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A stirring story <# 
^ w y Life in The pWlibbines. 

[GoRyright, 1899. by F. Tennyson Neely.J 

CHAPTER XI.—CONTINUED. 

Late that afternoon, just after the 
various trunks and boxes of the Frosts 
that were to go by the transport were 
packed and ready, and Mrs. Frost, look
ing stronger at last, though still frag
ile, almost ethereal, was returning from 
a drive with one of her friends, the at
tention of the two ladies was drawn to a 
crowd gathering rapidly on the side
walk not far from the Baldwin hotel. 
There was no shouting, no commotion, 
nothing but the idle curiositj' of men 
and boys, for a young soldier, a hand
some, slender, dark-eyed, dark-com
plexioned fellow of 21 or 22, had been 
arrested by a patrol and there they 
stood, the sergeant and his two sol
diers fully armed and equipped, the 
hapless captive with his arms half tilled 
with bundles, and over the heads of 
the little throng the ladies could see 
that he was pleading earnestly with 
his captors, and that the sergeant, 
though looking sympathetic and far 
from unkind, was shaking his head. 
Mrs. Frost, listless and a little fatigued, 
had witnessed too many such scenes in 
former dav s of garrison life to take any 
interest in the proceeding. "How 
stupid these pedple are!" she irritabljr 

exclaimed; "running like mad and 
blockading the streets to see a soldier 
arrested for absence from camp with
out a pass. Shan't we drive on?" 

"Oh—just one moment, please, Mrs. 
Frost. He has such a nice face—a gen
tleman's face, and he seems so troubled. 
Do look at it!" 

Languidly and with something very 
like a pout, Mrs. Frost turned her face 
again toward the sidewalk, but by this 
time the sergeant had linked an arm 
in that of the young soldier and had 
led him a pace or two away, so that 
his back was now toward the carriage, 
l ie was still pleading, and the crowd 
had begun to back him up, and was ex
postulating, too. 

"Awe, take him where he saye, ser
geant, and let him prove it." 

"Don't be hard on him, man. If he's 
taking care of a sick friend, give'm a 
chance." 

Then the sergeant tried to explain 
matters. "I can't help mjself, gentle
men," said he; "orders are orders, and 
mine are to'find this recruit and fetch 
him back to camp. He's two dajs o\er 
time now." 

"Oh, I wish I knew what it meant!" 
anxiously exclaimed Mrs. Frost's com
panion. "I'm sure he needs help." Then 
with sudden joy in her eyes: "Oh, good! 
There goes Col. Crosby. He'll see what's 
amiss," and as she spoke a tall man in 
the fatigue uniform of an officer of in
fantry shouldered his way through the 
crowd, and reached the blue-coated 
quartette in the center. Up went the 
hands to the shouldered rifles in salute, 
and the young soldier, the cause of the 
gathering which the police were now 
trj ing to disperse, whirled quickly, and 
with something suspiciously like tears 
in his fine dark ejes , was seen to be 
eagerly speaking to the veteran officer. 
There was a brief colloquy, and then 
the colonel said something to the ser
geant at which the crowd set up a cheer. 
The sergeant looked pleased, t h e j o u n g 
soldier most grateful, and away went 
the four along the sidewalk, many of 
the throng following. 

And then the colonel caught sight of 
the ladies in the carriage, saw that one 
was signaling eagerly, and heard his 
name called. Hastening to their side, 
he raised his cap and smiled a cordial 
greeting. 

"Oh, I'm so glad you came, colonel, 
we are so interested in that young sol
dier. Do tell us what it all means. Oh! 
I beg your pardon, Mrs. Frost, 1 surely 
thought you had met Col. Crosby—let 
me pre— Why, Nita! What's— Are 
you ill? Here, take my salts, quick!" 

"No—no—go on—I—I want to hear! 
Where are they taking him?" faintly 
murmured Mrs. Frost." 

