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The Man -Hunt of Mendocino.

BY FRANK BAILEY MILLARD.

E were all glad in the stage-coach when two pas

sengers got out at San Ramon . The coach had

been carrying three men on a seat, and for the

last eight miles the two San Ramon passengers

had been sitting in the laps of the others, turn

and turn about. It had seemed to me that my

turn with the stout man had been unfairly protracted, and with

him on my knees, I had begun to understand something of the

discomfort of a cattle -car. I was particularly unhappy when the

big wheel on my side jumped into a rut or banged against a

stone .

My fellow-man and brother is all very well at his proper dis

tance , and I can venerate him there, but when he crowds me he

is only a bag of live meat.

The wild Mendocino mountain - side with its brave army of

straight pines meant something for me when the burden was off,

and as I straightened out my stiffened legs, the loud -talking stream

that lay along our dusty way spoke up to some purpose.

alive again .

The driver seemed jollier, too . He plucked from the sides of

trees letters that had been visible only to his eyes, letters stuck to

I was
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2 THE MAN-HUNT OF MENDOCINO.

twigs or bark by the rustics, and he joked about Sam's tender

missive to Sarah, for he knew all the people up there in the moun

tains, and all their affairs and affections .

We made a wild dash down a red hill , whose sides were gashed

by the road , and spattered the water in the creek at the bottom .

Then we were submerged in the gloom of a grove of thick -growing

redwoods that made a high -vaulted roof for the road and shut out

all but the merest splinters of sunlight . It was cold in there and

sinister — just a bit ghostly and gruesome, too — and it smelt of

rotten leaves . We made a sharp turn around a big black stump,

and the lead horses jumped in fright to the left . For there was

a spectral figure standing in the deepest shadow behind the stump

the slight, bent form of an old woman.

“ Ah, Mis' Chapman ! Goin ' to take a trip ? ” asked the driver,

pulling up.

“ Yes,” shrilled out the high, thin voice of the specter. “ Goin '

down to Covelo ."

“ Git right in , then . Plenty room, ain't there, boys ?, ” And

he laughed as if the joke were on us , which it was .

She seemed a bit dismayed as she looked inside from the step,

to which one of the outside men had helped her.

“ Seems kind o crowded," she said , “ but I guess I can squeeze

in somewhere."

Surely enough, her lean figure fitted into a little corner , and

she sat there as composed as she might have sat in her own rock

ing chair. She was dressed in deepest black, and wore an ancient

black bonnet. Her face was one of extreme sadness.

I looked out of the coach window as we started again, and saw

the house where she lived . It was a black little affair, with its

shaked roof and weather- stained sides. It stood out of plumb, as

if bowing to the big black stump across the way. There was a

little patch of sunshine on the top of the stump, but not a glimmer

on the house. The poor habitation looked as if it had never known

morning or noon , but always the twilight of the redwood deeps,

to which the darkness of night is merely one of degree.

“ Lived there long ? ” asked the passenger who had made most

interrogations along the way. Though curious, he was a sympa

thetic man , and with the question went a tone of pity.
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“ Yes, 'leven years ; mostly alone, too. It's a good cool place in

hot weather . ”

The woman did not seem to like to talk , but shrank into her

self and kept her sharp, pale face turned aside, while her eyes

went low. I knew a story belonged to that face .

Two miles were soon rattled off, and we came to Covelo and

sunshine, for we were well out of the redwoods. The old woman

was helped down, and three other passengers got out . A big

rancher shook hands with the woman when she alighted, and said

something to her that brought over her face what was possibly

meant for a smile . Then the rancher clumped into the stage in

a large , lumbering way, and we rattled out of Covelo . The

rancher seemed to know nearly all the people in the stage.

“ So you picked up Mrs. Chapman coming down ? She's a

good old soul , isn't she ? But she has a strange history."

“ What's her story ? ” I asked. “ I know it must be as good as

Maupassant.”

- Don't know the gentleman, but it's a good one, all right, ”

said the big rancher, who seemed to be a man of parts, though he

smoked a very bad cigar.

“ She came to the redwoods before they had a sign of anything

at Covelo or San Ramon either. I
guess it was long before any

of you thought about coming to this country . She's a remarkable

woman , gentlemen, and no mistake.

“ You see, she and her husband came to Mendocino County

and took up a timber claim about a dozen years ago. The hus

band died, but she had a boy left — a young man about twenty ,

I should say. She thought the world and all of that boy. He

was a bit rough , like most of us then . We hadn't got so infer

nally civilized by that time as we have now , and we didn't give

people those toplofty hand shakes with the heart all out of

them .

* Lloyd Chapman could handle an ax with the best man of the

woods, and he was liked by everybody. His mother was wonder

fully proud of him . Young as he was, though, he had that old

man look that comes so early to wood -choppers.

“ There came a time when I had to do some tall lying on

Lloyd's account. You see, he got to running down to Sam Ramon
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way. And

and over to Old Pike's place, .ginning up, as the boys called it,

and he'd do this nearly every week . So, when Mrs. Chapman

would ask me, with a worn , sitting -up -late look on her face, if I'd

seen Lloyd, I'd always lie the young rascal out of it somehow or

other, saying he'd got an extra job of wood -hauling up San Gabi

lan way , or something of that sort . She didn't know the boy

drank, and he had sense enough not to come home until he was

sober. But it hurt me to see him get started that way. SO,

one day, I just held him up where I met him on the road and

talked to him like a French stepfather.

“6. You've got to stop it right away off, young man,' I said.

• You'll wind up by breaking your poor old mother's heart if you

don't. Besides, I'm not going on lying for you always.'

“ I think I can be cloquent when there's any great occasion for

it ; and I felt this to be the real occasion , and so I was uncom

monly eloquent. My words reached him .

" • Well , I'll quit it, ' said he, striking his side with that big

hand of his . • I'll swear off right here and now. '

" " That's good ,' I said , and drove on , with my pride in my elo

quence swelling up like water in an artesian well .

“ Not very long after that Lloyd went over San Miguel way,

where he got a job at the big lime kilns. They were all fine

fellows over at the kilns — all except one, Joe Kendrick . He

was just about Lloyd's age and looked like Lloyd a good deal

same color of hair and eyes, and just about Lloyd's build. The

two young fellows got quite chummy, went to live in the same

cabin , and were always seen together about the kilns.

“ Just about that time a piece of calico came into the camp -

the foreman's daughter - Jess Haymond. They say Jess was a

wonderfully pretty girl, and had eyes that were like a stroke of

paralysis for some of the boys. Lloyd and Joe fell so deep in

love with her that neither of them knew which end he was stand

ing on half the time. She seemed to favor Lloyd more than any

body else at the camp, but Joe was in the race to win . Joe

thought he was solid , so he pulled himself together and asked her

to marry him . Jess was very sorry, but she was promised to

Lloyd . That was enough . Joe was wild . He quit the cabin,

wouldn't speak to Lloyd again , and went about with a black look
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for everybody. He drank very heavily, too , and talked a good

deal about shooting. I happened to be at the camp just then and

before I went home I told Lloyd to keep his eyes open and his

pistol handy. But it was like talking to the wind. He wasn't

afraid of anybody.

" . It would be a good time to take a run down to the redwoods

and see your mother, ' I said. She must be very lonesome there.

She hasn't seen you for more than a month, you know , and you

used to be home nearly all the time.'

" Oh , you want me to run away from that limber-jawed lime

burner, don't you ? I'm no turn -tail ,' said he with fine contempt.

" It was no use . I couldn't make him see , what all the camp

saw, that his life wasn't worth a sprig of rattle -weed, with that

half-crazed Kendrick oiling up his gun and shooting at all kinds

of targets down by the creek .

“ I went home past Mrs. Chapman's, and she asked a good

many questions about her son . She had heard very little from

him since he'd taken up with Jess Haymond, and she was getting

anxious. She made me stay there an hour or so , telling all about

Lloyd and whether the work was too hard on him, and whether he

got enough to eat . She said she'd heard lime burning was very

rough on the eyes, and she wanted to know if he wore the old

goggles she had sent him , and that had belonged to his father .

She showed me a wonderful red jacket that she had knitted for

him. She had been at work on it for weeks, and it was nearly

finished. I never knew a mother with so much feeling for a son ,

and now that he had quit drinking and was behaving himself

decently, I felt he was really worthy of it.

“ She grew so lonely there in the redwoods that she came near

setting out for San Miguel to stay awhile at the camp, where she

could be near her son, but she said it was rather hard for her to

get about, so she waited . He had promised to come home about

Christmas time. It seemed he was waiting to see her before he

told her anything about that girl of his — probably thought tell

ing her now by mail would make the poor old soul more lonely

than ever . I believe he thought, too, that she'd be a bit jealous.

“ And so it went on to the night of the big wind . It was a

night that everybody round here remembers, for the country got
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a good sweeping that time, and no mistake. It was a dismal

night for the old woman , you may believe. She didn't go to bed ,

but sat up all night and heard the howling of the big blasts as

they tossed the gray tops of the redwoods together, and down

went a tree here and there with a crash . The wind always made

her fidgety, anyway , and now her nerves were sadly strained .

Well, in the midst of a lull she heard a clatter of hoofs, and a

young man rode up wild and hot, and begged of her to hide him ,

for the sheriff was on his trail. He had no hat or coat, and his

shirt was nearly cut off him by falling trees. He had been drink

ing a little up at San Ramon , he said, and had got into a shooting

scrape. The best pistol handler in the camp had set upon him ,

and it was one life or another. The old woman listened to him ,

and, seeing how like he was to her own son, and overlooking his

carouse, as she had often done Lloyd's, she argued to herself that

it was all right, and that it was lucky her own boy had never got

into such a scrape. Had he done so, she would have thanked

the one who saved him . Besides, it was a matter of self-defense.

“ She hurried the young man into a very small attic, the

entrance to which was over the kitchen . Then she gave his horse

a cut with a switch , and he ran down the road, leaping a fallen

redwood here and there, but making ahead at a good gait .

· Turning, she saw four horsemen dash up, with hard -breathing

beasts under them . They were the sheriff and three other men

from San Miguel. None of them knew her. They asked her if

she had seen a young man go by there. Maybe it was her side

look when she told them óno ' that made them search so carefully

about the place. They had ridden so hard that their horses

needed blowing, so they waited there a while and continued their

search about the house and the little outbuildings by the light of

a lantern they had borrowed from her. By this time the wind had

gone down and the woman had come to herself, for what with the

tempest and the man -hunt she had been wildly flustered..

66. You'll not find him in the chicken house, nor in the wood

shed , nor in the well ! ' she fired up at them . • I tell you nobody

has stopped here to -night. You're only losing time, for now I

think of it , when the wind was highest I heard something that

sounded like horseshoes running down the road .'
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- Then she sat down limply on the back step, for the brave

speech had cost her breath and nerve .

“ So, after taking another look through the house and darting

a glance up the little attic hole from which she had taken the

ladder while they were outside, they at last threw their legs

over their horses and dug in their spurs to such purpose that they

soon overtook the horse, which had settled down to a quiet walk .

They were in open country and the moon was up.
There were

no fresh tracks, though the ground was soft and they could have

seen them by sharp searching. As one stirrup was flung over the

saddle , they saw that the horse had come some distance with no rider.

“ It was getting along toward daybreak now , and two of the

men came back and camped at a little spring in front of the house,

where they took another rest. The old woman saw them from

between her shutters, but she did not go out, for her man was

still in the attic. He had not dared to come down, as he had

been expecting another part of the posse to pass along. Surely

enough the party did pass just about sun -up , hailing the men at

the spring with, • Ain't given it up yet, have yeh ? To which

the reply was, " Oh, he's off in the redwoods somewhere . He

isn't fool enough to trot along a stage road in broad daylight.'

“ The men at the spring hung around for three or four hours .

They didn't go near the house, but just stayed where they were,

guarding the road and waiting for the sheriff to come back .

“ Meanwhile the old woman got breakfast, and passed some

ham and eggs, some bread , and a good strong cup of coffee up to

her lodger in the attic.

“ At last the sheriff came back with the whole troop of man

hunters, and they all rode off down to a trail a mile back which

they thought the murderer might have taken .

“ Rather than risk another search, the woman told the man in

the attic that he had better get out now and make up the old back

trail for the hills . So down he came, shaking in fright, and

looking around as cautiously as a wood-rat.

“ It was a chilly morning after the storm , and he looked cold

and pinched. So she out with the very jacket she had knit for

her boy, and handed it to him . • The left sleeve ain't quite done, '

she said, “ but the jacket's good and warm .'
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“ He pulled it on , and, with a mumble of thanks, --- he had

hardly spoken to her since his first coming , — sneaked out the

back door, and up through the redwoods toward the hills.

“ Men that she knew came along with axes and saws and cleared

the stage road . They seemed to fight shy of the cottage, but one,

a warm -hearted Irishman , made bold to come in and offer her his

sympathy in the hoor o’yer disthress .' She looked at him with

a woodswoman's intuition of evil . What had happened ? She

shrank in terror from his words, but she would have them .

" Then he told her, with well-meant but crude and heart-stab

bing speech, that her son Lloyd had been slain by a man named

Joe Kendrick, up at the kilns — shot in the back without warning.

He described Kendrick, and kept up a running river of words of

pity and purposed consolation .

" She did not sink upon the floor, nor fall into her chair , nor

cry, nor moan ; but she ran to the fireplace and took down a

repeating rifle that hung there, and ran like a girl of fifteen up

the trail toward the hills. All the forenoon she followed that

trail, tracking the man like a hound . All the afternoon she kept

on over the hills and among the great rocks where she knew the

slayer of her son was hiding.

“ At last, spent by her unwonted effort, her old limbs quiver

ing under her, and her back aching cruelly, she sat down on a

rock . She was faint from want of food, and her throat seemed as

dry as the coarse, wrinkled skin of the back of her hand . For a

little while she closed her eyes and bent her head on her arm that

lay on the sharp granite. The torturing vision was plain before

her, even with shut eyes,- her boy lying dead with that bullet

hole in his back .

“ The shadow of the rock crept gently over her and shielded

her gray, thin -haired head from the wicked sun . A brown lizard

looked at her with an eye that held something of pity. A gray

coyote stealing up, paused in plain discomfort. She of the red

wood deeps, unused to the scorching heat, drooped there on the

dry hill like a withered flower.

" A little breeze came down and rustled a manzanita bush at

her side. She opened her eyes, and below her, beside a rock , not

mere than fifty yards away , was a red something. She stared
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hard , her poor eyes strained and unwinking. She knew the blotch

of red for the jacket she had knitted for her son .
She could tell

that shade among a score . And that red jacket clothed the breast

ofher son's murderer ! She breathed a soundless laugh, her face

lighting with joy. But when she lifted her rifle her arm shook so

that its loose stock rattled in her hand. She crouched in the

shadow behind a lower surface of the rock , and the rifle stole cau

tiously into place, resting there firmly.

" She shut one eye and glanced along the barrel through the

peep . Her arm hugged the stock lovingly. Thrice the bead

went by the peep, and she felt that her hard breathing was mar

ring the sight. So she held her breath , and soon the bead was

fairly in front, with just a little rim of red above it . Her finger

that had been fondling the trigger all the while now pressed it

quickly . There was a crack , and a smoke-puff passed away on

the breeze . She looked eagerly at the man in the red jacket, but

he still sat there, leaning against the rock . So she quickly threw

out the empty cartridge shell, drew her bead and fired again .

Still the man in the red shirt sat there, his face staring up at her

and mocking her. As carefully and deliberately as before she fired

another shot. Yet there was no movement of the red jacket.

“ She put her withered hand to her brow and pressed it hard .

Then she rose and stole cautiously down the rocks and through

the chaparral, carefully watching the figure before her. When

she came down to it she saw that the head was tilted back a little

so that it rested on the rocks . The eyes were wide open .

“ In the breast of the red jacket were three bullet holes.

“ That's all, gentlemen, and here we are at Fort Bragg .



Silas Bartle's Snake -Bite Cure.

BY WINTHROP PACKARD.

