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d ic k  h u y l

<jijie writer ..wen to  Dick Hnyl & dsbt, 
Bot exactly of gratitude, ns the story 
will demonstrate, which she, by writing 
his biography, reeks to  discharge. Dick 
Huyl s history will never lie w ritten by 
me, uor by any one else who knew him, 
to adorn “ Sunday school library; he 
was not that kind of a boy. Dick was 
a n  Apache Indian, w ith all the character
istics of total depravity th a t the word 
Apache conveys or suggests. We were 
children together, Dick and X. W e lived, 
fought and played together for tw o years 
lu the same army post. On one memor
able occasion. Dick, instigated by the 
devil—for I firmly believe in  the devil, 
if only for Apaches—dropped down the 
neck of my frock a live toad. I t was 
the cause of my first fit of hysterics, and 
I determined, if I ever grew old enough, 
i would tell the whole world how bad a 
young Apache could be.

In 1872. if I remember rightly, Öen. 
Crook had succeeded, after years of 
bloody war and the loss of hundreds of 
good inen, in subduing most of the bands 
composing the Apache nation of New 
Mexico and Arizona. They had dwelt 
ju the strongholds of mountain and 
desert, from which they frequently 
emerged to rob and m urder all miners 
or emigrants tha t they coaid ambush, 
leaving nothing for the hum an mind to 
conceive of in the way of cruelty when
ever a white man fell into their power.

At the reservation, although they were 
well fed and quite decently treated, it  
was necessary to w atch them constant
ly, and large 1 , f troops were de
tailed for that purpose. Nevertheless, 
scarcely a week passed bu t a small squad 
of Apaches, usually led by some a ttrac t
ive squaw, would slip quietly past the 
guards and escape through the darkness 
into their lieloved cactus plains and 
mountain barrens. Roll call nearly every 
morning developed these absentees, and 
next day would come news of murder, 
rapine and horrors generally. A favorite 
Apache mode of disposing of the unsus
pecting freighter, m iner or emigrant 
whose camp they hail succeeded in  raid
ing, was to tie the victim by the four 
limbs to stakes, and then to build a  fire 
ou that portion of his body designated 
in the old fashioned almanacs as “ virgo.” 

There seemed to be something par
ticularly fascinating to the Apache tem
perament in this form of torture. Death 
being long in coming, it gave the squaws 
and pappooses plenty of chance to invent 
small torments, on the side, as it  wore. 
The women and children em igrants— 
but enough. Suffice it to say tha t the 
absolute hatred entertained by these In
dians for the whites was fully recipro
cated, especially by the soldiers. It was 
no easy matter to track and successfully 
follow the runaways through the cactus 
and mesquit thickets, over the barren 
deserts and desolate mountains that 
make up the topography of Arizona. 
But in that parched country water is 
only to be found a t certain springs and 
“water holes,” between which days of 
travel often intervene, but which are 
equally well known to soldiers and to 
Indians.

So when tiie morning report showed 
to Gen. Crook tha t so many warriors, 
squaws and pappooses were missing, the 
grim old warrior would make no Sign of 
pursuit, but on the night following, or 
perhaps the next one, a squadron of 
mounted men would file silently out of 
the reservation bearing orders to move 
as rapidly as possible to the w ater hole 
of Palo Pinto, or to Agna örande 
Spring, or to some other place where 
the presence of the precious fluid favored 
a camping place for the renegades. The 
troops were always positively instructed 
to bring back no prisoners, all matters 
of detail being left to the officers in com- 
maud. One June morning there was re
ported missing eight Indians, eleven 
squaws and pappooses, including Wah- 
nemo. than whom a more depraved aud 
cruel Indian never existed, even in Ari
zona.

Two nights afterw ard a squad of the 
Twenty-third infantry, Crook's own reg
iment, under Lieut. Huyl, a  splendid 
young fellow, who has since left the 
service, was sent out on a scout with the 
usual orders. No trace of the renegades 
was found, b u ta  burned ranch and stage 
station and a cremated cowboy gave suf
ficient evidence of Indians a t large. The 
next night, or rather ju s t a t dawn, after 
a long and fatiguing march, the scouts 
reached a natural rock basin at the foot 
of one of the steepest and m ost inacces
sible knobs to be found iu desolate Ari
zona. This basin had often collected a 
supply of acrid water, which, however, 
was drinkable enough in tha t country. 
A tliiu vapor of smoke from a nearly 
•spent fire convinced the troopers that 
their night's march had not been in vain, 

creeping up as close as possible
the hostiles were outlined against the 
rocks, fast asleep,

Ike little squadron silently deployed 
®ut so as to avoid missing a single shot, 
and at the word of command fired, kill- 
mg nearly every one of the Indians. 
The others jumped up only to be cut 
down by the reserve fire. The only two 

were Wahnemo and his 4-year- 
tl ( pappoose. Grasping the child, he 
sprang for the mountain side, scaling the 
rocks like a chamois, amid a shower of 
bullets, soon distancing his pursuers and 
getting out of runge of their rifles. H alt
i n g  on

«  hl» gnn carrying near the Indian, 
yet he was going to try. The Apache, 
feeling secure against their carbinee 
continued his taunts until Huyl, 
deUbemte aim, with sights raised for 
1JSC0 yard*, final. His aim was trne, 
end the gun nil that it was boasted. 
The old savage plunged face forward 
over the ledge, and crashed down the 
rocky mountain side a t the very feet of 
his slayer.