"Try to control yourself," said her 
companion. "I'll tell you in one mo
ment." Meantime from without the 
carriage the colonel continued, address
ing Nita's companion: 

"He tells a perfectly straight story. 
He says he has an old friend who is so 
desperately ill and out of money—that 
he got a doctor for him and had been 
nursing him himself. Those things he 
carried are medicines and wine that the 
doctor bade him buy. All he asks is to 
tai e them to his friend's room and get 
a nurse, then he is ready to go to camp 
and stand for his trial, so I told the 
sergeant I'd be responsible." 

"Oh, thank you so much! Do see that 
the poor fellow isn't punished. We'll 
drive right round. Perhaps we can do 
something. It is Red Cross business, 
you know. Good afternoon, colonel. 
Please tell our driver to follow them." 

But, to her consternation, no sooner 
had they started than she felt Nita's 
trembling hand grasping her wrist, and 

' turning quickly saw that she was in an 
almost hysterical condition. 

"My poor child, I had forgotten you 
were so worn out. I'll take you home 
at once—but then we'll miss them en
tirely. Oh, could you bear—" 

"Oh! No! No!" moaned Nita, wring
ing her little hands. "Take me—any-
where. No! Take me home—take me 
home! and promise me not to—not to 
tell my husband what we saw." 

CHAPTER XI. 
For a man ordinarily absorbed in his 

own command, Col. Stanley Armstrong 
bad become all on a sudden deeply en
grossed in that of Col. Canker. The 
Frosts had been gone a week via Van
couver—the expedition only about 16 
hours—when he appeared at Gordon's 
tent and frankly asked to be told all 
that tall southerner knew of the young 
soldier Morton, now gone from camp 
for the third, and, as Armstrong be
lieved, the last time. 

"Why, that young fella's a bawn 
gentleman," drawled Gordon, as he of
fered the colonel a chair and cigar 
"He was behavin' t ip top, steady as 
you please, until about a month ago. 
He's only been with us since 1st of 
May—came with a big batch of recruits 
—« regular athlete, you 'know. Then 

after he'd drilled awhile I nailed him 
for headquarters clerk. I never knew 
him to be off an hour until about four 
w eeks ago. The men say another young 
fella came out here one night, had a 
talk with Morton, and they went out 
together. He got regular permission. 
Nobody has set eyes on his friend out 
here since that time, but Morton got 
three passes to town in ten days, and 
Squeers happened to want him, and 
gave orders he should have to be con
sulted hereafter. 'Bout a fortnight 
since, by Jove, Morton lit out sudden
ly and was gone 48 hours and was 
brought back by a patrol, perfectly 
straight, and he said he had to go on 
account of a friend who had been taken 
very ill and was a stranger here. 
Squeers let him off with a warning, and 
inside of three days he begged for a 
24-hour pass, and Squeers wouldn't give 
it. He went without it, by George! 
It was just about the time the Prime 
family arrived, looking up the boy 
they heard was in jour regiment. This 
time there was big trouble. The patrol 
sent for him went directly to the lodg
ings of his sick friend, and there they 
found him and he laid out two of our 
best men for forcing a way into the 
room. They told me your carriage 
nearly ran over him the day of the re
view. Then came that dam fool charge 
about his being mixed up in this rob
bery. Then his escape from under 
Billy Graj's nose, by Gawge, and that's 
the last of him. Canker sent a party in 
to look him up at the usual place, and 
both birds had flown, both, by Gawge! 
The sick man was well enough to be 
driven off in a carriage, and there's 
nothing further to tell as j et." 

"I wish I had known about him earli
er—before the Primes came," said Arm
strong thoughtfully, knocking the 
ashes off his cigar. "Ot course you di-
vine my theorj V" 

"That .Morton is the missing son and 
heir? Of course. Now that I've seen 
Miss Prime the family resemblance is 
strong. But if he wanted to soldier, 
what's to prevent? Those tents jawn-
duh are full of joungsters better edu
cated than I am," and Gordon arose, 
tangling a long, lean leg in the nearest 
camp stool, which he promptly kicked 
through the doorway into the sailing 
fog outside. It was barely 11 o'clock, 
but already the raw, wet wind was 
whistling in over the barren, sandy 
slopes and dunes, and the moisture 
dripped in big drops from the sloped 
rifles of the men marching sturdily 
in from drill. 