HE road from Greenmeadow Station to Pucka

nuck stretches a sinuous length of sand through

a landscape varied with scrub-oak knolls, huckle

berry pastures , brown hay fields, and here and

there a remnant of pine wood whose resinous

breath fills the summer noon with an essence

of heat. It is such a road as you will find in almost any New

England town, and the carryall that the lazy buckskin horse was

drawing along it was as much to the manner born as was the

yellow -maned phlegmatic animal himself. Two girls sat on the

front seat ; the elder was tall and slender, with an air of habitual

seriousness and reserve , while the other was barely of medium

height, with a plump figure, a round , richly colored cheek , and a

pair of black eyes that could melt with tenderness or snap with

energy as the agile soul behind them might direct. Just at

present they snapped.

The elder sister sat erect holding a tight rein , and now and

then jerking on the bit. The other held a short stub of a whip

in her hand, and with this feeble weapon she was belaboring the

tough hide of the buckskin horse, whose steady and very moder

ate progress was in nowise accelerated by the action .

“ Oh, dear, Dick ! ” she was saying. “ I'm so sorry ( whack,

whack ) ! but I can't help it, you've got to go along (whack ).

“ Get up there, you (whack) pachyderm (whack, whack )! 0

Dick, I (whack ) hate to hurt you (whack) , but you must hurry

up."

“ It doesn't hasten him one bit, Kitty," said the other ; " but

we may have time enough. We can go to -morrow , anyway."

“ I don't wish to go to-morrow, and we shall have time to go

to -day, if this monument to perversity will only wake up. Get

up, Dick, I tell you !"

10
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“ I'm sure I don't care much about seeing it, anyway, ” said the

other.

“ Carrie Mackintyre, you shan't discourage me ( whack ). Get

up, I say ! It's all a part of the country and I wouldn't miss it

for anything. We shall have to take Mr. Norris, I suppose. ”

Humph !” said the elder sister. “ Couldn't we go some

where else as it is Mr. Norris that makes the trip desirable ? "

Kitty shot a swift glance at her sister. - You know very well

that I do not care for Mr. Norris except that he will make a good

escort where we must have somebody," she said .

The good Puritan fathers , with faith as stern as their rock

bound fields, set their stubborn wills to the grubbing of those

rocks, and with grim utility fenced the fields with them . There,

to this day, they bind quaint parallelograms in rough fetters,

whose unkindness is soothed with gray moss, garlanded with

hard hack and meadowsweet, and thrilled with the touch of

velvet-lipped wild -rose blossoms. Of such was Bartle's farm

with its nondescript buildings planted at the end of a narrow

lane. Its usefulness, declining with the decline of agriculture in

New England, had revived somewhat when the courage and tact

of Mrs. Bartle had caused it to be surrounded with a wide piazza

and advertised as a summer boarding house .

Thither wandered each year a few people from the city , and

thither was tending the yellow -maned buckskin horse, with his

nerves unstirred by the persistent energy of his drivers.

On the shady side of the piazza, with an unopened magazine

on his knee, was George Norris, busy thinking — of Kitty Mack

intyre . This was nothing new . It had been his occupation ,

with occasional intervals for rest and refreshment, for a year or

Yet he had had opportunities for action , too, and he had

used them. Again and again he had brought the witching little

gipsy to the verge of tenderness, only to be mocked , or skillfully

evaded at the last moment, and obliged to school his temper to

further patience. Patience he had in most affairs, and pluck, and,

above all, a stubborn devotion to principle. Kitty came first in

his heart, then the law , which was his business, and last, devotion

to total abstinence principles, which was his hobby. He was not

aggressive about this last, but he was very much in earnest.

more .
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There were no total abstinence principles about Silas Bartle.

Indeed , his thirst was as a green bay tree, which would certainly

have been mildewed from excessive irrigation had not long expe

rience taught him a great respect for his wife's opinion. But it

had taught him , and Silas was never seen intoxicated .

In fact, cunning, the armor of the weak, had so long been his

breastplate that few people, and certainly none of the boarders,

knew of his bibulous tendencies. Like the farm , his usefulness

had long ago declined ; but, unlike his farm , it had in no wise

revived, and his wife held undisputed sway indoors and out, her

sharp voice now and then spurring him to a momentary and

delusive energy, although, like the buckskin horse, his cuticle

was unsensitive and inured to hardship through long usage.

Just now Silas was hard at work , watching the five kittens feed

at the barn door, where they crowded about a pan of milk .

“ Thar, ” said he, “ that's jest the way of the world. Thar's

the big feller with both feet and his face in the pan, and thar's

the little feller crowded out so't he can't git in smellin' distance

on't. Thar now , I thought so ! Jest ' s I'm gettin' down to solid

business ’long comes them boarders ' n want the horse put up."

Thus grumbled Silas as the buckskin horse came steadily into

the yard, with both girls sitting quite primly behind him, although

the eyes of the younger sparkled with eagerness .

“ Mr. Norris , " she called, “ we want you ; and O Mr. Bartle,

we are going to drive down to Scotch Woods to see the rattle

snake they have caught, and we want the horse till tea time, and

you must tell us the way, please. They said it might be gone

to -morrow . You would like to go, Mr. Norris ? Would you,

really ? Well , perhaps we can make room for you . You will

have to drive in penalty for your rashness in accepting such an

invitation. I ? Oh , ” with a mirthful glance at her sister, “ I

shall hold the whip."

It was a pleasant awakening from dream to reality to be thus

calınly appropriated by the girl he loved, and Norris's heart beat high

as he took a seat in the carriage, inwardly resolved that he would

speak and she should listen that afternoon .

“ So they've got a rattler, hev they ? ” asked Silas advancing

leisurely. “ They don't of'n get one on the hill nowadays, tho'
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ever.

they used to be common enough . Kinder like to see him myself..

Ye don't know whar he is ? Scotch Woods ? Wal, Scotch Woods

goes along quite a piece . What d'ye say if I go along on the ol '

bicycle an' inquire the way for ye ? ”

Kitty laughed gleefully. “ Oh, do ! ” she cried . 66 We have

never seen you ride that bicycle , and I'm sure it will be such a

help to us in finding the way . ”

A few moments after, Silas rode from the lane mounted high on

the seat of an old -fashioned ordinary bicycle , whence his long legs

dangled to the slowly moving pedals, and followed by the carry

all and its merry freight. Mrs. Bartle saw this procession, but

not in time to interfere, and it faded into the Scotch Woods road

unmolested .

Kitty was more than commonly bewitching. Her light thought

glanced from theme to theme, and she treated Norris with a good

fellowship that made him wish that the journey was to last for

More than that ; there was a spice of challenge in her

manner that marked a mood that was new to him . So, once, she

caught the reins just above his hands and stopped the only too

willing Dick , saying :

“ ( ) Mr. Norris , see those flowers ; gerardia, are they not ?

See, in the woods .” And Norris, thrilled with the warm , velvety

touch, brought back the stately spires hung with half -inverted

golden bells, only to find my lady very demure and withdrawn

within the fortifications after what he had thought a sortie .

From time to time they found Silas looming leanly from his

lank machine, propped up against a telegraph pole waiting:

“ Ye see, ” he said apologetically, “ I can't ride as slow as Dick

travels, to save me, an ’ I guess these telegraph poles is jest about

right for stations along for me to wait for ye at.”

Scotch Woods did indeed " go along quite a piece," and the

end of their journey was still a little farther off when they came

to a long hill .

“ Reckon I'll hev to climb this at one gasp ,” said Silas.

They ain't no way to start good on a hill. ”

Then Carrie leaned from the carriage. " There are some

clethras by the roadside, just ahead," she said ; " I will walk up

the hill, if you please, Mr. Norris, and gather some.”
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Silas pedaled laboriously on up the hill, and as Carrie drew

ahead of the slow -moving horse Norris felt that his opportunity

had come. He turned to his companion with a look in his eyes,

- the old masterful masculine look which , blended with a grave

tenderness, the woman instinct knows so well, -- and took her

hand. Kitty ,” he said .

One who has given his life to the acquisition of wisdom , who

has been married twice and should certainly know much of the

ways of women , tells me that Kitty knew that George Norris

loved her, and that she had meant that he should tell her so

before their return to the city, which was to be in a day or two ;

but even this wise one cannot tell why, now that the time for the

saying of it had come, she did not wish to hear it. The little hand

slipped from Norris's as if it had melted in the warmth of his

grasp , and its owner glanced hurriedly about for a way of escape.

“ I - Mr. Norris - she said , “ see , there are some cardinal

flowers in the field . They will go so nicely with the gerardia.

Will you not get them for me ? Carrie,” she called, as Norris

hesitated, loth to give up the advantage of the situation , “ do you

not see the cardinals ? Mr. Norris will get them .”

Norris went on his second botanical expedition with less of

enthusiasm than he had carried to the first, yet with a good grace.

This elusive quality was no new thing to him , and in spite of his

disappointment he found it charming. Then, when he returned

the others were hidden by a bend in the road, and he had another

and better chance. This time, as Kitty took the flowers, she lost

both hands. Nor did she withdraw them . A wistful look stole

the mischief from her eyes, and Norris felt the day to be his.

But before either could speak wistfulness followed mischief from

his sweetheart's face , and she cried, “Look ! Look ! ”

For some reason Silas had turned at the top of the hill, then

had lost control of his wheel, and the figure that came sailing

down, with an expression of whimsical terror on its face , and

wildly waving legs that sought the pedals in vain , was enough

to disturb any semi-engaged couple. Finally, with a last frantic

grasp at nothing, Silas sprawled at the very feet of the unconcerned

horse.

“ Oh ! ” cried Kitty, “ he's hurt. Go help him up. " And
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Norris sprang from the carriage . But Silas scrambled to his feet

without assistance, felt first of the unharmed bicycle, then of his

elbow and knee.

“ Sho !” he said sheepishly, “ I ain't hurt ; been off that bicycle

good many times . I vummy, I didn't calk’late to do that, though.”

And now, as they resumed their journey, Norris was treated to

a new phase of the maidenly mind. Kitty, the mischievous, the

wistful , the all-but-won , became cool and distant to such a degree

that the older sister lifted her brows in surprise, and Norris's

hopes had a downfall compared with which that of Silas was as

nothing ; so that by the time they reached their destination he was

more in doubt and nearer to despair than ever.

It was a little old house with an unfenced front yard, and the

snake was in a box outside. The top of this box was covered

with a thin wire netting giving light and air. An old lady

appeared at the door as they came up , and said that the boys were

away, but they could look at the snake if they wished to. The

boys had caught it while berrying. It had been lively at first, but

now seemed torpid . No, it had not tried to bite any one, still

“ I guess ye'd better not handle him much ,” suggested Silas,

" though he doos seem kinder peaceable.”

It is difficult to describe what followed . Kitty had never

fainted away in all her life ; Dick had never run away in all his ;

and yet in a few seconds Kitty fainted, Dick ran away, and an

appalling disaster had befallen the merry party, — and the way of it

was this . It was with a little nervous laugh ending in a shudder

that Kitty had leaned over the box and looked at the reptile

within . Norris had been by her side, while Carrie stood a little

farther away, and Silas was just leaning his wheel against a con

venient telegraph pole a few steps beyond Dick , who stood placidly

whisking flies. The clumsy body had stirred slowly within the

box and a shrill , weird rattling filled the air.

Just then there was an exclamation of horror from the older

sister. Kitty had sunk on her knees by the side of the box, one

arm lay across it and her cheek almost brushed the top as she

leaned forward, unconscious of her danger. She had fainted.

With a cry Norris caught her away, then slipped and, falling

against the box, involuntarily put out one hand to save himself,
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thrusting it with their combined weight through the netting full

against the reptile beneath .

There was a sharp hiss, again the singing rattle, a thrashing

sound, and he rose to his feet bearing the unconscious and un

harmed girl on one arm , while from the other he threw , with a

motion of desperation, the clinging, baleful curves of the snake.

Full in Dick's face he threw it, and in a second the terrified horse

was galloping wildly up the road .

There are moments of horror when we seem bereft of the

power of motion . For a few seconds each member of the little

group stood as if frozen in the positions in which the event found

them ; then Silas sprang to the woodpile, and seizing a stick ,

dashed at the snake which lay defiantly coiled in the roadway,

and with little grunts of execration beat it into a crushed and

bleeding mass.

Carrie turned to her sister, whose fluttering eyelids gave evi

dence of returning consciousness, and Norris let his burden sink

gently in her arms, and stood looking with a curious dazed ex

pression at two little marks on his left hand . He was bitten ; he

knew that, but it did not seem as if this could be he. It was

rather as if some other man were standing there with a queer

little numbness in his hand , and he were outside the group, look

ing on as one does in reading of a thing, realizing the horror, but

not feeling it personally. The rattle of distant wheels, and the

hoof beats of the runaway horse, came over the trees with

the breath of the late summer afternoon . A belated locust

shrilled from a near-by tree, and an over-ambitious fall cricket

chirped from the shady side of the door stone. He tried

to think , tried to shake the daze of sudden horror from his brain

and to realize what liad happened, but he could not, and it was

the voice of the old lady which partially recalled him to himself

and identified the disaster to the others.

" Oh , the gentleman's bit ! ” she cried. “ Here, you ," rather

savagely to Silas, who stood in the attitude of conquering hero

over the motionless reptile, “ take that wheel of yours and go

for a doctor. The gentleman's bit.”

Silas turned to the wheel, which lay like a broken -backed bird

in the wagon track . “ I can't,” he said ruefully ; " the team's
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dark eyes .

busted it, the horse's run away, an ' th ' ain't no doctor nearer'n

Milton Mills, an' that's a good five mile.” Then , with a sudden

inspiration , “ Here, whisky ! Why didn't I think ? Whisky'll

cure it ! ” And he drew from his hip pocket a comfortable flask .

“ I allers carry a little on't with me,” he added somewhat sheep

ishly . “ It — it's handy in case any one's sick , ye know . ”

A sigh from Kitty drew Norris's attention . He forgot his own

misfortune in bending over her as the light came back into the

“ Are you better ? ” he asked gently.

“ Yes,” she replied , sitting up. “ What has happened ? Oh, I

remember," with a shudder, “ that dreadful snake ! ” Then as

she caught sight of Norris's face, “ Why do you look so ? ” she

asked . “ Are you hurt ? ”

Again the voice of the old lady had a reviving effect. “ He's

bit,” she said, “ and he'll die . Here , ” — this to Silas, — “ why don't

you stir your stumps and do something ? The gentleman's bit.”

But Silas stood motionless, gazing at the flask , evidently

cracked in the fall from the bicycle, and empty save for a few

drops of amber fluid and a pungent aroma. He shook his head

mournfully, with a flourish of the empty flask . But Kitty had

regained her feet. A faint flame of color flushed the May white

of her cheek, and there was a glint of determination in the

glorious depths of her eyes . Coquetry had vanished, and she

drew proudly to her lover's side and took the wounded hand ten

derly in both her own .

“ He must not die,” she said , “ for I love him . "

Then the older sister spoke. “ I do not think the bite is neces

sarily fatal,” she said ; “ I have studied medicine a little, and I

know something about poisons. Will you take off your coat,

Mr. Norris, please ? ” Her face was pale but her voice was steady,

and there was that in it which insured obedience.

Norris's thought was confused in a whirl of emotion . Life and

death seemed to stand on either hand and mock him ; life in the

joy of Kitty's yielded love, death ignominious and painful, each

defying the other. His hand was hardly swollen and as yet he

felt no pain. He bared the wrist and forearm . 66 A tourni

quet ? ” he asked .

Yes, " answered Carrie ; “ we must keep the poison out of the
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circulation if possible. Mr. Bartle ! Mr. Bartle ! ” she called ;

but Silas had disappeared into the house with the old lady.

Norris whipped out his handkerchief. He was conscious of a

feeling of numbness, and the voices of the others seemed to

come to him as if from a distance. They bound the hand

kerchief loosely about his arm and then gave several turns with

a bit of stick , until the folds cut firmly against the flesh . Finally

Kitty bound the stick in place with her own light handkerchief.

“ That is the best we can do for now ," said the elder sister.

“ Now, Kitty - But Kitty did not answer . Instead , she

threw one round arm beneath that of her lover and urged him

toward the doorway.

