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The armies of Generals Gran® and Lee

had been furiously fighting In the jangle
of the Wilderness, in Spottsylvania County,
Va., on the 5th and 6:h of May, 1864. The
lurid fires played through the tangled

undergrowth, and out of 1ts depths came

d crackle of musketry like the
noaisv boiling of some hell caldron that
told the dread of death.”
tated that the men of the opposing lines

- ¢ould not see each other twenty yards off,
and **assaults had to be made by the com-
13-\_”

Grant could not deplov his
d had but onse or two aiternatives, viz.:

1

the *‘roll an

story

ar

retreat or flank Lee’s position. Ie de-
cided upon the latter, and determined by
arapid flank movement to seize the 1mn-

portant

vosition of Spottslyvania Court-
fifteen miles southeast of the battle-

blective peint of his eampaign.
intention was quicklv divined by his op-
ponent, Loungstreet’s corps, under Gen-
e;all . H. Anderson—Longstr et having
- beren wounded the day before—was or-
dereed to move rapidly to the same point.
The Federal and Coufederate cciumns
wete racing on parallel roads, and in order
to inecreass the chiances 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 mareh. 1n and around Tédd’s
favern, and from it point to the court-
house the fighting was incessant, first be-
iween the cavalrv of the two armies and
afterward between mv mounted and dis-
mounted cavalry azaiost the van of War-

ren’s corps.
Anderson won the race by perhaps half

.an hour. After a prolonged obstinate re-
sistance at one of the points of the route |
by myv dismounted cavalry azainst War-

ren’s infantry mv troops were insiructed

to fall back ard occupy another position a |

nyile to their rear.

Major James Breathed, commanding wmy
horse artillery, remained behbind and by
my order, placed a single gun in positicn
on a little kuoil. We knew the enemy’s
Hifantry were muching in column through
& niece of woods, and the objeet was to fire
tpon 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
with skirmishers thrown out, ete.
delay which it was hoped to

The
ocecasion

It is re-|

battalions |

ld and that much nearer to Rici:mond, |
His |

line of battle |

When the surgaon had uttered these words
he jumved up and rushed to pursue his

assassin. Iisabled as he was the fleeing
man eould not escape him.
General Forrest canght him and killed
him with a penknite, the ouly weapon in
i bis possession, although the man had sev-
eral barrels of his revoiver still Joaded.

{ Apother instance of bravery that
1 uvoticed on many oceasions during
the bombardment of Fort Somter

| was the revlacing of the flag. The heroes
| in this case were not men whose family
| traditions might act as an incentive to gal-
lantry. They were recruited from the
poorer elasses of Richmond, Baltimore and
other cities much on the plan of the enlist-
ment.

After the works on Ellis Island hagd
fallen into the hands of the Federals, the
fire on Fort Sumter, which was within
easy range, became quick and continuous.
So hot did the cannonading become that
it was pot an unusnal thing for the flag on
the loftv stuff at the end of the fort to be
shot 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 pumber would elimb vp the
| flagstaff aud replace the colors,

THOMAS JORDAN.

TOLD BY DR. JOHN T. NAGEL.

The bravest deed within my recollections
of the war was performed by a member of
l*the dismounted cavalry, whese name I do
| not remember. Ile did it in a spirit of
self-sacritice and cool herolsm such as
rareiy cau be found in connection with a
desire for neotoriety or praise, and that ex-
plains why he is anonymous. The deed
was one which was carried out under
peculiarly trying couditions. It has not
been mentioned to my knowledge before,
and I hope that it may fall to the lot of
| thisunknown hero to see this acknowledg-
ment of his act of bravery.
1 was at the time surgeon-in-chief of the
| dismounted cavalry under Colonel Young
(nowof the Fourth United States Cavalry),

who fell seriously wounded at the battle of |

Kernstown, a few days after the event to
| which my story relates,

[ The exact date of the incident was July
| 18, 1864. Our regiment formed part of the
| advance thrown out by General Wright
| from his corps, which numbered 12,000
{ men. The advance was composed of a
| brigade under General Thoborn.

| Thne enemy, under General Rhodes, con-
i

sisting of an entire division, proved too |

.

