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The guard ovar the convicte who worked
on the village roads looked up from ihe
work wearlly. He removed his broad felt lnt

and Lrushed the awent from Nls reddened
broaw and lils cheekn and neck, suni 10
nlmost 10 blacknems., His Hallir hnrges

balted in thelt task and thelr gaze followed
his. 1n the olearly bLright African alf the
threatening gray stone walls of the sirong
jail, bullt commandingly on a bigh, big
bowldered Kople, looked close al hand, al-
though n good mile away. Vrybure, Lthe tiny
capital of the British territory, lay to
left, hill-bound, silent, stroet deserted In
the furnace heat, two rows of glaring houses
with roofs and waulls of golvanized iron
Buddeniy a quick-eyed Kaffir cried; "Da-
ora!" and pointed to the NMugstafl In front
of the jall. With a grunt of rellef the white
man swung bis rifte to his shoulder, and the
Kaffirs threw thelr tools into the wheelbar.
rows, There fluttered up tne hend of the
flagataff a red flag, the aign to all oulside
working partles to return, But today work
censed at 4 o'olock, and the convicts were
not marching directly to the Jail, but to &
emal]l lake beneath the Kople, whera twice
a week they laved themsalves, An Instant
change took place in the manner of the
prisoners. They joked us they left thelr bar.
rows ‘n a shed and trotted forward
qulrﬁl}' a8 tw inconvenience their warden
A blg, glossy black muan, his fine fgure con
cenled by the prison clothes, led the way,
humming a8 he went, In low, td:n;-p.uug,l
pleasant melody, a chant of war thnes. The
others took It up; one threw his hands

Lhe

LT

above his head and skipped s step of the
war dance,

‘Ensy, Sixpence!” growled
“Basy, you blg rascall”

The big Katfir in the lead slowed up and
turned with w grin to the white man, polut-
Ing a finger down a great red throat.

“Ba-a-a8! Tabae!' he murmured.

The guard threw him a plece of tobpeco,;
which the Kaffir cleverly caught and slapped
into bis mouth. At once the four or lve
other Kaflirs of the gang turned, and, read-
ing good nature in thelr sentry's face, hell
out thelr hands mutely.

“Like bables for candy,” mused the Eng-
lishmon ns he distributed the smiall Juxu-
ries. “They're a rum lot. Not one of them
in for less than three years, and that fellow
Sixpence a lifer, and by Jove, to sce them
laughing now, without o handeuft In
erowd of ‘em, you'd think them schoolboys
golng in ewimming.'

They reached the 1lttle lake, shallow at
the banks, deep In the center, where a
rushy, marshy island iay, more water than
mud. The other working partles had fore-
gathered and Slxpence god hle comrades,
each armed with a plece of soap, soon
joined the crowd in the water, swimming,
splutteripg, playing in the cool pond like
boys. The white guards, leaning on their
rifles, stood at Intervals around the bapk.
In the shallows & group of blacks danced o
mock war dance, naked as monkoys, ad-
vancing and retiring with fantastle arms,
crooning the hum of the impls. Then It was
difficult, almost Impossible, for the gunrds
to distingulsh each his own men, In thelr
convict olothes ench prisoner had somoe dls-
tingulshing mark; stripped, bobbing thelr
black and woolly heads In the water, there
wns o taotallzing likeness among all  the
swimmers, After a time they began to come
out, one by one, and dress, Then a guard
made his gang fall in and marched them “p
the kopje to the prison gates. Another fol-
lowed, and another, until the vilage guard
was left last to bring in his men. He was
young and recently employed by the town;
he could not talk the natlve dinlects, and
now be was much perturbed, for he could
glve to himsall no explanation of the evi-
dent fact that thers was none left in the
waler, and yet he was one man short. The
Kamrs only chattered and laughed at him,
enjoying the excellent joke. His eye anx-
fously searched the surface of the lake;
there was nothing there. The rushes on the
mud bank could barely have concealed o
rabbit. Hoping that Sixpence, the missing
man, had, In mischlef—for the Kalirs
abounded In maliclous tricks—slipped away
with another gang, the guard hurried the
others to the jall, where he reported what
bad bappened.