The attention of the soldiers was now 
direc ted to the pappoose—the subject of 
this »ketch. That interesting infant 
•till calmly occupied the ledge and 
evidently turning the situation over in 
his mind. The troopers, with Lient 
Huyl a t their head, slowly and painfallr 
clam tiered up the rocks and finally „L  
preached the orphan, who, instead of 
squalling a« a civilized Christian child 
would have done, commenced throwing 
Stones at his pursuers, hitting L ieut 
Huyl squarely on the nose with a half 
pound rock and drawing blood copiously. 
He followed this success by other good 
throws, causing us nearly a  panio as pos
sible. At last, by flanking him, our 
Apache was knocked down by a blow 
from a sutler and stunned. His capture 
was now easy, but the lieutenant’s or
ders were to return no prisoners.

“ W hat shall we do with the little 
devil?’ asked one of the men. “Shoot 
him or throw him over the cliff after hia 
father?’ The ‘ little devil” had re
gained consciousness by this time, and 
deliberately set his teeth into the calf of 
the soldier s leg. Lieut. Huyl wiped his 
bloody nose and replied: “A baby who 
fights this way ought not to he killed in 
cold blood. By George, I’U take him 
back to Han Carlos if it costs me my 
commission!”

^  vras put into the young one’s 
month to prevent any more biting, and 
with a soldier holding each hand he was 
landed on the plaiu below. There he 
was placed on horseback, a lariat tied to 
one foot, passed under the horse and tied 
to the other, and thus the troopers re
turned to the reservation. '

Lient. Hnyl was a great favorite with 
Gen. Crook, but he had disobeyed or
ders and confidently expected to be put 
under arrest. But the general had al
ready heard something of the stone 
throwing affair, and had enjoyed a 
hearty laugh over Huyl’s broken nose. 
When the lieutenant in making his re
port reached the point where Wahnemo 
was killed the general interrupted with, 
“ By the way, I think you had better not 
let me know officially any more of this 
scout than you have already told.” 
Then glancing at the swollen nose he 
bnrst into a roar of laughter, in which 
all the other officers joined.

The young Indian was confined in the 
armory until his first fright was over
come. The soldiers of Company A 
named him Dick Huyl, and fitting him 
out with a uniform fashioned from the 
lieutenants’ old clothes regularly adapted 
him into the service.

In less than a month the small recruit 
learned to express himself tolerably in 
English, and in a very short time had 
accumulated all the accomplishments of 
tobacco chewing and profanity jiossessed 
by the soldiers. He also picked np a 
wonderful knowledge of bugle calls and 
evolutions, always turning out at roil 
calls and taking his place at the extreme 
left of the company when in line.

When I first kuew him he had been 
under the refining influences ot the 
United States service two years. If that 
Indian had improved in that time I am 
very glad I did not know him before. 
He was not beautiful according to classic 
standard;

The Apaches flatten the heads of their 
babies betw een boards, aud this, as much 
as anything else, served to render Dick 
unattractive to us children. Then he 
had such a predilection for carrying 
snakes in his pocket. The soldiers 
spoiled him, of course, and npheld him 
iu every villainy he chose to perpetrate. 
When be shot the mules in an ambu
lance filled with women and children, 
causing a runaway and a smashup, one 
soldier thrashed him with a barrel stave, 
and a dozen more gave him five cent 
pieces to comfort him. They alternate
ly ponnded and petted, but it was all 
ono to him. He seldom laughed and 
never cried; he was an Apache.

I said lie never cried. I will note an 
exception. Every Saturday afternoon 
the men took him ont behind the quar
ters and gave him a hath. This process 
was very simple. They stripped off his 
clothing and turned the hose on him. 
On these occasions the shrieks of the lit
tle savage could he heard all over the 
post.

I have not seen Dick since I was 3 
years old, hut i like to think that he 
grew up anil regularly enlisted in the 
old regiment aud is now an honor to the 
service.—“Spusskerriwe" in New York 
T r i b u n e . __________

I ’ r o H p e c t s  G o o d .

“Florry. dear.” faltered the Washing
ton youth. “ I—I couldn't summon cour
age to tell you what was in my heart 
and I wrote it. You got my letter, 
didn't you?'

“ Yes, George, I got it."
“ And you read it, didn't you?'
“ Yes, Ï read it. In fact, I—I read it 

over twice.”
“And now. Florry," he said, growing 

bolder, “ I have come to learn my fate.” 
“The best I can promise you, George, ’’ 

said the blushing daughter of the dis
tinguished congressman, withdrawing 
her hand from the ardent clasp of 
the infatuated young man. “is that I 
will advance vour letter to a third read
ing to-morrow.”—Chicago Tribune.

K EEPS OUT OF SIG H T. B,LL NYE IN

A u o t I t e r  N e w  G » »  L a m p

A new type of gas lamp that has been 
introduced abroad consists primarily of 
an argand burner inclosed in a globe, 
with the air for supporting combustion 
admitted both above and below the 
flame. The lower supply of air passes 
through the center of the burner, while 
the upper supply enters from above the 
burner into the globe, which incloses 
besides the burner a metallic deflector 
upon which the flume impinges and is 
conducted to a porcelain bell montbed 

The supply of air entering. exit above. --------.
oil a shelf of rock, he set the child , from is thus highly lmated in its

oown and preceeded to indulge in every I pggaage. The result of the well balanced 
^ i t i o n  of contempt aud derision tha t | proportions of B«« jù r^  atoxtted to

imagination could invent to aggra- . —  » - . . .
to the discomfited troopers, who ■ combustion chamber, results m a 

eir aavav.i1 mxfo foazxfV. ir% bint bulb shaped light of higa 1

the globe, which practically becomes the 
.  firill- 
illumi-

New York Telegram.nating power.-

T a l k e d  T o o  M o c l t .

