o

|
§
t

E'
:
?
:

"- f'

THE TENSAS GAZETTE, ST. JOSEPH, LA.

|

" “bmests WARLIKE SCENES IN COLORADO MINE DISTRICT

L

The determination of the strikers

in the

lorado mine district not to give up their fight is seen In the group

of armed miners shown in this photograph. Mine guards equipped with a machine gun are seen in the inset.

FHT AT VERA GRUZ

‘Chicago Woman Gives Vivid Pic-
ture of the Capture.

, Town by United States Guns—
Mexican Women Ia Fray.
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fire on the city. At first it looked
as If there was nothing to shoot at for

“Then little puffs of white amoke be-
gan to shoot out from the housetops.
We could see the Mexicans swarming
up there like ants, and we knew they
were firlng on our men. From behind
palisades and ledges on the custom
bouss, churches and business blocks
at the United States ma-

among them. We saw many of them

shot down as they fled. Occasionally
we could see one of our boys fall”
The position at the porthole was &

The family had been in the capital
of the southern republic about a year
and was among the first to hasten to
Vera Gruzs when war threatsned.

Gets §16 Conscience Fund.
Linden, N. J—Wasbb Wallace, town
treasurer, received §$16 consclence
money by mall from Ithaca, N. Y,
where he formerly conducted a store.
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Zapata's Men, Who Demandéd
Church Funda.

San Francisco.—Among the tales of
revolution atrocities told by
from the west coast of Mexico is that
of the crucifixion of the Catholic
bishop of Chalapa. A band of Zapata's
soldiers called on the bishop to sur
render the funds of church. He
refused, whereupon soldiers are

ROCKEFELLER, JR., MENACED

" | Woman Threatens Life of Oll Mag-

*nate’s Son—I. W. W. Speaker In-
vades Millionaire’s Office.

New York—While the “mourning
patrol” was walking in the rain in
front of 3¢ Broadway and Upton Sin-
clair, Elizabeth Freeman and Donia
Leitner were starting a hunger strike
in the Tombs, “Beautiful Marie” Gans,
1. W. W. orator, weat up to the four-
teenth floor and threatemed to shoot
John D. Rockefeller, Jr., if be did not
end the Colorado strike war.

Miss Ganz, who was recently re-
leased from Jail, made an impassioned
address in Franklin aquare, in which
she declared she would “shoot John

refused to see her, and then started
toward the Btandard Ofl offices at 36

John D. Rockefeller, Jr.

Broadway, followed by a large crowd.
At the entrance to the bullding a

patrolman attempted to halt her.
“Who are you to stop me™ she

KNOWN BY WATCH CHARM

Four Bosr War Siurvivers Meet As-
cidentally at Dinner In Birming

f

B

g

s
5589

§
:
i

i

)
&

» ‘E"
;

%

I
1

i
i
:

i
;

I

I
i
l

D. Rockefeller down like a dog” If he

" |a penny.

IS OLD SWEETHEART

By FRANK FILSON.

Uncle Eustace seemed to be as old
as the hills. He was about forty-five,
I suppose, but to & boy of twelve that
is an immense age. He was very
ruddy, very gray and very clean-look-
ing, and slow &nd deliberate in all his
movements. He used to come to spend
a week with us three or four times a
year. Uncle Eustace was papa’s
brother.

“Poor. old Eustace,” papa used to
say, after he was gone, and there was
a sort of affectionate contempt in his
voice. “He'll never amount to any.
thing.”

mother, “He's getting along very
nicely now as bookkeeper for the
Stearns-Rabbit company.”

“Twenty dollars a week as book-
keeper,” answered papa, in contempt.

“But, my dear, many respcctable
people only earn twenty dollars a
week. You mustn’t think everybody
can be like you, entering a broker's
office as an office boy and rising to a
salary of fifteen thousand at forty.”

“l must admit the old man hasn't
treated Eustace any too well,” sald
papa.

1 told Miss Penton that Uncle Eus-
tace was coming to visit us for Easter.
Miss Penton seemed almost as old as
Uncle Eustace. She was & sort of fix-
ture in our town, too. She had taught
school since she was a girl, and she
had known Uncle Eustace and papa
since they were boys. Miss Penton
always encouraged me to tell her about
my family, but somehow she never
came to visit us, though papa always
took off his hat to her when they met.

