
Brave Deeds
.'•\u25a0 The armies of Generals Grant and Lee

had been furiously fighting in the jungle !
'- of.the Wilderness, inSi>uttr.ylvania County,^

Va.. on ihe r>!h and 6'h of May, 1861. The'
lurid iir»s played through the tangled :
•undergrowth, and out of its depths came j
the "roiland crackle of musketry like the !

•noisy boiling of home hell caldron that i
•told the dread story of death." Itis' re-
rated that the men of the opposing lines j
could not see each other twenty yards off,
and "assaults had to be made by the com-
pass."

'• Grant could not deploy his battalions
and bad but ono or two alternatives, viz.:
retreat or Hank Lee's position. lie de-
cided upon the latter, and determined by
a rapid flank movement to seize the im-

.jiortaur position of Spottslyvanla Court-
house, lifteen miles southeast of the battle-
field and that much nearer to Richmond,
the objective Dotnt of his campaign. His

• \u25a0intention was quickly divined by his op-
ponent. Lutsgstreet's corps, under Gen-

\u25a0eiar'R. H. Anderson— Longstr. having. lit'en wounded the day before
—

was or-. \u25a0\u25a0'fTffi'. to move rapidly to the same point.
The Federal and Confederate columns

L\veie racing nn parallel roads, and in order
to increase the chances of the Southerners
reaching the Coveted position first 1 was

•ordered to throw my cavalry in front of
the columns of Grant, harass at every step
their advance and retard in every possible
way their march. In arid around Todd's
tavern, and from tliat point to th« court-
house the fighting was incessant, rim be-
tween the cavalry of the two armies and
afterward between my mounted and dis-
mounted cavalry against the van of War-
ren's corps. 4UB

Anderson won the race by perhaps half
an hour. After a prolonged obstinate re-
sistance at one of the points of the mute
by my dismounted cavalry aeiinst War-. ren's infantry my troops were instructed. to fall back and occupy another position a
mile, to their re.«r.

Major James Breathed, commanding my
horse artillery, remained behind and by
my order, placed a single gun in position

•on a little knoll. We knew the enemy's
infantry were ranching in column through

\u25a0\u25a0 -a niece of wood?, and the object was to fire
tipon the head of the column, as it de-bouched, to give the idea that a further
advance would again be contested and to
compel them to develop a line of battle
with skirmishers thrown out, etc. The
delay which it was hoped to occasion

\. l>v such demonstration was desirable.:•; Under Major Breath^d's personal su-
.:", perintendence, shells were thrown and

.burst exactly in the head of the. column as
. it.- debouched. 'Ilie desired effect was oh-

•.,\u25a0•\u25a0\u25a0thined; the leading troops were scattered,.. and it was only with some difficulty a
.line of battle with skirmishers in its. front was formed to continue the ad-• .-.•• vance. Iwas sitting on my horse near
• Breathed, and directed him to withdraw

bis gun; but be was so much Hated with
*. .hf-s success thai Le begged to be allowed

\u25a0 ,' to give.trie enemy tome more rounds. He
.fired until their line got bo close that you'

could hear th' m railing out. "Surrender. that gun, you rebpl scoundrel!" Breathea's
• -• -own horse had just been snot. The can-
: noneers jumped on their horses, expect-
. .."-ing, of course, the gun to be captured, and.... . retreated rapidly down the hill. Breathed• ;."" was left alone. He limbered an the

gun and jumped on the lead horse. Itwas' Sbpt from under him. Quick as lightning
\u25a0f.'.- lie drew his knife, cut tne leaders out of
.-.•. the harness and sprang upon a swing,
: or middle, horse. It was also shot from••

tinder him just as he was turning to get
into the ad. lie then severed the har-
ness of ttie swing horses, jumped upon one

• of the wheel horses and a>:ain made a des-
perate attempt to save his gun. The•'

'. ground was onen between the piece and:: woods; the enemy bad a fullview of the;"...• .exploit; and Breathed at last dashed of!"-. unharmed, miraculously escaping through" . -.a shower of bullets. Fitziiugh Li.b.-
TOLD BY GENERAL JORDAN.