Pushed their several sets of teeth in j tont bulb shaped light 
•Le at the insults of the old heathen. I v " ”

y were relieved a t lust by the arrival !
»-lit. Huyl, who bore in  his hand a ,. ■
tilr«et "fie, received only the day ! A farmer always had a prodigious 

k*»? the scouts started. i number of last words to say whenever
This wonderful gun was guaranteed he was leaving the farm for the city, 
carry—I forget—1,100 yards with ac- On one occasion the hired man s P ^ e “C« 

0„ r ;  Uu<1 tl10 lieutenant, who was one gave out. "Mr. F , sai e , • 
®*the best fellow, in the world in garri- be an awful bad man ter d i e - k o u d  

but qmm coia hearted and blood- have so many la s t’word)«thaï1 " “ der
where Apache, were concerned, taker's bill would come to before yer 

•^bounced that while he was dqsbtful was dead.”—Christian Union.

r t h e  work of  t h e  stage  
carpenter is im po r t a n t .

n « * l  ln  Ih« S ia g «  M a n a g « !  th« S ta g e  

Carpeiit«! I . Probably th« p«n«n with 
th« Mm  Authority Behind th« S c.n«
•f a Th««t«r—HU. Dutte«.

As the public must know, every well 
ordered theater has connected with it a 
body of officials who are never seen on 
Ihe stage except by accident. This me
chanical staff differs in Bize and ability, 
but a fair number for a good house will 
comprise a stage carpenter and his as
sis taut, a property man, a flayman, two 
firemen and a gasman. We still call 
him a “gasman,- though the closet full 
of knobs and levers and buttons manipu
late electricity instead of gas in most 
modern houses. The new mode of 
lighting is more expensive than gas, but 
it is easier to manage and there is much 
less danger of fire from it.

By the way, speaking of fires, the 
awakening of the authorities in most 
cities to a consciousness of the danger 
from fires in theaters makes no end of 
trouble for the stage carpenter, as well 
as vast inroads on the pockets of the 
manager, in addition to the electric 
lights, Mr. Albangh has lately added to 
bis theater.a new asbestus curtain and a 
great pipe for water, which runs along 
to the flies and can be made to drench 
instantly every part of the stage should 
a tire break ont among the inflammable 
mass of scenery and properties which 
must be always a t hand.

Even to these days, when many com- 
btoations travel with carloads of special 
scenery, the theater must have a fair 
stock of its own. Drawing room scenes, 
wood scenes, cottages, kitchens and even 
barns must be in stock. These can be 
changed indefinitely by a  few small set 
pieces to be nsed to front, thus affording 
a variety to those traveling companies 
who are willing to use the scenery be
longing to the house. This is always 
desirable from the manager's point of 
view, as the cost of getting special scene
ry to and out of the theater is consider
able and is always at his expense.

On the other hand, it is less trouble
some than you would suppose to fit spe
cial scenery, when it is used, to the re
quirements of different houses. The 
only difficulty arises in the case of a 
very small theater, when the scene some
times has to be cut and lapped.

There is a great deal of difference to 
the ease with which scenery may be 
handled. Take, for instance, the storm 
scene iu “Cleopatra.” The one used by 
Mme. Bernhardt was made in France, 
and was so heavy and massive tha t it 
gave no end of trouble wherever it went. 
Fanny Davenport's was much lighter 
and more easily handled, although the 
effect was more elaborate. We coaid 
prepare it in a very short time and with
out the slightest hitch. Some actors and 
stage managers are much more fastidi
ous than others.

Mr Mansfield is the most exacting 
person in this respect that 1 know. 
More things have to be hired for a  Mans
field engagement than for any other 
three companies. Another very trying 
season for the stage carpenter is when 
grand opera comes to town for a week 
and the bill is changed every n igh t 
Seven performances, each one with dif
ferent scenery and properties, involve a 
lot of troublesome detail for some one.

Every theater lias its own paint frame 
and paint bridge, and when new scenery 
is required the scene painter usually 
comes and does the work on the spot. 
Everything concerned with stage setting 
is short lived, aud soon becomes very 
shabby on near view. In drawing room 
scenes the upholstered furniture is cared 
for as well as possible, but the constant 
hasty handling soon makes it battered 
and worn. In fact, the best materials 
for mantels, cabinets, bric-a-brac of 
large size, even for chairs, is the papier 
mache, with which a clever property 
man can work such wonders, it  is light 
and easily handled, and stands hard 
knocks remarkably well.

The stage carpenter usually gets his 
plan of thq scenes required for a com
ing attraction some time iu advance of 
the engagement. He must meet as 
many of the needs as he can out of hia 
stock in hand, and then arrange for the 
manufacture or rental of the rest. He 
must be on hand at every performance 
to see about the actual work of chang
ing the scenes, and be ready to set 
straight any accident which may occur. 
His business is a regular trade, as in 
fact is that of every person on the me
chanical staff of the house. The car- 
peuter must even accompany the fly
man in his perilous duties aloft if occa
sion requires.

By the way, 1 once had a flyman who 
was an old sailor, and found that a nau
tical career was the best possible train
ing for the business. He was the handi
est man at getting around 1 ever saw, 
and if a rope broke he could splice it 
with marvelous speed. Besides all these 
duties the stage carpenter attends to re
pairs in other parts of the house, and 
makes improvements wherever he can.
1 have just come this morning from the 
skylight, where we need larger openings 
for the escape of smoke, warm air, etc.

