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CHINA'S HOLY MOUNTAIN.A LITTLE NONSENSE.wise interfere with her imperial crim brought to tbe rescue. Bat, blessed beLESSONS OF COMFORT."I wish to see the chief," 1 said,
breathlessly.

"I am the chief" he replied. "WhatThe Alaska Pirate
By Charles E. Brlmulecom.

Spot In the Middle Klnvdom Thai
Has Ileen Snored (or Over t onr

Thousand Years.

Since Ofrmnny seized Kino-Chn- u, it
betn ifiisicr for Europeans espe

cially Germans to travel in the prov
ince of Shantung, and trust von jiesse- -

Wartegg had little difficulty in getting
nbout with carts and servants. To the
Century he contributes a paper on
"China's Holy Land," with many repro-

ductions of photographs taken by him
self. He thus describes Vie ininese
Mecca:

"A two davs' ride through the moun
tain districts south of Tsi-na- n brought
me to the Chinese Mecca.
For several hours before reaching ths
walls of this most ancient city, I skirt- -

the foot of bold granite mountains,
the stone guard of the famous loi- -

schan, which rises to a height of about
6,000 feet. My expectations ran high

I passed through the dark city gate,
for I was entering one of the most an
cient cities of the universe, mentioned

Chinese historians In the year 2254

C. That year the great Emperor
Shun visited in order to
receive the homage of the petty princes
then residing in this region and was so
delighted with the place that he re-

mained several months.
"It was during this sojourn that the

emperor ascended the Tal-schn- ris
ing north of the city, and dedicated the
mountain to the gods of lleuven and
earth. From the time of this imperial
visit the Tal-scha- n became the holy
mountain of the middle kingdom, as
cended by hundreds of millions of pil
grims, who also sacrificed in the gor
geous temples of the city. I hoped
to find in this most ancient place some
remnant of its glorious history old
castles, palaces, towers, or temples,
which form Buch picturesque objects in
cities comparatively much younger.
Jerusalem, Damascus, Constantinople,
Cairo, have also been tacked and de-

stroyed1 many times, yet they still con
tain ancienit monuments inviting the
admiration of the traveler. From what

had so far seen, China possessed, noth-
ing of the kind; but here in the capital
of this most ancient province them
must be, I thought, some vestiges left
of its former glory.

Even here I was sadCy disappointed.
The narrow, dirty streets were lined
with poor, one-stor- y houses, Just like
those in any other town of the Mid
dle Kingdom, probably even more di
lapidated; no squares, or temples, or
palaces; none of those sometimes mag
nificent stone arches which he Chi-

nese- love to erect to- the memory of
faithful widows or virtuous mauliens,
or to a beloved mother, and which are
such graceful and conspicuous orna-
ments of almost every Chinese city.
Even of these modern marble arche I
saw not one; and a for pilgrims of
whom, on the day thst Mr. Williamson
visited u. he said, that he
encountered about 70,000 within the
walls I couldi discover but few."

HYPNOTISM AND PUGILISM.

Subject Ilecomes a Ton ah Caa- -'

tomcr When I'nder the
Influence.

One of the most remarkable caes
of hynotism yet reported has been
attracting the attention of medical
men here, says the Baltimore bun.
The victim, too, for a time made
things mighty lively for about 20 per-

sons who were attending a tea In

the West End one evening recently.
The subject of the hypnotists was
John Sweeney, tbe son of a well- -

known livery man.
During the evening it was sug"

ed as an additional means o' Ni
taining tbe guests that sr tnXvtr-hypnotize-d.

Young Sv lM eh)6 re
quite a powerful y ..eoney, who is
his services, an" .ung m.n, offered
Influence of waa soon under Ihe
Cook. I' young operator named
that u a ,ew moments it was seen
' 5"ounfir ma was completelyj-- xer Cook's lnfltiYin ti,- -
bwame annoyea nnd suggested thatthe spell be broken and the victim

This was attempted, but in
vain. Th young man cut up all sortsor antics. In his effort to release his
patient tbe operatdr was terribly
wwgfced and several of his front teeth
knocked qtit. Sweeney manifested
'wonderful feats of Strpllirlll. At !m...
half a dozen or more men attempted
to seize and bind him, but could not
do so. The services of a stalwart po-
liceman were called upon. When hegot within reach of the latter's fist
he received a terrific blow, which
sent him spinning away more than
20 f!t. Sweeney, under the pecullai
influence, appeared to iuiuglne himself
a prize fighter, and for a time it was
well that few disputed this point with
him.

