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A BLUE GRAS3 PENELOPE,

YE BRET HARTE.

-

CHAPTER 1II, CoXTINUED.

““Well, I don’t know anyone who has a

better right to know than Spence Tacker's
wife,’ said another with a coarse langh, The
laugh was echoed by the others. Mrs.
Tucker saw the pit innto which she had de-
liberately walked, but did no% flinch.

‘ s there any oue to serve here 1" she ask-
ed, turning her clear eyes full upon the by-
standers.

“You'd better ask the sheriff. He was the

last one to sarve here. He sarved =n attach-
ment,” replied the inevitable humo ist of a'l
Californian assemblages

“Is he hera?" asked Mrs, Tucker, diera.
garding the renewed langhter which fol owed
this subtle wicticism.

The loungers at the door mads way for one
ofjtheir party, who was half dragged, balf
pushed into the ehop. *‘Here he is,"” #ail

hali a doz:n eager voices, in the fond beliaf

that hie presince might impart additional
humor to the situation. Hecaita deprecat-
ing glance at Mcs, Tacker and said : _*'Jt's
#0. madam ! This yer plac> #s attached ; but
if there's snything you're wanting, why, 1
reckon, boys"—he turned half appealingly to
the crowd—" we could oblige a lady.”
There was a vague sound of angry opposi-
iton and remcnstrance from the back door o
the shop, but the majority, partly overcome
by Mrs. Tacker's beauty, assented, “Oaly,’
continued the offl 2er explanatorily, “‘ez thes>
yer goods are in the hands of the craditors
they ovght to be repreiented by an equival-
ent in money. If you're expecting they
ghould be charged —"

“Bat I wish to pay for them,” interrupted
Mrs. Tuacker with a elight flush of . indigna
tion. “I have the money.”

*QOh, I bet you haval” secreamed a voice,
as, overturring all opposition, the maleomns-

tent at the back door, in the shape of an in-

furiated won an, for:ed her way inty the
shop “I'll bet you have the money, Look
at her, boys L-ok% at the wife of a thief
with the s'olen money in diamonds in her
eira and rings on her fingers., Sh's got
money if we've got none.  She can pay for
what she fancies, if we haven't a cent to re-
deem the beds that's stole from under us,
Oh, yes, buy it all, Mrs, Spencer Tucker !
buy the who'e ehop, Mrs, Spencer Tecker |
do you hear? Aad if you ain't satiefizd then
buy my clothes, my weading ring, the only
things your husband basn’t sto'en.”

©] don't understand you,” eaid Mrs,
Tacker coldly, turning towards the door.
Bat with a flying leap across the counter ber
relentlegs adversary stood bctween her and
retreat.

**Yo1 don't unleratand! Perhaps you
don't understand that your husband nct only
stole the a~d labor of these men, but even
the Lit'l2 morey they brought here and trust-
ed to hie thieving bands, Perhaps you don’t
know that he siole my Eusband’s hard earn
ings, mortgaged these very goods you want
to buv, ara he is to day a convicted thief, a
forger, and a)runaway coward. FPerhaps, if
you can't understand mé you cin read the
nowspaper. Look!” She exultingly opened
the paper the Sheriffl had been rewding aloud
and pointed to the disp'ayed head lines,
‘Took | thereare the very words ‘Forgery,
Swincle, Embezzlment !’ Do you see? And
peraaps yon can't understand this. Lok !
‘Shameful flight, Abandons his wife, Rune
off with a Notcrions——"

“‘Ey oid gal, easy now. D —nit! Wil
you diyup? Isay. Stop!’

