E CAPTAIN'S SWEETHEART.

Ehe's the h.‘:lﬂ' o' the regiment, an’
womethin'a goin' te happen;
The beys are all a-lovin' her, but my'
she likes tha Cap'n!
An' I'm very much afrald
He's too much on dress parade,
An' thers's goln’ to be & weddin' In
the army!

Ehe's the daughter o the regiment, an’
somethin's goin' to happen;
There's & wavin' of her white hand, an’

% red rose for the Cap'n!
We're all of us afrald
He's too much on dress parade,
An' there's goin' to be a weddin' In
the army!

Ehe's the daughter o' the regiment, an’
somethin's goin’ to happen,
Fer ahe's in the roay carriage throwin'
kisses to the Cap'n!
The private's day s done;
iIt's the Cap'n who has won,
An' there's goln' 1o be a weddin’ In the
army!

SETTLING AN OLD DISPUTE

(By Julian B. Foster,)
AR R R R R R R N YR N

“Beema to me, Tiny, the folke might
quit.”

“I've been thinkin® so, Sinl, ever sence
1 waved thet tin pail at you across the
corn field, the first time.”

“Thet was a greal jJoke o' yourn—
Lordy! of the folks hed ketched ye! 'l
never forgit how the aun shined on the
Bottom of thet tin diner pail, as it
flung up at me ‘twas kind o' sussy uv
you, anyhow, always attractin’ me,
elther with a tin bucket, or your eyes,
or takin‘est amile in the world,”

“Well, Bim, If you would look, 1
couldn’t help IL," answered Tiny, and
then n soberness stole aver her face. [
wonder, sometimes, of you realise what
we've gone and done for ourselves'
she ndded.

“Beeln' 1 come of such dod-blamed ob.
stinate stock, | don't care. You un'
me, Tiny, in a goin® to git Jined, some
time, of It ain't tl kingdom come, Ef
I'd u hed the world o girls to choose
from, I'd a taken you"

“And | you, Sim, dear.”

At this the tall young fellow's arm
stole half way round the walst, so
temptingly slender and so confidingly
near; but In an instant Tiny rebuked
him, by sllently putting herr hand in
hie. “Dan’'t spoll it all, Bim.” she sald,
slmply. “I love to come out here and
meel you, and you know I, but I jestg
can't &f you don't behave,™

Nelther of them saw old man Sauls.
bury, between the cornstalks, grin and
slap his leg noiselensly, at this rebuff,
and, somewhnt aggrieved, Sim with.
drewe his drm to w safe distance, It
was wonderful, then, to see little Tiny
Taylor fluttering about like a hum-
ming bird, conxing the great fellow
back Into good humor,

The two stood on unplanted ground
~un odd strip about a hundred yards
wide, running both ways as far as the
eye could reach, while on either side
the ranks of corn toed the line, seem-
Ingly afrald to encronch one inch be.
yond thelr mark. It was deep, fertie
prairie land, covered now with the
vharacteristic conrse grass and gum
weed, but as capable of good yield un-
der cultivation ag the flelds on either
hand,

“Tiny,"” sald SBim, as if deliberating.
“you an' me's of age'

The girl quivered a little, but she
looked at him resolutely.

"An' there ain't no reason why we
should stay right here all our lives
'm a strappin’ feller, an’ though 1 hate
to leave loway, | reckon there's other
stutes where a man could work fer—
fer himself an’ wife

“Oh, 8im. you never mean fer us
to run awiy? Why. ‘twould kill maw.
an’ Aunt Susan. an' Aunt Elizsa!" gasp.
ed Tiny.

“PTwouldn't kill ‘em.,” he responded
*“Think o' me, danglin® on a string nigh
onto two year already; it's a wonder It
ain't killed me, that's what! There
aln't no other way, honey, but fer us
Jest to go before the preacher, an’ when
we're man and wife, both our folks
can kick all they're a mind to. There's
no use in waltin® neither, Is there, Tiny ?
Paw'll never forgive your maw, nor she
him. You an' me & tremblin' here, on
the ragged edge of diakivery every
minute, an’ 1 tell you 1 won't stand
it & great while more. There, there,
Tiny! I ain't meanin® to be cross, but
el you've got women folks to leave, I've
got men folke, There's father; he's the
ornirest, obstinatest old man you ever
gee, Aan' 1 know I, an’ It's jest him
to see a pretty little dotter right with-
In reach, an’ refuse her, because (t's
you, It's m comfort to feel that ef
you're marryin' into sech an obstinate
family, you're marryin' outen one about
R8s bad. All the same, I'd hate to leave
paw, an' Uncle 8im. an’ John. thet's
ben our hired man an' fed hogs with
us, sence before I was born

Between the two there was a pause
and the man with the silent laugh on
his mouth, and with the sun-dried, iron
gray hailr, eavesdropping among the
cornstalks, craned his head forward to
catch the next low and desperate tones

“But I'm goin' to leave ‘em, Tiny. an’
you an' me'll start off in the world an'
find a place fer oursclves: then the
Baulsburys that's left can fight it out
with the Taylors that's left, an’ wel-
come, Say you'll come, little girl, say
you'll come.

