——

" e o ey

By JOHN R. MUSICK,
Author of “Mysterious Mr. Howard," “The
Dark Sufye«r " “Charlle Allendale's
“able,” Htc.

Copyright, 107, by Ronsnr DoNsue's Soxs,
All rigbius resnrved.

CHAPTER Ill.—(Continued.)

He closed his eves and In o fow
moments wins unconscions, When he
AWoke he found the gtrange hermit at
his side bending over him and gazing
eagerly Into his  face He
slowly away and went back th the
fire,

A moment later |he
gome meat and sald

“You had bettor oat

This was quite a long sentenee fur
the hermit, and he paused after spoak-
Ing to rest. Paul took the broiled steak
and ate sparingly. It was very juley
and nutritious, and he began to Teel
stronger in & fow moments after he
had finished.  The hermit meanwhile
had resumed his seat on a large stone
In front of the fire

There was now auother expression
on his fmee, It was an expression of
sudneas,  The more Paal studied the
Teatures of this strangs man the more
mysterions they seemed. He lay for
A long time looking at him and ask-
ing himself a  thousand questions.
Then he grew weary of gazing and

hrought him

thinking and eclosed his eyes, Cone
sclonsness had almost slipped away
when a4 movement o the  eavern

cansed him to again open his eyes,
The hermit was preparing to leave,

He took up the rade lamp, in which
brney some kind of oil, aml went to
the opposite shde of the cavern.  He
ot the lamp on a flat stone, and pit-
ting his hand into a sort of erevice in
tie rocky wall pulled forth something.
It was In a roll. He anrotled it and
gazed at it intently

From where he lay Paul saw that
the object when unrolled was part of
a tanned hide of some sort of an anl-
mal,

“1 hope he will leave it thought
Paul, “If he does ["will examine |t
There Is writing on it, amnd It may con-
tain some clew to this Klondyke mys-
tery that so nearly drives me mad,™

All the movements of the hermit
wore slow and deliberate,  He went
carefully toward the entrance of the
cavern. Long Paul lay on the couch
listening for the slight tread of the
maccasined feet, but he  came not
hack.

“He has gone!™ gald Paul,

He rose to a sitting position and
gazed about the cavern.

After a few moments he roge to his
feet., With a wildly beating heart he
began his tour of exploration. The
ofl lamp had been left burning on a
square stone, and he picked it up and
went along the great natural corrldor
for some digtance until he came upon
@ zreat chamber with lofty eeilings.

He began to scarch for the crevice
in the rock where he had seen the
man place the skin on which was the
writing. Paul found the roll and drew
it out,

It proved to e a piece of walrus
hide covered all over with strange ple-
tures and hieroglyphics such as the
Indlan picture writers use. It was
almost round, and he couid find no
beginning nor end to dt

The report of a gun near the mouth
of the cavern causad him to thrust the
walrus hide into the crack and hasten
fnto the decper recesses of the cay-
ern,

CHAPTER IV.

Meeting a Friend With Bad News,

It is necessary at this point in our
gtory to return to Clarence Berry's
party, which we left on the top of the
Chilkoot Pass in a raging storm. All
through that terrible night Clarence
Herry lay thinking of his young wife,
whom he had packed away as com-
fortable as possible in that terrible
height in the frigid zone. Day dawned
bright and clear and he arose early
and called to his wife:

“Kthel, Ethel, are yon alive?"”

There came no answer until he had
pulled away some of the package®
that formed her apartment; then he
heard her volce answering:

“l am all right, Clarence.”

“Thank God!" ejaculated the hus-
band. *“I feared you had perished dur-
ing that terrible storm.”

Dick and “Hemstlteh," the Esqui-
maux, were self-constituted cooks, and
prepared a breakfast of a pot of bolled
beans and a little coffee, which froze
on the slightest provocation,

When breakfast was over two sleds
were loaded with supplies, and with-
out dogs or any one to draw them,
started down the mountain, Two
weeks were consumed in reaching
Lake Linderman. Here they were de-
tained another week, completing a
boat with which they could make their
way down the river.

One night, after a day of arduous
toll, they camped at the foot of a
mountain protected from the north
wind by a steep precipice. The dogs
had been unharnessed, fed and lay
sleeping about the sleds, The tired
Indians, having had supper, were
stretched before the fire. Kthel, at-
tired in furs, sat on a sled which had
been dr~".a up before the blazing logs.
Her prt&uubnml declared she look-
ed like qgelle Esquimaux queen.