It was too late ]| The Sheriff had dashed
the paper from the woman’s hand, but not
until Mrs. Tocker had read a single line, a
line such as she had sometimes turnzd from
with weary scorn in her carel:ss pereual of
the daily shameful chonicle ot domeéstic in*
felicity. Then she had wondered if there
could be any such men and womeno : sud now !
The crowd fell back before her ; even the
virago was silenced as she looked at her
face, The humorist's face was as white, but
not as immobila, as he gasped. * Christ 1—if
I don't believe she knew nothin’ of 161"

For a moment the full forge of such arup-
position, with all its poignancy, its dramatic
inteunsity,and its pathos, possessed the crowd.
Inthemomentary clairvoyanceof enthusiasm
they ciught a glimpse ot the truth, and by
one of the strange reactions of human pas-
gion they only waited for a word ofrappeal
or ¢xplanation feom her lips to throw them-
selves at her feet. Had ehesimply told her
story they would have believed her; had
she cried, fainted, or gone into hysterica,
they would I ave pitied her. She did neither,
Porbaps she thought of neitber —or indeed
of anything that was then before her eyes,
She walked erect to the door and turned on
the threshold.
gaid calmly.” I don't understand you, “But
whatever jast claim you have upon my hus
band will be pud by me—or by his lawyer,
Captain Poincextes.”

Sae had lost the sympathy but not the re-
spect of her hearers, They made way for
her with sullen deference as she paised out on
the platform. Bat her adversary, profiting
by tne last opportunity, burst into an_iron-

10al ]."“:I'.Eh. _ ' 2
| Capt. Prindexter, is it ?  Well, perhaps
he's safe to pay your bill—but as for your
hushand’s !

“‘That’s another matter,” interrupted a fa-
m'liar voice with the greavest cheertulness—
‘“that’s what you were going to say, wasn't
it? Ha!bhal Well, Mg, Patterson,” con-
tinued Poindexter, stepping froem his buggy,
“‘you nzver spoke a truer word in_your life.
0Oae moment, Mra. Tacker, Lat me send

ur back in the buggy. ‘Don’t mind me,

“] mean what I say,"” she:

can get a fresh horse of the sher'ff. I'm

quite at home here. I say, Patterson, step a
tuw paces this way, will you? A little fur-

ther from your wife, please, That'll do.

You ve got a claim of §5,000
perty, haven’t you ?”

“Yea."

““Well, that woman jost driving away is
your one solitary chance of getiing a cent
of it. If yoar wife insults her again—that
chan-e is gone. And if you do———"

“Well 7"

“‘As sure as there is a God in I:racl and a
Sapreme Court of the state of California,I'll
kill you in your tracks! * * * Stay 1"

Patterson turned. The irrepressible look
of humoruons tolerance of all human- frailty
had suffused Poineexter's black eyes with
mischizvous moisture, *“Ii you think it
gnie safe to coafide to your wife in this
prospect of her improvement by widowhood
—you may |’

againsg the pro-

CHAPTER IIL

Mr. Pat‘erson did not info-m his wife of
the lawyer's porsonal threat to himelf.
But he managea, after Poindexter had left,

fo make her conacious that Mrs. Tucker
might be a power to be plicated and feared.
 You've shotoff your mouth at her,” he
gaid, argumentatively ‘‘and whether you've
hit the merk or not you've had your say.
Fi you think its worth a possible $5,000 and
interest to keep on, heave ahead. K[ you
rather have the chance of geiting the rest
in cash, you'li let up-on ber.” “Xou don't
suppoee,” returned Mrs. I"atteraon t’tl!ti'!“!.p-
tuously, *‘that ehe's got anything but what
that man o  hers—Poind: xter—let's her
have?’ ““The Sheruf esays,” ratcried Pat-
terson gorl ly, ** that she’s notified him that
she cliims the roncho =8 a gift Jrom her
husband three yeara ago—and she’sin pos
session now, and was g0 when the execution
was out. It don’'t make mo matter,” he
added, with gloomy philosophy, ‘' whose
got a full hand as long as we ain't got the
cards to ehip in. I wouldn't hev minded
it.” he ¢ ntinued meditatively, “‘ef Spencer
Tacker had droppad a hint to> m> afora he
put out. = ““And T suppose,” said Mrs
Patterson angrily, ‘' youw'd bave put out
too ' T recken,” ga'd Mrs, Pa'terson
eimply, :

Twice or thrice during the evening he r2
ferrad, more or less directly, tathis Jack of
confidence shown by his lats debtor and em
ployer, and seemed to feel it more keenly
than the loss of property. He confided his
sentiments quite openly to the Sheriff in
possession, over the whiskey ond euchre
with which these gentlemen avoided the
difficulties of their delicate relations. He
kronded over if ad he handed the keys of
the shop to tha Sheriff when they parted for
the night, and was still thinking of it when
the house was cloeed, everybody gone fo
led, and he wasdetching a fresh jug of
water fromi the well, Tue moon was ab
timea obscured by flfing c'onde—the avant
couriers of the regular eveninz shower. He
was stooping over the well, when he eprang
suddenly to his feet again. Who's there?"
he demandad sharply.