The warden of the jall recelved the re-
port without comment or rebuke, but
promptly seized & rifle from the rack, loft
the other prisonors {0 be shut up I Lhe
cells by a few guards and took the rest at
a run to the lake. Meanwhile the gaug had
hardly left the bank of the pond before, In
the gathering dusk, there was o rusile
among the scant rushes of the mudbank
The mud stirred, and from the soft b -.Ii
where it had been wntlrely lmmersed. loay-
ing only the face to the air, arose the hlack |
form of sixpence. Sileatly he slipped luto |

|
[

the guard.

the waler and swam ashore, as sllently, his
brond face stretehed in a joyous grin
stayed for no covering, but crawled up the |
élep banks, stooped down W8 low as he
coitld and ran away across the slony blufts
which surroupded the prison. He had not
gone 100 yurds before Lthe guards came ruv-
olog down to the luke snd saw Lim. The

Ho |

to him to halt, but Six-
ponce ran more ewiftly, yet nat In & direct

In a lightning<llks zigrAz cotirse he
o from right to left obliquely, always
nward, but 1n such short, swife tacks Lhat
it impossitble target Filva
alwed at Hiin: five guns awerved
right and left to find A mark
fred Sixpence waved
over hlz hond and dia-
sl the bluffs, unhurt. A Zulu

warden shotited

e was an almd

were

nlarily

bélfore they wera
hand  merrily

rod bay

ed down two saddled horses, but

i riden looked at the setting sun and
shrugged his shoulders

N uEe,” he sald,  CILN be dark in ten

nules

d the Mack fellow will be hidden
you ktow he was

w hiet I suppose
in for mansianghter?'”
The village guntd pung his head,

(), 1 don't blame yon,” =uld the wardea.
“Older hands than you can Dbe taken ln.
1 r e Burled himself In the mud.

Of g0, thero will be an inguiry."

There was, but a very short one, held in
the Jail. In the middle of It o thundering
lemand for admittance wad made with a
knoblerty on the outer gate, The guard
who opemed the wicket led Sixpence before
tho oourt inquiry, ns cheerful and fat
and withh as broad a smile as ever. He ex-
plnined to the court that he had been home,
Lad suffered from homesicknoss, hiad en-
joyed himself and was gladly back agaln,

“Very litle food over there,” he sald,
pointing to the morth, "but plenty ‘scoft’
here.”

of

bewilldered officials took him in,

to blg great content, and, after giving him

<
Y18 HE DEAD?'"

twelve lashes for the trouble he had cauged,
allowed the man who preferred prison to
freedom to rosume his former lite. He
never, after that, behaved otherwise than
a8 4 model prisoner, save once agaln, two
years Iater, when he escaped and returned
as before, taking his lashes with perfect
good humor and eating a bhig supper Im-
mediately after them. He became a privi-
leged charneter, an uncommissioned assist-
ant about the office, untll, In ten Yyears,
with Afriean self-complacence, he looked
upon himself as far above all other prison-
ers and rather as n permanent semi-offlcial,
permitted even on occasion to hold the keys.
Indeed, e had committed murder under the
greatest proveeation, and his good humor,
his strength and his falthfuluess to the
only home he had ever known, where meals
were certaln all the year round, made of
him a favorite with the warden, to whom he
attached bimself as a kind of body servant.

Now, in tbhose days, when the land waas
vory young and white men were few and
white women were unknown, the methods of
diseiplining the unruly Kaflire ware primi-
tive. Yet there wns a greater intimacy and
a closer Intercourse between the whites and
the blacks than there ever will be again,
Thoy fought frequently and were gullty
allke of savagery, the one to the other, The
white man, of course ,was the victor always
in the end, but the Kaflir, on the surface,
at least, bors little mallee, and, having been
knooked down, srose with some admiration
inn bls heart for the man who had thrashed
him.

Sixpence had fought with his tribe and
been conguered; had  committed a erime
and had been prompily punished for it, Ifar
from sulking over his misfortunes, he was
possesaed with o ﬁr:l'l'lt of respect for the
invaders of his country. The only time the
negro over sighs ls when he wishes he was
white, Sixpence “wished so hurd and so
often, and lmitated the white people so
earnestly, that, save. when he thrust his
broadly lpughing face at a mirror, he was
convineed that he was pretty nearly white.
One man, howeyer, was his ldeal, his mag
ter, his demigod—the warden.

