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SAGE, the dapper little city editor
of the Globe, had a great nose for
news". He also had a temper. His
tits of r;ige were usually tiie result

of some effense to his journalistic nos-
tiils. They were offended now. His face
•was -us scarlet as the habitual red car-
nation in his buttcn-holc.

From the Criterion. By Permission.

"Ba ailed, in a tone that boded

li \u25a0 ed, the rain r he was
.: black pipe into tlie

-\u25a0 shabby coat, and answered

The editor looked the reporter over
from head to toe. and from toe to head,
carefully estimating him.

Fates was ill, 1. an, cadaverous* as
angular of feature as he was of Conn.
A gr<at shock of unkempt black hair
lw'ng low ovt-r his forehead, and gave
him a lock that was grim, wild, fan-
ta.^t.c. The vagaries "of nature, as
though still unsatisfied, set in his home-
ly h< ad a pair of appealing blue eyes;
that diffused a- strange peace over his
hapsjard face.

Thy city editor could not look into
thorn eyes, and be harsh. He knew that
by experience. Even now the furtive
glance hi caught as he looked up at the
reporter, softened his rage, and , ter-
n],•\u25a0!•• I his tone:

"Look he-re. Bates," he began, more
irritated than angry, waving a handful
of clippings from rival newspapers;
"we've been beaten by every sheet, in
town md you're to blame!"

The reportei knew it. He had nothing
to say. Th< n \u25a0 is no excuse in journalism.

Sage w.i.i en. "This is the third time
you've fallen dow*n on an important
story within ten days. Two weeks ago

you were scooped; and a month before
you were beaten by even that ins'g-
nincant rag, the Gazette. I've warned
you repeatedly. You know 1 won't keep
a man on the staff upon whom I cannot
depend. i Intended to discharge you a
week a«o; but I thought batter of it,
and <ii( Men to give you another chance.
You haven't made good! I can't account
for —you have done excellent work
heretofore—you stopped drinking a year
ago what is it?"

•'Will, the Globe can't afford to em-
pl(>\ a«i unlucky man. As a mattter of
discipline, if nothing else, 1 shall rna\'e
t( 1< i you go. I'm sorry! Personally. I
like you. You can work on here until
the end of the week, and then—take my
advice- get out of the newspaper busi-

"Lack! Rottc-n luck!"

As if to emphasize that point, the
editor assigned Bate?. a man of
experience, to report a lecture about
Which the paper night print a half dozen
lines), and dismissed him.

you're not fitted for it."

Bates walked out of the office, dazed,
benumbed.

''. : out of the newspaper business;
you're not titled for it." The words
whirled through the reporter's mind until
his head throbbed.

"My fled! if I can't do newspaper
Work, what can I do? Nothingl—nothing!
It there ever were other possibii;ti< s in
mo, this business has killed then. I'll
isimply have to .stick tv it. But who'll
employ me? Every man in town will

why I've been fired."
was not worried on his own ac-

count. His mind was full of a little
woman, who lay ill in a maternity hos-
pital; the mother of a tiny pink thing—
the nurse told Bates It was a boy—the
Wife whom he feared death would snatch
from his arn.s. And it was this fear,
this dread, that had usurped all his other
thoughts for the past six weeks. It was
this ever-haojnting horror—a horror that
drove the man to the hospital a dozen
limes a day, when he should have been
on the trail of news—which had caui***.
Harry Bates, who had long ranked a*3

a capable reporter, to be classied among
the Incompetents.

It was a bitter—a hard thing. It hurt
his pride—it depleted his purse. Being

a space writer, he had been doing badly,
for since he was judged incompetent, ho
had been given little to do; and for the
remaining days of the wetk he knew he
would do worse.

Fate seemed to have laid a heavy hand
on him.

Like most journalists, he had not caved
money. He could not. afford to be idle
a- day, so he was obliged to work on
through those weeks of worry. He
might have had assistance, had he made
known the cause of his incom potency;
but his sensitive nature, the keener be-
cause it -was hidden, shrank from the
coarse jests, some of his fellows would
have made at that little woman's ex-
pense.

So, thinking of her, he hastened to the
hospital, trusting to luck that the lecture
Would amount to nothing. It did prove
of sma<ll interest, and, as Bates had
prophesied, so did his every assignment
for the next five days.

He was despondent, very despondent;
not so much that his stories yielded him
little, but that his wife was still In the
hospital.

"If she wexe only well and strong

again. I could bring in news, and turn
out copy they'd be glad to print," he
muttered to himself, as he stood by the
office window one night, late in the week,
ar.'J gazed out througih the dizzling rain,
over the roof tops.

Hi- sighed and turned from the window.
The office clocta struck 30. He noted that
he was the only reporter in the room.
"Yes," he thought, bitterly, "they're all

\u25a0working but me."
Just then the telephone bell rang. A

copy reader answered it. He made a
few notes on a bit of paper, nung up the
receiver, and handed the slip to the city
editor.

Sage raised his eyebrows. "Out-of-town
etory; I'll have to see the night editor
aoout it." He glanced around the room.
The eyes of Bates were on him. "He's
the only reporter in the shop," thought

Sage; "I suppose we'll have to trust
him."

The city editor rose from his chair,
and stepped Into an adjoining office,
where a dozen men in shirt sleeves wore
editing copy as fast as it came by wire,
telephone and messenger. Tho night
editor, his feet cocked up on the desk,
a long Havana between his teeth, was
looking over th« evening papers. He
glanced up as the city euitor accosted
him. They c-xcihanged a few words, evi-
dently satisfactory to Sage, for he nod-
ded his head, and re-entered the city
room.

\u25a0 .oates," said he. as soon as he had
put his foot Inside the door, • nere is ;i

c to redeem yourself. He handled
tile reporter the slip, and added: '"There's
a big explosion at Bed Rock, and a lot

"I received the Ready Relief on Fri-
day, the 11th inst., by night express;
v.-id the same at 9 o'clock and had a
painless night, for the first time in threemonth*. Used the Ready Relief again
on Saturday an,l Sunday morning andnight, with the same result. I had a
broken arm and shoulder out of joint, Or
dislocated; was set all right, but remain-
ed painful until I used your remedy.
Thanks for your prompt attention."