"Yawnduh comes the Prime carriage 
now, bj Gawge," continued the adju
tant, as he limped to the entrance. 
"Ole man seems all broke up, don't 
he?" Armstrong had promptly risen 
and came striding to his comrade's 
side. 

"Naturally," was the answer. "He 
had hoped much from this visit. The 
boy was just under 21 when he enlist
ed, and, as his father's consent was 
lacking, a discharge could have been 
ordered. It may have been fear of that 
that drove the youngster off. Where 
is the carriage—and jour glasses?" 
continued the colonel, looking abcTut 
until he found a binocular. 

"Comin' right down the road back of 
the officers' tents. Beckon it's another 
visit of condolence to Gray. You know 
I shouldn't vvonduh if this arrest of 
his didn't prove a blessin' in disguise 
for that lucky boy." 

No reply coming, to this observation, 
Gordon glanced over his shoulder. 
Armstrong was replacing the glasses. 
Again the adjutant hazarded: 

"I—1 was saying' this arrest may be, 
after all, the biggest kind of blessing 
in disguise for that lucky Billy. Yes, 
by Jove! Thev're comin' to his tent. 
That's a splendid girl, ole man." 

"Miss—Prime, j o u mean?" calmly 
queried Armstrong, striking match 
after match in the effort to light a 
fresh cigar, his face averted. 

"Miss Prime I don't mean," answered 
Gordon, glancing curiously at the 
senior officer. "Not but that she's a 
most charming young lady and all 
that," he hurriedly interpolated, south
ern chivalry asserting itself. Then 
with a twitch about the lip: "By the 
way, ole man, those cigars light better 
from the other end. Take a fresh one." 

Armstrong quickly withdrew the ill-
used weed from between his strong, 
white teeth, gave it one glance and a 
toss into the waste basket. 

"No, I've smoked enough. But how 
can they see him? How about that 
sentry over Gray's tent?" 

"Huh! Chief made them take it off 
directly he heard of it," grinned Gor
don. "Moses! But didn't Squeers 
blaspheme!" And the adjutant threw 
his head ba«k and laughed joyously 
over the retrospect. "Yes, there's that 
curly-headed pate of Billy's at the tent 
door now. Reckon he was expectin' 
'em. There they are, ole Prime, too. 
Don't be in a hurry, colonel." 

They had known each other years, 
these two, and it had been "Arm
strong" and "Gordon" when they ad
dressed each other, or "ole man" when 
Gordon lapsed into the semi-affection-
ate. To the adjutant's southern sense 
of military propriety "ole man" was 
still possible. "Armstrong" would be 
a soldierly solecism. 

"I am 1o see the general before noon," 
said Armstrong, gravely, "and it's 
time I started. If you should hear of 
your runaway let me know. If you 
shouldn't, keep our views to yourself. 
There's no use in rousing false hopes." 
With that Armstrong turned up the 
collar of his overcoat and lunged out 
into the mist. 

Gordon watched him as he strode 
away, the orderly following at the con
ventional distance. The shortest way 
to general headquarters was up the 
row of company officers' tents in front 
of the still incarcerated Billy; the 
longest was round back of the mess 
tent and kitchen. Armstrong took 
the latter. 

That escape of prisoners was still the 
talk of camp. Men had come by bat
talions to see the tunnel, observing 
which Canker promptly ordered it 
closed up. Opinion was universal that 
Canker should have released the officers 
and men he had placed'under arrest at 
once, but he didn't. In his bottled 
wrath he hung on to them until the 
brigade commander took a hand and or
dered it. Canker grumblingly obeyed 
so far as the sergeant and sentries were 
concerned, but entered stout protest as 
to Gray. 

"I still hold that officer as having 
knowledge of the scheme and aiding 
and abetting. I can prove that he tele
phoned for that carriage," he said. 

"At least there's nothing to warrant 
the posting of that sentry at Mr. Gray's 
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tent, c'wl- Canker," said the brigadier, 
with some asperity. "Order him off at 
once. That's all for to-day, sir," and 
the man with the starred shoulders 
"held over" him with the silver leaves. 
The latter could only obey—and ob
jurgate. 