QUICK AS LIGHTNING

HE DREW HIS KNIFE"”

by such demonstration
: Under Major Breathed’s personal su-
perintendence, shells were
burst exactly in the head of the column as
_1t°debouched. The desired effect was ob-

was desirable.

thined; the leadiug troops were scattered, |

and 1t was only with some difficulty a

line of battle with skirmishers in its
front was formed to continue the ad-
vance.- | was sitting on my horse pear

Dreathed, and directed him to withdraw
his gno; but he was 80 much elated with
his success that Le begged to be allowed
to give.the enemy some more rounds. He
fired nntil their line got 8o close that you
conld hear them ecalling our, **Surrender
that gun, you rebelscoundrel!” Breathea’s
4wn -horse had just been snot. IT'he can-
‘naneers jumped on their horses, expect-
igg, of course, the gun to be captured, and
.. retreated rapidly dewn the hill. Breathed
“was left alone. He limbered un the
gun and jumped on the lrad horse.
€bot from under him.
liedrew his knife, cut tue leaders out of
the ‘barness and sprang upon a swing,
or middie, horse. It was aiso shot from

cunder bim just as he was turning to get |

into the road. He then severed the har-
ness of the swing horses, jumped upon one
.of the wheel horses and again made a des-
pérate attempt to save his gun. The
ground was oven between the piece and
woods; the enemy bhad a2 full view of the

“. .- exploit; and Breathed at last dashed off

- unharwed, miraculously escaping through
.- a shower of bullets. FrizuveH LEE.

~TOLD BY GENERAL JORDAN.

i~ “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-
..: ner, and sometimes brave men will hesi-
“tate to rush into a dapger thata man of
" emall eourage despizes. 1 consider thatan
act is intrinsically brave when it is per-
-formed caimly, with a due appreciation of
" its danger, and an absence of “he stimulant
of emotion.

During the war [ recall a signal instance
of true courage. General Forrest (who
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 com-
panies regarding the conduct of a young

- Jofficer, on the score of deficiant courage.
~Finally, he felt compelied to issue an
order relieving the voung man from duty

.IWith that compeny’, but out of regard for
- his feelings no mertion was made in the
orderof thegeneral’s reasons for issuing it.
‘I'tiere could be no doubt in the oflicer’s
mind, however, a5 to his commander’s
reasous for this step and General Forrest

was well aware that the -
oo young man under

He was therefore
‘ceive a visit short)
. sauie officer,

tion.

rather surprised to re-
y afterward from this
and be asked for ap explana-
In angry tones th%umcsr demanded
: unds the or
- been issued. The man evidenllge:ne';:dt
mischief. His right hand was in his coat
-pocket, and the general was unarmed and
. alone, but he did potflinch. “Becanse
- .8ir, you bave been reported by your com.
¢ manding officer repeatedly for cowardice,”
lie sald. With that he turned to go, but
bad vot moved a few paces before the man
shot him down. A surgeon was close by
and examioed the wound. He found that
the ball had entered the spine. *I recom-
mend you to settle your affairs, general,”
lie said, *'you have not long to live,”
Forrest had been lying in a dazed eoudi-

thrown apd |

It was |
Quick as hgbtning |

| mueh for our inferior numbers.
forced to retreat.

To explain this story be‘ter it is neces-
sary to describe the scene of the oper-
{ ations. The Federal position was on the
same side of a river—the Ravpahannock, 1
think—as therebeis; with the unfortunate
feature that we were between the enemy
and the siream, which was, however,
fordable. The opposite bank rose in undu-
lating sloves, where to retreat was to be in
safetv. Facing us was oven country with
a good deal of wooded greunada on our
right. Among the trees were the hospital
tents,

Dy the time that our forces were begin-
ning to waver before the enemy daylight
had partly given way. The enemv made
a delermined 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 right into the
river. ‘This was accomvlished. Many
| reached the other shoure in safaty, but
hundreds were drowned in the deap lioles
that abounded there, and manv more fell
victims to the scathing fire of shot and
shell that the enemy poured into us,

Being in charge of the wounded, it was
| my duty to convey them early in the com-
| bat to a place of safety aeross the river.
| While there I witnessed the deed of
| bravery which I wish to record.

When our men began to retreat across
the water it was noticed that one of the
regiments on our left had left its colors on
the field. They could be plainly seen
from an elevated position. A dismounted

We were

them.