Diek rvained on the skin of a musk-
ox telling a story in which there was
blended Bowery slang and western
diglect, Suddenly one of the dogs
gtarted up and gave vent to a low
growl, cutting the story short. The
guide gave a sharp whistle and selzed
his rifle. The others at onece lald
thelr hands on their guns and stood
on the defensive.
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A few moments Iater a large object
eonld e seen in the distance slowly
advancing toward them Owing o
the dim. noncertain Heht ajl at first
waore of the opinfon it was a bear,
and one or two eocked their gune
nind steppedd out g short digtanee from
the Neht to gt a bhetter ghot at the
gidde saddonly called:
IH's o man!

Com oW gt 18 growled a volee In
the distance. "What did ye think it
wis—a vwulrys?"

A man elothed in furs, holding A
rittis In his hand, came forward and
advanecod toward the fire

Ethel rose trembling with fright at
the appearance of this strange appa-
titlon, and elung to the arm of her
hushand

“Who I8 he?"  she
“Where did that
ftom'!"”

Though the question was not in-
tended for the ears of this atrange
man, he heard them, and in a volee
like the deep tones of faroff thunder
bhe answered;

“I am from the Klondyke, where
vou seem to be going; a place where
gold ean be raked up by the handful.”

“Who are you? What (s your
name?"  Berry  asked,  advaneing
toward the Klondyker and extending
hiz hand toward him.

“I am called Glum Ralston,” he an:
swornd

“What are you doing here?”

“Hunting for a friend.”

By this time Clarence Berry had
eclasped his hand and brought him
near the camp fire, where he bade
him be'seated and tell his troubles,

“1 hain't much at spinning yvarns.”
the ex-sailor answerod. “My  friend
was robbed on the Klondyke a few
months ago, an’ at the same time
laid up for repairg——"

Ethel grasped her husband’s hand

(1

whispered,
terribly man comse

and  mentally cjaculated, "It was
Panl”
She listensd with the Keenest In

terest to the story of Glnm Ralston,
and tears gathered in her eyes, She
knew the missing companion was
none other than Paul Miller, whose
fate would perhaps never be known,

“Oh, heaven, poor Laura! how shall
we break this terrible news to her,
Clarence?’” she sobbed,

The young hushand made no an
swer, and Glum Ralston, lighting his
pipe, proceedsd to smoke in sllence,

CHAPTER V.
THE WALRUS HIDE.

Paul Miller ran two or three hun-
dred paces into the cavern until it
grew so dark he had to grope his way
and he came to a halt,

From around a projecting stone he
turned his gaze back to the chamber
which was lighted by the lamp.

He saw the hermit come at a ran
toward the inner chamber, three men
pursuing him. They were so close
on him that he halted by the side of
the couch and turned at bay. A third
man at this moment appeared on the
seene and selzed his arms from be-
hind and burled him to the eavern
floor.

Paul Miller had all along watched
the exeiting contest, He started
toward the chamber, where they were
tying the hermits’'s hands with strips
of walrns skin, and was almost noar
enough to eall out when he suddenly
halted and gave them a stare.

“They are the robbers themselves!™
he gasped in a whisper. “What in
heaven does this mean!” He quickly
slunk away behind some masses of
rock, broken from the side of the
cavern,

Completely concealed from the aet-
ors in this singular drama, Paul was
enabled to observe all that went on,
There seemed to be only violenee
enough on the part of the captors to
effect the capture of the hermit.
When this was effected they began
pleading with him to do something, or
make some revelation. After a few
words, the captive became silent and
sullen. His captors plied him with
many questions and he refused to an-
swer any of them. At last, leaving
him Iin charge of one man, the other
iwo began to search the cavern.
When they came near Paul he
cronched In  the smallest possible
space and scarce dared to breathe,

One of the two searchers was the
very man whom he had chased up the
mountain side.

As they passed one of them men-
tioned a name which caused him to
start so violently as to almost dis-
cover himself to them, It was Lack-
land,

Lackland was the wealthy banker
and speculator of his own town, who
had been a rival for the heart and
hand of Laura Hush, What did these
mysterions men of the Klondyke
know about him, or what had he to
do with them?

Almost maddened by despair Paul
fell upon his knees and furlously
beat his breast with his hands while
the captors led the prisoner away.

