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er little eity editor

had u great nose for

had a temper. His
usually tae result

journali=tiz nos-

off nded now. His face

as tie habitual red car-

Lis buttcn-hole,

called, in a tone that boded

From t

his

Bates!” he

dropped, the paper he was
Nack pipe into the
: shabby coat, and answered

orier

looked

the reporier over
11 ad to toe, and frem toe to head,
< estimating aim.

w tall, , cadaverous; as
ar ir of feature as he was of form.
at shock of unkempt black hair
hvngz low over his forehead, and gave
him a lock that was grim, wild. fan- -
ikl € The vazaries ©o0f nature, as
th h still unsatisfied, set in his hom=-

iir of appealing blue eyes,
a strunge peacc over his
ce.

editor could not look into
th and be harsh. He knew that
by Xpericnce, Evin now the furtive
glance he zht as he looked ur at the
reg ter, softened his rage, and  tem-
pered his tone:

“l.ook here, Bates,” he began, more
frritated than ar v, waving a handful
o pings  from  rival newspapers;
. been beaten by every sheet in

ind you're to blame!”
reporter knew it. He had nothing
There is no excuse in jouraalism,
» went on. *““This is the third time
vou've fallen dowm on an important
;': within ten days. Two wecks ago
you scooped; and a month before
you beaten by even that ins'g-
niticant rag, the Gazette. I've warned
catedly. You know I woen't keep
1 on the staff upon whom I cannot
deperd. 1 intended to discharge yvou a
week but 1 thought batter of it,
and decided to give you another chance.
You haven't made good! 1 cen’'t aceount
for it—you have done excellent work
heretofore—you stopped drirking a year
fgo—what is it?”

were
were

al

ag;

*“L.uck! Rotten luck!"

“AWell, the Globe can’t afford to em-
ploy an uplucky man. As a maitter of
discipiine, if nothing else, 1 shall have
to let 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-
ness—youv're not fitted fer it.”

As if to emphasize that point, the
editor assigned Bates. a wman  of
experience, to report a lecture about
which the paper might print a half dozen

lines). and dismisscd him.
Bates walked out of the office, dazed,
benurmbed
= out of the newspzper business;
¢ not fitted for it.” The words
whirled through the reporter’s mind until
his head throbhed. :
“My d! if I

can't do newspaper

work, what can [ do? Nothing—nothing!
If there ever were other possibilities in
me, this business has killed them, I'll
simply have to stick to it. But who'll

€1 oy me? Every man in town will
know why 1've been fired.”

FHe was not worried on his own ac-
count. His mind was full of a little
woman, wno lay ill In a maternity hos-
pital; the mother of a tiny pink thing—
tne nurse told Bates it was a boy—the
wife whom he feared death would snatch
from his arms. And it was this fear,
this dread, that had usurped all his other
thoughts for the past six weceks. It was
this ever-haunting horror—a horror that
drove the man to the hospital a dozen
times a day, when he should have been
on the trail of news—which had caucee
Jlarry Bates, who had long ranked as
a capable reporter, to be classed among

the Incompetents.
It was a bitter—a hard thing. It h\_xn
his pride—it depleted his purse, Being

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

I"ate seemed to have laid a heavy hand
on him.

Like most journalists, he had not sawved

money. He could not afford to he idle
a day, so he was obliged to work on
thyough those weeks of worry, He

might have nad assistance, had ke made

known the cause of his incompetency;
but his sensitive nature, the Kkeenar be-
cause it -was hidden, chrank frcm the

of his fellows would
at that little woman's ex-

3. some

made

coarse

. thinking of her, he hastened to the
hospital, trusting to luck that the lecture
would amount to nothing. It did prove
of small interest, and, as Bates had
rophesied, so did his every assignment
r the next five Gays.

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

“If she were only well
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,
and gazed out through the dizzling rain,
over the roof tops.

He sighed and turned from the window.
The office clock struck 10. He noted that
he was the only reporter in the room.
“Yes,” he thought. bitterly, “they’'re all
working 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
story; I'll have to see the night editor
avout it.” He glanced around the room.
The eves of Bates were on him. “He's
the only reporter in the shop,” thought

and strong

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 were
editing copy as fast as it came by wire,
telephone and messenger. The night
editor, his feet cocked up on the desk,
& long Havana between his teeth, was
looking over the evening papers. He
glanced up as the city euitor accosted
him. They exchanged a few words, evi-
dently satisfactory to Sage, for he nod-
ded his head, and re-entered the city
ToOom.

* pates,” said he, as soon as he had
put his foot inside the door, ~nere is a
chance to redeem yourself.
the reporter the slip, and added: ‘" There’s
e big explosion at Bed Rock, and a lot

First Painless Night in 3 Months.