“ Quick ! ” she said ; “ sit down here. " She was none too soon,

for faintness had drawn the color from his face till it was white

to the lips . She knelt beside him while Carrie hastened to the

well and brought water. Just then there was a whoop of triumph

from the house, and Silas rushed out, nearly falling over the

group in his haste, brandishing a pint bottle in one hand , while he

held several others pressed to his breast .

“ Hooray ! ” he shouted. “ It's all right now. Here's enough

to cure a half dozen snake bites . I never see the time yet I

couldn't find whisky if thar was any. Now, you keep giving

him that. Make him drink it all . It'll keep him up while I go

for the doctor. Make him keep a - drinkin ' it . " And Silas started

for Milton Mills at a gait which Puckanuck people afterward

heard described but utterly refused to credit .

Kitty took one of the bottles from the step where Silas had

placed them. After one or two attempts she forced the fastening,

and, filling a glass which the old lady had brought, she offered it

to Norris, who had roused a little . “ Drink this, dear, " she said.

" Drink it all. "

" What is it ? ” asked Norris feebly.

“ It's whisky, " replied Kitty ; " it will keep you up till the

doctor comes. Mr. Bartle said so . He has gone for the doctor.

Drink it, please .”

Norris looked at the glass which his sweetheart was holding to

his lips, then he put it gently to one side. “ Dear," he said, " I

cannot drink it .”
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now.

Kitty clung to him and pressed it on him . “ Oh, please ! " she

pleaded ; “ just once . It is medicine. It is to save your life . ”

Norris hesitated a moment, but again he shook his head . Never

had life seemed so sweet to him ; perhaps it might be his still,

life with Kitty, if he would drink -- and yet —

* Mr. Norris," — it was the elder sister who spoke now , - “ I

think you would better drink it . Come,
Come," she said , with a wan

little smile ; " you are my patient now and you must take my

prescription . And I prescribe whisky, whisky ad nauseam .”

Still Norris hesitated. His hand and arm were growing numb

Probably the terrible paralysis of the poison was creeping

into his veins in spite of the bandage. He looked at Kitty wist

fully . She loved him . If he might live for her. Kitty saw the

look and clinched the matter.

“George, ” she said , “ I am willing to marry a man who —

drank — once – to save a life . Surely you ought to be willing

to be that man. Do you wish to marry me ? If you do, drink

this at once .”

Norris held out his hand for the glass. “ Dear,” he said, “ it

is for your sake, ” and closing his eyes he drained the glass with

a celerity which would have caused Silas open -eyed amazement.

Faugh ! ” he said ; 66 what a vile taste ! But it warms one."

Kitty poured another glass, and yet others, and Norris drank

them at short intervals .

“ Do you feel — does it affect you ? ” asked Carrie after the

third of the pint bottles had been emptied.

Norris shook his head. - It does not seem to go to my head at

all , ” he said. He did not like that fact. It seemed that the

snake venom was still more powerful than the liquor, and he

asked for more of the latter. His hand and arm seemed a little

swollen below the tourniquet and felt unpleasantly numb, yet

there was as yet little real pain. The fourth bottle was empty

66

now.

“ Do you know , ” he said , “ I begin to feel the way I did when

I was a boy at school and they dared me to take the two parts of

a Seidlitz powder separate — and I did it. ”

Kitty looked at her sister in alarm . “ He is beginning to be

delirious,” she said, and she made him drink another glass.
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The calm sun shone with late summer fervor on a haggard

group,— Kitty at intervals plying her lover with the liquor she

was so sure meant the saving of his life , the elder sister keenly

watching the patient and ministering to his needs as best she

might, while the old lady filled the time with voluble grief at the

misfortune that had overtaken the stranger within her gates.

But Silas returned far sooner than they had hoped. There

was a sound of hoof beats, a tattoo of blows, and the recreant

Dick galloped back into the yard at much the same pace at which

he had left it . Silas drove, while on the back seat sat two boys.

Kitty sprang toward the carriage . - The doctor ! ” she cried ;

“ have you brought the doctor ? ” But the grief and excitement

of the old lady overflowed at sight of the two boys, the first

cause of all this trouble, and she flew toward the carriage, half

dragged them out, and poured forth a torrent of reproaches which

for a time drowned all else . Silas interfered.

“ Excuse me, marm ,” he said , “ but ye don't want to jaw them

boys too much . They've brought me the best news I've heerd

for a good while. Ye don't want no doctor, and Mr. Norris ain't

goin ' to die of no snake bite , either. Mr. Norris,” he said, “ I

reckon ye're so boozy by this time ye can't rightly take it in , but

that snake ain't hurt ye one bit. He jest couldn't do it.”

Norris rose unsteadily to his feet. 66 What

mean ? ” he asked .

For a moment Silas's eagerness was drowned in a wave of ad

miration . “ Wal, wal ! ” he said ; “ ye be a good one, a tarnation

good one, to carry all that and be able to stand.”

But the impetuous Kitty almost pulled Silas from the carriage.

“ He will live ? " she said . “ You say he is not hurt ? How

do you know ? ”

Oh, he's all right,” said Silas ; “ ain't he, boys ?

“ Ye see , these fellers met Dick up the road a piece and stopped

him . They druy this way an ' pretty soon they met me nigh

tuckered out, runnin ' so fast. An ' so they took me in an ' tol' me

all about it . "

- All about what ? ” cried Kitty. 6. How could — "

Here the elder of the two boys spoke for the first time.
" We

were going to sell him to the dime museum people,” he said,

what do you



SILAS BARTLE'S SNAKE-BITE CURE. 21

" but they wouldn't take him unless his poison teeth were taken

out. So we got the natural history feller from the village up

here yesterday, and he took 'em out real cute ; he caught his head

in one hand with a glove on it and pulled 'em with a pair of

pinchers. Naw, he couldn't hurt no one, that snake couldn't.”

The boys were paid for the loss of their menagerie , and ar

rangements were made for getting home the broken bicycle . As

they were about to drive away Kitty's eye fell on the bottles

by the door-stone, and she leaned from the carriage, saying : -

“ Boys, will you do something for me, please ? ”

The boys felt the sweetness of her blush and the charm of her

voice, and said : “ Yes, miss , certainly.”

“ I wish you would throw away that whisky that is left in .

those bottles,” she said ; “ and promise me never to use any such

thing. It is dreadful to do it, you know . Will you promise ? ””

The boys looked at her in unconcealed amazement. 66 What

whisky,” asked the elder, " that in the bottles ? That ain't no

whisky, that ain't. That's jest ginger pop.”

Silas dealt the buckskin horse a resounding whack .

he said ; " I got to be gettin ' ' long home to ten ’ to them cats.”

During the long drive Kitty and her sister had time for exchanging

gleeful recollections of the cheerful pop with which each cork had

been released from its wire fastening. But Silas spoke only once,

and that was in an undertone, evidently intended for no ears but

“ Get up,”

his own .

“ Ginger pop ! ” he said ; “ curin ' snake bite with ginger pop ;

Wal, Silas Bartle ! ”
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Tunnel Number Six .

BY EUGENE C. DERBY.

XTENDING for thousands of feet beneath the

earth's surface, joined by a vast labyrinth of

tunnels and leads , the great iron mines of

Maitland, New South Wales, still yield their

riches to the hardy toilers with sledge and bar,

just as they have done for scores of years al

ready past and probably will continue to do for centuries to come.

Yet deep down in that mammoth excavation there is a vein of

the richest magnetic iron ore , where the miners never strike a

blow and where visitors are rarely shown. This remarkable lead

is locally designed as The Haunted Vein , — why and with what

appropriateness may be judged from the following bit of history,

which has never before appeared in print.

.

66

Early in the spring of 1893 , a miner who was toiling alone at

the farthest extremity of this big vein was suddenly startled by

hearing the cry of a human voice, coming, apparently, from be

yond the very wall which formed the end of the lead . The

man uttered an answering cry and, with his heavy sledge poised

in air, listened for a repetition of the thrilling sound.

Surely I must have been mistaken, ” he mused, as he again

lifted the ponderous hammer, but the next instant the steel sledge

fell clattering to the rocky floor, as a distinctly audible cry pealed

up from the jet black face of the far-reaching wall of ore :

Help ! Help !”

“ God above us, ” gasped the startled man , " there's some one

entombed here,” and , turning, he sprang away to give the alarm

at the main shaft.

The boss foreman, with a gang in charge, happened to be de

scending in a big cage just as Miner Chessman appeared, and the

excited man called upon them to stop .

22
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“ There's somebody buried alive at the end of the six - foot

lead ! ” he panted ; " come and help me rescue him ," and before

his startled superior could question him , Chessman turned and

darted back toward the tunnel, his miner's lamp twinkling and

dancing like a miniature star through the inky darkness.

The foreman rushed in pursuit with six strong men , eager for

the rescue . At the end of the long excavation they found

Chessman kneeling, his ear pressed firmly against the solid wall

of iron ore, and his hand raised in a warning gesture of silence.

“ He is there ; right beyond the big column !” breathlessly

declared the miner, as he seized his sledge once again, preparatory

to beginning operations. But at this point the puzzled foreman

stepped forward and laid his hand firmly upon Chessman's arm .

“ What do you mean ?” he slowly articulated, at the same

time looking the trembling individual thus addressed squarely in

the face, while the rescue party crowded around them . The big

miner turned a wild , startled look upon his interrogator .

“Great God, man ! ” he gasped, and his breath sounded like the

hiss of escaping steam, “ you heard it — the cry for help ? ”

The foreman slowly shook his head . “ No, I did not hear a

cry, and furthermore, Chessman, the very suggestion is absurd.

There is absolutely nothing thère save a vein of solid iron ore ,

which extends for many feet beneath the ocean.”

“ But I tell you I heard a cry ! ” expostulated the miner .

"Perhaps only a few inches separate us from some other lead .”

His manner proclaimed the sincerity of his words, but Foreman

Gouchy dubiously shook his head .

“ I do not propose to argue the question with you , ” he an

swered . “ You may have thought that you heard a cry , but I

assure you that no living thing exists beyond that wall of ore , for

there is no tunnel , lead, or shaft in that direction , as the sea is

but a short distance above and beyond you ; and, furthermore, a

man's voice could never reach you through even eight inches of

that solid mineral barrier."

A look of deep reproach filled big Tom Chessman's eyes,

plainly showing how keenly he felt the insinuation of his superior.

He turned without a word, and had raised his big sledge to resume

his labor upon the rocky wall when the signal for “ knocking
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off came, and , without so much as looking at any member of

the party , Tom dropped his “ mash ” and started down the level

toward the main shaft. His car, nearly filled with sparkling

fragments of ore , stood upon the track which led to the main

level, and it waited only the touch of a hand upon the brakes to

release it and send it down the incline. Whether it was by acci

dent or design that Tom released the brake-lever as he passed the

car will never be positively known, but just as Chessman stepped

in front of it the heavy load started , and the next moment the

big man was stretched prone beneath the low-lying axle .

At once Mark Gouchy and his helpers sprang to Chessman's assis

tance . The heavy trucks were quickly pried up, while ready

hands relieved the car of its burden of ore . But brave Tom was

taken out unconscious, with a terrible gash across his temple, and

for three days lay raging in wildest delirium.

Help ! Help ! ” he cried incessantly. And then : “ I can

hear the cry, Gouchy. A man is entombed beyond that wall. "

Foreman Gouchy remained obdurate, however, and the six -foot

lead was assigned to another miner.

Tim O'Connor had been working assiduously for several hours

at the extremity of the vein , and had paused for a drink of water

from a tin can near at hand, when he suddenly started, with the

can half raised to his lips, and his eyes became riveted upon the

black and glistening face of the ore wall . The Irishman's heart

fairly missed a couple of beats, and a chill like ice crept up his

spine ; then, with a cry of alarm , he dropped the tin and dashed at

breakneck speed down the level, while the echo of a human groan

caused the air to tremble and vibrate for several seconds.

“ Howly Mither, ” he gasped , “ it's a ghost ! ” and he never

stopped running until he had reached the toll-boy's shanty at the

main shaft.

“ Number Six is ha’nted ! ” he sputtered, and then , as the empty

cage appeared, going up, Tim jumped on board , and has never

since been seen in the vicinity of the big mine.

However, this sensational incident led to an investigation. The

next morning two reliable men were stationed at the farthest ex

tremity of the big lead, with instructions to ascertain , if possible,

the occasion for all this alarm . For an entire day they waited,
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listening in vain for some sound which should furnish a clew to

the mystery. But none came, until, just previous to the hour

when the “ day shift ” was about to quit work, one of the

watchers suddenly raised his hand with a warning gesture.

Both men listened , and each distinctly heard a clicking sound,

as of some one beyond the barrier picking at the iron . Then

came a faint moan of bitter distress, followed by the distinctly

audible sounds of a human voice, calling in agonized appeal :

Help ! Help ! God save me or I shall perish .”

This cry was immediately followed by a sickening groan , as

though the suffering victim had exhausted every energy in mak

ing this final call for aid . Then all became silent as the grave.

Immediately the two miners awoke to a realization of the fact

that something must be done, and that, too , without delay.

“ Go for help,” cried one , as he seized his sledge, and, while

that maddening echo still vibrated in his ears, he swung the pon

derous hammer against the unyielding barrier. The result was

amazing, for, while the sledge was raised for still another blow,

the most indescribable sound came back to him , telling of agony

and hope, blended in one short, tense wail of thankfulness.

Then, while his companion rushed for the outer shaft to spread

the alarm, this sturdy miner toiled as he had never toiled before.

Blow after blow fell in quick succession , the crushing force of

each bringing a shattered segment of ore to the floor, until the

man's lithe body was fairly reeking with perspiration and his

supple muscles tingled with the violence of his exertion. Over a

quarter of an hour had gone ere the sinews of steel began to

show signs of relaxing, and for the first time Neil Maxam , pant

ing for breath , drew his horny fingers across his sweat-bathed

forehead, and, leaning upon the handle of his sledge, strained his

ears to catch the sound of approaching footsteps.

Where was the relief party ? Surely it was time for help to

arrive !

Then he looked at the fragments of glistening ore that were

heaped about him as a result of his labors, and, with a glad cry,

he sprang to his task again just as a score of flickering lamps

turned a corner of the lead one hundred feet away.

The rescue party was at hand !
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ore .

Six months later four men might have been seen descending

into the big iron mine of Maitland, led by the superintendent,

and each bearing the section of some scientific instrument by

which an investigation was to be made— for the mystery of the

six -foot lead had not yet been solved .

The rescue party had worked incessantly for four days and nights,

when it had been discovered that the long tunnel was approach

ing an end, underneath the waters of Illawarra coast, and though

the ore found here was of a quality superior to that in any
other

portion of the mine, it became necessary to stop work, as the mine

was in danger of being flooded and lost.

In any event, it was generally believed that further attempts at

rescue would be unavailing, as the result would be reached too

late . Thus the effort to find the author of that mysterious cry

had been abandoned for several months when an inspector of

mines, visiting the far end of Number Six, was startled by again

hearing that plaintive cry for help .

As before, it appeared to come directly from the solid wall of

What was to be done ? There was no disputing the sound.

It was certainly the cry of a man, and that man was entombed

somewhere beyond that rocky barrier. The inspector considered

it his imperative duty to find out just where the prisoner was con

fined , and he set to work at once to carry that project into effect.

But the mine owners knew full well that but a very thin parti

tion shut out the waters of the bay, and that further excavation

at the end of the vein would speedily bring disaster upon them.

Here was a puzzle indeed. The call for help could be heard at

frequent intervals, coming from the very direction in which it

appeared least possible for a human being to exist. In sheer des

peration they finally called upon an aged scientist of Sydney,

hoping that he might be able to advance some explanation.

The old professor came -- he heard the cry– he pondered

long and departed. Nothing was gained by his visit. The

result of his investigations was expressed only by sundry shakings

of his hoary head .

Later two gentlemen from an Australian university put in

appearance . They, too, listened to the strange voice. They

tapped upon the wall. They sounded with hammers, and they
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took a series of measurements calculated to show their familiarity

with the problem of reflected sound. Then they asked innumer

able questions and — they, too, finally departed, having acknowl

edged to the management their inability to cope with the mystery.