They had taken up the oll lamp
and carrfed it with them, and Paul
was soon In total darkness, In his
fit of desperation he rose and fol-
lowed them., At the entrance of the
cavern he halted and gazed off after
the captors and prisoner, A thousand
tumultuous  emotions swayed his
heart, and again In despair he beat
his breast with his hands.

“Oh, eruel, cruel fate! Why did 1
not know he was my friend and de-
fend him!"

He gazed helplessly at the little
party until they had disappeared from
his view and then threw himself upon
the floor of the cavern In despair.
But his better judgment came to his
reliefl and starting up he selzed the
lamp and started back toward the fire
tp (bt it Iy seemed an age hefore
the taint glow from the dying embers
told him where the fire was. He at
last reached the spot, and with a plne

stick raked the living coala together
Laying on two or three smaller sticks
he hiew them into a blace amd lighted
the lamp

Alfter a ghort rest he woa prepared
to travel, but e remembered the wal
rua hide, with its mysterions hilera
glyphlea, and determined to take o
with him, He waz unable to make
out anything from the hide, and roll
ing it up thrust {t in one of his capa
clous pockets, and taking some of the
provisions left in the cavorn, wont ont
and  busklod on his snow
leave the place forever. He trampoed
ot night  and  then  spreading a
blanket on the snow slopt soundly, A
snow fell during the night, and when
he nwolie he shook off the white gown
of nature and ate some of the roasted
moose ment he had brought with him

For over a woek e wandered abont
in the wilderness, subsigting on fish
he ecaught In the river and a deer
which he shot, but not seelng a ha
man being.  Panl bad no compass to
steer hia course, and was often lost
gmong the mountnins

One day he come upon a fresh trall
in the snow as i a party with Indian
porters, dogs and sledges had mode
their way over the snow toward Forty
Mile Camp.

He sat down at the slde of the path
to rest and think, A slight erunching
of snow but a short distanee from him
caused him to lonk up, and he =aw a
man coming on snow ghoes, a rifle on
his shoulder. A single glance at
those familar features, and he eried:

“CHum—Glum Ralston!™

The solitary traveler pansed, started
back in surprise, elhutehing his gun for
an Instant as if he would usge it then
dropping it on the snow, gave vent to
n whoop that would have done credit
to a wild Indian, and bounding for-
ward had Paul about the neck, ery-

shoes to

(HTUH

“Crack-lash allve, by th' trident o
Neptune ™

“Where have yon  been?" askod
Faul,

“Crulgin® about lookin® for you,” he
answered.  “Where yon been?”

Paul told the story of his adven
tures, concluding  with  his  escape
from the cave

“1 have found the mystery about
me thickening all the time, and this
wanlrus hide covered with strange ple.
tures and hieroglyphics is the chief
of all mysterioes.”

Glum Ralston took the walrus hide,
unrolled {t, and gazing at It with
wildly dilating eyes which indicated
his strange Interest, demanded:

“Where did yon get it?"

“From the hermit”

“Th' hermit—the hermit—the man
that owns this hide—the man who
saved you, is my old eaplain!' eried
the excited prospector with a shont.
“Where is he? where |8 he! It's my
old eaptain—1'll go home to Kate yet,
Where (8 he? where |s he? where (8
he?" he shouted almost flercely, whila
Paul was too much dumbfounded to
utter a word.

“Be calm, Glum, and explaln what
yvou mean!” erled Paul.

Holding up the piece
hide, Glum sald:

“I've seen this before.”

“Where?"

“On board the 'Eleanor.””

“Who had it there?”

“The red-skin as had the stran' o
gold nuggets about his neck.”

Paul's interest in the walrus hide
Increased. The old man coutinued W
a gleeful tone:

“Oh, he llves, he lives! T will find
him, tell him [I've been true to him
all these yvears and take ''m home."

Suddenly he became more com
posed, and, turning his eyes on Paul,
asked: “Where is he?”

“1 don’t Know."”

“What! youn have seen him and let
him escape?”

“1 eould not help myself; they came
and dragged him away."

(To be contlnued.)

of walrus

Biggest Cigar in the World.

Paymaster General Bates of the
army possesses the largest cigar in
the world. It is sixty-three Inches
long, and as large around as a man's
arm at the thlckest section,

Its composition includes twenty-two
clagses of Philippine tobacco. The
huge cigar is the gift of Major W, H,
Comegys, of the pay department, who
sent it to the paymaster general with
this note:

“1 send you the largest cigar von
have ever seen-—at least, the largest |
have ever seen, It is made of a num-
ber of the finest brands of tobacco
grown on the islands. This was manu-
factured at San Fernando do Union,
in Union Provinee, P, I, The case Is
also a curiosity. It may be called a
famlily cigar, as all smoke It, and the
grandmother is supposed to finish 1t
or the clgar to finish the grandmoth:
er, " —Washington Correspondence St
Louis Republie,

Beautiful Mummy Blue.