'•*\u25a0• -It" is not justifiable to call those acts
•".,: bravery which are done under the influ-
ence of excitement or emotion. Cowards
..'fight desperately when driven into a cor-
\u25a0':\u25a0: her, and sometimes brave men willhesi-
'.-

- .tale to rush into a danger that a man of
;:-' «-man courage despises. iconsider that an

.""' act is intrinsically brave when it is per-
; .-••farmed calmly, with a due appreciation of

\u25a0..
• ft-s dancer, and an absence of lie stimulant

.. of emotion.
\u25a0 '"..- \u25a0 During the war Irecall a signal instance
\u25a0 of true courage. General Forrest (who
\u25a0••• Prior to that had, single-handed, rescued a

young man from a mob of infuriated
.-lynchers) received several complaints from

•. ••-•.the' captain of one of his artillery coin-• ponies regarding the conduct of a young
':.-' = leer« on ihe score of deficient courage.

:\u25a0 ..Finally, he felt compelled to issue an
\u25a0•: order relieving the young man from duty..; with that company ;but out of regard for•••

.Jhw leehnes no mention was made in the
•\u25a0' \u25a0oraerof th£general's reasons forissuing it.
\u25a0•z: 1™?11 be no doubt in the officer's

\u25a0 ?,'««. «V' ?r Pr 88 to llls commander*' r««50U8 for thisltep and General Forrest
•V stood

BWare lhaC l
"

young Ulan under-. U'- He was therefore rather surprised to re-..; ceive a visit shortly afterward from this
..-/.same oftcer, and be asked for an explana-•..- •

lion. In angry tone, the officer demanded:-.-. to know on what grounds the order had>••been issued. Ihe man evidently meant, mischief. His right h«nd was in bis coat;... pocket, and the general was unarmed and.". alone,- but he did not flinch. "Because.: sir, you have been reported by your com-
:": manding officer repeatedly for cowardice

"
.-.•.he eaid. With that lie turned to go, but,;.. Nad uot moved a few paces before the man

•".; shot him down. A>urseon was close by• "'and examined the wound. He found that;..'.-. -tiie ball.had entered the spine. "Irec0m-
......-rnend you to settle your affair*, general,"
\'.,'.-l be 'd, 'you have not long to.live."

\u25a0•\u25a0\u25a0
• Forrest had been lying ina dazed e00di-,.;..\u25a0 won ou the grgundj apparently he)ples9,

When the surgeon had uttered these words
he jumped uu and rushed to pursue his
assassin. Disabled as ho was the lleeing
man could notesc.»pe him.

General Forrest caught him and killed
11 in* with n penknite, the only weapon in
ins Possession, although the man had sev-
eral barrels of his revolver siiil loaded.

Another Instance of bravery that
Iuoticed on many occasions during
the bombardment *of Fort Su niter
was the replacing of the flag- The heroes
in this ease were not men whose family
traditions micnt act as an incentive to gal-
lantry. They were recruited from the
poorer classes of Richmond, Baltimore and
other cities much on the plan of the enlist-
ment.

After the works on Ellis Island bad
falieu into the hands of the Federals, the
rire en Fort Sututer, which was within
Basy range, became quick ami continuous.

j So hot did the cannonading become that
it was not an unusual thing for the flag on
the lofty staff at the end of the fort to be
shut away. Whenever this happened the
men vied with each other in being first
to replace it. They would expose them-
selves to a shower of missiles, and then
one of their number would climb Dp the
flagstaff and replace th«" colors.

Thomas Jordan.

TOLD BY DR. JOHN T. NAQEL.
The bravest deed withinmyrecollections

of the war was performed by a member of
•the dismounted cavalry, whose name Ido
| not remember. lie did it in a spirit of

self-sacritice and cool heroism such as
rarely can be found in connection with a

!desire for notoriety or praise, and that ex-
plains why he is anonymous. The deed
was one which was carried out under

, peculiarly trying conditions. It has not
been mentioned to my knowledge before,

1 and Ihope that it may fall to '.he lot of
i ttiis unknown hero to see this acknowledg-
ment of his net of bravery.

1 was at the time surgeon-in-chief of the
dismounted cavalry under Colonel Young
( iowof the Fourth United Stales Cavalry),
who fell seriously wounded at the battle of

\ Kern Btown,8town, a few days alter the event to
i which my story relates.

The exact date pi the incident was July
;18, ISG4. Our regiment formed part of the
j advance thrown out by General right
ifrom his corps, which numbered 12,000
Imen. The advance was composed of a
ibrigade under Genera] Thoborri.

Tne enemy, under General Rhodes, con-
i sisting of an entire division, proved too

much for our inferior numbers. We were
forced to retreat.