Burely, their hearts were beating in
thelr ears, or they must have heard
that other heart sounding like a trip
hammer, Just a few feel away

Tiny looked up at Sim, then, with
the look & woman glves a man only
once in her life, and that when she,
herself, goes with it and then the tears
slowly welled Into her eyes

“Oh, Bim,"” she consented, "'but we'll
come back and bid 'em good-bye?™

“Yes," he replied, siraightening him-
self to his six feet two, “ves, after the
weddin'."

Hardly had the two parted—indeed,
the shaking tassels of the corn yet be-
trayed the opposite patch each one
had taken—when the old man stepped
grimly into the clear strip, the stubby
beard on his set, square jaw showing a
sandy gray in the sun. A scant-skirted
callco dress, and a slat bonnet with
8 long, pointed nose and an obstinate
chin appearing within, glided from the
stalks on the other side, as if to met
him.

When too late to retreat, they spied
each other—old Tom Salisbury, and the
Widow Taylor

“Hem.” he sald, grumy

“M-m-m!" she sald at the same mo-
ment with a little sereech in her voles,

He took his slouch hat off and passed
his rough hand over his head from
front to back.

“l never p'posed—1 never thought'—
she stammered.

“No, you never g'pleloned 1 was nigh:
nuther d4id 1 you—biit 1 do s'picion,
now, you've ben about yere long enough
to see what's goin’ on between my boy
an’ your girl, I give you my word, Mis'
Taylor, never drampt of it before,
an’ I stumbled on it, today.”

“] couldn’t "o’ helleved it of my Tiny,
unless 1'd follered her s-purpose, an’
seen it 1 ben wonderin’, thie long time,
what her no often In this direc-
ten," woman half sobbed.

Tom Saulsbury came & step nearer.
“1 heard how ghe spoke of her mother,
mom, and 1 hope you likewiswe heard
Jext how Bim mentioned me. fer in the
main, he done me Justice. an: himeel!
credit. Bim's a strong. hardworkin
Young man, An’ an Improvement on
his father, I should jedge. Should you,
mom, sayin' he wasn't a Faulsbury
now, feel comfortable thet your dottey
should hev him?"

“Tiny's & darlin’ good girl, active an’
willin’ an', bein' hog and hominy bred,
always healthy and cheerful. Don't
peem an of she was old enough, an’ yet
—well—ruther'n she shouldn't marry
at all, Hike Susan and Eliga—terrible old
malde, both of 'em!—why yes. But a
Baulsbury—oh!” Mrs. Taylor protested
pointedly,

The old man shifted his weight 1o
the other foot and gazed Into  the
clouds, "Min' Taylor, we've bheen en.
gaged In upholdin' & principle nigh
onto twenty years, now, an’ 1 don't
know but what we've about wore {1 out,
S, ef there hain’'t but a rag left of
the old flag, I'm bound to grip the flag
staff, an' 1 a'pose you're the same.”
“I ain't changed none,” she returned
vindietively.,

“Rut, bein' so well pleased with Bim
fer his goln® ahead as he durn please,
spite of the parents on both sldes; also,
seein’ with my own eyes, which is jJest
goin’ Into specs on fine print, what a
modest an' sensible girl you've ralsed,
an idee ooccurs o me by which we can
glt shet of the whole thing In a self.
respectin’ manner, Mig' Taylor, do you
wtill hold your patent from the govers
ment, embracin’ this here strip’ o’ land,
YiIt?" he inquired.

The slat bonnet nodded violently,
“And ruther n' go to law about It,
vou will consent to leave it a sorter
neutral styip as long as you llve?"
Again the bonnel agitated,

‘Well, 1 still hold my patent, too,
clearly definin’ It as part of my do-
muins, plainly betrayin® the mistake
in surveyin' which our almighty gover'-
ment has made. 1I'll never go back of
my promise, nuther, about leavin' it in
the nateranl prairie while 1 keep my
oluim. Now, when in the course of na-
ture you become an angel, which it be
proper to suppose—the old malds Lein'
otherwise provided fer, as I've always
henrd, an’ heaven, as 1 sald, takin'
care of the widder—to suppose thet
you'd leave your farm here in loway,
to your sole Issue ™’

“1t would,” Mre, Taylor replied, won-
deringly.