Without a word he calmly reforded the
river, and deliberately walked betwean
the lines of fire to regain possession of the
trophy which would, a few minutes later,
have failen into the enemy’s hands. The
balle whizzed around him, but he never
hesitated in his firm resolve to save the
colors, By a miracle he escaped unhurt,

We saw him pick the precious draperies
from the ground and wind them around
his body. 'I'hen, as deliberately as he had
gone to their rescue, he walked back again,
passed safely through the hail of bullets
and recrossed the river.

1 was called awav to attend my patients
at that moment. There was more work
for me than I ecould dispose oi. The op-
portunity of identifving my hero had gone,
and I was unable to find him afterward.
But the colors were saved. They belonged
to the Seventeenth Obio Regiment.

Joux T. NAGEL.

TOLD BY CAPTAIN JOHN S. WISE.

Lieutenant Barksdlale Warwick, as brave
a young officer as the Confederates could
boast, was only 19 at the time hLe met
his death in April, 1865. It was then
that the Union troops broke our line at
Petersburg, and at the same time assaulted
the Confederate right at Burgess Milis.
My father’s command was statiouned at
the latter place. :

Imagine one of those typical Southern
sawmills; the forest of trees all about it,
with a swamp in the backeround.

- 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 bhad
stoed for some time blazing away into
each other’s faces. On our side it was
a question of retreat or a desperate
charge. Just then Lieutenant Warwick
ran over to my father, and with a
bright smile on his face exclained, *‘Gen-

.~tlom oun the ground, apparently Lelpless,

eral, let us charge them.” *“Order the

cavalryman who had crossed over saw |

charge, my brave boy,” said my father:
and Warwick with drawn sword leaped
upon the top of one of the sawlogs sur-
rounding the mill. With the words half
way out of his mouth and sword in air, he
was struck in the center of the forehead.
He sank as gently as a child going to sleep
to a sitting position, bis head leaning back-
ward on the log and sword still in band,
and there they left him when our troops
fell back a few moments later,

Lieutenant Warwick had a devoted
servant who had followed hiw from his
home in Richmond, through the entire
campaien, and was cook for the brigade
stafl. This man was holding the staff
horses on the road in rear of the position.
Our men fell back. My father and his
surviving staff returned to the horses and
Warwick’s man, alarmed and distressed,
asked my father avxiously for news of bis
master,

General Wise teld bim in brief words
what had happened. *He is lying in
there,”” he added, pointing in the direction
of the mills, Instead of making his re-
treat before the oncoming enemy, the
black boy left his horse and threw himself
into a diteh near by. The Union troops
passed over him in pursuit of our .forcas,
either not poticing him or not caring for
him if they saw him.

Wiien it became safe to do so the servant
quietly made his way to the mills and
tound his waster’s body. He tovk away
the wateh, trinkets and valuables and

as best he could. He mzde his way back
to Ricbmond and delivered the valuables
to_poor Warwick’s mother.

I met this saiwe man not long ago in the
Pennsylvania Railroad depot, Jersey City.
He was employed as a porter in the Pull-
man service.

We leaned udb azainst a baggage van and
talked about the war times: and I wonder
if tiie passers-by had any idea that we were
two old rebs. I was mighty glad to see
Jim Curistian and 1 believe it was recip-
rocated.

thousandth part the devoted friend that he
preved himeelf to be, Jonx 8. Wiske.

THE _ACTOR.

| _[Inscribed by Charies Warren Stoddard in Eben
! Plvmapton’s album. and read by Mr. Plympton at
the Heury Irviug dinner, Lotos Ciub, New York,
January, 1894, Published for tpe firss time in
IHE MORNING CaLL. ]

A glltn?, like a frozen sigh,
The triumph of a sculptor's art,
Yet hides no light within its eye,
No fire within its pulseless heart,

A picture, like a rosa in bloom,

W here passions blush and are betrayed,
Is hollow «8 an empty tomb,

With changeless colors overlald(

A song that is the soul of pain,
The subtle riuger mmay preler,
is a spirlt, that in vain

Is seeking its iuterpreter.

It

But when the actor from the throng
By genius isexalted, he
To statue, picture aud a song
Gives life and immortality.
CHARLES WARREN STODDARD,

STONE WITH HEART OF FIRE.

The Opal, Its Attributes, and Modern

Superstitions About It.
New York Sun.

