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ARTIST WAINWRIGHT.

The Adventures Abroad of a Painter from

America.

i’

BY SIDNEY LUSKA,

- CHAPTER 111
" That afternoon I again found myself
in ‘the Bischofsplatz. At X——— one is
constantly finding one's self in th2
Bischofsplatz. Nearly all the streets of
the little capital give upon it; and the
cathedral is there, and the Bishop's pal-
ace, and the Monnorho!, and the prine!-
pal cafe; and it is there that the mili-
tary band plays of a pleasant even'ng,
At one of the open-air tables of the
cafe ] was seatel, when a man passed
me, clad in the brown gurb of a Fran-
ciscan monk. He had a pointed black
beard, this monk, and a pair of flashing

dark eyes, anl, though he quickly drew |

his head into h's cowl at our conjunc-
tion, I had po difficulty whatever in
identifying him with my queerly hirsuit
ﬂnﬂl:rfriend and prison mate, £ebastian

“Dear me! he has become a monk, It
mugt have been & slugularly swift con-
veralon,” thought I, looking after him
with gome wonder,

He marched stra'ght acress the
Bischofsplatz and into the court-yard of
the Mormorho!f, where he was lost to my
view,

“The begger! He ls one of Conrad’s
gples,” I concluded. And I searched my
memory to recall if T bad sald anything
of a nature that might compromise mo
In the course of our conversation.

A few hours later I gat down to my

Rome. It i=a small hostelry, though

the bizgest that X—— posaesses, pat- |

him up, but with, as yet, no positive re-
sults,

Of course, upon the accession of the
new ruler to the throne all the loyal
print-shops of the town™displayed her
highness' portraits for sale— photo-
graphs and chromo-lithographs; you
paid your money and you teok your
Lchoice. These represented her as a
slight young woman, with a delicate,
interesting faco, a somewhat sarcastic
mouth, a great abundance of yellowish
hair, and, in striking contrast to. this
chevelure, a pair of brilliant dark eyes.
1 could not for the life of me have ex-
piained it, but there was something in
her face that annoyed me with a sense
of familiarity, a scnse of having seen it
before, though I was sure I never had.
In the ecurse of a fortnight, however, I

| her as she drove through the

did see her—eaught a Aying glimpsa of
arkt-

| lragae in her vietoria, attended by all

| lay baek wupon

nd ciroumstane=, She
er cushions, looking
pale and Interesting, but radly bored;

manner of pomp

(end again 1 experienced that exasper-

ating sensation of having eeen her some- |

| where—where? when? howi—balore,

ronizod chiefly by commereial travelers |

and special envoys. Haedeker ecom-

mends it with an asterisk, which it de- |

perves, belng both cheap and gool.

‘question no less u person than himself
was serving me, Bearcely,
had he llited the cover from my turcen
of noedle soup, when, suddenly, and
without a breath of apology. he dropped

HE DROFPED THE COVER UPON THE TABLE |
OLOT I i

edffer upon the table-cloth, and
dashed In mad haste irom the I'UU.‘]L|
Wondering somewhat at this precipitate
conduet, I was about 1o flll my plate,
when 1 was arrested in the act by a
great nolse of hurrying feet upon the
pavement without. People were run-
ning and cealling to each other, and al-
together ihere was s0 much tumult that

I mald {o myself, “Ah, another moh!"|F

Then I, too, left the parlor, and hast-
ened to the street door of the lnn.

{ There I discovered honest Strumpf
and honest Mrs. Btrumpf, supported by
the entire personnel of their establish-
menf, from the boots to the billiard-
marker, all agape with astonishment, as
three loquacious citizens poured news
into their ears.

I iably.
dinaer in the best parlor of the Hotel do | e

CHAPTER IV,

One night 1 was awakened from my
elumbers by o violent knocking at my
deor, “Who's there?” I demanded, not
“What's the matter?”

“Open! Open, in the name of the
Grand Duchess!” commanded a deep
bass volee,

“Good heaveus! What can the row bLe
now?" I wondered,

*Oven, or we break in the door,” cried

i g | the voice.
Mine host rejoices in the name of Hilde- |
bracdt Btrumpf, and on the oecasion in |

however, |

“You musl really give me time to put
something ox,” I protested, and hurried-
Iy wrapped myself in some clothes,

Then I opened the door.