, The ventilation around a stage must be 
quick and thorough, so that when pow
der is used in volleys all smoke aud odor 
will pass quickly off.—B. F. Morrison in 
Kate Field's Washington.

M . R e n a n ' «  R e g a r d  f o r  A n i m a t « .

M. Renan has known any number of ; 
instances of superior sagacity in brood ; 
hens. He felt that he did not go too far | 
in regarding cats and dogs that ho had i 
known as humble relatives. When a 
child he had for a neighbor a dog that, 
disliking the Friday's dinner of fish and ; 
potatoes, nsed regularly on Thursday to 
g® looking about for bones to hide them 
for his meals next day. How did he 
know that Thursday preceded Friday? 
Another dog associated Sunday with 
personal cleanliness, aud used as regu
larly as it came around to go and take a 
bath, unless the weather was very cold, 
when he gave himself absolution. His 
name was Jocko.—Loudon Truth.

K e p t  In «

Servant—Mr. Maccay wants his break- 
fast served in bed this morning.

L a n d l a d y — What is the matter? Is he 
111?

Servant—No, ma'am. But the tailor 
came a little while ago to crease his 
trousers.—Clothier and Furnisher.

L o t »  o f  T h i e v e » .

Easterner—Have you any horse thieves 
In your section?

Westerner—Lots of em.
•♦Lots?” „  _ _
MYee. Cemetery lota. —Good Wrws.

Mm C Iv m  ■  f to n r r lp t lo n  o f  L o d lo w  M m t  
I ’rlfion.

As you enter Ludlow Street jail the door Is 
•arefully closed after you and locked by 
mean» of an iron lock about the sice of a 
pictorial family Bible. You then remain on 
the inside for quite u spell. You do not beer 
tbe prattle of toiled children eu y more All 
tbe glad sunlight end stench condensing 
pavements end dank haired children of Riv- 
In^ton street are beard no more, and the 
heavy Iron storm door shuts out the wail of 
the combat from tbe alley near by. Ludlow 
Btreet Jail may be surrounded by a  very 
miserable and dirty quarter of tbe city, bat 
when you get inside all is changed.

You register first. There is a  good pen 
there that you can write with, and the clerk 
does not chew tola and read a  sporting paper 
while you wait for u room. He is there to 
attend to business, and be attends to i t  Hé 
does not seem to care whether you bava any 
baggage or uot You can stay here for days, 
even if you don’t have any baggage. All yon 
need is a kind word and a mittimus from tbe 
court.

One enters this sanitarium either as m 
boarder or a felon. If he decides to come in 
as a  boarder he pays the warden $15 a week 
for the privilege of sitting at his table and 
eating tbe luxuries of the market Too also 
get a better room than at many hotels, and 
you have a good strong door with a  padlock 
on it which enables you to prevent tbe sodden 
and unlocked for entrance of the chamber
maid. After a few weeks at tbe seaside a t 
$10 per day, I think the room in which I am 
writing is not unreasonable at $2.

BtiU, of course, we miss tbe sea braes? 
here.

You can pay $50 to $100 per week here it  
you wish, and get your money’s worth, too. 
For the latter sum one may live in tbe bridal 
chamber, so to speak, and eat the vary best 
victuals all the time.

A boarder gets a good sired room, with a  
wonderful amount of seclusion, a plain bed, 
table, chairs, carpet and so forth. From bis 
window oue can see as far as tbe eye
reach.

Heavy iron bars keep the musqultoes out, 
and at night tbe rooms are brilliantly lighted 
by incandescent lights of one candle power 
each. Neat snuffers, consisting of the thumb 
and forefinger poll shed on the hair, are to be 
found in each occupied room.

Bread is served to the freshmen and juniors 
in rectangular wads. It is such bread as con
victs’ team have moistened many thousand 
years ip that way it gets quite moist.

Tbe most painful feature about life in Lud
low street jail is the confinement. Ono 
not avoid a feeling of being constantly ham
pered and hemmed in.

One more disagreeable thing is the great 
social distinction here. The poor man who 
sleeps in a stone niche near the roof, and is 
constantly elbowed And bustled out of his 
bed by earnest and restless vermin with a 
tendency towards insomnia, is harassed by 
meeting in tbe courtyard and corridors the 
paying boarders who wear good clothes, live 
well, have their cigars, brandy aud Kentucky 
Sec all the time.

The McAllister crowd here is just as ex
clusive as it is on the outside.

But, great Scott, what a comfort it is to a 
man like me who has been nearly killed by a 
cyclone to feel the firm, secure walls and 
solid lime lock when he goes to bod at night 1 
Even if 1 cannot belong to the 400 here, 1 am 
ai m061 happy.

VYe retire at ? :30 o’clock at night and 
at 0:30 in tbe morning, so as to get an early 
start. A man who has five or ten years to 
serve in a place like this naturally likes to 
get at it as soon as possible each day, and so 
he gets up at 0:3U.

We dress by the gaudy light of the candle, 
and while we do so we remember far away 
at home our wife and the little boy asleep in 
her arms. They do not get up at 6:30. It 
is at this hour we remember the fra
grant drawer in the dresser at home where 
our clean shirts and collars and cuffs aud 
8ock3 and handkerchiefs are put every week 
by our wife. We also recall as we go about 
our stone den, with its odor of farmer corned 
beef and the ghost of some bloody handed 
predecessor’s snore still moaning iu the walls, 
the picture of green grass by our own door
way and the apples that were just ripening 
when the bench warrant came.