“My farm bein’ ekally good an’ pro-
ductive land, 1 should, in like case, an’
givin', for once, employment to a law-
yver, leave it to the only child 1 have
in the world, an’ that's my Bim, Then,
g | understand It. these two farms,
Iyin® to right un’ left, could be attached
us wings to this here steip of a hun-
dred yards wide, by three hundred and

j#ent to jall and then pitch In and fAnish

twenly meres long. Now, while them
two young things are stealln’ Their
weddin® trip, ther might be a log rals-
in® on this very spot, me to do the
haulin’ with the heip of Uncle 8im, an’
my hired mun John-""
“An' me 1o furnish two webs of cloth
of my own an Suran an' Ellza's spin-
ning, an’ the quilts an a set of pewter
dishes'” said Mrs. Tayior, rising to the
enthusgiaem due the subject,
“With a litter of pigs to root at the I
|

back end of the steip,” continued Saule-
bury.

“An' & cow at the far end the other |
way." added the widow, eagerly,

“But mum's the word, mom! Let ‘em
run away, an' welcome. an® when they
come home, bein’ as you don't want
to lose your dotter, an' 1 don't want to
lose my son, we'll give them a weddin’
party on thelr own farm, even if {t is
only a narrer strip of perarie. An'.
mom. in the light of these bloomin’
sflections, specialiy sence we've both
give up our bone of contention, does It
strike you thet we two's got a matter
fer quarrel furder, after twenty years
of dretfu)l ennelghborliness? No, mom;
| tuke Ht we're to be a sorter mutual
father-in-law an’' mother-in-law, an’
may God have mercy on us both.*
“Amen'™ exclaimed Mrs Taylor, rev-
erently, and the moment she sald the
word, the sting that had been In her
coneclence for nearly twenty years, de-
parted, and she felt that now. finally,
nand at lagt, ghe could be the consistent
church member she never yet had been,
While &im and Tiny were making
ready Lheir few and simple prepara-
tioms, they thought it must be because
thelr minds #0 ran on thelr plan, that
their little world seemed also making
preparations. Tiny even went so far,
once, as to fancy she smelled wedding
cake, and the auntsa hung tremulously
round her as if she was about to re-
celve all they had missed In  their
lives. A= for Sim, he became really
embarrassed at the way he was pes-
tered to give his opinion as to the
fattest plg, the best plow and the best
horses in his father's possession.

When guilty Tiny. her heart burst-
ing with love for those she left behind,
mounted for that fateful journey fto
town to meet Sim, ghe turned and flung
her arms around her mother's neck, and
sobbed aloud, while Aunt Susan slipped
in her pocket the emery bag that had
been a family helrloom, and Aunt Eliza
tied on her old gold locket by a string.
It wae, Indeed, an odd elopement,
and, in the bundle fastened to her sad-
dichorn, Tiny later found a white
shaw! that had been part of her moth-
er's wedding finery. and the side
combs she had forgotten to put In the
package hidden under the roots of a
tree that morning

The bridal couple were gone the week
they had planned, and on their return
m gracious sight met their view-—for,
during their absence, thelr own house
had risen as If by enchantment; smoke
curled from ite chimney: corn bread
was on the hearth, and hominy in the
pot; and friends crowded to welcome
them home

“Hul, maw." protested Tiny In bewll-
derment

“Never mind, now, maw's own dar-
Hn'," answered Mre, Taylor. “You an'
Sim's done Jest the right thing, dear,
an’ me an’' Saulsbury's settled final an’
full all the digpute we couldn’t a-settled
ne other ways."

“But, paw!' protested Sim; and old
Tom Saulsbury shook Sim's hand In
delight as he answered: “"When your
boy goeg fer to run away. Sim, tell
him to look in among the cornstalks
when he lays his plang, fer his dod-
biamed, obstinate old father."

— - - ——
Uses of Bananas.,

Immense fortunes have been made
out of the banana business Reve-
nueg 4o pot acerue alone from the sale
of the fruit, for the leaves are used
for packing, the Julee, belng =trong in
tannin, makes an Indelible Ink and
shoe blacking, the wax found on the
under pide of the leavee 1= a valuable
article of commerce; Manila bhemp 18

made from the stems, and of this
hemp are made mats, plaited work
and luce handkerchiefs of the finest

texture moreaver,the banaca s ground
into banana Aour. The fruit to be sold
for dessert is ripened Ly the dry heat
of laring gas Jets In the storage places
in which It s kept, and lmmense care
has 10 be taken 1o prevent softening or
overripening. The island of Jamaica
yields great crops of this useful and
money-making frait,

WHERE GEN. SHAFTER MADE A RECORD.

