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A Dead Man's Eyes 
By William A. Zaaffe. 

iTflRGINlA CITY, Nev., in the flush 
y days of the great Comstock lode: 
A man strolled down C street one 

, June evening, and then struck into a 
trail which led upward along the slant 

. ;of Mount Davidson. He Was a large, 
> * broad-shouldered, full-bearded man-

At a point where the trail diverged he 
stopped, as if for a short rest, and with 
his hat in his hand, turned to view the 

' scene below him. 
Another man trudged up the trail and 

paused when he descried the fisrttre 
^ ahead of him. lie was not cast in the 
' * heroic mold of the first. His face be-

s -v ; trayed the Latin blood. There was a 
-j", look of vindictive envy in his small, 

- bead-like eyes as he watched the con-
• " tented man above him. He wondered 

- if all the things they said about Jim 
( ^ t oj Sanders were true. Why was it he had 

' ' no partner and worked his claim alone ? 
n Was there any truth in the rumor that 

•,j' Jim's claim was paying well, and that 
, , he was keeping his money hid instead 

, of banking it I As to his own claim— 
i; * well, Gus was a good and uncomplain

ing worker, and the cabin was all right 
^'V 7 to sleep in. Alining was a gamble any-
'i way, and so was faro. Still one knew 

there was money in faro, if the cards 
came rightly. But this evening Jose 
Casadra was broke. A week before he 
had won a thousand dollars at a single 
sitting. 

After a little while the object of his 
gaze moved on and Casadra followed, 
keeping well in the rear. When he ar
rived at the Sanders cabin, Jim stood 
in the doorway. 

"Hello, Joe' ' 
"Hello, Jim'' 

» "How they comm'?" 
'''Blamed bad." savagely. 
"Better leave the chips alone. Joe— 

there's nothing in it." said Jim. philo
sophically. "Why don t you help the 
poor Dutchman out? More money in 
that, Joe." 

" ''Advice is cheap.*' replied Casadra. 
ill-naturedlv. "D ye think ye d be will-
in' to give me anything else? 

"I might." said Jim, calmly knock
ing the ashes out of his pipe against his 
boot heel. 

"Then lend me a hundred dollars." 
"No, Joe. I won t: it wouldn't do ye 

, any good." 
"I want none of you or your advice!*' 

• exclaimed Casadra. angrily, striding 
swiftly away and up the trail to the 

- cabin he shared with Gus. 
The next morning, on his way to 

town, he stopped at Jim s cabin. In his 
mind wasahalf-formed resolution to say 
some commonplace thing to J|m which 
the latter might accept as an apology 
for his rudeness of the previous even
ing. There was no sense in making an 
enemy of him. He threw away his ciga
rette end hesitatingly approached the 
door, which stood ajar, and looked in. 
What he saw startled him. Jim was ly
ing on his side on the bed. with one arm 
thrown over his head. His big gray 
eyes were wide open and seemed to be 
looking Casadra full m the face. 

"Mornin', Jim. 
There was no response—not even the 

quiver of an eyelid. Casadra watched 
him uneasily for a moment, and then 
turned and went on his way to the 
town. He wondered if Jim always slept 
in such a queer fashion, and if such 
bleep was a sound one? It was late in 
the night when lie passed the cabin 
again. The door was still ajar, and all 
was dark within. 

The following day. shortly after sun
rise, found him before the partly 
opened door. He had a premonition of 
what he would see as he suddenly 
pushed it wide open. Jim was still ly
ing on his side with his arm over his 
head, the open eyes fixed on the door
way. In two steps Casadra was be
side him. He put out his hand, invol
untarily withdrew it for a second, and 
then, with an effort, placed it on the 
forehead ot the man m bed. The touch 
was icily cold. Down over the heart 
went the hand: there was no response 
from that fountain head. Then Jose 
knew he was -not looking upon sleep. 
Murder or suicide? He threw off the 
bedclothes, expecting to see blood, but 
there was none. Just then he saw a 
sheet of writing paper lying on a table 
by the bedside. Picking it up eagerly, 
he read: 