A physician was finally summoned,,
and after a long struggle the young
mnn was handcuffed. He was re-
moved to a hospital for treatment.
Sweeney remained in a stupor until
next morning about eight o'clock.

In (he Far North.
With a bright smile the h.

kimo girl left us to ioin the
throng in the ballroom.

"Your daughter Is a gay butterfly!"
I exclaimed, desiring to bo very

inality. She folds her hands and says:
"The work is done. It is completely
done." Is it? In the swaddling clothes
of that church apartment are wrapped
the cause of God and the cause of good
government. That ia the scion of the
house of David. It is Joash, the God
worshiping reformer. It is Joash, ths
friend of God. It Is Joash, the demoral-
izer of Baalitlsh Idolatry. Rock him
tenderly, nurse him gently. Athaliah,
you may kill all the other children, but
you cannot kill him. Eternal defenses
are thrown all around him, and this
clergyman'a wife, Jehosheba, will
snatch him up from the palace nursery
and will run down with him into the
house of the Lord, and there she will
hide him for six years, and at the end
of that time he will come forth for
your dethronement and obliteration.

Well, my friends, just as poor a botch
does the world always make of extin-
guishing righteousness. Superstition
rises up and says: !'I will just put an
end to pure religion." Domitian Blew

40,000 Christians, Diocletian slew 844,--

000 Christians. And the scythe of per
secution has been swung through all
ages, and the flames hissed, and the
guillotine chopped, and the Bastile
groaned, but did te foes of Christian
ity exterminate it? Did they ex
terminate Alban, the first British sac
rifice, or Zwingli, the Swiss reformer,
or John Oldcastle, the Christian

or Abdallah, the Arabian mar
tyr, or Anne Askew or Sanders or Cran-mer- ?

Great work of extermination
they made of it. Just at the time whan
they thought they had slain all the
royal family of Jesus some Joash would
spring up and out and take the throne
of power and wield a very scepter of
Christian dominion.

Infidelity says: "I will exterminate
the Bible," and the Scriptures were
thrown into the street for the mob to
trample on, and they were piled up in
the public squares and set on fire, and
mountains of indignant contempt were
hurled on them, and learned universi-
ties decreed the Bible out of existence.
Thomas Psin said: "In my 'Age of
Reason' I have annihilated the Scrip-

tures. Your Washington Is a pusil-

lanimous Christian, but I am the foe
of Biblee and churches." Oh, how
many assaults upon that word! All
the hostilities that have ever been cre-

ated on earth are not to be compared
with the hostilities against that book.
Said one man in his Infidel desperation
to his wife: "You must not be read-

ing that Bible," and he snatched it'
away from her. And though In that
Bible was a lock of hair of tbe dead
child the only child that God had
ever given them he pitched the book
with Its contents into the fire snd
stirred it with the tongs and spot on
it and cursed it and said : "Susan, never
have any more of that damnable stuff
here."

How many Individual and organized
attempts have been made to exter
minate that Bible? Have its enemies
done it? Have they exterminated the
American Bible society? Have they
exterminated the British and Foreign
Bible society? Have they exterminated
the thousands of Christian institutions
whose only object Is to multiply copies
of the Scriptures and spresd them
broadcast around the world? They
have exterminated until instead of one
or two copies of the Bible In ourhouses
we have eight or ten, and we pile them
np in the corners of our Sabbath-schoo- l
rooms and send great boxes of them
everywhere. If they get on ss well as
they are now going on in the work of
extermination, I do not know but that
our children may live to see the mil
lennium. Yea, if there should come
a time of persecution In which all the
known Bibles of the esrbh should be
destroyed, all these lamps of life that
b.aze in our pulpits and in our lam
Hies extinguished, in the very day that
Infidelity and sin should be holding ju
bileeoverthe universal extinction there
would be in some secret closet of a
backwoods church a secreited Bible,
and this Joash of eternal literature
would come out and come up and take
the throne, and the Athaliaih of infidel
Ity and persecution would fly out of
the back door of the palace and drop
her miserable carcass under the hoofs
of the horses of the king's stables. You
cannot exterminate Christianity! You
cannot kill Joash!