But Canker's knuckles came in for an
other rasping within the hour. The 
brigadier being done with him, the di
vision commander's compliments came 
over per orderly, and would the colonel 
please step to the general's tent. 
Canker was fuming to get to town. He 
was possessed with insane desire to 
follow up that boarding house clew. 
He believed the landlady could be bul
lied into telling where her boarder was 
taken, and what manner of man (or 
woman) he was. But down he had to 
go, three blocks of camp, to where the 
tents of division headquarters were 
pitched, and there sat the veteran com
mander, suave and placid as ever. 

"Ah, colonel, touching that matter 
of the robbery of your commissary 
stores. Suspicion points very strongly 
to your Sergt. Foley. Do you think it 
wise to have no sentry over "him?" 

"Why—general," said Canker, "I've 
known that man 15 years—in fact, I got 
him ordered to duty here," and the 
colonel bristled. 

"Well—pardon me, colonel, but you 
heard the evidence against him last 
night, or at least heard of it. Don't j ou 
consider that conclusive?" 

Canker cleared his throat and con
sidered as suggested. 

"I heard the allegation sir, but—he 
made so clear an explanation to me, at 
least, and besides, general"—a bright 
idea occurring to him—"jou know that 
as commissary sergeant he is not under 
my command—" 

"Tut, tut, colonel," interrupted the 
general, waxing impatient. "The 
storehouse adjoins jour camp. Your 
sentries guard it. Capt. Hanford, the 
commissary, saj s he called on j ou last 
night to notify j'ou that he had placed 
the sergeant under arrest, but consid
ered the case so grave that he asked 
that a sentry be placed over him, and it 
wasn't done." 

"I dislike very much to inflict such in
dignity on deserving soldiers, general," 
said Canker, stumbling into a s>elf-made 
trap. "Until their guilt is established 
thev' are innocent under the law." 

"Apparently j'ou apply a different 
rule in case of officTs," calmlj respond
ed the general, "vide Mr. Graj. No fur
ther \\ ords are necessarj'. Oblige me by 
having that sentrj posted at once. 
Good morning, s i j ." 

But to Canker's dismav- the officer of 
the guard made prompt repo>-t. The 
sentrj' was sent, but the sergeant's tent 
was emptj . The colonel's petha4J» flown. 
This meant more trouble for the colonel. 

Meantime Stanley Armstrong had 
hied him to Gen. Drayton's heact-uar-
ters. The office tents, were well tf'led 
with clerks, orderlies, aides and oVier 
officers who had come in on business, 
but the meeting was by appointment, 
and after brief delay the camp com
mander excused himself to those pres
ent and ushered Armstrong into his 
own private tent, the scent of the mer
ry festivities the evening cX Mrs. Gar
rison's unexpected arrival. There the 
general turned quickly on hisr visitor 
with the low-toned question: 

"Well—what have j o u foundt" 
"Enough to g i \ e me strong reason 

for believing that Morton, so-called, is 
young Prime, and that j-our nephew is 
with him, sir." 

The old soldier's sad eyes lighted with 
sudden hope. Yet as he passed hi(> hand 
wearily over his forehead, the look of 
doubt and uncertainty slowly relumed. 
"It accounts for the letters reaching 
me here," he said, "but,— I've known 
that boy from b/ibjhood, Armstrong, 
and a more intenw? nature I have never 
heard of. What lie starts in to do he 
will ca»*y out i* it kills him.'I * And 
Drayton looked c,% earily about the tent 
as thoutth in scVch of something he 
didn't quite knov what. Then he set
tled back slowlr into his favorite old 
chair. "Do sit 'down, Armstrong. I 
want to speak -with you a moment." 
Yet it was the cc'onel who was the first 
to break the silei ce. 

"May I ask if you hav* had time to 
look at any of the letters, f ir?" 