"Dear Brother: 1 have been taken mid* 
• denly 111 to-night. If the worst should 

happen, when you come on. go at once 
. . into the shaft. In the second drift, exact

ly 24 feet from the shaft, die—" 
In an instant the paper was crushed 

in his hand and thrust into his shirt 
bosom. Furtively he looked around, as 
if in fear of being detected. He never 
thought of the body in the bed until his 
wandering ^aze fell upon the pallid 

; face and the distended eyes staring 
fixedly at him. Nervously he moved tD 
the door; the eyes followed hint. He 
stepped almost behind the bed. and yet 
felt liimself almost within the range of 
the awful vision. Many dead men he 
had seen before, but some one had al
ways closed their eyes for them. Ihese 
eyes seemed to move like those of some 
old portrait. 
— It was late in the afternoon when he 
notified the coroner of his discovery. 
The body was taken down to the under
taker, and the coroner decided an in
quest unnecessary. Sanders belonged 
to a masonic order that took charge of 
the funeral arrangements. The fact 
that Casadra left Y irgmia the night of 

. . the day the bodv was discovered was 
noted by some, but no special signifi
cance was attached to his departure. 

Two months later in a gambling 
house at El Paso. 

A crowd of men sitting and standing 
three deep about the faro table: the 

:., dealer pushing the cards out of the 
v nickel plated box. unconcernedly pay-
\ - lug th^ lucky bets and sweeping away 

the others; everyone oppressively 

silent; all eyes on the different itacks 
of chips and the fateful boat before the 
dealer; the money drawer of the table 
pulled far out, disclosing the shining 
twenties; and Jose Casadra "keeping 
cases," betting heavily, and losing. 

He was too old a gambler to betray 
by on expression which way the weath
er vane of fortune pointed, and when 
he had lost three heavy bets in succes
sion, not a muscle of his face changed 
as he calmly put a large stake on the 
ace to win and '-coppered'' the king for 
an equal amount. A hand reached over 
the fringe of the crowd and placed a 
modest number of chips on the some 
cards. The ace won; the king lost. 
Like all of his superstitious fraternity, 
he was quick to notice the slightest in
cident connected with a change of luck, 
and now waited for the hand before 
making his next venture. Again it 
came over the heads of the crowd, and 
this time played a combination of the 
five, six, seven, eight and nine to win, 
and the queen and jack to lose. In
stantly Jose had $200 on the same bets. 
Once more he was successful. When*it 
came to call -the turn." the party be
hind him bet '"tray-deuce." Jose did 
the same. The tray and deuce came 
out in the order named. Then he cashed 
in his chips a winner, and getting up 
from the table, pushed through the 
crowd to see who it was he had so luck
ily followed. 

The man was in a distant corner of 
the room by himself. Jose's dark face 
became instantly livid, for he found 
himself looking into the eyes of Jim 
Sanders. The eyes were in the head of 
a tall, heavily-built and smooth-faced 
man. 

''Who—are—you?' weakly gasped 
Jose, backing away. 

'-Who am I?" replied the other, in a 
jocular way. although his eyes belied 
it. "Who am I? Why, don t you know 
me?'* 

''Not—not—Jim? "sameJose s hoarse 
whisper, as he gazed in incredulous 
fright. But the blood was slowly com
ing back into his face. The voice was 
different, if the eyes were not. 

'-No, I m Tom—Jim s brother. Jim s 
dead, ye know.*' 

"Yes, I—1—know: but your eyes? 
Damn you! Where d you get those 
eyes?" The other advanced a step. 
"My God! It is Jim! " he almost 
screamed, as he cringed in abject ter
ror against the wall. 

"Say, what kind of a feller are ye 
anyhow, to be so skeart about a feller s 
brother? S pose I hev got Jim s eyes? 
Ain't they good enough? Jim hed a 
little the best o' me—he was a half-
hour older. I jest kem from Virginny. 
Everybody thought Jim left a stake, 
but he didn't, pore feller—leastways, 
none that I could find. How long since 
you been thar?" 

Some of Jose's confidence was re
turning. He muttered an unintelligi
ble reply. 

'•How much money you got?" : 

The colossal impudence of the ques
tion would have astounded any stran
ger. Jose looked angrily amazed. He 
started to reply with an oath, when 
suddenly his face changed. 