Tbe second thought I hand you from
my subject Is that there are opportu-nitle-

in which we may save royal life
You know that profane history is re
plete with stories of strangled mon
arch and of young princes who have
been put out of the way. Here Is tbe
story of a young king saved. How
Jehosheba, the clergyman's wife, must
have trembled as she rushed into the
imperal nursery and snatched up
Joash! How she hushed him lest by
his cry he hinder the escape! Fly with
him, Jehoshebal You hold In your
arms the cause of God and good gov-

ernment. Fail, and he Is slain. Suc-

ceed, and you turn the tide of the
world's history in the right direction.
It seems as if between that young
king and his assassins there is nothing
but the frail arm of a woman. But
why should we spend our time In prais-
ing this bravery of expedition when
God asks the same thing of you and
me? All around us the imperial chil-

dren of a great King. They are born
of Almighty parentage and will come
to a throne if permitted. But sin, the
old Athaliah, goes forth to the mas-

sacre. Murderous temptations are out
for the assassination. Valens, the em-

peror, was told that there wan some-
body In his realm who would usurp his
throne and that the name of the man
who should be the usurper would be-

gin with tbe letters T, U, E, O, D, and
the edict went forth from the em-
peror's throne: "Kill everybody whose
name begins with T, H, E. 0, D." And
hundreds were slain, hoping by that
massacre to put an end to that one
usurper, liut sin is more terrific In its
denunciation. It matters not how you
spell your name, you come under its
knife, under Its sword, under its doom,
uulest there be some omnipotent relief

God, there is such a thing as delivering
royal soul. Who will snatch away

Josh?
Can you imagine any aublimer work

than this soul saving? That was what
flushed Paul's oheek with enthusiasm!
that was what led Munson to risk hia
life amid Borneslan oannibals; that
waa what sent Dr. Abeel to preach
under the consuming skies of China;
that was what gave courage to Fhocaa
in the third century. When the mili
tary officers came to put him to death
for Christ's sake, he put them to bed
that they might rest, while he him-

self went out and in hia own gar-

den dug his grave and then came back
and said: "I am ready." But they
were shocked at the idea of taking the
life of their host. He said: "It is
the will of Ood that I cbonlA die."
and he stood on the margin of his own
grave, and they beheaded him. You
say it is a mania, a foolhardiness, a
fanntlcism. Rather would I call it a
glorious the thrill of
eternal satisfaction, the plucking of
Joash from death and raising him to
coronation.

The third thought I hand to you ia

that the church of God Is a good hid-

ing place. When Jehosheba rushes in-

to the nursery of the king and picks
up Joash, what shall she do with him?
Shall she take him to some room in
the palace? No, for the official des-

peradoes will hunt through every
nook and corner of that building.
Shall she. take him to the residence
of some wealthy citizen? No; that
citizen would not dare to harbor the
fugitive. But she has to take him
somewhere. She hears the cry of the
mob in the streets; she hears the
shriek of the dying nobility; so she
rushes with Joash unto the room of
tbe temple, into the house of God,
and there she puts him down. She
knows that Athaliah and her wicked
assassins will not bother the temple
a great deal. They are not apt to go
very much to church, and so she sets
down Joash in the temple. There he
will be hearing the songs of the wor-

shipers year after year; there he will
breathe the odor of the golden cen
sers; in that sacred spot be will tarry,
secreted until the six years have
passed and he come to enthronement,

Would God that we were all as wise
as Jehosheba and knew that the
church of God is the best hiding placet
Perhaps our parents took us there in
early days. They snatched us away
from the world and hid us behind the
baptismal fonts and amid the Bibles
and psalm books. O glorious in
closure I We have been breathing the
breath of the golden censers all the
time, and we have eeen the Lamb on
the altar, and we have handled the
vials in which are the prayera of all
saints, and we have dwelt under the
wings of the cherubim. Glorious in
closure! When my father and mother
died and the property was settled up,
there was hardly anything left. But
they endowed us with a property
worth more than any earthly posses
sion because they hiU us in the temple
And when daya of temptation have
come upon my soul I have gone there
for shelter, and when assaulted of
sorrows I havet gone there for com-

fort, and there I mean to live. I want,
like Joash, to Stay until coronation.

