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IT WILL INCLUDE

Retiuirning Heroes

Beginning with the issue of August 6th will be published a series of the best pictures
of the gallant First Nebraska Regiment.
of their return.

It will be a worthy souvenir of the celebration
In order to obtain this pictorial history complete subscribe at once for

The Omaha Illustrated Bee
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The Farewells at Leaving Home—
Camp Life at Lincoln—

Life in Camp at San Francisco—s
The Trip Across the Pacific—
Nebraska Boys in the Plilippines—

On the Field and in Camp—
Fighting the Insurgents—

The veturn to San Francisco—
Nebraska's Reception to Her Sons—
Fortraits of Nebraska's Heroes—

Pructures of the Companies—
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Five Cents Per Copy.

With the Sunday Bee, by mail, $2.00 per year.

Subscribe at once.
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THE BEE PUBLISHING CO., OMAHA, NEB.
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How a Youthful Book Agent's Love for Pears Preveniela Robbery.
g

By HELEN I,

GARDNER,
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tired an' sick o' havin' you come here tryin'
to sell me books. 1 told you the last time,
Phineas Rankin, that I hadn’t
to spend in any sech way."”

There was asperlty expressed In every line
of Miss Spencer's crabbed old face, in the
tones of her harsh volce and e¢ven In her|
attitude, as ghe stood with one hand hold- |
ing the screen door open a very little way

The boylsh-looking young man on thi |
doorstep only smiled amlably, Instead of
retreating, as she had hoped and expected.
He leaned agalnst the deor oaslng, looking
up ot her confidentinlly, as he turned the
lemves of the book In his hand,

“1t you would only look at it, Miss Spen-
c¢er, I'm sure you would be interested. Just
think what an additlon to your lbrary
“I'bho Idves of the postles’ would be! It
8 beautifully gotten up, with this green
¢loth binding, and all the lettering In gilt.
There are guotations from @ great many
authors, beside the ‘Lives,’ as written by
Greason himself. There are ffty Hlustra-
tions, and twelve of them are photo-
gravures. Just look at this pleture of—"

“I tell you, Phipeas, I don't want your
book, an' I wish you'd stop comin’ here
to sell, I was "way up in the aitlie when
you come, an’ had to tramp down two|
fllghts of atalrs to get to the door. 1've got
hooks enough. My brother David left a hl:.'.l
library, an' there's some o' them that 1
hadp't read yet, an' I've heen meanin’ to
for years. There's ‘Fox's ook of Martyrs'
an' the *Memolrs o' Hapnah Craune” an’
‘Leavea from the Diary' o' some one—l1've
forgot who; they all look Interestin’, but 1
don't git the time."

“1 oan't seem 1o make a hil with you,
Miss Spencer, for some reéason; that ls, I
can't seem to hit your literary taste. I
romember the first ook 1 brought here
was ‘Mrs, Cristine's Cook Book.'™

“Yes: the Idea o' a woman o' my years
buyln' a cook book! For thirty-five yeard
I've used the reolpes my mother give mo,
an’ what 1 ean get from the Christlan Stand-
ard, I guess I aln't buyin' eook hooks, at
my time ¢* 1WMa."

“Phon the next bhook 1 tried to &cll you
was ‘Heauty's Secrets Hevealed,! T thought
you'd Mke that, sure. Most every lady In
the village bought a <opy of that, Miss |
gpencer. It telle you how to drecs, how to|
dye an' curl your hair and o ot more. You |
couldn’'t Mve without it It you ounoe had the
book."

“Phiness Rankin, T don't wan! your books
an' you may's well go along. 1'm slck o
bavin' you bother me sn’ keep me talkin®
about a lot o' ponsensical trash that 1 don’t
want. My Christian Standard gived me read-
ing enough for the present, an' If you can't|
earn the money to take you to college ex-|
copt by makin' yourself & nulsance to folks
you'd betler slay at home an' work on the
faren. 1 guess your father could afford lo
pay your expeuscs, anyway.'

