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Aeronaut Leo tte'ens Has Been En- 

gaged By a New York Capitalist 
To Deliver Goods—Will Transport 

Pood and Clothes-In a Balloon 

Containing 125,000 Cubio Feet 

of Gas He Will Travel from Chil- 

cat to Klondike-A Cargo Weigh- 

ing 1,700 Pounds. 

The last of this month, or the first of 

nc^t, I expect to go to Klondike In a bal- 

loon 
While the steamships are overcrowded 

and the cars packed to suffocation, I 

•hall be where there ts plenty of air to 

breathe and where I shall not be 

cramped for elbow room, I shall be 

•oaring to the gold fields, thousands of 

feet abovo the rest of the go^dward- 
bound travellers! 

The term# of my trip are these: A 

syndicate of Fulton street business men. 

headed by N. Miller, a business man of 

Xew York City, proposes to ship pro- 
visions to Klondike, and I agree to 

transport them there for him. I agree ; 

to get them there by balloon In three 

days, while he. Journeying by sail, takes 

three weeks or three months to make | 

the same trip. I am to go to Alaska 

with my packet and to return for an- j 
other. 1 am to take as many cargoes as 

time. ThN is rafe for fear of a. re- 

verse current. 
CATCHING the WIND. 

We do not expect to make the trip all 
in one htralgfet dine, like a rocket shoot- 

ing from its (holder. It may take us four 
'or ttve day*. dVe may have to cast 

anchor and wait another wind, or we 

may* have to return for more gas, but 
this latter case I do not think probable. 

Our trip would have to be made on a 

fsvorable wind. After settling upon the 

l*ant from which we will start—the ex- 

act spot—we must wait until the wind Is 

blowing towards the northwest. Then as 

soon as we observe the right current we 

must make inquires of the United States 
Weather Bureau upon the probable 
strength and durability of the wind; 
then quickly filling the balloon we must 

arise and away. 
The cost of the expedition, exclusive of 

the goods, will be something like this: 

The wind guys, ropes, basket, ballast 

bags and hydrogen gas generator will 

cost about J4.U00. The balloon will be 
the ordinary one, but would require a 

triple coat of gutta-percha. This will 

make It as tight as a drum, and in five 

days I will r.ot lose more than 2.000 feet | 

of gas. This will leave me plenty for a j 
descent and plenty in case of accident, In 

striking an adverse wind current. 
The merchandise is. I understand, to j 

be purchased in New York City and ■ 

shipped across to San Francisco. Mr. j 
Miner, however, being a business man. j 
may* conclude to purchase further W est. 
and not so very far from the point of 

starting. He will buy the goods and 

•.hip them to our “balloon shanty.” which 
will be a fmi. house erected for 

the starrtii.g of the balloon and the mak- 

ing of the preparations, ar.d will coinc 

himself to the spot to see us off. 

The goods will be done up In a square 
W,. ... .. <J |v.f! -e 

NO 1. 
Nearly thirty years ago, when I was 

an undergraduate of Trinity College, 
Dublin, I resided in lodgings at Kings- 
town. A few doors off was a circulat- 

ing library, kept by a man then un- 

known to fame, but since notorious as 

“No. 1” of the “Invincible” conspiracy. 
T. was a handsome, agreeable man, 

fond of an argument, and as all my 

sympathies were with the English we 

had many a debate on politics. 1. 

never lost his temper, which is more 

than can be said for many who do not 

kill chief secretaries or blow up kings. 
One week in 186—, Dublin was all 

astir. The heir to the crown of Eng- 
land, with his beautiful princess, was 

at the vice regal lodge, and a great 
function was to be performed in St. 

Patrick’s Cathedral, in connection with 
the prince’s entry into an Irish order 
of chivalry. T. was very Indignant at 

such “adulation of a foreign despot,” 
and two days before the ceremony we 

grew quite hot—at least I did—discuss- 

ing the matter. 
“At any rate,” I said, “all the Irish 

girls are wild about the prince. You’ll 

find he has not an enemy among 

them.” 
“If you will come and take a hand at 

cards this evening up stairs,” said the 

Irish Guy Fawkes, “I will show you a 

beautiful girl who hates the tyrant as 

bitterly as I do. And, listen, there is 
a drop of potheen in the house that 
never paid Victoria a penny. \ou are 

not too loyal to drink it, I hope?” 
Loyality is a good thing, but genuine 

Irish whisky—which, as Is well knowm, 
is utterly spoiled by paying duty—is a 

hpttfr. Hrsirie? the fair rebel was an 

each bate of goods I deliver in safety in 
the gold fields. 