But now there had appeared with their assistants two celebrated

professors, one English and one German , who had been dispatched

by their respective universities to make exhaustive study of The

Haunted Vein, the remarkable history of which had been re

ported to them. These grave men came fully determined to

fathom the secret of the Maitland mine or to spend the remainder

of their days there in investigation.

When first they listened to the voice they, like their prede

cessors , declared that it came from beyond the barrier of ore.

“ There is surely a very slight vibration near the face of the

wall,” proclaimed the German professor, who, in anticipation of

the cry , had carefully arranged a very sensitive diaphragm close to

the point from which the call had appeared to come.

They likewise took numerous measurements to satisfy them

selves that the superintendent had been correct in asserting their

proximity to the sea ; they listened to that oft-repeated cry, and at

last concluded that the sounds came from an entirely different

source than was supposed. In other words, they explained to the

superintendent that there was evidently some person imprisoned

in a distant portion of the mine, whose voice was taken up and

transmitted in some mysterious manner, through the vast system

of tunnels and leads, to the point where it was finally echoed from

the face of the wall ; or that possibly some laborer or other per

son within the mine was victimizing them , by uttering at fre

quent intervals these cries, which were transmitted hence in like

manner .

It was determined to test this theory with extreme care , and

the officials caused every man to be withdrawn from the great

excavation until the learned professors should have time to try

still another experiment in support of this idea . A series of

elaborate calculations followed . Every theory known to modern

science for the measurement of repeated sound was advanced.

And yet without success !

That call came once again, clear and distinct as before, at the
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face of the wall where it had ever been heard , but at no other

point was it distinguished by either of the scientists.

“ Help ! Help ! Save me or I shall die ! ”

It was the distinctly articulated tone of a man's voice, pitched

in that exhausted treble which clearly denoted the agony of the

sufferer. Following it came a clicking sound, as of the contact

of iron with iron , and both the venerable scientists speedily re

verted to their original conclusion — that the cry did come from

a suffering captive, and that the unknown was somewhere beyond

that wall of impenetrable iron ore . But where ?

In vain they arranged scientific instruments ; they listened to

the voice, they pondered over theories of heat, electric forces, and

transmitted sound . After a fortnight of tireless application they

realized that they must soon acknowledge to an expectant world

the chagrin of their own defeat. This was indeed a mystery !

But the Englishman was determined never to yield so long as

there was a possibility of success . He arranged a very sensitive

phonographic apparatus near the face of the wall, so as to catch

the faintest sounds, and with extreme patience he waited for the

сту.
It came at last :

“ Help ! Help !”

The scientist threw his electrical apparatus into action and

bent forward to listen to the faintly articulated words.

standing thus, his companions near at hand, when he was observed

to throw up his arm as if to enjoin silence, and then his face

became flushed with excitement as he heard the cry :

“ Thank God, you have come at last ! ”

Then there followed a confused murmur of voices, while a

gleam of light flashed from the English professor's eye .

He had discovered the key to the mystery.

“ This magnetic iron ore is but a natural telephone ! ” cried

Professor Blake, his face beaming with satisfaction . “ We have

been listening to the cry of some prisoner who was doubtless con

fined where the natural conditions served as a perfect transmitter

of sound. The vein of iron ore has been the conductor, and we

have listened to a message that doubtless has passed through

many miles of magnetite — perhaps, indeed, the sounds have

come from the distant mines of Siberia

He was

>



TUNNEL NUMBER SIX . 29

The German professor started.

"Somewhere I have read," he exclaimed , brightening, “ that to

the north of the great Ural Mountains in Russia, in the bleak

Obdorsk region, there exists a valuable mine of superior magne

tite, where prisoners are often confined by the order of the Czar.

As these great veins of lodestone trend north and south, and as

that section of Russia is almost due north of us, it is not at all

improbable that your theory is the correct one.”

Howbeit, the cries ceased from that hour. The sounds repro

duced from Professor Blake's phonographic cylinder revealed an

other voice than that of the supposed prisoner. The dialect

plainly identified the speaker as being either a Russian or a Pole.

To-day, three years later, the two great universities have just

completed their investigations. After an exhaustive search it was

learned that an American , suspected of being implicated in a

political revolt, had been confined in a cell in the great magnetite

mine near Serka, that he had constantly called for help during his

period of imprisonment, and that at last he had been released

through the efforts of a Polish nobleman named Zaluski, who

came to his cell and rescued him upon the very day and hour that

the English professor had made his remarkable discovery.

The superstition of the average miner, however, is proverbial .

In spite of the scientists the voices which sometimes echo faintly

through deserted Number Six preclude any intrusion by these

sturdy toilers upon the solitudes of The Haunted Vein.



An Old Maid's Wedding Trip .

BY JULIET WILBOR TOMPKINS.

OR some years I had said that I was going to be

an old maid , but, familiar as the idea was, it

gave me a shock to wake up one morning and

find that I really was one ; that the going to

be was all over and done with, and that I had

reached the actual fact. There had been four

weddings in the family in the last few years,

and now even Kat, who wouldn't be out till next winter, was

beginning to have her miniature affairs . It was her asking me to

chaperon a picnic that brought the fact home to me . If not a

chaperon by the honorable promotion of matrimony, it seems I

had earned the brevet title by virtue of thirty years, two wrinkles,

and three gray hairs, and must wear it as meekly as I could . So

I took a book to the picnic, and did a good deal of thinking

behind its covers.

Men liked me, and had fun with me, but some way they always

fell in love with Grace, and Margaret, and Della, and Nancy, and

one by one these married off, leaving me higher and drier on the

rocks of spinsterhood. The others were more or less pretty, but

I wasn't even less, and I didn't blame the young men we knew

for having eyes in their heads. And then who could fall in love

with a girl whose name was — no, I'm just going to keep it to

myself. It has mortified me enough, without putting it down in

cold print. If I have to refer to myself by name, I'll choose the

prettiest one in the back of the dictionary. Besides all this, I'm

utterly unsentimental, as rather stout people are apt to be, and

couldn't flirt to save my life . Why, Kat can pour streams of

melted moonlight out of her eyes already, and reduce the heart of

the average youth to jelly in ten minutes. Grace used to say that

nobody flirted any more, that it was a horrid , countrified word

suggestive of making eyes and getting behind fans ; that now

30
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I sup
you establish relations of friendly intimacy with a man .

pose she knew , for she certainly had more — relations of friendly

intimacy than any girl I ever heard of.

It was after Nancy had gone off in a hailstorm of rice that my

great idea came to me. Why should I be deprived of the trousseau,

and the presents, and — best of all the trip, just because fate

had denied me the bridegroom ? I've heard families groan over

the fuss and bother of weddings, but we always took ours easily

and had unlimited fun out of them . I shall never forget Harold

and Della dancing hand in hand under the arch of sweet peas,

when they ought to have been upstairs getting dressed, singing :

“ Good morrow , good mother,

For I'm to be married to-day. ”

And no bride ever went off in such a shout of laughter, for the

rice gave out, and old Eliza, who always was ingenious, came

rushing in with a pan of vermicelli . Of course I couldn't have

the ceremony, but the idea of the trip grew and grew in my mind

till one day at breakfast I announced : -

“ Father, four weeks from to-day I am going on my wedding

journey, and meanwhile I shall be very busy with my trousseau .

A check would save a good deal of time and trouble."

There was an amazed silence, which Kat broke by demanding,

" Where did you get him ? "

“ There isn't any him , " I answered, and explained my idea . Of

course there was a great deal of laughing, and mother wasn't quite

sure, but father said , “ Go ahead," and filled out a check before

he went to the office . I think it did occur to him that I had been

rather crowded out these last few years.

That very day I bought some lovely fine Jones cambric and

some lace and ribbon, and put a woman to work on that end of the

trousseau . I was so tired of plain, sensible things with half a

dozen tucks and a little ruffle of embroidery, bought entirely with

reference to the laundress. Then I had a traveling dress made,

and some dear thin dimities and batistes, and a Dresden silk that

kept me awake three nights with the rapture of it. For years I

had been choking down my love of dress with the stern fact that

nothing was becoming to me, and that I was sentenced to blue

serge, shirt waists, and sailors till I should be released by black
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silk and a false front. Kat looked down on the whole scheme,

and called it a Lulu Warner trick ” (an expression of contempt

left over from childhood, when a horrid little girl of that name

had lived next to us) to go off with all the money in the family,

but everybody else took it as a delightful joke, and sent me the

most ridiculous presents . A number of them came to see me off on

the train , and Harold brought a big package of rice , saying that I

might sprinkle it around to suit myself. Then they gave me their

blessings and good wishes, and hoped I'd be happy in my new life,

and the train started gaily out on my wedding journey.

I don't know anything more delicious than the close, cindery,

velvet-and -bacteria odor of a sleeping car. It means travel and

adventure, friends to run across , strangers to watch, bridal couples

to make fun — no , I couldn't do that any longer, seeing that I

was half a bridal couple myself. For two blissful hours I lay

back in my section reveling in everything from the benign porter

to the silken rustle that rewarded my slightest movement; then

the serpent entered in with her daughter.

“ Well, well, you haven't changed a particle . If this isn't the

luckiest thing for Lulu and I ! We were just wishing we could

run into somebody nice. Who is with you ? ”

“ Oh, I left my family behind," I answered, letting a cordial

tone cover the fact that I made no room for them to sit down.

“ You look just the same, Mrs. Warner, but I should never have

known Lulu ."

“ Well, it's a good many years," said Mrs. Warner. " I sup

pose you are going to the mountains, too ? We can all go on

together.”

· My plans are rather uncertain ," I answered guardedly.
Mrs.

Warner had no finger for pulse.

“ You'll stop off at the Lake to -morrow morning, won't you ?"

she persisted .

“ Mamma, we're blocking up the aisle , ” said Lulu .

Perhaps we can make room here , ” I said, with an ineffectual

tug at the things on the opposite seat, which resulted in nothing

but a little stream of Harold's ridiculous rice from my bag.

“ Oh , don't you bother. You can come and visit with us.

We're right in the next section . ” And Mrs. Warner retreated, to



AN OLD MAID'S WEDDING TRIP. 33

replace her bonnet with a deerstalker, and surround herself with

paper novels.

I tried to forget them , but Mrs. Warner's perky voice spoiled

the soothing rumble of the train , and Lulu's sulky face irritated

me. Why couldn't they have gone any other day ?

“ It was a Lulu Warner trick,” I thought, with an unwilling

laugh.

The first call for dinner in the dining car roused me to the

luxurious prospect of eating with the world running by the win

dow for my amusement.

“ Now, I'll tell you what you do,” said a voice from the next

section ; " you come right in here and have supper with us . We

brought ours along.”

Oh, no, indeed ," I exclaimed , glancing at the sandwiches,

wafers, and jam that were being spread out in their untempting

stickiness ; " I couldn't think of it."

“ Sit right down,” insisted Mrs. Warner. “ We've got more

than enough for we three, and it will save you a dollar. Stick

that bag under the table, Lulu ."

What could I do ? I have no talent for polite rudeness, and I

couldn't bring myself to use the other kind, so I shared Lulu's

seat and napkin as gracefully as I could . A little later I was

very thankful that I had. The porter, after hovering around

some minutes, asked me persuasively if I wasn't going to the

dining car, and when I said · no, ” wert away looking perplexed

and disappointed. Before long he was back with something in

his arms .

· Lady said I was to keep 'em in water and give 'em to yeh in

the dining kyar, but if yeh ain't goin'— ” he said regretfully.

I lifted the tissue paper, and found a great bunch of bride

roses and maiden hair, tied with white satin ribbon, from which

dangled a card wishing me all happiness, “ from Della and

Harold.” It was aggressively bridal, but Mrs. Warner admired

it so unsuspiciously that I didn't explain. When I don't like

people, I always want to keep to the weather.

“Harold is so dear and thoughtful,” I said casually. “ It was

just like him to do this . ”

“ I'm real glad Della did so well, ” said Mrs. Warner, " You
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must tell me all about everybody. Isn't it nice we can go on

together ! We'll have lots of fun. How do you come to be all

alone ? ”

“ Oh , we stop here twenty minutes," I exclaimed, starting up

suddenly. “ I must take a little exercise . Thank you so much,

Mrs. Warner. We will have our talk later .” And I was gone

before she could offer to come with me.

I walked briskly up and down the platform , not going very far

from my car, for I never quite trust a train, even when its engine

is detached. One of the many people doing the same thing

looked at me intently as I passed, and when a third turn brought

us face to face, we both stopped short.

“ I knew it was ! ” he said , holding out his hand .

“ Why, George Simpson ! ” I exclaimed . 66 What have you been

doing all these years ? "

Working, — absolutely nothing else , ” he answered, falling into

step beside me.

“ A great mistake,” I said .

“ For a long time it was because I had to ," he answered. 66 Then

it grew into a habit, and now I'm taking a month's constitutional

to try and break it off. I'm onI'm on a sort of bachelor wedding

trip ."

Why, so am I,” I cried , and told him all about it.

“ We are two of the most sensible people I know , " he said

warmly, and then we both fell silent .

So he had never married . Was that Grace's doing ? She had

found him “ too dreadfully steady ” and had staved him off, much

to father's and mother's disappointment, for they had liked him

best out of all her motley collection . It had been a summer inci

dent to her, perhaps an eight years' bitterness to him . He asked

me about the rest of the family when we returned to the train, but

carefully avoided her name, and I followed his lead . Then he

told me all about his business, and I grew so interested in the fu

ture of pig iron that we talked till all the other passengers had

retired behind their curtains. By the time that he went back to

his car I had forgotten my neighbors, but when I curled up for the

night the sound of their voices reached me through the thin

wooden partition . Evidently we were head to head.
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« Rice and bouquets,— well, maybe you're right, Lulu , but I

don't see why she should be so mysterious about it,” said Mrs.

Warner, doing her best to whisper.

They're always silly ,” was the lofty answer. Everything was

brand new , even her boots. You can't fool me on a bride. She

probably made him stay in the smoking room all the afternoon .

That's why she was so stiff and funny. He don't look exciting.”

“ He's got a real sensible face," mused Mrs. Warner . 6 I think

she might have introduced us . She is thirty by this time, ain't she ? ”

“ I do wish you wouldn't say ain't .'• ain't. ' It's so dead common , "

said Lulu crossly.

Well, isn't she, then ? was the unruffled answer.

“ More than that, I guess,” said Lulu, with a yawn.” 6 Now

let's stop talking. I want to go to sleep . "

That was just like Lulu Warner. She always used to find out

our secrets and shout them on the housetops or over the back

fence . I went to sleep fully determined to explain everything in

the morning, but when the porter's “ Better git up, lady, if yeh

want any breakfast ” roused me, I found that we had passed the

Lake, and the next section was empty..

It happened that George and I had chosen the same place for

our first stop -over, and I began to feel the advantage of my three

gray hairs, for without them we certainly couldn't have taken that

long morning excursion together. If I was qualified to chaperon

a picnic of twenty, I could chaperon one of two, and George

evidently considered me old enough to do as I pleased, — or else

did not give the matter a thought. Perhaps the fact that I might

have been his sister - in -law made it seem more natural to him . We

were to go on by the same train in the afternoon, but after that

our ways separated . It was just before we started that a tele

gram was handed me, saying, “ Best wishes for a happy honey

moon , ” and signed “ D. and H.” I turned laughing, and began

reading it to George, only to find myself almost in the arms of

Mrs. Warner and Lulu . By their expression, I knew that they

had heard that absurd message .

“ Look at this,” I said , handing it to them . - Della is just as

crazy as ever. She and Harold call this my wedding trip just

because I happen to have some new clothes .”
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Just then “ All aboard ” was shouted, and I hurried away,

though not too soon to hear a murmur of :

“ Speaking of fishy stories !” from Lulu . Four piercing eyes

watched George help me into the bus .

“ Those dreadful people !” I exclaimed impatiently, and put

the telegram away without showing it.

The next few days were delicious. I came and went as I chose,

and wore my pretty batistes when it was warm — I couldn't

muster up courage enough for the Dresden silk, though I took it

out several times and made friends when I wanted to talk . It

was such a comfort not to have anybody to get tired , and disagree

about ijutes, and draw on my sympathies with neuralgia . But

again the serpent. Coming into the hotel office one morning just

after the stage had arrived , I saw two dreaded figures bending

over the registry book .