"Don t look at me like that!" he 
whined. 

"How much money you got?" re
peated the big man. calmly but re
morselessly. 

Jose struggled with himself to keep 
silent: but the cold, deliberate and 
judging eyes compelled him to speak 
and tell the truth. 

"Four—thousand—dollars.'' he fal
tered, barely above a whisper. 

"So you ve got four thousand dollars 
now?" echoed the other, in tones of 
great satisfaction. 

Abject fright again swept into Jose s 
face. Four thousand? Why, that was 
exactly the amount he— 

The thought was not even finished 
in his mind. He saw that the eyes read 
guilt in his own. By an almost super
human effort he broke the hypnotic 
spell of the dreaded gaze and looked 
hurriedly about him for help. He tried 
to cry out. but his throat was dry. Then 
his hand shifted nervosly behind him 
for his revolver. 

"None o' that! ftoneo' that!" cried 
his captor, warmngly. "I ve got my 
eyes on ye. and I ve got good eyes— 
Jim's eyes, you call 'em. Jim s dead, 
but I ve got his eyes m my head, and 
I km see with em. too. I km see you're 
guilty—guilty o' stealing four thousand 
o Jim s good money. I want that four 
thousand ye got." 

Jose, blanched and terror-stricken, 
made a gesture of dental. 
' No use o' denym' it." resumed his 

nemesis, coldly and sternly, "for I 
warn t in Y lrgmny for nothin'. I yeard 
o you thar. I was in that drift as well 
as yourself. Ye left a wide-open trail. 
Ye don t think I been follerin' ye for 
nothin'. do ye? Ye don't think I've 
been keepin' my eyes—Jim s eyes— 
on ye to let ye git away from me now? 
Come outside and give me that money. 
Come on. now:" 

With his face toward Jose he opened 
the door and stalked out. And Jcse. 
powerless to resist, followed him into 
the night. 

Richardson, the mine superintendent, 
and Thompson, the San Francisco 
stockbroker, sat talking over their cof
fee and cigars in Yirgimas best res
taurant: 

• You say he saw the whole thing?" 
"Yes." 
"Well, it- certainly is a remarkable 

story. When did he return?" 
"Yesterday. I believe.'' 
"Of whom are you speaking. Rich

ardson ?' some one asked from an ad
joining table. 

"Why. Jim Sanders, that fellow who 
went into a trance three or four months 
ago. and so narrowly escaped being 
buried alive."—San Francisco Argo
naut. 

Her First. 
Adalbert—And so I am the first man 

that you have ever kissed? 
Guinevere—Yes. Adalbert; the others 

all took the initiative.—Chicago Even* 
ing Jnews. 

OLD-ilME TRUVK JUGGLING. 
—— • 

Mow BUly Skantly Transferred the 
BasaraBe for m Tine at Prai

rie Jmnctlon , 

"It has always seemed to me that 
about the slickest thing in the way of 
trunk juggling that I ever saw,'* said an 
old railroad man, "was something that 
a baggage man named Billy Skaggly 
used to do at a place called Prairie Junc
tion on the M. Js. & T. road. Billy was 
running then -on the'old G., X. & Q., 
which was at that time an independent 
line, but practically a branch of the 
M. N. & T.. coming in lit Prairie Junc
tion, running along back of the sta
tion at an angle and striking the M. N. 
track a hundred feet or more to the 
west. This inclosed a sort of a Y-shaped 
open space, like a V lying down on 
its side, between their track on one 
side and the station and the M. ft. track 
on the other, the widest part being back 
of the station. This part was planked 
over, from the station to the G- X- track-
making a broad platform there, and 
when trains came m on the G- X- & Q. 
a man used to roll a baggage truck 
across this platform to the baggage car-
and they'd get the baggage out on it. 
and then he d roll it back across the 
broad platform to the station. That's 
the way they were doing there before 
Billy came—the way they do it under 
like circumstances everywhere: but 
Billy said that was all a waste of time, 
labor and trouble, and he soon put into 
operation here a transfer system of his 
own by which he easily put the trunks 
over alone. 