Subdued the Indlans and Lawbreakars on the Maxlean Border--Lost
no Time QGetting Into Action and Foughtto Protect the Paople.
QOOQOQOOOOQQOOO0#000400.000ooooooooo

Accord to Intimite friends of
General fter. who 1= now befors
Santingo—Pecos Bill—there pnead be nn
worry about the sulcome of the battle
even though Washington falls to send
reinforeements or the strategy board
burns out a fuse with red-hot mes-
sages to entangle the work of that
Aghter. When the time comes Bhafter
will cut the cable or have the operator

the job with neatness and dispatch,
and he will do It even If he has to
break a United States law In dolng so,
He will fight fpst and trust to his law-
yers to clear him afterward, He s n
man of his word, and when he sends
i message to Washington sannouncing
that he will take Santiago, the nest of
the Dong will fall. For several vears
Pecos Bill was the terror of Spanish
speaking Mexicans and Texan desper-
adoes, and his name was like the men.
tlon of the devil to them. He clenred
the country of the worst gang of crim-
Inals that ever cut a throat and threw
open Lo settiement an Immense area of

Texus land. He cast & reign of terror
over the, Indians that simply made
cowards Bf them within three months,

and in dolng #o general—then colonel—
made & bed of roses for the command-

ing oMicera who followed him. These
are the sentiments of James W, Clarke, |
supreme recorder of the Imperial Le-
gion, who was collector of customs
at Eagle Pass for several years during |
Bhafter's reign in the vicinity,

‘“There {g not a better fighter on the
face of the globe than Colonel Shaf-
ter,"” remarked Mr. Clarke last night.
‘“‘He Is also a peer among army men,
for he is continually making staunch
friends among civillans. He does not
think the army wag made for his ex- |
pecial benefit, and whenever the men
under him can do anything to ho-|p|
out the people they do It, and they |
don't lose any time, either, When
Colonel 8hafter was appealed to for |
ald in hunting down Indians after an
outbrenk he had his men In the sad-
die within an hour and often in less
time was hot on the trall of the red-
skins. He lost no time argulng, but
got down (0 business at once. Why,
he aven stretched international law on
soveral occasions to do what he thought
Wwias necessary to suppress the peri-
odieal ralds of the Mexicans who snenk.
ed across the border and plilaged the
ranches und settlers In Texas, You
know It wag contrary to the treaties
tu permit an armed soldier to lovade
the domain of another copntry. and
only recently was this permitted by
gpecinl arrangement with the Mexicun
government. He got track of a ‘body
of desperndoes just as they started
over the line into Mexleo, and he went
right across after them. They fed
ke sheep with fear at the daring of
the man who defied their government,
but Shafter kept right on after them
and there was a pitched battle, the re-
sult of which was Jlong continued
mourning In the Spanish language.This

UNCLE BLUCHER.

“In these war times anecdotes of

greal soldlers are being revived, and
many of these stories throw a sidelight
on the private lives of men famous in
the world’'s history,” remarked an
erstwhile sergeant in the German army
the other day,

"Old Uncle Rlucher, or Bluecher, as
the Germans culled hilm, who saved
the day at Waterloo and brought about
the defeat of the great Napoleon, was
a ‘character,” and he was an Inveterate
gambler, according to the stories hand-
ed down In the German army,' says
Mr. Meyer, “Blucher was a curious old
fellow, according to the army tradition.
Did you ever hear the story of what
he sald about the ofMicer accused of
drinking? Well, one fine day the col-
onel of a regiment went to Blucher
to complain about another colonel,
who, he sald, was always drunk. The
great general opened a drawer and
produced a notebook, from which he
read about the gallant conduct of the
accused In certaln desperate engage-
ments, Closing the book with a bang
and throwing it on the table, he looked
the accuser steadily in the face and
sald: ‘T wish to God, sir, that you would
get drunk, too!

“Yes, I know a somewhat similar
story 18 told of President Lincoln in
reference to General Grant,” continued
Mr. Meyer, after being interrupted,
“but the German books, published half
a century ago, tell that story about old
man Blucher.

“But General Blucher's own habits
gave his friends much concern. Blu-
cher, llke many prominent men of his
time, was a reckless gambler. The
king, who was much attached to him,
had pald hiz debts over and over
ugain, but it was no use. The old
marshal had gone through his wife's
property a8 well as his own, and his
pay was always spent In advance. Once
he was dead broke and had to go to the
king.

U 1 get you out of this scrape will
you promise me not to gamhblie again?
sald the king.

“Blucher gave Lthe promise and add-
ed, as the king gave him 100,000 thal-
ers: 'l will go stralght home to my wife
and settle half of this money upon her
g0 that I shall not be able to touch it,
and I will then pay up my debts and
never touch a card any more.”

“"Blucher went home, gave 50,000 to
his wife and after dinner sallled forth
to pay his debis. At midnight Blu-
cher's wife was roused from her slum-
bers by one of her husband's staff offi-
cers, who had been sent for 2ZHMN0
thalers.