“ Lulu, she's registered the same way here , maiden name,” said

Mrs. Warner excitedly . “ It's queer, to say the least.”

I dodged around the nearest corner and hurried to my room . A

bell boy was just coming away from it .

“ Two ladies was asking for you,” he said .

“ A lady and her daughter ? ”

“ Yes’m . I left 'em in the parlor. ”

There were ten minutes before the stage went on. I sealed the

boy's mouth and added wings to his feet with a dollar, and when

the last ~ All aboard ” was called, I rushed out, bag and baggage.

A friendly hand from above helped me up over the wheel to a top

seat. Mrs. Warner and Lulu were not in sight, but the curtain of

the parlor was hurriedly pulled back as we whirled by. I laughed

to myself as I straightened my hat and drew on my gloves .

“ You nearly missed it,” said my neighbor. I turned with a

start to find George Simpson beside me.

“ I'd have followed on foot if I had,” I answered emphatically.

“ That place was getting too — too crowded for me.
There were

so many bridal couples around that I was in danger of being taken

for an old maid .”

“ No wonder you ran away,” he said . “ I thought you mighi

be jumping your board bill.”

We settled into a comfortable talk about people and places and
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things. He wasn't one of those men who have got to be forever

" * swapping souls , " as Kat calls it, and who make you listen to yards

of tiresome theories and beliefs and sentiments. I can't endure

heart problems, anyway . All this time, though he often spoke

of the girls, he never mentioned Grace by name. Now and then I

would find his eyes fixed on me with a far-away, remembering sort

of a look , and I felt far sorrier for this quiet, cheerful, successful

man of business than I should have for one who paraded his

blighted life.

“ This has been the best day of my wedding trip. We'll surely

run across one another again ,” he said , with a smile and a hand

clasp that I knew were not all for me, when we separated that

afternoon. He went on by rail, while I climbed into a high farm

wagon and was driven way up to a little retreat in the mountains,

half inn and half farmhouse, delightfully far from steam and

electricity. The only drawback was that I had no one to exclaim

to, — though I wasn't in the least lonely. I do despise women

who never can do a thing without a man tagging along. My

paradise lasted two days . Then, as I came in from a long walk ,

my landlady met me at the door, and I knew it had come.

“ Yes’m , a lady and her daughter . I told them you

up the brook, and they started after you .”

“ I came home by the hill, ” I said wearily. A little fibbing

and bribing, and I was off down the mountain in a light spring

wagon in time to catch the train . I don't know what the good

people thought of me, for I didn't try to make any plausible

explanations. The boy who drove gave me some very curious

glances, and when I brushed against him in getting out, I noticed

that he discreetly laid one hand over the pocket where he kept

his big silver watch. I had often wondered at the cleverness of

the police in tracking criminals, but when I learned how hard it is

to get away from two ordinary tourists, whose only mission is to

bore you to death, I wondered that any fugitive ever does escape.

It was only two hours by rail to a famous summer hotel, and I

looked out of the window with some interest as we drew in .

Then I shrank back , almost with a shriek , for standing by the sta

tion in the summeriest of clothes, with fluffy parasols and flowery

hats, and the crowning glory of an attendant young man , stood

had gone
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Mrs. Warner and Lulu. I sat huddled down in my corner, utterly

bewildered, while people and luggage streamed past my window .

My own trunk joined the procession, upside down, Dresden silk

and all, and I made no move. I could stand the ordinary compli

cations of travel, but this was too uncanny. I could not take my

eyes off them as they strolled and chattered and posed . Just as

the train started , I saw Lulu touch her mother's arm and nod

towards my window .window . I shut my eyes and waited for them , but

once more I had escaped. The conductor looked at me curi

ously.

“ Weren't you going to get off at the last station ? ” he asked.

“ I decided to go straight on,” I said, with dignity.

“ Where to ? " was the not unnatural question.

“ I haven't quite decided . Will you bring me a folder ?” I

chose a place at random , and arrived at seven o'clock that night,

tired, hungry, and for the first time forlorn . I had quite made

up my mind to find Mrs. Warner and Lulu awaiting me, but

George Simpson was a surprise . It is wonderful how a good

supper and a good friend can restore your self-respect. The next

morning I could again see the funny side of the situation , even if I

couldn't understand it altogether. If there was a short cut down

from the mountain , why had my landlady concealed it from me ?

In the afternoon George and I went off for a long walk, and I

told him all about the Warners' mysterious chase, and the talk

they might be spreading about me.

“ I should think I was old enough to go anywhere without

comment,” I said impatiently. George had laughed a great deal

during my tale, but now he looked at me in a serious , kindly

little way, as though he were thinking of Grace .

“ Eight years ! ” he said irrelevantly. “ We were very good

friends then, but it seems to me I was rather gone on Margaret."

“ Why, it was Grace ! " I exclaimed .

Oh, so it was . Yes, I meant Grace,” he said half absently.

“ She was the brown-eyed one. "

I stared blankly. I hadn't a word to say.

“ I wish I had known you better then , " he went on .

suppose it is too late to begin now ? ”

" What do you mean ? ” I asked in surprise.

Do you
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“ The Rev. Dr. Grayson is at the hotel,” he answered , taking

one of my hands. “ It would stop all the gossip ."

" And there's the Dresden silk . I've never even had it on ,” I

said , after a pause.

It was late in the afternoon when we reached the hotel. All

unsuspicious, I stopped at the desk for my key.

" There are two ladies waiting to see you," said the clerk .

I turned and walked deliberately into the parlor, resolved to

have it out , and found myself face to face with my mother and

Kat. I rushed towards them , relieved and delighted, but they met

me with cold gravity .

“ Is anything the matter ? ” I exclaimed, with dreadful visions

of bankruptcy and sudden death .

" That's what we want to know ," said Kat. The every -day

tone of her voice reassured me.

“ Well, I'm awfully glad to see you ,” I went on.

“ Our idea was to join you and go on for a month or two, per

haps up to Quebec, " my mother said in a hurt tone. Father

thought we'd all enjoy it . But we have wasted so much time

following you around , I don't know that I care to go any farther.”

“ You needn't look so puzzled,” said Kat ; “ you know per

fectly well that every time we caught up with you, you raced out

and jumped on a stage, or a train , or something, and gave us the

slip . Mrs. Warner seemed to think that if you weren't on your

wedding trip you ought to be, so we said as little as possible .

Who is this little friend you're touring around with ? "

“ You don't mean you were the two ladies ! ” I burst out.

“ We try to appear as such , " was the cutting answer .

Well, finally it was all explained , and Kat laughed till she

cried, but mother never could see anything funny in it . They

had tried to telegraph me, but my movements had been so erratic

that I had not received the messages. Mother was still regretting

that she had ever consented to this crazy trip of mine and

wondering how we could stop Mrs. Warner's tongue, when

George came in . In ten minutes everything was all straightened

out.

One morning, a few days later, I put on the Dresden silk , and

Dr. Grayson came into our private parlor and married us . Then
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I changed back to my traveling dress, and started on my wedding

trip all over again.

“ Mattie, ” George began — there, I didn't mean to tell my

name, but, after all, it isn't any worse than Simpson . 6. Mattie,

the honeymoon is doing a rushing business this month . This

makes the third for us two."

“ All the old maids in town will be taking solitary wedding

trips when they hear of it," I answered, laughing. “ But how

will it ever get straightened out with the Warners ? "

“ Oh, they'll think they were right from the first,” said George.

“ You know you can't fool Lulu on a bride ! ”



The Official Report.

BY THADDEUS M. LAKEWOOD ,

T might truly have been styled a military dinner,

for, aside from the host and hostess and three

young society buds, the entire party was made

up of army officers and their wives . The one

other exception was only apparent, for Mr.

Wright belonged to the body of war, although

his duties were those of the Department at Washington, and not

of the field .

Mr. and Mrs. Powell had, during the past five summers, been

the guests of as many army posts throughout the West, and their

dinner was the outward sign of sincere appreciation of many

similar hospitalities extended by their guests of the evening. It

had proved an unqualified success , and now , as the coffee was

served, the stories of army life , so gratifying to Mrs. Powell's

love of things military, were going the rounds.

Colonel Hapgood had told of the stirring times in the memora

ble campaign with Custer ; Major Hinton, with his usual gallan

try, had declared what a blessing women were to a soldier's life ;

while of the younger division, Lieutenant Savage, true to his

branch of the service, let out the secret of how the infantry

officers had, the year previous, outwitted their brethren of the

cavalry at the Christmas ball . Mr. Wright, when called upon ,

stated that, owing to his position in the Department, his knowl

edge of the army was purely documentary, and was made up en

tirely from the reports of the several commanding officers. Of

its social life he knew little or nothing, and as official business

was rather dry talking, he asked that the duty of story telling

might be transferred to one better posted in garrison life —

Colonel Keller.

The Colonel was one of those old school officers who never

flinched when duty called, whether it was on the field of battle

41
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or in the social arena , and this summons found him alert to re

spond.

“ Mr. Wright," he began, " is correct when he says that one

who obtains his knowledge of army life from official reports

knows very little of its inward workings and social life. In fact,

some of these reports , although strictly in accordance with regu

lations, if read between the lines would convey a great deal more

than one would infer from the stiff, official wording. It is upon a

report that I made over ten years ago that I now base my story.

“ As a usual thing, there is nothing of so little use to the army

in the West as a graduate of West Point. He arrives on the full

tide of his glory, and is harder to break in than an Indian pony ;

although I will say that, with a few exceptions, these same raw

recruits, after a couple of years' training, turn out to be good

officers and an honor to the service .

“ Lieutenant Dorsey — for reasons that will appear later, I have

withheld his real name — was an exception to the rank and file

of these youngsters, inasmuch as he was both popular and a good

officer from the day he joined us . He was also a thorough gentle

man , and it was not a month before he was the favorite of the

Fort ; petted by the ladies, and admired and looked up to by the

men . Strange to say , his head was not turned, and as he had

the very first year distinguished himself in the field , I looked

upon him as the most promising officer in my command.

Major Hinton has spoken of the good influence of women

on the lives of those in an army post, and I agree with him .

There are, however, exceptions to every rule, and such was the

case in my story, for it was a woman who spoiled a career which

from the start promised so much.

“ It was the third summer after Lieutenant Dorsey had joined

us that a young woman , whose name 'I shall not mention, came

to visit the wife of one of the captains. I recall having read

somewhere, · Wherever youth and maiden are, there is a certainty

of romance, and a chance of tragedy .' There was surely romance

in this case, for at the end of the summer , when she returned to

her home in the East, she took the heart of my favorite lieutenant

with her. It was to my wife that he shortly afterwards confided

the secret of the engagement.
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“ All during that winter there was not a happier or more jovial

officer in the fort than he, and when in the spring his application

for leave was granted , he left for the East, followed by the good

wishes of every officer and man in the command .

“ His leave was for four months, but just three weeks from the

time of his departure, he again stood before me and reported for

duty — a changed man . From the moment that I looked into

his eyes I knew something of serious import had occurred ; but the

chance to invite his confidence seemed never to present itself, so

it was not until a couple of months afterwards that I learned the

true facts.
The details came from my wife , who had written for

particulars to a former school friend in the East. It was the old

story : A young girl of more or less romantic turn of mind had

become enamored with army life, upon her visit to the fort, and

had fallen in love, to a greater or less extent, with a good-looking

young officer, the affair ending in an engagement. But a winter

at home and a more tempting offer, from a financial point of view ,

had brought a change of mind, and to be the wife of an army offi

cer, with a small salary, was no longer to her liking.

Woman -like, however, she was pleased by his devotion, and

instead of breaking the engagement, she allowed him to continue

writing such letters as might be expected from a man so thoroughly

in love . One thing, however, he omitted to write. He did not

tell her of his leave of absence, as he wished to surprise her ,

and he did.

“ What occurred at the meeting no one in the command ever

knew, but the man who returned to us for duty ' was but a poor

substitute for the light-hearted favorite who had so recently left us .

The ladies attempted, by every womanly expedient, to cheer him

and to bring him out of himself; the men tried, sometimes clumsily,

but always sincerely, to show their sympathy and regard. It was

useless ,– the arrow had gone home, and the wound would not

heal.

“ What young Dorsey wanted above all else was, apparently, to

be left alone ; and when not on duty he would shut himself in

his quarters and remain invisible to every one. Nor was this the

most serious change. The entire character of the man seemed

transformed . The once responsible and reliable officer became

-
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careless and untrustworthy ; and upon one occasion he would

have sacrificed the lives of a number of his men had it not been

for the good judgment of his first sergeant.

“ When the outbreak of the Sioux, early in the spring, re

quired immediate attention, it so happened that his troop was the

only one that could be despatched without delay. His com

mander was on leave and he, being senior lieutenant, would natu

rally have been placed in command, but I felt that I could no

longer trust him ; and I confess it was one of the hardest duties

of my career as a soldier, to order him on special duty, and send

away the troop in command of his junior. Poor fellow ! the lesson

was needed , but it cut deeply. For a time I feared that he would

simply let himself sink into the depths of despondency. It must

have been specially galling to his spirit when, after a hard cam

paign, the command came home covered with glory, a share of

which might have been his .

Perhaps just that bitter medicine was needed as a tonic to his

pride. At any rate, during the weeks of quiet that followed, I

noticed in him a decided change for the better, more determina

tion and resolve. The improvement was so marked that I decided

to give him another trial. So one day when it became necessary

to send a small detachment to bring in a party of braves who

had left the reservation , I put him in command, and he de

parted with his first and second sergeants and twenty- five men.

“ It was the second afternoon after their departure that the

officer of the day rushed into my office and reported that a

messenger had just arrived with the news that a fight had taken

place, and that Lieutenant Dorsey had been killed , but none of the

men had been injured . At once I ordered that the ambulance be

sent forward under guard, with instructions for the first sergeant

to return immediately with his command.

“ It had been a long time since an officer had been brought

home wrapped in the colors, and as the ambulance was driven

down the line of officers' quarters, every head was uncovered .

But sentiment and duty do not go hand in hand. Upon the

receipt of the news of the death, I had immediately wired depart

ment headquarters that Lieutenant Dorsey had been killed in an

engagement that day, with no other loss of life . And upon the
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arrival of the remains, I had at once ordered the officer in com

mand to make his report.

“ With the death of the lieutenant the command devolved

upon his first sergeant, a man well advanced in years , who

worshiped the very ground upon which his lieutenant walked.

It seemed only natural , then , when describing the death of his

favorite officer, before the members of my staff, that at times his

voice would fail him , and tears dim his eyes.

“ . It was just the day after we left, ' he said, standing, attentive,

• that we came upon their deserted camp. From signs we knew

that they did not have much the start of us , and by noon we had

located them . They had taken a position among a lot of rocks,

and evidently intended to fight . The lieutenant called the second

sergeant and myself aside, and said : “ The only way to get

those rascals out is to charge them . I shall lead . Follow me.

Continue the pursuit until every one is taken , - alive, if possible ! ”

We wheeled into line, but before we were fairly ready, he gave

the word, and putting the spurs into his horse, bounded away far

in the lead . We went after him as fast as possible, but he dis

tanced us, and was far in advance when they opened fire. They

fired only about six shots in all , and I saw him discharge his

revolver twice in return , and then fall from the saddle. When

we reached him he was dead, shot through the heart. I stopped

to make the examination, while the boys continued the pursuit,

as ordered. They captured four, wounding one. When the men

returned , I sent a private to report the engagement and request

the ambulance.'

“ That was a gloomy afternoon , and as I sat alone in my office

looking over the official report written by my clerk and handed

me for correction and signature, I must acknowledge that I dwelt

upon the death of my officer with feelings of the deepest sorrow .

I forgot his failings of the past year, and thought only of the

bright young fellow whose life had promised so much . It is no

wonder that I wrote after the closing lines of the report, “ An

officer who was an honor to the service, and died a soldier's death

in the performance of his duty .'

