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Elsie Leslie and Tommy Rus
sell, Who Play Fauntleroy.

LIGHT AND AIRY.

The Tired Foot.
The potter stood at his daily work.

One patient foot on the ground;
The other, with never-slacking speed. 

Turning his swift wheel round.
Silent we stood beside him there.

Watching the restless knee,
Till my friend said low, In pityffig voice, 

How tired his foot must be.

The potter never paused In his work, 
Shaping the wondrous thing;

*Twas only a common flower pot.
But perfect in fashioning.

Slowly he raised his patient eyes.
With homely truth inspired:

“No, ma’am; it isn’t the foot that kick*— 
The one that stands gets tired.”

—The Continent.

Saving the A udience Trouble.
Young Playw right—Did you witness my 

tragedy last night, Charley?
Charley—Oh, yes.
Young Playw right—W hat did you think 

of killing off all the characters in the last 
met I

Charley—It was a  good idea, chappie, be
cause if you hadn’t  killed them  off the audi
ence would.—The Epoch.

The M itten.
In the sleigh there was only just room for us two, 

There was nobody else to forbid it—
The music of sleigh bells beat time to my h eart— 

And some way or other I  did it.

There was love in the air that we breathed: the
white snow

Was tinged with the sun’s golden glory.
Weil—1 spoke—and she gave me the mitten point

blank!
That s the long and the short of the story.

The wild rush of happiness you do not know.
You can t know unless you have tried it.

What's that? Why, she gave rae the mitten—
that's true—

But her dear little hand was inside it!
—Vassar Miscellany.

She Didn't Fancy Club Men.
Brother (to sister)—I say, sis, I want to in

troduce to you a particular friend of mine; 
he is a swell and a great club man.

Sister (whispers back)—Oh, don’t, Jack; 
you know how I detest these silly club men. 
What club does he belong to?

Brother—The New York Baseball club.
Sister—Oh, introduce him at once. I shall 

be delighted to  meet him.—The Epoch.

An Epicure.
Pnto a little nigger,

A-swimming in the Nile,
Appeared, quite unexpectedly,

A hungry crocodile,
Who, with that chill politeness 

That makes the warm blood freeze, 
Remarked: ‘Til take some dark meat 

Without dressing, if you please!”
_________  - U f a

A P r a c tic a l J o k e .

Tramp—You gave me a counterfeit $5 bill
•  few moments ago.

Practical Joker—Hel he! he I ho! ho I Found
it  out, eh!

‘‘Yes, sir, and on my information an officer 
is now looking for you. Gim’ine $5 * "<od 
money and I’ll throw ’em off 4 ^k.
Thanks. Ta, ta!”—New York W _...

The Plumber Given Away.
^ lo  plumber came down like a wolf on the fold. 
And his pockets were laden with solder and gold; 
Nbe hours and a half he made love to the cook. 
And sixty-five dollars was charged on bis book.

—Pittsburg Dispatch.

An Old Story.
Little Boy—Mamma, what’s my Christmas 

book about/
Mamma—It is called “The Sleeping Beauty,* 

and is about a girl who slept and slept and 
slept, and there couldn’t anybody waka 
her----

“IV as she a hired girlf”—Philadelphia Reo- 
crd.

How She Caught Him.
Mr. Nicefellow—Do you play or sing, M ia

De Sweet?
Miss De Sweet—No, Mr. Nicefellow; I have 

been kept so busy helping mother that I have 
Sever had time for music.

“Miss De Sweetl Mabel! I love you. fia 
mine!"—New York Weekly.

A Maiden’s Love.
Of the size of her band you may Judge by her

glove;
For that there Is needed no art;

But you never can judge of the depth of the lova 
Of a maid by the sighs of her heat.

_________ —Boston Courier.

He’ll Feel That Way More Later. 
Young Man—Do you make any reduction 

for goods purchased in quantities?
Jeweler (smilingly)—Certainly.
Young Man—Then give me a dozen of 

Jour cheapest engagement rings. I am going 
live in Salt Lake City, and feel that U 

1* necessary to economize.—Jeweler’s Weekly.

A Well D ressai Hoad Bed.
He—Suppose we go by the W., X. and Y. 

Usa It is said to have a beautiful road bed.
She—Yes, I know it must look perfectly 

charming, for I saw by the paper, the other 
day, that it had just been fitted out with a 
million new ties. —Burlington Free Press.

Greater Than Niagara.
Marvelous stories are related of a  

cataract in the interior of Labrador, be
neath whose terrific leap Niagara palen 
Into insignificance. The width of the 
river immediately above the falls is 1,600 
feet, but the cataract itself is not more 
than 150 feet across. The height o f tha  
falls is estimated at 2.000 feet

IN AND OUT OF THE THEATRE.

ELSIE LESLIE.

They Live and Act Much As Other ChU- 
dren Do—Both Are Intensely Interested 
in Their Parts—Master Tom m ie’s Varied 
Stage Experience.