“I received the Ready Relief on Fri-
day, the 11th Inst., by night express;
used the same at 9 o'clock and had a
painless night, for the first time in three
months. Used the Ready Relief again
on Saturday and Sunday morning angd
night, with the same result. I had a
broken arm and shoulder out of joint, or
dislocated; was set all right, but remajn.
ed painful until I used your remedy.
Thanks for your prompt attention.”

Yours respectfully, G. G. DOSE,

Maryland, Otsego Co., N. Y.

A cure for all Colds, Coughs, Sore
Throat, Influenza, Bronchitis, Pneumonia,
Bwelling of the Joints, Lumbago, In-
flammations Rheumatism, Neuralgia,
Frostbites, Chilblains, Headaches, Tooth>
aches, Asthma, Difficult B athing.

CURES THE WORST PrINS in from
one to twenty minutes. NOT ONE HOUR
after reading this need anyone SUFFER
WITH PAIN. Sold bl_y."Dru ts,
Radwiy & Co., 55 E St., New York.
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He handed |

he Incompetent.

'BY EDWARD CHILDS CARPENTER.

of people hurt—probably killed, Taxke ---€

first train out. hhump yourself! Telephone

us somcthing—anything—for the first
edition; and a good story for the second.

Above all keep your wits about you and
see ycu don't get left. Remember, too,
that we go to press at 1 o’clock, and
must hear from you, at tne latest, by
haif-past twelve.”

Though Bates hurried, he missed tne

last train to Bed Rock, a small town

‘ about fifteen miles from tne city; so

{ he was obliged to use the trolley line.

i It was clese to midnight wnen ne reaca-
ed Bed Rock. As he jumped from tne
car he caught sight of a mounted patrol-

; man. He hailed the officer and questioned
h.m concerning the catastrophe. The

. policeman told him where the explosion

had occurred; made a wild guess as to

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
lighkt of a flickering street lamp, and
noted that the hands pointeu 1o ten min-
utes past twelve. “Now for a 'phone.”

He ran along wnat seemed to be the
main street of the town until, over a
barber shop, he saw a telepuone 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 nct goin’
to let any stranger in.” The woman clos-
ed the window.

Bates glared at the door for 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 night.”

out I'm a reporter—I've got to send in
a story of the explosion—I won't keep
you a moment.”

“I don’t care who you are or what you
have to do. I run this place to suit my-
self, not you or your paper. If you want
a ’'phone—go to the exchange.”

“Go to hell!” returned Bates, wrath-
fully, as he wheeled about and strode up
the street.

He was desperate.

It was twenty-five minutes past twelve.

The strect was deserted.

He looked up and down the rows of
black windows in despair.

“Damn it all!” Bates exclaimed, “I'm
cursed!”

““Hello, 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?” he asked, good-naturedly.

“Say, will you please come down here
a minute: I want to speak to you?’ The
direct request had failed on previous .oc-
casions, sc Bates was making a depart-
ure, with the belief that he could be
more persuasive af close range.

“Oh, go on!” exclalmed the youth
above, ‘“you're drunk!”

“Drunk!” cried Bates, exasperated; *I
was never more sober in my life.” Thén
he changed his tone, and put the plea
of his eyes in his volce: ‘“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 «f the explosion—must get it into
the Globe within five minutes—if 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 viaey're
on business.”

“Now, look here, Mr. Central; no one
need know I've been here—I'l} keep it
shady.”

It rather tickled the young operator to
be called *“*Mr. Central;” stii. 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 ue
could not resist the appeal of tnose mel-
ancnoly blue eyes, ‘““Come in,” said he
softly; “but mind don't ever glve me
away.”

They hurried up the stairs together,
into a large room, furnished only with a
rude table, a couple of chairs, ai rhe
telephone exchange cabinet. t'our or five
of the tiny brass hingelike plates on ..e
caoinet were hanging down, indicaw.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 winaow shut-
ters.

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

‘“Be good enough to get me the Globe
office just as quickly as yvou can. It is
1—47—62. I must catch the first ed.cion,”
sald the reporter anxiously.

The operator took a seat at tne caoinet
and clapped a telephone receiver to his
ear, ‘‘Hello,” said he, to some one on the
wire; ‘“‘what number? 1—54—397""

Bates grasped the youth's arm. ‘““i.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? Eh? Daily Graphic?”

“The Graphic! Tell him the wire's
busy,’”” besought Bates.

While the Graphic’s representative
stamped about a livery stable and damn-
ed the country telephone ogerators, Bates
was sending in his meager account of the
expiosion 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. s

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 dark, and no ona
could tell them where the operator lived.

Meanwhile Bates kept right on talking,

reporter in Bed Rock to catch his first
edition.

Then he 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
ydg'ﬁr. ‘‘or they’ll hear you at the other
end.”

“It’s Thompson, of the Chronicle; I
know him well,” whispered the reporter,
taking notes of the story buzzing over
the wire.