Yours respectfully. G. G. DOSK,
Maryland, Otsego Co., N. X.

First Painless .Night in 3 Months.

RRR

A cure for all Colds, Coughs, Sore
Throat, Influenza, Bronchitis, Pneumonia
Swelling: of the Joints, Lumbago, In-
flammations. Rheumatism, Neuralgia
Frostbites, Chilblains, Headaches Tooth-
aches, Asthma, Difficult Breathing.CURES THE WORST PAINS In fromone to twenty minutes. NOT ONE HOURafrV-;r reading this need anyone SUFFERWITH PAIN. Sold by Druggists.Badway & Co.. 55 Elm St., Sew York.

of people hurt—probably killed. TaKe -~e
first train out. hump yourself! Telephone
us something—anything— the first
edition; and a good story for the second.
Above all keep your wits about you arid
see you don't get left. RememDer, too,
that we go to press at 1 o'clock, and
must hear from you, at tne latest, by
half-past twelve."

Though Bates hurried, he missed me
last train to Bed Rock, a . small town

• about fifteen miles from tne city; so
5 be was obliged to use the trolley line.
i It was close to midnight wnen ne reacu-

ed Bed Rock. As he jumped from tne
car he caught sight of a mounted patrol-

; man. He hailed the officer and-questioned
! nan concerning the catastrophe. The
. policeman told him where the explosion
] had occurred; made a wild guess. as to
I the number killed and injured, and a

wiluer estimate of the losses.
"It's meager, but it will have to do .or

the first edition,'' grumbled the reporter,
as he looked at his watch in the dim
light of a flickering street lamp, and
noted that the hands pointeu to ten min-
utes past twelve. "Now for a phone."

He ran along winat seemed to be the
main street of the town until, over a
barber shop, he saw a telephone sign.
The place was dark. Bates -ammerea at
the door. A woman put her head out
of a window above him.

"I'd like to use your 'phone," began the
reporter cheerfully.

''You'll have to wait; my husband's
down to the explosion, and 1 m not groin"
to let any stranger in." The woman clos-
ed the window.

Bates glared at the door far a moment
as though he had half a mind to break
it in, then turned on his heel and in-
quired of a man in a milk wagon where
he might find a telephone.

"There's a 'phone in the drug store,
about a quarter of a mile the other side
of tne car shed*," was the answer.

It was twenty minutes past midnight
when Bates found the drug shop. The
lights were extinguished, but the drug-
gist was standing at the door.

"May I use your 'phone?" asked Bates.
"No!" replied the man curtly. "I've

shut up for the might."
' .out I'm a reporter—l've got to send in

a story of the explosion—l won't keep
you a moment." *

"I don't care who you a.re or what you
have to do. I run this place to suit my-
self, not you or your paper. If you want
a 'phone— to the exchange." . \u25a0

"Go to hell!" returned Bates, wrath-
fully, as he whee!«d about and strode up
tiie street.

He was desperate.
It was twenty-five minutes past twelve.
The street was deserted.
He looked up and down the rows of

black windows in despair..
"Damn It all!" Bates exclaimed, "I'm

cursed!"
"Iltllo, hello! Yes, this is central." The

words floated out through a window
above him.

The reporter gazed up eagerly. There
was a light in the fourth floor of an
office building-. Then he made out the
sign of a telephone exchange on the
door. He caught hold of the door knob
and gave it a vigorous rattle.

A young man thrust his head out of a
lighted window. "Well, what's the row,
there?" h.e asked, good'-naturealy.

"Say, will you please come downi here
a minute: I want to speak to you?" The
ddreot request had failed on previous oc-
casions, so Bates was making a depart-
ure, with the belief that he could be
more persuasive aj close range.

"Oh, go on!" exclaimed the youth
above, "you're drunk!"

"Drunk!" cried Bates, exasperated; "I
was never more sober in my life." Then
he changed his tone, and put the plea
of his eyes in his voice: "Come down
and give me a word, and I'll give you a
dollar."

The window closed.
It seemed an hour to Bates before the

door opened. Then the reporter made up
for lost time. He talked like chain light-
ning. "I want to use your 'phone—got a
story o£ the explosion—must get it into
the Globe within five minutes—iK I don't,
I'll lose my job."

"I can't lose mine to save yours," re-
plied the other. "It's against the rules
of the company for me to let even em-
ployes into the exchange unless they're
on blislness."

"Now, took here, Mr. Central; no one
need know I've been here—l'll keep It
shady."

It rather tickled the young operator to
be called "Mr. Central;" stiu he demur-
red.

"My God, man, it's life or death to
me*—you don't understand!" cried Bates
desperately.

The youth did not understand, but ac
could not resist the appeal of tnose mel-
anciroly blue eyes. "Come in," said he
softly; "but mind don't ever give me
away."

They hurried up the stairs together,
Into a large room, furnished only with a
rude table, a couple of chairs, aT ihe
telephone exchange cabinet, j^our of five
of the tiny brass hwiigelike plates on ...e
caoinet were hanging down, indieav.ng
that there were calls for connections.

For the moment the operator paia no
heed to the clicking at the cabinet. He
busied himself closing the winuow shut-
ters.

Bates looked at the clock on the white-
washed wall. It showed twenty-five min-
utes to one.

"Be good enough to get me the Globe
office just as quickly as you can. It is
1—47—62. I must catch the first edition,"
said the reporter anxiously.

The operator took a seat at tne oaomet
and clapped a telephone receiver to his
ear. "Hello," said he, to some one on the
wire; "what number? I—s4—S9?"

Bates grasped tho youth's arm. "l-at's
the Chronicle's number—cut him off!"

"Wire's busy; please call again," spoke
the operator, into the telephone, witn the
monotone of a phonograph.

There came another call before "Mr.
Central" could move a plug. "Hello!
What? Bh? Daily Graphic?"

"The Graphic! Tell him the wires
busy," besought Bates.

While the Graphic's representative
stamped about a livery srtable and damn-
ed the country telephone operators, Bates
was sending in his meager account of the
explosion in time to make the Globe's
first edition.