And then a very strange thing hap-
pened. Grandfather Mortlock, papa's
father, died in his big house In far-
away New York. I had never seen
him. He had got sort of crabby when
he grew old, and didn't eare about peo-
ple. It was said that Uncle Eustace
had embittered his life when he was a
boy by declining to go into his busi-
ness, and therefors grandfather had
cut him off with a dollar. Uncle Eus-
tace had just drifted through life. At
forty he was a broken man. Then
papa got him a position with the
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“What Does Your Uncle Eustace Look
Like Now?”

Stearns-Rabbitt people, and he had
stuck there and was “making good.”
But, as papa would say, how can any-
one “make good” at forty-five?

Wel, Grandfather Mortlock died,
about two weeks before Haster. You
know how such a thing affects the
mind of a child. I cried all day, al

Then, about five evenings Ilater, 1
heard papa talking about the will.
“Elizabeth,” he sald to mother,
“what do you think? The old man
has left Eustace a cool hundred thou-
sand dollars, and oanly fifty thousand
aplece to the rest of us.”

“You don't envy ‘him my dear?™
asked mother, slipping her hand into

1 his.

“Envy him? I'm heartily glad,” saild
father. “Dear old Eustace! Nobody
thought the old man would leave him
I guess hell be pleased.
That ought to mean five thousand a
year to him.”

I told Miss Penton about that, too,
and she was so pleased that I almost
thought she was ecrying instead ol
laughing.

“What does your Uncle Eustace
look like now?" ghe asked. “Has he
the same black, curly hair that he had
when he was a boy?”’

“I don’t know, my dear,” answered

though I had never seen the old mian. |

“Why, Uncle BEustace, you won't
have to wait till school opens,” I tald
him. “Miss Penton is always glad to
show visitors round. I'll ask her.”

“No! Here, Tom! Wait a minute!”
Uncie Eustace shouted, but I was al-
ready running down the street ahead
of hire. You see, I had always wanted
Miss Penton to meet Uncle Eustace,
about whom I had told her so much,
and this seemed like & heaven-sent op-
portunity.

When I reached Miss Penton's house
they told me she was in the school,
looking over some holiday work, so I
went back and explained to Uncle
Eustace. “I guess we can go straight
there,” I said to him.

“All right, Tom,” he answered. But
when we got near the school house
Uncle Eustace began to walk slower
and slower, until he fairly lagged.

“Tom," he said in a hoarse sort of
whisper, “I don't feel well. I think Il
E° home.”

“Oh, Uncle Eustace!™ I exclaimed.
;:noildvant!outommllml’w-

“I tell you what, my boy,” said Uncle
Eustace. “You run home and get me
my glasses. I've got a nervous head-
Ache from not wearing them. That's
& good chap. I'll walt for you out-
side.”

I ran home as fast as I could and got
the glasses, but when I reached the
school house Uncle Eustace wasn't in
sight. So 1 went in to find Miss Pen-
ton and tell her he was coming.

I had barely stepped inside the hall
when I heard voices in the little room
where Miss Penton used to sit to pre-
pare the lessons, and when I got to the
door I heard the strangest noise. I
hadn't opened the door before 1 saw
Uncle Eustace and Miss Penton stand-
Ing next to each other, each looking
at the opposite wall, and Miss Penton's
face was redder than I had ever seen
it before.

“Here are your glasses, Uncle
Eustace,” I said.

“Oh, darn!” sald Uncle Eustace.
“Say, Tommy, you run back with them
and tell your mother I'm going to bring
Miss Penton home for dinner.”

I went out without saying anything.
Because, you see, 1 had known all the

Penton had been sweethearts twenty
(Copyright, 1814, by 'W. G. Chapmasn.)

SALT WATER MORE BUOYANT

Considerable Difference Setween the
Fresh Ligquld of the Rivers and
That of the Oceans.

A Chinese lad dropped his ball in &
narrow hole and could not get it out,
according to a writer in the Illustrated
Sunday Magaszine. So he poured wa-
ter in the hole, thinking that he
float the ball to the surface.
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time that Uncle Eustace and Miss |,

invitation my wife, who already could
boast some experience in Indlan sport,
though she had never as yet
luck to include a bear among
phies. It ie needless to say we both
accepted this tempting offer,
to work at once to prepare our
My kit consisted of khaki

shooting shirts with short
special canvas boots with
soles—these latter had broad
with eyelet holes, to enable the shi-
kari to lace on the grass soles which
though only lasting s day, were very
useful when damped to prevent slip-
ping—and also took chupplies, a san-
‘dal worn on & kind of white kid leather
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@ THE BEATERS

SOME
T was in August that my friend, | should divide, one lot beating up
the of T—— pent me | toward us, but at right angles, L e.

the bear was outside our line and
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