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HIS PICTUR.

lie seemed in great di6tre88;
lie wriihwl and squirmed and twisted,

Wo could not even guess
Wh.it causa for tins existed.

And when wo .isked the cause
Why he did thusly caper?

Said he; "My pictures was
In yobter mornings japer.

"It had an nsly face,
Lacking all redeeming features

And would, 1 think, disgrace
The worst of human creatures.

'But this my heart has rent;
Two suns have not arisen

Since it did represent
A candidate for prison.

"And what is quite as
exhibition!

I paw it in an 'ad'
A noted quack physician."

Ch icaijo liambltr.

THE JJAIXA1 OF Mil. JOMXSTON.

Once on a time a teacher came,
A teacher smooth and fair.

To Mr. Johnston, and slio
"Why buj jou 'keer' for care?

"You say ourself yon speak that we ,"
'Iho teacher boftly said,

And pointed out wherein he erred,
And Johnbton scratched Us head.

"Well, well," he 6aid, 'Til go to work
And do nil best to learn;

Then all may poke their fun at me,
But 1 won t .icradurn!"

Washington Critic.

AGHEAT AWAKENING.

If the reader can conceive what his
emotions would be upon meeting face to
face in a crowded street a man whose
funeral he had attended seven years be-

fore, ho will then be able to realize how
I felt when I came suddenly upon Milton
Ross in a far western city.

I stopped abruptly, rooted to the pave-
ment, as it were with the shock.

"Why, Milton !" I cried, holding forth
my hand.

There was not a sign of recognition in
his face; indeed there was that very faint
curl of the lip, hardly a sneer, which is
often seen when a person is saluted by
mistake. But it was impossible that I
could make any mistake about this man.
Years before I had met him almost daily
in our eastern home, had frequently
transacted business with him knew him,
as the saying goes, as well as though he
had been my brother. And what if I had
attended his funeral seven years before?
There ho stood, in his own person, the
same as when I last saw him in life,
bearing not a trace of ago nor change.

"You surely know ms, Milton," I said.
"I am John Turner."

This time there was a very decided
sneer, and it was in his speech.

"I don't doubt that your acquaintance
is a very desirable one, Mr. Turner, tc
those who are honored with it; but I
have the misfortune not to be of the
number. Please stand aside, sir."

I obeyed, in dumb amazement, and he
walked on. Every word and motion
gave me increased assurance that there
was no mistake. Not only was the voice
that of Milton Rosb, but the manner and
substance of his speech had that htilf- -'

sarcastic dash for which he had been no-

ted. I watched him as he strode off
through the crowd; and thore was that
peculiar gait, that I would have sworn
to anywhere; a weakness in the right
hip causing the step of that foot to be
shorter than the step of the left.

My business in this town was finished,
and I was on my way to the railroad sta-

tion when this meeting occurred. My
resolution was at once taken to wait for
another train. Nature had given me an
investigating disposition. I was not the
person to see dead men walking about
without calling them to account for the
eccentricity of the proceeding. So I fol-

lowed my quondam and once buried
friend down the street, keeping him eas-

ily in sight. Once I stopped a gentle-
man who had the air of being a resident
of the place, begged his pardon, and in-

dicating the object of my pursuit, asked
him if he could tell me that man's name.
He could, certainly. That was Stanley
Bobbins, the merchant.

"Lives hero?"
"O, yes."
"How long?"
My informant reflected an instant, and

said that the time was rather more than
six years.

I continued the pursuit. It led me
into a laige dry-goo- establishment,
over the handsome front of which was
displayed in great gilt letters the name
of llobbins. Walking straight back to
the office I found the proprietor alone.
His fair forehead contracted into a frown
as ha saw me; and then he did a thing
that seemed to me very significant. He
closed the open door.

"Sir, vou are laboring under a very
curious delusion," he said.

"Sir, I am not! You are long resi-
dence of S , in the state of .

How you got out of your grave and got
so much life into you I don't know, and
T have the curiosity to find out. How
was it?"

The man certainly had wonderful,
amazing I had adopted
a tone and manner of cool assurance,
hoping to throw him off his guard, but
he overmatched me. His face wore an
easy smile, combined amusement and
irritation, and he repliod promptly to my
accusation:

"My dear sir, please remember that I
am a business man and have not the time
for any sensational nonsense. You look
like a person in posession of his senses,
and I am willing to believe that it is on-

ly your zeal that has led you into annoy-
ing me about on accidental resemblance.
If you havo no other business here I
must wish you good morning."

How provokingly cool he was, to be
sure! Bat I was not to be thrown off
the Bcent by any such deice. I put my
card down on the desk before him.

"Mr. Ross," I said, "there is my name;
it is well enough known to you without
the card. I shall leave tlVs town by the
5 o'clock train. In the maritime I shall
be at the G house, l&ou'd better
call there and explain this resurrection
to me."