His attractions were such as to draw to
bhim perbape a dog, and he fed and thrashed
Slxpenve like a dog, His accomplishments
appealed ta the cooviel., He was a erack
shot with revolver or ritle; he rode dar-
ingly; he could throw an assegal as well as
Slxpence himself, and he had mysterious
powers over pon and fnk which awed Six-
pence, erouching in a corner of the offce,
De Jough was an Afrikander; his father aad
been & discharged HEnglish soldier--his
mother no one knew. He had won his war-
denship by ferocious fighting In the terris
tory and by the respect blg prowess galned
for him among the natives, His sullen retl-
ecetice and sudden furles had won him ene-
mies: never hud he oalled any man &
friend. Therefore the life prisoner's doglike
affection for him, after amusing him at
firat, In the slow movement of the months
dragged from him a feellug as near akin
1o regard as Is that of a school bully for the
small boy whom he dally thrashes, but whom
he will allow no other to threaten. Tt was

| his privilege to select froon the ¢onviels a

persoal servani, and he chose Blxpence,
even taking him away on a lohely hunt,
even trusting to him to safely gulde bim
home after o debauch

Poriodiceally he drank, and In excess, not
i the jull, nor in the village, but {n a lonely
roadside tavern some miles away, Then for
months be was sullenly abstemious, cruelly
striot unapproachable, Sixpatce wel-
comed these lutprmittent frevzles of (ke

and

warden with glees, for ih them the man's
pature swung aboul, and he wna boister-
cualy jovial, Then the Kafir held high his
head And wan fAMed with pride, becsuse of
the great cordlality and friendship the
drunken white man evinted for the utterly
unsophisticated and faithful black:. These
outbreaks |asted about two days; then the
KaMr would tead hls master's horse home,
the warden slouching heavily in the maddle,

Reverence, affection for something, however
poor the idol, ls good for man, PAVAge OF
civilized. The raw Kaffir in hin kraal re-
veres nothing, doves mnothing. Therefore,
though euch a prison life would have de-
'graded a white man bevond hope, It was

good for Sixvence; ho learned to love. e
hecame human,
After such a debauch, one night when

the sun had gone down, the two wentl home-

ward. The warden was singing and abusing

Sixpance, who tried to sing also, for not

keeplog the tune They made a horrid
nolse. n hoarse and hideous bellow that
spread far from them over the veldt, untll

It spemed to dlsturd the solemn echoes of

the distant grimly darkening hills, and si-
lenee, abave the plains, the gentler voloes
Inf the southern stars. Sixpence had hia
share of drink, and It took but little of that
| to turn his foollsh brain. The moon, also,

was not yet rigen and, for these reasons, as
| they passdd along the trek and were un-
aware of all but thelr own discordant muslc,

a man stond in front of them and blockad

their path before his approach was noticed

It was the resldent maglstrate, an English
clvil servant, just out, and a patron of the
warden. ‘The latter, when he saw wha
stopped him, strove to sit erect and proflea
a salutation, but the effort only unsettled

his balance and let him tumble sprawlingly
| In the roadway. He looked up In an almost
sober spasm of shame and by starlight saw
dusklly the gentlemanly face of the magis-
trate looking down upon him with deepest
disgust.

YAgaln, Mr, De Jough?” the high off'cial
sald, caldly, “In spite of warnings! This
Is too bad. It is lmpossible that this can
go on.'”

De Jough staggered to his feet sullenly.

“Do as you llke!"™ he cried, sulkily. I
can't stop It. T've been warden of the jJall
for years and no man can say I have not
done my duty."

“1 grant it,”' the maglstrate answered, al-
most gently. I grant {t—but this cannot
go on, you know.""

“It's got to go on. It can't ba stopped.
Do you think I haven't tried to stop my-
eelft?"

The poor wretch thrust his face fiercely
in front of the other's. The magistrate dréw
bnck with a shudder from that horrid
breath. Then he sald, firmly:

“1 am sorry for you, but It ean't go on.
You are under arreat.'”

De Jough gasped, In sudden sobriety, Ar-
rest? TInquiry? Dismissal meant ruin, The
official stepped forward In the night. Six-

pence was standing, vatantly grinning at the
horge's head, understanding nothing of what
was sald. In hls hand he carried a knob-
kerry, which the warden, as a defense, al-
ways allowed him on their night expeditions.
De Jough snatched It, a heavy-headed club,
gtudded with nalls, The magistrate slowly
walked away., De Jough took a quick step
after him, and the club crashed into the of-
fleial’'s skull. De Jough dropped the stick aa
the man fell and stood, still shaking with
passlon, staring at the body. Then the frenzy
pagead, but the trembling continued, the chill
of awful dismay. He lurched to the road-
slde and sat down on a dead anthill. The
night was quite still. The late, round, big
African moon was slowly rising above the
jall walls on the kopje, more than a mile
away. The lonely trek was soundless of the
feet of passengers, the low of wagon oxen,
the lash-spap of the driver. In that lonely
wilderness there was no traMe. The Kaffir
#till held the horse, still stared vacantly, his
"drunken grin not yet dead on his lips. De
Jough looked up and met his servant's eyes.
He motloned to him, and ealled faintly for a
drink. Sixpence went to the saddlebags and
brought a bottle, and his master drank
greedily. Then his gaze was diverted to the
body in the path, and he was consclous of
thankfulness that it had fallen face down-
ward, so that the eyes were hidden. He
spoke In “‘taal" to Sixpence.