A magnpilicently uniformed young of-

| fieer stepped quickly into the room, fol-

v mustache,

| dangerous charasters, and being

“Otto is dead,” ea'd the first eitizen.
*“He died at sixtecn minutes past six—'
more than an hour ago.” |

“But that is nothing,” cricd the see-
ond citizen. “The greal news is this.
Listen to me »

“No, to me,” interposed s third. "I |
have it directly from one of the senti- |
nels at the palace, The pretender, Con- |
rad, has been knifed like o pig; and jolly |
well ho deserved it, too, It wus be- |
tween four and flve o'clock this after-
noon. A monk, a young monk, & Fran- |
cigean, presented himsell at the Mar-
morhof, and demanded an audience of
the Prinee. The palace guard—and it
is etralght from one of them that I have
the story—of course refused him ad-
mittanee; but he was determined, and
&0 at last the Prinea’s chamberlain gave
him & hearing. The upshot was he
‘wrote & word or two upon a slip of pa-

r, sealed it up with wax, and begged
gut it might be delivered to his high-
ness forthwith, swearing that it con-
tained information of the utmost impor-
tance to his welfare. The chamber
‘conveyed h's paper to the Prince, who,
dtreet.fy he had read it, uttered a great
oath, and ordered that the monk be ush-
'ered into his presence and that they be
left alone together, Alone accordingly
they were left, More than an hour

. At n little after six arrived the
pews of the death of the old Duke. An
‘officer entered the Prince’s chamber to

| emphatically wae,
| fuce, surmounted by a growih of short

{ lowed by three gendarmes with drawa

sabers.

The officer inclined his head slightly
toward me, and eaid, “Herr Veinricht,
ich glaube?” L

His was not the voice that 1 hal
heard through the door; it was & much
softer volee, and muech more high in
piteh. Fomehow it did not seem al-
together the volee of a stranger to me;
and yet the face of o stranger his face
It was a very forid

red bair, and decorated by o bristling
His eyes were overhung
by bushy red evebrows, and, in the un-
certain eandle light, I could not make
out thelr colur.

“Yes, I am Herr Velnrieht,” I admit-
ted, aceepting (h's German version of
my name.

“English?” he gqueslicned shortly.

“No, not BEnglish. American, if you
please.”

“Macht nichts! I arrest you, in the
name of the Grand Duchesa.”

“Arreet me! Will you be good enough
to inform mo upon what charge?”

“Upon the charge of consorting with
an
enemy to the tranquillity of the state,
You will please {o dress as quickly as
-ossible, A carringe awaite you balow.”
“Good Lord, they have somehow con-
neeted me with that mfamous fiddler,
febast'an Roch," 1 groaned inwardly,
and 1 began to put certain finishing
touches to my toilet.

“No, no!® cried the offiesr. “You must
put on your dress sult. Are you so ig-
norant of eriminal etigustte as not to
know that state prisoners are required
fo wear their dress suits?”

“It scems a very absurd regulation,”
said I, “but I will put on my dress suit.”

“We will await you outside your door,

| but let me warn you, should you at-

tempt tc escape through your window
you will be shot in a hundred places,”
gaid the officer, as he retired with his
minious.

1 denned my dress suit and opened
the door.

The officer looked me over somewhat

England,” said he,

“But I am an Ameriean,” said I,

“Macht nichta!" said he

“Muacht nichts?” I echoed, angrily.
“You think so? I shall bring the case
to the notice of the Minister of the
United States, and you shall see.”

“How! And precipliate a war between
two friendly nations? Unfeeling mon-
ster!"”

“You laugh! But who laughs last

laughs best, and I promise you the
Grand Duchy of X—— shall be made to
pay for this pleasantry with a ven-
| geance,”
{ “This is not the first thme that you
have been arrested while in these do-
minions,” he said sternly. “And I must
remind you that lese majesie is a hang-
ing matter.”

“Lese majeste!™ I repeated, hall in
ecorn, half in terror.

“Ja wohl, meln Herr,” he answered.
“But after all, I am but obeying orders,”
e added, with an infleetion almost apol-

egetic.