Now that orals have been restored to
favor, and it is undersicod that, instead of
I bei g omens of ill fortune they are really
! iucky st ‘nes, it is easy to understand why
| supsrnaturatl agencies nave been ascribed

to the tascinating gem, and it may be of
interest to learn sowething of how to best
preserve its brillianey and beauty. There
is probably no other stone so susceptible to
| outside influences as an opal. The stone
is & soft stone, compared with other gems,
and the flashing of its colors 1s 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
and throwing out all the varving hues of
the ralnbow.

The play of color is constantly chang-
ing. Dullness and brilliancy sueceed each
other with the regularity of atmospheric
variations, moderat- warmth having a dis-
tinet luminative effect, while mueh heat is
capable of robbing the stone of all its beauty
by drving the moisture contaiped in the
minute cells. It is a curious fact, too,
that there are vapors emitted from the
human body in certain diseased conditions
that arecapabieof rendering the stone dull
and opaque. Apd the fading of life
and fortune and the opal may be simul-
taneous, but the stone is the innocent
vietim of tbe condition of the wearer, not
the cause of aisaster, Sir Walter Scott, in
his “Anne of Geierstein,”” distorts the
properties of the opal to heighten the un-
canny element in his story, and to earry
out bis piot made use of the supernatural.
T'o this story may be traced that *“‘uncom-
furtable feeling” about an opal which
people not at all superstitious in other
matters cannot seem to shake off. If a
man or a womsn attempts to wear one,
triends and acquaintances continually bring
up tke old superstition until the unecanoy
stone sometimes ceases to delight. But it
is time this old superstition be sent flying
after the old witeh and her broomstiek ; for
in the old days the stone was bighly prized
as an 8men of good fortune.

Most of the finest opals eome from Hun-
gary, but the principal vein has been
exhausted lately, so that the gem in its
finest variety is exceadingly rare. The
clear, bright opals with the luminous fire
come from Mexico. Any opal, and par-
ticularlyethe Mexican stone, will become
dulled by washing the hands with the rings
on, aud they loose their brilliant play of
color. The stones are not durable like
diamonds, nor will they stand the same
Wear.

—_————————

Do Birds Talk?
Relfast (Me.) Republican Journal,

One day last week an elderly lady of
charitable disposition observed a blue jay
sitting in the snow near ber door. Keing
a lover of the feaihered trive, the kind-
hearted lady proceeded to furnish some
focd for ber new-found friend, Fastening
an ear of ecorn to a stick, she went out
quiet!ly and olaced] the stick in the snow
where the j:y could easily sce it, Very
soon after her return to the house the bird
flew to the s'ick and began eating the corn.
Preseutly anoti:er bird of the same kind
flew 1o the stick, but was repeatedly
driven away by bird No. 1, who seemed to
claim possession by right of priority.
Aflter eating his (fill he flew to a small ce-
dar swamp about forty roas distance, and
in less than five minutes returped, fol-
lowed by seven others, Upon arriving at
the corn bird Nou. 2 was rudely driven away,
when the fawmily of eight eagerly dev.ured
the corn, though not without something of
contention. The birds were evidently very
huogry, and have frequently been fed by
the frienaly hand, but how did the seven
that followed bird No. 1 from the swamp
know there was food awaiting them?

An Old View of the Star System.
Bostou Journal,

When Alfred Buon was in this country
and wondered at the game supper at Taft's
Hotel, West Roxbury—it was forty years
ugo—he wrote thus of the condition of the
theater in the United States: **The *star’
systew, incessantly kept up here through
along series of years, has been fatal to tie
encouragement of home talent: novelty is
the prevailing pursuit of the American, as
it is of every other play-goer, and the mere
student of his country’s drama, whom his
countrymen can see at all tiwmes, is gener-
ally passed by, and the new-comer wel-
comed in his stead.” Now, are these
words true to-day ?

Four State prisons, those of Connecticut,
Michigan, Montava and Washington, use
deprivation of privileges as a punishment

then buried his master, marking the grave |

Many a man with a white skin isnota |

ONLY ONE HERE.

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 coming cne
more tradition of Japan is stripped of
whatever mystery it may have possessed,

This Japanese is a most interesting man
in his 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,
took him ten years to attam proficieney in

A Japanese Artist Who

apce. Around him were little moldings
in Japanese designs, frames, tiny bits of
boards, thin -laths, founy lookinz pedes-
tals and what not. One would believe
that Takani was building a doll’s house.
Though he was not. Every bit of 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 Takani’s interesting opera-
tions was a cheap aeal table littered with
Japanese lacquer and lacquer paints in
poreelain vessels, a slate palette and the
queerest brushes that ever were seen in
thiscity. - He cuuld talk in his own tongue
ghibly enough, but conversation was not
allowed to interfere with his endless task
of volishing, painting, rubbing and polish-
ing again. Okada, who assists him inthe
work, acted as interpreter.