‘"Hueh " said a voice, solow and faiot it
might have been a whispsar of the wind in
the palisades of the corral,. Bot, indistinct
as it was, it was the vo ey of the mam he
was thinking of as far away, and it eent a
thrill of 8l lernate awe and pleasura threngh
hir pulses,

Ha glanced quickly around. The moon
was hidden by a passing cloud, and only the
fa'n® outlines or the houze he had jast
quit‘ed were visitle ‘‘Is that you,
Spevce 7" he said, tremulously,

*Yes,” replied the voice and a figure
dimly emerged from the corner of the enrral.

"Lyﬂn],r low, lay low—for God's eake,” said
Patterson, hurriedly throwing himself ngoa
the apparition. “'Tae Sheriff and his poise
are in there,”

“ Bat I mast speak to youa moment,” said
the figure,

““Wait,"” ea’d Patberson, glarcing toward
the building. Tts blank shutterlers widdows
revealed na inner light—a profound silence
encompissed it. “'Come quick,” he whisper-
ed. Letting his grasp slip down to the un-
res'stinz hand of the strapger, he half
dragged, half led him, brasbing against the
wall, into the open door of the deserted
barroom be had just quitted, lockad the
mner door, poured a glass of whiskey from
a decanter, gave it to him, and then watch.
ed him drain it at a single draught. The
moon came out, and, falling through the
bare windows fuall upon the stranger's face,
revealed the artist'c but slightly dishevell-
el corls and mouetiche of the fugitive,
Spencer Tuacker,

Whatever may have been the real in.
floence of this unfortunate min upon his
fellows, 1t seemed to find expression in a
gingular upanimity of criticism. Patterson
looked at him with a half-dismal half wel-
comesm'le.  ‘‘VWell, you area h—Il of a
fellow, ain't youn ?"

Spane>r Tucker pissed his hani through
his naic and lifted 15 from b's forehead, with
a gesbure at once emotional and theatrical

“I ama min with a pricecn me |I' he said
bitterly. *‘Give m:up to the Sheriff, and
you'll get five thoucand dollars, Help me,
and yo1'll get nothing. That's my d—d
luek. and yours too, L suppose,”

‘T reckon’y on’r] right there,” said Patter
son gloomily, " “Bats I thought you got
clean away. Waent off on a ship t

“Went offan a bra% to a ship,” ioter-upt.
ed. Tucker, savagely ; ‘‘wens off to a_ship,
that had all my thingson board—evers t 1ing
The coried Yoat capsized in a squall Just off
the heads, The ship, d—nher, sailea away,
the men thinking I was drowned, likely, and
that thes'd mik= a good thing of my goois
—1I reckon.” .

“But the girl, Inez, who was with you,
didn't she makea row 7"

o 2 Quien sabe,)” returned Tuocker, with a

reckless lapgh, *““Well, I hung cn like grim
death totbhatboat's keeluntil one of these
Chinesc fishermen, in a ‘dug out,’ hauled me
in opposite Sincelito T chartered him and
his dug out to bring me do vn here,"

“Why here ?"' asked Patterson with a cer-
tain ostentatious cautioartkat ill concealed
perrive satisiaction

“You may well ask,” re'urned Tacker,
with equal ostentation of bitternsss, ai he
8 'ghtly waved his companion away, '‘Butl
réckoned that I conld srusta white mn that
I'd been kind to, and wouldn't go back on
me, No, no, let me go! Haind me ovar to
the Sheriff 1”

Patterson had suddenly grasped both the
hands of the picturesque scamp before him

ghamed the man who bad ruined him. Bat
Tucker's egotism whispered that his af-
fection was only a recognition of his own
superiority, and felt flattered. He was be-
gioning to believa that he was really the in-
jured party.