Nor was the Graphic's man' the only re-
porter in Bed Rock that moment who
was swearing. Men from every one of
the city's big dailies were fuming be-
cause they could not telephone their
papers.

Two of the men, at the last moment,
rushed frantically to the railroad station
to send the story In by telegraph; but
they found the office daTk, and no one
could tell them where the operator lived 1.

Meanwhile Bates kept right on talking,
sending in imaginary details, holding the
wire until it was too late for any other
re-porter in Bed Bock to catch his first
edition.

Then h-Q gave up the wire.
"Here's a reporter talking now," said

the operator; "do you want to hear?"
"Do I? Give me the receiver!" Bates

reached for it.
"You mustn't talk loud," continued the

yduCh, "or they'll hear you at the other
en a."

"It's Thompson, of the Chronicle; I
know him well," whispered the reporter,
taking notes of the story buzzintg over
the wire.

"There, he's through," sold Bates, pres-
ently. "He's given me the name of every
man killed or injured; but h« doesn't
know the cause of the explosion, or the
extent of the losses. It's up to me to
hustle a bit for myself."

"Hush, here's another." lisped Bates'
confederate, passing the receiver to the
reporter.

Bates smiled. He recognized the voice
of Johmon, of the Rocket. For ten min»-
utes he did not speak. ITe was
taking down every item Johnson was
telephoning.

"Johnson's a mighty good man," re-
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marked Bates, laying down the receiver
and lighting his pipe. "He hasn't half
the names, but he has the losses and in-
surance down pat."

Then, after a moment's pause, con-
sumed in getting his pipe well lighted,
he resumed: "Mr. Central, you're a
brick! This is great! Here we sit—
pardon me, shall I roll you a cigarette?
Very good." He rolled one for the youth.
"Here we sit, while the gang rushes
about in the rain—l guess you'd prefer
to lick the paper yourself"—he gave the
cigarette a final twist and passed It to !
the operator, as he went on: '"while the
gang rushes about in the rain, gathering ;
the news, and I edit it on the wire. Do
you know, old man, I haven't enjoyed \u25a0

myself as much since " He paused"
suddenly. The light went out of his eyes,
and melancholy cast a shadow over them. I

The operator did not heed the change, !
for one of the tiny brass hinges in front !
of him dropped.

"Here's anoftier reporter," whispered
"Mr. Central." He had to pluck Bates ;
by the sleeve before he could get the j
reporter's attention.

'Eh! What! Oh! Yes!" Bates
grabbed a receiver and was soon puffing
clouds of smoke with every scrawl of his
fast-moving pencil. The light came into
h!s eyes again. The humor of the situa-
tion and the fact that he was collecting
a good story revived his spirits.

"Drop another dime in that slot," call-
ed the operator into the telephone;
"you've talked over five minutes." Your
friend's v.-orklng the slot machine tele-
phone at the railroad station."

"I think that's Herman, of the Eagle.
He's all riyht for a Sunday special, but
he's not much use on a news story. The
Eagle will print the history of the Bed
Rock Chemical works this morning;
that's about all. Strange no one seems
to know anything about the cause of the
explosion."

"You can go ahead now," called "Mr.
Central" to the reporter at the railroad
station.

Bates took no more notes. "Gosh, but
he's long-winded; he's telling the sama
thing over again," remarked the GlSbe
reporter. "Say, isn't it time to charge
him another 10 cents?"

"Charge him, anyway; I'm getting sick
of hearing him talk. Besides, it's time I
was sending in my story for the second
edition."

"Time's up!" cried the operator. "If
you've more to say, drop another dime—
well, then, two nickels." "Mr. Central"
smiled at Bates. "He's kicking!"

"Then cut him off altogether and con-
nect me with the Globe."

Bates spread his notes before him. "If
1 haven't the best story of the Bed Rock
catastrophe," he muttered, "ft isn't th©
fauit of the other reporters."

While one of the men in the Globe of-
fice took Bates' collaborated story over
the telephone, a copy reader whipped it
into shape and passed it, sheet by sheet,
to the city editor.

That dapper little person was marvel-
ing at the amount of work that Bates had
accomplished when the reporter at thetelephone wheeled about and exclaimed:
"Were cut off, and I've only got the
names of two out of the fifteen killed!"

Bates had been keeping the wire hot
with the story, reading it, in disorder
from his hieroglyphic-like notes, and hadjust come to the list of killed and In-jured, -when the operator touched himon the arm.

"Listen to this," said he, switchingBates on to another wire; •'some one'stalking to the town burgess."
This is what the reporter heard: "Hello

Camp-hello-I wish you d repeat that!Talk louder. I can't half make out whatyou re saying." Then another voice an-swered: "We've arrested one man, AllenReynolds. He used to be engineer ofthe works, but Hayworth discharged hima month ago. He confesses that he had ahand in the plot to destroy the place, but
wont give up the names of his accom-plices 1 think I can lay my hands onem, though, in the mornin'. if they don'tget wind of Reynolds' arrest."
fjhfl

o,
aS enouSh for Bates. "Give methe Globe again-ln a hurryr' he ex-

n!*!? 6?" "Incendl«y origin? Diabolical
«li V }"??. won't that jar the othersheets! I'll beat the town!"

The operator was almost as Interestedas the reporter. He cut In on some one
city "wire physician and gave Bates thecity wire.