"Do I look as though I had time to 
do anj'thing?" said the chief, dropping 
his hands and uplifting a lined and hag
gard face, yet so refined. "Anything 
but work, work, morn, noon and night. 
The mass of detail one has to meet here 
is something apoalling. It weighs on 
me like a nightmare, Armstrong. No, 
I was worn out the night after the 
package reacheo me. When next I 
sought it the letttrs were gote ." 

"How long was 'hat, general?" 
Again the weary hands, with their 

long, tapering fingers, came up to the 
old soldier's brow. He pondered a mo
ment. "It must have been the next 
afternoon, I think, but I can't be sure." 

"And you hfd left them—?" 
"In the inside pocket of that old over

coat of mine, hanging there on the rear 
tent pole," was the answer, as the gen
eral turned half round in his chair and 
glanced wistfully, self-reproachfully 
thither. v 

Armstrong arose and, going to the 
back of the tent, m? de close examina
tion. The canvas l o m e of the chief 
was what is known as '.he hospital tent, 
but instead of being pitched with the 
ordinary ridge pole an«i upright, a sub
stantial wooden framft and floor had 
first been built and ov«r this the stout 
canvas was stretched, s tanch and taut 
as the head of a drum. It was all intact 
and sound. Whoever' filched that 
packet made way with it through the 
front, and that, as Armstrong well 
knew, was kept tightly laced, as a rule, 
from the time the general left it in the 
morning until his return. It was never 
unlaced except in his presence or by 
his order. Then the deft bands of the 
orderlies on duty would do the trick in 
a twinkling. Knowing all this, the 
colonel queried further: 

"You went in town, as I remember, 
late that evening and called on the 
Primes and other people at the Palace. 
I think I saw you in the supper room. 
There was much merriment at your 
table. Mrs. Garrison seemed to be the 
life of the party. Now, you left your 
overcoat with the boy at the cloak 
stand?" 

"No, Armstrong, that's the odd part 
of it. I only used the cape that even
ing. The coat was hanging at its usdal 
place when I returned late, with a 
mass of new orders and papers. No! 
no! But here, I must get back to t ta 
office, and what I wished jrou to *ee w u 
that poor boy's letter. What can y o i 
hope with a nature like' that to £e*f 
with?" 

[To Be Continue^.] 

Six months ago Archie Cadzovv, a 
contributor to the children's supple
ment of The Minneapolis Journal, 
known as the Journal Junior, 
suggested to that paper that 
the children of the Northwest con
tribute from 5 to 25 cents each to 
raise a fund to purchase a watch for 
Admiral George Dewey. Archie Cad-
zow is a Minnesota boy, living at 
Rosemount. After due consideration 
the scheme was revised so as to re
strict the contribution in each case to 
1 cent that the children of the poor 
might find it no burden to participate 
equally in the gift. It was announced 
that The Journal would receive the 
money and carry on the enterprise. 
Then the pennies began to roll in in 
large numbers. In a few dajrs it be
came apparent that the Journal would 
have to have help. Editors of North
western papers were appealed to, and 
as a result 175 of them in Minnesota, 
Wisconsin, North Dakota, South Da
kota and Iowa agreed to become 
agents for the Dewey watch fund in 
their respective towns, receiving the 
pennies from the children and receipt
ing for them bjr the publication of 
their names. 

A neat certificate, stating that the 
holder had contributed a cent for the 
Dewey watch fund, was given to each 
contributor, and these little certifi
cates were soon in great demand all 
over the Northwest. Tens of thou
sands of them were called for the first 
week and as a final result Admiral 
Dewey was presented Wednesdaj', 
April 25, at 10:30 a. m., at his coun
try home*at Washington, a beautiful 
watch representing the 1-cent gifts of 
approximately 50,000 children of the 
North vv est. 

Eustis Brothers, Minneapolis jewel
ers, were authorized to provide a 
watch and fob according to sugges
tions submitted by them. It was de
cided that this watch should be one 
suited for use, not so ostentatiously 
rich that its owner would never carry 
it, and not so complicated with attach
ments as to be unreliable as a time
keeper. 