O men of the world outeide there,
betrayed, caricatured and cheated ol
the world, why do you not come In
through the broad, wide-ope- n door of
Christian communion? I wash I could
act the part of Jehosheba lo-da- y and
steal you away from your perils and
hide you !n the temple. How few of
us appreciate the fact thait (he church
of God is a hiding place! There are
maty peopfle who put the chiurch at se
low a mark that they begrudge it
everything, even the few dollars they
give townrd it. They makie no sacri
flees. They dole a little out of thett
surplusage. They pay theiir fcutche
bill, and they pay their doctor's bill,
and they pay their lajndlord, and they
pay everybody but tbe Lord, and they
come In at the last to pay the Lord
In His church, and frown as thejy say
"There, Lord, it Is. Send me a re
celpt in full and don't bother me soon
again." There is not more than one
man out of a thousand ths.t appreel
ates what tine church Is. Where are
the souls that! put aside oiie-tent- h for
Christian institutions one-tent- h of
their income? Where ara tJhose who,
having put aside that ono-teint- draw
upon it cheerfully? Why, it is pull
and drag and hold on and grab and
clutch, and giving is an affliction to
most people, when it ought to be an
exhilaration and a rapture. Oh, that
God would remodel our souls on thi
subject and that we might appreciate
the house of God as wie great refuge!
If your children are to come up t
lives of virtue and huppiness, they
will come up under the shadow of the
church. If the church does not ge
them, the world will,

Church of God, be a hbdlng place to
all these people! Give them a snt
where they can rest tftehr weary soAils.
Flash some light from ;ycir chandeliers
upon their darkneBS. VVith some sooth-
ing hymn hush their griefs. Oh, church
of God, gate of Heaven, let me go
through it! All other institutions are
going to fail, but the church of Goo'
its foundation Is tbe Flock of Ages, its
charter is for everlasting years, its
keys are held by the tfulversnl Propri-
etor, its dividend is Hrtaven, its presir
dent is God I

Sure ns thy truth shall last,
To Zion shall be given

The highest glories earth can yield
And brighter bliss ot 'Heaven,

God grant that ail this audience, tbe
youngest, the eldest, the worst, the
best, may find their safe and glorious
hiding place where Joash found it in
tbe temple!

Not Headquarters.
"What did her father say?"
"He said he couldn't understand

why I came to him all his property
wns in his wiles name, . --Ch
Plain Pear,

It Is not the flower-p- ot that makes A

the blossoms. Ram's Horn.
Woris are blossoms and deeds are

the fruits. Chicago Daily News.

Flaville "You ought to take more
... . , r I'll. II has

pains with your letters, Aiyruua.
Nonsense, pa, if she can read her own

handwriting she can read mine." In- -

ianapolis Journal.
Landlady (threateningly) "1 11 give

you a piece of 'my mind one of these days
youre not careful." Boarder 1

guess I can stand it if it isn't any big
ger than the piece of pie you gave me.

Buffalo Express.
Brown "I never saw such a fellow as

W'hite is. It takes him so long to make
up his .mind." Black "Not nt all. I

ave known him to make up his mind
leu times In half an hour, and In a dif-

ferent
efl

way every " time." Boston
Transcript.

It is too bad; an Atchison girl who
as had a "disappointment, as

pelled to see him every day as if noth- -

ng had happened. In novels she
would have taken a whisk around the by
world to take her mind off her troubles. B.

lAtchison Globe.
Jack "Have you got a little cam

phor, Laura? I want to put It with
these new shirt-waists- . I'm deadly
afraid of moths." Laura "You need- -

't worry a little bit. No
ng moth would co.ne witnin u gun

shots of these hideous things." Cleve-

land Plain Dealer.

EXPRESS MESSENGER'S TALE.

Tkouffht He Saw Woold-II- e Robber
Conoealed In a liox In

Ills Car.

"The murder of an express mesesn- -

ger near Columbus, O., the other day
reminds me of a curious experience
of my own," said n veteran employe
of one of the big companies, relates
the New Orleans Times-Democr-

'It was a good many years ago and I
had a messenger's run at the time in
and out of Des Moines, Ia, I

"One evening on my return trip I
took on a large-size- d box at a desolate
ittle country station about 40 miles

from the city. The box was fully six
feet long by a yard broad and high
and was entered as 'merchandise' on
the waybill. The station master and
I dumped it in one end of the car and

save it no further thought until
about half an hour later, when I hap.
pened to glance in that direction and
caught a gleam of something bright
shining through a small hole in the
side. There was a knot in one of the
boards at that point, and I suppose
that the bumping of the train had
jarred it loose. Anyhow, it had fallen
out, leaving an orifice the size of a
half dollar, and when I bent down to
peer in I was thunderstruck to see a
section of a human finger. The gleam
had come from a gold ring. During
tbe next few seconds I did some
mighty fast thinking. vIt was clear
there was a man in the box, and I was
equally certain that he had planned
to rob and murder me. The lid was
no doubt arranged to be opened sud
denly, and he probably calculated that
my surprise and consternation would
make me an easy prey when he
emerged. I remembered in a flaRh
that this identical scheme- - had been
worked in one or two express rob
beries in the early days, and although
my heart was going like a drum I
managed to control myself and before
I arose I had mapped out a plan of
action.