“All righi, Mlss Spentcer,” replled the
young saleaman, cheerfully, “but it I hap-
pen o be selling a Book that wecms peculls |
arly adapled to your lterary taste you
mustn’'t mind my coming agam. Guol morn-
lug, Mins Spencer.”

He bowed respectfully, shoved bils “Lives
of the Apoetles™ under his arm and saun-
tered down the path between the rows of
fruit trees and beds of marigolds and phlpx,
whistling & merry tune

Misa Speocer watched him depart with
oopaiderable satisfaotion. Bhe stepped back
foto the kitchen und closed the scrven door,
thea glanced out agaln at the boylsh figure

““No, 1 don't want your book, an' l‘m‘

o money

in the pepper and salt sult, sauntering along
in the September sunshine,

Noear the gate it paused and she snw him
guzing with grent intorest at the heavily
lnden bough of a Bartlett pear trea that
renched far out over the path.
reached up, gave a slight epring, secured a
sample of the deliclous fruit and walked
on Indifferently, leaving the bough shaking
vigorously, as though palpitating with the
indiguation of {te owner.

“Well,
aloud.
born days. I never could bear any o the
famlly evnce his father cheated me on that
wood lot; or leastways, it ssemed to me he
cheated me, Phineas may be a good enough
boy, but he's mighty checky, an’ the idea
o' takin® that pear!"

She opened the sereen door, and walked
out and down the two broad stopne steps,

“Mis" Perkios!' she oalled.

“Yes what s 1t?" replied a volee from
somewhero the other slde of the apple trees,
There was a house a short distance away
and a stone wall separatod the two tarms.
In winter the houses secmed near together,
but during the summer months the thick
folluge formed a barrler. Miss Spencer
knew very well that Mrs. Perkins waa
standing in her kitchen doorway, but the
two womon could not see each other,

“Has Mineas Roankin be'n to your house 1"
asked Miss Bpencer.

“Yes o few minutes ago,. Why!"

“Causo he's just be'n here an’ 1 think he's
an' awful nuisapce, He helped himself to
my poars, too, as he went out o' the yard*

“He Is sorter cheeky,” replled the volee
from behind the trees.

“Yea, 1 should say s0. 1 was goln' to ask
ef you ever see bim comin' here, will you
send Gyp over?’

“For the land's sake! I hope you aln't
a-goin' to set the dog en him?

“No, I afn't, o' courses but 1'd jest's soon
écare him with it; that's all!*

“There,'" sald Miss Spencer, balf aloud,
as she came back ioto the kitchen—she bad
Hved entirely nlone so many vears that she
bad acquired the habit of talking to hersel?

“There, vow, 11 go back to the attle,
an' get oul the stver to viean. I should
i-be'n well started by this time, ef I hadn't
be'n Interrupted. Bhe closed nnod Lolted the
heavy inside door, as was her custom when
the brought out her valuables; then started

I never!" ejaculated Miss Spenecer

for the attic.

Twice a year, on a certaln day In the
monihs of September and March, Miss
Spences cleaned ler sliver. During the re-

mwdulng 3063 duays of Lthe year It was packed
away in the attle, but Miss Spencer allowed
nothilng to luterfere with the dutics of those
tWo days

The never changed, unless
they came on Bunday; nelther extreme heat
or extreme cold, equinoctial  storms or
rheumatism, interfered with the anticlpated
tnsk. Since she had lHved alone, Christmas
nund birthdaye had come to be less and less
foganded by the solitary spluster, bt the
tver cleaning days were never forgotien.

There was her grandwother's stlver sery-
lee of gix ple spoona that had descended
1o her from both sides of the family, and
n pair of sllver scopses that had been
brought from Euglund by Miss Spencer's
ancestars. She gazed fopdly at them us
she ar wged thein on the kitchen table.

The ber sun poured into the little
kitchen, and the beads of perspiration stood
out on Miss Spencer's forehead and upper
lip as she worked.

“low dreadful
mured to herself
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“1l pever see sech cheek in all my|

sentence,

8he worked on about half an hour longer,
then leaned back In her chair with a gasp.
| A drop of perspiration trickled slowly down
| the bridge of her nose.