"The trains on the G. X. used to halt 
with the baggage car right back of the 
rear door of the station. From the door 
of the station to the door of the car 
was maybe 50 feet. Billy could throw a 
trunK as far as any other man I ever 
knew. I don t know but what further: 
but he couldn t throw a loaded Saratoga 
that distance, and what he used to do 
waB to bound em over. He made fast 
in the middle of the platform a thick 
rubber cushion about as big as a door 
mat. Where he learned how to do this, 
or how be got the skill he had I don't 
know: he may have had a run some
where before where there was a plat
form like that to cover, or it may be 
that he invented the system to meet 
this situation and then practiced up. 
somewhere, with a blank till he could 
lut the mark, but certain it is that 
he could stand in the door of his bag
gage car and throw a trunk in such 
a manner that it would land with one 
corner on the bouncing pad and bound 
up and on plumb through the back door 
of the station every time. I was run
ning then on the M. >i. on a train that 
stopped at Prairie Junction, and we 
used to meet Billy's train on the branch, 
and often I ve looked out down back 
of the station, where the branch came 
in. to see Billy bouncing the trunks. 
After hed got em started he d keep 
two in the air all the time: starting one 
on its arched course through the air 
from the car door to the pad before the 
trunk ahead had disappeared through 
1 he door of the baggage room. And this 
went along just as nice and comfort
able as could be till, as usual, some
thing happened. 

"Billy pulled down from the stack 
in the car one da)-, and rolled along 
on its end to the car door, a big. massive 
trunk, marked -Snakes: Handle with 
Care.' Billy had seen the words 'han
dle with care' before, and he had also 
heard of trunks being marked -Snakes. 
-Dynamite' and that sort of thing, and 
so the marks on this massive trunk 
did not impress him strongly. He hus
tled it along to the doorway, seized 
it by the handle, lifted it and launched 
it through the air. Yery likely this 
was the first trunk that Billy ever 
missed the mark with, and I don t 
suppose he d have missed with this 
one if the handle hadn't broken just 
us he let go of it: but it missed the 
pad by about an inch and a half and 
came down on the hard platform with 
a bang that busted that corner wide 
open. Even as it was. the trunk bound
ed well up into the air. It had rub
ber knobs on its corners to protect it 
and the plank it struck on was springy; 
but it didn't bound toward the station 
door: it was deilected at another angle; 
and as it rose snakes began dropping 
out of its busted lower corner. A man 
who could easily have got out of the 
way. but for the fact that he was sort 
of fascinated by the sight of the fall
ing snakes, was knocked down by the 
flying trunk and had his leg broken. 
This accident broke up Billy s transfer 
system at Prairie Junction. The super 
said they were proud of Billy as a bag
gage tosser. but that that one mishap 
had cost 'em in one way and another 
more than the hire of a man to carry 
«he basrgage across would cost them 
for five years, and the first thing I kne.v 
the bouncing pad. had been taken up 
and the man was back with the bag-
sage truck, rolled up in front of the 
baggage car door in the old familiar 
way."—A.Y.Sun. 

To Wuk Brashes. 
Dissolve a piece of soda in some hot 

water with a few drops of cloudy am
monia. Put this in a basin, and after 
thoroughly combing out the hair from 
the brushes dip them bristles down
ward into the water and out again, 
keeping the backs and handles away 
from the water as much as possible. 
Repeat this until the bristles look 
clean, then rinse the bristles in cold 
water: shake them well, but do not 
wipe them, as this makes them soft. Put 
the brushes to dry in the sun or by the 
fire.—Cincinnati Commercial Tribune. 

HELPS POR THE HOUSEWIFE. 

A f*w IISSMIIMI CM«*ral 
Preparation mt S»M 

^Dainty Dlshea 

\mrn UM 

"The Correct Answer. 
In a recent civil service examination 

ene of the questions asked was: 
"What apparatus is required in a 

well equipped electric lighting plant of 
of 500 sixteen candle power lamps ca
pacity?" 

-None." Was the answer of the can
didate who won the examination.—Elec
trical Review. 