"There was a pile of trunks In the
corner next to the box," continued the

"and, grabbing the up
per one suddenly by the handle, I
snatched it down right on top of the
lid. In a twinkling I had another one
by its side, and then two more on top
of those. They were big, massive
trunks, such as traveling salesmen
use, and I never have been ble to
understand how I tossed the m around
the way I did, but I suppose fenr mus'
have made me a regi';nr Sand'oW
When I got the Saratrns ln .

stole another glance 4t the knot hole
The finger hadn't budged ai hair ''He's playing pof.sum.' i a to
self, and I hushed like mnd to com-
plete the barricade. I dragged up

...v..auic in me wnoie car,
and by he time I pot through T

the long box iburied under about te;n
tons of solid express matter and mis-
cellaneous furniture. The robber
uiruiun i navj blown himsejf t,t witha dyrwmtte cartridge. Then I gat
uwu on. lne noor, wiped my forehendam chuckled merrily to think how Ihad. (outwitted the villain.

"Tlalf an hour later we pulled intoth, city and I'll leave, you to imagine
V.ie wild sensation when I flnW tinenthe door and explained the situationto the boys in the depot. The nextquestion was how to take out the pris-
oner, and you may well believe wewent about it cautiously, for it wasfair to presume he was a desperate
fellow, and we didn't know exactly
how much flght there might be left inhim. When the box was at last un-
covered we wre astonished to find
that the lid was nailed down tight
Nevertheless, the finger was st ill plmini
ly visible, and one of the men poked

v mm a pencil. Miy smoke!' he
shouted, 'this is tine test joke of the
eeneon. wny, u"g nothing but a
coipse, and as tstiff as a poker, too!'

i ue. ueaa u s because I smotheref
nimi x retorted, indignantly, 'for I
swear i neara mm breathing just be- -
fore I pulled down the .trunkal . That
was a srnau no. of course, and half aminute later when they had pried
open the lid I would have given anarm to recall it. What do you thinkwas inside? A corpse? Not. on
shirt waist. It contained four tailor's.

Tbt one nearest knot hole wore a
1 brass rim?." '

w-

Dr. Tftlmage Draws a Text from

Rescue of Joash.

I"he Hon of David Saved (ram Ex
tinction hf Jehonheba's He

role Deed Work ol Bool

Savin.
(.Copyright, 1900, by Louis Klopsch.J

Washington,

In this discourse on a neglected in--

iident of the Bible Dr. Talmage draws
some comforting lessons anu snows
that all around us are royal natures
that we may help deliver. The text is

8 Kings 11:2, 3: "JenosneDa, ine
daughter of King Joram, sister of

Ahaziah. took Jonsh. the son of Aha- -

tiah, and stole him from among the
king's sons which were slain, and they
hid him, even him and nia nurse, m
the bedchamber from Athaaan, so

that he was not slain. And he was
with her hid in the house of the Lord
six years."

Grandmothers are more lenient
with their children's children than
they were with their own. At 40 years
of age if discipline be necessary chas-

tisement is used, but at 70 the grand-

mother, looking upon the misbehavior
of the grandchild, is apologetic and
disposed to substitute confectionery
for whip. There is nothing more beau-

tiful than childhood. Grandmother
takea out her pocket handkerchief
and wipes her spectacles and puts
them on and looks down into the face
of her mischievous and rebellious de-

scendant and says: "I don't think he
meant to do it. Let him off this time.
I'll be responsible for his behavior in
the future." My mother, with the
second generation around her, a bois-

terous crew, said one day: "I suppose
they ought to be disciplined, but I
can't do it. Grandmothers are not fit
to bring up prandchildTcn." But here
in my text we have a grandmother of
a different type.