Ho flipped away the card and took
down a ledger. My hand was on the
door-kno- b, when he swung his stool
'round and faced me.

"You don't that is you won't think
it necessary to telegraph, or write to
S before I see you again?"

Confession spoke in the words!
"Milton," I said, "this masquerading

has gone far enough, with us. You see
I can't be deceived. Speak out, now,
like a men, and explain yourself."

I saw a rapid change in his face as he
opened the door himself and called out:

"Mr. Perkins I shall be particularly
t engaged for an hour. I must not be

disturbed."
He led the way to hu private office,

locked the door and asked- - me to at

v?v

down. Then he stood before me, and
said in a definant tone that was plainly
assumed:

"You are right, Mr. Tanner, I am
Milton Eoss. What then?"

"Nothing in particular; only it strikes
me that perhaps you have missed you
vocation. You seem to be doing a pros-
perous drv coods business here; but
from the manner in which you barefaced
me down for the last half hour I should
say you would make a capital actor."

His cool bravado vanished in an in-

stant; the strain had been to great and
his break-dow- n was complete. He drop-
ped helplessly into a chair tind looked
pitifully at me.

"For the last half an hour, John, I
have been suffering the torments of the
damned. You are the first person from
S or anywhere east, who has come
across me since I disappeared I have
been schooling myself for years to play
the part that I have been trying to play
off on you, and you have seen my fail-

ure. John, you'ubed to be my friend;
now what will you do? Denounce me?
Have me arrested? Give me up to the
law?"

"Mr. Eoss, this masquerading out of
the grave, where you properly belong, iB

a mere matter of curiosity to me. I'm
not aware that you've committed any
crime unless it is punishable for a dead
man to pretend to bo alive."

"For Heaven's sake, John, don't jest
with me now! What will my Mrs.
Ross say if you betray me?"

I looked at him curiously.
"I should judge that you hadn't

heard lately from S ."
"I haye never heard from there.. I

did not dare name the place or make an
inquiry."

"Then you will be interested to know
that she died three years ago."

The man jumped to his feet and paced
the room like a crazy person, and actu-

ally shed tears of joy at the announce-
ment.

"May she be happier in heaven than
Bhe ever was with me on earth," he said
when his excitement had somewhat
calmed. "Three years ago, do you say?
It is not two years since I met here the
only woman that I ever loved. The love
and disappointment of twenty years ago
came back too powerfully to be resisted.
Rash as it was, wrong as I believed it, I
married her. And now you tell me I had
a perfect right to do bo."

"So it appears. But you haven't told
me yet how you came to life."

"I'll do it. First, though, how did
things my affairs go on at S ,

after after "
"Yon mean after your death? Very

properly, indeed. Your funeral was a
particularly fine one, very well attended
and your old pastor preached an excel-
lent discourse. I think that on my re-

turn Til have to look up some of the
newspaper obituaries and send them to
you. They would be interesting reading.
As for your business affairs, you prob-
ably don't need to have me tell you that
they were found in excellent shape. Your
estate was valued at $30,000, if I remem-
ber rightly, with but little debt. To tell
the truth, your wife didn't seem to take
your loss very much to heart, and "

"I see," said Ross, with a broad smile.
"She found consolation elsewhere."

"She married in barely a year after
your funeral."

"Well all right; but curiosity leads
me to ask who the happy man was?"

"You couldn't guess."
"Of course not."
"It was 'Squire Braden."
"What ! That insignificant little

whiffet ! Well, what won't a woman do?"
The tension and stress under which

Milton Ross had suffered were now gone
and he was able to join in the laugh that
his last remark provoked. Then he pro-

ceeded to give me a brief account of the
cause and manner of his disappearance
from S . With the disguise that is
here given to the names of persons and
places, the whole episode is committed
to print as illustrating a phase of our
social life, which, if unpleasant to con
template is none the less an existing fact.

Milton Ross, as we knew him in S ,

was a prosperous and popular man of
business, and fortunate in all the rela
tions of life. Years of wedlock had
brought him no children, but it was nev-
er suspected that the pair did not enjoy
an average share of marital felicity.
The secret truth, decorously veiled from
the world in the skillful American fash-
ion, was that these two, whom God was
supposed to have joined together, bore
the yoke of matrimony as an insupporta-
ble burden. A strange combination of
circumstances presented to the husband
the opportunity of releasing himself
from his hateful bonds at the price of the
sacrifice of property, name, and life-lon- g

associations. He promptly seized it.
Being in New York on a brief business
visit, he had occasion to be absent from
his hotel over night. The paper of the
next morning brought to him in Brook-
lyn an account of the destruction of this
house by fire. Several guests had lost
their lives; one of the bodies recovered
had not been positively identified, and
probably could not be, from its condi-
tion; but it was thought to be that of a
Mr. Ross, of S . For twenty-fou- r

hours thereafter that individual secluded
himself and waited events. The press of
the next morning stated that the body
Had been sent to S , as unquestiona-
bly that of its unfortunate citizen. Con-

fident that he had left no clue in or about
the metropolis by which the truth could
be known. Eoss accepted trie fate as-

signed him, and became practically dead
and buried to his past life.