To explain this story better itis neces-
sary to describe the scene of the oper-
ations. Th» Federal position was on the
same side of a river— the Kappahannock, I
think

—
as the rebels; with the unfortunate

feature that we were between the enemy
and the stream, which was, however,
fordable. The opposite bank rose in undu-
lating slopes, where to retreat was to be in
safety. Facing us wan open country with
a good deal of wooded ground on our
right. Among the trees were the hospital
ten If.

By the time that our forces were bpgin-
nint; to waver before the enemy daylight
had partly given way. The enemy made
a determined assault and broke through
our line, parting it in the middle. The
left section was somehow overlooked by
them, and they concentrated their forces
to the task of driving our riaht into the
river. This was accornnlished. Many
reached the other shore In safety, but
hundreds were drowned in the deep holes
that abounded there, and many more fell
victims to the scathing fire of -hot and
shell that tho enemy poured Into us.

Bring in charge of ti<e \\ou:i>le i. it was
my duty to convey them early in the com-
bat to a place of safety across the river.
While there Iwitnessed the deed ofbravery which Iwish to record.

When our men began to retreat across
the water it was noticed thai, one of theregiments on our left Imd left its colors on
the field. They could be plainly «een
from an elevated position. A dismounted
Cavalryman who had crossed over saw
them.

Without a word he calmly reforded theriver, and deliberately walked between
the lines of fire to regain possession of thetrophy which would, a few minutes later,
have fallen into the enemy's hands. The
balls whizzed around him, but he never
hesitated in his firm resolve to save tbe
colors. By a miracle he escaped unhurt.

We saw him pick the precious draperies
from the ground %nd wind them around
his body. Then, as deliberately as he had
gone to their rescue, he walked back ajuin,
passed snfely through the hail of bullets
and recrossed the river.
Iwas called away to attend my patients

at that moment. There was more work
for me than Icould dispose of. The op-
portunity of identifying my heronnd gone,
and Iwas uuable to find him afterward.
But the colors were *rvml. They belonged
to the Seventeenth Ohio Bpgiment.

Johx T. Nag el.

TOLD BY CAPTAIN JOHN S. WISE.
Lieutenant Barks iale Warwick, as brave

a young officer as the Confederates could
boast, was only 10 at the time he met
his death in April. 1865. It was then
that tbe Union troops broke our line at
Petersburg, and at the same time assaulted
the Confederate right at Bulges* Mills.
My father's command was stationed at
the- latter place.

Imagine one of those typical :>outhern
sawmills; the forest of trees all about it,
with a swamp in the background.

The opposing forces had a long and des-
perate fight for the mastery of this posi-
tion, but our men had finally to give way
before overwhelming numbers. Gradu-
ally they were driven back. They had
stood for some time blazing away iuto
each other's faces. On our side It was
a question of retreat or a desperate
chnrge. Just then Lieutenant Warwick
ran over to my father, and with a
bright smile on his face exclaimed, "Gen-
eral, let us ciiarge tuem." "Order tUe

charge, my brave boy," said my father:
ar.d Warwick with drawn sword leaped
upon the loj>oi one of tLe sawlogs sur-
rounding the mill. With the words half
way out of his mouth and sword iv air, he
was struck in the center of the forehead.
He ?ank as gently as a child golag to sleep
to a sitting position, bis head leaning back-
ward on the log ana sword still in band,
and there they left him when our troops
fellback a few moments later.

Lieutenant Warwick had a devoted
servant who had followed him from his
home in Richmond, through the entire
eampaien, and was cook for the brigade
9tafT. This uinti was holding the staff
horses on the road in rear of the position. I

jOur men feM back. My father and his j
surviving staff returned to the horses and
Warwick's nan, alarmed and distressed,
n-kcl my father auxiously for news olhis
ina-ter.

General Wise told him In brief words
what had happened, "lie is lying in

j there," he added, pointing iv the direction
nf the mills. Instead of makinc his re-
treat before the oncoming enemy, the
blank boy left his horse and threw himself
into a ditch near by. Thn Union troops

Ipassed over him in pursuit of our forces,
either not noticing him or not caring lor
him if they saw h'm.

When itbecame safe to do so the servant
quietly made his way to the mills and
tound his master's Dody. He took away
the watch, trinkets and valuables and
then buried his master, marking the grave j
as l>e>t he could. He made his way back j
to Richmond and delivered the valuables
to poor Warwick's mother.
Imet this san<e man not long ago in the

Pennsylvania Kiilroad depot, Jersey City.
He wat employed as a porter in the Pull-
man service.