“What'T have and what I have Aad is
your®, Spence " returnped Patterson, with a
sad and simple directaess that made any
farther discvssion a gratuitous insulh, I
only wanted to know wbat you reckoned to
do here.”

- *']1 want to get over across the coast range
to Monterey,” said Tucker, ‘‘Oace there,
on2 of those coasting schooners will bring
me down to Acapulco, where the ship will
putan,”

Pattertoa remained silent for a moment,
“There is a mustang in the coral you can
take —leastways, I shan't know that ite gone
—until to morrow afternoon. In an hour
rom now,” he added, look'ng from the win-

dow, ‘‘these clouds will settle down to busi-
nees. It will rain ; there will be light en.
oungh for you to find your way over the
mountain, but no% enough for any one to
krow you. Ifyou can't push through to-
night, yoa can lie over on the Posada on the
gsummit, Them Grease-s that kzep it won's
know you, and if they did they wont go
back onyou. Anad if they did go back on
you mnohody would believe them. It's

mighty  curiovs,” he added with

with an aff:ction that for an instant almoat
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gloomy philagophy, “but T reckon ite
the rea on why Povidence allovs this kind
of cattle 1o live amoag whita men snd others
made in His imagze. Take a pieze of pie
won't you 1" he continuned, abcnloning this
abrtract reflection ani producing half a flat
pumpkin pie from the bar. Spencer Tucker
grasped the pie with ons baad and his
friend’s fingers with the other, and for a
few moments was silent from the huvried
deglutition of viand and sentimeant, “VYou're
a white man, Pattereon, anyway, he re
sumed, .'“1'1l take your horse, and pat 1t
down in our acconnt, at your own figures.
As 001 as thie curzed thing iz blown over,
T'll ba back and see you, though, yo1 bet,
I don’t desert my fricnds, bowever ro1gh
thinzs go with me.”

‘*“] gee you don't,”” returned Patterson,
with an unconscions and serious simplicity
that had the eff:ct of the moat exquisite
irony, * 1 was only just saying to the
She iff that if there was anything I conld
hove done for yoa, yoa wouldn't have eut
away without letting me know.” Tucker
glanced uneasily at Pattereon, who cont nn-
ed, ‘*Ye ain't wanting anything else?’
Taen obrerving that his former friend and
pa ron.was roughly but n>wly.clothed, and
batrayed ro trace of his last escapade, he
addad. ““Taee you've got a fresh harness.”

'« That d d Chinaman bought me
thee at the landing ; they're not much in
styla or fi5,"” he continued, trying to get a
moonlight view of himself in the mirror
behind the bar, *“but that don't matter
here "  Hej filled annther gla=s of spirits,
jauntily gettled himself back ilh his chair,
and added. '*I don't suppose there areany
girla around anyway."

‘i ¢ Capt your wile ; she was down here

this afterroon,’’ ra'd Patterzon meditative-
ly.
?Mr. Tacker pyused with the pie in his
hand, *'Ah, yea !" He essayad a reckless
langh, bnt that evident simulition failed
bafore Patterson’s melancholy, With an
assumption of falling in with his friend’s
mannar, rather than from &ny per:oaal
anxiety, he coatinoed,

““Well ?"

““That man Po'ndexter was down hera
with her, Puat her in the /lacienda to bold
po:session before the news came out."

“Tmpos=sible I" gaid Tucker, rising hastily,
“Jtv oon't belong—that is——" he hem-
tated.

“Yer thinking the credito-a 'il get i,
mebhe,” rﬂturneﬁ Patterson, gazing at the
floor. ** Not as loag as ehe's in it ; no sir !
Whether its really hers, or she's on'y keep-
ing bouse for Pdandexter, she's a fixture,
you bet, They're a team when they pull
together, they are !”