Neither my interest in this drama of
real life, nor its own unities, would have
been satisfied without my introduction
to tho present Mrs. Robbins, and I did
not hesitate to accept Milton's invitation
to dine with him. He took mo to a
beautiful home, and introduced me to a
charming woman. I am pointing no
morals nor drawing any lessons; yet
truth compels me to say that here was
positive wedded happiness, if the thing
ever existed. But I wonder what the
lady thought when I inadvertently
called her husband Mr. Boss.

ote So much of this wonderful narra-
tive is actual fact that it is best to suppress
the real names.

Stafford Republican'. More than
sixty-fiv- e varieties of flowers may now be
gathered from the prairies in this immed-
iate vicinity. Maoy of them are exotics
in the east, and we have known of Kan-san- s

sending there for what grows indi-
genously at their doors.

A file, gunpowder, fuse and other
tools were found in a secluded nook of
the Jefferson county jail, the other day,
just in time to prevent a jail delivery.
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SHE BAD TO SEE HIM DIE.

David Scott Atkinson Takes a Fatal Dose of
Morphine in His "Wife's Presence, and
Threatens Her Witli Death. If She Inter
feres.

Chicago News.

A suicide occurred early yesterday
morning in a loging house at 16 South
Clark street, under exceptionally peculiar
circumstances. Among the roomers at
the place was David Scott Atkinson, a
north side saloonkeeper, and his wife.

For some time Atkinson had been afflicted
with a species of melancholia, and recent
business reserves, together with a dark
suspicion of his wife's fidelity, has con-

tributed to aggravate his malady. He
was subject to frequent fits of depression,
during which he "would drink heavily.
His behavior during these spells was
most violent, and his wife relates that on
one such occasion the strength of twelve
men was taken to hold him.

When he wasHlesponden the invariably
did two things. He refused to eat and
he abused his wife. Not two weeks ago,
in the same room where the tragedy of

yesterday occurred, he excitedly charged
his wife with unfaithfulness and threaten-
ed to kill her. Losing control of him-
self he hurled a revolver at her in his
madness, and he was only prevented
from attacking her by the kindly appear-
ance of neighbors, whom Mrs. Atkinson's
outcries had awakened.

Since that night he had been especial-
ly gloomy andiiascible. He was going to
the dogs, he said, and he didnt care how
STon he got there. His wife had seen
him in a similar frame of mind so often,
however, that she did not especially re-

mark his conversation or his conduct.
He had been drinking during the entire
week past, and oh Tuesday he drank
all day. His wife was, therefore, some-
what surprised when at 2 o'clock yester
day morning he came home in an ap-

parently pleasant frame of mind. He
spoke to her with unwonted kindness,
undressed leisurely and got into bed.
He neglected, however, to turn out the
light.

"Dave, are you going to leave that
light burniig?" asked his wife.

"Yes," he replied, shortly; "I've some-

thing to attend to."
Then he got out of bed, took a small

parcel out of one pocket of his clothes,
a knife out of another, and said calmly:
"This is morphine, Theresa dear. I am
going to lie right there and watch mo go
into hell. You will keep perfectly still,
or I shall be compelled to kill you I am
about to punish you as a wife never,
never was punished by her husband be-

fore."
"My Lord, Dave," exclaimed Mrs.

Atkinson sitting up in bed in wild af-

fright and apprehension; "don't do that.
Don't kill yourself here. Let me out,
at least, so that I won't have to see you
die."

"Yes, and you will call for help, and I
won't be able to make a finished job of
this," said her husband darting a furtive,
cunning glance at her. Oh, no," he
continued imperturbably "you don't
know me. I have made up my mind to
die, and die I am going to. You shall
see me draw my last breath."

Having taken a large quantity of the
drug he laid the paper on a chair by the
bed, and solemnly delivered the follow-
ing ante-morte- speech to his terrified
wife: "Theresa, I am going to die. You
will miss me. You think that I bave
been a cruel and jealous husband, but
you have not loved me as a wife should.
You have not been true to mo. I am
going to punish you."

At this point Mrs. Atkinson inter-

rupted: "Dave, for God's sake let me
up! Let me leave the room," she cried.

"No, you lay still, and don't talk so
loud no one must hear me," was the
suicide's imperative response.

Atkinson then got into bed, and his
wiie attempted to get out. "No, you
don't,' he said, stopping her. "You lay
still, if you don't want to go to h 1

with me. I shouldn't like to kill you, if
I can help it."

Then he suddenly cot out of bed
again, saying: "That dose wasn't
strong enough guess I'll take anoth-
er," and with that he deliberately took
some six or seven grams more or mor
phine. After placing his revolver under
his pillow he sat down on he edge of
the bed and held up the revolver, which
he had kept in his hand all the time,
triumphantly to his wife.