Creamed salmon, as prepared in the 
chafing-dish, is one of the simplest and 
easiest of dishes to concoct, appealing, 
therefore, to the young cook still a lit
tle unsteady on her culinary "pins.*' 
All the ingredients should be measured 
and in readiness before the "madding 
crowd of spectators are seated at the 
table. Have on n small plate before you 
two plump little butter balls, each con
taining a tablespoonful of butter. On 
another sauce plate may be two table-
spoonfuls of flour mixed with a half tea-
spoonful of salt and a few grains of cay
enne. In a small bowl have the yolks 
of two eggs slightly beaten and covered 
with a damp cloth to exclude the air: 
also one cup of canned salmon, drained 
and flaked, and three-quarters of a cup 
of warmed milk. If you are the proud 
possessor of a dainty silver nutmeg 
grater, keep it in evidence, but if you 
have to depend on the very ordinary 
kltehen grater have a few gratings of 
nutmeg ready and mixed with the eggs. 
See that the alcohol lamp is filled, 
matches laid by its side, and the other 
concomitants of the feast set forth in 
daintiest guise. All things being in 
readiness, guests seated and grace said-
the high priestess of the dish may light 
its generous flame, and lay in the blazer 
her two butter balls. As they melt be
fore the eyes of the admiring audience, 
in goes the flour and seasoning. Stir 
a moment until the butter and flour 
have amalgamated, and pour in the 
milk gradually, stirring always from 
the bottom, and round and round, that 
all may be sinooth and creamy. As it 
reaches that consistency, in should go 
the salmon. Stir again gently until 
thoroughly heated through, then turn 
down the flame, add the yolks of eggs 
and the nutmeg, and your dish is 
ready to serve on the hot plates which 
should await it. 

One of the latest conveniences for the 
systematic housekeeper who wishes to 
keep a strict account of all her lares and 
penates is an inventory book. This con
sists of a printed list with columns for 
each article, even to trunks, boxes and 
barrels, with date of entry, value and 
description. In case of fire, theft or 
death, this inventory book will be found 
invaluable, while even in the spring 
cleaning or moving it will prove a most 
efficient aid. Each room in the house 
has two pageB given to it. including 
even closets, attics and cellars, while 
special lists are arranged for books, 
clothing, bric-a-brac, pictures, dishes, 
bedding, linen and the like. 

An excellent breakfast relish cooked 
in the chafing diBh or in a spider is 
bread saute. Put two tablespoonfulsof 
butter in the blazer and when hot lay 
in two rather thick slices of bread 
pipped in a beaten egg. mixed with 
three tablespoonfuls of milk. Brown 
on both sides, remove and put in the 
pan two tablespoonfuls chopped ham, 
two tablespoonfuls grated cheese and a 
half cup of cream. Season with a dash 
of cayenne, mix all together and when 
hot spread on toast. 

To pan roast a young and tender 
fowl, southern style, sprinkle with dry 
yellow cornmeal. salt and pepper. Tuck 
the wings under, turn the neck around 
and cover with thin slices of salt pork 
or bacon. Put it in the pan inside up. 
and roast in a hot oven for ten minutes, 
then turn over and roast until a nice 
brown.—Washington Star. 

EYELASHES AND BROWS. 

to Woman's Benaty—Some 
Simple Washes. 

Mrs. Humphrey, on "How to Be Pret
ty Though Plain.', advises women on the 
care of their hair, eyebrows and lashes. 
"Smooth, glossy eyebrows and long, 
dark lashes." she says, "add wonderful
ly to the beauty of a face, and women 
should care for these necessary ad-
juncts to their good looks. If the brows 
are thin and ill-formed rub pure grease 
or vaseline on them at night, bathing 
them carefully in cold water in the 
morning and then putting on a little 
petroleum. I^ever brush nor rub the 
brows the wrong way. Brush them 
daily with a small eyebrow brush and 
you will find an improvement. A solu
tion of rose-water will prove an excel
lent lotion for the eyelashes. They 
should be bathed with it every morning. 
A little powdered borax in water is also 
good, or even a still smaller quantity of 
carbonate of soda. If a child has per
fectly strong, healthy eyes the lashes 
may be improved by occasionally slight
ly trimming them: but this practice 
should be discontinued as one reaches 
maturer years. Brushing the eyebrows 
and eyelashes every morning with a 
solution of green tea improves them. 
There is no better lotion for the eyes 
than salt water. An excellent wash for 
red. tired eyelids is composed of a small 
quantity of sulphate of zinc dissolved in 
a quart of water. The eyes should be 
bathed in a httle of this twice daily and 
gently dried with a soft rag. I have 
known this wash to cure obstinate cases 
of weak eyes. —ladies Home Journal. 