Hamlet reflected curiously upon the
fact that the body of a great ruler
might yet come@o be used to “stop a
hole to keep the wind away.” but mod-
ern Ingenuity has dlscovered more
usefu), if not more honorable, uses for
the bodles of departed emperors.
Manufacturers of artists’ colors now
often use mummies In making their
colors, and it I8 almost certain that
a small percentage of some ancient
Egyptlan rulers went (o compose
some of the colors used by varlous
R. A’s In painting their portraits for
this year's Academy. Mummlies were
usually preserved in bitumen or the
hest piteh, and this blended with the
bone of the mummy gives a8 pecullarly
beautiful tint, especially in brown or
dark blue, The export of mummlies
{8 now forbidden, but one will last a
manufacturer for years. The colors
g0 made arve principally used by por
tralt palnters.—London Tatler,
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gerete Y fold my hands and walt,

nor e, nor sea,;
1 rave to more ‘galnst time or fats,
tiy own shull coms e me

I make delasn
For whiol awilits this enger pwioe’
T ostovsnd mniid the cternnl waysy,
And whian 1s mine shall know my face

by night or day,
The friends | week are seeking ma;

Novowitid can drive my bark away
Nor clunge the tde of destiny

What matter Is 1 stamd alons?
I owalt with Joy the coming yonrs,
My heart «hall reap whare 1t has sown,
Atil Riather up Ita fralts of tenra

The wators know thelr own and draw
The brook that springs from  yonder

Ho Mows the good with squal law
U'intir the soul of pure delight

The stars come nightly ta the aky.
The tidnl wave unto the sen;

Nor time, nor space, nor deap. nor high
Can kepomy own away from me.
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A Green Room Romancs.
BY HAROLD DEAN
(Copyright, 1m2, by Dally Story Pab Ca)

When Herbert Holllster wrote the
excendingly clever interview with the
reigning queen of the stage, Grace de
Montfort, the latter did not dream
what a (ot of trouble it was destined to
cost her, 1t was o goold Interview and
pregnant with that  subtle  quality
known in the newspaper and magazine
world as “atmosphere” and It not only
had pleased the manager-—one David
Schiossenberg—bnt had accorded  so
strongly with the great aciress's no-
tlon of the eoternal ftness of things
that she had thanked Herbert warm!y
—effusively, indeed—and had admitted
him into the elrele of her close per-
sonal friends.

All of which was very bad for
“Hort,” as his friends knew him, Ho
was not a keen, experienced and wary
uld dramatie eritle, but an enthuslastie
and ridiculous young reporter loaded
with much information regarding “the
drama’ and redolent with much en-
thusinsm and ideality regarding the
stage. It was a sort of mistake that
he caught the assignment, but Gregory,
the dramatic critic, was sick and his
understudy, Chester Howard, was away
on his vacation, and the managing edi-
tor, admitting In a grumbling fashion
that something must be done for the
dramatic column, “drat it,” had felt
around among the staff until he bad
found Hollister with some sort of a
vague reputation for knowledge and
taste In that direction. And it was
necessary to put some one on the de-
partment, for the appearance of Grace
de Montfort was supposed to be some-
thing of an event In the dramatic
world. And so it happened  that
Hert got his chance and how well he
did it was attested by the furore his
Interview created, The managing edl-
tor quite plumed himself upon it and
admitted that he had discovered a
“new one.”  Hollister quite overtopped
Howard and for a few weeks fllled
even Gregory with anxiety and cha-
grin,

He¢ was a high eard with the man-
agement at the Academy and all doors

opened before bim at will. And he
persistently  haunted the dressing
rovin of Grace de Montfort, At first

she Invited It, not only because his
sgtory had pleased her so much, but
also because she Mked the handsome
care-free audacious young journallst,
who paid her such sincere compli-
ments in 80 naive a way and falled al-
together to pay her the cenventlonal
tributes which she had learned
to expect,

