was a mean boy that would give 
his pa a shoe horn to put on pants with. 
The liants wouldn’t come around pa into 
ten inches, and pa said he must bave eat 
something that disagreed with him, and 
he laid it to watermelon. Ma stuffed her 
handkerchief in her mouth to keep from 
lading, when she see. pa look at hissclf. 
The legs of the pants were so tight pa 
couldn’t hardly breathe, and he turned 
pale, and said, ‘Hennery, your pa is a 
mighty sick man,’ and then ma and me 
both laughed, and he said we wanted 
him to die so we could spend his life in
surance in riotous living. But when pa 
put on that condensed shirt, ma she laid 
down on the lounge and fairly yelled, 
and I laughed till my side ached. Pa got 
it over bis head, and got his hands in the 
sleeves, and couldn’t get it either way, 
and lie couldn’t see us laugh, but he 
could bear us, and lie said, ‘It’s darned 
funny, aint it, to bave a liaient swelled 
up this way. If I bust you will both be 
sorry.’ Well, ma took bold of one side 
of the shirt, and I took hold of the other, 
and we pulled it on, and when pa’s head 
came up through tbe collar, his face was 
fairly blue. Ma told hint she was afraid 
he would have a stroke ot apoplexy be
fore he got his clothes on, and I guess pa 
thought so too. He tried to get the col
lar on, but it wouldn’t go half way 
around his neck, and he looked in the 
glass and cried, he looked so. He sat 
down in a chair and panted, he was so 
out of breath, and the shirt and pants 
ripped, and pa said there was no use liv
ing if  he was going to Le a rival to a fat 
woman in the side-show. Just then I 
put the plug hat on pa's head, and it was 
so small it was going to roll off, when pa 
tried to fit it on his head, and then he 
took it off and looked inside of it, to see 
if  it was his hat, and when he found his 
name in it, he said, Take it away. My 
head is all wrong to.’ Then he told me 
to go for the doctor mighty quick. I got 
the doctor and told him what we were

trying to do with pa, and he said he 
would finish the job. So the doc came 
in and pa was on the lounge, and when 
the doc saw him he said it'was lucky be 
was called just as he was, or wc would 
have called an undertaker. He put some 
pounded ice on pa’s head the firet thing, 
ordered the shirt cut open, and we got 
the pants off. Then he gave pa an eme
tic, and bad his feet soaked, and pa said, 
‘Doc, if  you will bring me opt of this I 
will never drink another drop.’ The doc 
told pa that his life was not worth a but
ton if  he ever drank again,and left about 
half a pint of sugar pills to be fired into 
pa every five minutes. Ma and me sat 
up with pa all day Sunday, and Monday 
morning I changed the spectacles, and 
took the clothes home, and jilong about 
noon pa sud  he felt as though he could 
get up. Well, you never see a tickleder 
man than he was when he found the 
swelling had gone down so he could get 
his pants and shirt on, and he says that 
doctor fa the best in this town. Ma says 
I am a smart boy, and pa has taken the 
pledge, and we are all right. Say, you 
don’t think there is anything wrong in a 
boy playing it on his pa,onoe in a while, 
do you?"

“Not much ! you have very likely saved 
your pa’s life. No, sir, joking is all right 
when by so doing you can break a per
son o f a bad habit,” and the grocery man 
cut a chew of tobacco off a piece of plug 
that was on the counter, which the boy 
had soaked in kerosene, and before be 
had fairly got it rolled in his cheek he 
spit it out and began to gag, and as tly; 
boy started leisurely out the door the 
grocery man said,“Look-a-here, condemn 
you, don’t you ever tamper with my to
bacco again, or by thunder, I’ll maul 
you,” and he followed the boy to the 
door, spitting cotton all the way, and as 
the boy went around the corner the gro
cery man thought how different a joke 
seemed when it was on somebody else. 
And then he turned to go in and rinse 
the kerosene out of his mouth, and found 
a sign on a box of new green apples, as 
follows: “Colic or cholera infantum.
You pays your money and takes your 
choice.”