I have been at Jerusalem, where the
occurrence of the text took place, and
the whole scene came vividly before
me while I was going over the site of
the ancient temple and climbing the
towers of the king's' palace. Here in
the text It is old Athaliah, the royal
murderess. She ought to have been
honorable. Her father was a king.
Her husband was a king. Her son
was a king. And yet we find her plot-

ting for the extermination of the en-

tire royal family, including her own
grandchildren. The executionera'
knives are sharpened. The palace is
red with the blood of princes and
princesses. On all sides are shrieks
and hands thrown up and struggle
and death groan. 'o mercyl Kill,
kill! But while the ivory floora of the
palace run with carnage and the whole
land is under the shadow of a great
horror a fleet-foote- d woman, a clergy
man's wife, Jehosheba by name,
stealthily approaches the imperial
nursery, seizes upon the grandchild
that had somehow as yet escaped
massacre, wraps it up tenderly but in
haste, snuggles it against her, flies
down the palace stairs, her heart in
her throat lest she be discovered in
this compassionate abduction. Get her
out of the way as quick as you can,
for she carries a precious burden, even

young king. With this youthful
prize she presses into the room of the
Ancient temple, the church of olden
time, unwraps the young king and
puts him down, sound asleep as he is
and unconscious of the peril that has
been threatened, and there for six
years he Is secreted in that church
apartment. Meanwhile odd Athaliah
smacks her lips with satisfaction and
thinks that all the royal family are
dead. But the six years expire, and
It Is time for young Joash to come
forth and take the throne and to push
back into disgrace and death old Ath-

aliah.
The arrangements are all made for

political revolution. Tbe military come
and take possession of the temple,
swear loyalty to the boy Joash and
stand around for his defense. See the
sharpened swords and the burnished
shields! Everything is ready. Now
Joash, half affrighted at the armed
tramp of his defenders, scared at the
vociferation of his admirers, Is brought
forth In full regalia. The scroll of au-
thority is put in his hands, the coronet
of government is put on his brow, and
the people clapped and waved and
huzzaed and trumpeted. "What is
that?" said Athaliah. "What Is that
sound over in the temple?" And she
flies to see, and on her way they meet
her and say: "Why, haven't you
heard? You thought you had slain
all the royal family, but Joash has
come to light." Then the royal mur-
deress, frantic with rage, grabbed her
mantle and tore It to tatters and cried
until she foamed at the mouth: "You
have no right to crown my grandson.
You have no right to take the govern-
ment from my shoulders. Treason,
treason!"

While she stood ther crying that
the military started for her arrest, and
she took a short cut through t back
door of the temple and ran through the
royal stables, but the battleaxes of the
military fell on her In the barnyard,
and for many a day when the horses
were being unloosened from the chariot
after drawing out young Joash the
fiery steeds would snort and rear pass-
ing the place as they smell the place of
the enrnage.

The first thought I hand you from
this subject is that the extermination
of righteousness ia an impossibility.
When a woman is good, she is apt to be
very good, and when she Is bad she is
apt to be very bad, and this Athaliah
was one of tho latter sort. She would
exterminate the last scion of the house
of David, through whom Jesus was to
come. There was plenty of work for
embalniers and undertakers. She
would cleave the land of all God fearing
and God loving people. She woultf put
an tud ( rvcrytahig that eculd hi any

do you wish?"
"It was another man I saw thla

morning," I said. "He told me he was
the chief, and gave me soma detective
work to do."

Although extremely puzzled, I hast-ten- ed

to explain the task that had
been given me and the discoveries I
had made.

"This is very strange," said the
chief, equally puzzled. "I have heard
nothing of any such plot as you de-

scribe, and I feci sure that none of
my assistants would dare to usurp
my authority in that manner, and es-

pecially to place such an important
matter as this- - purports to be in
young and inexperienced hands."

"But there J no time to lose, air," I
said, bo'dly. "The Gadfly may sail at
any time now that they have their pow
der on board."

He stepped to the telephone and
spoke.

"Is that Capt. Marden? Has the
stenon schooner Gadfly sailed? Just
left the wharf? WelL I have reason to
believe that all is not right on board.
bignal the revenue cutter to stop her
ana send a boat on board. I will come
down at once. Good-by.- "

ow come with me," said the chief.
"Wewill go on board the Gadfly and see
what Is wrong there. Afterward I
must solve the mystery of the man
who sent you on vhat errand."

But before we quitted the office he
telephoned to someone asking if
"Robert had come home yet." And I
thought he looked very much worried
at tbe answer.