“ Just as I took up my pen preparatory to signing the document,

my orderly entered and announced that Sergeant Hooper desired
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to see me. Hooper was the sergeant who had made the report of

the lieutenant's death , and thinking that he might have some

favor to ask , I ordered that he be shown in . He appeared , carry

ing under his arm a bundle wrapped in an old newspaper.

" " I know I should report to the officer of the day,' he said ,

. but what I have to say is somethingabout the lieutenant's

death , and I think I should tell it to you alone .'

“ « Something you omitted from your report ? ' I asked , and my

voice must have sounded rather stern . For to withhold facts in

such a case was a grave offense .

66. Yes, sir. But what I did not relate before your staff I in

tended to tell you, ' and the same tremor was noticeable in his

voice as when he reported the death. • The facts of the fight are

just as I related them . When I bent over the lieutenant he was

dead. I took off his coat, and when the boys returned we

wrapped the standard about him , and went into camp to await the

ambulance. The coat I have here, ' and he undid the string of

the bundle he carried under his arm. • It is the only evidence I

withheld from my report.'

" He unfolded the coat, and held it up without a word . As

I took it from him , turning it this way and that, to get the light

upon it, something fell from the inner left -hand pocket to the

floor . Very reverently the sergeant stooped and gathered up

what ? Simply a delicate gold rim, a few scraps of blood -stained

velvet, and what seemed the fragments of the miniature portrait

of a woman , painted upon porcelain . Yet though shattered be

yond recognition, I think that as we viewed it silently, neither

of us doubted whose picture, worn to the last over the young

officer's heart, had been destroyed by the bullet that took his

life .

Replacing the remains of the portrait, I held up the coat so

that I could see the hole through which the bullet had gone.

The blood had long since dried, leaving its stain, but that was

not all — the cloth was badly burned .

“ The garment slipped from my nerveless grasp , as a hundred

thoughts flashed through my mind, and seizing Hooper by the

shoulders, I cried : -

“ • Your report! You said no one was near him. '
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“ • I told the truth , sir,' he replied, and his head was bowed for

the first time .

“ My God ! ' I breathed, you don't mean —

“ There were tears in his eyes as he slowly replied, “ Yes, sir ;

the lieutenant shot himself. '

“ It must have been some hours later when an orderly appeared

and asked if the report was ready to be forwarded, as the messenger

had been awaiting it for some time . Where had my thoughts

been during those hours ? In the past, recalling some little act

or saying of a brave young soldier who had made his last march.

“ I picked up the report and reread the lines I had added.

Should I change them, giving the true facts and thereby cloud his

memory ? Or should I send it as it stood ?

“ Ladies and gentlemen, what would you have done in my

place ? ”
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The Black Cat Prize Stories..

$ 2,600.00 Cash .

The result of the prize story contest announced by the publishers of The Black

Cat last November, and which closed March 31 , is given below. Some idea of the

universal interest manifested in this contest, and of the widespread popularity of The

Black Cat, may be gathered from the fact that not only were manuscripts submitted

from every State in the Union, but that Canada, Mexico, South America, Australia ,

India, England, and also the continent of Europe, were represented by hundreds of

contestants. Every manuscript of the thousands received was critically read, and in

reaching the result here announced, which required the continuous labors of the

editorial force for nearly four weeks , the name or reputation of a writer received no

consideration whatever, the sole aim and object being to select the best stories

according to the published requirements. For reasons given below the amount of
the cash awards has been increased from $ 2,100.00 to $ 2,600.00. This latter sum

was promptly paid by certified checks on the International Trust Co. , Boston, Mass.,

as will be seen by reference to the following pages.

These are the successful contestants :

A Celestial Crime.

1st Prize , $ 1,000 . Charles Stuart Pratt , Warner, N. H.

« Tbe Heart of God . "

2d Prize, $ 500 .
Joanna E. Wood , Philadelphia, Pa.

3d Prize ,

For Dear Old Yale .

$ 300 .
James Langston , New York , N. Y.

Her Bare Foot .

4th Prize, $ 200 . William C. Hudson, Fordham , New York , N. Y.

5th Prize . The following six stories were deemed of equal merit, and

instead of dividing the fifth prize of $ 100, according to the usual

custom , or deciding the matter by lot, the full sum of $ 100aas

awardedto ench author, thus increasingthe total amount ofprize

money from $ 2,100.00 to $ 2,000.00 .

$ 100 . A Geometrical Design :
Mary Foote Arnold , Terre Haute , Ind.

$ 100. Ezra Collingford's Figure 4. Trap:William Maynadier Browne,Readville,Mass.

$ 100. Sombre.
John M. Ellicott , U. S. N. , Mare Island, Calif.

$ 100 .
In the Cabin of the Ben Bolt .

Bert Leston Taylor , Duluth , Minn .

$ 100 .
His Millionaire Client.

Sallie Pate Steen , South Enid , Oklahoma.

$ 100 .
Melted Melody.

James J. McEvilly, Washington , D. C.

Total, $ 2,600 .

The above stories are not merely prize stories in name ; they are ptize stories in
fact . A Celestial Crime, The Heart of God ," as well as others, are

of the story -teller's art , and the publishers of The Black Cat will at any time pay

equally good prices for equally good stories — for stories as original, as fascinating,
and as full of human interest.

Among the manuscripts were found also a number of excellent tales which , with

slight alterations, would be adapted to ouruse. Thesewehope to acquire by purchase,

and to that endhave alreadycommunicated with their authors. The unavailablestories
have been returned to their authors with a copy of this announcement. The publica:
tion of the prize stories will begin in the July number, and certainly in no otherway
can 50 cents bring solarge an amountofenjoymenttothe lovers of fascinating tales
cleverly told , as when invested in a year's subscription to THE BLACK CAT.

Boston , Mass., The Shortstory Publishing Co.
April 24 , 1897 .

masterpiec
es
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The Black Cat Prize Stories,

Ist Prize, $ 1,000, paid to Charles Stuart Pratt, Warner , N. H.

sloog Boston , Mass .,

Irite plafonal Trust Company,

threb. 2.1007

Pay to the Starli.Stuar Pratt
One and go Dollars

Shortstory Publishing Co

ror

No. 1007
Trees

2d Prize, $500, paid to Joanna E. Wood, Philadelphia , Pa .

$. 500:5 Boston , Mass., 1897

Integrational Trust Company,

Pay to the
branna & Wood .

-50 Dollar's

The Shortstory Publishing Co

No. 1008
D luultaette fremowers

Cor. Milk and Devonshire Streets.
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3d Prize, $ 300 , paid to James Langston , New York , N. Y.

Boston , Mass.,$300:) , April 2.051
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4th Prize, paid to William C. Hudson, Fordham , New York , N. Y.

$200 Boston , Mass ., April
International Trust Company,
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The Black Cat Prize Stories.

5th Prize, $ 100 , paid to Wm . Maynadier Browne, Readville, Mass .

$.2004 Baston, Mass., Apribia sot
Internationat Trust Company,

Pay to the billiam Maynadar.Desume

Cor . Milk andDevonshireStreets .

Once
mm.- Dollars

The ShortstoryPublishing Ca

No. 1012
TAAREMAA

5th Prize, $ 100 , paid to J. M. Ellicott, U. S. N., Mare Island, Cal.

$700. Boston, Mass... 1897

InternationaN rust Company,

the Ellicott

00 Dollars.

The ShortstoryPublishing Co.

Laukstarttere

For . Milk and DevonshireStraels.
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TRADA

5th Prize, $100, paid to Bert Leston Taylor, Duluth, Minn.

$.IOO sposten , Mass., 189

International Trust Company,
For Milk and Devonshire ştroeta.

Pay tothe Bat.Lestone Jayhaw 00 Dollars

FbShortstory PubhishingCo.
1014

No. NDUexketaertreure

5th Prize, $100, paid to Sallie Pate Steen, South Enid, Okla .

100 Boston, Mass ., April.21.097
$

Inteimational Trust Company,

Par tothe main Sallie Pate Stein

Les mer Shortatory Publishing at

- Dollars

No. 1015
RADOSARI

Muulutartterra

5th Prize, $ 100, paid to James J. McEvilly , Washington , D. C.

$ /00:1 Boston, Mass .,

International Trust Company,
Car Milk and Devonshire Streets:

April 217

Pay to write James.I m EstillyOnenight
-Dollars

The Shortstory PublishingCa

No. 1016
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The Black Cat Prize Stories .

Space permits our giving here only a few of the acknowledgments we have re

ceived from the successful competitors for the prize money paid them . Should

any competitor doubt that payment has in each and every case been made, he can

easily satisfy himself by addressing the respective authors.

Warner ,2. april 22, 1897. Received from
The Publishes of the Black Cat , Bolon , tlou.,

One Thousand dollars, being in full for my

" A Celestial Crime ", submitted by
story
i Uprise Competition , and which muss awarded

the first prize . Charles Stuart Prall ..

re

The fact that the world is overstocked with periodical publications — the records

show a hundred failures for every pronounced success-has led some people to

attribute the phenomenal success of THE BLACK CAT to luck or chance. This is a

mistake. The success of THE BLACK CAT is no more a matterof accident than THE

BLACK Car itself is a matter of accident. The latter is the result of carefully matured

plans, suggested by the common-sense truth that a good story, like good wine, needs no

bush ,—that a good story does not necessarily require twelve instalments to complete

it, nor a year to read it,—that, in fact , a good story needs neither the nameof a

celebrated author, nor the embellishments of a famous artist to render it welcome to

discriminating readers.

$500 Received, Philadelphia , Pa . , April 22 , 1897 , of The Short

story Publishing Co. of Boston , Mass . , five hundred dollars for my

story, The Heart of God , " which received the secoyj rrize in The

Black Cat Prize Story Competition.

infiles
ma & Wood ,

Founded upon entirely new and original lines, wholly unlike — both in matter and

make-up - any otherpublication anywhere, THE BLACK CAT has aimed from the out

set to publish in clean , convenient, attractive form the cleverest tales that brains and

genius can produce and money can buy. And its contents have appealed as strongly

to lovers of good stories as its methods have appealed to writers of good stories.

Its watchword has been : No serial stories , no translations, no borrowings, no steal.

ing, not a penny for the name or reputation of a writer, but the highest price on

record for stories that are stories,-for fascinating tales cleverly told ,-judged solely

on their merits. That THE BLACK Cat is cheap only in price is shown by the fact

that it is bought, and read , and praised by leading educational institutions, literary

bodies, and homes of refinement, wherever the English language is spoken .

Not the least of the many tributes paid to THE BLACK CAT has been the repro

duction of its copyrighted stories by some of the foremost papers. Inevery case of

the kind that has been brought to their notice, the publishers of The Black Cat

have promptly and successfully invoked the law in protection of their rights. A

future issue will contain a list of publications from which damages have already been

recovered, as also those against whom actions are pending. All stories contained in

THE BLACK Cat are the exclusive property of its publishers,who will under no cir

cumstances consent to their reproduction elsewhere, and who will pay a liberal reward

to every person who shall be the first to furnish proof showing that any publication

has reproduced, either with or without credit to THE BLACK CAT, any of its stories .
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There are two classes of Cameras,

POCOS
and

others

POCO Poco Folding and Cycle Poco reputation

a significant guarantee, and universally

accepted. The1897 lines fully stustain

its prestige. Your choice from fifty - six

stylesandsizes.

ORIGINAL COMPACT -PEERLESS.

Catalogue on request ,

10 Elizabeth St.,

Rochester, N.Y.

“ Takes everything in sight."

We will send a sample nipple on receipt oftwo-cent stamp for postage.

FREE S Davidson

Health Nipple

The

COLLAR

n the

D
A
V
I
D
S
O
N

Prevents COLLAPSE

and thereby COLIC. The pure Para

Rubberwill not make the baby'smouth

sore . If you cannot obtain them of

your druggist,take no others,

butsendcocts. to us for asam

ple dozen .

Patent No. 4

DAVIDSON RUBBER CO .

21 Milk Street , Boston , Mass .

Established 40 years.

Complete Catalogue of RubberGoods Free .
HERE COMES MY BOTTLE ,

NO22222法

HOMOPRESS

Bicycles朵
朵

1897
High

Grade

for Men ,Women ,Girls&

Boys, Complete line at

lowest prices ever queted .

$ 100 Oakwood ' for $ 45.00

$85 Arlington' " $ 37.50

$55

$20Bleyele $ 16.15

$ 75 Waywood' Simplest, Strongest Bieyele on Earth - 832.00

Fully guaranteed . Shipped anywhere C.O.D.with print

lege to examine. No money inadvance . Buy direct from

manufacturers, save agents and dealers profits. Large

illustrated catalogue free . Address(in full ),

Cash Buyers ' Union ,162 W.VanBuren St.B199Chicago

SHIELDS

Do justwhatis required

of them - shield the

dress from perspiration.

Some dress shields do

more - they give out an

ensive odor.

Others are

heavy, cum

bersome.

OMO Dress

Shields

will out

wear either

rubber or

stockinet

shields, are

TRADEMARK absolutely

odorless and

lighter by

half.

Trial pair

250.

OMOMEG. CON

RECISTERED 394 Canal Street,

New York.

YOU can makebig moneyNOW

$ 5 to $ 25 Largest stock in America . Allmakes
andmodels . Write for catalogues

S. BROWN -LEWIS CYCLE CO., Chicago, m .

MEFISTO OSCARFSPIN .
“ Play the host Bill"

OMO

A brand new joke; Mefisto's balging eyes, bristlinge

and ghastly grin invite curiosity every timewe wen

on scarforlapel, and it isfully satissedhea bo pred

the rubber ball concealed in your ie ide pocket ose

your inquiring friend with water. Throws the

feet; hose 16 in. long : 14 inch ball;handsome Silver-exidised face calenda

hard enamel; worth 950.as a pinand a dollar asa joker; sat osample of

our 3000 specialties with 119 pagecataloguo post-paid for ONLY 13 14

250 ; $1.40 Doz. AGENTS Wanted ROBT. K. INGERSOLL & BIO

Dept. No. 156 . 65 & 67 Cortlandt Street, New York

Pimples, Freckles , Blackheads, Blotches, Rough, oily skin ,

Redness, and all facialblemishes positively eured by Dr.

Arsedie Sorp. These two peerless beautifiers brighten and

clear the complexion as no other remedies on earth ess.

Wafers by mail , 31 ; six boxes, $ 5 . Soap 50c. Address

H. B. FOULD , Room 8 , 214 Sixth Ave., N. Y.

ook at your face. The completewith
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RETURNING ROSES .

When the color begins to creep back into the face that has been

paled by sickness ; when the rose of health begins to bloom again

in the cheek, and life leaves out anew in a June fulness and fra

grance, what a pity it seems that the rose of health should fade

prematurely, lasting but not living,-a shriveled, shrunken sym

bol of what might have been the highest type of fragrance and

beauty. What a pity it seems ! And what a pity it is ! For

health is an inviolable human right. The river that waters the

rose of health is the blood . Let that river become stagnant and

foul and health dies. Why let it become stagnant? The blood

can be kept pure ; it can be made pure when diseased . There is

no medicine that purifies the blood so perfectly or so permanently

as Ayer's Sarsaparilla .

There's a handsome booklet on the

subject. It is sent free on request,

by J. C. Ayer Co., Lowell, Mass.

62
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Thick Thin
any kind of

STOCKINGS

are all the same to

CHILDREN

TEETHING

For Children while Cutting their Teeth.

The
ANDJalu

r
Gup

AN OLD

WELL-TRIED REMEDY

FOR OVER FIFTY YEARS ,CUSH
ION

BUTTON Mrs.Winslow's SoothingSyrup

HOSE SUPPORTER

No SLIPPING OR TEARING

Sold Everywhere

Sample Pair by mail. 25c Stamps

CATALOGUE FREE

POBOX56802 GEORGEFROST.BOSTON, MASS

has been used for over FIFTY YEARS by MILL

IONS of MOTHERS for their CHILDREN

WHILE TEETHING, with PERFECT SUC

CESS. It SOOTHES the CHILD , SOFTENS

the GUMS, ALLAYS all PAIN , CURES WIND

COLIC , and is the best remedy forDIARRHEA.