‘“There, he's through,” sald Bates, pres-
ently. ““He's given me the name of every
man killed or injured; but he 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 ahother,” Msped Bates’
confederate, passing the receiver to the
reporter, |

Bates smiled. He recognized the voice
of Johnson, of the Rocket. For ten min-
utes he did not speak. He was
taking down every item Johmson was
telephoning. =% 5
“Johnson’s a mighty good man,” re-

sending in imaginary details, hclding the i
wire until it was too late for any other |

; Jenkins had no ideas about

patci of sand, on
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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 sii—
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—I guess you'd prefer
to lick the paper yourself’’—he gave the
cigarcite 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
mysclf as much since—" He paused
suddenly. The light went out of his eyes,
and melancholy cast a shadow over them,

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

“Here's anofher reporter,” whispered
“Mr. Centrai.”” He had to pluck Bates
by the sleeve before he could get the
reportier’'s attention. 0

“Eh! What! Oh! Yes!” Bates
grabbed a receiver and was soon pufiing
clouds of smoke with every scrawl of his
fast-moving pencil. The light came into
his 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 ofjerator into the telephone;
“vou've talked over flve minutes.” Your
friend's working the slot machine tele-
phone at the rallroad station.”

“T think that’'s Herman, of the Eagle.
He’s all right for a Sunday special, but
he’s not much use on a news storv. 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 rallroad
station.

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

“He's only been at it three minutes.”

‘“‘Ckarge 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 ‘nim. “If
I haven’t the best story of the Bed Rock
catastrophe,” he muttered, *it isn’'t the
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 eity editor.

That dapper little person was marvel-
ing at the amount of work that Bates had
accomplished when the reporter at the
telephone wheeled about and cxclaimed:
“We're cut off, and I've only got the
names of two out of the fifteen killed!”

* .‘ . . L] - L]

Bates had been keeping the wire hot
with the story, reading it, in disorder,
from his hieroglyphic-like notes, and had
just come to the list of killed and in-
Jured, when the operator touched him
on the arm.

“Listen to this,” gaid he, switching
Bates on to another wire; “‘some one's
talking to the town burgess.”

This is what the reporter heard: “Hello,
Camp—hello—I wish you'd repeat that
Talk louder. ¥ can’t half make out what
you're saying.” Then another voice an-
swered: ““We've arrested one man, Allen
Reynolds. He used to be engineer of
the works, but Hayworth discharged him
2 month ago. He confesses that he hada
ha.ng in the plot to destroy the place, but
won’t give up the names of his accom-
'plices. 1 think I can lay my hands on
em, though, in the mornin’, if they don’t
get wind of Reynolds’ arrest.”

That was enough for Bates, *"
the Globe again—in a hurryr’ G}Il:e :(S
clatmed. “Incendiary origin! I™Mabolical
plot! Lord, won’t that jar the other
sheets! I'll beat the town!”

The operator was almost as Inter.
as the reporter. He cut In on somee s;gg
calling a physician and gave Bates the
city wire.

“‘Hello, i{s that the Globe?™
reporter. ‘““This is Bates.”

While the man at the other end was
taking the reporter to task for keeping
the paper waiting there came a heavy
kfx'ock at the strect door of the exchange

‘What’s that?” questioned Bates anx-
iously. 3

“Mr. Central” t
and looked out.

asked the

hrew open the window
He spoke to a man below

up to look over the wires.
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and came back-to the cabinet. *“There's
a lineman at the door. He's got to come
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 Jose my job if the lineman_foumd
you here.”

“Can’t I hide in that closet until he
goes; he won't be long, will he?”’

“I wouldn't dare risk it,”” replied the
operator hastily,
can get you out without him seeing 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 W#re 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 the
second floor. A door stood open on a
landing. “Slip in there,” said the youth,
‘‘until the lineman gets up stairs, then
sneak out.” S St

“All right,” feturned Bates,
thrust a bill in the other's hand and
pressed it warmly. “You've done me a
great favor—I 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-
fully and closed it softly after him, then
hurried along the -street to the livery
stabie.
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
helding 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 incend ary

plot was soon startling every one in the

Globe office. from the copy boy to the

managing editor,

Tt was a great story, and the city editor
was only waiting to see Bates to con-
grutulate him. He would not .et the re-

porter go now.

Sage wondered why, on that day above |
all others, Bates should be late. He grew !
impatient as the hours passed ogd still
The city cditor
was on the point of sending the cupy to
Bates’ address when he entered tue of-

no sign of the reporter.

fice.
Sage did not notice that

and said:
talk to you.” :

Though the reporter hardly mpemed to
hear the other's words, he sank into a

cpa.lr. There was something Hopeless in
l}usk attitude; something tragic in his
ock. 2

The city editor went on, scrutinizing
the proofs as he taiked: ‘*‘You've beaten
the town today, Bates. It was a rattling
gocd story, yours, I want you to stay
with us. Now there ought .to be a good
foltow story in that explosion.

have made other arrests.
send you out there.™

Bates was silent. Sage wheeled around

I'm going to

In his chair and looked at the reportef.
He found him studying the pattern in

the linoleum.