We drove rapidly to the water front.
The chief roused the boatman at the
boat landing, and in a few minutes we
were tossing on the choppy bay in
search of the Gadfly. We soon found
her in the stream with her engines
stopped, and there was some confusioi
and loud talking.

We climbed on board, where we
found an officer and a boat's crew
from the revenue cutter, surrounded
by a crowd of the passengers and
crew. The chief, in an undertone,
soon explained to the lieutenant the
suspicious circumstances in regard to
the vessel.

"Captain," said the lieutenant, turn,
ing suddenly to the master of the
Gadfly, "let us take a look at those
30 barrels."

The captain was very reluctant, but
he had to accompany the lieutenant
below, where it was soon discovered
that the 30 barrels contained whisky
instead of gunpowder.

It is against the federal law to take
Intoxicating liquors into Alaska, and
as the Gadfly was bound for that ter-

ritory it was evident that an Infrac
tion of the law was intended. So the
30 barrels were hoisted out into boats
and taken ashore, much to the dis-
gust of the owners, who had counted
on realizing a huge profit. As there
proved to be nothing to support a
suspicion of piracy, the Gadfly waa
permitted to go on her way.

But just as we were aoout to leave
the schooner the big black dog that I
had seen following the young fellow
sprang up from below and leaped upon
the chief with great joy.

"Carlo!" cried the chief, in a tone
of amazement. , "How did this dog
come on board?" he demanded.

"He came with a young fellow one
of the passengers," replied the cup-tai-n.

"Where is he? Bring him here at
once," said the chief, sternly.

The young passenger had disap-
peared, but in a few minutes he was
brought up from below, much against
his will, and taken before the chief.

"Why, Robert!" said the chief. It
was all he said, but the tone was full
of grief and reproach.

It seemed that Robert was a run-

away. His baggage anu numerous
weapons were hoisted out, and ho and
Carlo returned with us in the boat.

We all went back to the chief's of-

fice. As we entered I saw there the
man who had employed me that
morning.

"There, sir! There is the man the
other chief."

It seemed to be the chief's fate to
be astonished that night.

"What! Kenny!" he exclaimed.
"Did you call yourself the chief and
employ this boy this morning?" he
asked, severely.

"Sure, 'twas only a joke, sir," re-

plied Kenny. "Ain't I the chief of the
janitors?"

"You ll not remain chief of the janU
tors very long If this happens again,"
returned the chief, sharply.

Kenny skulked out, glad to escape
so easily. Then the chief and his son
retired to an inner office, where I
suppose there was a serious conversa
tion.

After some time the chief came out
and sat down at his desk.

"My boy," he said, kindly, "you have
done a great deal of good to-da- y. You
have enabled me to rescue my only
son from a dangerous expedition for
which he was ill prepared. And you
have prevented from entering Alaska
30 barrels of whisky, which, dealt out
to the Indians of that region, would
have done far more damage than 30

barrels of gunpowder. I shall make
you a suitable reward."

But at that mdment the door opened
and a deep voice said: "I wish to see
the chief."

I rose, with my heart In my mouth,
and looked in my father's worn and
anxious face. He had come from our
home In a distant city to that detec-
tive agency to enlist aid in searching
for his truant son, for I confess it
with shame I, top, was a runaway.--

Boston Globe.

Gone Beyond It.
n j Belle looks older sinoe she waa

married.
Pamela Ye; she has taken the Unv

it off Jjer age. Judge,

LATE ia the summer of 1897 I
in San Francisco seeking my

fortune. I or many days I vainJy asked
for employment as a salesman, book-keep- er

or bunk clerk, for I felt compe-
tent for almost anything, having just
graduated from the high echool. The
imali sum of money I possessed began
to shrink alarmingly, and my gorgeous
dreams to wear a sickly and faded' hue.

One day while walking one of the
principal streets I saw in gilt letters on
the upper windows of a large building
the words: "Detective Agency." A
brilliant thought came to me, putting
to flight my temporary discourage-
ment.

I climbed two flights of stairs and
arrived at a glass door, on which was
inscribed: "Chief's office. Walk In." I
entered. A short man with a gray mus-tach- e

stood beside a large office desk.
He looked at me inquiringly.

"I wish to see the chief," I said.
"What do you want to see him for?"

he asked, with a percep'tiblo Irish ac-
cent.

"I would like to get employment as
a detective," I replied.

