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THE OLD HOME.

An old Inne, an old gate, an old house by a tree,
A will wood, n wild brook—they will not let me b
In my boyhood | knew them, and still they call to we

Down desp in my heart's core | hear them, and my eye-
Through tear mists behold them beneath the old-thne skic-
"Mid bee boom and rose-bloom ard orchard lands arise

1 hear them; and heartsick with longing s my soul,
To walk thers, to drenm there, bhenenth the sky's blue bow |
Around me, within me, the weary world made whole

To talk with the wild brook of all the long ago;
" ®ro whisper the woodawind of things we used to know

When we were ofd companions, hefore m

with thoe

To drowse
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o die with the nightrime

moriniog and wateh 1t rose anfold;
thee noontide Intled on 1te heart of
ad dreeam the dreams of ol

heart Knew wow
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To tell to the old trees, and to each llatening leaf,

The longlong, the vearning,

fns oy

oy o heief,

The old hope, the old love, would ease my heart of grief

The ald lane, the old gate, the old house by the free,

The wildl wood, the wild brook

they will not ler

e b

In boyhood 1 knew them, and still they call to me.
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TAMING A “BAD MAN.”

N I I I TR IR

OWARD of a June day
geventeen years ago, there came
riding Into the little town of
Blank, In Sonthern Colorado, 0
stranger, sombreroed, red-kKerchiefed,
blue-shirted, high-booted, and wearing
at ench hip, in the holsters of a well-
Mled cartridge-belt, a heavy six-shoot-
er, e halted the prineipal
saloon, threw reins his horse's
head, dismounted, stalklng
roughly, proclaimed himself to
‘Wildeat Pete” and a “bad man,” and
orderod drinks. Having Imbibed con-
lderable llquor, he proceeded to
vort up and down the street, threat-
ening and bullying, and In the recog-
nized border way “shooting up the
town."

Althongh still without the eivilizing
Influence of a raflroad, Blank was not
and never had been lawless, free for
all: that is to say “wide open,” in the
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“WILL YOI REPEAT THATY'

neasure of many a typical Western
sow-town amd mining camp. Blank
had begun quierly, and had continued
&long its penceful way, with singular
dumunity frows why ulstarbing, all-re-
gerdless element.  Consequently the
advent of “Wildeat an un-
=gleome surprise,

But while the presence of the des-
wiado was looked upon by the cltizens
f Blank with disfavor, still he stayed
and did about as he pleased. To tell
the truth, the marshal was afrald of
lm, and the public generally found it
necessary o take time
Therefore “Wildeat Pete” remained, a
thorn Iin the flesh of Blank's prosper
Ity.

He was a blustering, domineering,
lound-voleed individual: and nlthongh
this Is not the distinguishing trait of
the real “bad man,” to back it up he
proved hlmsell wmighty quick with a
Kun.,

On n Saturday mornlng the proprie-
tor of the genera! store of Blank was
returning to i, after a rather late
prenkfast. As he walked up Maln
etreet, he noted that abead of him the
thoronghfare seemed oddly deserted.
edestrians and horsemen and team-

rs were showing a strange partinl-
ity for the slde streets, Onpe might
have thought that a portion of the
streel was plague-stricken, It was.

As the merchant, wonderlng, ad-
vanced, presently he beheld the figure
of a man sgquatting tallor-fashion In
the widdle of the road. It was “Wild-
ecat Pete.” There he was sitting calm-
ly, arms folded, but with a six-shooter
in each bhand; and whenever anybody
walking or riding drew near he digni-
fledly waved them back. They went,
He owned the atreet. They sought an-
other. It was just & “bad man's fan-
oy, but it had to be respected,

Howaver, the merchant frowned, He
was annoyed, Pete had stationed hilm-

t'ete' was

to  consider,

self exactly in front of the store,
which possessed the only plece of side-
wilk in town. When one hasg gone to
the expense of a sldewalk In the com-
munity, he does not relish having Its
attractive foree rendered null and vold
S0 that some freakish wight may pose
ns o real estate cozar,

The merchant was amiably suffered
to enter his store; but if he was pre-
pired to greet customers, he wag pre-
pared in valn,  Costom was emphati-
cally at low ebb,  NRevernl prospective
buyers hove in sight, as the merchant
knew; but Pete grandly waved them
to another street, whereupon they re-
tired precipitately,

®Fhe merchant followed by his anx-
jous clerk, went out to where the des-
perado was sltting, cross-legeed and
cross-armed, vigilantly guarding his
self-solocted Hmits.