“1s—is he dead?"

The Kaffir slippad the horse’'s reln Inlo
his master's hand, went to the body and felt
of it, and stirred it with his foot as he might
have dope that of a horse—not from con-
tempt, not from hate, but because a dead
thing is a dead thing to a Kafllr, and little
more,

“Ba—as," he eald,
“Him very dead.”

De Jough gulped another drink and soon
the trembling ceased, He was far from be-
Ing a stranger to death by violence and soon
he was able to collect his wits and think,
his face burled in his hands. But the face
of Sixpence underwent a change #s he re-

in broken English.

THE WAIL DIED ON HIS TONGUE,

sumed charge of the horge and looked down
upon the warden. The black man's slowly
acquired |deas of right and of wrong, of tho
superlority of all white people to all black,
werg suddenly upset. This thing which the
warden had done was what he himsel! had
done, what many Kafirs had done, but a
white man—io another white mun? It was
a surprise. Slowly Sixpence’'s braln awoke
to the horrible fact that De Jough—his
master, his model, whom he had so desired
to tmitate, was no better than himself. The
warden looked up at last and saw the Kaf-
fir's bewlldered, gnddened face, saddened as
a'dog's eyes are saddened when It misses
something that Is gone and cannot under-
gtand, Sixpence’s ideal was dead:  dimly
and with dull pain he felt that there was
little to choose between belng white or
black,

“What are we to do?" the warden asked.
““We can't go back to the jall?™

Bixpence bad not thought of that, but he
at once understood. He had escaped hang-
ing for mansiaughter by 8 narrow edge, be-
cause the Kaffir he had slaln had been in
the wrong, but—how could the warden es-
cape hanging?

“To the kraals,” he sald, his mind re-
varting, childlike, to Its affection for and
vhedlence to his master. He suddenly grov-
elled at the warden's feet, and began to
howl softly, speaking in his native dialect.
“They shall nol hang the waster; rather
me, Sixpepce the Bechuans. Am 1 not
| black and of no use? But the baas, how ghall

L
his children in the Jail live without him? | admirers, and bars beon shot or tarred and , their Mugh
Know the | y1q peyfneny eawg pinos uwoady 'pwm euod | Pony thete

But they shall not earch us!
way through the big desert, Kallharl; T will
show the bans the path to the kraals, and
my people will hide us And protect us.” |

With & sudden, prolonged wall he recol- |
lected the dellghts, the plenty, the com-
forts of his prison home.

“in the Wraals” he moaned, “we starve;
in the jall there Is plenty "scof.” '

For a moment the warden's face bright-
ened. He knew as well as Sixpence that he
would he hanged If caught, and he knew
that he could trust bimsell Implicitly to
the Bechuana's guldance, But his eyes
gloomed again. Would not hanging be bet-
ter than that? To llve among savages, to |
atirve and be cold of nights and suffer
from fever? Bursly—some other way.

Something In the moonllght by the dead
man had drawn the Kaffir's notice. The
magisirate's left hand lay spread on the!
read, the fingers polnting reproachfully at|
his murderer. On one fnger gleamed L
Alanmond ring, A Kaffir, dyiog, would have |
strength to steal n diamond Forgetting
ererr'!hlnz else, Sixpence passed the reins |
agaln to his master, sitting on the antheap, |
thinking, thinking Iin & panic of fear and

doubt, Sixpence dropped by the body and
geized the dend man's hand Dully, the

warden watched him and, as a lightning |
flash reveals the hidden things, so a sudden,
lurld thought banished the mist from his
braln and showed him what to do. He con-
sidered rapldly. The convict had brought
his horee to him and met him on the road.
No one had geen them together that night,
save the magistrate, and he could not tell
It could all be explained, easlly explalned,
to the authorities. In his cont gocket he
felt his revolver, a little bulldog Thing, but
quite, quite blg enough. Sixpencs kneit
by the body. The warden sprung upon him
and grasped him by the shoulders, so that
the black man looked round at him in dumb
amazement,

“Baas angry?' he asked, ke a child

Then the look in the warden's eyes ter-
rified him.