**He began to learn lacquering and draw-
ing when 12 years of age, that 18 ten years
ago,” said he. *In Japan they begin at 12
to 10 years of age. The father teaches it,
aud it is like going to school for his chil-
dren. You know it remains in families
one generation to another. Defore M.
Takani came here there was no Japanese-
Jacquer artist in America. They would
not leave home, but he was in business
large in Jara., and now no more busi-
pess; he paint and lacquer, and try Amer-
ica., But San Francisco no good; itis too
small, 0 we will go to New York after
the fair. But vou want to know about

It | Japanese lacquer.”

He opened a drawer that was filled with

THE COMING OF SPRING.

his bandicraft, but when a man has to be-
gin when a niere ch:ld and grows up with
the art that becomes second nature at last
one decade i3 sinall indeed. Evervthing
about him is interesting 1o people of
Western civilization—nbis work and many
curious things that can be told about ul'ni“
well as Lis own stor l0_see him
tashion Deauntiful’ de{ tne‘gf"‘%foduclnu
mirror-like glass with Japanese lacquer i1s
instructive as well as 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 ovnly Japanese lacquer artist in this
country.

Just two months ago he came to San
Franclseo from Japan and began his old
calling over anew with George Okada, a
Japanese versed In his art. The New

pieces of thick straw, about two inches
long eaeh, and another that had eharcoal
sticks, powdered deer’s horn, and what ap-
peared to be wooden serapers, but were
jo reality brushes, with which the finest
surfaces in the world are produced. An-
other drawer had boxesof paint, that were
beld together with bands of cane and made
airtight with Japanesa preparations. Un-
der all was a box of designs and drawings
which people are used to ses on Japanese
screens and pictures. Some very richly
lacquered ornaments of ,quaint  desien
were upon a few shelves. ‘I'akani kept on
smiling as he noticed the disp ay made of
his tools and stock in trade. His brush
would fly from one place to another, and
bits of half-finished lacquer passed through
his hands in quick suceession,

‘“I'hat is lacquer,” said Okada, holding
up a wooden pot the size of a small tea

REEDS SHAKEN

BY THE WIND.

World is still strange to him, though for
that matter all the world beyond his
huwan-bair brushes and queer pictures in
lacquer was a closed book. The very
nature of his handicraft indicates tireless
application. Like time and tide, lacquer
will wait for no man; it must be watched
night asd morning, or else the labor of
daye, perhaps months, is lost. He was
busy as ever the other day when & visitor
called at the basement on Pnst street,
where he draws and lacquecs. The only
notice taken of the comer was a furtive
glance, after which he continued as if his
life depended on promptitude,

“Mr. M. Takani,” said Okada, introdue-
ing him. *Mr. TakaniIs the only Japa-
nese lacquerer in America.”

Okada laughed and spoke to bhim in
Japanese, saying the stranger had come

|

|

cup. “I1t costs §5 in Japan. You know
this lacquer is very scarce. It comes from
onlv one place in the mountains—Yeckiza
—and the marketplace is Kioto.

“*At a certain season of the year people
£0 to the urushi tree and slash the bark
with knives. Then lacquer comes out, one
drop at a time, like milk, and it is caught
in bowls. When a bowl 1s full the lacquer
is putinto a big pan and stirred in the
sun till it gets thick and becomes dark
brown, when it is putinto pots like this,
For black lacquer they drop nut galls into
the nan and it gets biack.

“These straws and charcoal and horn-
powder are used like sand paper. But
after them lacquer is polished witn the
fingers to make it shine.

*‘All lacquer brushes come fraom Japan.
They are mostly made of human hair.

Ty
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THE ANGRY WAVES.

to see him working and to learn something
abeut lacquer, which is classed as a fine
art in the Orient. Takani’s brighl eyes
opened wide in astonishment anéd & smile
half incredulous half amused was the only
acswer. He continued paioting 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 and an crdivary Japanese in appear-

Some are all heirs from a borse’s mane,
but more have only a strip of horse hair
along the middle with man’s hair on each
side. When fine work is to be done, or
when it is just finished, no brushes cun be
used. The stick brushes ouly are able to
spread lacquer out thin enough. A good
lacquerer can spread it with a stiek thin-
ner than water could be spread on gilass
without drying the water.”