.
“Well, well!” The city e@fitor was a

bit Impatient.

Dates looked up with a start. He had

scarce noticed Sage’s words. -

“I want a little money,” said the re- |

porter abruptly,
“Broke, are you?
want?”
“‘Hundred dollars’
“Hundred dollars!
with a hundred dollars?”
“Bury my wife!”
was unnatural, hard, cold;
revealed his misery.

Sage stare@ at him a moment.

tonhole and a nose for news;
husband, the father, the man.

she was il.”
“Only six weeks.”

The city editor understood now why

“What
It meant
something for Sage to call a man by his

Bates had been

incompetent.
was the trouble,

Harry?”
Christian name.
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“But I've an idea. I

as he

A sleepy groom admitted h'm,

e reporter
was unusually pale, and that his look
was wilder than ever; he merely giliced
up from the proof sheets before him
“Sit down, Bates; I want to

It’s more
than likely the Bed Rock authorities

How much do you

What do you need

The reporter’s tone
only his eyves

When
he spoke it was not the dapper little c'ty
editor, with the red carnation in his but-
it was the
. "It will
be all right about the money. I'm sorry,
very sorry, old man; I didn’t even know
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THIS WILL
EVERY LADY

by any one. The famous complexion

Bell's celebrated Complexion Tonic to

a bottle.

lady tn St. Paul may have an

8t.

City.

Who desires to be attractive and good-looking. She who does not lacks an
interest in herself that she should be ashamed of.
is faultless, unless it is free from disfiguring pimples,
patches and all other similar facial blemishes so common
« cannot be attractive, no matter how beautiful her features may be.
& clear, spotless complextion, she cannot be and is not considered good looking

\The Misses

Paul, and who are desirous of trying the wonderful “KILL-AJ [.-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

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-

INTEREST
N ST. PAUL

Unless one’s complexion

blackheads, moth
to . women, she
Without

specialists,

Cf 78 and 89 Fifith Aveanuwe, NewYork City,

Have just arranged with MANNHEIMER BROTAXRS to show the Misses

the ladies of St. Paul, and the sales-

lady In Mannheimer's store will 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.
Bell's COMPLEXION TONIC removes all these blemishes permanently and
bestows a complexion that is beautiful to look upon.
is not a cosmetic to hide and cover up the blemishes, but 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-
vcty texture it was in infancy. The price of the Compiexion Tonic is $1.00

The Misses

The Complexion Tonic

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
kills the root of the hair so that it will never return.
- oppor tunit:
derful KILL-ALL-HATIR, and see for hcrsel
lady In MANNHEIMER BROS.’ store at the toilet goods department wiil
give to every lady, FREE, a trial treatment of KILL-ALL-HAIR, which you
can use yourself, and notice its effect.

forever, and
In order that every
to test the merits of the Won-
its wonderful effect, the sales-

For those ladies who llve outside .of

to its natural color; the Misses Bell's

ointment for
for the bath

use

] LA RENOVA, for restoring gray hair
HAIR TONIC for removing dandruff and curing itching, scaly and diseased
scalps; the Misses Bell's SKIN FOOD, a daintily scented
before retiring, and the Misses Bell's LAMB'S WOOL SOAP,
and toilet.
Don’t forget to visit the tolles goods department and ask to see the
Misses Bell's Celebrated Tollet Preparations.
A
Sixth and Robert Sts., St, Paui, Minn.
N~ "~ o NP NSNS NS NI NS NSNS L~

“Give us a tune, Jacky!” “Let’s go and
cheer up old Gordon,” said a volce, and
every one assented. Gordon, Charlie
learned, was an invalid in an advanced
stage of consumption, whose cheerful-
ness had made h:m populag, 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 haa
in his eventful career once been a public
entertainer, but little talent remalned ex-
cept an air of assurance s@d &n 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

“A boy!"” ’ landlord rose, picked up his instrument
canny. Y Bates' monotorie was un- and bolted. Hickson volunteered g hunt-
ing song. Then there were cries for

Sage laild his hand on the reporter's

arm.

They were both
then the city editer spoke:
ehi—he'll live, I hope?”

Bates nodded his head.

Sage was the city edltor again, with
and the nose for news!
Bates and remarked:
‘man who should cover
know the ground thor-

the red carnation
He turned to
“You're the only
that story—you
oughly.”

Bates' chin was sunk on hig chest. He
replied without ralsing his head: ‘“What’s
the use? T've nothing to work for now!”’