Sold by Druggists in every part of the world . Be

sure and ask for

Mrs. Winslow's Soothing Syrup,

and take no other kind .

TWENTY - FIVE CENTS A BOTTLE .

NO MORE GREASY LAMPS

The

Nevércut

POSTMINE REAR

H
I
U J

-
U
I
-

O
b

STAYS
SIGNAL

A New Camera Principle

No roll film , film holders or plate

holders , or changing sleeve or bag .

Twice as many pictures one third

larger than any other pocket camera.

The latest development in camera

construction .

THE

Willsie Pocket Camera
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NO GRE
ASE

NON -EXPLOSIVE

REVERSIBLE ROD SRLOT

NO SPRINGS

STEADY ANONOSCLESS

LANCO

FOR

DESCRIPTION

AND COPY OF NEVEROUT MARCH ,FREE

ROSE MFG . Ca.50-33 N. THIRO SL PHILADELPHIA PA .

SALTYLA
MP

Agency
uthors'

gency

measures 4 x 3 x 2 1-2 inches , weighs

five ounces , carries from 1 to 24 cut

films , 2 1-8 x 2 3-8 inches. Each film

can be labeled at time of exposure ,

or taken out for development without

disturbing the others .

The camera is provided with a set

of three stops , a view finder , and is

covered with grain leather.

Price, $5.00.

SIXTH YEAR . Advice ,Cri

ticism , Revision , Copying

Disposal. Bookand allother &

thoroughly prepared for the press

References :Noah Brooks, W.D.

Howells, Charles Dudley Warner

and manyothers.

For rates, references, boties, bende

WILLIAM A. DRESSER , Director ,

88 Pierce Building, Copley Square, Boston , Mass.

Mention The Black Cat.
(Opp. Public Library )

Instruction by mail,adaptedto everyone,

Methodsapproved bylead .

ing educators .Experienced

andcompetent instruct

ors. Takessparetimeonly .

Three courses - Preparato

ry,business.college. An op

portunityto better your con
dition and prospects .Stu

dents and graduates

everywhere . Seven

years of success.Full

particularsfree

SPRAGUE CORRESPONDENCESCHOOGOTA

266 Telephone Building, DETROIT, LICH .

The Willsie Camera Co.

Study

Law

at

Home
134 Van Buren St. , Chicago , Ill .

€€€€€€€€€€€€€€€€€€€€€€.
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Pin Money.
Weoffer every lady a chance to make $8.00 to $ 10.00

a week for the next three months, making sample darns,

for us at home. We use them to show what wonderful

work can be done on the

Imperial Darning Machine. WHITE ROSE

TRADE (N4711 ) MARK

GLYCERINE SOAP

Will put a

fresh heel or

toe in a stock

ing in a min

utes. Mends

Tablecloths,

Curtains, Un

derwear and

all Fabrics. A

most wonder

ful success

and the great

est addition to

a lady's work

table. Saves the eyes and temper and does

away with that tedious old - fashioned way of

picking up the stitches.

Send 25 cents in money or postal note, and machine

will be sent free of all charges to your address,and you
can start right inand work for us . All instructions and

samples sent with machine.

Werefer you to any Mercantile Agency as to our
standing .

STANDARD NOVELTY CO .,

101 Beekman St., New York .

Upheld by Beautiful Women

Everywhere cately "perfumedand

purest Toilet Soap manufactured .

Always ask for and insist upon having

" No. 4711” White Rose Glycerine Soap.

Transparent as Crystal.

MÜLHENS & Kropff, New York ,

U. S. Agents.

Button , Button , Where's the Button

You Can't See It, But

Hear it Snap !
You You

HEAR IT SNAP

HearDon't

See

It.

It

Snap .

It is Sewed on , and it Stays on,HALL'S

Vegetable Sicilian

HAIR RENEWER

The Ball and Socket Fastener.

Beautifies and restores Gray

Hairto its original color and

vitality ; prevents baldness ;

cur es itching and dandruff.

A fine hair dressing.

R. P. HALL & Co., Props ., Nashua, N. H.

An ingenious patented device for securely and invisibly

fastening ladies' and children's garments in general , and

plackets , waists, and cycling suits in particular . Endorsed

by dressmakers.

Safer than Buttons and Button Holes !

Surer than Hooks and Eyes !

Simpler than either and OUTOF SIGHT !

The secret is in the Ball and Socket. If your dealer

hasn't it, send us his name and address, and postage for

free samples to you . The Ball and Socket

Fastener Co. PORTER BROS. & Co. , Sole Selling

Agents . 72 to 82 Lincoln St. , Boston , Mass.

BOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTS .
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ASK FOR

" PABST"

B

U
K
E
E

Dyspepsia and

Indigestion.....

There are times when the brain

draws so upon our vitality that

we cannotdigestour food,we

can get no strength from what

we eat. If we let this go on , we

sow the seeds of weakness

which will blossom in disease.

Read this letter about

PABST MALT EXTRACT

The " Best " Tonic.

If you are a brain worker,

a woman with household wor

ries and cares , or if you need

physical strength to fight the

battles of life,

act at once .

" I cannot be too grateful for theim

mense improvement PABST MALT Ex

TRACT, the “ Best " Tonic, has made

in my system . Two years ago I was a

dyspeptic wreck of fifty , but PABST

MALT EXTRACT the " Best " Tonic ,

has changed all that. It has not only

cured my dyspepsia , but it has braced

my nerves and cured mecompletely of

insomnia . I consider that it has saved

my life . It has changed a nervous,

broken down wreck of fifty -two to a

strong, fresh young man of forty .

When my daughter was recovering

from typhoid fever , she gained nearly

a pounda day for three weeks, solely
by the liberaluseofyour decidedly

" Best " Tonic.

John D. HOMER, Haywards, Cal . PERFECTION

IN BREWING

IS REACHED

IN AMERICA
THE FIRST

INAUGURATION

BINNER CHICAGO
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Columbia
BICYCLES

OPE MEG

BIC

Desirable

Features

Evident in such marked

improvements as five

per cent nickel steel tub

ing, flush joints, one

piece seperable crank

shaft, dust -proof bear

ings, laminated wood

rims, Columbia new

double fork crown,

large tubing, Hartford

single tube tires. A11

features in harmonious

relation .*******

Pope Mfg. Co.

Hartford , Conn .

Art catalogue free from dealers by mail

for one two cent stamp.

STANDARD

OF THE

WORLD .

$ 100 ,

TO ALL

ALIKE

BINNER CHICAGO

" HARTFORDS, $60, $55, $ 50, $45.
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$500 , CASH
ALL WHEELMEN KNOW

THE STANDARD SIZE

20%Century
A 25-CENT

PATTERN

of This New Waist.

How many words do you BICYCLE

think you can make from the HEADLIGHT,
letters in the word " FACE

TIO USP" Use each letter IMPROVED '97 MODEL .
as desired , but not more times

than it appears in Facetious. "
On Wheels Everywhere.

Verbs, pronouns, adjectives,
3 .

nouns, adverbs, plurals, al On Sale Everywhere.
lowed . Words spelled alike,

but having different meanings,

coun as one word. Use any standard dictionary . All legit This Introduces
imate English words count. Proper nouns, prefixes ,

suffixes, obsolete and foreign words donot count. Work it

THE TANDEM SIZEoutasfollows: Face, fat, sat,set, sot, it, out, tie, ete ,
Our Offer. - We will pay $ 100 for the largest list,

$ 50 for the second largest, $ 25 for the third , 810 each FOR BICYCLES
for the next five, $ 3 each for the next ten , and $ 1 each for

the next twenty -five. To the next two hundred wewill And as a

give $ 1.00 each in the form of a year's subscription to

Modes. That is to say , we will divide among two hun Driving Lamp.dred and forty three contestants the aggregate sum of$ 500
according to merit. Don't you think you could be one of

Nearly
the two hundred and forty -three ? TRY IT .

Our Purpose. – The above rewards for mentaleffort

are given free and without consideration for the purpose of "All Reflector "
attracting attention to MODES, by May Manton , the most
popular up- to -date Fashion Magazine in the world . Its 36

pages, replete with beautiful illustrations of the latestatyles without increasing materially the size or weight of body.
GIVES IMMENSE LIGHT

necessity in every household ; the Designs and Fashion THE
Hints, being by May Manton , render it invaluable as an
absolutely reliable Fashion Guide. Tandem Size
Our Conditions. – Youmust send with your list of

worde 25 cents (stamps or silver) for a Three Months' Trial Height, sy in . Diameter Re.

Subscription to MODES. Lists and subscription must be
flectorsin . Weight,Nickeland

sent in one package. Japan ,12 %02. Aluminum to oz.

Our Extra Inducement. – Every person sending Prices include one attach

25 cents and a list of 15 words or more, will, in addition to ment. Either Bicycle orCar.

three months' subscription , receive by return meil a pattern riage. Eitherexchangedfor

of this stylish waistNo.6882 (illustrated above),in any size
the other. Either sold separ

froin 32 to 40 in. atelv, 75c. each .

Our Aim . - The present monthly circulation of MODES Nickel, $4.00

exceeds 200,000. We aim to make it 250,000. Japan, 4.00

This contest will close August 15 next, so the names of Aluminum, 5.00

successful spellers may be published in October issue of GossamerHoodwith each lamp from dealers,or express

Modes,mailed September 15 , but SEND IN YOUR LIST
paid ou receipt of price

AT ONCE . For our responsibility we refer you to any

Mercantile Agency . Address : MODES FASHION 20th CENTURY MFG . CO ., 17 Warren St., N. Y.

MAGAZINE, Dept. 784, 130 White St., New York .

FREE ! A HUGE OFFER ! NO LOTTERY ! NO CATCHWORD CONTEST !
Our world -renowned Electric Gold andVenezuelan DiamondRings. The stones are superb crystals, luminously lastrous,beautiful

their brilliance, and ean be compared side by side with theRealGems, defying thedetection of Diamond Experta. Electrie Geld the
same Rich color throughoutand is equal toand more durable than genuino 18 Karat. For Kize of finger cut hole in card . Ladies and

Gent's sizes. HOW TO SECURE THE RING . - Re -arrange the followingpuzzle words so as to represent three of the largest dtes,

one in the United States , one in England and ono in France. 1. WNE RYOK . 9. OLNNOD . 3. IPRAS. Copy there you find

a piece of paper, and return to us with 10c. silver , or 12c . stamps, and we will give you the beautiful ringdescribed. Wemake this as
tonishing offer to introduce our complete portfolio of vocal musloentitled Songs of the Century." This is a melange of the beat vocal
und instrumental melody. This selection (EMBRACING 17 SONGS, EACH WITH COMPLETE WORDS AND MUSIC FOR PIANO OR

ORGAN ) includes touching ballads, dear to the harmony of every bome; standard songs of a patriotie order ; fashionable parler ditties

plantation warblings ; and popular sonnets of leading American and European coro le opers and musie hall artista.Onlythink , the sto

contains 77 songs, such as Dream On ," " Speak to me," " The BraveOld Oak," " Baby Mine," " Darling, Good Night, Naney Lee ,
" Comrades, " Let Me DreamAgain," " Little AnnieRooney, " andother voeal gems, such as,“My Dad's the Engineer," - Mediatos

Living Pictures," "Sidewalks of New York, " My Beauliful Irish Maid ," « Just Tell Them That You Saw Me, " " And Her Golden Hair Was Henging Den

Her Back ,-ALL THESE and MANY MORE Catchy, Popular, Up- To -Date SONGS. If you are fond of music and singing, here is a grand chance . This is

& bona fide offer, made by a thoroughly reliable house, to introduce its other specialties . Show this to your friends. Remember, that upon receipt of your
order with 100. silver, or19c . stamps, with answers to above puzzles, we will send you a complete copy of " Songs of the Century , " and as an ABSOLUTELY
FREE present to introduce our goods the handsome ring Described Above. The songs alone are worth more to anyone ofmusical tastes than five times the

amount. CUT THIS OUT and send to- day, as this is only a limited offer. METROPOLITAN BOOK CO ., 9 Murray St., New York.

HYPNOTISM Taught

The

$2,600

Prize

Stories

Lovers of Stories that

are Stories should at

once send us 50 cents

for a full year's sub

scription to The Black

Cat, and thus make sure

of receiving the $ 2,600

prize stories, the publi

cation of which will be

gin in the July num

ber. Story -tellers in all

parts of the world have

competed for these

prizes. The Shortstory

Publishing Co. , Boston,

Mass.

byMail.

Not difficult . Spare moments suffieient.

Not a natural gift; anyone can use it. Latent powers de

veloped and the otherwise impossible accomplished . Ours

the most reliable secretsofthe art, makingall susceptible to

this strange influence Induced by contact, or at a distance

by mail or telegraph . Control loved ones and save them

from error. Habits,weaknesses, and diseases cured . Noth

ing aids all classes of every age,sex , and condition , in bus

ness and social life, more than this knowledge. Everything

private. Established twenty years. Book free. Address,

Prof. L. H. Anderson , B.C.67, Masonic Temple, Chicago, III.

DYSPEPSIA ,

INDIGESTION,

HEART -BURN,
and all Stomach

Troubles quickly

relieved andeured

by FLORAPLEXION. Sample bottle free by
mail. Everydropisworth itsweight in gold when you

need it. Address Franklin Hart 92 John St., New York,
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RIDE A

$ 80

THE POPULAR

LIST PRICE

RIDE A

" LIGHTRUNNING

MONARCH
ANDKEEP IN

FRONT.

Rambler
১২i ?

BICYCLE .

BETTER THAN EVER "

" CHEAPER THAN EVER

THE

WHEELWITHTHE

STRONGJOINTS
FISH MOUTH

REINEORCEMENTS

" YOU CAN TELL

bytheclass of people who ride popular

RamblerSicycles
-PRICE $80

thatthe rich man is not above saving

220, when heknows thestandard qual

ity of thewheelhe buys.

UNIQUE CATALOGUE FREE AT RAMBLER AGENCIES .

GORMULLY & JEFFERY MFG . CO .

Chicago. Boston. Washington. New York .

Brooklyn. Detroit. Cincinnati. Buffalo ,

London and Coventry, England .

Tout

MONARCH CYCLE MFG CO . CHICAGO .

NEW YORK 0 ** LONDON

The Chicago Times-Herald .

ENTERPRISING

AND

INDEPENDENT.

Chicago's Ideal Newspaper.
A favorite at the home, the office,

or in the cars.

READ EVERYWHERE,

By men and women of all classes .

NO BETTER MEDIUM FOR ADVERTISERS.

SEND FOR RATES .

The Chicago Times-Herald ,

154-158 Washington Street,

CHICAGO .

1512 and 13 American Tract Building,

NEW YORK

EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE
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The largest clientele of intelli

gent, thoughtful readers reached

by any periodical, daily , weekly,

or monthly in the world during

1896 was that of The

COSMOPOLITAN

MAGAZINE

....During 1897....

THE COSMOPOLITAN will pre

AN IMPORTANT SERIES OF sent a valuable series of papers on the

PAPERS ON THE CONDUCT
great industries and more importantop

OF GREAT BUSINESS
erations offinance and business. They

OPERATIONS .
will be from the pens of men thor

oughly familiar with the subjects of

which they write. No business man ,

however high his place in the financial world, or humble his com

mercial life,but will find interesting and instructive material in

this series. It will constitute a very complete course of business

training, and every young man just entering commercial life, and

every old man , however experienced , will alike find it of value. The

first of the series is in the March number, on

“ The Methods of Banking ”
by HOMAS L.JAMES , formerly Postmaster-General,many years

president of the Lincoln National Bank . Thispaper is illustrated by

portraits of twelve of the leading bankers of New York , taken for

THE COSMOPOLITAN in their bank offices by flash - light.

Mr. Julian Hawthorne is on

JULIAN HAWTHORNE his way to India, as commissioner

GOES TO INDIA TO INVES- for THE COSMOPOLITAN , to in

TIGATE PLAGUE , FAMINE, vestigate thefamine and plague now

AND BRITISH RULE FOR desolating that land . India is the

THE COSMOPOLITAN . least known of the populous countries

of the earth , and it is worth while

sending there an American with an established reputation for fair

ness and sincerity, who will paint in his own graphic style, the

actual condition of affairs.