NEED FOOD AND CLOTHES. 
A* ►very one knows, they are freezing 

in Klondike and starring. The suffer- 
ing* this winter, after the Yukon be- 
chW's unnavigable, will be something 

Jeirlble to contemplate. Where one man 

feflrvivea a hundred will perish. With 

^Kld in their eager hands they will fail 

the ground faint for lack of nourish- 

^Bent and shivering for the warmth 

■hic-h gold cannot supply. 
V Any company that can succeed In get- 

■tjng food and warm clothes out to these 

Pmlnerw this winter will make a fortune. 
I The first man to land a cargo of seal- 
r skin coats, ready for wear, and a half 
i ton of tN 

bring hack more gold than any one man 

| has been able to dig. 

Mr. Miner proposes to send me out there 

with these things. So anxious is he to 

have me succeed that he offers me a 

percentage of the ultimate prortts. But 

a balloonist does not do business in this 

way. 1 say to him: “You puy me so 

much and I will land the cargo of stuff 

in Alaska by balloon. No land, no pay! 
For each trip I demand a certain sum. 

You have to trust me to go to Alaska, 
instead of to Florida, and in return I 

give you my life; for if I fail It will be 

die with me this time, and no mistake!” I 
The proposal is to start from Chilcat 

with a balloon containing 123,000 cubic 
feet of gas. An assistant and myself 
will occupy the basket which is sus- 

pended below the ballon. Beneath the 
basket will hang the bundle of goods. 

To manufacture this balloon there was i 
purchased from a New York concern j 
2.300 yards of the fines: silk, very' light 
and very closely woven* These goods ! 
are very strong. The balloon is to be 

painted with a new gutta-percha mix- | 
ture. which will make It as air-tight as I 
a boiler. The netting, instead of being 
the ordinary knotted cordage. which j 
wears ar.d chafes, will be flat webbing, j 
The advantage of such material can j 
readily be appreciated. The balloon will ; 
be globe-shaped, with a neck seven feet 
tong, which very nearly reaches the bas- | 
get. About twenty-five feet below the : 

car will be attached the merchandise. 

tVe can easily carry 1.700 pounds of 

goods. The trip will take us between two 

and three days, and our provisions will 
be canned goods, beef and cracker?. ; 
lemons, whisky and apples. With these, 
jyhlch are nourishing yet not heavy, we 

|^P!n float with the winds for three days 
and not suffer from lack of sleep. If 
we need to doze olf for an hour or so 

my assistant and I can ‘'.spell” each 

Itfcer, 
one remaining on watch ail the 

L Jl 

only more compact. It will be at- 

tached to ropes and wires hung from a ! 
concentrating ring, until it swings twenty- 
five feet fee low the basket. 

While w< are waiting at the shanty we 

will attach the bales of gods and get 
ready to start. As soon as the right 

i w ind blows, or there are Indications that 
! it will blow. I will start up a specially 
! constructed hydrogen gas generator 
1 which will manufacture 1"0,000 cubic feet 
1 of hydrogen gas in fourteen hours, so 

that in less than a clay, sixteen hours, 
we will be ready for the start. 

AX ESQUIMAU JOl'RXEY. 

^ In making a trip into an unsettled 
| country, famous for its cold biting 

winds, we wiil take along a great plenty 
of furs and will dress at the start like 
Esquimaux. As we do not have to ex- 

eroi-c. we can wear very heavy clothing. 
1 For warmth our car or "basket” will 

be a light, wood shanty, lined with felt 
and provided with outside curtains that 
can be hooped down. Smail peep holes 
answer for windows. This car Is one of 
the wonders of the exp dition. for it has 
never, to my knowledge, been tried be- 
fore. It is a house in the air. 

Our line of travel will be with the 
wind, straight for Alaska. Once there, 
we will land where w-> can. either In the 
Klondike gold fields or on the Yukon or 

In Dawson, any place where there is a | 
settlement and where we can make a de* > 

scent. 

The prospects for the trip are really ! 
brighur than though we were going in 
any other direction. The wind is 
stronger a thing always desired by a j 
balloonist—and the chances for coming 
down right side up are better. There j 
are few r open sheets of water to drown 
ue. at an unfortunate landing: fewer 1 

trees to trip she balloon as she de- ! 
scends. and no telegraph wires to hold 
us captive, nor steeples to impale us. I 
am positive l would rather go by bal- 
loon to Alaska than to Montreal. 