"Hello, is that the Globe?" asked thereporter. "This is Bates"
tMn2Vhe man at the other

r
end wastaking the reporter

there came
keepingthe paper waiting there came a heaVy

Whats that?" questioned Bateslously.
Questioned Bates anx-

« n? lir" ,Cc,ntral" threw open the windowand looked out. He spoke to a man below

A Karoo Wanderiahr.
Charlie Jenkins had resolved to see lifeHe was tired of the mnnoionv of £fathers farm on the Great Karoo wherefor twenty years he had led a pla'dd xistonr* disturbed only fey iccusta an(Jhailstorms, enlivened at times by vistt*Horn stolid Dutch farmers. Old MrJenkins had come out from home andbuilt up a competency after years ofstruggle in South Africa. He was con-tent now to sit among his flocks, watchhis ostriches and Angora goats a-nd topass his olef age in peac- And MrsJenkins had no ideas about things beyond her own household. But Charliewished to escape from the lethargy

which hangs so heavy upon Africanfarmers; he wanted to know something
of the world. He was restless rather
than ambitious, for his aspirations werevague. But he was convinced that tho
bucolic life could not satisfy his soul

And now he was bound to Kloofbiirg
and perhaps to places as great and won'
derful as Port Elizabeth. He had beenreading books that unsettled him forcurious waifs of literature penetra/'te to
remote parts of Africa, and he picked up
some cant phrases about the necessity
of a "Wanderjahr" for some people Ho
could no longer bear a life which wassimple as that of the unthinking Hotttn
tot he~ds on the farm. In Kloofburg h*
would meet men who knew the outer
world.

It is curious thait the mass of Afrikan-
ders are so lazy and apathetic,, for there
is a- mysterious influence in the scenery
and the very atmosphere of their coun-try that makes for restlessness. As
Charlie cantered along the rough track,
he passed gaunt ironstone koojes of
fantastic shapes, fringed by clumps ofprickly pear, whereon rockrabbits bask-
ed impudently at the mouths of their
holes; the noise of his horse's hoofs
drove gay lizards scurrying Into the low
shrubs, and startled some stately secre-
tary liitds, who paced solemnly away in
dignified security, conscious that they
were under the protection of the law.Pie rested for a while in a green vlel,
a pleasant tract of marshy ground by
which a stream swollen by" the summer
rains ran noisily over its rocky bed. He
cared little for these familiar scenes, for
nature is a dull comrade tc those who
have no other company, and where there
is no sense of contrast men do not
trouble to consider the landscape. After
a pip-3 of rank Boer tobacco, Charlie re-
mounted and rode on until, from a
height,, he saw foe square tower of the
Kloofburg Dutch church enshrined in
rows of Lombardy poplars. He was soontrotting down the dusty street past small
iron-roofed houses. The place was life-
less enough. A few storekeepers in shirt
sleeves lounged at the doors of theirshops, and one or two drunken Hotten-
tots were chattering round the well in
the market square. He passed a square
paitch of sand, on which the ladies of

and came back to the cabinet. "There's
a lineman at the door. He's got to come
up to look over the wires. The explo-
sion has mixed -up some of them."

"What are you going to do? I've got
to "get this stuff in somehow." Bates'
look was almost threatening.

"I'd lose my job if the lineman, found
you here."

"Can't I hide in that closet until h«
goes; he won't be long, will he?"
"I wouldn't dare risk it," replied the

operator hastily. "But I've an idea. I
can get you out without him see-ng you."

"But I've got to get the biggest end
of this story in yet." The reporter's un-
der lip was quivering.

"You can telephone from Mre livery
stable. It's on the block below and Is
open all night. Grab up your papers and
follow me." With that the operator
quietly led the way down the stairs to tho
second floor. A door stood open on a
landing. "Slip in there." said the youth,
"until the lineman gets up stairs, then
sneak out."

"All right," returned Bates, as he
thrust a bill in the other's hand and
pressed it warmly. "You've done me a
great favor—l won't forget you."

The operator winked and slid down the
balusters.

A minute later Bates tiptced down the
creaky flight, holding his breath as he
went. He opened the street door care-
fullyand closed It softly after him, then
hurried along the street to the livery
stable. A sleepy groom admitted hm,
remarking that he was the third reporter
who had been there that night.

Bates stepped into the telephone box.Up in the exchange "Mr. Central"' was
holding the wire for him and the big
end of the story, which no other paper
had even a hint of. The fact that the
explosion was the result of an incendiary
plot was soon startling every one in the
Globe office, from the copy boy to the
managing editor.

It was a great story, and the city editorwas only waiting to see Bates to con-
gratulate him. He would not .et the re-
porter go now.

Sage wondered why, on that day above
all others, Bates should be late. He prew
impatient as the hours passed a*d still
no sign of the reporter. The city editor
was on the point of sending the copy to
Bates' address when he entered t.ie of-
fice.

Sage did not notice that ?Ze reporter
was unusually pale, and that his look
was wilder than ever; he merely g\ iicedup from the proof sheets before him
and said: "Sit down. Bates; I want to
talk to you."

Though the reporter hardly .-teemed to
hear the other's words, he sank into a
chair. There was something Hopeless in
his attitude; something tragic in his
look.

The city editor went on, scrutinizing
the proofs as he talked: "You've beaten
the town today, Bates. It was a rattling
good story, yours. I want you to stay
with us. Now fnere ought .to be a good
foirow story In that explosion. It's more
than likely the Bed Rock authorities
have made other arrests. I'm going to
send you out there."

Bates was silent. Sagre wheeled around
In his chair and looked at the reporter.
He found him studying the pattern in
the linoleum. ( ~

"Well, well!" The city editor was a
bit impatient.

Bates looked up with a start. He hadscarce noticed Sage's words. *\u25a0

"I want a little money," said the re-porter abruptly.
"Broke, are you? How much do you

want?"
"Hundred dollars "
"Hundred dollars! What do you needwith a hundred dollars?"
"Bury my wife!" The reporter's tonewas unnatural, hard, cold; only his eyes

revealed his misery.
Sage stared at him a moment. Whenhe spoke it was not the dapper little cityeditor, with the red carnation in his but-

tonhole and a nose for news: It was thehusband, the father, the man. "It willbe all right about the money. I'm Sorryvery sorry, old man; I didn't even knowshe was ill."
"Only six weeks."
The city editor understood now why

Bates had been incompetent. -"Whatwas the trouble, Harry?" it meantsomething for Sage to call a man by his
Christian name.