These stick tools are novelties peculiar
Lo the Japanese. They consist of pieces
of bard wood tapered dowu to a very thio,

straight edze that is cut at an angle of
about 45 degrees to the handle, so when
usiog 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 still more of a novelty. When
new thev are about eight inches long and
from halif an inch to 2 inches in width, and
lock like a mounster deformed lead pencil
with a lead a quarter of an irch thick and
extending the full width across. Asthe
bair 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.
By this arrangement a brusb will last for
years. Sandpaper is too coarse for the

A Parrot 'n the Pines.

-

delicate surfaces that Japanese create with
lacquer. So, instead, nature in her sim-
vleat forms has been taken., Tough straw
witn a ribbed exterior, cross sections of
c harcoal sticks or powdered horn, may be
strikingly primitive articles, but they serve
the purpose better than anything Western
civilization with all its boasted achieve-
ments can offar. With these simple tools
Takani, like his forefathers, can produce a
suriace that will reflect images, and has
all the beauty of asoftened metallic Juster.

“How does he do i1?” said Okada, re-
peating the question that was uppermost
in the visitor’s mind. *I show you here.”

Okada took n little frame in his hands
and began a long explanation, pointing
from one vpiece to another in different
stuges of progress toward a finish.

“First, the wood is made very smooth,
hara wood smooth as glass may be, we rub
with stone from a mountain in Japan.

WHERE DOGS REST

A Tiny Graveyard Filled
With Faithful Pets.

CLOSE TO A ROUNDHOUSE,

It Is Like an Oasis in the Desert, so
Carefully Is It Kept and
Cared For.

All about the roundhouse of the Park
and Ocean Railroad the grcund 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, rise 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, If anything, becomes more
cheerless, and the white glare reminds one
of the desert, and brings up thoughts of
suffering and thirst. But by looking around
carefully an oasis can be discovered. 1t is
on the north side of the building, close up
against the hard wooden sides, and flowers
bloom there all the year round.

This little spot i3 very dear to all men
who ever worked for the Haight-street car
line or the Park and Ocean Railroad.
Every man that has occasion to pass that
way always stops to see that the flowers
are blooming and that weeds do not take
possession of the small inclosure, At first
glance the vplace looks like a small ceme-
tery, and such it really is, but only a care-
ful examination of the headstones will teil
the story of those sleeping beneath. The
stones are small and lock as if they might
be over babies’ graves, but they are not.
Instead, they ma:k the resting-places of
all the dogs that ever endeared themselves
to the hearis of the Park and Ocean and
Haignt-street Railroaa men.

Few graves of human beings are more
carefully cared for than those within the
little inclosure in the barren cinder-
covered vard about the roundliouse,

‘The oldest grave In the little plat is that
of Nick, who passed from this life nearly
ten years ago. That is time emough for
almost any human being to be forgotten,
and yet Nick’s grave is as green 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 bis zrave Is seen
by some of his old engineer friends they
feel his absence from the footboard as
keenly as if he died only yesterday.

Poor old dog! He made life pleasant for

THE DOGS’

GRAVEYARD.

Then for very fine lacquer the wood is |
covered with thin silk. The silk is colored |
black, or whatever color 1S wanted, and
after that lacquer is put on every day, for
five, ien, may be twenty days, until a per-
fectly smooth surface is made. First, it is
rubbed every day with charcoal, next with
vewdered horn, then with the straw, and
at last, when it is spread with a stick, with
the fingers. Ope drop can be spread at
last over a very big surlace.

*“If we wantto make raised pictures or
flowers or birds we put on red paint from
Japan very thick every day and it raises
above the lacquer. Every coat of lacquer
is rubbed down to the red, leaving the
design clear. At the end gold-leaf or
silver is worked ioto the design and then
dry lacquer is again spread over it all.
For fancy speckled work we get sawdust
aud shake it over the wet lacquer. Around
it is put gold and 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 the
drying-box, putting on lacquer and putiing
them again in the box. [ show you pie-
tures made by Mrs. Takani. See, thisisa
water scene. See the waves dashing and
the birds flying above them. Here is a
storm ; see the reeds blowing down in the
wind and big virds fiying over the water
against the storm.”