The emile elowly fadel frem Tuveoker'a
face, that now logked quite rigid in the
mwoonlight, Has put down his glass and
walked to the window as Patterson glocm ly
eentinued, ‘*But that's nothing to you.
You've got ahead of 'em both, and had your
revenge by going off with the gal. That's
what I said a!l -along. Whaen folks—speci-
ally women folks—wondered how you could
leave a woman like your wife, and go off
with a scalliwag like that gal, I allers #aid
they'd find out there was a reason, Aad
when your wife came Haunting down here
with Poindexter before ehe'd quite got rid
of yo1, I recken they began to see the
whole little game. No, gir! 1 knew it wasn't
on account of the gall Why, when you
came kere to night, and told mos quite na-
t'ral like and easy how she went off in the
ghip, and then calmly ate your pie and
dr.nk yoar whiskey afterit, I knew you
didn’t care for her. There's my hand,
Spence; you're a trump, even if vou srs a
little loorey, eh? Why, what's up?”

Shall»w and selfish as Tucker was, Pat.
terson’'s words seemed like a revelation that
shocked him as profoundly as it m'ght have
shocked a nebler nature. Toe simple van-
ity and selfishness that made him unable to
concelve any higher reason for his wife's
loyalty than his own pertonal popularity
and succees, now that he no longer pnesaes
ed that ec’af, made him equally capable of
the lowest suspicions, Hs was a dishonae-
ed fogitive, broken in fortune and reputa.
tinn—why should ehe not desert him? He
had been unfsithful to her from wildness,
from caprice, from the effect of those fascin-
aticg qualities; it ssemed to him natural
that she sho1ld be disloyal from more de-
liberate “motives, and he hugged himsazlf
with that belief.  Yet there was enough
doubt, enough o haunting suspicion that
he had lost or alienated a powerful aff2ction
to make him thoroughly miserab'e, Ha re-
turned his friend’s grasp convalsively and
baried his face upon his shoulder, Bu% he
was not aboyve feeling a certain exultation in
the effsct of his misery upon the dog-like,
unreasoning affection of Patterson, mnor
cou'd he entirely refrain fromn slightly pos-
ing his sffliction before that sympathet'e
but melancholy man. Siddenly he raisad
his head, drew back, andi thrust his hand
iuto his bosom with a theatrical gestor),

““What's to keep me frem killing Puin
dexter in his tracks 7" he gaid wildly.

**No‘hin' but /%is shooting first,” returned
Patterson, with dismal practicality. * He's
mighty quick, like all them army men  [t's
aboat even, I reckon, that he don't get me
tirst,” he added in an ominous voice,

“No 1" returned Tuckar, grasping his
hand again, ‘“T'hiiis vot your affar, P .t er
gon : leave him to me when I come bck.”

“Tf he ever geti the drop on ms, I reckon
he won't wait, continued Pa‘terson lugubu-
briously, *‘He seems to objectto my passin’
eriticism on your wife, as if she was a queen
or an angel,” ;

The blood cam= to Spencer's cheek, and
he turned uneasily*to the window. ‘‘It's
dark evoagh now for a start,” he sad
hurriedly, ‘‘and if I could get across the
mountain without lying over at the summat,
it would be a day gained.”

Patterson arose without a word, filled a
Hatk of spirit, handed it to his friend, and
gilently led the way through the slowly
falling rain and the now settled
darkness. The mustang was quickly
gecured and siddled ; a heavy poncho
afforded Tucker a disguise as well as a pro-
tection from the rain. With a few hurried
disionnectad words, and an abstracted air,
he once more shook his friend’s hand and
iganed cautiously from the corral, When
out of earshot from the house, he put spurs
to the mustang and dashed into a gallop.