We leaned as against a baggage van and
talked about the war times; ami 1 wonder
if t;.e pansers-by had any idea that we were
two old reb-. I was mighty glad tv see
Jim Christian and 1 believe iiwas recip-
rocated.

Many a man with a white skin is Dot a
thousandth part the devoted friend that he
proved himself to be. John b. Wi-i .

"QUICK AS LIGHTNING HE DREW HIS KNIFE."

THE ACTOR.
[Inscribed by Charles Warren Stoddard InEben

I'lymplon'salbum,nud read by Mr. I'lympton at
the Henry lrvtafdinner. Lotos Club, New York,
January. IS!'4. Published for tße first time la
1UK JluK.vi.MiCall]

a btatue, nice a rr< jen sigh.
TMtriumph of a sculptor's art.

Yet hides uo llpbtwlttiinitseye.

No lirewiiliiijits pulseless beart.

Apicture, like•rosa in bloom,
« here passiom t.:usli and are betrayed.

Is !• now.iau empty tomii,
With changeless colors overlaidI

A long that is the soul of pain.
The subtle tlnger may refer,

It is a spirit, that Invain
Is seeking Its interpreter.

But when the actor From the throng
I'.y genius Isexalted. he

KTo
status, picture and a song

(jiveslife and immortality.
I'bableh Warren !"TOr>r>AllD.

STONE WITH HEART OF FIRE.
The Opal, Its Attributes, and Modern

.Superstitions About It.
New Yon* Sun.

Now that oials have been restored to
favor, and itis understood that, instead of
bui' g omens t-f illfortune they are really
kicky -t 'tic?, itis euy to understand why
supernatural agencies Dave been ascribed
la i'.ih taM-inatinc gem, ami it may be of
Interest to learn aoliiethlnc of how to best
preserve its brilliancy and beamy. There
la probably no other stone so susceptible to
outside influences as an opal. The stone
is a soft stone, compared with other gems
and the flashing of Itscolors is due to the
refraction of light on the tiny scales and
almost invisible fissures within the stone,

| which acts like a prism, dividing the light
j and throwing out all the varying hue* of
i the rainbow.

The play of color is constantly chang-
ing. Dullness and brilliancy succeed each
other with the regularity of atmospheric
variation*, moderat- warmth having a dis-
tinct luminative effect, whil<> much heat la

capable of robbing the stone of all its beauty
by drying the moisture contained in the
minute cells. It is a curious fact, too,
that thers are vapors emitted from the
human b-.-dv in certain diseased conditions
that are capable of rendering the stone dull
and opaque. And the fading of life
and fortune and the opal may be simul-
taneous, but the stone is the innocent
victim of the condition of the wearer, not
the cause of disaster. Sir Walter Scott, in
his "Anne of G-ierstein." distort! the
properties of the opal to heighten the un-
canny element in his story, and to carry
out his plot made use of the supernatural.
To this story may be traced that "uncom-
fortable feeling" about au opal which
people not at all superstitious in other
matters cannot seem to shake off. Ifa
man or a woms>n attempts to wear oue,
friends and acquaintances continually bring
up the old superstition until the uncanny
stone sometimes ceases to delight. But it
is time this old superstition be sent tiying
after the old witch and her broomstick ;for
In the old days the stone was highly prized
as an 6m«n of good fortune.
.Most of the finest opals come from Hun-
gary, but the principal vein has been
exhausted lately,so that the gem in its
finest variety is exceedingly rare. The
clear, bright opals with iho luminous lire
rom« from Mexico. Any opal, and par-
ticiilarlyi'tba Mexican stone, willbecome
dulled by washing the hands withthe rings
on, aud they loose their brilliant play of
color. The stones ara not durable likediamond*, nor will they stand the same
wear.

Do Birds Talk?
Belfast (Me.) Republican Journal.