A Good Spring; Complexion. 
Bathe the face once a day with hot 

watei that has a little borax dissolved 
in it. Rinse well with cold water, then 
dry with a white flannel cloth. Rub 
with cold cream. To still further im
prove the complexion, drink a cup of 
hot water before breakfast, another 
just before retiring. This aids diges
tion and when the digestion is good the 
appearance of health and good spirits 
is beautiful.—Chicago Evening News. 

Mint Vinegar. 
To make mint vinegar put some fresh, 

clear mint leaves into a wide-mouthed 
bottle and fill up with pure vinegar. 
Cork the bottle and leave it for about 
three weeks; then pour the liquid off 
into a clean bottle without disturbing 
the sediment. Always keep this tightly 
corked and stand m a cool place.—Bos
ton Globe* 

WORK OF THE GLOUCESTER. 
The Convened AncrlMa Tukf* 

4 • Vi*-Great Achievement at 
•antlac*. 

Lieut. Commander Wainwright makes 
a spirited but modest report of his bril
liant achievement at Santiago, where he 
commanded Mr. Pierpont Morgans 
yacht Corsair, which had been convert
ed into gunboat and has become fam
ous aa the Gloucester. 

'As we neared the destroyers, the 
shot and shell began to whistle about us 
in a lively fashion. I can remember my 
astonishment at not seeing any wound
ed or any sign of blood when I looked 
about the deeks. The shell from the 
batteries on shore also fell about us. A 
shot from any one of them would have 
ended our usefulness. 

I did not see a man who was not do
ing his best to serve the guns, or one 
who wasted any time watching the en
emy s shot. Bond, the chief boat
swain s mate, fired the forward three 
pounder, and it was a cheerful sight to 
see how coolly he took aim, and what 
beautiful shots he made. Green, a 
young quartermaster, who steered the 
ship during the action, was as cool as 
at drill, and never made a mistake. 
When the firing-pin of one of the six-
pounders droped out in the heat of the 
action, the breech-block was removed 
and the pin replaced by Bee, chief gun
ner s mate, as rapidly as if at drill. 

The Maxim automatic one-pounders 
from the Pluton * and the Furor ap
peared likely to be our most dangerous 
enemies. When we came within three 
thousand yards of the destroyers these 
guns began to play rapidly in our direc
tion. Their fire could be traced by the 
splashes of the projectiles coining 
closer and closer to UB. When they be
gan to fall about 20 yards from us. and 
the water was Btirred up as if a hail
storm was raging, the fire suddenly 
ceased. Had these guns secured our 
range, the execution on board would 
have been terrible, and the Gloucester 
would have been disabled, if not sunk. 

"When within twelve hundred yards 
I ordered the two small Colt rifles to 
open fire. Paymaster Brown had been 
given charge of these guns at the be-
gining of the cruise, and he had worffed 
over and fired them until they became 
formidable weapons in his hands. He, 
with one gun, and Chipman with the 
other kept a stream of small bullets 
pouring on the enemy. After the ac
tion the prisoners spoke of the deadly 
effect of these guns. 

"Toward the end of the action we 
were making over 17 knots and closing 
in on the destroyers rapidly. The re
mainder of the enemy s vessels had 
rounded the point ahead, and our rear 
vessel, the Indiana, was just roundifig 
this point. Huse called my attention to 
the Teresa and the Oquendo. headingTn 
toward shore. We thought they were 
attempting to escape our vessels by 
running inside of them and making for 
the harbor. Should they do this, we 
would be exposed to their rapid-fire 
battery at close range, and would be 
destroyed. There was only one thing 
to do: close in with the destroyers, so 
that they would be sunk with us by 
their own vessels. As we found out 
later, the ironclads had turned in to 
run ashore. 