“I can't stand this,' sald ghe aloud. “I'm
| goln*' to open the door an' let in some alr.'
She opened the inside door, and reaching
far behind it fastened it to the wall with
& strong hook, placed there for that pur-
pose.

“1 wish this screen door had a hasp,”
she sald to herself; “but I guess no one'll
come."” She looked out down the path,
where all seemed peace and flowers and
summer suplight. Then she returned to her
polishing.

She had worked on a few minutes longer,
when there was a step on the path. Bhe
glanced up, and there on the top step stood
A man, his face pressed close to the wire
sereen of the door, and hls greedy eyes
gazing stralght at the sliver treasures at
her side.

“Glmmo somethin® to eat!" he commanded
rather than asked, without moving his fas-
¢innted eyes from the silver.

IMiss Spencer half rose, her eyes fixed
upon him, and terror written on every fea-
ture of her sallow old face. Her lipa felt
parched with fear, and it was with dim-
culty that she articulated her words,

“I hain't got nothin' fer you,"” she sald,

“Yer haln't!" replied the man with an
ugly chuckle, “Yes, yer look poor.'

Y11l give yer some doughnuts or n plece
o' ple, ef you're really hungry,'” sald Miss
Spencer, hastlly coming to the conclusion
that a charitable course might be the safer
one to pursue.

Without removing her eyes from his face
she backed slowly into the pantry and
renched into m jar, filllng her bhands with
doughnuts.

Bhe walked back across the kitchen and
pushed open the screen door a very lttle
way. But the man did not take the dough-
nuts, With a sudden movement of his left
hand he threw open the screen door, and,
with a mough motlon of his powerful right
arm, thrust Mlss Spencer out of hls way
and sent her reellng against the wall at
the back of the little kitchen,

The next instant he was inside the door
and in another moment had gagged the
trembling woman and had secured her bands
behind her,

He dragged a folded burlap bag from his
pocket, into which he began to thrust the
articles,

Miss Spencer watched him helplessly, her
face pallld and ber eyes protruding with ter-
ror and dismay.

Suddenly she saw something that the
tramp, with his back to the door and theo
rattle of the siiver in his ears, did not per- |
celve. A slight, boylsh figure in a p«pyer]
and salt sult was sauntering lelsurely up |
the path. Just owtalde the door It paused, |
and in aa lostant seemed to grasp the whole
situation.

With a catllke movement the sereen door
was thrown open, and Phineas Rankin, with |
the “"Lives of the Aposties’ held high above
his head In both sirong young hande, dashed
Into the kitchen with one spring.

Before the tramp could turn, the heavy
ook descended with stunning foree on the
back of his head, and ho reeled back a|
step and fell heavily against the kitchen |
table. In another Instant he was on hils
feet again, and turned upon the boy.

Phineas had ralsed the book for another
blow, for It was his only weapon, but it
would bhave avalled little that time. At
that moment he heard a yelp and growl
and saw Gyp bound up the steps Mrs.
Perkins bad not forgotten Miss Spencer's
request. ’

Misa Epencer closed her eyes to shut out
the scene of the next few momenta, but to
her dylng day she remembered the savage
yelps and growls of the dos and the mad-

handkerchlef from her mouth and unbound
her hands.

“Go over to Misa Perkins," he <com-
manded, #*I'1l lock up this brute an' the
dog'll watch him till I can get the sheriff
here."

Hours after, when the commolion was all
over, Mlss Spencer had related the eplsode
to each nelghbor eeparately and she was
trying to rest and compose herself in her
oool, qulet sitting room, a question enterad
her mind and she wondered that it had not
ocourred to her before.

“Phineas," she asked—he had eome after
his book, which he had reft in the morning
andl which he found hnd not been improved
by its encounter with the tramp's head—
“Phineas, how'd you happen to come back

this mornin', jest when that man was|
here?"
“Well, Miss Speocer, n8 I wns leavin'

your house this mornin,’ the first Lime I
called, 1 took one o' your Bartlett pears. |
It tasted mighty good an' after awhile It
occurred to me that perhaps we could strike
a bargain. 1'd give you the ‘Lives of the
Apostles' for n bushel o' those pears.'