"Say, wife, wouldn't you like to get
this key?" he asked.

His spouse replied by grabbing dex-

terously at the key.
Quicker than thought the morphine

eater hurled her back across the bed and
savagely told her that if she made anoth-
er such attempt he would kill her as he
would a dog.

"Don't try me that way again," he
continued, glaring at her luridly; "I
haven't any too much love for you, and
if you fool with me again all h 1 won't
save you. You have got to see me die,
and you might as well make up your
mind to it. Guess I ain't taken enough
yet."

Then the man stood up and emptied
the remainder of the morphine into his
mouth.

The three tremendous doses of the
deadly drug now began their work. The
victim lay down on the bed, stretched
himself at full length and breathed hard
and irregularly. Feeling for the key,
he clasped both hands about it and held
all his remaining strength. He gazed
fixedly at the ceiling.

"I am going, Theresa," he said, in an
unsteady voice. "I am going. You will
be Eorry when I am dead. You will find
the money in the vault The watches
are there, too. So are my rings. I
don't owe anybody. You can bave them
all. I hadn't ought to leave you any-
thing. I ought to kill you. But this
will be punishment enough. This will
last you forever. You vrill never, forget
this night. You will never forget my
dying words my dying breath. I
have been a bad man at times

but you will miss me and
wish me back . - Good by Theresa

good by Theresa I'm going
." Then his breath fell short, he

whispered unintelligibly, tried to speak,
and became unconscious. His wife,
shaking with fear and horror, called to
him, grasped his hands, unclosed them,
seized the key, unlocked the door, and
rusHed into the hall screaming. In a
moment she had summoned the landlady
and her husband to the scene. The un-

conscious man breathed at intervals, but
before medical aid could be summoned
he was dead.

"It all seemed like a pleasant dream to
him," said his wife afterward, "but it
was a horrible nightnare to me. God

knows I never want to pass through an-

ther such scene. I am nearly 40 years
old, but I feel 50

A Kind Hearted Southerner.
New York Sun.

Speaking of Mr. Davis' receptions in
the south, Judge Hams, of Vir-

ginia, tells a story which shows how en-

thusiasm mav triumph over adverse
fact.

Old Jonathan Peale lived on his farm,
about six miles from Harrisburg, Va,,
during the war, and rode into town twice
a week on his old white horse to hear
the news and comment on it after his
rashion, which was abominably through
his nose. He was one of those thorough
southerners in whose head there never
was room for doubt. He had such a
steadfast confidence that the south would
whip the north, and WnS doing so daily,
that nobody ever ventured to hint the
contrary to him. He would stride into
the office of the weekly newspaper
on his semi-week- visits, throw
himself down in a chair, and inquire:

"Well, editor what is the news?"
"Oh, Gen. Lee has had another bat-

tle with the enemy," the accommodating
editor would reply, "and drove them off
in confusion."

"I knew he would do it. I knew he
would scatter 'em," the old man would
respond, with much nasal enthusiasm,
and trot back home to tell the family
how the war was going on.

But at length there came a time when
such pleasing fictions would no longer
do. It came to be the second week of
april, 18G5 the week of Appomattox.
When Uncle Jonathan came in with his
usual inquiry he found an earnest group
of men in the newspaper office.

"The news is very bad, Mr. Peale,
very bad," the editor acknowledged, with
considerable hesitation, for ho couldn't
see how he was going to get the old gen-

tleman down to the level of facts without
something breaking.

"What's wrong?" inquired Mr. Peale.
"Well," said the editor, desperately,

"everything is wrong. Gen. Lee has
surrendered."

"It's a ab'lishum lie!" snorted
Uncle Jonathan, his nostrils fairly ring-

ing with confidence.
"No, Uncle, I'm afraid it's too true.

Here we have Gen. Lee's address to his
troops advising them to go home. Jim
Dalton got there this morning with his
horse and gun, and says our infantry
boys will be along about

The old man looked piteously from
one to another as though beseeching
them to contradict the overwhelming
tidings. Nobody spoke. Then he took
up Gen. Lee's address and read it care-
fully through twice. He laid it down
with a mighty sigh, and taking up his
hat to go he said:

".Well, mebbe Gen'rl Lee knows best.
Mebbe its best to give 'em another try. It
doesn't do fer christians to be hard and
unforgiven. But if the denied Yankees
don't behave we'll just have to turn in
and wallop 'em again."

And so philosophically accepting the
results of the war Uncle Jonathan trot-

ted off home in infinite content at having
participated in Gen. Lee's generosity.

A Georgia Fish Story.