WHIRLING fN NIAGARA.

A T hrilling  S tory o f  the  Rescue o r  F our 
Men by n Brave Canadian.

From the Buffalo Commercial.

Just as a grain scow containing a crew 
of four men, and towed by two horses, 
swung out o f the Chippewa Cut into the 
Niagara River, slie met a raft of timber 
rather near to the shore for the scow to 
pass between it and the land. The scow 
was forced to take tbe outside. The* >j& jf lathed by a thousand demons, 
driver of the horses did his best to keep 
the line clear by urging his horses, but it 
finally caught in the logs and snapped.
As the rope parted, the boat trembled 
on the surface of the water for an in
stant, as if  in dread of the terrible fate 
that awaited it, and then swung around 
and started for Niagara Falls at a terrific 
pace. The scow, being destined for 
canal navigation, had no small boat or 
anchor.

Appreciating in an instant their awful 
danger, the men on the scow yelled to 
the men on the raft to get a boat quic k.
One of their number sprang ashore and 
ran for Chippewa, shouting as he ran :
“Help ! a boat, quick, men going over the 
falls!”

On reaching it we were horrified to see 
that the scow had already got consider
ably below the mouth of the creek, and 
was speeding flown stream with its pre
cious human freight to what seemed cer
tain destruction. Some of the men on 
the vessel were on their knees, with 
clasped hands and upturned faces, com
mending their souls to God.

Just as all hope had been abandoned, 
apparently, by people on land and the 
men on the scow, a voice cried from the 
upper end of the crowd, “here comes a 
boat." In an instant every eye was 
turned in the direction o f Chippewa 
Creek, and there most of them recogniz
ed the tall and athletic form of a barge
man named Smith, in an ordinary clink
er boat, boldly pulling into the river.

As he forged out into the stream he 
made a hasty survey ot the situation and 
then plied the white ash with redoubled 
energy. As he sped along, the boat al
most leaping from the water at each 
stroke, a cheer arose from the people on 
the shore that fairly rent the air. The 
moment Smith appeared the attention of 
the men on the scoy was riveted upon 
him and his frail craft. On and on he 
shot, each stroke narrowing the distance 
between him and the scow, but the lat
ter was getting alarmingly close to the 
rapids, to enter which was certain de
struction to all on board.

Those of us on shore could not help ad
miring and applauding the heroism of 
young Smith, but we could only feel that 
the result of his daring would be to add 
another to tbe list ofth e lost. As he 
neared the scow he turned his head and 
shouted to the men : “Scatter along the 
side ofthe boat and drop in as I pass by.’
The command was promptly, obeyed and 
in an instant the little craft was along
side. One after another the men sprang 
in, until the four were safely in tbe bot
tom.

Now came a moment of painful anxi
ety. “What will he do?” was the query 
that came to every mind. Smith had 
his plan of action and never hesitated a 
moment. At a point some distance 
from the Canadian shore the current di
vided at the head of the rapids, part of 
the stream flowing around an island in 
the vicinity of the burnt spring. In 
reaching the current leading around tbe 
island lay the only hope of escape. Tak
ing a diagonal course across and down 
the stream Smith bent every effort to 
reach the Canadian divide. It was a 
desperate struggle for the life of five men 
between the seething, boiling waters and 
the muscle and endurance of young 
Smith, with the odds seemingly against 
him. But the divide was finally gained 
with not a boat’s length to spare, and the 
frail craft shot down between the island 
and the mainland like a rocket. At the 
foot of the island the channel widened 
materially, the current slackened and 
the water became more shallow, and 
here young Smith landed his boat, hav
ing performed one of the most heroic 
and daring feats ever performed by mor
tal man.

Bishop Williams, o f Connecticut, is re
ported as saying that the Pilgrim Fathers 
first fell upon their knees and then upon 
the aborigines.

Mr. Marion Crawford is a Roman Cath
olic; he is also a fine linguist, having 
been bom and brought up abroad. He 
intends now to live in Boston fora while.

WEBB’S LAST SWIM.
THE HERO OF THE WATERS LOST IN 

NIAGARA’S WHIRLPOOL.