The time from 6:30 to breakfast is taken 
np by the average of non-paying inmate by 
doing the ebaniberwork and tidying np his 
stateroom. 1 do not know how others feel 
about it, but L dislike chamberwork most 
heartily, especially when l am in jail. Noth
ing has done more to keep me out of jail, I 
guess, than the fact that while there 1 have to 
make up my bed and dust the piano.

We go down to the sink to wash our faces 
and hands. It is a pleasant sight, and re
minds me of a herd of red legged geese in a 
mud hole.

Breakfast is generally table d'hote, and 
consists of bread. A tin cup of coffee takes 
the taste of the bread out of your mouth, 
and then if you have some Limburger cheese 

I in your pocket you can with that remove the 
taste of the coffee.

Dinner is served at 13 o’clock, and consists 
of more bread, with soup». This soup has 
everything in it except nourishment. The 
bead on this soup is noticeable for quite a 
distance. It is disagreeable. There is every
thing in this soup, from shop worn rice up to 
neat’s foot oiL Once 1 thought 1 detected 
cuisine in it.

The dinner menu is changed on Fridays, 
Sundays and Thursdays, on which days you 
get the soup first and the bread afterwards. 
Iu this way the bread is saved.

Three days in the week at dinner each man 
gets a potato with a thousand legged worm 
iu it. At 6 o’clock comes supper with toast 
and responses. Bread is served at supper 
time, together with a cup of tea. To those 
who dislike bread and never eat soup, or do 
not drink tea or coffee, life at Ludlow Street 
jail is indeed irksome.—Bill Nye in New York 
World.

RELICS FROM THE SHIPS;

SOME OF THE QUEER THINGS SEEN 
IN OLD SOUTH STREET.

Quaint Figurehead. Which ■ » .  Inter- 

citin g  HU tori««—Row t o n .  o f T t t n  

Were Handled Boring the Draft Riete. 

A P cu lm l.tlc  Old Salt.

A battered looking old fellow, wearing 
an antiquated chin beard that waa tbe 
color of picked oaknrn, stood on South 
street yesterday, gazing a t one of the big 
flipper ship* that was loading prepara
tory to  a  trip  around the Horn to  San 
Francisco. His gaze was somber. He 
seemed to some way discontented with 
affaire as they stood. Evidently he wee 
not pleased with bis immediate sur
roundings.

Handsome chip, that,” remarked a 
bystander to the veteran.

“Hnmpb,” snorted he of the oaken 
beard. "Mebbe you’re a  jedge o’ ships.”

“Well, no, but I thought”-----
“Oh, yon did,” retorte the veteran. 

Well, I thort yon did. Well, tha t air 
clipper she air well enough for her. I 
ain’t  sayin’ she ain’t  a  bit handsome to 
look at, but I’ve seen a  heap better. Thar 
wnz the Davy Crockett. She w as a ship 
as was hansnm an’ as did hansom, 
there wnz—b a t what’s the use? Times 
is changed an’ ships is changed an’ South 
street is changed. There’s more wrecks 
along here than anything else.

“ W hat d'ye think I seen along here 
a  while ago? Well, I  went in one of 
them jnnk shops where they keeps all 
sorts of things tha t they picks np from 
old ships, an’ shiver me ef thar in that 
shop wnzn’t  the figurthead of a  ship I 
sailed to thirty  years ago. ’Twos all 
battered an’ broke, but I  knew i t  a t once. 
Well, I bonght it, an’ I’m goto’ to take 
i t  np to C nettykut, where I  live, an’ 
keep it there. An’ I ain’t goto’ voyagin’ 
through Sooth street any more. It 
makes me feel like a  castaway hnlk my
self!” W ith this the ancient one re
lapsed into a silence which he would not 
break.

T a x  OLD STYLE FIGUREHEAD.
In one respect the old salt was right 

enough. South street can show an 
abundance of queer relics of wrecks and 
reliqs of brave men who have gone down 
to the sea in ships within the last thirty 

There are a  number of

MAD BY THE TRACK.

w a l l »  M l.  b e v la a  M o th * !  W e i te «  mmé 
W a le l ie d  l a  Y a ta  t e r  R im .

“Tb# Western and Atlantic tra ta  M t 
the track tost night a t Mclvor’s, and 
Richard McClain, fireman, was killed.”

That was the message, almost brutal 
to its brevity, tha t was flashed over the 
wires from Atlanta to Brunswick. He 

only a fireman, of small conse
quence to  this m atter of fact world, with 
Its n u b  and bustle, and so a three Une 
isragraph to tbe morning papers was 
iis obituary.

B at back of this bare notice of Mc
Clain’s death is one of tbe most pathetic 
stories to ttie history of railroad acci
dents in Georgia. The dead man had a  
mother and family who lived to  the val
ley of the famous Chickamauga, and 
about them centers the pathos of th* 
story. Bat let Engineer Adamson, who 
stood weeping over the body of his 
friend, tell it:

“He was a  good boy,” he said; “cue of 
the beet hearted men in the world. And 
be loved his family so! Every night 
when be would ran by hie home his 
mother would p at oat a  light to  le t him 
know tha t all was well, and ha would 
answer with a light. Last night shs 
may have watched all night, for ha 
didn’t  paM, And no doubt she was trou
bled w ith the thought tha t something 
was wrong.”

And something wae wrong.
While the faithful mother, w ith her 

lamp of love a-flsme, waa straining her 
eyes through tbe darkness of tbe night te  
catch a  gleam of the flashing headlight 
tha t announced “ all’s well" with her son, 
tha t son was stark to death.