A long narrow room with a pretty litter 
of childish books and treasures, a diminutive 
oaken desk with silver appurtenances of 
fairy like dimensions, a small carved chair in 
front of it and a negro dolly on the top, an 
open fire sending out its cheerful glow, a tiny 
figure with a wealth of pale golden hair 
framing a sweet serious face, dressed in a 
simple quaint costume of dull green worn 
over a muslin guimpe, all curled up on the 
big fur rug in front of the fire trying to fit a 
pink satin hat on a doll in a lavender dress, 
and rising with graceful courtesy and a 
charming lack of self consciousness to be In
troduced to the writer as Miss Elsie Leslie, 
the child actress who has won the hearts of 
all New York city in “Little Lord Fauntle- 
rov.”

“It is very kind of you to come and see my 
little girl,” said her mother to a New York 
Sun reporter, “and what would you like to 
know about her?”

“People want to know how sho happened to 
go on the stage so young, what she played 
first, how she learns her parts, and who 
teaches her her pretty little gestures and 
makes them so childlike and natural, who 
suggested her playing Lord Fauntleroy, and 
all about her? Why all New York is grow
ing wild over her, and”----

NO FLATTERY ALLOWED.
“Hush I” and a warning finger stays the ex

pression of further 
admiration. “Run 
away, now, Elsie.
Mamma d o e s n ’t 
need  y ou  a n y  
more.” A little toss 
of tho long, flutter 
ing curls, a childish 
skip and jump, and 
she is gone.

“We never allow 
her to hear of her 
success, an d  she  
never talks of it 
herself. The night 
she made her first 
hit in New York 
she came and put 
her arms around 
my neck in the wings and said, while the ap
plause had not yet ceased in the audience, 
‘Mamma, I’m afraid your not ’zactly pleased 
with me to-night.’ As 1 reassured her she 
quoted from Sarah Carens, who used to say 
‘her dolly did her sawdust best,’ and said: 
‘Mamma, did I really do my sawdust best?1 
The reason we thought of letting her go on the 
stage was because when she was a tiny child 
she evinced so much taste for i t  Whenever

Èie was taken to the theatre she camo 
ome and acted the whole performance. 

When she was 5 years old Joe Jefferson took 
her with him as Little Mena, in ‘Rip Van 
Winkle,’ and the next year she played in all 
the large western cities as the smallest boy in 
‘Rip Van Winkle.’ She was almost too 
small for the part, but Jefferson said she was 
the best boy he had ever seen in all his 
twenty-seven years of playing the part, even 
if she was a little girl 

“She is fond of every stage carpenter and 
scene shifter, as well as the actors, wherever 
she plays, and gives them all her sweetest 
smile alike. I wouldn’t  allow her to be any 
Other way. It was her success in ‘Editha’s 
Burglar’ that caused Mrs. Burnett to give 
her the part in ‘Lord Fauntleroy,’ for it was 
she who gave it to her. When she made her 
arrangements with Mr. French for the pro
duction of her play, it was with the under
standing that Elke should have the part.”

SHE LEARNS HER OWN LINES.
“Who teaches her her lines? I used to, but 

she can read now and learns them herself. 
She learned Lord Fauntleroy in the sum
mer, you know, and she used to take this rug 
out on the balcony, spread an umbrella over 
it for a play house, and carried out her large 
family of dolls and her pet white mouse, and 
when she had things all arranged she would 
stretch herself out on the rug with her head 
on her hand, and, propping her book up 
against the lion’s head on the rug, she would 
study a little while, get up and arrange the 
toilets of the dolls, send them all off on a visit 
somewhere, study a little more, play with the 
little tame mouse, talk her part to it or to the 
dolls, and so on until she was tired. She 
learned the first act in three days. She recites 
it just as she talks, and all we ever teach her 
is the simple light and shade of dramatic ef
fect All the artistic part is her own, all 

is known in the profession as ‘stage busi
ness,’ and out of it as acting is her own. No 
one ever told her to pat on her grandfather’s 
glasses or peer into the lion’s mouth that he 
uses for a footstool She thought ont for 
herself all the childish curiosity she mantfrats 
over the bell, and to put an ‘DearestV bonnet 
and every pretty trick In the play. She fre
quently adds something to It that surprises 
os all, and 1 think I laughed as heartily ae 
anyone in the house the first night she quoted 
Dick’s ‘what yer givin’ us,’ with the little 
backward jerk of her thumb and the shifting 
at the strap.

TENDERLY CASED SOB.
“No, she never seems tired, only the night 

she doesn’t play she is so restless and dis
turbed that we have to put her to bed at 8 
o’clock. We take very good care of her, have 
her walk every morning and go to sleep 
every afternoon at 4. If the queen came she 
oouldn’t wake my little girl up, until her 
nap is over. Of course, we are very careful 
ppn<v>m ing her diet and habits, and she is so 
precious we don’t let a draught of air blow on 
hsr—but here she is to talk to you.”