:I“How about the boy?"
he reporter started as though some-
thing had stung him.
muttered.

e picked up a handful of COopy paper

and walked out of the office.

silent for a Amoment;
“The boy—

“That's so!” he

‘“Potgleter,” and the ratlike 8torekeeper
stood up, smirking, and said, "T'm afraid
I can only give you a recita®on, gen-
tlemen, and I hope you’ll tell me when
vou've had enough.” 8o saying, he
started one of those melodramatic pieccs
endeared tp the suburban drawing room
by spasmodic lady reciters. le had just
come to the description of the cherubic
child, which is. inevitable in this kind of
literature, when a sepulchral voice from
the doctor’'s corner whispere®, ‘That's
enough!” But Potgleter was not to be
daunted, and led his yawning audience
to the point where the infant is run over
by his mother on a bicycle. He sat down
amidst a storm of applause, broken by a
proposal from the doctor that they should
all toss for drinks.

The room grew noisler. Charlie f{eurd
himself beside a dilapidatsd soldler. who
began to tell him Lhrilling tales of his

3

The Sketch.

Charlle Jenkins had resolved to
He was tired of the mcnolonvs?)ef "lgfs.
father’'s farm on the Great Karoo, whera
gor twenty years he had led a pla’cid ex.
1stfnrx\ disturbed only ty lccusts and
hanlstorms, enlivened at times by visits
1_rom stolid Dutch farmers. Old Mr
Jenkins had come out from home and
built up a competency after Years of
struggle in Soutn Africa. He was con-
tent now to sit among his flocks, watch
his ostriches and Angora goats amd to
pass his oléf age in peace And Mrs,
things be-
vond her own houschold. But Charlie
wished to escape from the lethargy
which hangs so heavy upon African
farmers; he wanted to know something
of the world. He was restiess rather
than ambitious, for his aspirations were
vague. But he was convinced that the
hucolic life could not satisfy his soul.

And now he was bound to Kloofburg,
and perhaps to places ag great and won-
derful as Port Elizabeth, He had been
reading books that unsettled him, for
curious waifs of literature penetraie to
remote parts of Africa, and he picked up
some cant phrases about the necessity
of a “Wanderjahr” for some people. He
could no longer bear a life whaich was
simple as that of the unthinking Hotten.
tot herds on the farm. In Kloofburg hsa
would meet men who knew the outer
world.

It is curious that the mass of Afrikan.
ders are so lazy and apathetie, 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 thne rcugh track,
he passed gaunt Ironstone kopjes ot
fantastic shapes, fringed by clumps of
prickly pear, whereon rockrabbits bask-
ed impudently at the mouths of thelr
holes; the ncise of his horse's hoofs
drove gay lizards scurrying Into the low
shrubs, and startled some stately secre-
tary birds, who paced solemnly away In
dignified security, conscious that they
Wwere under the protection of the law.
He rested for a while in a green viel,
a pleasant tract of marshy ground by
which a stream swollen by the summer
ralns ran noisily over its rocky bed. He
cared little for these familiax scencs, 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 pip2 of rank Boer tobacco, Charlie re.
mounted and rode on until, from a
height, he saw tue square tower of the
Kloofburg Dutch church enshrined in
rows of Lombardy poplars. He was sooh
trotting down the dusty street past small
fron-roofed houses. The place was life-
less enough. A few storekeepers jn shirt
sleeves lounged at the doors of their
shops, and one or two drunken Hotten-

tots were chattering round the well in |

the market square. He passed a square

A Karoo Wanderjahr.

the place, gorgeous in satin dresses, wera

rlaying ecroquet,. A pompous littl
: Xt ) o ma
Whom Charlie recognized as the postma;

ter, was strutting about aff:
’ ably, for h
had just recetved promotion, and, as h:

had endeared himself to. the loc

sips by a habit of divulging tel:glnfxg:
he was now being honored by a farewell
tea at the hands of the Croquet club
But Charlle rode on until he reacined thé
principal hotel, “and, handing over his
pony to a kaffir groom, he passed on to
the shady stoep, where one or two In-
valids were lying, languid,

L in deck
chairs, The hotel was full, but Charlie

with a shaky forefinger

were singing at once, and thelr volices
were hardly audible above the clink of
glasses.

In the corner Gordon lay In his chair,
pallld, fighting for breath,

Suddenly a report, as of some firearm,
was heard. ‘“What's that?” sald the doc-
tor. “Oh, I expect it's old Isaacs,’ sorae-
one replied, “trylng 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. Charlle’s head
began to ache, and the sgoldier's stories,
which were steadily gmwln§ in strength,
somewhat disgusted him. ¥e rose snd
made his way to the bedroom. Hickson
had for some time vanished from the
smoking room, and Charlie called Ils
name as he struck a match.