“No, Madam," he remarked gravely,
*] ecannot, in honor, say that you are
the most beautiful woman In the world
—{in fact 1 do not know if you are
beautiful at all. But you are more
than beautiful-—you are talented and
interesting and attractive. A sculptor
can create a face and figure endowed
with beauty and symmetry, but no-
body but the Almighty can endow mat-
ter with the charm and grace and In-
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“In fact I do not know If you are
beautiful at all”

terest you have," and he bowed low
and Kissed her hand with all the de-
ference of a knlght of the Chivalric
age. And Grace dld not quite know
whether to be vexed at him for his
exceeding frankness regarding her
personal attraction or to thank him
for his compliment, which, truth to
tell, she did not quite understand.
Aud so he continued to haunt that

mystie region behind the scenes and
particularly Grace de Montfort’s dress-
ing rooms night after night and to
pass to her upon all occasions the
most honest and sincere and diserim-
irating ecompliments.  He really had
no  business there, as his assign-
ment to dramatle work had ceased
long since, but there he was every
night and Grace began to be annoyed.

“Marie,” she exclaimed sharply one
night after they had reached the seclu:
sion of thelr apartments at the hotel,
“1 don't want that big overgrown boy
of a journalist haunting my dressing

p

“l am to be married tomorrow week.”
rooms. He was there nearly all the
evening. Please stop it."

“I, Madam?" replled Marle with the
most evident surprise, “How can |
stop him? Is he not your warm per-
sonal friend—and more than that, Is
he not a great favorite of the man-
ager? I fear, Madam, that | would cut
a sorry figure trying to exclude Mon-
sieur Herbert."”

“Well, well, then [ will have to dia.
miss him,” replied the star,

But she did not, and as the days and
nights passed she came more and
more to look for him and to listen
more and more to the sharp and dis-
eriminating eritleism upon the per-
formance passed from night to night
by the keen young fellow who was not
afrald. And there were delightful
little Bohemian lunches after the play
at which only Herbert and she and
Marie were present. And so she came
to tolerate him. But finally she came
to pity him. The season was drawing
to a close and she was planning to go
away—a very long way—to rest, It
was really too bad to lead the boy on
and then drop him like an old shoe.

Then a sharp pang came to her as
she thought It all over. It came to her
that it would cost her something to
exclude this bright and bouyant at-
mosphere from her life, Really he was
the mostoriginal and entertaining man
who had come into her life—yes, and
the freshest and most honest. Bhe
would miss him—yes, she would miss
bim sorely. The arguments over the
midnight rarebits and chop sueys, the
fascination of that frank and laughing
face, the tonie of that honest criticism,
the honey of that perfect and sincera
admiration—or was It adoration? All
theso things she would miss, anl
Grace had not been trained In the
school of golng without. Why miss
all these good things that she liked?
He was by far the best man, all things
considered, she had ever fnet. Why
not marry him and have him always
with her. The Idea was ridiculous of
course—he was a mere boy and she
had had proposals from the richest
and the most distinguished—but she
liked him and she didn't need money
or positlon—that she had acquired and
could acquire, and she llked the boy
and wanted him to be with her. Be-
sides she had encourrged him to a
certaln extent and she felt it would be
brutal to break his heart, Yes, she
would yleld to one humane and kindly
impulse—she could well afford it now
that she was on the top wave and
managers bidding for her. 8he would
glve the boy an opportunity to propose
and she would accept him and then
—and her thoughts went out along a
rosy highway of day-dreams, which
left her cheeks flushed and her eyes
soft and molst.
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“Madam,” repeated Marie for the
fifth time clearing her throat loudly as
she had done several times before,
“Madam:"

“Well, Marle, what s {t."”
Madam. coming to with a

repliad
alare

*Mon't you see [ want to he alone,
Marie you are loging all your tact, 1
will have tn he getting another sgirl
“Yon, Madam, that's just what | was
thinking,” reaponded Marile courtesy-
Ing blushing “I was afrald that |
wia not satisfying Madam and [ came
In to tell Madam that 1 had declded to
feave her gervice”

“Leave my serviees eriell the ae-
trosa, “leave my sorvice; Marie you
are erazy.  Of courne you will not, |
im not angey with you, Marie. 1 only
wanted to eorreet you,  Yon will stay
right along, of conrse—and | will ralsn
your wiares — boeause 1 will neod you
more than ever pregently—I1 am going
to e married presently, Marie, and
then T will need you more than ever.”

“If Madam pleases” replled Marla
blughing and conrtesying, 1 eannot re-
main in Madam's service for | am to
be marriod tomorrow week,"

“Nou married,” erled Grace sharply.
“NSou are a fool.  Better keep your
position. You will need (t all the mors
when you have a hugband to support.”