The eyes tha t had watched for tbs 
light to the window that told o t the 
safety of mother and kindred were glased 
by death. No more would they strain 
through the dnsk of the valley for the 
red ray which conveyed to him a 
«age of love from home.

Richard wae dead by the track!
Tbe loving mother, what of her?
Through the dark watches she waited 

a t tbe window, in her hand the beacon 
tha t assured Richard of tbe well being 
of tbe jewels of bis heart.

Bnt the rush and roar of the engine, 
and the flashing of the headlight through 
tbe swart reaches of the valley never 
came.

The mtantes ticked slowly by.
“ Richard is late to-night,” thought 

the loving woman, “bn t I’ll wait a  whileyears or more.
shops tha t keep all sorts of qneer things ! longer. It is almost like a  visit from
on hand. They pick these things np to 
a  variety of ways, and there is a consid
erable sale for them.

There are figureheads, for instance. 
In the olden time every Bhip of any pre
tensions had a figurehead. Owners of 
vessels vied in their efforts to secure fine 
designs, and the enterprising gentlemen 
who modeled the representations of fair 
maids, sea nymphs, of trim  midshipmen 
or of admirals in uniform did a  right 
pretty business. A simple sort of scroll 
work lias taken the place of the dashing 
figures of the past.

Of course there are exceptions. The 
big English four master, the Falkland, 
has an excellently modeled representa
tion of the Fair Maid of Perth above her 
cutwater. Tbe clipper ship Seminole 
has a Seminole brave in fall war paint, 
and there are others. In the main, how
ever, the old time figurehead has fallen 
into desuetude.

Ju st off South street, before a shop in 
which nantical instruments are sold, 
there is the figure of a  sailor tha t has 
evidently seen many and many a storm. 
He looks as though he had been crimped 
and shanghaied times beyond number. 
P art of his nose is gone, some one has 
made a pot shot a t one of his eyes, bnt 
there is a jannty, wicked leer upon his 
face and an expression that says:

“ Here's a salt as has sailed, an' b® 
blowed to ye!"

EFFIGY OF GEM. BOLIVAR.

him to catch a  glipee of the headlight.”
Bo she waited till her eyes grew heavy 

w ith sleep.
And Richard was dead by the track!
Finally she said:
“Fll leave the lamp in the window 

and lie down a while. I  can hear the 
roar of the engine in time to wave the 
light.”

Slumber came unconsciously to the 
loving but tired eyes. When ehe awoke 
the sun was shooting his silver arrows 
through the chinks of the room. The 
faithful heart turned toward the win
dow. The lamp was extinguished. The 
mother sat np with great eyes staring 
at the darkened lamp. A Bhadow of 
woe came darkling over her, chilling 
the warm love currents of her heart.

For—Richard was dead by the track!
Light and love had died together.— 

Brunswick (Ga.) Times.

H e n r y  L i a b i l i t i e s .

“Say, girls,” said one of a trio of young 
ladies, “ let's go up on this car. The walks 
are very slippery.”

“Oh, I prefer the exercise of walking/* 
answered one of her companions.

“ Well, I don’t,” said the remaining 
one, a tall blonde, “ I’m going to  ride.

With little parley the three boarded 
the car. They conversed pleasantly un
til near Pearl street, when, as the con
ductor approached for their fares, two of
the girls began nervously unbuttoning 

There are a couple of old figureheads 1 their gloves.

N o t  i n  S t o c k .

Rural Dame—Have you any pretty wall 
paper?

High Class Dealer (indignantly)—Pretty 
wall paper! No, madam; we keep nothing 
but tbe most highly artistic désigna.—Phila
delphia Record.

G o o d  A d v i c e .

“ I am on my way home, doctor," said a 
ci.zcn, who was after some free advice, 
“and I'm tiret! and worn out. What ought 
I to takeT' “Take n cab," replied the intel
ligent pbysiciau.— Worcester Gazette.

U n k i n d .
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to  be seen on South street that have had 
very hard experiences on land as well as 
on sea. One of these is an effigy of Gen. 
Bolivar, and was the figurehead of the 
ship of that name.

Originally the effigy was so painted as 
to appear dressed in full naval uniform, 
cocked hat and all. At the time of the 
draft riots the rioters, having nothing

Blanche, will you please pay my 
fare?’ said one, tam ing to her neighbor.

“I can’t. I have only ten cents. But,” 
said she, turning to the imperial blonde, 
“will you pay for us?”

“I haven't a cent.” sententiously re
plied the blonde. And with burning 
cheeks the young ladies signaled the con
ductor and stepped silently but thought-

else to do at one time, stood across the . fully from the car. Their liabilities ex
street and fired bullets at him. He re
ceived full many a wound that day, bnt 
he stands in his place still, stiff and 
erect.

Another figurehead fared even worse 
a t the same hands. It was intended to 
represent Samuel Kimball, of Kennebec, 
Me., but it left the sea some forty years 
ago. It was then placed where it now 
stands, to call attention to a store. The 
draft rioters had rare sport with it one 
day. They tied a rope around its neck, 
dragged it here and there in wild glee. 
Theu they made it the central figure of 
a boufire. Just as it was being consumed 
the police came down and rescued i t  
It was repainted, aud today, impassive 
and dignified, it passes its time studying 
human nature as it is on South street

But there are other curios to be found 
in this locality besides figureheads. 
There is one shop where more or less 
warlike articles can be found. There 
you can see ugly weapons taken from 
Chinese and Malay pirates; yon can find 
queer looking weapons taken from na
tives on the African coast or the war 
clubs of the Patagonians—at least you 
will be told they are.—New York Mail 
aud Express.

deeded their assets.—Albany Argua.