“'Dear, good man,” sald the lady, ‘1
knew he would want it before morning.
#0 1 have put up that sum in a pack-
age for him, Here it Is, and tell him to
be careful about the cold alr coming
home and to mufMe up well
uwib(Mb-bwaZr nr hrd emfw emfw om

“The officer departed, only to return
after a few hours for the rest of the
money, with the same success. Bin-
cher went home to breakfast the next

morning, having lost every penny of
the King's gift ut play.
“Agaln Blucher went to the King.

told him the whole story and lstensd
attentively to all the reproaches until
ways called Blucher ‘uncle’—'1 thought
vou gave me your sacred word of honor
that you would never play cards for
money again.' *No, =ir,' answered Blu-
cher, 'l did not glve my sacred word
of honor' "Will you give it 1o me now?
asked the king. ‘Ach! Mein Gott! That
is & hard thing 1o ask from Blucher,'
replied the hero of Waterloo But
after some grumbling the sacred prom-
lee was glven and old "“Vorwarts' stop-
ped gambling.™

PP C——

An officer of the Puritan, which ves-
sel I8 with the blockading squadron,
writes that the temperature in  his
stategeom is from 2 to 85, but consider-
ably over 100 between decks, and from
140 to 180 In the #ngine room. He thinks
Jdt remarkable that the crew have been
able to withstand the heat for so many

lwant?

weeks.

sort of actlon created & pontiment of
morial fear on the part of the Mex.
leany and almost worship by the sei-
tlers and residents of Texas. They
could go o sleep at night with Shafter
on watch at the dogr and there was
no fear of molestation,

“All this was In 1878 to ‘81, and was
eapecinlly true afier Lthe firet year. But
when SBhafter first came down there it
was quite different. The whole coun-
try was overrun with hordes of law
breakers who cared no more for human
life or property than for a meul. 1t
required several monthe for these fol.
lowe to get to know their man, but
they never made s mistnke after that
The Indlans, too. had never besn sub-
dued. Before and even for some time
#fter Bhafter's time the commanding
ofMficers were too slow in getting out on
the trail. Of course [t % well known
that the federal troops cannot be used
for the purpose of making arrests, and
too often the commanding officers ar-
gued before geting when appealed to
for aid Why, there were Instances
where Indlang or Mexicans murdered
whole familles within a mile and a half
of Fort Davie, and it wne twenty-four
houry before troops were on the move,

“But with Colonel Shafter it was
far different. Occasionally as collector
of customs I would get information of
large und powerful bands of smug-
glerg ubout to cross the river. 1 had
only a few mounted Inspectors and
they were totally Inadegqunte Lo cope
with £uch men. T would go te Colanel
Shafter and ask him whether he would
detall a sergeant and a few men to act
us escort for my men, ‘“Why, certainly,
ut once, xlr, How many men do you
wug the prompt reply, and 1
wiways got as many men ae | needed,
With some officers the reply was; ‘Well,
you know the law says thal the troops
of the United Btates shall not be used
In muking an arrest, and 1 really don't
see how 1 can help you, don't you
know?"

“Shafter likewlse demonstrated that
he was a man of unlimited resources,
The people will find that when he gets
ready to take Bantiago he will take
the town and all the powers at the
aother end of the cable will not he able
te hold him back. T never had any fear
about the outcome of this battle, and
the peaple will find that General Shaf-
ter will win with the foree under him.
He will not ask for reinforcements
ar help from Washington. but will
place the means at his command In
the hest possible situation and then
fight untll the red and vellow ix shot
from every fug#tafl within resch of his
gung and hauled down from many that
are not, Shafter has not found fault
with the men and sdppliee furnished

- —

LEAVIN' MOME.

TWhen & feller sorter packs his traps
AN gues away from hotne,
Whar the bivds air allus gingin’' an’ the

honey's in the comb—
Whar the sunshine Is the brightest an’
heart beats all in tune
life's ns sweet In winter &a in
rosiest days o' June—

An'

No matter how the skiea look—e=f th'yre

Jesut as bright an’ blue

the eyes with which your sweet-

heart (winkled messages to you-

You'll find 'em growin' misty—with a
haze on fleld an' plain,

An

1 An' your eves'll worter twinkle, an' the
Hds hide the rain!
For the distance—it looks lonesome,

an’ though roses red an’ white

Alr jest am gweet off yonder, with the
dews an' with the light,

As the one In old<time gardens, yit—
It's mighty fur to roam-—

An' you know more of the rozes In the
little gpot called “Home!"

8o, packin' up for leavin' sorter makes
yvou fumhle roun'

Fer han'kerchers to dry the tears that
will come trick)lin® down!

And’ though you say it's foollshness
vit—the world's so wide to roam!
An’ the best world fer a feller_is the

Httle world at home!

-

N THE GRASP OF A LION.
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"l know what it 18 now to be well
within the Jaws of death. | know what
It Is and how it feels to be pawed and
crunched and carried off bodlly by a
raging llon—yet 1 live to tell the tale,
No man has ever been nearer certaln
:!Itr*ulh than I and yet escaped with his

e

80 spoke Ernest Broockman, He had
Just come from the heart of Africa,

Morkesl's fuce. Tn A& mement he war
gone, bul | wae =till in his recking
Jaws, Ae he bounded along througi
the Inky darkiese he gave me o (oss o
two, as if trying to gal me on his back
He ran with a springy |(tap, purring
af he went, And there 1 was helplops
in his Jaws and womndeping how iong |
would live. 1 still felt no paln, unly a
sense of lively curlosity.