“You ean bave a bushe]l o' them pears,
Phineas,'" sald Miss Spencer slowly., "An'
I've been thinkin',” she went on medita-
tively, *I guess I'll buy a copy o' your
book for each o' my Sunday school cluﬁs.]
That'Il make fourteen coples, An', Phineas,
when I dle them sllver sconces will go to
my niecs, Matilda Spencer; she's my only
livin' relative; but the silver service an'
the spoons 'll all be willed to you,"

FAKE TORNADO PICTURES.

Deception In Photographing the Fun-
nel-Shaped Clouds,

Tha efforts of photographers to make the
public belleve that they have succeeded In
getting photegraphs of tornadocs have gone
#o far that the United States weather bu-
reau has taken cognlzance of them, says the
Kansas City Star. An article in the month-
1y Weaher Review, published by the govern-
ment, from the pen of Alfred J. Henry of
the weather bureau, makes light of thesge
triumphs of photography. Mr. Henry be-
lleves, llke many other cltizena, that when
a tornado is tearing up rallroad tracks and
moving buildings within the range of an or-
dinary camera, men are not disposed to
spend thelr time trylng to get pictures. They
are more llkely to be thinking of cellars
than of dry plates, "films or other photog-
raphers' supplles.

But each tornado has had its photographer, |
who caught 1t just at the right time. A
vear ago there was a tornado at Waynoka,
0Okl,, and the I'h'1ade ph a Press printed what
purported to be a sndap shot photograph of
It & few Sundays since, That ploiure has
a history. A photographer furpished a copy
of It to Observer Connor of Kansus Clty,
who thought it so good a counterfelt that
he sent it to Washington. The photograpber
told him bo had spapped the camera 1,000 |
yards [rom the cloud and then dodged iuto |
a cellar llke & prairie dog. but somehow
Connar wondersl how he happensd to bave
the camera so hapdy and how, when the
dark, low-hanging clouds that accompany a
gonuine tornado have coversed the carth and
clouds of dirt add to the darkness and con-
fusion, a photographer could get the right
kind of light to make a goed “snup shot”
Meditating over these things he sent the ple-
ture to Mr. Henry, who refers to the ple-
ture in his story. Mr. Henry siys

“We have watchaed with Interest and curi-
osity the effomrs of some manlpulstors of the
camers to reproduce the phenomena of na-
ture in all her varying mocds, There can be
no particular fault found with the enterprise
of the photographer, be he amateur or proles-
glonal, who sallles Corth at high noon, orl
soon thereafter, and under the friendly
shadow of an unsccommodating cloud makes
moonlight views by the swore. We coufess,

| funnel cloud was stirring up the dust and in- 1

| more than a year ago.
| changed to a qulet road In Missourl acroes

| tance Inherent

| 8ome years ngo 1 spent

We recelved one such not very long ago from
Mr. Connor. It was betler than the average,
and instead of golng into the trash basket
it went into a convenlent drawer. Now we
are glad that we kept it, for along comes a
photograph kindly gent up by Mr, Gosewlsch
of the tornado ¢loud that brought death and
destruction to o0 many homes in Kirksville,
Mo., on April 27, 1809,

“We thought we had seen that tornado
cloud before, and the more we looked at it
the more certain we were that we had met
an ofd friend, When we first saw 1t our

cldentally frightening the inhabitnnts of
Waynokn, In far off Oklahoma, and thls was |
The scena has now

which our Oklahoma tornado cloud appears
to be crossing, while a couple of artistic
Rubens watch Its progress In wonder and
amazement, The job Is well done, There is
no particular foult to be found elther with
the conception or the execution, but it pains
us to think that people will take such liber-
tles with the buslness end of a tornado, Only
think, ‘It was taken at 100 yards!" We sin-
cerely hope that the ploneer who ‘took it at
100 yards' will some day meet a real, robust
tornado,