There was no answer, but the splutter-
ing match revealed Hickson lying ®h his

found that he could sh . bed with is face to the wall. Charlle ap-
with a young Engurhma:r ; ameb!redroom proached him, when he sudd:nly saw
son Hickson o= o Hick- | that the sleeping man’s hand h2'd a re-
was a tall o ently appeared: Me | yolver. He bent to take the weapon

] blase-locking man of about
twenty-five, ready enough to chat. He
had seen several continents, and tried
many 1irades, Like =0 many of the
world’s failures, he had come to South
Africa
nalvete seemed to amuse him, and he
held forth to the young farmer on the
Unsatisfactoriness of life, telling him
many new things, and ncthing cheerful,

He had seen life more thoroughly than

Charlie could hope to see it, and the sur.

vey had, it seemed, brought him little
pleasure,

After dinner
off to amateur
the purpose of

to try his luck afresh. Charlie’s,

most of the people went
theatricals, organized w:th
giving a new window to
the dimimutive English church. _Jenkins

away, but, as he touched the hand, a
shiver passed over him. Hastily Charie
took his candle to look at Hizkso1n s face,
but when he saw it he cried aloud #nd
staggered back.

Two or three of the revelers came into
the room. ‘“Are you two fellows fight-
ing?"’ one of them asked. But a look at
the figure on the bed to}d him the truth.
“My God!’ he cried, ‘‘“hat was the sh_t
w2 Leard!”

The landlord came grumbling in. Such
an event was bad for his house, he said.
He seemed to be more annoyed than
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. Tne distant kepjes looked

rim and threatening in the moonlight.

Wwould have gone to see this ph he harsh note of the night-locust jarred
but was disheartened by aprat, gt;:;:{ on his ear, and far away a jacka} was
on the stoep, who was saying that he d:d howling. The splendor of the Southern

not care to see people making asses
themselves.

stage manager had lately detected an
Inaccuracy in his account and had trans-
ferred his custom to another store. But
to Charlle, igrorant of these detalls, the

man seemed to speak with a volce of au-
thority.

And so he joined the knét of loafers,
men who considered the year wasted #f
they had not spent three hundred and

sixty-five evening at a drinking bar. Now,
Charlie had always lived “abstemiousiy,
for his father, llke 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. And

soon he began to talk noisily with the

others.

Hickson was holding forth upon suicide,
and pralsing prussic aecid, Jenkins, from

a spirit of contradition, advocated thé
In such a
Jjovial gathering~the questfon seemed to
demic one, and was

superlor merits ;of pistols.
be merely an

socn dropred in favor of a dlscussion on

;heep-tscab. As he had come to mo:nr-
urg to from sheep and their afl-

ments, Charﬁe-(medad

gan to return from the th

of
This was a storekeeper who
disapproved of the drama barause the

cross over his head seemed to him an
irony of the heavens. -

Atyearly dawn Charlie rode home. Ifis
‘Wanderjahr was over.

Philosophical, 2

Chicago Tribune.

A ring at the telephone d!sturbed the
suburbanite in his office downtown.

“Hello!” he said, placing the receiver
to his ear. : 3

“Is that Mr, Longway?’ said a voice
through the ’'phone,

“Yes."

“Your house is on fire.”

He reflected a moment.

“Well,” he said, “by the time I can get
out there the fire will have heen put out
or the house will have burned down.
Goodby.”

S
il

Eight Trains to Buffalo

From Chicago daily via Lake Shore &
Michigan Southern raflway, including
two new ones just placed In service,
leaving Chicago 8 and 8:30 p. m., and
reac! Buffalo the next morning at
6:50 10:30 respectively. New Pitts-
SR 2T P e Pitavads
o at 10: m., rea
= . Low rate Pan-

Indian adventures, emphasizir g the DO r tg 1

Railread Cravel
ARG | RM§§1]’@°3

We are accustomed to think that the
helght of luxury in long rallway journeys
has been reached in this country. Our
transcontinental trip, however, 8Scems
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 Fort Ar-
thur, when the railway has been com-
pleted. Our Russian friends b:lieve t.at
they have succeeded in equipping a tra'n
whose accommodations are proportisn-
ately comfortable and ir.cl e some thin g
not known elsewhere. These are described
in an article in the Magasin Pittoresque
(Paris), written from information fur-
nished by the Russlan director of rall-
"roads. We translate several paragraphs
below. Bays the writer:

“The trans-Siberian express IS com-
posed of six coaches, one first and two
second class, ‘a saloon coach containing
a dining room and a library and a bag-
gdage car. Great attention has been pald
to the mechanical construction of the
 Coaches 80 as to diminish as much as
possible the motion of the cars, which
on s0 long a jJourney becomes very tire-
some. Screens are placed at the win-
dow in such a manner as to protect the
interior from dust and smoke,

“The cars are heatcd by means of hot
water, and the temperature of each car
can be controlled at will. From fifteen to
twenty minutes suffice to heat the traln,
whose temperdture in the coldest weather
never descends below 15 degrees C. (59 a-
grees F.). Ventilators are provided for
the escape of the impure air. It is hard-

| 1y necessary to s:ate that the cars are
The room was full of smoke, Thres men |

lighted both within and without by elec-
tricity. The lamps suspended from the
ceiling of the sleeping compartments are
furnished with an ingenious automatic
contrivance whereby the light s extin-
guished or relighted as one closes or
draws aside the curtains,

“The train I8 capable of ecarrying
eighteen second class passengers. The
dining room containg nine small tables,
and is capable of seating twenty-eight
persons at one time. Travelers have also
the privilege of being served in their own
apartments. Meals are served at fixed
hours, but the restaurant and buffet are
open from 8 o'clock in the morning until
midnight.