From the Atlanta' Constitution.
The old rounder, casting a meditative

glance toward where the Bun had gone
down, said: "Well, gentlemen, I had a
little experience of my own once. 1
went down on the Chattahoochee river
in Decatur county, to visit an old friend
He had of ten told me of the splendid
fishing there, and I was anxious to try
it. It was late in the evening when I
got there, and I retired early, so as to be
ready for the fun the next day. I asked
how far it was to the creek, and they
told me it was now only a few hundred
yards. I was up, and securing a good
tackle and a few sawyers, started off to
find the creek. The fog was so heavy
for it was woods burning time, that I
could not see any distance ahead of me,
and so I groped my way as best I could
across the little clearing. Beaching the
fence I climbed over, and picking up my
way carefully, for I did not want to fall
in the creek, I proceeded down the slope
until I thought I must be near the
water's edge. Baiting my hook I threw
it forward, and just about time enough
to strike the water I felt a pull, and with
a jerk brought in a fine fellow. For ten
minutes I stood there and pulled them
in, and then, fearing that I would spoil
one day s sport, I regretfully retired,
and by accident reached the house
through the fog. After breakfast the
fog lifted and we got ready for a day's
enjoyment. You may imagine my sur
prise when on going to the place where
I had caught so many early in the
morning, I found that it was a full hun-
dred yards from the bank of the creek.
The truth is, I had not touched the
water, but just stood there and caught
them out of the fog'

TO SEE THEIR NA MES IN PRINT.

The Devices and Subterfuges Some People
Retort to, to Giatify I heir Vanity.

Few people have better opportunities
for seeing the little weakness and vanities
of man than reporters. "'Tis pleasant
sure to see one's name in print," wrote
Byron years ago, and he wrote truly.
The artifices that men will resort to in
order to get their names in the paper,
and their simulated indignation when
that object has been accomplished, are
amusing. There are, of course, a great
many people who sincerely desire to keep
their names out of print, unless there is
some good reason for publicity. These
people neer object to the use of their
names if there is a proper reason for it,
but shrink from being dragged into
print indiscriminately, and their wishes
are always respected by the respectable
reporter. But a large class take a keen
enjoyment in picking up a newspaper
and remarking to friends, "well, if that
reporter hasn't gone and put my name
in the paper. That's just the way; yon
treat one of those fellows decent and he
goes and puts your name in the paper.
There ought to be a law passed against
those fellows." All the time the speak-
er knows how he schemed and plotted
the previous evening to get the reporter
to mention him, and he knows that the
reporter had y gratified
his vanity.

One of the most common tricks of these
people is this: A reporter attends some
little meeting and at the close of it some
one who has been more or less generally
less important in the assembly, comes
round and says: "Now don't put my
name in the paper but if you do, be
sure and spell it correctly. Here, I will
write it down for you,
Smythe with a y and an e. Now for
heaven's sake do not publish it." Now,

k
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if that man's name does not appear in
the next issue he is likely to write a "let-
ter to the editor" stating that the reporter
failed to notice somethings of importance
which took place and signing it with his
full name with a y and an e.

THE ROMANCE OF GOLD.

Fate of the Men Who Discovered Some of
the Great American Mines.

Denver News.

The superstitous belief is an old
one that unless the discoverer of a camp
meets an untimely or bloody end his
find will never amount to anything; and
this seems borne out of facts, since near
ly all the discoverers of the great gold
mines of the United States, with but
few exceptions, have, as the saying goes,
"died with their boots on." Of thirty-eig-ht

booming towns in the early days
the locators of twelve were killed by
bullet, three were buried in their crea-
tions by cave-in- s and the rest drifted
away with the tide of immigration, have
become lost in oblivion or died and were
buried in pauper's graves. George H.
Fryer, from whom the celebrated "Fryer
Hill," of Leadville, derives its name,
died at Denver not long ago from an
overdose of morphine administered by
his own hand. Two years previous to
his death he was worth a million or so,
but he died a pauper and almost without
a friend.

Old Yirginny, after whom the Consoli-
dated Virginia was named, and who sold
his claim for $25, a pony, and a bottle
of whisky, came to his death by an over-
dose from a bucking mule near Dayton,
Nev.

Bill Bodie, the discoverer of the great
standard mine in Mono county, Califor-
nia, slept his life away in a .snowstorm
while making his way to the mines.

Colonel Story, who gave his name to
the county in Nevada where the Com-gtoc- k

is situated, was killed in battle by
the Pyramid Lake Indians.

Thomas Page Comstock died a beggar
in a strange land. "Old Pancake," as
he was known in the mining camps,
committed suicide at Bozeman, M. T., on
Sept. 27th, by shooting himself. He
was the leader of the famous Big Horn
expedition, that was sent out by Nevada
capitalists in search of the Lost Cabin
mines, supposed to be somewhere among
the-Bi- Horn mountains. Tho expe-
dition was a failure, and Comstock,
whether from disappointment or some
other cause, while encamped near Boze
mam, drove a pistol ball through his
head and died instantly. He was buried
there, and his grave is unmarked and
unknown.