"A boy!" Bates' monotone was un-canny.
Sage laid his hand on the reporter's

firm. , \u25a0

tJh6LWe? both sllent for a moment;then the city editor spoke: "The boy-eh—he'll live, I hope?" -Bates nodded his head. "
Sage was the- city editor again, withthe red carnation and the nose for news!He turned "to Bat and remarked:'
loure the only man who should cover

ou -hi "ry yoU kn°W the ground thor-
Bates chin was sunk on his chest. Hereplied without raising his head: "What'sthe use? -I've nothing to work for now"'

How about the boy?"

thine P,° rtfr Started as thou^ some-

mutfered * ***• "Th&Va so!" he

He picked up a handful of codv naDerand walked out of the office

the place, gorgeous in satin dresses wereS^^ r̂0,fiUet- A P°mPous llttlo' man*horn Charlie recognized as the posting

fea'at 8 57 ?*? *"*"*•'£a ftSSK
But Charlie rode on until

Croquet club.a»t Charlie rode on until he readied the.principal hotel, and. handing over hto
?hoy^' a ffflr er°°m ' h* Pas^d on tovalid? V St°e^- Where onQ or two !n-

--cnair^. The hotel was- full, but ChaTllefound that he; could share a bedroom
In a^'°\in8r: Englishman name* Hick-son.

n
Hickson presently appeared: lie

nye3n f
R fIJh bla^c-loo^ff man of abouttwenty-five, ready enough, to chat. He

ml S°fn several continents, and tiledmany lratios. Like so many of theworld's failures, he had come to SouthAfrica to try his luck afresh. Charlie^naivete seemed to amuse him, and h*
m iT1' to the young fanner on theunsatlafactortnewi of life, telling himmany-.new things, and ncthiing cheerful.He had seen life more thoroughly thanCharlie could hope to see it, and the sur-vey had, it seemed, brought him little

»£l ncr most of the People wentoff to amateur theatricals, organized w ththe purpose of giving a new window todiminutive English- church. Jenkinswould have gene to see this pha« of life,
but was disheartened by a ratTTke manon the stoep, who was saying that he did
not care to see people making asses ofthemselves. This was a storekeeper who
disapproved of the drama batause thestage manager had lately detected aninaccuracy m his account and had trans-

ferred his custom to another store. Butto Charlie, Ignorant of these details, theman seemed to speak with a voice of- au-
thority.

And so he joined the knot of loafers,
men who considered the year wasted ifthey had not spent three hundred andsixty-five evening at a drinking bar. New,
Charlie had always lived 'abstemiously,
tor his father, like many African farm-ers, kept no spirits in the house, think-
ing an occasional spree in Kloofburg
more salutary than the presence of an
insidious liquor in his dining room. Andsoon he began to talk noisily with tho
others.

ll:ck3on was holding forth upon suicide,
and praising prusslc acid* Jenkins, from
a spirit of contradition, advocated thesuperior merits of pistols. In such ajovial gathering'the question seemed to
be merely an academic one, and was
soon dropped In favor of a discussion on
sheep-scab. As he had come to Kloof-
burg to escape from sheep and their ail-
ments, Charlie was glad when men be-
gan to return from the theatricals.

The landlord of the Inn, a jovial-looking
man, came into the bar with a banjo In
his hand and was greeted with cries of

Philosophical.

THIS WILL INTEREST
EVERY LADY IN ST. PAUL
Who desires to be attractive and good-looking. She who does not lacks an
interest in herself that she should be ashamed of. Unless one's complexion
is faultless, unless It is free from disfiguring pimples, blackheads, moth
patches and all other similar facial blemishes so common to women, she
cannot be attractive, no matter how beautiful her features may be. Without
a clear, spotless complextion, she cannot be and is not considered good looking
by any one. The famous complexion specialists.

B§^9 838 EH g^j=jv «*2 sp;

Of 78 and 89 Fifth Avaniaß, NewYork City,
Have Just arranged with MANNHEIMER BROTfIKRS to show the Misses
Bell's celebrated Complexion Tonic to the ladies of St. Paul, and the sales-lady In Mannheimer's store wiil explain to every lady the marvelous effi-cacy of the Complexion Tonic and its remarkable tonic effect on a skin cov-
ered with freckles, pimples, blackheads, moth patches, redness, roughness or
oiliness of the skin, and wrinkles not caused by facial expression. The Misses
Bell's COMPLETION TONIC removes all these blemishes permanently and
bestows a complexion that Is beautiful to look upon. The Complexion Tonic
Is not a cosmetic to hide and cover up the blemishes, bat a colorless liquid
that has a tonic effect upon the pores of the skin, driving out the Impuri-
ties that clog up the pores and restoring the skin to the same delicate, vel-vety texture it was in infancy. The price of the Complexion Tonic is 81.00
a bottle.

Superfluous Hair on the Face, Neck or Arms
Can be removed permanently by the Misses Bell's new discovery, KILL-ALL-HAIR, which removes this annoying and disfiguring blemish forever, and
kills the root of the hair so that it will never return. In order that every
lady in St. Paul may have an opportunity to test the merits of the won-
derful KILL-ALL-HAIR,and see for herself Its wonderful effect the sales-lady in MANNHEIMER BROS.' store at the toilet goods department willgive to every lady, FREE, a trial treatment of KILL-ALL-HAIR,which you
can use yourself, and notice Its effect. For those ladles who live outside -of
St. Paul, and who are desirous of trying the wonderful "KILL-AJL-HAIR"
Treatment, the Misses Bell will send a trial treatment free if you will send
two two-cent stamps to the Misses Bell, 78 and 80 Fifth Avenue. New York
City.

Ask the saleslady In Mannhelmer's to explain the merits of the Misses
Bell's Preparations to you, and have her show you the Misses Bell's CAPIL-
LA RENOVA. for restoring gray hair to its natural color; the Misses Bells
HAIR TONIC for removing dandruff and curing Itching, scaly and diseased
scalps; the Misses Bells SKIN FOOD, a daintily scented ointment for use
before retiring, and the Misses Bell's LAMB'S WOOL SOAP for the bath
and toilet.

Don't forget to visit the tolle* goods department and ask to see the
Misses Bells Celebrated Toilet Preparation*.

Sixth and Robert Sts,, St. Paul, Minn.