“"He wie for all the world like a
contentec  ent, pleased with himeelt
and with nis meal. Ax he ran he sucked
continually at my blood., A= the hlood
dried up In one place he dropped me,
nnd before 1 could (all te the ground
he had caught me In anather place and
began 10 suck aguin If 1 moved he
bit vormciously. He o thivly yoards
and then dropped nie gl the foot of
& big baobab tyee

Al the time 1 wondered st one
thing: Why didn’t he Kill me? One tap
of his mighty paw would do it. But
he was content to lel me live and suck
my blood, 1 could feel hiz horrible
tongue playing over my thighs and ab.

domen. It cought little guesta of his
horrible breath a= it crept higher and
higher, Nearer and nearer that ter-

rible tongue crepl toward my throat,
All the time | was a5 if nothing but a
diginterested wpectator, wondering
what would happen nexi I suddenly
feit the carrion-soaked jaws at  my
thrownt

“Instinetively 1] thew up both arms
and thrust them fay down his throat,
A I did g0 the monster snapped off
three fingers from my vight hand, Ter-
rifted as | was | actunlly left the arms
hang in his mouth, thinking idly that
he might suck sway at them and not
Kill me after all. Al the time I kept

muoaning, feebly, ‘Dan, Dan, oh! why
can’'t you shoot him?
“T could distinetly feel sach bite,

though it did not pain me In the least,

A Teeling of strangs numbness sejzed
each place where his horvible fangs
sank in—that was how | felt {t. Then

I commenced to wonder wien he would

where he had been with an engineer-
Ing party setting up a telegraplr sys-
tem. The wreck of a man, timid as
a child, living over day and night his
horrible experience, Once he had been |
strong and lusty and fearless, In time'
he will be wo #galn, for the llon’s bites |
in his thigh missed the great armry\
by an elghth of an inch,

It was in October last
man, & big six-fotoer of 28, went tn
Africa. The party's object was to take
the wire right up to Lake Tangan-
ylka. Brockman's duty wa=s to follow
the line ag it was put up and test
the wire to see that it worked all right.
The only other white man In the party
which Brockmnn led was a stout-heart -
ed Irichman, Daniel Morkel. The rest,
50 In all, were blacks,

Deep, deep In the heart of the great
forest of oil palms and rubber trees
they made their first camp. Brock-
man lived In a tiny hut ten feet square.
Morkel had another, and the natives

that Broock-

him, and he will not, but when the re-
sult I8 announced there will he vies
tory on the banner of the muan who
subdued the worst gangs of lawiess off-
scourings of two countries to be found
on the continent.”

UNIQUE TOWN.

The most unique settlement in
United State= i the town uf
monwealth, Ga,

There & no peed for money at Com.
monwealth, for everything goes Inte
the common fund., and every man
shares exactly alike., There are no rich
people In Commonwealth, and no poor
people.  All work for one another, and

the
om-

iplat---s of matting woven out of shred-

threw up some rough shacks for them- |
selves. 'Btout poles formed the skele-
tons of the hals, and walls were simply

ded bamboo. Each hut had an inner
wall of twisted grass and a roof of
the same muterial

On a fateful day Brockman went
hunting wiih two or three of the blacks
and they had pretty falr luck, getting
hone at 4 p. m. The nall hands built
a big bonfire, and in front of It sprawl-
ed Brockman and Morkel, swapping
storles and s=moking. They occupled
themeelves in this way until 10 p. m.,
when Hrockman announced that he
was going to bed.

“Good night,” sald he, and five min-
utes later quist ruled this little camp

the law und creed of the community
I “"Love.” If & person wishes to build’
& house the lumber is furnished from
the mill operated by the members of
the settlement If wvegetables are
wanted the common guarden supplies
the need.

The settlement s run on the co-op-
eralive plan. “Love thy neighbor as
thyself,” Is a law that Is strictly en-
forced,

Two years ago Commonweslth was
founded by & few experimentalists.
Now it is & village of 75 families, work-
ing about 1,000 acres, at one time a

in the heart of Africa.

Two hours later Brodkman awoke
with a start. The hyenas were howl-
ing dismally all around the camp. The
brutes were afrald to come too near.
It was only the noise they made that
worrled the weary workers. Brock-
man jumped up. He decided to got out
and have a pot shot at them in (he
hope of driving the nulsances away.
Once he changed hi= mind and went
back to his hut and to bed. Let him
tell what followed in his own words:
1 awoke again at 2 o'clock. =ud-
den!y conscious that something wus
moving back and forward beneath my

plantation, The old-fashioned home
of the ante-bellum planter is now one
of the town bulldings. Besides this
there are several dwelling houses, a
printing ofMce, a large schoolhouse, al
sawmill and a general dining hall,

Commonwealth has ite school, paper
mill and clergyman. A magasine call
ed Soclel Gospel, setting forth the
teachings of the community, Is pub-
lished every month.