The owner of the bale which we will 
carry is to go by rail as f..r as he can. 1 

as the quickest way. He will have to 
trust to finding where we are. He will 
look us up, and we. meanwhile, will 
return for another cargo, leaving ours 
in charge of some one. Mr. Miner's 
agents will be scattered through the gold 
regions: and in a few days one or an- 
other will hear of us and come to claim 
the stock. The territory is not such an 
Immense one but what we can, by some j 
preconceived arrangement, land at about I 
the spot where he expects to find us. 

I have made a great many balloon i 
trips, but none that promised as much 
pleasure or profit as this one: and until 
you hear from me in Klondike I am. 
yours for gold, LEO. STEVEN'S. 

attraction to a youth of 19, so I ac- 

cepted. I had spent several evenings 
with T., and I am hound to say that— 
barring his weakness for killing “tyr- 
ants”—he was as agreeable and courte- 
ous a host as ever mixed punch or 
shuffled cards. 

On this occasion, besides T.’s wife, I 
was presented to a Miss Elen Maguire, 
a handsome, black-eyed, red-cheeked 
girl, about two and twenty, pictur- 
esquely attired in a white evening 
dres3, with green ribbons and a sham- 
rock brooch. She spoke with a slight 
American accent running through her 
native brogue and avowed herself a 

Fenian, anarchist, communist, etc., 
wph the most charming effrontery. 
Before the evening ended I was quite 
fascinated and had she offered to ad- 
minister the Fenian cath could hardly 
have refused. We were left together 
far a short time by our entertainers, 
when Miss Maguire said: 

“I am crossing by the mail boat in 
the morning, and there is a commis- 
sion which I should have done to-day 
in Dublin. Would you do it for me?” 

“Certainly,” I replied, “with pleas- 
ure.” 

“I ought to warn you,” said this 
Hibernian Delilah, “that you will be 
breaking the law of this miserable 
caunthree. or rather that of its Saxon 
oppressor.” 

I felt rather uneasy at this. Law- 
breaking was not in my line, and I be- 
gan to fear that the beaux yeux of this 
siren might lure me on the rocks. How- 
ever, I assured her that I was ready 
“to mount the gallows for her sake.” 
(Of course. I should not have risked 
my neck for all the eyeg in Ireland, 
but one must be polite to a lady.) 

“Well, ’tis just this,” said the tempt- 
ress. “I have a small jar of that stuff 
you have been drinking,” pointing to 
the potheen, “which I should have left 
at a house in York street. Will you 
take it there early to-morrow?” 

I gave a sigh of'relief. No Irishman, 
however loyal, minds breaking the ex- 
cise laws. 

“All right,” said I. “I will deliever it 
if you will pay for my trouble in ad- 
vance. I am not going to break the 
law and defraud my gracious queen 
for hothing.” 

She lifted her face to me and pouted 
her red lips. 

“Here is my purse." she said. “Take 
your fee.” And I took it. 

When I rose to go. Miss Maguire 
slipped away and met me in the passage 
with a small bag.T. said “Good night," 
and absented himself. 

“Here it is.” said she. “Mind, don’t 
break it or drink it The address is on t 
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this card—‘Mr. Sanderson, 10 York 
street (second floor front). It would 
not do to address contraband goods.” 

“You only paid some of the price i 

you promised,” I whispered. 
“You are very covetous,” she replied, 

“but take your full pay and be gone.” 
It took a long time to open the hall 

door, but at last I and the bag, which 
was terribly heavy; were in the street 
I went to my lodgings to dream of black 

! eyes and black bags, 
i I had a season ticket on the railway 
and went in every day, usually carry- 
ing a bag of books. I felt rather guilty 
and thought every policeman and porter 
looked suspiciously at my burden. Its 
weight forced me to take a cab on my 
arrival, and I was soon conveyed to 
York street, a narrow thoroughfare 

[ leading from Stephen's Green toward 
St. Patrick’s cathedral. No. 10 was a 

I tenement house, whose door stood open 
! day and night. I ascended to the sec- 

j ond floor and knocked at the front 
room door. A tall, red-headed Irish- 
American, who spoke with a nasal 

I twang, opened it about six inches. 
“Waal, young sir?” he said. “What’s 

yer biziness?” 
“I was asked by a lady,” I replied, 

“to deliver this to Mr. Sanderson. If 
you are he, that’s my business.” 