Where had I heard that curious, solt
voice before? A voiee so soft that his
German sounded almost like Italian,

Meanwhile we had driven straight
across the town, past the walls, and
into the open ccuntry. The night air,
puffing in through the open earriage
window, was eweet with the olors of
dew-laden grass and vibrant with the
humming of a million inseecta,

“You are perhaps conducting me to
the frontier,” I suggested,deriving some
retief from the fancy.,

*QOh, hardly g0 lar as that, let us
hope,” he rejoined, with what struck me
ns & suppressed chuckle,

“Farl™ I cried. “Can you use the word
in speaking of a pocket-handkerchief:"

“It is smaill, but it is pleturesque; it is
paintable,” said he; “and, what Is more,
Ly every syllable you utter agninst it,
vou Wweave a strand into your halter and
drive a nall into your coffin.”

The night was intensely dark, and I
could see no further into it than the few
yvards of roadway illuminated by cur
carriage lamps, We drove on in silenec,
for perhaps a hell hour longer. Then
at last the horses’ hoofs resounded upon
gtone, and we drew up. My officer de-
gcended from the carriage; I followed
him. We were standing under o massive
archway, a sort of porte-cochere, light-
el by a hanging lantern, Before a small
door pierced in the stone wall fronting
us a sentinel was posted, with his mus-
ket presented im salute.

from their saddles.

“Farewell, Herr Weinricht,”
officer,  “1 have enjoyed our drive to-
gether more than I can tell you, Il we
should never meet again in this world,
let us hope we shall do so in another
and a better.” Then, turning to his
satordinates: “Conduet this gentie-
man to the tower chamber,” he com-
manded.

The sentry stood aside: One ol the
gendarmes proceding me, the other two
coming behind, T was conveyed upa
narrow winding stone staircase, intoa
hig oetagon-shaped roum.

The room was lighted by inzsumerable
candles get in sconces round the walls.
It was comforiably, even richiy, fur-
| nished, and decorated with a conslder-
| abla degree of taete. A vast worm-
| hued Persian carpet covered the stone
| floor; books, pictures, biblots, were

seattered diacrllmlnatmgly about; and in

ol
;ouc corner there stood a grand piano,
| open, with a violin and bow lying on it.
! The gendarmes bowed themselves out,
| shutting the door behind them with an
| ominous elangor.
| “If this is to be my dungeon cell,” I
thought, *I ehall not be so uncomforia-
ble after all. But how preposterous of
them to force me o wear my dress-
suit.” .

I threw mysell into an easy chair,
buried my face in my bhands and tried
to reflect upon my situation.

Suddenly I was disturbed by 1the
eound of a light little ccugh behind me,
o discreet little shem.

I looked quickly up.

A lady had entered the apartment,
and was standing in the middle of it,
smiling in contemplation of my despair-
ing Bttitude.

“Good heavens,” I gasped, but not
audibly, as her face grew clear to my
startled sight, “the Grand Duchess
herself!”

“I am glad to see you, Mr, Wain-
right,” her highness began in English,
but slightly continental. “X—— is a
dull little place—oh, belleve me, the
dullest of its size in Christendom—and
| they tell me you are an amusing man.”

Now, of eourse the reader has fore-
geen it from the outset; otherwise why
should I be detaining him with this

lote? But upon me it came a3 a

TEEN I OFENED THE DOOR.

report it him. There, if you please, he
fog:d his highness stretched out dead
upon the floor, with a kaife in his
heart: the monk had vanished. They
could find no trace whatever of hs

whereabouts, Also had vanished the |pass

paper he had sent in to the Prince, but,
what the police regard as an- important
* ‘slue, he had left another paper, twisted
‘around the handle of the dagger, wherecn
was gerawled in a disguised band: “In
the couniry of the blind the one-eyed
men m-f be kings, but Conrad only

ulnted =
” int of it all you have

gu. nd
umi:t.ih:;ifp t in the second citizen. “it
is this. ﬁﬁ:t. up in an inner apartment

Marmorhof, they have found the
- ﬁ:r:;fm Grand Duchess Mathilde |

slive apd well!
. ing her a prisoner there these fwo

The tidings thus delivered by these
worthies proved to be substantially cor-

critically, and at last remarked, “Yes,
that will do. Follow me.”

The whole population of the hotel
were in the corridors through which we
ed, and crowded after us to the
street. A closed carriage was walting
there, with four horses attached, each
horse bearing a postillon. Three other
horsas, saddled, were tied to posta about
the hotel entranee. These the gen-
darmes mounted,

“Will ;ou be good enough to enter the
carriage?” said the officer.

But my epirit rose in arms.

*1 insist upon knowing what I am ar-
rested for. want to understand the
definite charge against me."