Mrs. B. — My dear Mrs. 8., would you 
kindly lend me your hat for the play I 

Mra 8. (highly flattered) —Certainly, with 
pleasure. What kind of a part is itt 

Mrs. B.— Oh, it is one of those porta where 
ene wUbee to look as absurd as possible— 
don't you know I—Life.

N e w  M a g n e t o  T e l e p h o n e .

A new magneto telephone gives prom
ise or being largely used iu England.
The invention consists of an arrange
ment for combining a telephone for do
mestic purposes with a crank bell pull, 
such as is ordinarily met with in houses; 
and the special merit in it lies in the fact 
that it  may lie fitted without disturbing 
any of the existing arrangements or re
quiring a skilled workman to be sent to 
fix it. Indeed, any man of ordinary in
telligence may fit it for himself witiiout 
trouble. A similar telephone being fitted, I 
say in the kitchen, a bell is used in the A C“ «»“ Exploded in a u  Month, 
usual wav to call the servant's attention, ! ^  is on record that a German called
and upon her taking up the telephone Bucholx lifted with his teeth a cannon 
the order is transmitted without render- j weighing about two hundred pounds 
ing it necessary for her to enter the and fired it off in that position. While 
room. The telephones being magneto performing at Epernay, iu France, tha 
instruments no battery is required at all, same feat the Itarrel of the gun burst, 
and the possibility of future trouble aud , Miraculously be was not killed, although 
cost of maintenance is avoided.—New several of the fragments were thrown

C h a r a c t e r i s t i c s  o f  H a n d w r i t i n g «

Handwriting has its characteristics, 
and is a study in itself to those who want 
to become familiar with its peculiarities. 
It can very easily be told whether a per
son whose writing yon want to identify 
is a man or a woman, a minor or adult. 
I t is very seldom a handwriting assumes 
its permanency before the writer is 23 
years old. The age of the writing can 
approximately be determined by various 
methods. If i t  has a  Spencerian appear
ance you may know it was written after 
1882, as at that date the Spencerian sys
tem was introduced. If it is the black 
aniline ink that is generally nsed every
where now, you may know it was w rit
ten after 1873. The older inks had iron 
or some diluted dyestuff for a basis, and 
preceded the aniline. An analysis of the 
writing will most generally determine 
the date of the writing. —St. Louis Globe- 
Democrat.

T o  P r e v e n t  P a i n t  F r o m  S e a l i n g .

To prevent the paint on iron or wood 
from scaling off when exposed to the 
weather, first thoroughly wash the parte 
to be painted and then brush over the 
surface with hot linseed oil. By follow
ing this method, especially with iron 
articles, no scaling of the paint will oc
cur. In cases where the articles to be 
painted are small and can be readily 
heated, it is better to heat them and 
plnnge them into the oil. The thin 
liquid oil when hot enters into the pores 
of tbe metal, absorbs the moisture, and 
the paint then applied so firmly adheres 
that froet, rain or air cannot effect a 
teparation.—Philadelphia Record.

ALL OWING TO THE SOIL
JOHN MOSS BACK, OF WAYBACK, 

TELLS SOME TALL STORIES.

few  le«» Ormw late a grates Kaaaa la 

Ooa Rlgfct «B« Kvarrthlag Rtea Kept 

Fa««—A Eteah at Site«® S ite  «a Mya- 

terloasly That «aha Ha4 te b a n .

“ Why, hello, John,” said a  "" ■*  who 
chanced to be passing along the rood to  
John Mossback, ot Way back, w ho«  ho 
met, “bow came yon in  this aeettoR o t 
the country? The last I  heard you  waa 
to Aroostook county. Me., and h e n  I  
find yon way down here; w hat caused 
yon to  leave tha t place? I  hear th a t i t  te 
the garden of Maine.”

Well, yon aee, mister, tha t i t  got too 
healthy tor me op there, and I  had to  
leove.”

“Too healthy! How do yon main thot 
ont? I  did not suppo«® th a t yon coaid 
find a place tha t waa too haalthjr to  Ura 
In.”

“ Well, yer aee, m ister, ’a t  i t  to tots 
way, although I don’t  hardly like te r  ta ll 
yer, tor fear ’a t yer will think ’a t  Fm  a  
lyin’; bu t I ’ll risk i t  anyway, and tali yar 
a  few facto, and then yerll diakivar w o t 
I  mean by bein’ too healthy.

R O T  B U I L T  W I T H  H A J d m .

“ W en I  fust went np there I  took np
0 form on w’ot I  supposed waa abont 
Si* richest soil to theoounty, andlfoond  
a lte r a while th a t my Jadgntent waa not 
for ont o’ th ’ way. Th’ fast day ’at I  
got there I  looked around and selected 
th’ spot where I  waa gain’ to  build my 
boose, and a t I  couldn’t find any strmrn 
for underpinin’ I  though t’a t I  would 
build my house, which was a  log one, 
on th ’ ground, hoping tha t i t  would 
stand until I  could build a  bettor one. 
I t was pretty tote when I  got a t  work, 
and I  only got the four bottom logs to 
gether when I had ter qnit, an ' I  had te r  
go about a  mile ter th ’ house where I  
was boardin’ until I  could get my house 
ready ter move into. Th’ nex’ menfin’
1 started ter go ter my work, an’ w’ot 
was my surprise ter find th ’ four logs ’a t  
I had laid for th ’ foundation far my 
house had taken root an’ grown into n 
two story frame house, w ith ell »«3 out
buildings attached, all shingled ««A 
ctopboarded and ready to  move into. I  
mentioned the fact te r my host, an’ ha 
said th a t was nothin’; ’a t th ’ soil altars 
did that when i t  was fast broke, bn t tha t 
Td get nsed ter i t  arter a  while.