““Adjoining the dining room is the U=
brary, which is like a little salon ele-
gantly furnished, with a bookcase con-
taining about a hundred books in the
Russian language, beside numerous for-
eign works, maps, periodicals and the
newspapers of the prinecipal citi.s of the
route. The best officlal and private publl-
cations regarding Siberia are also to be
found here. Beside reading, travelers
can while away the time with music, for
there is a piano, or seek amusement in
cards, dominces or chess, the fa,or.te
game of the Russlans.

“One of the coaches containz a bath
room with enameled tub and a very com-
plete arrangement for shower baths. Like

orated porcelain tiles. The rest of the
walls axn)d the ceiling are covered with

{ wood paneling. Hot and cold water for

baths and douches are provided by means
of a reservoir placed on top of the coach
capable of holding 30 gallons and fre-
quently renewed. -

“Beside all this there is a gymnasium,
with all kinds of apparatus for exerc'sing
all the muscles of the body, including a
chamber velocipede. Finally, for tre use
of the tourist photographer, of whom
there are multitudes at present, a dark
cabinet has been fitte@ up with all the
necessary paraphernalia.

“Peside the usual number of conductors
each t:aln is provided with a mechanician,
an electrician, a chef de traln, threce
cooks, five waiters and two men for the
lighting and heating. The personnel of
the express train also comprises a hea.th
officer, who hag a little pharmaecy and
surgical Instruments at his dispoxal in
case of sickness or accident. As on the
trans-Atlantic steamers, medical service
is gratuitous.”

Humility,

Washington Star. )
“Let’'s you an’ me go on in our sim-
ple way,” sald Meandering Mike, ‘‘an’
not put on no airs. however we may feel
tempted.” )
“What are you talkin’ about?” inqu'red
Plodding Pete,

“De dangers of pride. I want to caue
tion you against gettin’ overbearin' sim-
ly because dere ain't no risk of your
Slsgmln' yourself by dyin’ rich.”

Finest Trip in America.

ti Sault Ste. Marle, Mackinae,
Dgigu,ngmeveland. Buffalo, Pan-Ameri-
can Exposition, Niagara Falls, Toronto,
Lawrence River, Thousand Islands,

1, uebec, White Mountains,
’Bdg;;g:.a Ne?vport. New York, Hudson
river, Saratoga, Lake Champlain, ete,
Personally conducted excursion. Ma
fi, Saanons o S, g

E- W e ’
“““‘%ui polis, or

all the other toilet rooms, floor and walls |
as high as windows are covered with dec-

l

[ Office, 398 Robert. '

TRAVELERS' GUIDE.

UNION DEPOT, SIZLEY STREET.

Trains Jeave and arrive at St. Paul as
follows:

Arrive
*9:30*2:20
pm

Spokane, Ssattle, Taco:n
Pacific Express

ne, * 10:35 (* 7:45

pua am

Fargo and Leech Lake
Local |
St.Cloud, Little Falls, Brain-|
erd, Waiker, Bemlidji, Fargo. .
Dalota & Manitcha l

+8:3015:45
am pm
Express
Fergus Falls, Wahpeton
Mcorhead, Fargo, Crook

|
!
*8:00*7:15
pu_| am

“DULUTH SHORT LINE""

Leave v >, Arrive
8.5 am [PULUTH & | 2750
-;'iin'c; {;;g SUPERIOR

*6:30 pm

*Daily. {Ex. Sunday,

TICKET OFFICE °°% &2y

RCBERT STs,
UNION STATION, MILWAUKEE STATION
St. Paul.

Minneapolis.

S———

o e S

NnRTH-WESTERﬁ

LY E 8TPMEO.RY.

Ofiice 382 Robert St.

tEx. Sun. iEx. Sat.
§Ex. Mo, Others Daily.
Badger State Express |
Chicago, Mil., Madison.. .. |
Chicago “*Atlantic Ex.” ...... |
Chicago “‘Fast Mail ’........ |
Nerth-Western |
Limited. (
Chicage, Mil., Madison . ) |
War sau, F. du Lac, Gresn Bay|
Maznitowos, Sheboygan LB
Duluth, Superior, Ashland... 1
Twilight Limited. |
Duluth, Superior, Ashland
Mankato, St. Jamas, Su. City
Deadwood, Black Hills
Elmore, Algona, Das Moinss..
Omaha Express, |
gu. City, Omaha, Kan. City {
t. James, New Ulm, Tracy
New Ulm, Elmore -
Fatrmont, St. James.. ......