"Shortly after this I could see that 
the Pluton was slowing down, as the 
distance lessened between her and tfie 
Furor. and it soon became apparent 
that she was disabled. Up to this time 
the forward guns had been firing on 
the Pluton. and the after-guns on the 
J uror. I now ordered the battery to be 
concentrated on the latter boat. We 
were within six hundred yards of her, 
and every shot appeared to strike. And 
now came the most exciting moment of 
the day: the Pluton was run on the 
rocks and blew up: and at the same 
time the Furor turned toward us. It 
appeared to be a critical situation. She 
might succeed in torpedoing us, or she 
might escape up the harbor. But as 
she continued to circle, it became evi
dent that she was disabled, and her 
helm was jammed hard over. Our fire 
had been too much for her. 

"As the Furor turned toward lis. the 
flag-ship New York, coming up from the 
cast under the fire of all the batteries, 
let drive two or three Bhots at her. 1 
hoisted the signal. -Knemy s vessels 
destroyed.' She gave us three cheers, 
and kept on under high speed after the 
big vessels."-^-Centurv. 

Oh. Death, Where Is Thy Stlnsf 
The boycotting of the luckless Mex

ican ambassador by representatives of 
the other powers at Washington recalls 
an anecdote of a recently deceased club
man. He was present one evening at 
a little musical gathering when an as
pirant for honors as a pianist began 
playing one of the national airs of Mex
ico. "La Paloma." His execution was 
deadly, and he banged and thumped 
the instrument until it was a fit sub
ject for the interference of the Humaue 
society. Finally he whirled around on 
the stool a;iu said: "Dm vou notice the 
air I was playing? Well, when they led 
Maximilian out to be shot, they asked 
him what tune he would like to be shot 
by. and he selected 'La Paloma.' Do 
you know why?" 

-'Yes." replied the clubman, as he 
glared at the executioner of the tune, 
"I suppose it robbed death of half its-
terrors."—Louisville Times. 

Annoy Ins Royalty. 
Prominence brings with it all kinds of 

trouble, the biggest of which is the an
noyance from cranks. During ^ ic 
toria s long reign she has been pursued 
by these visionaries. The most noted 
crank who ever bothered EnglaricTs 
queen was a man. or boy. named Jones. 
He stuck at nothing to hnd out as much 
as possible about her majesty. He was 
always appearing in the most unex
pected places, and managed to slip into 
the palace times without number. Once 
he was discovered under the table in a 
sitting room, and ignominiously eject
ed. Four times was he taken to jail be
fore he disappeared for good.—Cincin
nati Enquirer. 

MIGHT HAVE BEEN HMOS. 
•f Moral fathers 
luckstwMBt**! King'* 

< 1 

News has been received from Soutli 
Africa of the death there of a aas 
named George Bex. He is stated to 
have beeu the morganatic grandson of 
George III., but was more probably 
that monarch 8 great-grandson. While 
George 111. was still prince of Wales he 
tell in love with Hannah Lightfoot, the 
daughter of a London tradesman, and 
there is every reason to believe that he 
married her and hod children by her. 
Two daughters and a son are men
tioned. One of the daughters is said to 
have married a man by the name ot 
Dalton, and her descendants are, os 
were until recently, living in England, 
and openly claimed their descent. Han
nah Lightfoot was called "The Beauti
ful Quaker,'' and a marriage was ar
ranged between her and a London ap
prentice. As soon as she had married 
the apprentice she was spirited away 
and was unknown to the public after
wards. There seems every reason to 
believe that she was under the protec
tion of the government, for when her 
death became known to George, then 
the king, he had a second marriage 
performed with his queen, Charlotte oi 
Meklenburg-Strelitz. 