One day last week an elderly lady of
charitable disposition observed a blue jay
silting in the snow near her door, being
» lover of the feathered tribe, the kind-
hearted lady proceeded to furnish some
food for her new-found friend. Fastening
an ear of corn to a stick, she went out
quietly and olacedj the stick in the snow
where the j y could easily see it. Very
soon after lierretuni to lie house the bird
Hew to the stick and began eating the corn,
l'resently another bird or the same kind
Hew to the stick, but was repeatedly
driven away by bird No. I,who seemed to
claim possession by right of priority.
After e»tine his ;liihe flew to a small ce-
dar swamp about forty rods distance, and
in less than five minutes returned, fol-
lowed by seven others. Upon arriving at
the cornbird No. 2 was rudely driven away,
when the family of eight eagerly devoured
the corn, though not without something of
contention. The birds were evidently very
hungry, and have frequently been fed by
the friendly hand, but how did the seven
thai followed bird No. 1 from .the swamp
know there was food awaiting them?

An Old View of the Star System.
Hostou Journal.

When Alfred Buun was io this country
and wondered at the game supper at Taft'sHotel, West Boxbury— it was forty years
Mgo—he wrote thus of the condition of the
theater in the United btaten: "The 'star'system, incessantly kept ud here through
along series of years, has been fatal to ti;e
encouragement of home talent; novelty isthe prevailing pursuit of the American, as
it is of every other play-goer, and the mere
student of his country's dr.una, whom h'S
countrymen can ccc Ht all times, 19 gener-
ally passed by, and the new-comer wel-
ccMiied in his stead." Now, are these
words true to-day?

Four State prisons, those of Connecticut,
Michigan, Montana and Washington, uae
deprivation, of. privileges as a imimbmeot

Woman's Right to Her Own Lips.
iiuston (ilolie.

The Dutch Court of Appeals has given
an important decision. A young woman
of Utrecht, having a kiss stolen ou tbe
street, appealed to tbe Burgomaster, wbo
awarded her forty-eight cents damages.
The young man appealed to a higher court.
The decision has just been rendered by
ibe Dutch Court of Appeals that lor a
strange man to ki'-s a maid on thu street is
not actionable, a kiss briug of the nature
of a warm m»rk of sympathy. A woman's
proprietary rignt to bar own lius is thus
qualified by her attractiveness. The Dutch
Court give> legal tanctii-n to tbe old para-
dox: Stealing no theft. The stolen kiss
has been frequently celebrated in song and
story, bujnever until now bas itbad sucb
legal status.

Cold Comfort.
Tammany Times. ,

Jones— lt willbe all the same a hundred
years from now.

Smith— Well.Idon't find much consola-
tion in that. It is just a hundred years
since Louis XVI was guillotined. What
good does thai do him now?•—

\u2666
—

«
The Socialist League of Canada has been

organized as n substitute to the disbanded
Nationalist Association of Toronto.

ONLY ONE HERE.

A Japanese Artist Who
Works in Lacquer.

HOW HE PRODUCES EFFECTS

Interesting Processes and Appliances
That Are New to Western Civili-

zation in Decorative Art.

The fickle dame Fortune has brought
from the Orient a little Japanese artist
and craftsman, and with his coining one j
more tradition of Japan is stripped of
whatever mystery it may have possessed.

Th Japanese is a most interesting man
in hi* way. His father and his father's
father, and so on through an untold line of
ancestors, plied the same trade, following
out a custom characteristic of the land of
!lotus blossoms and chrysanthemums. It
took him ten years to attain proficiency in I

his handicraft, but when a man has to be-
gin when a mere child and prows up with
tho ><rt that becomes seeoud nature at last
one decade lismall indeed. Everything
about him la interesting to people of
Western civilization— his worn and many
curious things that can be told about it,as
well as his own story,, And to, see him
fashion beautiful- :ilesiitos or producing
mirror-like class with Japanese lacquer la
instructive as well ns interesting What
he does is done in a damp basement,
where few eyes ever intrude upon him,
and in all the United States there is not
another man similarly engaged. He is
the only Japanese lacquer artist in this
country.

Ju*t two months ago he came to !^Tn
Francisco from Japan and began his old
callingover anew with George Okarta, a
Japanese versed In his art. The -New

World is still strange to him. though for
that matter all the world beyond his
human-hair brushes and queer pictures 111
lacquer was a closed book. The very
injure of 1119 handicraft indicates tireless
application. Like time and tide, lacquer
will wail for no man; itmust be watched
night and morning, or else the labor of
days, perhaps months. is lost. He was
busy as ever the other 'lay when r visitor
called at the basement on Pnst street,
where lie draws and lacquers. Tim only
notice taken of the comer was a furtive
glance, after which he continued as if big
life depended on promptitude.