"I'm the chief," he said. "But you're
almost too young for the business, me
boy. It takes expayrienee, and plenty
of sand, and) often a handy knowledge
of gun fighting to be a detective."

"I wish you'd try me, sir," I said,
courageously. "I'm young, but I can
learn."

"True enough," he assented. "Weil,
I don't mind giving you a little trial.
Are you willing to take your life in
your hand, me boy?"

"Yes, sir," I answered, seriously, try-
ing to avoid turning pale.

"Very weil," he said', approvingly.
"Now, of course, you've heard all about
the Klondike gold mines. They're very
rich, end the steamers that come from
there are every one of them loaded
with gold1 millions and millions of
dioUars. Now, there are train robbers
on the land, and there are pirates on
the sea, and what finer haul for a
pirate, do you think, than one of those
Alaska steamers loaded down with
gold dust end nuggets?

"I suspect that there's a bloody band
of pirates fitting out an expedition
right here in San Francisco for the
purpose of capturing some of those
steamers. I want you to go out and
discover them if you can. Find out
where their vessel is and how big a
crew she carries, and all about it. One
false move, and likely as not you'll be
found floating in the bay
GoocVby, and good luck to you."

I walked along the wharves very
much on the alert. I examined) two
vessels that were loading for the north,
but everything about them seemed
honest and commonplace. I continued
my patrol, and at last, at a small, re-

mote wharf, I found a steam schooner
bound for Alaska. Her name was the
Gadfly, and I learned that she was to
sail that very afternoon.

Something about the craft, I do not
know why, aroused my suspicions.
The sailors were as busy as ants load
Ingprovislons and sores. I approached
end tried to engage one of them in
conversation, but he repulsed) me in a
rude and surly manner. A large new
deckhouse had been built on. the
schooner, evidently to accommodate
quite a number of men.

.Even at that retired place there were
a" few idlers gazing and gossiping. I
Joined them, and sat down on an over-

turned boat, determined to watch
everything that occurred. The first
confirmation, to my suspicions came
from two roughly dTessed! men who
paused near me.

"They say the Gay fly is going to Cop-

per river," said one, with a kind of
sneer. "They can tell that to the
marines."

"Naw!" replied his companion. "She
draws too much water. She couldn't
git within 20 miles of the mouth."

In an hour or two some heavy oases
were brought down and carefully
hoisted on board. They were marked
"Mining Machinery," but from their
appearance I suspected' that they con-

tained cannon.
Among the passengers I saw a boy

about my own age. He wore a fur cap
and a heavy woolen coat of Arctic cut.
He carried a rifle on his shoulder, and a

big revolver and sheathknife in his belt
A large shaggy black dog kept at his
beels.

Several times one of the officers had
come on the whnrf and looked up to-

ward the city with an air ef impatience.
I resolved to wait until I discovered
what this person or thing-was-

.

Between 10 and 11 o'clock a heavy

truck came rolling ponderously down

the wharf. It was loaded with large
barrels, about 30 of them. I heard
sharp, suppressed orders on the Gad-

fly, and Instantly the sailors swarmed
out on the wharf and began to unload

the barrels and roll them on board
with every appearance of apprehen-

sive haste, urged on by the profane
mate. In my eagerness I walked boldly
among them.

"What Is in those barrels?" I asked a

perspiring sailor.
"Gunpowder, sonny," he growled, as

be hurried away.

But the mate's blodshot eyes had
spied me. He caught me by the shoul-

der and sent me staggering back-

wards.
"You git out ' nere'" fle snarled.

I deemed it prudent to retircespe-ciall- y

as I had discovered what the bar-

rels contained. What would a, mere
peaceable passenger vessel do with 30

barrels of gunpowder? I set out at full
.,wA for the detective agency.

When I entered the chief's office no- -

other man was seated at me aesK a

large, dignified gefttUman, with giay
ii&vr'hli"

For my part, I don't think much of
this social life!" replied the mother,
with sudden vehemence. "The idea of
dancing every night till away along in
March, and then lying in bed next day
until August 1, or such a matter!"It wasi on my tongue to say that
these young people had too much latl-tud- e,

but I checked myself. N. Y. Her- - -

Should Have Suspected.
Towne-T- bat was a rather dlRrtputr

able looking man you just spoke to.
T

??nuYi!eBIr' Thatw my brother.
Uhl beg pardon. I tnlo-hti-

that." Philadelphia Presa, j. ' -

1 -
- r'