+
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1. - The Famine in India .

II . - The Plague in India .

III. - British Rule in India .

IV. - Commerce and Finance in India.

V. - The Future of India .

will be studied for THE COSMOPOLITAN'S readers by Mr.

Hawthorne. These papers will embrace one of the most impor

tant series ever presented in a magazine.

If Du Maurier had not chosen “ The

THE NEW STORY Martians ” as his last title, that

THE WAR OF THE WORLDS would have been the name of the

BY WELLS — TO BEGIN IN new story of Mr. H. G. Wells, to be

APRIL COSMOPOLITAN .
begun in the April COSMOPOLI

TAN . “ The War of the Worlds

is one of the most brilliant pieces of

imagination ever put in words. Swift and Poe, Jules Verne and

Flammarion haveall been left behind by the boldness of this new

conception of Mr. Wells. Mars, growing cold through the ages,

the fight for life on that planet has developed the intelligence of

its people to acutenessmany centuries in advance of the inhabit

ants of our globe. They determine to migrate and seize upon our

warmer soil. England is the point at which they arrive, and the

interest is intense from the first to the closingchapter.

What is probably the most important

DOES MODERN COLLEGE discussion of the educationalquestion

EDUCATION EDUCATE IN ever held willbe opened in the April

THE BROADEST AND MOST COSMOPOLITAN . President Gil

LIBERAL SENSE OF man of The Johns Hopkins Univer

THE TERM ? sity will follow the introductory

article and the leading educators of

the day will contribute articles upon this most important inquiry :

" Does Modern Education Educate, in the Broadest and Most

Liberal Sense of the Term? ” If you are at all interested in the

instruction of youth , either as teacher or parent, you cannot

afford to miss this remarkable symposium , intended to review the

mistakes of the nineteenth century, and signalize the entrance of

the twentieth by advancing the cause of education . President

Dwight of Yale, President Schurman of Cornell, Bishop Potter and

President Morton are among those who have already agreed to

contribute to what promises to be the most important series of

educational papers ever printed. The aim is to consider existing

methods in the light of the requirements of the life of to-day, and

this work has never been undertaken on a scale in any degree

approaching that outlined for THE COSMOPOLITAN .' On all

News Stands. Price, 10 cents, $ 1.00 a Year.



.62 ADVERTISEMENTS.

BORATED

ARE YOU

TOO FAT

MENNEN'S FALCUN

TOILET

POWDER

Approvedby Highest

Medical Authorities,

as a Perfect Sanitary

Toilet Preparation

for Infants and Adults

Delightful after Shaving.

Positively relieves Prickly
Heat, Nettle Rash , Chalet

Skin, Sunburn , etc. Removes Blotches, Pimples, makes

the skin smooth and healthy. Take no substitutes.?

or FREESample Mailed (Namethis paper )

GERHARD MENNEN CO ., Newark , N.d.

If so , why not reduce your weight

and be comfortable ? Obesity pre

disposes to Heart Trouble, Paraly

sis, Liver Diseases, Constipation ,

Rheumatism , Apoplexy, etc., and

is not only dangerous, but ex

tremely annoying to people of re
fined taste . It'sa mistake not to

reduce your weight, if too great.

We do not care how many REDUC

TION remedies you may have taken

without success, we have a treut

ment that will reduce weight, as

thousands can testify . It is sim

ple , safe, pleasant to take, and not

expensive . The following are a

few of thousands who have been

reduced in weight and greatly im

proved in health by its use:

Mrs. HELEN WEBER ,
REDUCED .

Marietta , Ohio, says:
Mr. C. E. Purdue,

It reduced me 40
Springfield . Ill . 135 lbs

pounds, and improved
Mrs. M , M. Cummins,

health
Ottawa , ill .

my wonder
78 lbs

Miss M. Holsington,
fully ." Lake View ,Mich , 50 lbs

Mrs. I. Spalding . Morrisville,Vt. 61 lbs

Miss M. Nobles - Racine, Wis . 54 lbs

Mrs. M. Check Valley Mills, Texas -

H. Rossette - Ono, Cal ..
- 85 lbs

Ellen Ridgeway Vandalin, Iowa 60 lbs

We will give $ 100 IN GOLD to any one who can

prove thatany of our testimonials are not genuine.

DON'T do anything or take anything until you henr

from us ;we have something important to tell you about
how to MAKE REMEDY AT HOME at a

trifling cost , and alsoothervaluable information . To any

reader ofthis paper who will write to us at once we will send

full partioulars and a few days'

TREATMENT FREE

in a plain sealed package upon receipt of 4 cents to cover

postage, etc. Correspondence strictly confidential.

HALL & CO . , K. A. Box 404, St. Louis, Mo.

A SIMPLE CATARRH CURE .

I have spent nearly fifty years in the treatment of

Catarrh, and have effected more cures than any spe
cialist in the history of medicine. As I must soon

retirefrom active life, I will, from this timeon, send

the means of treatment and cure as used in my

practice , Free and postpaid , to every reader of this

paper who suffers from this loathsome, dangerous

and disgusting disease. This is a sincere offer which

any one is free to accept. Address

Prof. J. A. LAWRENCE, 88 Warren St., New York,

To Sick

A positive, qnick and lasting curefor Constipation,

Indigestion, Dyspepsia, Sick Headache, Kidney

and Liver Diseases, Poor Blood,Rheumatism ,

Corpulency, etc. Thousands of testimonials from

grateful peoplewho have been cured . Wesend

Trial case of Medicinefree and post-paid. You

run norisk and save Doctors ' bills. Good Agents

wanted . Address EGYPTIAN DRUG CO . New York

of

allThe Most Delightful

Spring Time Outings.

700 Miles by Sea

Upon a handsome , fast, and

modern ocean steamship of

the Old Dominion Company .

A Day and a Quarter

At one of the magnificent hotels

at Old Point Comfort or at Vir

ginia Beach amid delightful sur

roundings .

Back in New York

At mid-afternoon on the third

day after leaving the city , re

freshed and

All for an outlay of $ 17

Which includes meals and state

room accommodations both ways

and board at hotel while ashore .

Send for handsome illustrated literature,

mailed free upon application .

OLD DOMINION S. S. CO. ,

PIER 26 , N. R. , NEW YORK.

W.L, Guillaudeu , V. P. & T. M.

THE ...

ADIRONDACK ......

MOUNTAINSOdTimes
“ The Great North Woods. "

A marvelous wilderness, abounding

in beautiful lakes, rivers, and brooks,

filled with the greatest variety offish.

An immense extent of primeval forest,

where game of all kinds is to be found .

Thiswonderful region—located in

Northern New York — is reached from

Chicago by all lines in connection with

the New York Central; from St. Louis

by all lines in connection with the New

York Central; from Cincinnatiby all

lines in connection with the New York

Central; from Montreal by the New

York Central; from Boston by a

through car over the Boston & Albany,

in connection with the New York Cen

tral ; from New York by the through

car lines of the New York Central;

from Buffalo and Niagara Falls by

the New York Central.

A32- page folder and map entitled " The Adiros .

daek Mountains andHow to Reneh Thea " rent

free, postpaid , to any address, on receipt of a l - cent

stamp by George H. Daniels ,GeneralPassenger

Agent, New York Central& Hudson River Rail

road , Grand Central Station ,New York.

Baca
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AT LESS THAN COST !
DO NOT NEGLECT THIS RARE OPPORTUNITY.

Our greatspecial advance sale at one - anth price is nearly over. During the few days remaloing we have determined to change the terms of pay .

mentto only half cash with order, balance on publication . This extra liberal concession , made in view of hard times and scare money , will speedily

exbeat the balance ofour first edition , which has been especially set asidefor advertising purposes. When these sets are distributed , our prices will be

$ 35.00 to $ 45.00 for precisely the same books. Do not delay your application for a slagle hoer If you expect to secure a set of this latest and
greatest of all reference works

THE AMERICAN EDUCATOR
At ONE -HALF ACTUAL COST of Paper, Printing and Binding.

Itcombines all the essential features of a complete generalEncyclopædia, a Pronouncing Dictionary , a Library of

Biography, and a Gazetteer of the World , all basedupon the latest reports and statistics available up to March 15 , 1897 .

Our planinvolves the treatment, in condensed encyclopædic form , of the whole range of human knowledge, with spe.

cial attention to the new subjects that have been developed during this last decade of marvellous scientific progress and

research. This great, new work stands absolutely alone in its treatment of the live subjects of our wonderful to

day . Space forbids even a partial enumeration of the practical, brain - developing features of this matchless work ,

which may be truly pronounced an absolute necessity to every man , woman and child who covets knowledge. We

can simply guarantee its vast superiority over every other reference work is print.

FOUR MASSIVE MADE BY AMERICANS

SEND FOR
QUARTO VOLUMES

FOR AMERICANS

SAMPLE
10.000 Columns of Matter

Completed during tbe past twoyears

PAGES by ourown educational staff of over

150.000 VocabularyWords and Subjects 310 American scientista , educators,spe

65,000 Encyclopædic Articles
cialists and artista. It stands abao

lutely alone In its treatment of tbe

18.000 Biographical Sketches live subjects ofour wonderful

75.000Geographical Names and Places
to -day,coversevery known field of

selence, Invention and discovery ,with
Over 8.000.000 Words more than 20,000 special reports of

Nearly 4,000 lilustrations
statisties, populations, etc., received

since JRS. I, IN97 . It tamircle

16 Full Pages of Plates in 17 Colors of progressive book -making , being a

48 Full Page Plates in Monotone
strictly up- to -date ,ideal combinationof

COST $ 250,000 .
ENCYCLOPÆDIA,

LIBRARY of
Ceell Jone 15 an initialpayment,

with advance order, of
BIOGRAPHY,

ONLY

DICTIONARY and

GAZETTEER .

No other Encyclopædia not even

SECURES THE SET those costing from $78.00 to $200,00 ,

at the advance price, the remainder of
contains one -half as much Informa

83.75being payable on publication.
tlon on subjectsof the greatest later

-est at tbe present day, such as

Noother eneyclopediawill do for

-to -date people. The thousands of
Alr - sbipo

Biographiesinclude those of living Lato Marvels of Electricity

men, in whom wearemostinterest Bimetallism and Banking

The Gazetteer contains the very Bubonle Plasne o 1897

latest statistics, including those of 1897 . New Hudson Rlver Brido

Our sample Pages will convince you Four Immensevolames Balloon Voyages to the Pole

that The Amrrican Educator is each Incbea and Cruisers and Battleships

competitor, Boston Subway, Ete .
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AMERICAN AME

TO
EDUCATOR
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A
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ALIBRARY OF
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YOU SAVE $ 27.50 BY ORDERING NOW
Partial List of Editors and Special Contributors . READ OUR GREAT SPECIAL OFFER.
Prof. Charles Morris , of the Philadelphia Academy of Natural Sciences

Prof. Daniel G.Brinton , A , M., of the University of Pennsylvania ,
TAB AMERICAN EDUCATOR will be completed shortly after

Prer. Marcus Benjamin , Ph . D., of Smithsonian Institution.
Jano let ; the finishing touches are now being applied by an army of experts

Prof.Mansfield Merriman , C. E., Ph . D., of Lehigh University.
and artists. There will be only two styles of binding - Cloth , at 86.00 net,

Prof. Simon Newcomb, LL.D., U. 8. Naval Observatory..
and Hall-Russia, at 848.00 A set. In parasace of our original and well

Pref. Ames Emerson Dolbear, Ph.D., Taft's College, Mass.
known methods ofadvertising, we propose to secure immediate and wide

Prof.Lewia swin ,M.N. A.S .. of EchoMountain Observatory . Call
spread pablieits for our new work bydistributingthefirst edition atabout

Rev. Joba F. Hurst, D.D., LL.D., Bishop of the M. £ . Oburch .
one-ofth regular prices, namely : 87.50 for the cloth style (trola ) and

89.00 for Half - Russia , this being little more than half the actual cost
Prof. J. Mark Baldwin , Ph . D.. of Princeton University.

of making. By so doing we shall secure at once the inevitable ver
Rev. Wm. X. Ninde . D. D .. LL.D., Bishop of the M E. Church ,

Prol, Henry C. Vedder . D.D., of Orozer Tbeological Seminary.
dict of anisereal popular endorsement. These advance orders at one

JobsWI . Baer, Esq ., Gen. See's Christian Endeavor Societies. fifthprice must beaccompaniedbyone-ballcasb , kodour special price

Rev.Geo . T. Purves, D.D.. LL.D., Princeton Theological Seminars toexhaust thefirstedition ,whiob may becor within the first fewdays. Notholds good only ontilthe workis issued, or until enough orders are recewed

Prof.FredericA. Lueas, Ph.D., Curstur, Department of Comparative more than twosets will be supplied to any one applicant. Orders will be

Anatomy, U. 8. National Museum .

Prof. Charles S. Dolley , A.M., M. D., late Prof. of Biology , U. of Pe. after which timeno sets will be sapplied exceptat regularprices.
accepted and filled in rotation, as received, until the day of publication ,

Bend $ 3.75 , if clotb style la desired , or $ 4.502 if Hall -Rassin . You will receive at once receipt on account.

at ourspecial advance price, the balance ( $ 3.75onelothstyle, or$ 1.500Hall-Rasara )to be sent on

potice of publication,when the complete set of four handsome volumes will be at coco forwarded. Transporta

guaranteed onrepresented, ormoney refunded It sella returned within ten days. We refer to ens Commercial Agency, or to any back or
newspaper in Philadelpbla. BOOK OF SAMPLEPAGES and ILLUSTRATIONS FREEON RECEIPT of20.STAMP . Mention (AloMagasine.

HOW TO ORDER.

SYNDICATE PUBLISHING CO. , 234.South Eighth Street,
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ap

of Life Insurance cannot be clearly established . It

is certain, however, that some species of insurance

prevailed aniongst the Oriental races back to the

ancient Hindoos.

The need of a protecting influence, a sure and fast

PRUDENTIAL safe provision for contingencies commonto

every household,was as real then as nowa
STRENGTH

In these days of progress,LifeInsur

GIBRALTAR
ånce policies;as issuedby

The

has the

or

THEPRUDENTIAL

and adapted tô the requirements and circumstances

of the whole family, šuppiant / the crude methods of

the ancients .

Life Insurance for Children,Women, and Men, on profit-sharing plan.

Ages,1 to 70 / Amounts, $ 15 to $ 50,000.

Premiums payable yearly, half-yearly, quarterly, or weekly .

Write

The Prudential Insurance Company

....of America ....

JOHN F. DRYDEN, President. Home Office, Newark, N. J.

THE BARTA PRESS , BOSTON .
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AN OFFER

Makes the

Heart Right,

Lungs Right,

Liver Right,

Blood Right,

KidneysRight,

Nerves Right,

Because it makes

Puritana 75€

Sozodont

A Right

Stomach.

AND

SOZODERMA SOAP
BYMAIL

OREXPRESS.

Your Druggist should

have both . failing to get them ,

send. 75 cents for Sozodontor

$ 1.00 for both cash or stamps

-to the Proprietors

دبلاط

It curesfrom head tofoot.

Get of your draggist thisgreat discase -conquering die

Covey ( the price 1 $ 1 for the complete treatment, one

bottleofParitana ,one bottle of Puritana Pills, and one

bottleofPuritans Tablets , all in one package), andyou

vil blesstheday when you heard of Puritana. Send
your name and address for our free booklet. The

Paritana Compound Co., Concord , N. H.

HALL & RUCKEL

P. O. Box 247, New York City

London : 46 Holborn Viaduct, E. C.

fooled

CHASE",

TIRE

TOUGH TREAD

Light and Resilient.

Practically Puncture -Proof.

vice andcomfort insured at no greater ex

pense. Especially adapted to those who ride

with their handle bars up, and to women who are unable

to repair tires.

Made by L. C. Chase & Co.,
NEW YORK

838 Broadway

CHIO AGO

199 Van Buren St.

PELA .

917 Arch St.

70 Washington Street, Boston .

Send w your address and name of this magazine, and we will mail you ,

the popular sketch book , “Mr. Van Cycle's Experience," illustrated .FREE FREE
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