“PBaas! The Baas!'" he walled, but be-
fore the wail died on his tongue the pistol
had eracked close to the nipple on his black
breast, and he fell back beside the magls-
trate. 1In his hand he grasped the ring.
De Jough eelzed the blood-siained Knob-
kerry and put It beside bim. Then the white
man leaped upon his startled horse and gal-
loped away.

“A simple ending,” he thought, with a
horrld chuckle., "Of course he murdered
the chief for the diamond; of course, com-
ing home, 1 found him rifiing the body; he
resisted, and I ehot him. The poor beast—
well, it's only a Kaffir."

In the mooallght, face up, they found
Sixpence, when the guards from the jall
came down the kopje. His face was not
distorted at ad, but rather the reflection
of a palned surprige, ss he thought, in the
moment of dying, that he had been de-
celved.

MACAULAY'S IDEAS OF AMERICA,

Extractis from the Gluek Colleetion of
Letters nt Huffalo.

The Gluck collection of manuscripts and
autographs In the Buffalo publie Iibrary con-
talng much that fe Interesting to the stu-
dent of history and letters. The collection
includes n number of poems by great au-
thors, which are not Included in ordinary
collections of thelr works. Thomas Camp-
bell ls represented; so are Keats and Leigh
Hunt, ench by a sonnet. The Keats manu-
script s dated January 16, 1818, and is en-
titled, “To Mrs, Reynolds’ Cat.'" Mre. Rey-
nolds was the mother of Keats' friend, John
Hamilton Reynolds, and of the wife of
Thomas Hood. She gave the sonnet to Hood,
who published it In the Comlc Annual for
1430, It Is glven in the “Postical and Other
Writlogs of John Keats,'" editpd by Forman,
but does not appear In ordinary editiops. Tt
is as follows, the spelling, capitalization
and punctuation of the manuscript being
followed: s

TO MRS, REYNOLDE'S CAT.
Cat! who hast past thy grand Climacterie,

How many mice and 8 hast in thy

days
‘Dosémyul? how many tit bits stolen?
are
With those bright, languld segments green
and prick
Those velvet ears—but prythee do not stick
Thy latent taions in me—and upralse
Thy gentle mew, and tell mea all

frays

ot I-‘l;ll; l:md Mice and Rats and tender
chlck.

Nay look not down nor llek thy dalnty
wrists

thy

For al the weesy Asthma, and for all
'I'-hyhtal‘al'a tip 18 micked off, and though
the flats
Of many a Mald has given thee many a

MAW
St 1s that fur so soft as when the listis
In }'m:t;t; thou enterd’'st on gluss bottled

wall,

There are two manuscripts by Leigh Hunt;
one a report of a lecture by Carlyle on Ger-
man lterature, the other the following son-
net, “which is not found In ordlnary edi-
tions of Hunt's poems.”

TO FAME.
Oh, F?mli\ what art thou? Who ean know,
alas
share In thee or thine,

thnt dim and awful line,
or e'er shall

His claim to an
Till he has pass'c 1
Which no man ever pass'd

pass,
Prizing thy gifts! Rare beings stlll amaga
Treasures ﬁmt after ages count divine;

Yot ere they pass from earth thou glv'st
no slgn
That they In memory shall outlive the

mnss,
How oft, {n life, they pine for very bread,
While wordy eriticsa smirch thelr lays
with hlotss
How oft above each unremember'd head,
Year after year, the dock or hemlock

rots;

And then thou nam'st their love, or woe,
or mirth;

And towns that let them dle, boast that
they gave them birth, |

There I8 a characteristic letter by Macan-
lay, written from London March 25, 1849, to
an American friend in responge to a letter
of congratulation on his *“‘History of Bng-
land,” the first two volumes of which were
just published. The letter @ & curlous reve-
lation of the historlan's oooception of
Amerlean taste and hahits:

foathered; and., though 1 has Stronger
nerves than Cowper's, and, 1 hope, n bel-
ter temper than Byron's, I should suffer
much paln and give much offense.

1 amsure rou that 1 and many others re-
moember your visit to us with pleasure, and
hope to sse you here agaln, We have gone
through rough times, but a qulet season
seems to bo before us. But 1T must siop.
Ever youra truly, T. B, MACAULAY

The coliection contains, and this remark-
able catalogue prints, sevoral long letters
of distinet value to studenta of American
history. There (&8 & heretofore unpublished
letter by George Washington, addressed to

“the President of Congress,” and dated
New York, Beptember 13, 1776—the day o»
thint consultation of Washington and his
generals, which decided the evacuation of

New York.

