prosperity of Bud Walker, and
v merely an example of
what & man could do if he carried his
own private and particular branding
fron constantly at his saddle bow and
entertained a profound conviction that
the Stock Association got too many
mavericks anyway. It was also a fav-
orite gibe of his that Bud's little bunch
of cows down on Redwater bred thrice
yearly, and had twin calves and some-
times triplets at that, There 1s no
manner of doubt that the Walker herd
'was unusually prolific, but whether
Polk Simpson would have made unkind
gemarks about it if it had not been for
the girl over at the ranch on Pass
iGreek 1s a question, for in the main,
Polk was a liberal-minded man.
¢ Bud had been running the girl on
|@Pass Creek for some time before Polk
eame down from the Little Missourl
leountry and went to work for the
$ashknife outfit. That is to say he
took her to all the dances and was
'pretty constantly at the ranch house
where old man Bently made him en-
{ tirely welcome. The hired man of the
| | Bentlys was of the opinion that Bud
‘ was more welcome to old man Bently
than to Irene, and he made this opin-
{4on known to Polk soon after they first
became acquainted.

“gorter close-herdin’ her, eh?* re-
‘marked Polk thoughtfully. “Well, you
"vstch me cut him out and haze her
over to the Simpson ranch.”

s, 'l be hell a poppin’ sure if you
Itry it,” sald the hired man.

“let ‘er pop” said Polk, “I'th
suthin' of a popper myself. If she's
’atuck on him I hain’t a word to say,
{put if she reckons she wants me,
"there hain't no lantern-jawed, beaver-
toothed, short-horn like Bud Walker's
{'a-goin’ to prevent. I'm little old bus-
| iness, me, an’ some of 'em {is goin’ to
! know {t.” v

He wisely let the girl know it first,
' wwith a simple directness characteristio
of him. “I quit,” he said. “I had my
i hands in the air as soon as 1 seen you,
hand you went through me, too.”

I\l 1 d1an't get much, did 17" asked the
ilrl saucily, but blushing nevertheless.

“You sure got me. 1 ain’t much, but
¥'m some and you'll have to make the
d | best of what there 1s. But T ain’t kick-
in’ as long as I've got you.”

wYou've got it fixed up that you've
pot me, have you? I may fool you.
Bud Walker may have something to
| say about that—an’ pa.”

{* “T'll beat that doggle up a mess’”
! mald Polk, “an’ then T'll reason with

no business o' mine, but I
on the layout myself."”

A puncher from the Pecos
to disagree. “You'll git fooled a batch
it you think so,” he sald. “I trained
with that boy in Texas an' I never
knowed nobody wanted to curry him
below the knees. - Bally Eckels un
took to an’ Polk made him eat dirt
a-plenty, an’ Bally never had no appe-
tite for anythin’' in the crow line.”

“Bud's doing some tall braggin',”
said the hired man gloomily. *“He al-
lowed ‘at ik don't want any of his
game an' he's took notice to make
himself rare.”

“God hates a fool,” said the Pecos
man. “I wouldn’t be surprised if suth-
in’ happea to that one when Polk gits
back from the calf round-up."

““When'll that be?” inquired the hired
man with some anxiety,

“Next wveek, I guess."”

“I reckon the old man's figurin’ on
that,”” said the hired man. “I'll bet a
hoss Polk’ll be too late.”

Three days later it scemed as if the
hired man was right, for there was an
unusual commotion around the house
at Pass Creek and Bud Walker, clean
shaven and in his gala suit of black
diagonals, nervously whittled at a
stick as he sat on the veranda, while
old man Bently from time to time
shouted up the stairs to Irene profane
inquiries as to the progress of her
toilet,

“She'll be down in a minute,” he re-
ported to Walker at last. “Brace up,
Bud, you're lookin’ 's if it was a fun'-
ral 'stid of a weddin’. The gal's takin’
it better than you are.”

“Seems to me she's takin' it too
well,” remarked the young man doubt-
fully. “It don’t seem natural’

“‘Say,” said Papa Bently. “Do you
want to know what I think o you?
Dad burn me, but you hain’t got the
‘spunk of a jack ‘rabbit. I reckon Polk
Simpson—""

“I'm not dead sure about Polk yit,”
said Walker. “Anyway, I wish it was
through with.”