"Give us a tune, Jacky!" "Lot's go and
cheer up old Gordon," said a voice, and
every one assented. Gordon, Charlie
learned, was an Invalid in fui advanced
stage of consumption, w<iose cheerful-

ness had made h:m populaft and who had,
pathetically enough, expressed a hopa
that his last night on earth might be a
merry one. The whole gathering trooped
into the little smoking room, where Gor-
don was ensconced In an armchair.
Jacky, the landlord, broke into a child-
ish song, with a banjo obligato. He had
In his eventful career once been a public
entertainer, but little talent remained ex-
cept an air of assurance ejrJ ah adroit
handling of his Instrument. Song suc-
ceeded song until at last a burly doctor
in the corner cried, "Won't you give
some one else a chance, Jacky?" The
artistic temperament was wounded; the
landlord rose, picked up his instrument
and bolted. Hickson volunteered a hunt-
ing song. Then there were cries for
"Potgieter," and the ratlike Storekeeper
stood up, smirking, and said, rTm afraid
I can only give you a recitaWon, gen-
tlemen, and I hope you'll tell me when
you've had enough."' So saying, he
started one of those melodramatic pieces
endeared to the suburban drawing room
by spasmodic lady reciters. had Justcome to the description of the cherubic
child, which is. inevitable in this kind of
literature, when a sepulchral voice from
the doctor's corner whispered, "That's
enough!" But Potgieter was not to be
daunted, and led his yawning audience
to the point where the infant is run over
b> his mother on a bicycle. He eat down
amidst a storm of applause, broken by a
proposal from the doctor that they should
all tosa for drinks.

"Tho trans-Siberian express Is com-posed of six coaches, one flrt.t and two
second class, a saloon coach containing
a dining room and a library and a bag-
gage car. Great attention has bet n paid
to the mechanical construction of the
coaches so as to diminish as much as
possible the motion of the cars, whichon so long a Journey becomes very tire-some. Screens are placed at the win-
dow In such a manner as to protect theinterior from dust and smoke.

"The cars are htat' d by means of hot
\u25a0water, and the temperature of each car
can be controlled at will. From fifteen totwenty minutes suffice to heat the train,
whose temperature in the coldest weathernever descends below 15 degrees (.'. (59 jr-
grees P.). Ventilators are provid< d for
the escape of the impure air. It Is hard-ly necessary to g;ate that the cars arelighted both within and without bj elec-
tricity. The lamps suspended from theceiling of the sleeping compartments are
furnished with an ingenious automatic
contrivance whereby the light is extin-
guished or relighted as one closes oY
draws aside the curtains.

'The train is capable of carrying
eighteen second cl;iss passengers. The
dining room contains nine sin-ill tables,
and is capable of seating twenty-eight
persons at one time. Travelers have also
the privilege of being served in th< ir own
apartments. Meals are served at fixed
hours, but the restaurant and buffet are
open from 8 o'clock in the morning untilmidnight.

"Adjoining the dining room is tho li-
brary, which is like a little salon ele-
gantly furnished, with a bookcase con-
taining about a hundred books i;i the
Russian language, beside numerous for-
eign works, maps, periodicals and tho
newspapers of tho principal citJ s of the

route. The best official and private r<ubll-
I cations regarding Siberia are also to be
i found here. Beside reading, travelers
\ can while away the time with music, for
[ there Is a piano, or seek amusem* nt in
I cards, dominoes or chess, the favor.te-

game of the Russians.
"One of the coaches contain? a bath

room witn enameled tub and a %*ery com.
I plete arrangement for shower baths. Like
j all the other toiltt rooms, floor a::d wa'.ls
1 as high as windows are covered wilh dec-
' orated porcelain tiles. The rest of tho
J walls and the ceiling ar^ covered with
; wood paneling. Hot and cold water for
j baths and douches are provided by moms
: of a reservoir placed on top of th* coach
j capable of holding 3<o gallons and fre-
quently renewed.

"Beside all this there 13 a gymnasium,
i with all kinds of apparatus for exercising
j all the muscles of the body, including a
I chamber velocipede. Finally, for t'r.e use
! of the tourist photographer, of whom

there are multitudes at present, a dark
cabinet has been fittfd up w.lth all tl c
necessary paraphernalia.

"Eeside the usual number of conductors
each tiain is provided with a n.echanician.
an electrician, a chef de train,
cooks, five waiters and two men for the
lighting and heating. The personnel of
the express train also comprises a hea th
officer, who has a little pharmacy and
surgical Instruments at his disposal in
case of sickness or accident. As on the
trans-Atlantic steamers, medical service
is gratuitous."

The room grew noislsr. Charlie £t-urd
himself beside a dilapidated soldier whobegan to tell him thrilling; talcs of h's
Indian adventures, emphasizing ihe po : ts
with a shaky forefinger

The room was full of smok;-. Tnree men
were singing at once, and their voices !
were hardly audible above the cKnk of j
glasses.
In the corner Gordon lay in his chair,

pallid, fighting for breath".
Suddenly a report, as o* some firearm,

wias heard. "What's that?" said the doc-
tor. "Oh, I expect It's old Isaacs,' soiac-one replied, "trying to shoot an owl.
There's an owl that comes round his
house, but he always sees two owls, and
he's sworn to shoot them both."

The revelry went on. Charlie's head
began to ache, and the soldier's stories,
wihich were steadily growing in strength,
somewhat disgusted him. lie rose, r.n-1
made his way to the bedroom. Hickson
'had for some time vanished from the
smoking room, and Charlie called his
name as he struck a match.

There was no answer, but the splutter-
ing match reveale-3 Hickson lying) *n his
bed with Is face to the wall. Charlie ap-
proached htm. when he suddenly saw
that the steeping man's hand held a re-
volver. He bent to take the weapon
away, but, as he touched the hand, a
shiver passed over him. Hastily Charge
took his candle to look at Hi:kso-i c f:ie<\
but when he saw it he cried aloucl find
staggered back.

Two or three of the revelers came into
the room. "Are you two fellowa fight-
ing?" one of them asked. But a look at
the figure on the bed told him th-j truth.
''My GodV he cried, "that was the sh^t
w.i heard!'•

The landlord came grumbling In. Such
an event was bad for his house, ho said.
He seemed to be more annoyed then
shocked. Charlie broke away from the
crowd, now sobered, and soon left the
hotel behind. As he passed he heard
Gordon's racking cough. Soon he was on
the open veldt. The distant kopjes looked
grim and threatening in the moonligttt.
The harsh note of the nigrht-locust jarred
on his ?Q.r. and far away a jackal was
howling. The splendor of the Southern
cross over his head seemed to him an
irony of the heavens.