“You're *‘Wildent
asked the merchant,

“Yes, sir, I'm ‘Wlldeat Pete,'” re-
plied the other, not deigning to look
up at hilm.

The merchant

Pete,' are you?"

Wils . new-comer
from the East, and Pete considered
him a minus quantity.

“Well, Pete,” sald the merclhant.

briskly, “I'm paying good rent for this
property, and I've bullt a sldewalk,
and gone to other expense for im-
provements, and 1 can't afford having
my customers (driven off, like you're
doing. Now, go over on'the other side
of the streef, and sit in front of that
vacant lot: or there's a splendid place
in front of the blacksmith shop. It's
shady there. Don't sit here.”

“I reckon I'll sit here just as long
as 1 please,” declired Pete, unaffect-
ed.

The merchant's color roge, He was
a tenderfoot, but he had spirit. “You
will, wlll you,” he retorted. Then hLe
turned to his clerk, and sald, In an

undertone: “George, go in and get the
gun.”
The “gun” was a 4590 repeater,

heavy enough for bear.

The elerk brought It out,

“Now, DMete,” addressed
¢hant, more briskly, *1
move—and move quick,"

I'or the first time the desperado
looked up, and it was into the muzzle
of the rite,

“I reckon 1 won't,” he announced,
obstinately.

“I reckon you willl" announced the
werchant with equal obstinacy, “I'll
give you just one minute to get out, or
I'll blow you out!"

“I reckon you won't,” pereisted Pete,
apparently callous,

treorge, hold the wateh on us," bade
the merchant

George held the wateh.
ndo tidgeted,

the mer-
want you to

The desper
and seemed Inelined to

rlse. He moved clrenmspeetly, know-
ing that the merchant had the drop

on him,

“Well," he sald, I guess I'll go and
sit on the other side of the street, by
the vacant lot, But I'll see you later,”
he added, meaningly.

“No, you won't!" suapped the mer-
chant. “If you want to see me, you
can see me right now-"

"I reckon 1'1l sit awhile In front of
the blacksmith shop,” drawled Pete;
and with an fujured nlr he slouched
off toward the site proposed, and there
established headquarters, much to the
disgust of the blacksmith.

The merchant re-entered the store,
and recelved the congratulations of his
customers,

Meanwhile, at the hlacksmith shop,
"Wildeat  Pete" was voleing dire
threats, all of which conveyed the
same meanlng: tnat he was going to
klll the merchant on sight. The mer-
chent heard. He was advised by
friends right and left to arm himself

A T PR et 2 . e e i T ——— T R TSR R e T e e e e e e e e e e et e B e e e G £

and be prepared to shoot first; but he
sturdlly refused. He slmply sent
word:

‘“Tell that fellow Peta that I don't
carry a gun, and that I shall continue
to go back and forth along the street
Just as usual. I'm not afrald of him.
Only, If he tries to Interfers with my
personal rights, or with my business,
he's llkely to get in trouble. He may
talk all he wants to, but he must leave
ma alone.”

However, the desperado’s bluster be.
gnn to prove irksome. It dlatressed
the merchant's wife exceedingly, and
kept her constantly wrought up lest
her husband should be murdered, It

' liad effect upon the merchant himself,

naturally making him watehful and
nervous, and enforeing upon hlm pre
cuutions, If not for his own sake, then
for the sake of his famlly. He stayed
In the back part of the store, and at
home was careful not to expose him-
self at a window.