Near the wild spot where twelve years
before the hidden treasure of Alder
gulch wa? revealed to bim, William Fair-weath- er

was laid down to rest. Like
poor

"OLD PANCAKE,"

this erratio soul stranded on the shoals
of dissipation, although each in his day
had turned a key the one silver the
other golden which had unlocked mil-

lions for others but nothing for them-
selves. William Farrell, who "struck"
Meadow Lake, died a victim to remorse
in one of the leading hospitals of San
Francisco, "haunted by the spirits of
1,000 deluded pioneers and prospectors
passing and repassing his dying bed."
The locator of the famous Homestake, m
the Black hills, is said to have afterward
turned road agent. Times going hard
with him he attempted to stop a stage
loaded prepared for just such emer-
gencies, and he was planted alongside
the road by the tender-hearte- d express
agents whom he had tried to rob and
kill. Homer, of the Homer district, fol-

lowed in the suicidal tracks of Comstock.
After squandering a small fortune he
shot his brains out in the streets of San
Francisco. "Doughnut Bill," "Old Eu-
reka," Kelse Austin, Lloyd Magruder,
"Nine-mil- e Clark," George Hankinson,
Plummer, and scores of others

PIED VIOLENT DEATHS

in one way or anothor and reaped noth-
ing from the rich finds eacn had made in
his day. Doughnut Bill was planted in
the Lone Mountain cemetery in Utah, in
1858; a lone grave under a white pine
tree in a frontier mining town of Califor-
nia tells where poor "Old Eureka" sleeps
his last sleep; Kelse Austin was killed
and buried in Elcho county, Nevada, fif-

teen years ago.
Lloyd Magruder, while conducting a

number of wagons loaded witn treasure
from Virginia Ciiy to the nearest rail
road, was murdered and robbed by his
teamsters, who were Plummer's outlaws"
in disguise. George Hankinson and
Henry Plummer were hauled up by vig-

ilantes and strung up without the delay
and formality of a trial. Plummer was
a great rascal. In the early days of the
mining camps of Nevada, Plummer was
elected sheriff of the camp about Vir-
ginia City. He was the first locator of
the rich "ground about Virginia City,
and thought he could make more money,
and quicker, too, by taking what was al-

ready mined than by laboring in the
gulch day after day and getting it by
hard, honest toil. But he was tripped
up at last, and died a cringing miserable
coward on the gallows of his own con-

struction.

A ITTCRATIVE PROFESSION.

FJjrures That Show it is Eay For a Doctor
to Make Money.

"My gracious alive!" exclaimed a well-know- n

physician to a reporter for the
Philadelphia North American. "What
will become of mv profession? It Beems
to me that nearly every family nowa
days has a physician in it, judging by
the signs on the windows and doors.

The professor seemed in a talkative
mood, and the opportunity was embraced

put a number or questions about tne
medical workers.

"You're not afraid of the profession
being overcrowded, are you ?" was asked.

"Oh, no, in one Bense," was the jocund
reply, "for the more of us there are the
faster we invent new diseases to be cured,
you see."

Then after a pause he said: "The doc-

tors multiply faster than the people. I
believe there are at least 1,500 practi-
tioners in th city and every year the
colleges send out hundreds more, many
of whom settle down here to make their
fortunes. They find great encourage-
ment, too, in what they see in the great
center of fashion and riches on Chestnut,
Walnut, Spruce, and those streets. Of
all the luxury surrounding the lives of
the residents the physicians enjoy the
highest Look at their mansions, their
equipage, and see how they figure in
high society mtst everywhere."

"Has the road to this honor and sta-
tion been a hard one to travel?"

"Not generally. You see the first
thing a graduate does is to get an

pointment somewhere in a hospital or
prison, or better than alL th almshouse.
Ifhe has a little social influence this zz
easily accomplished. Here he can ex-
tend his acquaintance and get plenty c
experience, but of course, little pay. I?
he has a rich father and can sport a
dashing team 'and busily ride around
town on imaginary calls," provided he bo
attentive enough to his business to make
these calls with 6trict regularity, he's
what you call 'started,' and will be doing
ing well in two years."

"Where would you generally find his
earliest calls?"

"Well, he's lucky to first get hold of
some old rich person, who has nothing
much the matter with him except age,
but must always be taking medicine to
'keep in good health.' This kind don't
care much what they pay and less what
they take, and anything they would take
would have the same beneficial effect,
provided always it be carefully prepared
with harmless intentions. Then his
relatives, and, through their influence,
their friends send for him to attend sick
servants.''

"But keeping up appearance will not
get him practice with rich folks, will it?"

"No, but it deserves a poorer classes.
The calls upon them may be fifty cents
at first, and as it grows he will raise his
fees, and thus, while improving his in-

come, he is improving the class of his
patients. He may get his calls up to $5
each, and his office constitutions at $3
with the richer patrons."

"Well, all these rich doctors can't
make their living off their rich neighbors,
can they?"