“l b'lieve he's goin’ to back out,
paw,” sald a gay voice at the door-
way, and the two men, starting with
surprise, saw lrene. |

She was dressed in a white gown that !
set off her lithe figure to perfection,
and a red rose was stuck coquottishly
under her sombrero and behind her
little ear among the masses of her dark
hair. Her face was glowing with col-
or and her eyes sparkled in sympathy

{ the old man.”
wyou've got to count me in in this
{’g‘ume," sald Trene decidedly. “I'm not
sure that I like you any better than
I do Bud.”
'l oyes, you are—dead sure'’
{“"®And if I did you'd have to quit your
| foolishness and steady down. I heard
{about you in Cheyenne, an' so's pa.
| Then there won't be any fussin’ with
Bud. There ain't no need of it, an’
'l make it harder for me. You hear
me?’
"éut if he picks a fuss with me—"
, “He won't.”
. That little conversation occurred at
& dance at Carr's, and it led to many
things. First, to a continuation of it-
gelf at the lone rock near the forks of
Redwater. Secondly, to a marked re-
formation of Polk's habits, so that
from one of the most reckless and pro-
| digal punchers that ever made trouble
for a town marshal he was converted
to & eober and saving individual hard-
iy recognizable at shipping  time.
Thirdly, to more continuations at the
Redwater réndezvous, and then to the
fast visit to the Bently ranch for some
time.

v

He had been there three or four times

| defore and each time found Walker al-
] | yeady there, but he did not let that
affect his spirits to any extent and
chaffed his rival amiably when he was
pot making ardent and open love to
| Irene, Bud did not take kindly to this
} airy badinage, but if his retorts took
on an acriminious tone there came a
f dangerous dancing light into Polk's
iblus eyes that made him relapse into
sullen, silence. !
| "Phen old man Bentley took a hand. |
!  First, he gave Walker a wink and a
l.broa.d hint to go, and, having the fleld
Felear, he told Polk that he wished to
ghow him something in the stable, |
When he got to the stable he pointed
out Polk’'s horse with an impressive .
forefinger. 3
“phat's it,” he remarked. !

| showed the gleaming row

jon the porch his

with the smile that parted her lips and
of pretty,
white teeth. It was no wonder that
Bud forgot his misgivings as he look2d
at her and started up with outistretch-
ed arms.

“Go to her,” shouted Papa Bently
gleefully.

“He'd a heap better not,” said Irene
coolly, but with a convincing air. “Are
you ready now, or do you want to wait |
a while longer?’ she continued as
Walker awkwardly hesitated and then |
rotreated. “If I'm going to be married |
today I want to get it over with.”

Her father whooped to the hired

man, who drove a light buckboard
round to the veranda and helped Irene
in. As he did so he whispered some-
thing in her ear and she blushed and
nodded and laughed. Then old man
Bently climbed into the vehicle beside |
her, Walker mounted his horse ani the
party trotted off on ghe prairie road
toward Blue Blanket. |
Walker's horse was fresh and spirit- |
ed so that he had plenty to do to,
control it, but he had time to notice|
{ that Irene’s high spirits were unabated |
*and that her laughter was unusually |
loud and frequent. He wondered nliI
this, and yet he reflected. Old man |
Bently assured him that she would |
come around to her oats—and who |
should know her better than her awn!
father? Women were hard to under-|
stand and she might have fancied him
all the time and have played Polk to
bring him on. And yet when he
thought of the look she had given him
spirits sank back
again and he was assalled with the old
gloomy foreboding.

“I wonder what she's lookin’ around
so much for,” he muttered uneasily.

He followed the direction of her eyes
to the twin buttes that mark the junc-
tion of the Wickip trail with the Blue
Blanket and there came the answer—
a speck on the trail, now and again

! hidden in a puff of dust, but rapidly

pocket handkerchief.
this later,” he said, with a malevolent
look. \“I'm goin' to be married today
an’ that's goin’ to keep me busy.”

old man Bently looked at Polk grimly
for a moment and then suddenly relax-
ing to & grin, he turned to Ireme.

ried today If you was bound I should,

i were discharged as cured,

| E

“He's a good little pony, all rlght,"‘

pald Polk. “What about him?"

“Got a pretty good* gait?"” asked ol

man Bently.

“He's got a dandy gait,” responde

- Polk wonderingly.