Finally the straln became unendur-
able. The merchant decided to put
an end to it

It was Just a week after the encoun-
ter whereby “Wildeat Pete” had been
made to move on. He was sitting,
mowdily tilted back in a chalr, outalde
the doorwny of the satoon which he
frequented, when the merchant, ear-
rying a pasteboard shoebox walked
directly up to where he sat.

Behind the merchant followed the
marshal and several other cltizens,
“Wildeat Pete” straightened up in his
chalr, and his hand suggestively jork-
ed his eartridge belt Into a more con
venlent position,

“I understand that you've sald you
were golng to kil me,” gpoke the mer
chant,

“1 sure am, as soon as I get good
an' rendy,” growled the desperado,

“Well, I've got tired of walting,"
declared the merchant, “We'll settlo
our little diffienlty right here” He
took the cover from the box. “Now In
this box I've brought two pistols; one
is loaded with ball, and the other Is
a blank. See this handkerchlef?" and
he unfolded a large bandann, “You
choose which plstol you want; I'll take
the other. Then we'll eateh hold of op
posite  corners of this handkerchilef
and back away, and the minute that
the cloth is tight we'll pop and find out
which gun has the bullet in it."

“Will you Jes' pleasge repeat that?
I didn't guite savvy,” stammers! the
desperado uncertalnly.

The merchant repented.

“You mean I'm to take one gun, and
you the other an' go It blind; and then
shoot at each other across the hand-
kerchlef 7" inqulred Pere, dazed.

“Exactly,” affirmed the merchant.

Pete stared at the plstols. They
were the old-fashloned, powder-and-
ball varlety, single shot and loading
at the muzzle. Whence the merchant
had resurrected them none but himself
knew; however, they were perfect for
the purpose, for their contents could
not be ascertained by the eye.

The desperado rose so the occaslon.

“All right,” he sald. “I'm game.
But somebody's sure goln' to be hurt.”

He welghed the plstols carefully in
his hand, and selected one, The mer-
chant took the other.

“Somebody sure 18," he replled grim-
ly.

Notlng the interview, a crowd had
collected.

The merchant extended a corner of
the bandann to the desperado, “Here,"
he sald, “take hold!

With the fingers of a rother shaky
left hand “Wildeat Pete” grasped the
handkerchief, The merchant cocked his
pistol.  “Wildeat Pete” cocked his,

“When the handkerchief drawstight,
we shoot, remember,” warned the mer-
chant.

The
ench

crowd fell away from behind
of the doellsts. The merchant
nid the desperado slowly, gingerly,
backed apart; the handkerchief, held
at arm's length, was Just ceasing to
sag, when “Bang!" went the pistol of
“Wildeat TIete” An execlamation
lenped from the peering erowd; but
the merchant stood up, smillng sareas-
tieally, unharmed. Evidently the des
perndo’s pistol was the blank; he had
fired ahead of time, and he had fired
In valn,

Seelng the result, with an oath he
dropped the handkerclnef and whipped
his hand to the six-shooter nt his right
hip.

“*None of that!” erled a stern volee
in his ear and wisely refraining he
glanced behind, to find the marshal, ot
last emboldened, exactly coverlug him.
“Hands up!"

“1 reckon Mr. Merchaut there s
about entitled to a shot,” suggested the
marshal, coolly, *“Go ahend, Mr, Mer-
chant, he sald to him,

“I'ete,” sald the merchant declsive-
ly, “you aren't golng to kill me, after
all. Turn around!"

Peter turned.

“Now march!” commanded the mer-
chant. “You'll find your horse straight
nhead., Get on him and keep going,
and don't come back.”

“Wildcat Pete” obeyed.

“But wasn't that rather rlsky ?" I In-
guired of the merchant-—now no long-
er merchant, but capltalist. *“Suppos-
ing Pete had pleked the plstol having
the bullet "

“I fAigurad ficst that Pete would balk
at the contest, which he didn't; and
second, that bhe would fire ahead of
time, which he did. Elther would glve
me the advantage over him.”" He
lnughed. “And to tell the truth, In Jus.
tice to myself and famlly, neither pls-
tol held a bullet. Bloodshed was ellm-
Inated,"—Montrenl Famlly Herald.