In order to add to the significance 
of the gift the navy department was 
appealed to for some metal which 

distinctive feature appears in the dial. 
Instead of the usual Roman figures or 
numerals, the points are represented 
by the letters "G-E-O-R-G-E D-E-W-
E-Y." By a lucky circumstance there 
happened to be just eleven letters in 
the admiral's name, and as a watch 
dial rarely has a figure where the sec
ond hand comes, the name exactly fit
ted. In the outside of the back cap 

ARCHIE CADZOW 
(The boy who suggested the gift.) 

there appears the admiral's flag set in 
the gold in the same handsome blue 
enamel. This flag bears the four white 
stars indicative of his rank and gives 
a beautiful decorative effect. Inside 
the back cover appear crossed cannon 
surrounded by a ribbon which in
closes enough space to permit the 
names of the Spanish ships destroyed 
at Manila to be engraved upon a sort 
of scutcheon. In this design high relief 
is effectively used, and the bright gold 
is also emplojred to give contrasts. 
The presentation inscription occupies 
the cap over the movement inside the 
back case. This inscription is deli
cately inlaid in blue enamel and reads 
as follows: "Presented to Admiral 
George Dewey, U. S. N., by the Chil
dren of Minneapolis and the North
west, May 1, 1900; Each Donor Con
tributed One Cent." 

and perfectly executed by Carter, 
Hastings & Howe, of New York City, 
completes the gift of the children. 
This part of the souvenir is especially 
ornate. Here, too, the four stars of 
the admiral are reproduced, this time 
in the bright gold which is encircled 
in the ornamental wreath of black 
gun metal. In the center of each star 
is set a diamond of the clearest lus
ter. The seal has for a handle an 
anchor in the black metal, flanked by 
two dolphins in bright gold with eme
rald eyes. The face of the seal has the 
monogram "G. D." in reversed intag
lio, suitable for stamping. 

Accompanying the watch is a large 
book, bound in blue morocco, bearing 
the title, "The Story of the Dewey 
Watch Fund." In the book, neatly 
pasted on heavy cardboard, is first a 
complete story of the raising of the 
Dewey watch fund, clipped from The 
Minneapolis Journal, followed by the 
names of all the Minneapolis children, 
and by the names of all the contribu
tors throughout the country. The 
book was taken to Washington by 
Miss Mae Harris Anson, editor of the 
Minneapolis Journal Junior. The for
mal presentation speech was made by 
Mr. McCleary, congressman from the 
second district of Minnesota. Archie 
Cadzovv, the boy who conceived the 
idea of the Dewey watch, enjoyed at 
The Journal's expense the peculiar 
pleasure of being present on the oc
casion of the presentation as the rep
resentative of the little people who 
contributed the tens of thousands of 
pennies for this beautiful gift. 

ed i tor ia l Comment. 
"Poor old Jones, the grocer, died early 

this morniDg," said the village editor's bet
ter half. 

"Huh!" exclaimed the local-opinion 
molder, "he's been dead for years " 

"Been dead for years!" echoed the as
tonished wife "Why, what do you mean9" 

"Just what I said,' replied the v. e. "Any 
man in business who doe«n't advertise is a 
dead one."—Chicago Evening News. 

Merely a Suggest ion. 
Husband—What's the matter with, the 

biscuits this morning? 
Wife—It's the fault of the yeast. It failed 

to make the rise. 
"Why don't you use an alarm clock?"— 

Chicago Evening News. 

A LITTLE NONSENSE. 

could be used in the fob. The response 
was" prompt and satisfactory, being in 
the shape of some bronze from a tor
pedo captured at Manila. A copper 
ring from the Reina Christina also 
supplied material for alloys in the fob, 
while part of an armor piercing shell 
from a Spanish magazine worked up 
nicely in the shape of gunmetal. This 
was the gift of Major Fitzgerald, sur
geon of the Thirteenth Minnesota. 
Carrying out the same idea, gold was 
secured from the Philippines, so that 
the fob of the souvenir is deeply sig
nificant. ^ 

The watch itself has what is known 
to jewelers as a "16" size case, that 
figure denoting the size which is most 
convenient for a gentleman's time
piece. The case is of plain gold, made 
up from United States coin, and is 
22 carats fine. It is a hunting case, 
bearing upon its front the monogram 
"G. D." most artistically done in blue 
enamel, which is let into the gold. 
Upon opening the time-piece another 

FAC-SIMILE OF THE WATCH. 