A LYNCHING THAT FAILED,

Trip of a Minlng Company's Treasureyp
Suddenly Cut Short.

The miners employed by the Annlruni
Gold Minlng company were getting out of
humor, says a Montana letter to the New
York Post. Thelr wages wers long overdue
and the store refused further credit to thom
and to the boarding housa. The manager
had been keeping the wire hot, and finally
the treasurer came on. This was his third
day In camp. He bad met the men and dis-
cussed the sltuation. And now the Cike
rested. If there had been a ¢lty counell, it
would have ordered the saloons cloged,
gworn In apecial constables and done other
things to Increase the tenslon. The sheriff
waa forty miles away. The trensurer wns a
stout old German, the head of a large con-
cern, and of some Ilmportance In his own
city in the enst. It was hie first visit to a
mining camp, and he wished that he had
not come, This was not the kind of strike
to which he was accustomed. He missed the
bright uniforms and brass buttons that held
in check the eastern labor troubles. 1t was
about duek when he Mghted his cigar and
sauntered ¢almly about the camp., No one
pald much attention, and he strolled down
to the station, In the course of twenty
minutes or @0 he came out and sat down to
read his paper. After a while he folded it,
and, vawning once or twice, rose and
stepped down upon the tles, His galt was
even and slow at first, but when he reached
the turn he walked faster and then with a
glance over his shoulder broke into a trot.
Before his breath was quite gone he came
to two men sitting on a log,

“Vell! Good efening!” he sald, somewhat
startled, but not stopping.

“Good evening,” one replied, And the
other added quickly: “Come, sit down!”

The invitation wns given as one Would
say, "Come, have a drink,” but he came
and sat down. The two men grinned and
chuckled, but no one made any remark.
After a while one sald carelessly, “'Leot's
go back,” and back they etarted. They

stopped at the statlon, where the treasursr

countermanded the gpeclal that he had or-
dered, and the two proceeded to the camp.
The whole population had turned out. The
treasurer inwardly shrank from such an
ovation. He felt himself helpless in the
hands of lawlegs men. But his face was as
blank as that of a poker player. They took
him to the hotel and placed a guard around
the building. A drunken man ls rather a
rare slght In Pony, but that night the men
wore reckless, and two or three times o blg
fellow stnggered, gun In hand, into the
treasurer's room.

The next morning everybody was tired
and out of sorte. The manager tried to
stand the men off untll the sheciff could get
there, but It could not be done, and at last
he led a committee into the presence of the
treasurer, They knew Just what they
wanted., The manager, disgusted with his
chlef's attempt to leave him In the lurch,
had goné over to thelr side, The treasurer
was to slgn a dispatch to his pariner In
Boston to deposit with a certain bank to
the credit of the Pony store an amount
equal to the full pay roll,. When the store
company recelved 4 message that the de-
posit had been made b4 could go. He
glgned the dispatch with solemn stolidlty
and leaned back in his chalr, When the
committee had retired he turned to the
manager and asked:

“Vell, vot vas dey goln' too do?"

“They were going to hang you."

The treasurer étruck a match and lighted
a clgar. After a moment he asked thought-
fully:

"“And vot good vould dot do ‘em?"

8o the boys got thelr money and had

In moat any other ¢camp than
would have deen tronble
more orderly community In the
world than thia llitle gold camp, and you
cannot get one of us to belleve that the
man was in any danger. He know that the
men ought to have thelr monmey, and “con-
sclence doth make cowards of us all”

there I8 mo

MILLIONS OF DICE.

They Are Made of Varlons Mnaterinls
and Sold in Large Numhbhers,

The bone dive used in the United Stales,
reports the New York Sun, are all imported
from France, though 1t may be that the
bone of which they are made came Origh
nally from this couniry They are made
In & mAanufacturing disteiot not far from
Paria In which are preduced varioun articlea

of hons, and aleo things partly of bone, us,
| tor instance tooth brushes, Bone dlce are
made o eleven slzes, from 0 to 10 Inely-
eive, and tn each of these nlzes they are

In:.l s both s=quare and round cornered, as
are all ether Einds of dlee. In all kinds of
| dlee there are %old of the sguare cornerod
p varlety ten times, perhaps twenty Umes, aa
many as of those made with rounded cor-
ners.  Round cornered dice are ofton used
in plaving backgammon; they wear a board
legs than square corneted dice would and
roll easler, There are made some black
bone dice with white epots, hut the =ale
of these |8 compatatively very limited. The
groat majority of the wery large number
of bone dlee sold are In the form of the
fumiliar white cubes with binck spots,