He looked at me and the bag. Then, 
seizing the latter, said. “All right,” and 
slammed the door in my face. I went 

off in great wrath. “After all,” I 

thought, “I have learned those few 
kisses dearly.” ) 

1 hurried to the college and soon for- 

got Miss Maguire and her companion. 
Next day business was suspended. 

The citizens were all in the streets 

watching the procession and cheering 
the royal visitors. I staid out late see- 

ing the illuminations and drinking mv 

future sovereign’s health with other 

loyal and thirsty “undergrads” of 

Trinity. When I came out of my bed- 
room next morning, I found the follow- 

ing pleasant letter awaiting me: 

Head Police Office, Lower Castle Yard: 
Dear Sir:—It has come to the knowl- 

edge of the authorities that you re- 

cently conveyed a bag containing a 

dangerous and unlawful article to a 

house in York street. It is hoped that 
this was done in ignorance, but to 

avoid unpleasant circumstances you 
will do well to attend a^t>is office at 

3 p. m. to-morrow and sTuie a'.l you 
know of the affair. The police have 

instructions to arrest you should you 
attempt to escape. Yours, etc.. 

T. PHALLON. 
Inspector R. I. C. 

I was thunderstruck. This came of 

consorting with Fenians and females. 
I reflected that smuggling potheen waa 

no;, after all. a hanging matter. In- 

deed, I was rather surprised that the 
detective police should notice It it al». 

It was the business of the excisemen 
or “gaugers.” 

“They must have little to do at the 

castle," I thought. "However, I had 
better face the music.” 

At the appointed hour I presented 
myself at the Irish Scotland Yard. 
Phallon received me civilly enough and 
conducted me to a room where a couple 
cf magistrates and Mr. Phillipson, the 
crown solicitor, were seated. 

“This is breaking a butterfly on a 

wheel in earnest,” I said to myself. 
“What a fuss about a jar of whisky!” 

"Mr. -,” said the senior magis- 
trate. “it is my duty to warn you that 
you need not answer the questions we 

are about to put. You might have 
been here as a prisoner, but we hope 
veil are an innocent agent in this atro- 
cious conspiracy. You can. 1 think, 
best prove your innocence by complete 
candor. But, remember, your state- 
ment may be used against yourself.” 

“Ask what you like.’* I replied. “1 
have had no share i nany ‘atrocious 
conspiracy.’ 

“We hope not,” said my interrogator; 
“at least r.ot a guilty one. However, 
you will not leny having carried a black 
tag which you received from a young 
woman at T.’s circulating library in 

Kingstown, to 10 York street, the day 
before yesterday?” 

“Certainly net.” I answered. “The 
young lady asked me to do a trifling 
commission for her. and 1 did it.” 

“I ask you.” said the magistrate, sol- 
emnly, “did you know the contents of 
that bag?" 

I hesitated, but I did not think it 
right or perhaps wise to toll a lie, so I 
said, with a smile: 

“Yes, sir; 1 knew the contents of the 
bag. Very good stuff it was, too. I 

hope his royal highness will get some 
before he leaves Ireland.” 

“Silence, sir," cried both the magis- 
trates together; then the senior said: 

“I think we may stop the examina- 
tion and commit this wretched youth, 
who glories in his guilt, to Kilmain- 
ham. H? actually stnles at a crime that 
might have resulted in death and de- 
struction.” 

“Gentlemen,” I cried indignantly. 
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“surely f »u will not send me to prison 
for such a trifle! I did wrong, I sup- 
pose, but I was reared In Sligo, where 
every man, woman and child, magis- 
trates and ministers included, drink 
potheen. To circumvent the gauger, by 
carrying it to a friend, is considered an 

act of piety and charity, which no Chris- 
tian man would refuse to perform. 

! The British empire will not come to 
an end because half a crown duty has 

not been paid on a quart of good liq- 
1 uor. I will pay the sum three times 

over and a fine as well. But you have 

no right to send me to jail—at least 
in this hole and corner manner. I 

demand a public examination and 
! legal assistance.” 

The magistrates looked grertly re- 

lieved. “Teli us plainly what you sup- 
posed was in that bag,” said the inquis- 
itor mildly. 

“A quart of potheen or illicit whisky.” 
I replied. “And I say again that I 
wish his royal highness had some. If 
he once tasted' it, I am sure he would 
never send a subject to jail for making 
or carrying or drinking it.” 

“Would you be surprised to hear that 

your friend's jar of potheen was a nitro- 

glycerine bomb, intended to have been 

flung into the prince's carriage by the 
Fenian B.. alias Sanderson?" asked the 

I magistrate. 
I nearly fainted with horror. "And 

j who is Ellen Maguire?" I yasped. 
"H.’s wife,” said Detective Phallon. 