"Mr. M. Takani," said Okada, Introduc-
ing him. "Mr.Takani Is the only Japa-
nese lacquerer inAmerica."

Oka'la laughed and spoke to him in
Japanese, saying the stranger had come

to see him workingand to learn something
about lacquer, which is classed as a fine
art in the Orient. Takani's bright eyes
opened wide in astonishment and a smile
half incredulous half amused was the only
answer. He continued painting and
smiling.

"Busy now for Midwinter Fair," Okada
added sententiously, "after that we go to
New York."

Takani, the lacquerer, was indeed busy.
He is an even-featured and pleasant young
man ana au ordinary Japanese in appear-

ance. Around him were little moldings
in Japanese desigu?, frames, tiny bits of
boards, thin laths, funny looking pedes-
tals and what not. One would believe
that Takani was building a doll's bouse.
Though lie was not. Every bit or wood
has its place in the intricate order of
Japanese fancy work. When joined to-
gether they form decorative work that will
be seen at the exposition.

The scene of Takaui's interesting opera-
tions was a cheap deal table littered with
Japanese lacquer and lacquer paints in
porcelain Vessels, a slate palette and the
queerest brushes that ever were seen in
this city.« He could talk in his own tongue
glibly enough, but conversation was not
allowed to interfere with his endless task
of polishing, painting, rubbing and polish-
ing again. Okada, who assists him in the
work, acted as interpreter.

"He becan 10 learn lacquering and draw-
ing when 12 years of age, that is ten years
ago," said he. "InJapan they begin at 12
to 10 years of age. The father teaches it,
and it is like going to school for his chil-
dren. You know it remains In families
one generation to another, llefore M.
Takani came here there was no Japanese-
lacquer arlist in America. They would
not leave home, but he was in business
large in Jap*", and now no more busi-
ness; he paint and lacquer, and try Amer-
ica. But San Francisco no good ;it is too
small, so we will go to New York aft*r
the fair. Hut you want to know about
Japanese lacquer."

He opened a drawer that was filled with

pieces of thick straw, about two inches
long each, and another that had charcoal
sticks, powdered deer's horn, and what ap-
peared to bo wooden scrapers, but wore
in reality brushes, with which the fiuest
surface in the world are produced. An-
other drawer had boxes of paint, that were
held together with bands of cane nud ni«de
airtight with Japanese preparations. Un-
der all was a box of designs and drawings
which people are used to sen on .iipanc-e
screen! nnd pictures. Some very richly
lacquered ornaments of .quaint design
were upon a few shelves. Takant kept on
smiling as he noticed the display wad" of
his tools and stock in trade. Ilis brush
would fly from one place to another, and
bits of half-finished lacquer passed through
his hands in quick succession.

"That is lacquer," Raid Okada, holding
up a wooden pot the size of a small tea

• cup. "Itcosts S5 in Japan. You know
i this laciju'er is v^ry scarce. Jt com°s fn m
, on!v one Mace in the, inniintains

—
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and the marketplace is Kioto.
"Ata certain season of the year people

go to ilie uruslii tree and slash the bark
with knivr-. Theu lacquer comes out, oue

Idrop at a time, like ixiilk. and it is cauebt
in bowls. When a bowl is full the lacquer
is put into iibitj pur. anl stirred iv ihe
sun till it zets thick and becomes dark
brown, wh*Mi it is put into pots like this.
For black lacquer they drop nut galls Into
the DM and itgets black.

"These straws and charcoal and horn-
pnwder are used like sand paper. But
after them larquer 19 polished with the
fingers to make itshine.

"All lacquer brushes come from Japan.
They are mostly made of human hair.

Some are all hairs from a horse's mane,
but more have only v strip of horse hair
along the middle with man's hair on each
side. When tine work is to b^ done, or
when it is just finished, no brushes cun be

used. The stick brushes oulv are able to
spread lacquer out thin enough. A good
lacquerer can spread it wttti a stick thin-
ner than water could be spread on glass
without drying the water."