“What makes you bka the stage, Elsie?”
“Oh, because we have such fun, and every 

one is so nice.”
“ Which part do you like best?”
“The peut where they clap their hands, 

«nil then sometimes they make a noise with 
their mouths—whistle Ilka. I like that, too, 
it is so funny.”

“But 1 mean what part of the play d<J you 
Uke best?”

“Oh, the second ach I like boys’ parts bet
ter girls’ anyway. I wish I could play 
♦The Prince and the Pauper.* * I like th a t” 

“What else do yon like to do besides act?” 
“Oh, I like my dollies when I have some 

one to play with me, and my books when I
am alone." ____

TOMMY RUSSELL.
Little Tommy Russell, the associate of 

Inda Leslie in “Little Lord Fauntlerov.” is.

in spite of his ten years, an old time stage fa
vorite, and equally as well known in Boston, 
Chicago and Philadelphia as in New York. 
An erroneous idea that Tommy is simply an 
anderstudy for Miss Elsie has gained ere* 
den ce, and is very humiliating to a boy who 
has played with Booth, Bernhardt and Mod- 
jeska, and been in such demand that he 
played in tyvo different theatres on the same 
évehing. Few people appreciate just the odds

W piâjuig â^cuûôt ôuu tuO DrâTc-, t-àsS;
way he is winning his way in spite of them.

Off the stage he is a straightforward, 
manly boy, with a peculiar aversion to being 
kissed and coddled like that of his very dear 
friend, Josef Hofmann. Dressed in a “Faunt
leroy” suit of blue Jersey, with scarlet 
sash, he greets the visitor with hearty 
boyish grace in the same soft, sweet voice 
that his sister, Annie Russell, charms her 
hearers with, and looks at you from under 
his flaxen bang with the same blue eyes. The 
curls he wears on the stage are his own hair, 
but he takes them off and packs them away 
with his lace frilled jackets when he leaves 
the stage.

“You see,” he said, “the boys made fun of 
me and called me a g irl and I didn’t  like it, 
so I had ’em cut off, and mamma took them 
to the hair dresser and had them fixed so I 
could wear ’em. Curls are for girls, you 
know. ”

ACTING BEFORE HE COULD TALK. 
“What was the first thing you ever played, 

Tommy .”
“Why, the first time I played I couldn’t  

talk at all, cause I was only 3 years old. It 
was in ‘Humpty Dumpty.’ I led the march. 
Then I went to the West Indies with Mc
Dowell Mrs. Gilmour went, too, the one 
that is the maid in ‘Fauntleroy.’ Then I 
played with Sara Bernhardt in ‘FYou From’ 
I liked her. She wasn’t very pretty, but she 
gave me a splendid tricycle. You know I 
used to play with her in French in the even
ing and with Mme. Modjeska in English in 
the afternoon, and I played with Mr. Ha
worth in ‘A Fatal Letter,’ and with Mrs. 
Barry, and I was Teddy Bump in ‘Vim,’ and 
I played a part they wrote for mo in ‘May 
Blossom,’ and last with Booth. I like him 
best of alL And when I was 6 years old I 
used to play with Modjeska a little while in 
the evening, and then mamma would take 
me quick in the carriage, and I went to an
other theatre and played with Booth. That 
was fun, it was so exciting."

“Yes,” interrupted his mother, “and when 
Booth came to talk with him about taking a 
part when he was only 5 years old he said to 
him: ‘Mr. Booth, I’ve got some friends on 
the newspapers, and I’ll get them to write 
something nice about you to pay for this.’ ” 

“And I got Mr. Booth a present once when 
I was so small I didn’t know any better 
than to get him a tin dancing girl; but 
he thanked me aw
fu l  1 y n i c e  a n d  
didn’t  laugh. I’d 
know better than 
that now.”

“Are you going 
to be a great actor 
like Booth when 
you grow up?”

“No, I mean to 
be a farmer .  I 
think that would 
be the jolliest ; don’t 
you?”

“What play do 
like best of all you 
have been in?”

“ ‘Lord Fauntle
roy,’ because it’s so nice and long, and I love 
the last part of the first act and the very last 
of the second act best of all in th a t Why, 
sometimes there are real tears in my eyes, and 
I can’t  help it, you know.”

“Who teaches you your parts?”
“Oh, I learn them myself now, and it is 

very much nicer. Mamma used to teach me, 
and Annie and my other sister. They are 
both actresses, you know. That’s how I hap
pened to go on the stage when I was so
small. " •

“Do you have to study hard to learn the 
lines?”

“Not very. “I learned Lord Fauntleroy in 
one week, and that’s pretty long to learn.”