“As dangerous an anarchist as there is in 

Europe. She carries the weapons of the 

conspirators and sometimes persuades 
young fools, who admire her black eyes, 
to help her." 

"The serpent!' I exclaimed. I will 

give evidence against her with pleasure, 
and will go (o see her hanged. I slept 
with that awful thing under my pillow. 

! It might have blown me to pieces." 
"And half Kingstown as well," said 

the officer. "A fall or'tven a shake might 

; have done it. But we have got to catch 

; Mr. and Mrs. B. yet. I fear they are in 

France by this time." 
It appeared that the police, having ob- 

tained news of the plot In the usual way- 
through an infoi mer— searched the room 

in York street shortly aft>jr I deliver, d 

the infernal machine. They found the 

bomb, but P.. alias Sanderson, having 
stepped out to a neighboring bar, saw the 

officers, divined their errand and man- 

aged to escape. 
Neither he nor his wife was captured. 
The latter, some years later, achieved 

i an infamous notoriety as "the brave lit- 

tie woman" who conveyer: to Du'oiln the 

knives which which the Phoenix park 
murders* wt re committed. Her friend, r.. 

whose acquaintance I dropped after these 

events, became specially notorious, ana 1 

am not likely to hurriedly forget the 

evening I spent with "No. 1.’’—London 

Tid-Eits. 

A FOUR-DOLL A R GOLD PIECE. 

A Mysterious Coin Whose Origin Ex- 

perts Can’t Tell. 
I Cincinnati Enquire!. 

A curiosity in the shape of a four- 

dollar gold piece was ottered at the 
Sub-Treasury in Cincinnati. This is 
probably the first time in the history 
of the cCee that a coin of that den imi- 

nation was ever beheld by the attaches. , 

he coin came from the Fifth National 
Bank, to which one of the depositors 
had taken it <.o find out how much it 

was wert.h The tellers of the bank 

were unable to decide 'he question, and 
the coin vras g£nt**o Uncle Sam’s em- 

ployes in the Federal building, ’J it no 

one there would accept it for the treas- 
urv for its face value. 

Coin Teller Robert Brasner, who is 
'a numismatist of considerable repute, 
as well as Teller White, who is consid- 
ered one of the most expert counter- 
feit detectives in the country, and 
Cashier Stout said that they had never 

j heard of the government coining a 

I piece of moneys of that denomination, 
and that they would not accept it even 

at its face value. The tables giving 
the coinage of money from the earliest 
date to the present time were looked 

up. but there was no record of the gov- 
ernment ever having coined a four dol- 
lar gold piece. The coin that was pre- 
sented was placed on the scales and 
was found to weigh 108 2-10 grain, 
making it worth about 20 cents more 

! than its face value. 
The description of the coin is as fol- 

lows: It is almost the size of a five 
dollar gold piece. On the face around 
the outer edge are the words: “United 
States of America.” Just beneath this, 
in small type, are the words: “E Plur- 
lbus Unum.” In the centre Is a sar 

I hearing the following: "One stelia. 
: 400 cents.” Underneath the star, in 

! small letters, are the words: “.Deo est j 
Gloria.” On the obvefse side. In the 
centre, is a head of the Goddess of j 
Liberty. Above this on the outer edge ! 

are thirteen small stars. Between the j 
| stars are the following letters and fig- 

ures: “6* G. 3. S. 7, C. 7. G. R. S, M. S. I 
raeftUl t h r* head is'the date—1789. > 

out6 rown. , 

srlSEfyvar it i tf *\ ':s 

"Miss Passe was bitten on the cow b y a dog while riding cn her wfcert." 

“You mean on the calf, don’t you?” 
“Did you ever see a calf forty-eight years old? 

'___M- 
GOOD CAUSE. 

Cannibal Kins (pointing r.o missionary in irons).—He dV^kappear to fatten 

any. ^ J 
Chef—No. he seems to be worried ov er something. I f X 

- 

ANOTHER VI EW OF IT. { 

Clerk—I have been in your employ f or many years, sir, and I was married 

yesterday, I'd like to have an Increase In my salary. 
Moneybags—But, my dear sir, this h ouse Is not responsible for accidents 

happening to Its employes._ 

ON THE ROOF GARDEN. 

Grimsby fas soubrette with a cold sings an old song)—That's quite a chestnut. Isn’t It? " 

Mugsby—Yea, a aeiM>f a horse-chestnut. 

V 