Will you

“I am not & magistrate, gir.
B is a downright outrage,” I

Coprad has been keop- | kindly enter the carrlage?

“Oh, thi

| deciared, and entered the carriage.

The officer leaped in after me; the

| door was slammed to; the postillons |

yelled at their horses; off we drove,

o he Duke is dead! Long live tho  followed by the rhythmical clank-clank

‘Duchess! " cried the ulace. !
* 1t was like o delightful old-fashioned |
blopd-and-thunder and I
!almozt behind the scencs. But oh? i
[hypocritical young ribald monk, So-l
‘bastian Roeh! v?m ‘had becoms of |
‘him? Wonid he keep his

Jook me up? The e were sald to be
M&M{Wﬁ look

mige to .inating,
pro .I.b‘g

Ly

the gendarmes

“I should really like to get atthe
was | mesning of all this, you know,” I in- '
that | formed my r.

“I must vou that whatever you
say will be remembered. and, Hmn;in-
used against I:n.' he replied.
a.'z'wmh ot internatiopal com-

thunderbolt, und in my emotion I for-
got myself and exclaimed aloud: “Se-
bastian Hoch!” The face of the Grand
Duchess had haunted me with a sense
of familiarity; the voice of my red-
headed officer in the earriage had seemed
not strange to me; but now that I saw
the face, and heard the voice, tinged by
that slight foreign quality of English,
at one and the same time, all was clear.

“Sebastian Roch!” *=

“You sald?" the gracioug lady queried,
arching her eyes.

“Nothing, madame, I was about to
thank your highness for your kind-
ness, bu »

“But your mind wandered, and yon
made some irrelevant military observa-
tion about a bastion roek. It is perhaps
aphasia.”

“Yes, very probably,” assented I.

“But you are a man of honor, are you
not?®

“I hope so.”

“The English generally are. You can
keep a state secret, especially when
you happen to have learped it by a sort
of accident, can you not?”

“ITama very tomb for such things,
madame.”

“That is well. And, besides, you
wust consider that not all homicide is
murder. Bometimes one is driven to
kill in self-defense.”

“1 have not a doubt of that.”

*I am only sorry it shoull all have
happened before you saw his squint. It

ougd have pleased your sense of huwor.
X is the duliest little cipality,”
she went on, “oh, but dull, dull, duli!
I am sometimes forced in despair to
perpetraie little jokes. Yet you bave
actually stopped here five weeks. It
must be as they say, that the English
! people take their pleasures sadly. You
! are a painter, I am toid.”

“Yes, your highness, I make a shiit
at painting.”

“wAnd I at fiddling. ButI laeck & dis-
eriminating audience. 1 think you had
Letter paint my portrait. I will fiddle
to you to your heart's confent. Between
whiles we will talk. Sometimes, I may
tell you, I smoke cigarsttes; ‘one must
have emttenl;gt. We will 7. to
enliven thiogs & e, to galvanize a
litue life into this corpeely comrt, Do
you think we sball pucceeds

*0Oh, we are the best of friends with

The three mounted gendarmes sprang |

¥ | age of Z-—, across the X—— frontier.

“0Oh, I should notdespair of dolng £0.":

“That is nice ¢f you. I have & most
ridiculous high chaneellor; you might
draw earieatures of him. And my first
lady of the chamber has a preposterous
lisp. I-do hope Iehall be amused.”

As she epoke she extended her left
hand toward me, I took it afd was
about to give it a friendly shake.

“No, no, not that,” said she. “Oh, I
forgot; you are an American and a
democrat, esnd the simplest abe of
court etiguette is Sanskrit to you. Must
I tell you what to do?"

To cuta long story short, I thought
ity lines had fallen unto me in extreme-
ly pleasant places; and g0 Indeed they
bad—for awhile. I passed a merry
summer al the eourt of X—, alter-
nating beiween the Residenz in the
town and the Behloss beyond the walls.
I made a good many preliminary studies
for the grincess’ portrait, while she
played with her violin; and between
times, as she had promised, we talked,
practiced court etiguette, smoked eigar-
eites, and laughed at scandal. But
when I began upon -ihe final canvas I,
at least, had to become a little grave; 1
wanted lo make a masterpiece of it.
We had two or three gittings, during
which I worked away in grim silenes,
and the Grand Duchess yawned,