As late as 1867 a pamphlet was pub
lished in England trying to prove that 
Hannah Lightfoot was a myth. But 
the evidently -inspired" author proved 
too much, and after reading the pub- : 
lication one is convinced that Hannah 
Lightfoot was a reality, and that the : 
king did marry her. The author of the 
pamphlet aimed especially to disprove 
the claims of the Daltons, and reminded 
them that there is a family in South 
Africa which has long claimed the de
scent from the king and the beautiful 
Quaker. In the early part of the cen-
tury a sailing vessel left England un
der sealed orders, bound for the then 
new South African possessions which 
had been won from the Dutch. On 
board that vessel was a George Rex, 
who was. there seems to be little doubt, 
the son of George III. and Hannah 
Lightfoot. He virtually was a prisoner 
and must at that time have been about 
40 years old. He was landed at the 
Cape of Good Hope and told that he 
could have aB large a grant of land as 
he wanted and could select it himself. 
He chose the Huysna, a beautiful, 
wooded and well watered tract of land, 
near Cape Town, and was made marshal' 
of the cape. At Huysna have lived ever • 
since the descendants of this involun
tary emigrant and there, the other day* 
died his grandson. George Bex. 

A great many relics of George III. 
are said to be in the possession of the 
Rex family. When the duke of Saxe-
Coburg-Gotha, then Prince Alfred, vis
ited Cape Colony he staid for awhile at 
Huysna as a guest of George Bex. The . 
old man was very proud and maintained 
a strict reticence regarding his descent. 

A few years ago a man who had never 
heard the romantic story of Hannah 
Lightfoot was traveling in Germany 
and whil&on a visit to the castle of Nu
remberg came across a picture ol 
George III.. "How like my old friend, : 
George Rex, in South Africa," he ex-
claimed. A friend who was with him 
and knew the story astonished the tray- , 
eler by telling him the cause of the r 
likeness. 

It was to his moBt intimate friends ? 
only that George Bex ever told the 
story of his descent. It is on record • 
that when George IV. was seeking • i 
divorce from his queen. Caroline of 
Brunswick, that unhappy woman de- -
declared that she was neither wife nor 
queen. She said that George III. was 
really the husband of Hannah Light
foot when George 1Y. was born and 
that, therefore, he was not legitimate, 
and that George 1Y. was really the hus
band of Mrs. ]• ltzherbert. and there
fore she (Caroline) was not his wife. 
George IV. was married to Mrs. Fitz-
herbert in 1789. There was never any 
question about the marriage, but it was 
decided that as Mrs. 1 ltzherbert was a 
Catholic and the law of England for
bade the marriage of the heir to the 
throne with a person of that faith, 
therefore the marriage was invalid. 

But the Catholic church declared the 
marriage valid and allowed Mrs. Fitz-
herbert to live with the man she had 
married. After his marriage with Caro
line of Brunswick Mrs. Fitzhcrbert left 
the king, but after he and his queen 
bad separated she lived with him again 
at Brighton. His excesses, however, 
compelled her to leave him again, and 
she lived in retirement to a ripe old 
age. supported by a liberal pension 
from the British government. 

The father of the late Gen. Edward 
Otto Cresap Ord. of the American army, 
is supposed to have been the son ol 
Mrs. Titzherbert and George IV. Gen. 
Ord was a distinguished soldier in the 
civil war. He was born in 1818 in Mary
land and died of yellow fever m Havana 
in 1833. At the tune of his death he wai 
returning from a visit to his daughter, 
who was the wife of Gen. Trevmo. the 
Mexican secretary of war. 

When the general s son. Jules Gar 
reche Ord. died in leading a charge at 
San Juan Hill last summer, the story ot 
the descent of the Ords was revived and 
published all over the world. Some ot 
the British papers at the time pointed 
out that after the death of Mrs. Fitz- . 
herbert, in 1837. a commission of par
liament was appointed to inquire into 
the rumor that there had been a son 
born to her and George IV< and had re
ported that there had been no offspring 
of the marriage. In spite of that of* 
ficial report, however, it is generally 
believed that Gen. Ord was a grandsas 
of George IV. and Mrs. Fitzherbert.—' 
Cleveland Plain Dealer. .fv , 

jr" Worthy of Rtipeet, 
Circuit Rider—And youj^fpect ask 

obey your te&cher. donjwu. Johnny" 
Johnny (an Arkansaaf3aa)—You bet! 

ghe's the lady tha^fttfed a full-growa 
wildcat with a aWKr—Judge. 