Omaha Limited. } |
Su. City, Omaha, Kan. City

St. Paul Ry,

Bckct Office 363 Robert Serant,

S p m{Chicago, Lax Milwaukss #2:50 pm

1o hipr 1 i Ly BVY |

om (CHICI0 PIOMI  Limia1 * 7242,
*3:55p n1iCh£cn-,3. Faribo, Dubuqus *10:40am
i3:35p mlHnstlngs.Re iW’g, Roch’tar 111:50 a @
18:30 sm|La Cross, Dubug'e, Rk Isl'nd 110:15 o'm
48:00 a m|Faribo, St. Louis, Kan. Clty| *6-0% o m
18:20 a m (Ortonvills, Millbank, Absrd’'n! 16:33 p m
'6:50;>m‘0rtonvﬂl9. Aberdesn, Fargo! *7:33 am
17:20 p m|Northfi Faribo, Austin. 19:3) am

Ticket Office—i32 Robert St., Cor. Fourth,
_____ 'Phone Main 858,

Leave. | *Daily. 1Ex Sun.

18:30am

18:30am

$Sun agi.y_;- A
St. Cloud, Fergus Falls, Fargol
....Willmar, via St. Cloud. |
Flyer Mont. and Paclific Coast| *2

'9:OOam| e

S e illmar. S. F., Yankton).
'-g'lc‘m}meux City, Erown's Valley g
'4:45pmiElk River, M. and Sandstons t10:00am
15:45rm .Wayzata and Hutchinson I 19 ]
#7:05pm|Breck., Fargo, G. F. W P n
*8:30pm! )

t8:55am| . <
.151:1‘3',:1[' .Duluth and Wast Supertor. .. .
leepor tor 11:10 p. m, tralncan bs oc

any time after 9 p. m.
Lake Minnetonka Tra
p. m., 18:50 a. m., 14:
a.m,a%:00p. m
Spring Park *1:
18:20 a. m., 318:

ST. LOUIS

L. Por | ~ STATION 8 A' ‘F!'imA
8.05 am | Winona, La Cros<e, Dubaque
and Chicago, except Sunday 12.45 pm
8.05am \Winona, La Org Dubuque
| and St.Lou '.;‘I-_t Bunday! .c..eeeee
8.06 pm |Winona, La Crosse, )uLmlu'«.E E
| Chicago and 8t. Louis, daily! 7.45 am
Ticket Office, 400 Robert St Tel. Main 34

CHICAGO GREAT WESTERY RY,

““The Maple Leaf Route.”
City Ticket Office, 5th & Robert Sts., St. Paul,
Tt Ex Sondas; other daity, | LI VE F 4
Kenyon, Dodgs Center, Osl-
wein, ubuqus, Freeport,
Chicago and E
Cccg;r Falls,

East.

Cannon

Falle,
field,
e

City Ticket Office, ?
Union Depot

Robert St.
St. Paul.

Tel. 1

Leave. | EAST.
7:20pm|.Atlantic Limited (d:
8:20am|Rhinelander Locall
6:25pm|St. Croix Falls Local
Sunday, From Broadway
|Depot, foot Fourth St.....
WEST.
6:00pm|Imperial Limited
= Coast) dally.
8:20am|Dakota Express (ex Sun)! 5

(Pacific

Nn;apolls & St. Louis RR

_Leavs *Dally ¥ _| Arrive
NEW SHORT LINE T/
19:00 t7:3D
> OMAHA -
*8:00 *8: 1D
pm, AND DES HOINES, am.
Albert Lea, Cedar Rapids, Chi-
19:00 am’'-... .cago, Kansas City. ... ) om
%7:00 pm .. Chicago & St. Lout *5:40 11
Watsrtown, New
James, Sherburns,
18:45 am .. ..and Storm 92o5n
New Uim Loca!
#5:00 pm ...Sharburne and } 2:1%im

WISCONSIN CENTRAL R'Y CO.

City Office, 375 Robert St. 'Phone No. #i4,

Arl.ve,

é‘:?;;’f““! All Tralns Daifly. |¢ "l
|Eau Claire, Clup, Falls, Rt
§.00am(Milwaukee and Chlcago' 3:l3are

|Ashland, Clepewa Fls |
7:40p1al.Oshkosh. Mil and Chi.! 5:00pm

Steamar

QUINCY

Will leave St. Paul for St. Louls anéd {n-
termediate points,

MONDAY, JUNE 17, AT 4 P. M.

Special Excursion Rate—St. Paul to
St. Louis and return, including ma2:!s
and berth,

ONLY $20.00

Tickets good to return until June 25th.

For full information regarding passen-
ger and freight rates address HARRY
C

, Gen'l Agt., office foot of Silley
Paul

street, opposite Union Depot, St
Telephone Call. Main %2

- R g .

-