Engulfed In a  F righ tfu l V o rte x -F a U l
Ending o r  th e  P lucky Englishm an’s 

A ttempt to  Conquer th e  Mud 
Rapids—LHC Lost.

Bitkfalo, New York, July 24—Cap
tain Matthew Webb, the noted English 
swimmer, was last seen in the Niagara 
whirlpool rapids this afternoon. It had 
been advertised for several weeks that 
he would attempt to go over the course 
which the Maid of the Mist ran in her 
trip to escape an attachment many years 
ago. No craft but this one ever survived 
the perils of that terrible channel, and no 
human being save her crew ever passed 
alive through the rapids.

Captain Webb and his business mana
ger, Fred Kyle, o f Boston, left Buffalo 
this morning, and spent most of the day 
at the hotels and about the fells, taking 
but cursory survey of the rapids. At one 
o’clock the press representatives and 
others immediately interested were in
formed that Captain Webb would enter 
the river at 4 o’clock. The number of 
spectators was small, there being not 
more than 500 scattered along the banks 
to witness the hazardous undertaking— 
The failure of the railroad companies 
and hotels to co-operate with him ren
dered the enterprise a failure financially.

It was precisely two minutes past four 
when Webb sprang from his boat about 
a mile and a half above the railroad 
bridge and close to the old Maid of the 
Mist landing. He was entirely nude, 
Bave a band worn around his body for 
the protection of his stomach. The 
daring and accomplished swimmer gave 
himself no artificial assistance whatever. 
His leap from the boat was greeted with 
prolonged cheering. He struck boldly 
into the middle o fth e river and buoyed 
bimself gracefully upon the surface of 
the water as the mighty current carried 
him toward the deadly whirlpool nearly 
a mile and a half below. It was a thrill
ing spectacle and a brilliant performance. 
The struggle in the rapids lasted thirteen 
minutes by which time Captain Webb 
had reached the whirlpool. His object 
was to hug the American side of the 
river, although many contend that his 
chances w'ould have been better on the 
Canadian side. By the curious forma
tion o fth e channel at this point, with its 
curves and ridges of rock, the water is 
dashed upward a distance of forty or 
fifty feet, resembling the billows of an 
angry sea. Then it whirls and seethes 

In
the frightful vortex thus formed a vessel 
a stick of timber, an animal or a human 
being is carried under, and, in some cases 
will remain for days before escaping into 
the lake below.

As the intrepid navigator came to the 
whirlpool he was seen to throw up one 
of his arms. Whether this was intended 
as a signal of distress, fears of danger or 
merely to exhibit bis strength to those 
on land, can only be conjectured. Noth
ing was seen of him afterwards. The 
search was kept up until dark, when his 
manager aiftiounced that there was no 
hope of his recovery,

.Captain Webb was forty years of age 
and was born in Shropshire, England. 
He leaves a widow and two children in 
his native place. He had been a sea
faring man all his life. He was o f medi
um size, finely proportioned and very 
intelligent looking. . It was in 1873 that 
he first became famous in a natatorial 
way. While serving before the mast on 
the Cunard steamship, Russia,a shipmate 
fell overboard from the rigging. A gale 
was blowing at the time, and the Russia 
was booming along at the rate of fifteen 
knots per hour. Webb sprang into the 
water and made a desperate and gallant 
effort to save the life of his companion. 
He could not reach him, however, and 
Webb was taken into a boat after strug
gling in the water upwards of half an 
hour. He was given a purse of $500 on 
the spot, and a medal.

After this Webb gained local fame as a 
swimmer in the Thames. He swam 
from Blackwell to Gravesend, a distance 
of twenty miles down the stream in four 
hours, and he accomplished the distance 
from Dover to Ramsgate, a distance of 
eighteen miles, in nine hours. He at
tempted but failed to swim across tue 
English Channel, on August 13th, 1875, 
but on August 25th o fth e  same year, he 
made the perilous voyage, reaching 
Calais, France, twenty-three hours after 
the start.