To intercept the mountain road he was
obliged to traverse part of the hifhway his
wifa bad to walk that aftarnoon, and to pass
within a mile of the casa where she was,
Lonz before he reached that point his eyes
were straining the darkness in that direct-
ion for syme indication of the hoase which
wa3d to him familiar, Becoming now accus-
tomed to the even obscurity, less tryimz to
the wvision than the alternate light and
shadow of cloud or the fall glare of moon-

o

light, he fincied he coall distinguaish its low
walls over the mennten us level, 0o of
those impulses which had =0 often takan the
place of resolution in his character, suddenly
poseessed him to diverge from his course and
approach the house, Why, he conld not
have explainad. It was not from any feel-
ing of jealousy euspicion or contemplated
revange—that had paessd with the presence
of Patterson ; it was not from ang vague
lingering sentiment for the weman he had
wrong2d—he would have ehrunk from meet-
ing her at that moment. Bat it was full of
theszand more possibilitica by which he might
or might not be guided, and was at least a
movement toward some wvague end, and a
dist action from certa'n thooghts he dared
not entertain and could not entirely dinmiss,
Inconceivable and inexplicable to human
reason, i1t might have been acceptable to
the Divine omuisciency fir its pridestnad
result,

He left the road at a point where the
marih encroached upin the meadow,
familiar to bhim already as near the spo’
where he had debarked from the Cainaman’s
boat the day before, He remembered that
the wa'la ot the hacienda were distinctly
visible from the fules where he had hidden
all day, and he now knew that the figures
he had observed near the bmlling, which
had deterred his first attempts at landing,
must have been his wifs and his friend. Ha
knew tka® a long tongue of the slough filled
by the riming tide followed the marsh, and
lay between him and the hacienda. The
sginkiong of his horse’s hoofs in the spongy
goil determined its proximity, an1 he made
adetour to the right to avoid it, Ia doing
t0 & light suddenly rose absve the distant
horizon ahead of him, trembliog faintly, and
then burned with a steady lustra. It was a
light at the Aacienda. Guiding his horse
half abatractedly in this direction, his pr-
grees was presently checkad py the splaih.
ing of the animal's hoafs in the water. Bat
the turf was firm, and a salt drop that had
spattered to his lips told him tha$ it was
only the encrowching of the tide m the
meadow. With his eyes on the light, he
again urgad his horse fourward, Tae rain
lailad, the clonds began to braak, tho landas-
gcape al ernately lightened and grew dark ;

the oatlines of the crambling hacienda walla
tha% enshr.ned the light grew more visib'e,
A strange and dreamy resemblence to the
lonzg blae brass plain before his wife's
paternal house, as seen by him during his
evening rides to courtship,pres-editseif npon
hio. Ha remembered, too, that she used
to put a light in the window to indicate her
presence. Following this retroapect, the
moon same boldly out, sparklel upm the
overflaw of silver at his feet, seemed to
show the dark, opague m3adow bayond for
a moment, and then disappeared. 1t waas
dark now, but the lesser earthly sta~ still
shoae before him as a gaide, and pushing
towards it, he passed into the all-embraciog
shadow.

(To BE CONTINUED.)

The Social Kite.

Tnough not described by Aundabon, the
social kite deservesa word. You, in your
affabl» way, start a topie, novel and interest-
ng, Secarcely haveryou flashed your g.ma
ere your kite pounces om it, tears it from
you, anl proceeds to discuss it for the bene-
fit of the company. Yon are good natured,
and let him have his way. Presently Jones,
on the other eide of the table, smiling
pleasantly, begina the recital of some in-
teresting incident which happ2ned down
town in the morning, Jones is not a talk-
ative man, and this 13 the o2e little morcean
by which he hop3s to shins at dinpe-, Thae
kite lets him get a3 far a3 the second sent-
ence, and swoops down as before. Having
plucked each feather from this sscond prey
(clamyily, too, rending and tearing it, and
not at all in the neat manner in which you
or Jones would have done it), he relap=es .
to t mporary sil:mcs, watching with eagsr
eye for his next victim, ready with beak and
clwvw for the first idea that Hies. IFf, hzppy,
you attempt to continne your story, there
follows the most disagreeable duet, the kile
usually getting the better of it by dogged
partinacity and ill-breeding, and leaving
you somewhat nettled for so sma!l a matter,
The kite is by no means a rare bird, He is
hardy, with a hide of phenomenil thick-
ness, ~ Though solitary as regards other
kites, he dearly loves the society of m'n ;
for, 12ft to himsalf, thers is no one to inter-
rapt or from whom to filch ideas, When by
chance two kites moet a spirited contist en-
sues, the louder mouthed and more ill bred
(shere are degrees in kites) carrying the day,
aud the rest of the c¢)mpany wishing them
at Jericho, Taereis probably no more dis-
agreeable social nuisance, in a small way,
unless it be the main who allows you to
finish, and than laboriously explainis yonr
remarks to thecompany. Both forms of ill-
breeding are common enough., Tae latter
arises from stupidicy, aud bath pr.ceei oa
tha caldish assumption that the speaker
konows mora than yourseli of the matter
which you are discussing, coupled, in many
cwses, with a sneaking desire to filth your
ideas. Dounbtless, like him who steals your
purse, he often steals trash ; but it is your
trash, and you feel emtitlad to it—*'a poor
thing, but mine own ;" and it is hard to
view this social robbar with equwmimity.—
Boston Gazette,
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An Unknown Monster.