At early dawn Charlie rode homo. His
Wanderjahr was over.

Chicago Tribune.
A ring at the telephone d'sturbed tho

suburbanite in his office downtown.
"Hello!" he said, placing the receiver

to his ear.
"Is that Mr. Longway7' said a voice

through the 'phone.
"Yes."
"Tour house is on flre."

He reflected a moment.
"Well," he said, "by the time I can get

out there the fire will have bt.en put out
or the house w:il have burned down.
Goodby."

From Chicago daily via Lake Shore &
Michigan Southern railway, including
two new ones just placed in service,
leaving Chicago 8 and 8:30 p. m., and
reaching Buffalo the next morning at
6:50 and 10:30 respectively. New Pitts-
burg service—through sleeper from Chi-
cago at 10:35 p. m.. reaching Pittsbudg
11:16 the next morning. Low rate Pan-
American and tourist tickets now on
sale. Send 4 cents in stamps for inter-
esting printed matter. W. B. Huttet,
N. W. P. A.. 122 Endicott Arcade. St.
Paul. P. M. Byron, O. W. A., Chicago.

Eight Trains to Buffalo

i',l:,^...Jnii Jfussa
We are accustomed to think that the

height of luxury in long railway journeys
has been reached in this country, our
transcontinental trip, however, satms
short In comparison with the Journey
from Moscow to Irkutsk, which takes
nine days; and about four more will be
required to reach the Pacific at Port Ar-
thur, when the railway has been com-
pleted. Our Russian friends b.-iieve t .at
they have succeeded in equipping a train

\u25a0whose accommodations are proportion-
ately comfortable and 1; cl i< c some thin 3
not known elsewhere. These are described
in an article in the Magasin Pitturesque
(Paris), written from Information fur-
nished by the Russian dhector of rail-
roada. We translate several paragraphs
below. Says the writer:

Humility.
Washington Star.

"Let's you an' me go on in our sim-
ple way," said Meandering Mike, "an'
not put on no airs, howevc-r we may feel
tempted."

"What are you talkin' about?" inquired
Plodding Pete.

"De dangers of pr!d<?. I want to cau-
tion voj against gettln' overbearin" sim-
ply because dere ain't no risk o£ your
disgracin' yourself by dyin" r'ch."

Visiting Sault Ste. Marie, Macklnac,
Detroit, Cleveland, Buffalo, Pan-Ameri-
can Exposition, Niagara Falls, Toronto,
St. Lawrence River, Thousand Islands,
Montreal, Quebec, White Mountains,
Boston, Newport, New York, Hudson
river, Saratoga, Lake Champlaln, etc.
Personally conducted excursion. Make
your reservations early. Literature an<J
itinerary at 800 Line ticket office, U9
Bout'n Third street, Minneapolis, or 37*
Robert street, St. PauL

Finest Trip In America

Pacific Express

ONLYS2O.OO

TRAVELERS' GUIDE.
IMO.\ DEPOT, SIHJLEY STHUBT.

Trains leave and arrive at St Paul asfollows:

\u25a0SB J T*a fcaatll A £pVy /

Electric Lighted—Ob-1 Lean i Arrii«
eorvation Cats to J'ort-!
land,via Butt- Mlssonia, * 9 #30,*2-20Bpokaaa, Seattle, Tacoaia... I am pn

Fargo, Jamestown, Boze-'man, Helena, Butte, Spokane, * 10:35 *7 :45
Seattle, Tacoma, Portlaud...' ju-i I am
Fargo and Loech Lake

\u25a0S^SSaSRSK: ta3 3°t5
p

p

a
45

Dalrota & ManitobaExpress
\u25a0Fergt.3 Falls, Wahpeton,

Meorhead, Fargo, Crootstun
Grand Forks, tirafton, Win- *8:00 *7:15
n|P°g ! pm , am

"DULUTH SHORT LINE"
Leave

t^ttt TTT'TT v- Arrive

•Dally. TEx. Sunday '

TICKET OFFICE CORn<?^ RTsrs
UNIONSTATION, MILWAUKEESTATIONSt. Paul. Minneapolis.

iMbRTH-WESTERN hNE;
LLLjIC. ST. P. M.6c O. RY.;'^L=J
Oifice 382 Hubert St. 'Phone -I.SO.

tEx. Sun. tEx, Sif. I
{Ex. Mon. Others Dally. LEAVE I ARR.'VS
Badger State Expres* ( 8 3j 1 iTT

Chicago, Mil., Madison.. .. ) | "«,
Chicago "Atlantic Ex." 1 1.10 pm 1 1.15 amChicato "Fast Mail ' 6.55 8*33 amNorth-Western 1

Limited. ,- 8.13 7.45Chicago, Mil., Madison ... j cm Im
Waitsu, F. dv Lac. Grssn Bay 6.55 pm 3.30 am
Manltowor, Sheboyean. .. \u2666 6.55 am. §745 am
Duiuth, Suporlor. Ashland... i 8.50 arr. i4 45 pa

Twilight Limited | 4.25 9.59Duiuth, Superior, Ashland., t -.m pm
Mankato, ft. lamas Su. City, t 7.40 am 1 4.15 y^\Deadwuod, Black Mills j7.40 am! ' !5 atn
Elmore, Algona, D93 Moinas.. t 7.40 irn t 7.35 pn

Omaha Exprss4. 1 1000 7 33
|v. City, Omaha. Kan. City | am
St. James, New Ulm, Tracy.. 10.00 am 7.35 o~i
New Ulm, Elmore t4.50 pm \u2666lO.CSirm
Fairmont, St. James t4.50 pin t'. O..rsia

Omaha Limited. | 8.3 J 7.23
Su. City. Omaha, Kan. City I pm am

Milwaukee & l^^Wff
Ticket Office 365 Robert <*r*<*. 'Phi-p > I.