“But hie will not permit it, Madam,"”
replied Marle, blushing and courtesy-
ing agaln.

“Who I8 he?” asked the actress,

“Monglenr Herbert, Madam,” replind
the girl blughing more furiously than
ever and courtesying agaln,

“Herbert Hollister?'  demanded
Madam rising with blazing eyes.

“Yen, If it pleanes Madam,” replied
the girl with downcast eyes. “He haas
been tormenting me all the season and
I promised him yesterday. We are to
boe married tomorrow week at the
Deanery and [ wanted to give Madam
a week's notiee, so I spoke to you to-
night. [ would like to give Madam
a longer notice, but Bert—1 beg par-
don—Monsleur Herbert {8 so Impa-
tient that he will not wait more than a
week. And Oh Madam, we have tha
loveliesat little fiat picked out and being
fixed up. [ wish you could come and
gee It—yon will, won't you, Madam?
And Mr. Herbert i8 to be dramatie
eritle with ever so much more salary—
and—and—and oh, Madam [ am so
happy," and the girl sank on her kneos
and burled her face In the tralling
gown of the actress,

Madam, white and rigid looked
down on the girl, gently disengaged
her gown and silently passed into her
chamber,

DRINK CAUSED HIS DEATH.

Too Much Water Blamed For De-
mise of Eben Waters.
A dispatch from Salem, Masa., con-
veys the Information that Eben
Waters (prophetic name), 99 years
old, died last week from excessive
water drinking. He did not Indulge
In aleoholie drinks of any kind, and
he is sald to have been temperate In
all things except his appetite for
water, It was his habit to drink
three quarts of water every day, and
this, his doctors say. resulted in “com-
plications that proved fatal. At any
rate, he died. It Is a sad case to con-
template. Here was a man cut off
in the prime of life, at the perihellon
of his usefulness, so to speak, and
all because of the lack of a little
wholesome restraint. It Is charitabla
to belleve that he was nol wholly re<
sponsible, It may have been that he
was an only son, and that his doting
parents spoiled him, allowed him to
have his own way too often, and did
not point out strongly enough that
solf-dindulgence is the shortest path
to the grave. Of course. they see
their error now that It is too late,
which Is the cause of fully one-third
of the tragedies of life. Scientista
aver that the average of life Is great-
er now than at any other period in
the history of man, and that more in-
terest 1s taken in the subject of long-
evity. If this be so, there is a moral
in the untimely demise of Mr. Waters.
It Is, "Don't go to the pump too often.”
—Rochester Post-Express.

Not a Chinese Word,

“It's a mistake to suppose that
‘joss’ 18 a Chinese word,” says a re-
tired ship's carpenter. “l've traveled
a good bit in the Orlent in my time,
and among the odds and ends of in-
teresting information | pleked up was
a knock-out of the genuineness of
‘joss' as a Chinese word. Chinamen
only know ‘joss’ when they come in
contact with Europeans. A Chinese
prieast that 1 became chummy with
in Hankow told me that there was no
such word In Chinese. He explained
that the word was a corruption of
the Spanish word 'Dios’ and had come
{nto use through the missionaries.
Many early missionaries, he sald,
were Spanish priests, and their pro-
nunciation of '‘Dios’ was speedily cor-
rupted into ‘joss’ by native tongues
and applied to the Chinese deities.
It's only on the Chinese seaboard that
the word Is understood by Chinamen.
In the interior, the priest told me,
the celestials had no knowledge of it.”

]

Jumped Into Engine Stack. '
A dispatch from Joplin, Mo, says:
Dwen Greellsh, of Leavenworth, Kas.,
was killed between Lebanon and
Springfield by jumping into the fun-
nel of the locomotive smoke stack on
the west bound Bt. Louls and San
Francisco passenger train. The dis-
patch says the young man commltted
sulcide. He climbed to the top of
the water tank and when the train
stopped Jumped Into the amoke stack
whooping as ke leapad. He was
pulled out by the train crew horribly
burned and died in a few moments,
His body was taken to Lebanon. Gree-
lish’'s brother, In this city, knows noth.
ing of the details, but denles that the
death was sulcldal. He says that he
recelved a postal the day before and
that his brother did not seem dejected
or llable to kill himself.
The smartest man is often a way
dummy In the hands of a claves
WOomani

.