Cellulold dice, which are made In this
country, are of both opagque and transpar-
ent materinl. The transparent dlce are
made In eaffron color, In magenta and in
green; the opaque In Imitatlon of Ivory.
The imitation Ivory dlce ure finished n
varlous wnye as to color of the spots, some
with spois of blue and some with red
spots.  The epots on the various transpar-
ent dice are made white. These various
kinds of cellulold dice are made In seveu
sizes,

There are made in celluloid two siyies
of noker dlce, one octahedvon shaped and
contalning on Its elght faces representn-
tiona of the aeven, eight, nine, ten, jack,
queen, king and ace of ondinary playing
cards; the other poker dlce Is cube shaped,
contalning on its faces, lnstead of the spots,
numbering from one (o slx, ns seen on
common dice, representations of the ovdi-
nary playing cards from the nine spot to
the nce Inclusive.

Dice are made in varlous slzes of vege-
table lIvory, of Ivory nnd of pearl; the
moat costly dice are those of pearl, a set of
five of mediiim slze would cost at retall
about $7.50. Some of the bone dice are very
oheap, dice of small size eelling at retail
for a cent aplece, or 10 cents o dozen.

A conglderable number of dice of one kind
and another are sold for use In the house-
hold. All eabinets made to hold cards and
counters and 8o on have a compartment
for dice, which are part of the equipment,
and many dlce for such use are sold sop-
arately.

Take It altogether,
dice In this country
annually.

the coneumptlon of
amounts to millions

Superstitious Man Ten Centa Ahend.

Last week Mr. Horace Parks, a young
tarmer, residing in the Red House nelghbor-
hood, called on Mr. John Donelson, the lead-
ing carriage manufacturer of this city, for
the purpose of settling hls seml-nnnual ac-
coitnt, relates the Richmond (Ky.) Citizen.
Mr. Donelson examined his books and stated
to Mr. Parks that his bill was §13. After
gome hesitancy Mr. Parks remarked: *“‘This
number seems to have started with me, and
continues to oceur In all I have to do or
that may affect me 8o a3 ever to refresh my

But |

‘ mind with s connection with my existenca

1 wae born on the 1Mk Jday of the month,
wis the thirteenth ohljd, my mother died
when | was 18 dayr old and my fathor dled
when [ was 12 years of age, and now my
MR Is 312 MPE Dotielwon, In cohsiderable
exclietment, sald: “1 won't collect the bilk
Glve moe $12.00 and vour Bl In squared.'’

All weak places 1n your s¥atem effoctunlly
rlosed ngainst diseass by DeWitt's Little
®arly Risers, They cleanss the bowels,
promplly eura chronie constipation, regulnte
the liver and M1l you with new Hfe and
vigor. Bmall, pleasant, sure, never gripo.

ADOUT BANANAS,

Enormous Quantitlies of the Fruilt

Consumed In This Country.
“There I8 no ftrult, elther of domestic or
forelgn growth, for which there s such a

gleady demand at all seasons throughout the
Lnited States, as the banana,’ satd a lesiding
wholesale dealer in fruit In New York to
a Washington Star writer the other day
“Indeed, the banann, ke the peAnut-eating
babit, reoms to intreass In this country an
nurlly. Ten yeare ago 0,000,000 bunches
of bananas would satisfy the American de-
mand for the frult, but last year the twenty
or more Importers of bapanss sold as many
as 16,000,000 bunches. Of that quantity
about 4,000,000 bunchew, chiefly of the yel-
low-akinned wvarlety, were alone consumed
In New York City.

“While the yellow-akinned frult s now
more abundant, cheaper and more exten-
slvely eaten than ever before, the red-
skinned banana grown In Cuba Is both scarce
and high-priced. Such bananas are at pres-
ent only shipped in eomparatively small
quantities and are selling readlly at from
5 to 8 conts each, retall. The Ouban prod-
uct is llmited, owing to the fact that many
of the larger baunana plantations Were wo
badly ruined or neglected during the re-
cent war that they do not yield the great
amount of fruit that they formely did. 1In
the matter of taste, however, the Cuban
varlety Is in no way superior to the com-
mon yellow sort, but the red-tinted bannna
Is by some consldered more ornanfental to
place on the table and for that reason It ja
n [avorite.