TJiese stick tools are novelties peculiar
lo the Japanese. They consist of pieces
of Liua wood tapered dowu to a very thiu,

straight edze that is cut at an angle of
about 45 degrees to the handle, so when
using them the lacquerer can see the sur-
face without inconvenience. A speck
that an unpracticed eye would never see is
quickly caught and rubbed away. The
brushes are stillmore of a novelty. When
new they are about eight inches long and
from half an inch to 2 inches ivwidth, and
look like a monster deformed lead pencil
with a lead a quarter of an itch thick and
extending the full width acrosß. As the
hair wears out the wood is cut off at
one end and the hair sharpened to a fine
point, very much as a lead pencil is treated.
I?y this arrangement a brush will la*t for
years. Sandpaper is too coarse for the

delicate surfaces that Japanese create with
lacquer. So. instead, nature in her sim-
i>leat forms lias been taken. Tough straw
wltii a ribbed, exterior, cross sections of
charcoal sticks 01 powdered horn, may be
strikingly primitivearticles, but they serve
the pun O9e better than anything Western
civilization with nil its boasted achieve-
ments eau offer. With these simple tools
Takatii, like his forefathers, can produce a
surface that will reflect images, and has
all the beauty of a softened metallic luster.

"How does he do it?" said Okada, re-
peating the question that was uppermost
in the visitor's mind. "Ishow you here."

Okada took n little frame in his hands
and began a Ion? explanation, pointing
from one piece to another in different
stuces of progress toward a finish.

"First, the woodi3made very smooth,
hanl wood smooth as gla^s may b<\ we rub
with btoue irom a mountain inJapan.

Then for very fine lacquer the wnod is
covered with thin silk. The silt is colored
black, or whatever color 13 wanted, and
»fi«T that lacquer is put on every day, forfive, ten, may be twenty days, until a per-
fectly smooth Biirfaee is made. Fiist, it is
rubr»cd every day withcharcoal, next with
powdered burn, then with the straw, and
at last, when it is spread with a stick, with
the tinners. One drop cau be spread at
last over a very big surface.

"Ifwe want to make raised pictures or
flowers or birds we put on red paint from
Japan very ihick everyday and it raises
above the lacquer. Every coat of lacquer
Is rubbed down to the red, leaving the
drsign clear. At the end gold-leaf or
silver is worked into the design and then
dry lacquer is aeaiti spread over it all.
For fancy speckled work we get sawdust
and shake it over the wet lacquer. Around
it is put gold aud silver powder and then
more lacquer, aud when all is dry the saw-
dust is pricked out. Then there are hol-
lows in designs no man could draw or
make with a knife. The same way we
maKe pictures In lacquer, only they take a
month, every day taking them out of Mie
drying-box, puttingon lacuuer and putting
them again in the box. Ishow you pic-
tures made by Mrs. TaKnni. See, this is a
water sceue. See the waves dashing and
the birds tlying above them. Here is a
storm; see t tie reeds blowing down in tbo
wind and big Birds flying over the water
against the storm."

Takani's other desigus represented birds
of various kinds aud sprays of native
Japanese trees. Tl.ey are typicil, of
course, though in outline, which is neces-
sary en account of tbe stiff processes of
reoroduction in twenty coats of this mys-
terious lacquer. Still Takani makes them
artistic to look upon and smiles as he
assures you he can do much better iflife
was longer. Much of his work is en-
riched with decorations introducing an
endless variety of treatment, while the flat
work is variously colored, speckled and
ornamented with gilt patterns. The re-
liefs are elaborate and show perfection in
manipulative skill as well as a highly de-
veloped sense of the aniftic. Takani is
proud of his best woik. but then Japanese
lacquer work of high quality is found
among the rarest and most highly prized
treasures of decorative art.

REEDS SHAKLN BY THE WIND.

THE COMING OF SPRINO.

THE ANGRY WAVES.

A Parrot Tn the Pines.

WHERE DOGS REST

A Tiny Graveyard Filled
With Faithful Pets.

CLOSE TO A ROUNDHOUSE.

ItIs Like an Oasis in the Desert, so
Carefully Is It Kept and

Cared For.

Allabout the roundhouse of the Park
and Ocean Railroad the ground is covered
with cinders, and, except in one spot, en-
tirely devoid of vegetation. It is not a
cheerful place to look at. Back from the
building the sandhills, almost bare of any-
thing green, riso in brown ridges,' and
looking in either direction in front the
railroad track extends its two stiff lines as
far as the eye can see. When the sun
shines the spot, ifanything, becomes more
cheerless, and the white glare reminds ona
of the desert, and brings up thoughts of
suffering and thirst. But by looking around
carefully an oasis can be discovered. Itis
uu the uorth bide of the building, close up
against the hard woudeu sulep, aud flowers
bloom there all the year ruund.