ONLY WORKERS WANTED.

ont Inviting Worthless Ones,
Deslvable as the right sort of i
gration to the South may be, It 18 well
for everybody Interested In the per-
manent welfare of that section not to
permit enthusiasm In the cause of nll-
Ing up Its waste places to outrun dis-

cretion In the selectlon  of material,
suys the Bouthern Farm Magazine,
Just at present it Jooks as though

special Interests of one kind or another
were taking advantage of the South's
deslre for Immigrants and the pablic
discussion of that question to work an

imposition or to make mistnkes In
Judgment. For example, a recent dls
patch from New York sald that a

steamer of ona of the coast llnes had
salled for Norfolk crowded to its full

capacity with Immigrants from the
south of Europe who would settle
nlong the rich truck farms of the

Chesapeake and that dally shiploads
would follow. The dispateh further
stated that this was but a feature of
the most remarkable movement In fm-
migration that has developed In years,
A telegram to the president of the
steamship eompany brought the Infor-
mation that while there was conslder-
able tmmigration business golng South
and West, there was nothing unusoal
shout it for this time of the year, and
that the destinations of Immigrants
were generally beyond Vieginia,

The telegram pricks a sensation at
the right time.  Opportunities for lwm-
migrants are unsurpoassed, to be sure
and It Is undoubted that the persistent
work of many years Is now having the
desired effect. The wish for general
results, however, must not be permit.
ted 1o be marred by sensationalism In
furthering the cause of fmmigration or
by heedlessness in sending to the South
undesirable classes. The South has
glready too many drones and s seak
Ing means elther of turning them into
productive agents or to be rid of them,
The most effective means Is to bring in
Industrions men, working men, threifty
inen, men who propose to lve In aml
for the community and aot off the com-
munity, men prepared to make thelp
permanent home In the South and to
develop with it. 1t Is possible to ob-
tuln such men even from among the
horde of Immigrants now pouring Into
New York and other centers  without
misleading statements and without the
nfd of yellow journallsim,

EASIEST THING TO FIND.

We Are Only Too Quick to Bee Our
Nelghbors' Faults,

The¢ only thing that can easily be
found where It does not exist Is fault,
says the Atlanta Journal, That Is,
you can easily find it in others, But
in yourself, though you be blackenod
with it, you can't see It so0 easlly.

IT the other fellow has a fault—and
sometimes if he basn't—yvou are qulek
to perceive It

You Incessantly find fault with the
weather. It g elther too warm or too
cold, too wet or too dry, too sunny or
too cloudy, and you have u good deal
to say ahout |t,

And the times never sult you, It's
elther hard times or else some other
people are making too much money by
the methods you don't know anything
about and so don't approve, Deep In
your subconsclousness vou are quite
sure that money-making which yon
can't comprehend and ean't imliale
can't be honest

And the government 18 all wrong,
too, In your opinion. As a matter of
fact, you may confess to yourself that
you are unable to vote with real dis-
eriminntion for county sherlff, but youn
do think youn know all about running

Ilh.- nationnl government and settling

all internationnl differences,

You may be loudly preaching for
world-wide peace, when you can't get
along amicably wlith your own wife.
You may not be able suceessfully to
run a Httle corner grocery, but you
think you know all about regulating
the big trusts, You don't know what
are the elements of fallure In your
own business affairs, but you think
you know just exactly what are the
faults of the great rallroads,

The trouble with you is easily dlag-
nosed., It Is one of the most common
disorders under the sun. You are
“farsighted” In your mental vislon,
You see only the things that are be-
yond the reach of your hands and are
blind to those that lle about you. You
see the faults of the other fellow, but
not your own,

-\Vb}ld Goes Around.