Many talented men and brilllant wo-
men have gone to this little Georgle
village to lilve the law of love. Even
In the school good work and good be-

bed, Just as mny senses were becoming
clear I heard a long, loud, indescriu-
able, sniff, znift grating on the still-
ness of my room. In the twinkling of
an eye 1 rewlized (hat death was at
hand—a man-eating Hon was under my
bed.

“] was conscious of everything: |
eould not utter a sound Horror par-
alyzed my facuities. The mighty throb-
binge of my hear! (olt az if they would
burst it. Terror seized my limbs and
madeé me faint, My breath choked in
my lunge. The llon was slowly crawl-

havior are enforced, not by the rod, but.
b}' love
sald to be no Jealousy, no envy, no
gtrife. This slmple creed hangs upon
the wall of every cottage:

“Thou shalt love the Lord, thy God,

dark.
with all thy heart, and thy nei:hborinw' me and hid my head in them.

a8 thyself.

“love worketh no il to his neigh-
bor; therefore, love I8 the fulfilling of
the law

“This is My commandment: That ye
love one another as 1 have loved yvou,

“He that loveth not his brother whom
he hath seen. cannot love God whom he
hath not seen. And this commandment
have we from Him, that he who lov-
eth God loveth his brother also.”

i

more, Every time | moved he bit me
more furiously I half raised on my
fknees.  The bhrute Bk me o little pat

Bullt a Road.

A Washington man who put in ten
years of soldiering In the regular army
of the Uunited Btates, five years of it

on the frontier with the cavalry In
Indian campalgning and the other
five in the heavy artillery, was recent-
ly appointed & caplain and assistant
adjutant general In the volunteer ser-
vice, and he |s now attached to the
staff of General Miles. He s a man
of abllity and great unpretentiousness,
A few days before he donned hig uni-
form he went te Fort McHenry, Bal-
timore, on ofMicial business, A war de-
partment clerk went along with him,
When the two men arrived at
McHenry the new captain pointed to

a long shell road that runs through the
post.

"Do you see that road?’ usked the
captain "Yea'

“Well, I made that whole road my-
gelf, It was as tough a jJob as | ever
performed, and as bitter a period, but
it did me a heap of good. 1 was serv-
ing with an artillery regiment. part of
which was stationed here, and one
night when [ was on guard the officer
of the day crept up on me unawares
wnd found me sgltting down on a plle
of gunny sacks, neglecting my duty.
1 got & gemeral court-martial for neg-
lect of duty on post, and was sen-
tenced to six months in the guardhouse,
My sentence Ulickled the old provost
sergeani mightily, f..r he was in need
of & slendy prisoner to bulld that rm.
I bullt il, And cmweeisvd sasmay W z
llon oyster shells bullding it, 1 never
find myself feeling chesty and highe
and-mighty, and all that sort of thing,
that I don't shut my eyeés and think of
this shell road over in Fort McHenry.

B ey —

Britain makes $20.000,000 a year profit

out of its postoffices.

In this community there sl

"whoulder

rwith his paws which nearly broke my

Fort |

ing out from under the bed

“He could smeil me' He #niffed along
the edge of the bhed, a bit puzgled by
the mosquito curtains that hung over
it. 1 must do something qulckly. In-
stinctively, like & child afrald of the
I pulled the blankets and plllows

“Purr! purr?’ went the Hon. He
had discovered me. One mighty paw
ahot out and sglapped me on the right
nee agaln it shat out and
drugged me bodlly of the bed. bed-
elothes and all Houd streamed out
from my wounded breast. The beast
greoedily lapped It and began sucking
atl the terrible gash in my shoulder for

leg.

“1 fell back smd the
suck my blood again
chaps over the fenst
mie. and placing hig paw on my
“hest he rateed his head proudly and
roared three or four Limes In triumph.
As the roars dled away bedlam broke
locse vutlsida The blacks knew that
a lion was vwpon them!

“They were firiog
mad The wonder was
pot kiU themselves or
out alterward the fret
Lhe

heast began to
champing his
Then he dropped

one

thelr guns like
that they did
me 1 found
thing they did

nearest trees,

| was 1o swarm uj

=yl ihey sal chattering with fright
The frgr roar woke Morkal too. He
drew onn his trousers and rushed out,
rifte in hand. The loud puirs of the
brute that was lapping my heart's
blood gulded him

| “ ‘Brockman, Brockman! he crled;

‘where are you? Speak, for God's sake!

| “1 heard him. | was absolutely un-
able to utter a =ound. He Thurried
around the hut, and theén he knew
There wig & great hole in the matting
walls of the huot He knew that the
lion was inslde und that 1 was his prey!
| He ran around to the other side and
kicked down the door.