Then one night 1 was again aroused
from the middle of my slumbers, taken
in eustody by a gray-bearded colonel of
dragoons, conducted to a closed carriage,
and driven abroad through the darkness,
When our carriage came to a stand-still,
we found ourselves in the Austrian vil-

FHE EXTENDED HER LEFT HAND.

| There my colonel bade me good-by. At

| the same time he handed me an envel-
ore. I hastened to tear it epen. TUpoa
a sheet of paper in a pretty feminine

: hand, I read these words:

| “You promised to amuse me, Bui it

| seems you take your droll British art au

{ grand serieux. We have beiter portrait
painters among our natives; and you
will find models cheap and plentiful at

{ renched after nightfall,

THE FIELD OF ADVENTURE.

| THRILLING INCIDENTS AND DAR-
ING DEEDS ON LAND AND SEA.

Perllous Experience of a Mall Car-
rier—Towed by a Tarpon—Con-
quered the Eagle.

UDGE FRANCIS ADAMS, now

o Ban Francisco attorney, was

omne of the early pioneers of the

great West, and few ol the old-

timers have witnessed more thrilling
events than he.

“Perhaps the most narrow escape I
ever had,” said the judge o few days
&go, in reealling scenes that antedate
the gold discovery, “‘was an encounter
with the hostile Indians in the year
1847.” And here is the story. It

| reads like fletion after the lapse of
| fifty yeara:

In the ebove-mentioned year Adams,
then a boy of seventeen, was engaged
in carrying military mail between El
Pago, Texas, and Albuguerque, New
Mexico, The grenier portion of the
country through which he passed was
8 desert waste. One piece of the way
was particularly dangerous, being in
the vicinity of a frequent rendezvous
of the Indians, and for the mail car-
rier's safety and protection e}small
troop of soldiers was ngnlstiy de-
tached from the midway post of Man-
#ans, on the Rio Gran.e, to meet the
mail boy af & certain point of rocks,
at which he alwaya halted, aud to es-
cort him over that part of the road
which was considered unsafe.

The spot in question was generally
It eo hap-
pened that the officer in charge of the
troop was Sergeant William J. Graves,
who afterward hecame prominent as a
lawyer in this State, and who has long
since joined the silent majority.
Young (iraves was of herculean build,
brave as a lion and as reckless as he
was brava.

Young Adams had on several ocoa-
sions been hard pressed by savages,
but he wae well mounted, and his
steed had always carried him through
nneeathad,

No incident worth mentioning had
occurred for quite a little period, so
that upon one occesion Sergeant
Graves felt inclined to take matters
rather leisurely. Then, concluding
that he would miss the mail carrier if
he rode to the point of rocks, the ser-
geant rezolved to strike ahead and
meet Adams on the highway.

As usual, the mail earrier halted. It
was after nightfall, but the big silver

| Z— Tarewell.”
| [raE EXD.] i
(Copyright@d by the Aunthors’ Allianee; all |
:. rights reserved.) E
Advertising that Pays. l
On Yriday an advertiser who has|
sent us a good many checks, says the
Northwestern Lumberman, comforta-
bly fllled a good-sized arm chair, and
during his stay talked considerably
about advertising.” “When I buy ad-
vertising, he said, 1 want to feel as-
sured that the paper in which I have
space gues to the men whom I desire
{o redch, and further that the people
to whom it goes have a good opinion
of it. 1 place my advertisingon that
basis. I used to think that I did not
receive my money's worth unless I
could trace a certain number of sales
to some particular “ad.” I am over
that. I meet the demand of machin-
ery in my line, and having done that
1 want to be known, and known all
the time. I advertise, sayin a dozen
papers, and a man comes along and
buys a big bill of goods. Can he tell
me what particular paper directed
him to my works? No, not once in a
hundred times. I have been adver-
tising for "years so he may know
where 1 am, and when he wants to
buy he comes to me. Malke first-class
machinery, let everybody know where
the machinery can be had, and then
treat your customears white is the way
to get business.” That.man knew
what he was talking. about.

Anecilotes of Charlie.

1 must tell you one anecdote of our
friend Charlie whieh is perhaps the
most carious of any I have to record.
There were two young boys, brothers,
in the house, and their mother.
Charlie's mistress was in the habit of
ealling them by name, Reginald and
Albert, using ecertain familiar con-
tractions when she did so. It wasno
wonder that Charlie caught these up;
but what will be said of such an ap-
plication of them as the following?
The bird, as with most parrots, was
not allowed water in his cage, so
when thirsty he would call, in what
may be termed his own voice:

“Reggie! Reggie—Reggie or Ber-
tie! Charlie wants some water!”