"No, indeed. The humbler classes are
the richer fields. One of our wealthiest
physicians, whose income is $10,000 a
year, usually asks if the cash ison hand
before he will answer a call in a confine-
ment case. If it isn't he doesn't go."

"Now, I've been preparing a few sta-

tistics," continued the professor," if you
would like to look at them. The total
income of the city's physicians is not less
than $5,000,000. There were 22,656
births in the city last year. These luxu-
ries cost the recipients at least half a
million. Here is where class showB itself.
I count 5,000 of these advents at $100
each, and $75,000 in extras, and that is
handsome presents to the doctors and
nurse from overjoyed fathers. Count
5,000 more of these presentments at $50
each, half the remainder at $25, and the
other half at $10, and the million is
quickly summed up. Then take the 20,-85- 7

deaths. There's another million.
The cost of leaving is about the same as
of coming here, you see. Well, besides
there are 200,000 families who pay at
least $3,000,000 tribute annually to the
doctor."

"How would you classify the phy-
sicians' income, professor?"

"There are at least fifty whose practice
yielded $20,000 a year. I can name
them. I can give you one hundred more
at $10,000 a year, and then there is

left to divide among the remain-
der of the profession. It isn't bad busi-nes-e,

is it?"
CAEL SCHURZ'S STORY.

The Romance of His Early Life How he
Became a Rebel in Fatherland.

Sitting at the table of a celebrated
"pension" some time ago, the conversa-
tion fell upon Carl Schurz and his honors
in the land of his adoption. "Carl
Schurz!" called Mrs. Captain Borchert
from the farther end of the room; "he of
all your countrymen interests me most,
for I knew the family well."

Sapper finished, I took a seat at the
side of the venerable lady whose hus-
band was the hero of more than two bat-
tles in the bloody days of the Franco-Prussia- n

war and heard the following
story: I was a child in the days of '48,
when the anarchical flame threatened to
consume all the monarchies of Europe.
Berlin was in the folds of the red flag,
Austria on the brink of ruin em-

peror and king alike wild with distrac-
tion. Even in the peaceful valley of the
Rhine, whose hardy inhabitants had
known only loyalty for generations,
whose surrounding hills and dales, full
of their legendary romance, had been
the cordon o'f assured allegiance, even
there the voice of discontent echoed.
Above the hearths of the lowly peasant
huts, whose most warlike ornament had
been the inherited pipe which their fath-
ers had smoked, the musket swung; the
demon of dissatisfaction drove to blood.

Bonn, that romantic city on the banks
of the majestic stream, the seat of one
of the fatherland's greatest colleges, the
"Prince's University," as it is called to
this day, forgot its ancient traditions,
and its young men joined hands with the
leaders of the growing revolt. Gottfried
Kinckel, latter the servant and poet, then
a youthful "docent" in the institute of
learning, was the epitome of the revolu-
tionist, in whose bosom the love of liber-
ty fairly flamed. A brilliant band had
gathered about him, Simrock, Kaufmann,
Schlouback and Eecker, but its center
was Johanna Meckel. A few years pre-
vious to the time our story begins, while
journeying one spring day on the Rhine,
a beautiful woman took her seat with
Kinckel in an uncertain boat. He had
long loved her, but she had already
stood before Hymen's altar and promised
obedience to him who had given her his
name. They had parted once with a
mutual vow to keep asunder. Those who
watched might havo seen the furtive
glances cast from one to the other and
read the inner struggle which the pres-
ent meeting caused; but no word passed
between them. How cruelly and strange
ly fate oft works out her plans, discon-
certing human endeavor. A storm arose,
the boat whirled and tossed, the white
caps mounted and broke with a fury un-
known. The tales of the Lorelei and
her siren song came back from their
cradles, like ghosts, to the frightened
passengers of the little smack. The
boat foundered and upturned; women's
wailinga made tho heart sick. But the
strong arms of theyoung Kinckel quick-
ly grasped the fainting form of his dona
and bore her safely to the opposite shore.
Faithfully he watched over her during
the long hours where life hovered in the
balance and when at last the great, ten-
der eyes opened and found her hero
bending over her in knightly devotion
the heart melted she promised her love
to him who had saved her life anew.
The divorce followed and they were
married.