Fur the past seven or eight years duff.r
ent stories have ‘been told concerning a
dreadful monstar that inhablted a body of
water known as Crater Lake, situated about
fitty five miles west of North Lickviile,
John Shallook, with "others, has just seen
the monster, Mr, Shallock says 1t looked
to be as large as a man's body, and was
swimming with about two or thre: feet ou’
of water, and going at a rapid rate, as fast
av a man could row a skiff, leaving a sim'lar
wave behind it. I:s face, or head, looked
white, and. although it was a long way off,
they could plainly see that it was of an im-
mense piza, Several shota were fired at it,
but it wasjso far off that they could not see
where their bullsts struck the water.
Charles Moore says the bluffs around the
lake are from 1,500 to 3 000 teet abova the
water, and almost perpedicular.— Klamath,
Ore., Star,
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The Fashionable Color.

Bank cashier to tailor :

“ You may take my measure for a suif of
clothes ™

“t Exactly.
fer ¥

““ What is the go this fall 7"

“ Well, for bank cashiers, Cwnada gray
geems to be the favorite,”

What color do you pre-

THE STAGE-DRIVER’S STORY.

How General Scott's Life was Saved and
How His Driver Twice Escapad Death.

The traveller of the present day, as
is hurried along by the lightning expres#
in its buffet cars and palace sleepers, sel-
dom reverts in thought to the time when
the stage coach and packet were the only
means of communication between distant
points. It is rare that one of the real
old-time stage drivers 13 met with nowag
days, and when the writer recently ran
across Fayette Haskell, of Lockport N.
Y., he felt like a bibliographer over the
discovery of some rare volume of ‘‘for-
gotten lore.” Mr. Haskell, although one
of the pioneers in stage driving (he form
erely ran from Lewiston to Niagara Falls
and Buffa'o), i3 hale and hearty and bids
fair to live for many years,, The strange
stories of his early adventures would fill
a volume, At one time when going down
a mountain near Lewiston with no less a
personaga than General Scott asa pas-
genger, the brakes gave way and the
coach came on the heels of the wheel
horses. The only remedy was to whip
the leaders to a gallop. Gaining addi-
tional momentum with each revolution of
the wheels the coach swayed and pitched
down the mountain side into the streets
of Lewiston, Straight ahead at the foot
of the steep hill flowed the Niagara river,
towards which the four horses dashed, ap-
parently to certain death. Yet the firm
hand never relaxed its hold nor the clear
brain its conception of what must be done
in the emergency. On dashed the horses
until the narrow deck wasreached on the
river bank, when by a masterly exhibi-
tion of nerve and daring, the coach was
turned in scarce its own length and the
horses brought to a stand-still before the
pale lookers-on could realize what had oc-
curred. A purse was raised by General
Scott and presented to Mr.§Haskell with
high complimants for his skill and bravery.
Notwithstanding all his strength and
robust constitution the strain of continu-
ous work and exposure proved too much
fur Mr. Haskell's constitution. The con-
atant jolting of the coach and the neces-
sarily cramped position in which he was
obliged to sit, contributed to this end,
and at times he was obliged to abandon
driving altogether.

