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the event were in their beds end as
quiet as the victim of their sense of
justice. The telegrupher wus in an-
other town at a dence. Back at
Omahn the front page of the paper
wae being held for the Ilynohing
news, and the managing editor walk-
ed the floor and womdered if Smith
wus guing to “fall down.” At 1:30 a
fine repont came with a rush, and it
was only when the Western Undon
made a protest against the vnnuthor-
fzed use of its wires that it transpired
that Smith had broken open tihe door
of the telegraph office and semt the
message himself.

When the histomic trouble at Jacl -
son's Hole was giving the western
military posts an excuse for existende,
Mr. Smith, whio had never been in a
saddie in his life, bought a hbirse at
the outposts of civilization and rwle
forty-eight miles in a howling bliz-
zard with Gen. Coppinger amd his
staff. Tthe officers bore evidence
that he never once murmured, though
at the end of his jounney, when he
was lifted from his saddle, he was
rigid. During the Pine Ridge disturb-
ance he was the first man to present
the Indian’s side of the cose, maul
doing s0 incurred the dislike of every
white man, the newspaper fellows T
cluded, around the agency. He showed
up the cupidity antd treachery of the
sutlers and agenits, antd arovsed Jter-
ext all over the country in the revoit
of the half starved Sioux. As u re-
sult the Indians were placed under the
charge of Udfited States troops, who
would not include starvation im their
dikeipline,

It was a peculiority of Mr. Smith’s
thal wikin a big piece of work was
to be done, such as the reporting of
a stute convention, e preferred to do
it alone, though other newspapers
had four or five mea on the assign-
meqit. On such occasioms e carried
with him a small typewriter, whidh,
in spite of all objections, he placed
where it would do him the most good.
On one oceasion a parade-day politi-
cian safid: “You are disturbing the
conyvetion, sir."”

“Convenltion!”™ cried Mr. Smith, still
working ot his little machine, “Wihat
is o convention without an auwdience?
Why, you understasxd all about it
yourself, Mr. —— I am making an
audience for you."

He was certainly one of the swiftest
workers whio ever st at a repmiier’s
desk; but he did not make a good
editor. He was too restless amdd too
greedy for good assignments. He
conld not endure vegetaling in the
office while history was waiting to
be writhen anywhere In e locality.
As a reporter he failed in bis mission
only once. A gemial young murderer,
who had killed an old man and
woman by their own haystacs, was (o
ve hanged, and the papers were ludie-
rously sentimental over him, imagin-
ing that his incoguito concealed o cer-
tain respectable and not unkuown pat-
ronymic. By menns of the previousiy
mentioned geninlity bhe hod moxde
friends with the newspaper men, who
entertained not very well defended
doubts of his guilt. Mr. Smith sug-
gested placing a wire in the stockade,
which, conmected with the office,
would place the news of the execution
in the possession of tive paper without
a second’s delay. By this means toe
paper would have an extra upon the
streets almost “before the contorticns
of the executed wretch had ceased.
Thie matter came well at first, and was
lucid and dramatic. But after a time
the words began to trail. “The priest
hes given his biessing—tive black cap
has been placed on—Dbeen placed over
—the eyes of —the nocse.” There was
no more. Some one in the office used
his imagination for the rest. Mr.
Smith had fainted. He was a jester

anil what he saw just theny was not a
Jesit,

Perhaps it was bemuse he hoad o
chillhood himself that he was so n-
futuatedd with the chilidbhood of Do-
rothy, his Notle daughter, and Paul,
his still smaller som. If they created
an mmaginary plymate be had te have
an ivtroduction, snd  would  wander
the fields with this imaginary friend
aund his ¢ wn Kttle cnes. Since neith-
er of bis babies have reacherdl the let-
tered age, he tanght them to send
him “picture-letters,” i which they
comveved their requests by meuns of
drawings. They inspired some of his
most deficate work, antd theéir happi-
ness was @ continval source of joy
to him. One of the happiest days he
spent this summer was in the com-
pany of a number of children whom
he had invited out from the city to go
violet hunting with him on the banks
of the Des Pliines. Fe was as pleased
over his home us a ohild over a doll-
house, and was forever trying experi-
ments with the bammer and the
brush, nor was his labor to his swtis-
faction till he bad invited his frieuds
to belhwid the work of his hands and
heard their exprmu.ed admiration, He
was exceedingly fortunate in thet e
married at an early age Miss Eva Me-
Donaugh, his first sweetheart. She
a0 has been the cause of much of
his lovelisst vemsification, not the
least oharming of wirich are the poems
he wrate dconverning her when he was
trying life in San Fravceisco for a time,
But he finally coneluded that two
mountain renges and a world of plain
were too much to Tave between o.m
ancl her, auxl 50 he threw up a good
position amxl returned o Omoma,
where she lived.