Yeast—Do you belleve that the
world moves?
Crimsonbeak--1 certalnly do, Why,

I can’'t find the keyhole In the same
place two nights in succession,—Yonk-
eryg Slatesman,

The ﬂr-;t_vruckou duu't‘ cost much lor
celebrating our glorlous freedom, but

“Well," sald the former storekeeper, the doctors afterward swell the bill,

PERSBONALITY OF NOQGL

Ris Remarkable Spirit When He Loat
Hone in HBattle,

Conslder Nogl's career, He wan
commlissioned by the Emperor to re-
tnke Port Arthur, the “Impregnable”
fortress which he had tanken by storm
from the Chinese ten years hefore, says
the New York ‘Tribune, e went
thither, 1o work and to fight, largely
unobserved by the world, for the lime-
light of publicity was turned upon the
fleets and upon Kurok! and Kuropat-
kin in thelr desperante duel at the
north, rather than upon him and his
sappers and miners and forlorn hopes.
He went into the campalgn with his
two sons and higs nephews —the only
men In the world who could inherit
his name and title, One son was kill-
od at Nanshan. The other dled at
High hillL In a third conflict the
nephew was killed. They say that
Nogl amiled when he heard the news
and, Instead of lnmenting his own loss,
congratulated his soldlers upon the vie-
torles they had won,

"God took my song,” he sald to a
friend one day, “in order that T might
be better able to sympathize with my
countrymen who are llkewlse bereft,

GEN., DARON NOUGI,

and so that 1 may the better answer
to the souls of the many brave men
whom I am sending to thelr graves.”
But now and then, when he supposed
he was entirely unobserved, the white-
halred veteran would bow his head and
sob us If from a broken heary

The Emperor meant to pay him the
beautiful compliment of making him
the guardinn of the prince Imperinl's
three little sons, But first there was
other work to do. Bo with his war-
worn veterans Nogl was hurrled from
Port Arthur up to Mukden, where we
are told he hurled himself llke a thun-
derbolt upon the Russians. Beyond
question It was he and his men, with
thelr ery of “Make way for us! We
are from Port Arthur!" that more than
nny others staggered and shattered the
Russinan leglons,

The world has heard a great deal of
late about the Japanese spirit. Bxploit-
ers of the “yellow peril” have rung
the changes upon the “essential bar-
barism' of that amazing people. It
may be so. But there are those who
will say that if such men as Nogl! are
exemplars of barbarism, that 18 the
gort of barbarism we want, To most
hig career looks llke that of a hero
who would be an adornment and an
honor to any race, and of whom the
world may learn much in both tender-
ness and terribleness; ag It may also
learn great lessons from  the whole
Japanese establishment In  military
sanitation and In the art of selentifle
war,

Enrviching Experience,

Why has art so large a place In the
lives the Jupanese? Perhaps be
cause they begin to teach art early In
life,

In a recent teip round the world the
eminent English surgeon, Sir Freder
ek Treves, spent conslderable thne In

Japan, On the oecenslon of his vish
to a famous temple the only lviog
creature met  with In the temple

grounds was an old woman carrying a
golden-faced baby-—her grandson,

“Why have you come to a place so
golitary 7 Sir Frederick askod.

“I thought It would do the baby good
to see the plum blossom,” the old wom-
an replied, with the soft urbanity of
her race,

Matters Easily Arranged,
“The lady niu't got the money now,"
sald Bridget, “but ye kin I'ave the lce
an’' she'll pay on Saturday."

“But,” protested the new {ceman,
“s'posln’ she ain't got the money
thent"

“Well, If she ain’'t ye kin take yer
{ee back.”—Phlladelphia Press,

E:piiluln. it

Maude—And why do the jockeys
wear those funny little caps?
Clande—Why—er—those are the

handleaps, ¥' know.,"—Cleveland Lea-
der,

When a man has a plcture taken for
the frst fAve weeks afterward ‘w
spends a great deal of time In taking
surreptitious looks at It, and wonder
Ing if every one else sees the good
points in it so plain to his eyes.