IN THE DRESSING ROOM.
Tommy in the dressing room lives up to all 

the traditions of boyhood. His mother 
dresses him on the fiy much as one would cos
tume a young cyclone on the wing. First, 
there is the scrubbing, against which Tommy 
rebels with all his toy’s nature. With his 
sleeves rolled above his elbows and a decided 
“Mamma, don’t stand there worrying me,” 
Tommy plunges in. There’s enough splutter
ing and splashing to bathe a baby elephant, 
and Tommy comes up dripping, with his 
nose, chin and a little patch on each cheek 
and his finger tips very thoroughly cleansed, 
but his mother is armed with the wash cloth, 
and while he is yet blinded with water seises 
him unawares, and, aa Tommy says, “isn’t 
satisfied with scrubbing off the dirt, bat takes 
the skin and a l l” Then he dances into the 
rest of his clothes, which are similar to his 
regulation every day dress, save that they 
are of white jersey instead of blue, ringing  at 
the top of his voice, and when he is ready, 
and hiss been persuaded to clean his nails 
with the maneuvering and strategy that only 
mothers of real live toys understand, he gives 
a  final tug to the curly bang of his wig and 
hangs on the arm of your chair with a  
charming air of frank good fellowship, which 
is the most delightful trait in a toy’s char
acter, and which girls do not possess. A
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TOMMY RUSSELL.

little girl steals into your lap and puts her 
arm about your neck in a very fetching way, 
bat a boy objects to being treated like a kit
ten, and meets yon, if yon half understand 
Mm, on equal ground as friend with friend.

Tommy’s conception of the part is essen
tially boyish from first to last Elsie is the 
ideal Cedric, but Tommy, it most be con
ceded, is more what real Cedrics are apt to 
be. There isn’t  so much stage business, bat 
there are the most natural of boyish attitudes, 
and he talks to his grandfather in a chummy 
■art of a way as if he was one of the fellows, 
while his eyes wander inquisitively around 
the room. He is a very conscientious little 
fellow, and the determined effort he makes to 
be heard sometimes roughens his voice, but 
be is very much appreciated by the people 
who cannot afford orchestra chairs, and who 
sometimes fail to catch Elsie’s silver tones.

Before one of the acts somehow Tammy 
fell against a stone step and made an ugly 
Mack bruise on his leg, and while it yet stung 
and smarted he heard his cue and skipped on 
in his artistic velvet and lace dress, all amila*, 
and no one knew that the little fellow who 
sat robbing his leg in an off hand kind of 
way on the arm of the chair, and talked 
atout earls being brave, was himself brively 
bearing pain that most people would have 
groaned over.

One night he forgot his handkerchief in the 
act where he needs to use it, and when he 
found he had forgotten it he said, carelessly: 
“Oh, grandpa, I’ve forgotten my handker
chief,” dashed off the stage in his noisy, boy
ish fashion, and came back as unconcerned 
as a veteran.

Then when the play is over he shakes hands

with you in a hearty, boyish fashion, with a 
little backward toss of the head that pro
hibits any kissing, buttons his cape ulster at 
the throat, claps a Tam o’ Shanter cap on the 
back of his head, and is off with a whoop and 
a skip of relief.

HAS HAD ENOUGH.

The Champion Unfortunate o f the United 
States.

Alfred Taylor, of Kingsland, N. Y., is the 
victim of a most extraordinary series of ac
cidents. Late in December a friend out 
walking with him fired two pistol shots which 
struck a stone, glanced and lodged in Taylor’s 
shoulder. They were extracted, and Dec. 
31 he returned to his work in a machine 
shop. Shortly afterf noontime he stood 
watching the machinery, when a part of it 
broke. Taylor sprang to the lever, but his 
right hand was caught and when the mar 
chinery was stopped he found three of his 
fingers badly crushed. Again he was taken 
home and one of his fingers amputated.

Taylor remained at home New Year’s Day 
until 5 o’clock, when, attended by a friend, he 
went to call upon a few girl friends, thinking 
that it would brighten him up.

As he was leaving the house the pain in his 
wounded hand became much worse and it was 
decided to take him home in a carriage. Dur
ing the ride home the horse became unman
ageable, and, suddenly stopping, threw his 
feetjup, kicking the dashboard to pieces. One 
of the largest pieces of wood struck young 
Taylor square in the face, cutting a deep gash 
directly above the eye. He was helped out 
and carried home in an almost fainting con
dition.

On Wednesday, as Taylor lay in bed nurs
ing his wounds, his 10-year-old brother ran 
in to see him. He was tossing up and catch
ing a large orange, and as ho entered the 
orange struck the wall, and, bounding over, 
struck the unfortunate young mechanic full 
in his injured hand. He fainted, and it was 
nearly an hour beforo he revived.

On Thurday morning ho was helped to a 
large easy chair, which was placed in front 
of a window looking out on a ball field At 
a critical point in the game one of tho toys 
took the bat with the exclamation that he 
would mako a home run. He hit the ball a 
terrific rap, and it went flying across the 
field into tho window at which Taylor was 
sitting. The ball grazed his face, breaking 
the skin, while several flying fragments of 
glass also struck his face, cutting it slightly. 
The home run was made.

Young Taylor was again carried to his 
room. He is now progressing as well as can 
be expected, but says he will not quit his bed 
until he is lively enough to dodge all the ac
cidentals that may drop in his way. He is 
much disheartened by his tun of bad luck, 
and says he would not be surprised if the 
house should burn down any time with him 
in bed

THE PHILADELPHIA MURDER.