He was a man of action, mat of pe-
flection, and though he corried the
burders of many he did it with a
jocund spiit. ' Wihen bhe met with mis-
fortunte he took it by the htwms amkd
wresiiosl with #.  His  writing was
never plilosophic, He took things as
they were, without commment, and his
mrind wus a faithful camera, which re-
pricluced all about him, and in ooac
reproduction preserved the most dedi-
cate shodings of human emotion. He
revelad in life, and it is unspeakably
bitter to think of his vanvailing rage
wt death, which, stronger thaw bhe,
ook him in an unguarded  momesst
agxl worsted him.  Aack, what will
=0 gay a spiit do in we sitemit halls of
death ? Wil not those strong and rest-
less young feel awake unscemly
echioes there?

ELIA W. PEATTIE, in Chicago Rec-
orl.

I MEMORIAM,

When the rough and merctiss wa-
ters of the Saguemay river closed over
Carll Smith over a week ago, taey punt
out a bright light and hushed a eneery
viove. The demth of this man was al-
most. fiitting. It closed a life of strug-
gle thot was scarcely less turbulemt
thamn the waters undor which he sank.
From my persomal krowledge of the
man, | canvot doubt but ot he
looked up in the sky for the st time,
and laughed, lnughed even as the wa-
ters rolied over him, for his was a
brave and laughing spirit. He lived
a life full of struggles and hardships
amd was just coming out where there
was a smooth, straight path ahead.

Carl Smith came up a hand patn.
He fought his way through all sorts
of discouragements aml when he
neared a Hitle the goal of his ambi-
tion, he was willing to lend a help-
ing hard to those berow tim. He saw
around him struggling men and wo-
men, trying to get out of where he
had been, and he stopped and helped
them. He kpew the grinding of pov-
erty aml the pain of unrecognized
worth, the dispair of thwarted ambi-

-

Old Irish Linens

Have won a name and place for themseles. The
John S. Brown & Son s “Shamrock’™ brand has
won a score of medals at fairs and expositions all

over the world.

They carried off medals at Bel-

fast in 1884 and ‘70, London 1851-62-70, Paris
1867, Dublin 1865-72, Philadelpha 1876, Chicago
1893, and they have a fine exhibit at the Trans-
Missisippi Exposition; we handle them exclusive-

They will stand ary test, and it's

a pleasure just to touch their glossy surface, to
trace the beautiful patterns, fand to know that
they come across thc sea from green old Ireland.

They are made from

rest courtrai Irish flax,

spun and woven by Ireland’s fairest daughters
and bleached in the clear sunshine that lovingly

kisses the *‘old sod.”

The odd and dainty pat-

terns are sketched by some of the most noted
Irish artists, who have no equals in this daintv

art. Come and see the goods.

There are no bet-

ter. The priceis measured by the quality.

!
' ly in Lincoln.

W. H. Lacey & Son,
1217 O Street.

Jiors., He was a man, hwnan in every
particuir, with faniis, “even as you
and L

One might say fihat he gave his life
in the performance of duty. He went
out on The water to fimd a new sensw
tion, to obinin some nprw thing
write about. He wantd to tell the
peopie the story of his experiemce in
going down the rapids, but he, poor
fellow, went Jdown with all his Kifes
briglst prospeets before him into the
night whose dawn we have never seen,

I't seems strange that one so talent-
ed should meet the fate he did whie
the earth s so cumbered with men
who are but the shape of men, but
fith and off-scouring of the earth.
[t is an inscrutable providemce, and
one is driven to think that things go
by chance after all, that there k= o
guiding band at the helm.

Iut there should be mo bitterness
growing out of the denth of this man
whose life put forth no  bitterness.
He wrote brave, hopeful, cheerful
thirgs for men amd women of today.
His work is dowe and he has gone out
to explore that which lies beyond. Wa
wiho remmin bebind can onldy sigh as
we think of his passing and wonder
what his strong young soul will find
to do in that other koel. We can but
say farewell to that venturous,

resiivss soul ancd hope with all owr
hewrts thiat he has found —slnil we
say rest and pence or renewed activ-
ty, that which he loved above all else.
WILLIAM REED DUNROY.
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IsaseLra A. FickLEr,
Proprietor.
! Office hours 9 to 5. Wednes-
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tions and Health Book

1510 Deuglas St.. Smnha, Neb. )