Charlie has a great fondness for the
paste of which pie crust is made, and
this being known he was often treat-
ed to a pieee. He naturally looked
for this, and when forgotten he would
invite himself to have some in the
form of words which had doubtless
often been used by his mistress. He
would say:

“Charlle, do you like paste? Wil
you have a bit?” This would be said
in the voice of his mistress or her
daugliter. He would then add, ip
! quite a changed tope, “Oh rather!”

Deubts as to Truth and Duty.
Every thinking mind is -liable at
times to doubt both as to truth and
duty. But a thoughtful mind will
not fdrmulate its doubts or regard
them as convictions. If doubt is to
some a natural phase of thought, it is
also temporary, unless it is unwisely
- wrought inte conduct. One who sin-
cerely endeavors to live aright cannot
long remain astray. Act on the truth
which 1s admitted; do the duty which
is plain and doubt as to the next
step in either will soon pass away.
The experience of life to the honest
Beart nearly alwavs works to. the.
cenfirmation of faith and to fdelity
in duty.

moon made the night radiant, and ob-
jects conld be distingmished elearly
for a considerable distance,

The horse was allowed to graze
sbout and Adams sat down to rest
Then he looked toward Manzama for
the troopers, but they were nowhere
to be seen.  Boon the horse pricked
up his ear: and moved in a frightened
way toward its master. Adams knew
what that meant, and, leading the
snimal to the cover of some rocks,
peered about and discovered that the
redskins were quietly closing in on
him from all eides.

Delay meant death, Adams pud his
carbine in order, epranginto his sad-
dle, selected an oponing in his Indian
line, and, driving his spurs into the
horee's side, made a desperate 'dash
for life, 'The Indian's were momen-
tarily diseconcerted by the bold move-
ment. Adams used his earbine on the
nearest of the enemy, and, despite a
rain of arrows, plunged through the
line. ’

Just as he thought himself fairly in
the race to save his sealp he saw ahead
of him in the pale light another band
of Indians that he had not ecalenlated
on. He whirled to one side, and then
o chase againet heavy odds began.

For ten miles the painted warriors
pursued him, gaining on him every
minute.

The arrows pierced his clothing;
the Indian yells almost drowned the
noise of the hoof beats of his steed.
His horse was wounded, but the faith-
ful beast still etruggled on. The sixty-
four roinds of ammunition earried by
the rider were almost exhausted. The
horse fell dead.

At this juncture firing was heard
afar, The Indians were stayed by
sudden terror.

“Frank! Frank! where ars you?"
came a powerful voice, -

“Here 1" cried Adams, And through
the hostile band Graves had burst his
way, knocking lndians to the right
aund to the lelt, The eavages scnttered
like children before him.

“Quick I” eried Graves, leaning far
down from his saddle, extending his
strong hand and locking jt around the
enfeebled hand of young Adams,
“Swing up behind.”

Adams mounted behind the ser-
gesnt. The Indians didn’t recover
from their surprice and shoek of the
young giant's charge until they were
aware of two whites on a single horse
riding away in the moonlight at a
speed that mocked pursuit—riding
sway to be joined by the troopers. —
Chicago Tribune,

Towed by a Tarpon.

A Texas sportsman, in the Forest
and Stream, gives an account of a re-
cent exciting experience while fishing
for tarpon in Galveston Bay. He
says: i :

**As I bad made my arrsngements to
return to Houston at 2 o’clock, I told
the that if he would give me
one more fresh mullet I wouid bait
the hook, aud whea that was taken we

would go in.  He gave me the mullet, |

put his oarsin the locks and was ready
to start when I threw my bait over-
board. It had pot got three feet from
the boat before there was a mighty
splash., Water was thrown all over
me, and my mullet was taken by s
tarpon. 1 was searcely prepared for
him, bul at the same time I prevented