This little suot is very dear to all men
who ever worked for the Haight-street car
line <>r the lark and Oeeau Railroad.
Every mau that has occasion to pass that
way always stops to see that the llowers
are blooming and that weeds do not take
possession of the Hiuall inclosure. At first
glance the place looks like a Miiallceme-
tery, and such it really is, but only a care-
ful examination of the headstones will tell
the story of those sleeping beneath. The
stones are small and look as if they might
be over babies' graves, but they are not.
Instead, they maik the resting-places of
all the dogs that ever endeared themselves
to the hear;s of the Park aud Ocean and
Haight-street Railroad men.

Few graves of humau beings are more
carefully cared for than those within the
little inclosure in the barren cinder-
covrred yard about the roundhouse.

The oldest grave in the little plat is that
ofNick, who passed from this life nearly
teu years ago. That is time enough for
almost any human beiug to be forgotten,
and yet kick's grave is «s yreon and fresh
to-day as it was a decade ago. His mem-
ory is also fresh in the minds of all who
knew him, and whenever his Is seen
by soniM of his old engineer frieuds they
feel his absence from the footboard as
keenly as ifho diPd only yesterday.

l'oor old dog! He made life pleasant for

his friends while he lived and deserve* the
Dlace tie lias in tbeir memory. He was
never cross nor bad tempered, but always
lively and cheerful, and no matter bow
badly the engine "bucked" Nick's cheer-
fulness always prevented the engineer
from bavins a lit of the blues. He loved
all the engines, and his greatest pleasure
was to ride on the cowcatcher, where he
would bark in ecstacy as the fresh salt
breeze blew against hiiu. Bat he bad to
go, anil if there is a happy hereafter for
dogs Nick deserves all that he can get.
At any rate his memory willalways re-
main in the minds of those who knew him,
and aa lone after as bis beadstoue will
last.

There are eight dogs buried in the plat,
and every one of these lingers in the mem-
ory of the railroad men. Most of them
have headstones, but a few have not been
put op yet.

"Old Jack" also died several years ago,
but he is still missed, because his death
was such a sad one. For a long time ha
used to ride on the engines and live around
the carhouses, where he was a faithful
guard and a true friend to all who cared
for i:im. {Several times he saved the en-
gines from being tampered with by tramp?,
and on oue occasion pat a gang of tbieves
to flight.

Just how he met his death it is hard to
say. He jumped off oue of the engines
aud in some unknown manner slipped
under the wheels, receiving fatal injuries.
While he lived everything possible was
done for him, but ;»t last be bad to take hisplace in the little graveyard. He had a
lar^e funeral aud many tears were seen to
flow down the bronzed cheeks as the clods
fellon his cofttn.

As years weut on the graveyard grew
larger, and at last a small ro ing was
placed around it and a few flowers and
shrubs planted.

Old Tom was buried there and bad a
nice headstone, but one night it disap-
peared ivsome mysterious manner. Tom's
memory will nut disappear, though, as
long as a man survives who knew him.
He was good and faithful and did many

deeds of kindness worthy of emulation by
human beings. He «lso met his death by
accident, but fortunately was killed in-
stantly, so that his last bcurs were not
filled with suffering.

Oue large granite stone marks the rest-
ing place of the three dogs, Kover, Jack
and Ned. who were poisoned by burglars
about two years ago. The men wanted to
rob the carhouse, but owing to the watch-
fulness of the dogs were unable to do so.
The robbers then procured 6ome strych-
nine and meat and left Itwhere the faith-
ful animals would eat it.

The three dogs were found dead the next
moroing, and the small amount of money
that was left in the office drawer had dis-
appeared a* well as several articles.

Every man on the road felt a throb of
sorrow when he heard of the cruel deed,
and a large reward was offered for tha
burglars, who would not have fared well
at the hands of tbe carmen if they bad
been caught.
Itwas many days after the dngs' death

before the men became reconciled to not
seeing them around the carhouse. For a
lon^ time it seemed as if something bad
passed out of their lives when they were
not welcomed by the good-tempered ani-
mals.

The last dog buried in the plot was Little
Jeff, who used to display sucb wonderful
intelligence in ridingabout tbe city witu
the gripmeo. Poor fellow, he died a few
months ago, but bas not yet received a
headstone. —

Brazil baa a greater variety and luxuiU
auce of. plant me than any other country.

THE DOGS' GRAVEYARD.
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