“And just then 1 began to Ppray.
There in the lion's jJaws, with the sip-
ping suck made by his reeking tongue,
1 prayed. My whole life passed before
me. 1 realised that 1 had done Wrong
IhiREs  AET Prayea Tilought how cu.
rious it was that 1 could Ife there
without the slightest ®mense of pain
while 2 man-eater chewed my flesh and
drank my blood, Just then Morkel
il in the door.

HF':';:: Hon paused in his feast. He

start In to eat me I remember re-
flecting that I would make rather dry
cating after he had sucked all my

blood.

“All this time poor Morkel was Lry-
ing 1o find me He had induced two
or three of the blacks to vome down
from the trees where they had been
chrieking ‘Nkungn' Nkanga! (the lion!
the lon!) just as if they were In any
danger, They lighted some wisps of
grass for torches, and in  thelr lurid
light Morkel was just able to make out
Lhe lion standing over me. He was an
enormous, ganunt brute fully ten feet
long, with a tawny mane and A great
tall that stood up majestically.

YrReep cool, keep cool' shouted Dan,
and I remember how funny it sounded.
As he approached, rifle in hand, the
heast ralged his head to sée who Waa
coming. Hy this time my groin was
mere pulp, The lion faced nbout, Mor-
kel leveled his rifle and fired, The llon
staggered back o few paces—he had
been hit In the eye. The ball had come
out of hias lower jaw, breakineg it. Mor-
kel tried to reload. He was in such a
deaperate hurry that his rifle got jame.
med and he found himself practically
helplegrs,'”

The rest of the story 18 fully as ter-
rible. They were hundreds of miles
from elvillzsation, and the nearest doc-
tor was almost as far. But the blacks,
led by Morkel, got Brockman there.
Every one of his wounds had mortified,
There was no ether or chloroform=
he had to endure, consclous and
screaming, the cutting away of every
hit of diserased flesh. For weeks he
hovered between life and death. Tho'
the doctor told him his case was hope-
less he got well. He still hobbles about
on sticks, but in time he will be him-
self.

“But It was a long Job,” says the vic-
tim, *“Night after night 1 lived over
that horrible experience. The slam-
ming of a door, the sudden appearance
of & man threw me into spasms of ter-
ror. My mind and reason were all but
gone. I, who had been n glant in
strength, was like a little ehild.”

I RS
Crealness Fades.

When General Grant came to New
York to live he found to his delight
that he was aceepted as a citizen who
had galned world-wide fame and who
was Lo be one of America's immortals,

And yet many & time this man, who
stood side by side. and on an equality
almoet with the rulers of Europe at the
time he made his tour around the
world, pagsed up and down our streets,
often recognized, sometimes  saluted,
Lut without any such demonstration of
acknowledged greatnesz as he wWas ace
customed to meet with in other parts

It was not because New York City
did mot know and fully appreciate the
greatnesg and the s=ervices of General
Girant. but it was because oven the
greatest in thie city, when thrown into
the throng. lose something of thelr in-
dividuality and. identity and become
a part of the moving mass of human-
ity.

Two years ago the secretary of the

treagury, John G. Carlisle, came o
New York on business of the utmost
importance. At his hotel capitalists

who could command milllons called on
him and did him honor. At the sub-
treasury building he was surrounded
by & group who were discussing with
him a plan by which at least §50.000,000
could be ralsed or guaranteed between
sunset and sunrise.

When he walked the streets men
stopped and looked at him and others
even followed him that they might see
what manner of man he was. This
afternoon Mr. Cariisle walked from his
office duwn Broadway through Wall
street Lo Broad, recognized by many
peérsons who nodded to him with quick
Informal courtesy. His appearance lo-
day, as on every day since he came
to New York to live, created no egpecial
comment

Upon the former occasion Mr, Car-
lisle was a man of political and ad-
minigtrative power, a stranger in New
York, and his presence here was deemed
an honor. Today he & one of us, and
every man regards him in that sense
us an equal and no more,

Mr. Plerpont Morgan, who in the last
#ix years has malched the Rothschilds
or any of the great financiera of the
world in the enormity and far-reach-
ing consequences of his financial
achlevements, a man in the financial
world of power that almost inspires
jealousy, but not enmity, is neverthe.
legs free from those distinetive and
personal recognitions which It s evi-
dent Mr. Howells regards as essential
for the full acknowledgment of lit-
erary achievement.

Powers come to the tool. 1t is faith
that begins to sbhove the plane or to
drive the pen—soon there Is more than
falth, there |8 power, execution, sue-
oeas,

éver it appears humanity clatms it as
impersonal, & possesslon forever and
for all.

Nature {8 & corporation; all are stock-
holders entitled to dividends, if there
are any.

-——

ized me with his terrible fangs with
I :;e nip in the groin and bounded away

toward the door. He almost leaped in

The latest method of purityl water
is by masane of electricity, o