" his getting too much line, and the
, xeel rang the pretiiest kind of » song,

aotil he Lisd about #ity feot, that

jumped at least ten feet ont of tha
water, and, finding I had him eafe, T
gave him no more sliek whatever. He
torned immediately out the channel
to sea against the {ide and continned
his rapid gait, jm::ging clear of the
water every hundred feet or so until
he had jumped mine times. Ho kept
up the pace until he had gone three
miléa to sea and in very deep water.
“I had no control of him whatever,
and he had tsken on several occasions
during this outward sea movement
nearly all my line, at least 550 feet.
After this distauce he turnmed to ths
left and went at least two miles, until
he got back into five or six feet of
water. Then he tormed back across
the channel and went on the opposeite
side of it, probubly a mile and a half,
After two hours and & balf he went
back into water three and a half or
four feet deep, and I had some hope
of getting him into water where I
could gaff him. But, without warn-
ing, he turned to sea agnin and did not
stop until he had gone & mile and s
half, This fish took us around over
the boy for five and a half hours, and
& distance of not less than twelve or
thirteen miles, I found I hdd nocon-
trol over him snd I knew I hed Lim
foul in some way, becausa no pressure
that I dared to bring seemed to tura
his head, and when I got him broad-
side towatd me and endesvored to hnn
him I would draw him broadside
me and not head foremost, which told
me I had him hooked somewhare in
the side. 1
“After I had worn out Capt. Frank
Marsh, my boatman and myself, and
we Liad on eeveral occasions a'‘most
decided to out ¥he line and let the fish
go, we began to have a little control
over him, and worked him toward
shallow water, and at 6.15 I got him
into water about three and a half
feet deep and the eaptain got out into
the water himself and worked up to
the fish and gaffed him, ns he had =
gaft with & handle abous eix feet long.
After ho got the gaff into the tarpon
he drew him toward the boat snd I
killed him with an oar.” =

Fight With a Hurt Eagle.

John Heller, of Cascade Valley;
Broome County, N, Y., captured an
American esgle after bard efforts re-
contly. He bad szt a steel trap to
cateh a fox which had been stealing
his hens. On Monday morning he dis-
covered that the trap was missing.
Searching about for it he heard n
seream and commotion among a flock
of erows in & grova near hy.

In & moment s great American eagle
aroee from the woods, dragging the
trap, which was fastened to one leg.
It st onoe flew to o high tree, Haeller

snd it fell to the ground, wounded in
one wing.

. Finding an old rope nesr by He

endeavored to bind the eagle, buf it
fought vigorously with beak and.
talons, inflicting severe wounds upon
the man. Beeing that he was beaten,

Heller ran to a neighboring field,

where » man was at work, and the two
returned to the contest,

In Heller's absence the crows, see-
ing the eagle wounded snd handi-
eapped, had, attacked it, bat it bt
agood fight and killed six and woun
as many more of the erows.

The two men rallied to the atiack,
and succeeded, by the aid of s rope
and a piece of fence rail, in ov -
ering the eagle and taking it to Hellez's
home, where 1t is gradually recovering
from its injuries.

The bird measured seven feet from
tip to tip and stands five feet high. It
will be sent to Heller’s brother, who
is President of & New York clab. It
has been committing many depreda-
tions in the vicinity, killing lambs,
fowl, ete. It is believed that the eagle
is the mate of the bird killed by Mrs.
John Hendrix, of Gulf Sammit, N, X,,
in February,—New York Press,

Bravery of a Naval Cadet.

Epglish reeidents of Yokohama,
Japan, have asked the Royal Humane
of Englend to recognize the
conspicuous bravery displayed by one
of the youngest officers of the United
States cruiser Olympis, Naval Oadet
W. H. Standley. He had" on two pre-
vious occasions saved ns from
drowning, and Iate in July he added
to his record a third life saved at the
risk of his own. While standing on &
catamaran aloog side of the Olympis
he saw & sailor irom the American
¥acht Corenet swimming toward him.
The sailor was intoxicated, and when
about thirty feet from the oruiser he
gank, Standley immediately dived for
him, followed by Apprentice Youngs.
Standley caught the man ss he was
sinking and was fiercely attacked by
him, the sailor seizing him by the
throat and then attempting to nee his
knife. 'With the assistance o! Youngs
Etandley got him abosrd the Olympis,
where a stomach pump was used on
him. After an hour’s rest he recov-
ed nnd was profoundly penitent.

Boy Saved Two Womea's Lives,

1mmumm%

T, 1

disecharged his shot gun at the bird.