The Father, Mother and Daughter Who 
Are Im plicated in the Crime.

The murder of the German, Antoine Schil
ling, in Philadelphia not long ago, was at 
first one of the deepest mysteries and turns 
out to have been one of the most atrocious 
killings that have ever come to light in the 
Quaker City. He was killed by a blow on the 
head with a stick of wood, and his body was 
hacked and sawed into small pieces and thrust 
into an iron pipe in Fairmount park, where It 
was discovered by some small toys. The mur
derers were a German named Jacob Schoop 
and his wife and daughter, all of whom en- 

d a n g e r e d  their 
necks for $80, all 
the money the mur
d e r  ed  m an  pos
sessed when they 
killed him. They 
had attempted to 
kill him before by 
putting laudanum 
in his soup, but they 
gave him an over
dose, which saved 
his life. Schoop’s 
daughter, S u sa n ,  
seems to have been 
as much bent on the 
man’s murder as 
were her father and 
mother. The three 
held many consul
tations as to how 
the murder might 
be s t  be consum
m a t e d ,  and, ac
cording to the con

fession of the father, the girl seems to have 
been the most deliberate and conscienceless of 
the three In the cruelty and variety of the 
schemes she proposed for the disposal of the 
body of the man after he had been killed. 
She is a fiat chested, angular, homely looking 
girl, and when arrested she tried hard to 
throw the entire blame of the murder on her 
parents. In fact, each one of the trio is lying 
to the best of his or her ability, and each Is 
strenuously endeavoring to throw the entire 
blame on the other two.

%%
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SUSAN SCHOOP.

The Obliging Fanner.
A tramp asked a farmer tor something to eat 

Ope day as he chanced there to stop,
The kind hearted fanner went out to the shed
And gave him an ax, and feelingly said:

“Now just help yourself to a chop.”
________—Yonkers Gazette.

A P iM tlewl Eye.
Boston Girl (in dime museum)—What It 

that lady’s specialty?
Manager—She is tha living gkal«t»n She 

is the thinnest woman in the known wortd.
Boston Girl—Why, is it possible? She 

doesn’t seem to be very thin.—New York 
Son.

Lively Tim es Coming.
Popinjay—Blobeon, yon are getting too fa t  

Yon need exercise.
Blobson—1 know it; but it’s getting so late 

in the season now that I’m going to wait un
til spring, when the tax dodging comeson.— 
Burlington Free Press.

One Thing He Can’t  Do.
A man can battle with trouble and strife

And keep up a courage Invincible,
But he can’t  go a-shopping all day with his wife.

Because 1-e’s not built on that principle
_________  —Sam Plane

Signs o f Greatness.
Mra HopeTul—Is my toy improving any?
Professor of Penmanship—He is getting 

worse. His writing is now so bad no living 
soul can read it.

“How lovflly! The darling! He’ll be a 
great author someday.”—New York Weekly

He Has an Easy Boarding Mistress.
Tom— \Yh;tt’s Mr. Scribe’s business?
Dick—He’s a writer.
Tom—I mean what does he do for a living? 

—Yankee Blade.

Thomas Vines and His Jour* 
ney in a Trunk.

IT WAS NOT VERY PLEASANT

TOM VINES.

THE CANVAS BAG.

And It Might Easily Have Resulted Most 
Disastrously for the Clever Thief Who 
Took It—The Ingenuity Displayed by 

Evil Doers and Those Who Catch Them.

If any one doubts the efficiency of the 
police system of the great cities of the United 
States, let him consider the expedients to 
which criminals sometimes resort to evade 
detection in getting out of town after com
mitting a crime. Many are these expedients, 
but the most remarkable plan of all is one re
cently conceived and executed by Thomas 
W. Vines, of Chicago, who left that city in a 
trunk. Men have got out of town in wagons, 
on horseback, on foot, in elegant coaches and 
in trucks. They have departed as gentlemen, 
as negroes, as women, indeed, in all kinds of 
disguises, but never before was a thief known 
to leave town as baggage. Vines’ story is 
good enough to tell here at length, though 
tiie wires have already outlined it.

Tom Vines was a clerk in the office of the 
Adams & Westlake Manufacturing company 
of Chicago. He was time keeper, and one of 
his duties was to 
t a k e  the weekly 
stipend, consisting 
of several thousand 
dollars, to be dis
tributed among the 
men.  One day  
Tom got it into his 
head that he would 
appropriate  the 
money to himself 
and leave for parts 
unknown. He se
cured a room near 
b y  th e  factory, 
painted his hands 
and f a c e  wi t h  
iodine, d i s guised 
himself, and when intrusted with the funds— 
some $4,000—took it to the cellar, where he 
had provided an empty sack, into which he 
dumped it  Then he carried it to the room 
he had hired.