Speaking of this period he said :

‘I fonnd it almost impoasible to sleep
at night ; my appetite left me entirely and
I had a tired fesling which | never knew
before and could net account for.”

“‘Did you give up driving en irely 7’

“‘No. I tried to keep up bat it was
only with the greatest effort. This state
of things continued for nearly twenty
years until last October when 1 went all
to pieces.”

“‘In what way |"

““Oh, I doubled all up, could not walk
without a cane and was inoapable of any
effort or exertion. I had a constant de-
sire to urinate both day and night, and
although 1 felt like passing a gallon
every ten minutes only a few drops could
escape and they thick with sediment.
Finally it ceasad to flow entirely and I
thought death was very near.”

““What did you do then 1"’

““What I should have done long be-
fore ; listen to my wife. Under her ad-
vice 1 began a new treatment."

“‘And with what result "

““Wonderful. It unstopped the olosed
passages, and what was still more wonder '
ful regulated the flow., The sediment
vanished ; my appetite returned, and Iam
now well and good for twenty more
years, wholly through the aid of Warner’s
Safe Cure that has done wenders for me
as well as for many others.”

Mr. Haskell's experience is repeated
every day in the lives of thousands of
American men and women. An un-
known evil i3 undermining the existence
of an innumerable number who do not
realize the danger they are in until
health has entirely departed and death
perhaps stares them in the face. To
negleet such important matters is like

drifting in the current of Niagara above
the Falls.

- - -

Speaking of maitrimonial yokes, a New
York woman has just run away with Mr,
Ezge.

Important,

When you vislt or leave New York City, save
Baggage KExpressage and Carriage Hire, and
stop At the GRAND UnNioNn HoTEL, opposite
Grand Central Depot. 600 eleganf roomas
fitted up at a cost of one wmillion dollars,
%1 and u;}wmd- per day. HKuropean plan. Kle-
vator. testanrans amupplied with the best,
Horse cars, stages and elevated railroads
to all depots. Families can live better
for lesa money at ths Grand Union Hotel than
at any other first-clasa hotel in the city.

‘“ Cilled back "—The man that forgot to
pay his cteck,

Catarrh—A New Treatment.

Perhapsa the most extrarordinary success that
has been achieved In modern science has been
attained by thes Dixon Treatment of catarrh.
Out of ﬁﬂﬂ tients rreated durmE the past
six mmths, fully ninety per cent. have been
curod of this stubborn malady. Thkis i8 none
the less startling when % isa remembered that
not five per cent. of the patients presenting
themaslvea to the regular practitiomer are
benafitted, while the patent medicines and
other advertised cures never record a cure at
all. Starting with the claim now generally be-
lieved by the most gecientific men thas
the disease 18 dune to the presence of
living parasites in the tissuoes, Mr. Dix-
on at once adapted his cure to their
extermination ; thia accomplished the catarrh
is practically cured, and the permanency is un-
questioned, as cures effected by him four years
ago are curea ailll. No one else has ever at-
tempted to cure catarrh ln this manner, and no
other treatment has ever cured catarrh. The
application of the remedy is simple and can be
dons at home, and the Erlaaent. season of the
year is the most favorabls for a speedy and
permanent cure. the majority of cases being
cured at one treatment. Sufferers should cor-
respond with Mesars. A. H. DIXON & 30N, 305
King-street Weat, Toronto, Canada, and enclose
?}ténmp for their treatise on catarrh.—Montreal
Star :

Mr. Winks—** Jane, have you fed the dog
this morning "

Mrs. Winks—*" No ; he doesn’t nead any-
thing."”

““Why, I have not given him any meat
sl 1ce yesterday morning ; have you "

““No, but one of Mariar's fellsra callad
last night."”

Not another Pill shall go down my throat agaln, 'said
a Oitizen, ""when I cau get such & prompt and plenzant
gure for my Bilious attacks, such as Dr. Carson’'s Btom.
ach Bitters. It renders the Blood FPurs and Cool and

makes & eplendid Spring Medicine. Large bottles B0

onnis