It was Johanna, the cousin of Schurz.
Her own pen a noted one of her time
has described the romantic adventure in
verse of touching beauty. A few years
after the establishment of their home in
the poetical city on the stream which
had brought about their union Carl
Schurz came as a student to Bonn. Nat
urally he spent much time at the villa of

beautiful cousin and listened withj

heated blood to the professor's stories V
tyranny contrasted with the idyllic free-
dom which his nature craved. The day
came soon to try his fervor and spirit
The revolutions broke out. The lovely
home, with Johanna es guard became an.
arsenal from which echoed the crack of
the musket and assued the smoke c
powder. Johanna, as a heroine of tho
olien times, loaded the arms for the ers

of the little fort, and encouraged
her loved ones by tender looks and.
words of praise. It was like a soeaa
from "Ivanhoe. But in vain. The bal-
lets of the regulars were to strong foe
the hberty-lovin- g inmates, and the white
flag was raised in token of surrender
Dark and glomy days succeeded that
trial for freedom and liberty. Kinckel.
was torn off from wife and family, and.
condemned to imprisonment for life,
confined in the penitentiary at Naugard,
in Pomerania, where my uncle held thai
command. Lenient with him from the
first, though hard labor was his sentence,
the two became intimate friends. Long
walks were taken in the garden, books
were given him, and leisure allowed hinx
to write his memoirs.

One sunny summer morning, when,
the birds were joyfully mnging in the
rich foliage, an unusual looking man.
staggered up the lane leading to the viL- -

lage with a 'hand-orga- n' upon his back.
He was old and decrepit, shaggy cloth-
ing hung partly in shreds from the beat
back, the shoes were worn thin and an.
old hat which had seen years of service
covered his head. Quickly the interest
of the passer-b-y was excited and the
"small-fry-" of the hamlet soon overtook;
him and overwhelmed him with prayers
for tunes, for he was a musician of the)
"species rara" in that neighborhood.
The peasant girls and their swains
danced, gleefully about the performer,
whose hands, had one but noticed, were)
soft and white and unused to playing for
continental cycling. Who was the
stranger. What did he want? This the.
hinds never asked, but listened intently
to the mournful tunes of the favorite in-
strument. But the "grinder" did not re-

lax. After ending the toil of the day
and putting up in the small inn at Nau-
gard for the niget he sallied forth alone.
And here I shall draw the veil.

It was Carl Schurz, who had taken this
way to free his cousin, teacher, and
friend, as successfully disguised as
though the deft fingers of 'Eagin, the)
Jew,' had clothed him. His attempt
though, to bribe the keeper and gain ac-

cess to Kinckel failed and being report-
ed, the latter was deprived of his freedom
and privileges and renounced to his cell
Schurz regardless of the instrument
which, for aught I know, is still held in.
the tavern as a relic of "ye olden time,
sought the nearest way to the woods and
made haste to leave as many miles as
possible between himself and Naugaxdy

A few days later the unfortunate
Kinckel was transferred to Shandue,
near Berlin. This was no velvet cushion
or seat of roses. The commander was
another man from my uncle, with no
love foi Kinckel and no sympathy in his
behalf. Confinement was hard now; the
extra rations and flowers were wanting;,
and he began to wane. Schurz, how-
ever, had not rested in the meantime,
but endeavored to coacoct new means fa
the escape of Kinckel. One night ot
Egyptian darkness he appeared before
the Shandue fortress, undismayed by
the awful canon dismally peering over
the walls, or the measured tread of the
dread sentinel. All was arranged; that
very guard had proved so far as he was
concerned, the truth of Walpo'es saying?
that "every man has his price." The
wind drowned his traitorous steps as

them toward Kinckel's cell to
inform him of his deliverance. In an.
instant Kinckel followed him, his anas
full of blankets, which he had hastily
torn from his cot. Schurz stood belong
with horses in waiting, and watched,
with bated breath, the rope making am
the wall. At last this suspension was
passed; Kinckel descended in safety,
mounted the charger and fled.

The rest of the story is known to sH,
Kinckel made his way to London and
was joined there by his wife. Schurs
endeavored to induce both to follow his
example and cast their fortunes in the
republic beyond the' sea, but was unsuc-
cessful. Honored and courted, they
preferred London till the university in
Zurich drew Kinckel back to the contin-
ent. Johanna, in a fit of melancholy,
threw herself from a London. window-an-

died a most violent death.
"That is all," she ended, "but yoor

great countryman will always have my
sympathy love and hopes."

A well known ballet dancer of irre-
proachable character, when asked if
changing her short skirts and tights for
the long robes of Katisha in a "Mikado,"
ballet did not annoy her in dancing, an-
swered: "No, not that way, but I felt
awfully ashamed when I first appeared
in it."

A Pittsbnrgh child, being1
asktd "What is a rope?" rep'ied, "A fat
string."

AYiSY
IrtBBS7ret asTr

Ep
flew Improved High Ann.

ITeio Mechanical' Principles
and Rotary Movements, Auto-
matic, Direct and Perfect Act-

ion, Cylinder Shuttle, Self-settin-g

Needle, Positive Feed, No
Springs, Few Paris, Minimum.
Weight, No Friction, No Noize,
No Vfear, No Fatigue, No
"Tantrums." Cavacity Unlim- - '

iied, Always in Order, Richly
Ornamented, Nickelplated. and
Gives Perfect Satisfaction.

Send for Circulars,
Addresa

AVERY MACHINE CO.r
12 Breadway, New Yerk.

F f-- a

4

I

ill

V