The next morning the young man read a 
long account in the newspapers of his act. 
He began to consider himself in a fix. If be 
remained in Chicago he would surely be 
caught; if he tried to leave the city it would 

probably result in 
th e  s a me  way. 
What should he do? 
He walked out in 
his disguise, keep
ing as far away 
from the police as 
possible, and met a 
friend. To t h i s  
friend he confided 
h is  secret Vines 
thought o f th e  
t runk expedient 
It was agreed be
tween them that 

the friend should buy a ticket to S t
Louis, and Vines was to get into a
t r u nk  and be checked as baggage. The 
trunk was purchased and sent to Vines’ room, 
and he bored some small holes in it for air. 
An expressman called and Vines drove with 
the trunk to the depot When they came to 
an unfrequented place Vines told the driver 
that he was going to S t Louis in an unusual 
way, and opening the trunk jumped into it 
and the lid closed on him with a spring lock. 
The driver only laughed and remarked that 
it was a risky way to travel 

Upon arriving at the depot the friend was 
there, and the trunk, with Vines inside, was 
lifted into the baggage room, where it was 
checked and thrown into the baggage car 
without due regard to the comfort of its con
tents. There is nothing delicate about a bag
gage smasher, and after Vines had been 
slammed about for a while and stood on his 
head, during which the blood all went into 
his skull, where his brains should have been, 

if he had previously 
nourished any re
spect for baggage 
men in his bosom it 
deserted him. He 
possessed a pluck 
worthy of a better 
c a u s e  and kept 

t h e  t r u n k . quiet. The trunk 
was finally righted and be was released from 
torture. Then the trunk was rolled back and 
forth and shaken up till Vines thought his 
teeth were ivories In a dice box. The bag
gage man put the trunk in one end of the car 
and put another heavy one on top of it, which 
■hat off most of the small supply of air to the 
man'inside, and Vines began to get sick. He 
hod determined to go through to S t  Louis 
alive or dead, but when he got about seventy- 
five miles out of Chicago he began to weaken. 
He was growing weaker and weaker, and at 
last began to yell and kick for dear Ufa 

“What the d—l’a that F’ the baggage man
himsplf.

Then he went to the end of the car, where 
the trunk was, to reconnoiter, Vines aU the 
while kicking and screaming to be let ont It 
seemed an age to the poor devil before the 
man could pull away the trunk from on top, 
and release the prisoner.

Vines had a story ready. It was that he was 
too poor to pay his fare and was stealing a 
ride. The train crew came in and Tom Vines 
stood before them an unwilling hero—one 
who had dared, not like the wise men of 
Gotham, to go to sea in a bowl, but to go on 
the road in a trunk, which was equally heroic 
and equally stupid.

At this point the fugitive had a narrow 
escape from detection. The trunk had been 
broken open to let out the prisoner. It con
tained the treasure, but the train hands didn’t 
notice the old clothes and socks in it, bat tied 
it up with a piece of rope and shoved it into 
its place. The young man who seemed so 
anxious to see the world that he was 
to travel as bag
gage was assisted 
into a passenger 
car and permitted 
to ride free to St. —-,
Louis. There the 
friend who held the 
check failed to torn 
up and the trunk 
was put into the 
baggage room.

All day the poor____
rascal, who looked WHERK THB SILVER WAS- 
for all the world like a tramp, hung about 
the depot, answering questions and wonder
ing what moment he would be nabbed. A 
telegram had been sent from Chicago, giving

a  description of him, and about 5 o’clock in 
the afternoon the young man was acco rd  
by a detective, who said to him:

“You are Thomas Vines, are you not?” 
Vines saw that be was caught, owned up 

and made a confession.
The young man who has brought trouble 

on himself and sorrow on an aged mother is 
about 24 years of age. He came originally 
from Canada and has always borne a good 
reputation. His dishonesty was only equaled 
by his stupidity. Had his friend put him in 
the trunk and driven him to a point near an 
out of the way station or all the way to 
Canada tho plan might have been successful, 
but to put him in a baggage car likely to be 
so crowded with trunks as one on the route 
to St. Louis, was an unheard of folly. It is 
a singular one of the many instances of that 
fatal want of ordinary management which 
besets one who for the first time commits a

BRIEF BUT EVENTFUL.

n i e  Adventures of a Drunken Man 
W ithin Fifteen Minutes.

A sad, yet in a certain sense a ludicrous, 
spectacle, was afforded the public in Green
wich street, between Fulton and Barclay, 
New York, a few days ago 

A couple of young men had just emerged 
from a Greenwich street saloon. One was 
tall, slender and drunk; the other short, stout 
and sober. The latter seemed to have as
sumed the task of taking the inebriated indi
vidual home, but soon discovered that the 
job was more than he had bargained for. The 
drunken man scorned to walk the path of 
rectitude, preferring crooked ways, and had, 
besides, a fatal inclination to bump against 
every person they passed.

This, of course, called forth a great variety 
of remarks, though by no means benedic
tions, upon the pair.