The case of the* Dewey watch, while 
modest, is at the sarde time one of 
the richest ever made. The manufac
turers, the American Watch Case 
Company, of New York City, are au
thority for this statement and certain 
it is that they put more into the work 
than they would accept for it. 

The movement of the souvenir is the 
very finest to be procured in the Unit
ed States. "An American watch" to 
express American patriotism wasjthe 
order and it was to be the best in the 
market. These requirements are ful
ly met by the movement in the ad
miral's watch. It is the product of 
the American Watch Company's fac
tory at Waltham, Mass., and the best 
turned out by that factory.- It is full 
jeweled with twenty-two ruby and dia
mond bearings and is carefully ad
justed both for temperature and po
sition. While i t is guaranteed to vary 
not more than half a minute a month, 
it may run even closer. 

The fob, most elaborate in design 

Engrllsh M she Is Spoke. 
Mrs. Brown—Our language is full of mis

nomers. For instance, I met a man once "who 
was a perfect bear, and they called him a 
civil engineer. " iL -

Mrs. Smith—Yes, but that is not so rWc-
ulous as the man they call a "teller" i n l 
bank. He won't tell you anything. I asked 
one the other day how much money Mr. 
Jones had on deposit, and he just laughed at 
me.—Collier's Weekly. 

Abnormal. 
Mammy—I wouldn't want no gal ob mine 

to marry dat Sam Johnson. 
Dinah—Yo' wouldn't? 
"No. Why, dat fellah am jes' as crazy 

Tbout dress as a sensible niggah ud be 'bout 
watahnullions!"—Puck. 

Due to Anxiety. 
Guest—Ouch! You've spilled some soup 

down my n«ck. 
Waiter—I's orful sorry, sah; but you see, 

sah, I s so in doubt if you is gwine to sub 
me a tip er not, it makes me nervous.—What 
To Eat. 

Alcohol ic or Not. 
Customer—My room is full of rats, and— 
Drug Clerk—Yes, sir. Do you wantbro-

mo or strychnine?—Philadelphia Press. 

Rip van Winkle (waking up)—"Heav
ens! I forgot to mail this—my wife's 
letter."—Judge. 

The Listener (to himself)—Truly, it's 
a pity that when nature gives a man a 
poor voice she doth not give him also 
a poor opinion of it!—Puck. 

"Oh. Edgar! it's delightful, this be
ing secretly engaged and nobody know
ing anj thing about it. All my friends 
are envying me for it." — Fliegende 
Blatter. 

"What sort of a fellow is Bobbers 
in a social way?" "Oh, he is one of 
those idiots who would say 'sweets to 
the sweet' when he was passing the 
pickles to a lady of uncertain age."— 
Indianapolis Press. 

Miss Oldmajde — "Charley Light-
waite says that he is deeply in love 
with me." Miss Caustique — "Non
sense! Charlej Lightwaite is too shal
low to be deeplj- in love with anybody.* 
—Somerville Journal. 

Citizen—"See here, I'll giv* you a 
dime, but I believe j-ou asked me foi 
money only yesterday. Why don't you 
learn some good business?" Able 
Bodied Beggar—"I have learned one, 
sir; I'm a retoucher."—Life. 

Guzzler—"Have a drink?" Bjonei 
(who is going slow)—"No, thanks; I've 
just had a swallow." Guzzler—"But 
one swallow doesn't make a summer-." 
Bjones—"But it sometimes means an 
early fall."—Philadelphia Record. 

"There is one thing I would like to 
know," said the savage bachelor. "Is 
that possible?" asked the sweet young 
thing with some acerbity—this occur
ring at the breakfast hour, when love
ly woman is at her unsweetest. "Yes 
I want to know why nearly all these 
women who have distinguished them 
selves by a display of brains look so 
much like men?"—Indianapolis Press 

DESERTED VILLAGES. 