“ I sent for my family tbe next day, 
which consisted of my wife an' n 10-year- 
old boy, an' in  abont two weeks they 
come up mere, an’ all went well until I  
set my boy ter harrowin’; he beta kind 
o’ lazy, toy down and went to sleep on 
th’ fresh grown. In abont two hours ha 
come np ter th ' house an’ we didn't know 
him. Grown? Well, I  gneas so. W an 
he went away he was abont the sue  of 
any 10-year-old boy, and w’en he coma 
back he was plump six foot M l and 
weighed 235 pounds.

“ W’en i t  come time te r shoot deer my 
hired man started ont ter see if ha 
couldn’t  get one. Well, sir, he started a 
drove and drew ’em out inter one o’ my 
fields and shot three of 'em, an’ every 
one of ’em fell on a piece of broke np ’a t 
we had plowed that week, an’ as ha 
conldn’t  get ’em ter the house alone he 
came for help, an’ my son and I to
gether with a warden who had just got 
there ter my house started back ter get
them, an’ sir, yon may believe it or not, 
bnt w'en we got there we found tha t 
them three deer had grown into three 
moose, an’ it  cost that man $100 apiece 
for the two moose which he had, more'a 
the law allowed him.
G R O W T H  O F  R A IL R O A D S  A M D  M O R T G A G E S .

“Are they goto’ to build tha t railroad, 
did you say? No, I  don’t  think they 
will, for jest as soon as the sleepers strike 
the sile the blamed things would grow 
until the whole country would be cov
ered with railroads. I 'member one of 
my neighbors held a  mortgage on one of 
the farms an’ he happened to lose it, 
and didn’t  find it for two days, an’ when 
he did find it it  had grown until i t  had 
given him a mortgage of a whole town
ship, and they sent him down the river 
for forgery, even it was all the fait o’ 
the sile.

Oh, yesl Aroostook county is a nice 
farmin’ country: all yer have ter do is 
ter plant yer crops and they will grow 
ter beat thunder. Why I have known 
men to go there without a cent and dear 
$200,000 the first year all often potatoes, 
an' they didn’t have only one potato to 
start with, and that being a small one 
weighed only 600 pounds.

“ Everybody would be rich if the debts 
didn’t  grow equally with the profits. I 
’member one inau went ter sellin’ ma
chinery, an’ he didn't pay up for a year, 
an’ by that time the debts had grown so 
big that he never has been able ter pay 
it  since.

“ Wot made me leave? Well, I’ll tell 
yer. I turned my flock o’ sheep out on® 
night, and the next mornin’ they had 
grown so ’at I had ’bout fifty inorn’n I 
turned out th’ night afore, and one o’ 
my neighbors bed lost his whole flock, 
which, strange to say, had drowned, as 
he never fonnd ’em, bnt he said tha t I 
got ’em, and he made it so uncomfort
able for me that I had ter leave. Well, 
good day, mister. I’ve got te r leave, as I 
got ter strike the next town afore night, 
as my time for leaving the state expires
then. ”—Bangor News.

York Commercial Advertiser. over fifty yards. At Berlin two strong
________________  ! men appeared, one of whom performed

It is not alone the composition which the same trick as Samson, and his rival, 
determines the quality of a bell; very Sandow, of bursting iron chains by coo- 
much depends upon its shape. More- trad ing , and so enlargiug, th® biceps of 
over, the proportions between its height, his arm.—Chambers' Journal, 
w idth and thickness are all to be taken
into consideration. The dimensions, 
roughly stated, which are deemed to ho 

j the best for large bells, are one-fifteenth 
of the diameter in thickness and twelve 
times th* thickness in height.

F o llo w in g  th «  P rc * c r lp t l« a .  

“ Why do yon beg?”
“My physician's advioo.”
“ How so?”
“ H® told m® to seek chang«.”—]

A n  E x t r e m e l y  P r o l i f i c  C o u p l e .

Xenia, O., has a colored character 
named Ben Powell, who is a 4-foot 
dwarf about fifty-five years old. He 
shines stoves and does odd jobs about tin 
stores. Ben's chief claim for fame is th« 
fact that be has been the father of twenty- 
one children by one wife, and none of them 
came in pairs—all singly—and all sine« 
1865. What is more remarkable his wif«. 
who is somewhat taller than he, has had 
twenty-four children altogether, having 
been three times a mother before she mar
ried the short, but vigorous Benjamin. 
They came from Harrison county, Ky., 
where both were slaves. Sixteen of Ben'« 
progeny have died, however, and are scat* 
tered in different graveyards around 
Xenia, so that he himself cannot locat« 
them all, nor yet recall the mellifluous 
names with which they were christened.

S a i l i n g  I n  t h e  A i r .

In aerostation myth preceded history, 
and in the older stories there is a touch 
of comedy. First is the old Greek leg
end of Daedalus and his son Icarus, 
who sailed high on wings, but the heat of 
the sun melted the wax with which th« 
wing feathers were fastened, and the men 
were dashed to pieces. Suetonius say« 
that in the time of Nero, Simon Magna 
flew from one housetop to another in 
Rome, bnt adds that although he could 
fly he could not light successfully, for in 
coming down he was killed. In 1767 Pro
fessor Black, of Edinburgh, declared that 
hydrogen gas was the material by which 
men comld sail th« air, hut «a« t««k 
him up. _ __