““It is possible that the Waynoka pleture
was made by superposing a tornndo funnel
upon a beautiful photograph of sunset clouds
and landscaps, The Kirkville picture retains
tho funnel and ¢louds of the Waynoka ple-
ture, but subsiitutes a view of a road and |ts
osago bedges, such as might occur in Mis-
sourl. But where did the original funnel
come from? It 48 evidently not a photo-
graph from nature of a genuine tornado fun-
nel. It has every appearance of having been
drawn o Indla ink on glass and then photo-
graphed by printing upon the landscape neg-
ative. The retouching of orlginal negatives
80 ne to convert a portralt from oature into
a beautlful work of art Is carried on In great
perfection by modern artists, but any appll-
cation of this art to photographs that are 10
be used for aclentifice purposes does more
harm than good,

“The latest turn In the history of this ple-
ture has been glven by lts publication in the
FPhiladelphin Presa of Sunday, June 23, 1869,
where our Kirksville ploture with itsa Missourt
landacape appears as "the Waynoka torpado
of May 18, 1868, at about 1,000 feet djstance.’
This change of digtance would seem to have
been necessitated by the perspective dls-
in the Dbeautiful Missourl
Jundscape; the change of date ls posslbly a
misprint.

“We shall doubtless =ee the Waynoka

clouds and funnel reproduced agaln, at no
distant date, In connection with some other |
dreadful disaster. The argument seems tu:
be: ‘If there was & disaster It must have
been & tornado; if a tornado, it must have '
had & fupnel; it a funnel, there must he &
picture; this is a photograph, therefore It|
will do "

Incldentally, it may be remarked that Mr
Hanry 18 the first of mortal men Lo put hu-
mor io a government publication

OLD PICTURE EXPERT,

It Took HMim Forty Years to Get Julo
His Profession,

“Speaking of cold plotures,” sald a New |
Orleans dealer to the Times-Democrat, *1i 14}
very interesting to see n really high-class |
Kuropean expert making an examlnutl-n. |
The extent and diversity of the information :
of such men are somolhing astonlshing
A couple of days
with n gentleman who 18 recognized as cne |
of the foremowt connolsseurs of Parls, We
visited eeveral country places which eon-
talned pletures sald to be of great value |
and in all be lnspected upward of two dozen
Canvaacs

“In every Instance he sottled the questions |

the nature of the boring made by the worms,
the workmanshlp of the tacks, the character
of the pijgment and certaln mindte pecull-
arltles In the mounting were all like so
many pnges of print to him. He was Intl-
mately acquainted with the style of RBun-
drekls of different artists, the models they
used, the colors they most affected, their
tricks of composillon and their peoullar
methods of expressing the effects of light
and shade,

“To an outslder It seemed llke magic. 'A
copy,” he would say, for Instance, after a
awlft glance at a painting, ‘It was made by
Sa-und=-So, n pupll, who had very much the
style of his master. The date 1s about (here
ho would name it with infallible accuracy),
and If you elgan that left hand corner I dare
say you will find the slgnatura In vermil-

tial evidence. He told me very modesily
that he had devoted forty years to the close
aludy of his profession and was Jusl bes
ginning to apprebend how little he knew.'

Peculinr Legnl Compliention,

NBEW YORK, Aug. 4—Luclus L. Sloan,
who arrlved heré from Havana n few dayve
ngo and ‘was arrested yestorday at
guarantine on a charge of having been con-
cerned in the theft of $1,000 In Havenn, was
discharged from custody today. The deteo-
tive who arrested him sald In court that the
Havann police had been notiflied of Sloan's
arrest, but had falled to reply to the mes-
sage sent to them,

Sloan's counsel sald that even If lis ellent
were gullty, he could not be sent bhack to
Havana for trial, Inasmuch as no extradi-
tlon or rendition treaty exlsts between this
country and Cuba,

jAN EXPENS IVE DISEASE,

“»

Dr. Phil Graves—My pateent is suffering from acute appendicitis,
Oh, by the way, is he Billions, the millionaire?

Dr. Woodbury Mann—Why no;

Dr. Phil Graves—Pshaw! [ made a mistake in my diagnosis.

only got a pain in his stomach,

HULLED.

he hasn't got any money at all,
He's

“What's the matter? You look all brokenup?”
“Got caught in de pea-huller.”