“Bananns come from Limon, in Costa
Rica: Santa Marta, In the United States of
Colombla, and also from the island of Ja-
mulen, where I8 perhaps grown the finest
quality and largest quantity of the rollow-
ekinned fruit, The banana rree yields “rult
every month In the year., Each tree bears
from one to three bunches of the frult, con-
talnlng from 100 to 200 bananas, The frult
Is not allowed to ripen on the tree. It iy
gnthered while wstill green and glven #0
many days to ripen on the steamer on which
it is shipped to market in this country.

“When buying bananas never purchase the
long, thin ones, unless you want frult which
will pucker your mouth. No matter how
well ripened these thin bananas may appear
to be, they will alwayve be found both wour
and acrid, This {8 becaure the bunch which
contalned them wnas pleked too soon. The
banana grows fastest at first In length,
When it bhas reanched its full development
in that direction it suddenly beglns to swell
and in a few days will double jts girth,
It !a at the end of this time that it begina
to ripen naturally, and the effort of the ba-
nana importer & to have the frult gathered
at the ‘lest possible moment, and yet he-
fore the ripening has progressod even
enough to tinge the bright green of the
frult with yellow., A difference of twenty-
four hours on the trees at this time will
make a difference In the welght of the fruit
of perhaps 25 per cent and all the differ-
ence In its final flavor between a jruckery
gour and the sweetness and smoothness
which are characteristic of the ripe ba-
nana."”
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Trans-Tississippl and

An Honest Malt Tonic

that is decidedly pleasant to take, and may be depended upon to
build up a depleted system, producing flesh, strength, blood
and sound nerves. Should you wish such a tonic be particular
to state clearly to your druggist that you want

—(a mnon~intoxicant.) Awarded
Diploma and Jold Medal at
International Exposition Omaha,

Y Prepared by VAL. BLATZ BREWING CO., Milwaukee, U.S.A.
Omaha Branch: 1412 Douglas St.

Tel. 1081,

u

History
of the
Gallant
First

My Dear 8ir; I have recelved n very kind
and welcome letter from you, which it would
be ungrateful in me not promptly to ac-|
knowledge. What you tell me of the recep- |
tlon which my book has found In the United |
States gratifies me much, but at the same'
time surprises me. For it seems to me that
very few books have in 0s high o degree the
merit or demerit of balng intensely BEaglish
and T should have thought Lhat this pecu- |
Harity, which has conduged not a little mf
the success of my volumes here, would have |
made them seem dull to a people who have
pever seen anything resembliug our court,
our hishops, our ecountry gentlemen, our
couptry clergymen; (o & people who are
strangers to the feellog of loyalty to a fam-
lly, respect for am aristocracy, zeal for the
privileges of an established church. I should
have thought that our disputes about the
patriarchal theory of government, the divine
right of kings, regency, addleation, and so
forth, would have been as uninteresting to
you a# the controversy between the follow-
ors of Omar and the followers of All. I am
glad to find that I was mistaken,

I should greatly enjoy a trip to the United
States If I could be sure that 1 zhould be
&5 free and as obscure as I am when [ go
to Paria or Brussels, that I should be at
liberty to choose my own assoclates, apd
that I should never be forced to make a
show of mysell at dinpers and publie meet-
Ings. But my disllke of exhibition, which
wiis always strong, and which never ylelded,
except to olear public duty. bhas, since 1
quitted politlos, become simost morbid. And
what 1 hear of the form in which your eoun-
trymen show thelr kipdoess and esteom for
men whose names are at all kvown deters
me from visitdng you. | need oot tell you
that I mean no patiosal reflection, Perbape
the pecullarity to which 1 allude is hobor-
able Lo the American character; but it must
cause annovance to sensitive men. Broug-
ham and O0'Connell would have Hked nothipg

better. But Cowper would have died or

Nebraska
Regiment
from

04—

Photographs

their return,

The Farewells at Leaving Home,
Camp Life at Lincoln,

Life in Camp at San Francisco,
The Trip Across the Pacific,
Nebraska Boys In Philippines.

Nebraska'’s
Returning
Heroes

Beginning with the issue of August

6th will be published a series of the best
pictures of the gallant Kirst Nebraska Regiment.
It will be a worthy souvenir of the celebration of
In order to obtain this piotorial his-
tory complete, subscribe at once for

The Omaha
[llustrated Bee

IT WILL INCLUDE

On the Field and in Camp.

5 Cents Per Copy.
With the Sunday Bee, by Mail $2.00 per year.
Subscribe at Once.

The Bee Publishing Co., Omaha, Neb.
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Fighting the Insurgents.

The Return to San Francisco,

Nebraska’s Reception to Her
Sons,

Portraits of Nebraska's Heroes.

Pictures of the Companies.
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