Leava. * Daily. 1 Ex. Su.TJa/. ArT77
•8-30 am Chicago, La*. Mllwau n ... "10:15 pm
•3:35 p m Chicago, Lax, Mi!».-;uk»i ... *1 1:50 am
6-55 p m Chicago. Lax MUwauicjj ... '2:53 c m

*8:P°m cnicfl]3 Pionajr Llli*7^
*3:55 p m Chicago, Farlbo, Dubuqm . *10Jl3 am
i3:35 m Hastings. Ro iW g, Roch'f»r 1 11:50 ajo
t8:30 in La Cross. Dubuq I*,1*, Rk Isl'ndit 10-15 pm
•6:00 a m Fartbo. St. Louis, Kan. City »6-03 p mtB:2Oa m Ortonvllls, Mllibank, Abord'n t63opm•6:50 p m Ortonvlll* Abx»rd»«n. Fargo •7:35 am17:20 p m Northfleld Farlba. Austin... I iijjam

Ticket Office—232 Robert St , Cor. Fourth.
'Phone Main 856.

Leave. 'Dally. tEx Sun. tSun only Arriva.
tß:3oam St. Cloud, Fergus Falls, Fargo ~ ts~4opm
tß:3Oam ... .Willmar, via St. Cloud. .. ts:4oprr»
•9:ooam Flyer Mont, and Pacific Coast *2:3opm
t9-10&m •\u25a0•0Vll!m«r. S. F., Yankton).. .- \u0084

_
T9.loam (Sioaji Cjty Erown ., Vallay) ts:3spm
t4:4spm Elk Rlvor, M. and Sandstona 110:003 m
t5:45;m .Wayzata and Hutchlnson. .. f):2sim
*7:ospmjßreck.. Fargo, C. F. Wlnnlp^f '7 ;si«Tj
*B:3opm' \u25a0\u25a0 ..Minn, ana Dak. E\j »7 30im

EASTERN MINNESOTA RAII/W »V.

jjjiogni•• -Duluth '" Wast Sut-rtor. \u25a0\u25a0 jl|:.|ggg
Sleapsr tor 1 10 p. m. train can bs occuplsi *»\u25a0ny tim» after 9 p. m.
Lake Mlnnetonka Trains Leave St. Paul • 1:35p. m., t8:50 a. m., 14:45 p. m., t5:45 p. m.. 19: 15

a. m,a 9:00 p. m., bl0:10 p. m. Returning, Leir9
Spring Park »l:30 p. m., *5:00 p. m.. t7:25 m..
tß:2oa. m., J8:30 a. m.,a9:00 p.m., blO:30 p. m.

a ex Saturday b Saturday only.

bsbsbset best line to ip^wawHin

CHICAGO AND |H
Binfll st. Louis IBMm
J/r.Jor_ 1 __ HTAT IONS 'Ar. "from
b.os:iui|Wlnona, LaCroase, Dubu>,

and Chicago, except Sunday 12.45 pm
8.05am Winona, La ;>gKse, Dubai

and S&Louta.except Sunday
8.06pm Winona, LaOonso, Dubutiuc,

I Chicago and Pt Louis, daily' 7-15 am
Ticket Office, 4(KJ Rober Tel

Chicago Great Western
"The Maple Leaf Route."

CityTicket Office, sth &Robert Sts., St. Paul.

K»nyon, Dodro Center, Oal- i 8.10 am'l 0.00
wein, Dutuqm, rreeport. I B.lopmi 7.50 anChicago and East. I 1 1.20 pm 12.50

Cedar Falls. Waterloo, Mar- "10.30 am! 7.25 ?mthalltown. Das Moine3, St. 8.10 pm 7.50 am
__ca«[_h, Kansas City. I 1 1.20pm 12.50 am
Ci non

L/ IL*V ReJ wmg. 8.10 am 110.00pm"Ncrthfield. F«rtbaolt, Wa- ' 6.05 pm 9.50 »m
tervllle. Manlato. |

Mantorvilla Local. I 6.05 cm 9.50 am

$ M., ST. P. & S. S. M. R'Y. tg
City Ticket Office, 279 Robert St. TeL 1051.

Union pot, St. Paul.

Leave. | |Arrlve.

7:2Opm|.Atlantic Lh
s:2''am Rhine-lander LB:2spfn St. Croix Falls Local, "x

Sunday, From Broadit
Depot, font Fourth St o:2samo:2sam

W GST.
6:oopm Imperial Llmltwl (Pacific

Coast) dally.
B:2oamlDakota Express (ex Sum 5

Minneapolis & St. Louis RR
Office. 398 Robart. 'Phong 661. St. Loui? Dj;at
liava | "Dally tExcept Sunday •*|rAixXri"'

tO:OO I<EWSI<OIITI-"<ITO
73 3-„ OMAHA|*«i»

Albert Lea, C«dar Ra?ld3, Chi-j
19:00 am cago, Kansas City.. ... f7:i'op.Ti

•7:00 cm •• Chicago & St. Louis Limits *8:40 la
Wstertown, New UUn, St. l

James, Sherburr.s, Esther/i::»!
18:45 am and Storm Lake t0:323-a

New U;m Local—St. James,;
"5:00 pm ...Sherbuma and Estharvllla. . '10::5i.Tl

WISCONSIN CENTRAL E'Y CO.
City Office. 37S Robert St. 'Phone No. -ij\.

Bts£i| Ail Train, Dally. j^^,
|Kau Claire, Chip. fails,j

(:00am(Milwaukee and Chicago' S:lsan
lA«bland, Chlppewa F'la.l7:4or«n:.Oshk.;sh. Mil anil Chi.! s:Wpta

QUINCY
Will have St. Paul for St. Louis and In-

termediate points.

MONDAY, JUNE 17, AT 4 P. M.
Special Excursion Rate—St. Paul to
St. Louis and return, Including m;:l«
and berth,

Tickets good to return until Ju:i • 28tb.
For full information regarding pusetf

ger and freight rates address HARKY
CLARK, G?n'l Agt., office foot of rfiUrj
street, opposite Union Depot, St. Paul
Telephone CalL Main 9L