Small European Towns That Hart 
Been Left to the Ravages 

of Time. 

It seems difficult to realize thai 
there are in Great Britain whole 
villages existing to-day wherein is nol 
to be found a single inhabitant. II 
is interesting, moreover, to trace th« 
cause of such desolation, both m Eng 
land and abroad, where empty towni 
are almost ubiquitous. 

The public attention was recentlj 
drawn to the case of the village ol 
Congleton, on the Macclesfield higt 
road, which consists of over 60 houses 
and cottages, not one of which ii 
occupied. 

But this instance is by no means 
unique. In county Donegal, Ireland 
there is a small town in a similarly 
deserted condition Over 100 houses 
go to form it, and the public build
ings include a Roman Catholic chapel 
a police station and little post office 
Yet not one of the houses is occupied! 
Why? Because of the banshee! The 
unfortunate little town acquired the 
reputation of being haunted, and the 
superstitious inhabitants have one bj> 
one deserted the place. 

Nor is this cause of desertion 
unique. Not in Ireland alone, but in 
England and Scotland, too. there are 
villages of smaller or greater size rep
uted to be haunted. Some of these 
are entirely and some only partly un
inhabited, but, one and all, they pre
sent the appearance of having been 
branded with a mark recommending 
man to avoid them. 

In the Auvergne mountains oi 
France there are two adjacent vil
lages without inhabitants. In this 
case ghosts are not responsible foi 
the state of affairs, though. More 
tangible and material beings have 
worked the desolation. The villages 
are the hunting grounds of fierce 
wolves! 

Wolves are by no means uncommon 
in France. Indeed, the sum of $3,O0C 
is paid annually to keep down the 
scourge. The villages in question 
were particularly infested, as in the 

^entire neighborhood, with the cruel 
child-eating monsters, and the rav
ages of the beasts become so frequent 
and the death rate frotn -this cause sc 
high that i t was decided that the vil
lages were not inhabitable, and the 
inhabitants moved lower down into 
the valley, where the wolves were 
found to be less venturesome. 

It would appear that drains are 
equally as powerful a factor in the des
olating of a village as wolves,for sever
al cases have been noticed wherein a 
bad system of drainage was responsi
ble for the total emptying of a village 
One of these cases is reported from 
Wales, where what had been a pros
perous little settlement was vacated 
afljer the outbreak of an epidemic fe
ver attributed to foul drains which 
the people were too poor to have sel 
aright. 

In the north of Scotland anpthei 
village was deserted for the same 
reason, the inhabitants in this case 
taking temporary shelter under a 
series of unused railway arches which 
they had bricbed up so as to form 
more or less comfortable summer 
houses. Meantime more permanent 
buildings were erected by their future 
occupiers.—Pearson's Weekly. 

New Excuse of the Fox. 
Once there was a wily old fox that 

was too fond of grapes, and; one day, 
the New Year's of all the foxes, he 
swore off from eating this fruit lest 
his embonpoint increase beyond reason 
and he be called fatty, a term of de
rision. But his appetite for the lucious 
bunches grew too strong and he hied 
him to a grape arbor. A heavy bunch 
of grapes was hanging high up on the 
vine. He jumped and jumped, but 
could not reach them. After he had 
exhausted himself to no purpose, and 
he was sure he couldn't reach the 
grapes he said: "No, I will not eat 
them. I made a resolution not to do 
so. What a virtuous fox am I." And 
he went off to tell his friends about his 
self-denial. Moral—Virtue is always a 
comforter when vice becomes impos
sible.—N. Y. Commercial Advertiser. 

The Automobile In Sonth America. 
In the enterprising cities of Buenos 

Ayres automobile carriages are no un
common sight, in the form both of pri
vate vehicles and of delivery wagons. 
Cycle roads now radiate from Buenos 
Ayres to distances of 60 and 70 miles 
in the surrounding country, and under 
the care of the Argentine Touring d u b 
these roads are reserved for the use 
of bicycles and automobiles.—Xouth'r 
Companion, 
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