So brilliant a feat was hailed with en
thusiasm all over England. The poet, 
R. II. Home, a swimmer of considerable 
experience, wrote a letter requesting 
that the honor of knighthood be confer
red on Captain Webb. The press dis
suaded the Queen from such a thing, and 
the question of honoring the Captain 
dropped out of the public mind.

Captain Webb attempted in August, 
1878, the feat of swimming for thirty-six 
hours in the River Thames. He dropped 
into the river at the Parade at Woolwich 
at six o’clock on the evening o f August 
2d last year, in the presence o f 100,000 
people. Long into the nigbt this crowd 
a&aitcd his return from Gravesend, but 
he gave up before reaching Woolwich on 
the return trip, having swam twenty-one 
miles in nine hours.

He bad manv contests in swimming 
with Captain Paul Boyton, the latter at
tired in his buoyant rubber suit and 
Webb in a simple bathing dress.

THE BRIBE OF A BAT.

A S tree t Proposal, Hasty M arriage and 
Leisure fo r Repentance.

A young man giving the name of Har
ry Wilson was arrested in Cincinnati last 
week on a charge of grand larceny, pre
ferred by F. A. Reis, son of the proprie
tor of the Grand Central hotel. WilsOn 
is but twenty-one years old, and is not a 
bad-looking fellow. In connection with 
bis arrest was develoued a rather roman
tic story of a bridegroom marrying and 
being locked up three days later as a 
thief. Not long ago he, although he 
claims to be a moulder by trade, was en
gaged as waiter in Butler’s restaurant in 
St. Louis. Working in the same place 
washing dishes was a handsome German 
girl named Annie Rummel, whose mo
ther resided at 522 Picket street. He had 
the reputation of being an honorable 
young man, and from the first it was a  
mutual case of love at first sight. At tbe 
end of three weeks, so tbe girl says, he 
left the place. A few weeks thereafter 
Annie came to Cincinnati to visit her 
sister, Mrs. (Jilnian, who occupies rooms 
with her husband in the Grand Central

While walking along Fifth street she j 
suddenly came face to face with Wilson, 
who then and there asked her if  she 
had yet made up her mind to con
sider favorably a proposition of marriage 
he had made to her while they were in 
St. Louis. She objected on the grounds 
that he would not be able to support her. 
.The grounds of opposition, however, 
were easily overcome, and together they 
made their way to Justice Powers’s office 
and were united in the bonds that fur
nish material for divorce court dockets. 
Her friends were opposed to the match, 
and when the couple reappeared at the 
hotel much surprise was manifested. 
They took a room opposite the one occu
pied by the young Mr. Reis. The morn
ing of the Fourth, Wilson entered the 
room of Reid and removed a gold watch 
and chain, a pair of opera-glasses, a silk 
handkerchief and a cigar holder. The 
watch he sold to a pawnbroker for $10. 
The remaining art icles he left with Mike 
Lipman, realizing on them $1.50. The 
victim secured from him an order for the 
watch that he had sold. This was con
fession sufficient, and Reis sought an of
ficer. The newly-made wife, when ap
praised of the arrest, was stunned, and 
seemed to think herself disgraced equally 
with the man whom she is compelled to 
call husband. She declared that she 
would never live with him again. When 
she called at the station house to see him  
the scene, in so far as she was concerned, 
was a sad one. He did not seem to care, 
and was only anxious to square things 
with the man he had been mean enough 
to rob. He expressed no sorrow for the 
crime, and was only fearful of punish
ment. She declared her intention of re
turning to her mother, although it was 
evident that should he secure his release 
she will return to him.

MARRIAGE.

Bo b « Conservative Advice From the
P residen t o f  the  Lime Elln Club.