By and by the tired man wanted to run 
Into every open door they passed, to which 
his sober friend objected. A heavy rain was 
pouring down at the time, but this did not 
prevent the intoxicated man from sitting 
down on the sidewalk to show that he was 
not in so much of a hurry as his friend.

To make matters still worse he rolled over 
twice on the walk, regardless of his good 
overcoat. While his friend endeavoObd to 
get the obstinate fellow up, the latter’s hat 
fell into the gutter. A merciful bystander 
picked it up and was just about putting it on 
the head of the owner, when the latter again 
collapsed and all three brought up in the 
gutter. The friend and the bystander now 
concluded they had enough, and, after help
ing him up once more, withdrew from the 
unwilling object of their benevolence. The 
latter staggered on, past several open cellar 
doors, one of which he cleared by a bare 
hair’s breadth.

His next stopping place was a meat shop, 
where he leaned against the surprised owner, 
who finally managed to shove him on to a 
gentleman who was standing on the street 
corner engaged in conversation with another 
person. The gentleman was not edified at 
this increase of his acquaintance, es]>ecially 
as the new comer linked arms with him and 
insisted on taking part in the conversation.

All at once a new thought seemed to strike 
the young man. He signaled a passing 
street car and managed to board it without 
falling into the mud. But as soon as he got 
inside there was more fun. First he lay 
down—to inspect the matting, it appeared. 
Bnt soon he clambered up again and seated 
himself unceremoniously in the lap of an 
elderly lady, telling her she needn’t mind and 
that as she had found no beau so far he would 
be her beau henceforth.

However, the lady did not in the least ap
preciate his kindness, bat screamed until the 
conductor came to her assistance and called a 
policeman.

After considerable parleying the latter suc
ceeded in inducing the rejected beau to get 
off the car. The latter now wanted to de
liver a free lecture to the policeman, who 
seemed by no means anxious to hear it, but 
as be could not prevail upon the intoxicated 
man to go along, he finally led his newiy 
acquired friend to the hospitable halls of the 
pouce station, there to enjoy well deserved 
rest and seclusion from the unappreciating 
world. _________________

A New Way.
It was 11 o’clock. Thomas Singleman still 

lingered in the tapestry lined parlor of the 
the Hogamont mansion. There was a slight 
noise up stairs, when Claribelle whispered: 

“Oh, Tom, 1 think it is papa, and he so ob
jects to you staying so late. ”

Before Mr. SiDgleman could secure his hat 
the door opened, and Col Hogamont entered.

“Claribelle Jane, you may leave the room 
for a moment. I wish to speak privately 
with Mr. Singleman. ”

With beating heart she gladly left, then 
gluei her ear to the keyhole outside.

“Mr. Singleman, I want to ask you a favor. 
As 1 go past the store 1 wish to settle a bill of 
$10, and I forgot to call at the bank on my 
way home. Can you spare that much until 
to-morrow evening?”

Mr. Singleman was happy to perform the 
favor.

“You need not be in a hurry to leave, 
Thomas; my daughter appreciates your com
pany, and I have no objections.”

He left the room, and Thomas and Clari- 
belle were radiant with happiness. Next 
evening, about the same boor, the old gentle
man entered and obtained a similar loan. It 
occurred also the evening following. The 
next evening a slight noise was heard up 
stairs, and Mr. Singleman grasped his hat 
and left, saying:

“Claribelle, if yoar papa should inquire of 
my absence, tell hlm I took suddenly sick. 
Good-by, sweetl" and before the old gentle
man was half way down the stairs Mr. Single- 
man was plowing his way homeward through 
the murky night The old man smiled and 
returned to his slumber.

Thomas says that even prospective marriage 
is a failure, and Claribelle Jane spends her 
evenings at home.—Georgia Cracker.

A Story of Bismarck.
The second volum e o f the memoirs of 

the Duke o f Gotha, w hich has made such  
a  stir in tho social and political world of 
Germany, contains another anecdote of 
Bismarck—the latest accession to the 
ranks of doctors of divinity. W hen  
secretary of the Prussian legation  
at Frankfort, he was asked by a 
lady why he objected to the ap
pointm ent of Count Thun to the  
position o f ambassador. He replied that 
ft w as not a  fit place for a man of his 
extraordinary talents, there being so 
little to do. “ Then,” continued the lady, 
“w h y do you retain your office?” “ Oh! 
madam, it is another thing w ith me. I 
have always been a lazy, good for noth
ing fellow, and cared for nothing save  
m y gun. Here I can hunt as well as on  
m y farm and enjoy m y siesta.” The 

ears have changed Bismarck and his 
eas. —San Francisco Argonaut.

MR. A N D  MRS. BO W SER .
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They flave a Game of Cards with Uo- 
satigfactory Results.

“What's tho reason we never have n game 
of cards?” suddenly inquired Mr. Bowser the 
other evening, after finishing his paper.

“Because, you—you”-----
“Because I whatf’
“You g«t mad."
“I do, eh? That’s another of your off hand 

statements. You nor no other person on the 
face of this earth ever saw me get mad over 
cards.”