HYUSEHOLD AFFAIRS,

TO DRY SWEET CORN, :
Take it when just right for use and
out from the cob, being carefal not to
get in any of the cob, put on earthen
plates in 'a hot oven with fhe door
open, stir often uatil it begins to dry.
As it dries away emply two or three
plates onto one. The next day it will
be nearly dry and soon can be pat in
per bags and hung in & warm rocm.
TIu the winter when you' wish to cook *
it, wesh clean and pat to eoak over
night, keep covered in & dishin wurm-
ing oven until ready toget dinner,
then cook slowly twenty minutesin
same water, add buiter and sweet -
cream and salt, —New England Home-

ART OF BWEEPING, Tl

Sweeping is an arf, but there are
lots of honsekespers who do not know
it Of whatuse isit to sweepafl you

leave the curtains dragging ou the -
floor, the apholsi {urniture to
ostoh all the duet fi

flirt half the lint in

tle on the oiled fi

walls? The properand
to sweep is to push all the :
piture into the next room snd
np ~with cloths kept for the pur
khe tables, couches snd such artiol

s oannot easily be moved. If youhave
upholsterel furniture that cannot be'
moved, whip it lightly, thna wipe with
a clean piece of old silk and cover up.
Dust down the pictures and tebles be- _
fore sweeping to remove the olddﬁ, T
that may ba there, Sweep slowly and.
evenly, with long, smooth strokes, '
after rolling apd pinning up the eur-
teius and throwiosg the windows open.
Let the dust settle for hal® ao hour,
Then, with a clean soft cloth, go over
all the furnitare in and out of the °
room, shaking the dnst oloth often in
the open air to rid ib of gritty dust.
A room swophin this manver will re-
main clesn for days, whers houra wiil
suffice to litter up the room sweptim. = -
the common way. —Washington Hiar,

Sk

THE SECREY OF MERINGUE.
1 wish I could make such delicions 3

{{frosting as yours, Mrs, Parsons,” said

her neighbor, who bad ‘come in“the
back door to borrow an ezr. *'1hava
often beaten my egg so etif yon conld
oat it with a knife, and then on taking
my pie or pudding from tho oven,
found it as Hat nsa eake," slia con-
tinued, watching Pirsons heap.
the snowy mass on her lemon pie,,

“Let ma tell you misecrct I learned
all by mysel?,” said Mra. Parsons,
shukting the oven door upon her pie,
“Do you always beat your frosting
hard after adding the sugar?” ;

“Why, 1 don't know. I ‘don't be- °
leve1 do,"” was the hesitating an-
swer. A

“Then there is the whols troable,”
m;r_m!a& Mrs. Parsone,. **Thatis a
little secret I learned for ‘myself, aa
eaid. One is very apt after besting
the eggs light, to think nothing mors
is req than to stir in the sugar.

The two should be thoroughly beaten
with the egg beater and jour frosting
will be as thick and light after baking
as when put into the oven.” :

“Well,” declared Mra, Martin, ““i'm
glad [ had to borrow this moraing,
"?.Z'hf}’z“" thm - ?'in ' rﬁ -
fr or a tapioca pudding. I'll »
have one that will surprise the folks,”
aod she quickly took her deparbure. .

Having overheard this conversation
it occurred to me that there might be
some young housekeepers who hadnot ..
learned this little eecret, which we L
never eaw in o cook book. Of courze
the old housekeepers ean skip-thiy
colamn,—Womankind,

RECIPES,
Rice Maffina—One ocup cold boiled
rice, one pint fionr, two well-beaten
eggs, one tablespoonful butter, hall a
teaspoonfal salt, milk to make a bat-
ter. Beat hard and bake quickly.
Sweet Pickled Apples— Make a sirap
of one eup of vinegar and two of
sugar., Add a few small pieces of
whole cinnamon and ‘eome olovea.
Pare and core sweet apples; :::g -

them in the syrup snd let them
411l tender. Pat in a jar and pour the
girnp over them. Tkey are ready to

eat aa soon ns cold and will’ keep any
length of time.

Tonst—Cut neat pieces ol stale
bread into equares, round or ‘oblong
shapes; dip in a batter made from s
cup of milk, one beaten egg, one tea-
spoonful of melted butter, hall a oup
of T,- half & cup of flour. Bee
that the bread iz well satarated with
the batter, but not so softas to bresk.
Fry brown in very hot butter  or
sweet dripping, and serve with butter
or # bit of jelly on each. ;

Hashed Veal—Fut a tatlespoounfal
of buiter and one of flour in a sance-

Melt without frying, then add
u small hﬁﬂ’—‘rht of mil Btir