‘Takani's other desigus represented birds
of various kinds and sprays of pative |
Japanese trees. ThLey are typical, of |
course, though in outline, whichk is neces- |
sary on aceount of the stiff processes of
revroduction in twentyv coats of this mys- |
terious lacquer. Still Takani makes them !
artistic to Jook upon and smiles as he
assures vou he can do much better if life
was longer. Much of his work is en-
riched with decorations iotroducing an
endless variety of treatment, while the flat
work is variousiy colored, speckled and
ornamented with giit patterns. The re-
liefs are elaborate and show perfection in
manipulative skill as well as a highly de-
veloped sense of the artistie., ‘l'akani is
proud of his best work, but then Japanese
lacquer work of high quality is found
among the rarest and most highly prized
treasures of deccrative art.

Woman’s Right to Her Own Lips.
Boston Globe,

I'ne Dutch Court of Appeals has given
an important decision. A younz woman
of TUtrecht, having a kiss stolen on the
street, appealed to the Burgomaster, who
awarded her forty-eight cents damages.
The young man appealed to a higher court.
The decision has just been rendered by
ihe Dutch Court of Appeals that for a
strange man to kiss a maid on the street is
not actionable, a kiss being of the nature
of a warm wmark of sympathy. A woman’s
proprietary rignt to her own lips is thus

ualified by her attractiveness. I'ne Dutch

ourt gives legal eanction to the old parae
dox: Stealing no theft. The stolen Kkiss
has been frequently celebrated in song and
story, buijnever until now has it bad such
legal status.

Cold Comfort.
Tammany Times.

Jones—It will be all the same a hundred
years from now.

Smith-——Well, I don’t find much consola-
tion in that. It is just a hundred vears
since Louis XV1 was guillotined, What
good does thut do him now?

The Socialist Leag;e of Canada has been
organized as a substitute to the disbanded

Nationalist Asscciation of Torontos

his friends while he lived and deserves the
place he has in their 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 having a fit of the blues. He loved
all the engines, and his greatest pleasure
was to ride on the cowecatecher, where he
would bark in ecstacy as the fresh salt
breeze blew agaimst him. But he had to
go, and if there is a happy bereafter for
dogs Nick deserves al! that he can get.
At any rate his memory will always re-
main in the minds of those who knew him,
;\ud as long after as his beadstoue wiil
ast.

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

“0ld Jack’ also died several years ago,
but he is still missed, because his death
was such a sad one. For a long time he
used to ride en the engines and live around
the carhouses, wiere he was a faithful
guard and a true friend to all who cared
for bim. Several times he saved the en-
gines from being tampered with by tramps,
and on one occasion put a gang of thieves
to flight.

Just how he met his death it is hard to
say. IHe ijumped off oune of the engines
and in some unknown manner slipped
under the wheels, receiving fatal injuries.
While he lived everything possible was
done for him, but at last he had to take his
place in the little graveyard. He had a
large funeral and many tears were seen to
flow down the bronzed cheeks as the clods
fell on his eoftin.

As years went on the graveyard grew
larger, and at last & small coving was
placed around it and a few flowers and
shrubs planted.

Old Tom was buried there and had a
nice headstone, but one night it disap-
peared in some mysterious manner. Tom’s
memory will not disappear, though, as
long as a man survives who knew him.
He was good and faithful and did many
deeds of kindness worthy of emulaiion by
buman beings. He also met his death by
accident, but fortunately.was killed iuo-
stantly, so that his last hcurs were not
filled with suffering.

Ope large granite stone marks the rest-
ing place of the three dogs, Rover, 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.

I'he robbers then procured some strych-
nine and meat and left it where the faith-
ful animais would eat it. .

The three dogs were found dead the next
morping, and the emall amount of money
that was left in the office drawer had dis-
apneared as 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 the
burgiars, who would not have fared well
at the hands of the carmen if they had
been caught,

It was many days after the dogs’ death
before the men became reconciled to not
seeing them around the carhouse. Fora
long time it seemed as if something had
passed out of their lives when they were
notlwelcomed by the good-tempered ani-
mals,

The last dog buried in the plot was Little
Jeff, who used to display such wonderful
iutelligence in riding about the city with
the gripmen. Poor fellow, he died a few
months ago, but has not yet received a
headstone.

Brazil has a greater variety and loxurie
ance of plant life than any other country.