“I understand,” began the president, 
as the meeting opened in due form, “dat 
quite a number of de members of «lis 
club am gwine to be mar’ied doorin’ de 
summer. Dat’s all right, an’ I wish ’em 
much joy, an’ shall be glad to witness de 
obsequies of each an’ ebery one. But I 
want to say a few words in general. In 
de fust place, am you gwine to uiar’y fur 
love or for a sort o’ bizness partnership ? 
I f  you answer fur love, let me warn you 
to be sartin dat you dean’ mistake de 
sentiment. Many a young man who 
thought his heart torn by love has plung
ed into matrimony to diskiver dat ho 
simply had an admiration for a $30 set of 
false teeth an’ a high instep. If you an
swer fur a sort o’ bizness partnership, let 
me warn you not to expect too much. 
You won’t love de woman an’ she won’t 
trust you. It will be a sort ’«> hoss trade 
in which both parties will Ik: cheated an’ 
both continer to be mad aliout it. You 
kin get aldng arter a fashion, an’ people 
who see her on your arm at a circus 
won’t know how you fight at home. If 
you mus’ marry, let common sense have 
a show in de transackshun. Doan’ go off 
yer feet bccase you meet a gal who kin 
sing like a robin, smile like a rose, an’ 
jump off a street kyar widout boderin’ de 
driver to stop. A wife will have much 
to do besides singin’ and cultivatin’ dim
ples. I f  you am gwine to marry, ax yer- 
selves how fur ten dollars ]«er week will 
go when divided up fur clothes and per- 
vishuns, an, house rent, an’ fewel, an’ 
incidentals. Befo’ you fall in love wid a 
gal who looks too sweet fur anythin’ in a 
red plush sacque, kinder figure on how 
many sich duds your income would af
ford her. ’ Befo’ you am all broke up 
ober a gal who plays de pianner, talks 
French, paints landscapes an’ reads poe
try, jist sit down an’ figger who am to 
cook yer meat an’ taters, patch yer cloze, 
darn yer socks, an’ help ye make twelve 
dollahs buy fifteen dollahs worth of 
things. Befo’ ye let a pa’r o’ fiasliin 
eyes an’ a cunnin’ dimple captivate ye, 
look aroun’ a little an’ see if de owner 
has'got a temper like a wildcat. Marri
age am a lottery simply becase people 
take each odder unsight an’ unseen* Let 
us now prognosticate to biziness.”

THE WASHINGTON MONUMENT.

Rapid Approach to  Completion o f th e  
G reat Shaft.

In 1783, exactly one hundred years 
ago, Congress ordered that an equestrian 
statue o f Washington should be erected 
at the National Capital, “to testify the 
love, admiration and gratitude of his 
countrymen.” When the news o f his 
death, sixteen years later, was received, 
the proposed statue was abandoned and 
Congress ordered that a marble monu
ment, with suitable inscriptions, be 
erected, and that it be “so designed as to 
commemorate the great events of his 
military and political life.” This resolu
tion was practically a dead letter for over 
thirty years. It remained unexecuted as 
late as 1833, at which time the Wash
ington National Monument Society was 
organized, and the first steps taken to 
erect a monument in some other place 
than on paper. Chief Justice Marshall 
was tbe first president of tbe society. Its 
progress was at first very slow. In 1847 
the aggregate of collections and accumu
lated interest was $87,000, which amount 
was deemed sufficient to justify the so
ciety in lieginning the erection of the 
monument.

A plan for the monument was adopted 
after wide consultation with experts. 
The one selected proposed an obelisk 518 
feet high, and a jiantlieon or liase. The 
estimated cost of the whole work, in
cluding the pantheon, was $1,122,000. 
The corner-stone was laid on the 4th of 
July, 1848. In 1876 Congress determined 
upon the completion of the monument, 
and created a joint committee to super
vise the work.

An appropriation of $200,000 was made 
which enabled the commission to go to 
work in earnest.

At the close of operations on Decem
ber 22,1882, ninety feet had been added, 
arising the shaft to a height of 340 feet. 
I f  thé marble «an lie obtained from this 
time out with the same rapidity it was 
delivered the past season, the walls and 
pyramidion, or roof of the shaft, can, it 
is believed, be completed by July 1,1884, 
and certainly by the close ofthe working 
Moann of that year. It is estimated that 
$250,000 will complete  ̂the shaft and 
pyramidion, as well as tlic interior stair
case and elevator.
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