“Don’t you get out of patienceF’
“No, ma’am, I don’t! On one or two occa

sions you Lave seen fit to raise a r  >v be
cause I beat you four games out of five, and 
I have said that I would never play with 
you again. However, if you think you can 
keep your temper, and if you want to learn 
the game of euchre so as to be able to take a 
hand in company, I will spend the next half 
hour in trying to teach you.”

“And if I happen to beat, you w n’t— 
won’t”----

“I won’t what? Mrs. Bowser, you are act
ing very strange for a sensible woman. If 
you are afraid you will lose your temper, and 
want to cut my throat, why, don’t play.” 

“Shall wo play according to Hoyle?” 
“Certainly. Hoyle is the standard. What% 

tho use of playing if we don’t play according 
to the standard? Now, then, it’s my deal.” 

“Beg pardon, but Hoyle says we must cut 
for deal”

“He does, eh? I will bet you $10,000 to a 
cent he says the man deals first I”

“Very well—here it is: The players cut 
for deal, and ho who cuts the lowest card is 
entitled to the deal”

“Oh, well, if you are going to stickle over 
a littlo point like that I shall know what to 
expect. Cut.” %

I got the deal, and spades turned up trump. 
Mi’. Bowser passed, and so it happened that I 
took every trick.

“Cackling already, are you?” he exclaimed 
as ho took the deck. “Mrs. Bowser, I’ll make 
you a very sick woman before wo play three 
games I”

He turned up hearts, and as I had four of 
them I ordered him up.

“You order me up, eh I What kind of play
ing do you call that? I never heard of such 
a thing in all my life I”

“I order you because Hoyle says ‘a player 
may order up when he hopes take three 
tricks.’ I hope to take ’em a l l”

I got every one, and Mr. Bowser shoved 
back from tho table and looked at me in 
amazement I dealt the cards and turned up 
a diamond. I had the joker and the right 
and left, whL? he happened to hold five 
others. I saw him smile sweetly, but as I 
took three tricks and made my point, he rose 
up and whispered:

“I don’t  wonder that some ministers de
nounco card playingl I can see where it is 
wicked!”

“Where?”
“You stacked that hand!”
“Mr. Bowser!”
“Of course you did! You deliberately 

robbed me of two points in the game!”
“Mr. Bowser, you ought to be ashamed of 

such talk! No one could have dealt more 
honestly. I sent you to Chicago and you ara 
hurt about it.”

“Sent me to Chicago I Why, I’ll play you 
all night and give you a silk dress for every 
game you get I I’ve got my eyes opened now, 
and if you can cheat me again yo are w 
come to. Just sit right down.”

“But I don’t want to be called a cheat and 
swindler.”

“Sit right down and play. You think you 
know all about euchre, but I’ll show you that 
you never saw a card. It’s my deaL Clubs 
are trumps. What do you do?”

“I pass.”
“I should say you would I Play to Fiat— 

and that!”
He took the first two tricks, but I took the 

next three and euchred him.
“I expected you to," he said in explana

tion. “Indeed, I can give you four points on 
every game and then beat you."

He scored oue point on the next hand, *nd 
I one on the next. I was then three to one, 
and having a strong hand I made a march 
and went out.

“And do you call that playing cards F’ he 
demanded as he sprang up.

“Certainly, Mr. Bowser. You saw every 
card as it was played. I have beaten you 
two straight games.”

“I never will believe it! You nigged ma 
out of them !”

“Well, try one more, and watch and see it 
I nig.”

He shuffled, dealt and turned ud hearts. 
Luck was with me. I had the joker and two 
bowers, and I passed.

“Oh, you dol Well, I should think you 
would. It’s a wonder yon didn’t order me 
up."

When he found himself euchred he turned 
white and gasped:

“How did you get those rardsF’
“You gave them to me, Mr. Bowser.” 
“Never! You took ’em off the pack!”
I finally half satisfied him that I didn’t, 

and 1 dealt and turned up spadea He passed 
with four in his hand, and I turned it down. 

“I order you up!” he shouted.
“But you can’t; I’ve turned it down.”
“Can’t I? You take up that card! Hoyle 

■ays you’ve got to!”
“Find me the place.”
“You won’t take it up!”
“Of course not. What do you make itF’
“I mako it an occasion for saying that 1*11 

never play another game with you as long as 
I live! I calculated to give you a couple of 
games to encourage you, but I can’t pander 
to no such depravity as this.”

“What have I doneF’
“What has Catfish Jim and Bunko Bill 

done! I wouldn’t have your conscience for 
all the money in Detroit!”

He returned to his reading and I to my 
sewing, and nothing more was said about it.
A night or two afterwards, however, when a 
number of us had gathered at a neighbor’s to 
play a few games, Mr. Bowser confidentially 
remarked to my partner at the table:

“Say, Jones, you are in luck. I’ve learned 
her how to play almost as good a game as I 
can Before the winter is out she'll be able 
to beat me twice out of five.” " —•-L