“Then let's-see you hit the trail the .
nveuiu you can git out of him.
1_:0\1 eep goin’ until you git to the
T

exas border I won't weep non
whether you do that or not you’

it healthier to keep away from here.}

You git the sense o' that, don’
mean to hurt your
! polite. I like
your absence

; @ dern sight fonder.”

b ? wPhat's straight talk, anyway,

| Polk. “I guess I sab

| He led his horse out and s

|®im. Then he resumed. *“Now

| goin' now,

Polk? I don't wamt you to think 1,up one
féelin's or be im- { Mr.
you the best kind, but i
Il make my heart grow

| strajght talk right back at you. I'm
because I don't see no par-
tiokler use o stayin’ an’ I like to please,

{ growing larger and larger with its
q :&dvance toward them until it plainly
{ resolved Itself into a horseman, and in
a4 & few minutes with a quick thud of
| hoofs, the horsemun was easily recog-
nizable as Polk Simpson—Polk in his
gala diagonals also, but with a pearl-
handled six-shooter at either hip and
with his hat tilted over to one side in
a particualrly devil-may-care fashion.
He pulled his bounding pony up with
a jerk before the buckboard and threw
hand in salutation. “Howdy,
Bently,” he paid pleasantly,
“howdy, Bud; you're all fixed up 's it
you were goin' ter be married too.”
Walker had reined ih his horse a
» sald ; £3w paces in advance and was regard-
Mg Simpsen with a scowl
2 "I cal'clate to,” he said.
: “8o?" said Simpson cheerfully.
“Well, I reckon we might as well be
movin’, I se you're fixed all ready,
Ifene—sweet as a peach; I seen the
dominie yesterday an' he's waitin' for

It

e, but
1 find

t you,

addled
here's

'you, you brindle-whiskered old goat.
. But when I happen to have business
! here—an’ I'm mighty apt to—I'm com-
. ing back at the resk o my health,
Papa Bently. Now watch the little
' pony’s gait. It's five hundred yards to
the house. T'll bet you a new hat that
. ¥ git there an’ kiss Irene good-by afore
you make it half way.” :
And he won his bet.
¥t seemed, however, that the victory
fay with old man Bently, for Polk
, Simpson came no more to Pass Creek
ranch and Bud Walker seemed to have
& clear field. What was stranger was
that Irene appeared to tolerate him
and there were times when he began
{o regain his old confidence in the result
of his wooing. Publle opinfon along
Pass Creek in regard to the matter
was divided, but it was pretty general-
1y allowed—and with some regret—that
Bud had a show.
The Bently’s hired man took no pains
¢t “T'm al oy

us by this time. Let's move on."
“I'm ready, Polk,” said Irene.

‘ Suddenly she screamed and Polk,
looking suddénly around, found him-
self confronted by Walker's levelled
:m-tol. The girl made a movement to
throw herself out of the . buckboard,
but her father laid his strong, gnarled

easily -back into the seat. With his

looked with much interest at the tab-
leau of the rivals.
“See here, Polk,”

lively. I'll shoot if you don't.”
Polk laughed easily. “Not

I'd th

to hide his
in Polk. I dldn’t think he'd let any~
body run a bluff on him,” he remark-
eod at the Bagle Bird one evening. *I
m he had sand in his craw an’

{n his lip, but i looks like he's

gun to you You make me tired.”

bhim covered with his pistol.

old hand on her arm and forced her

other hand he drew from his pocket a
plug of tobacco and biting off a plece

sald Walker, “I
don’t want no trouble, but I've got the
drop on you and you want to put out

h> sald, “you ain’t got the sand in the
first place an’ then you'd miss me, Do
you reckon I'd let you get the drop if
ht it wuth while to take a

He threw himself lightly out of the
saddle and advanced toward his rival,
who uncertainly and waveringly kept
Irene

Polk looked at old man Bently and

“This looks like a put-up job, you
baggage,” he said.
“I told you I was willin’ to git mar-

but I didn't say the man would be Bud
—nor it won't,” sald the girl deflantly.
“I'm willin’ to meet you half way.”
“Willin’ to meet Polk halt way, I
guess you mean,” said old man Bently.
“Well, 1 feckon you might as well
marry & man that's got some spunk as
—Oh, Bud; I guess ws won't wait for
you. You can come on later an’ kiss
the bride—if she'll let you. Git on your
plug Polk and let's hit the breeze.”

WROTE HIS OWN
DEATH CERTIFICATE.

M8

Dr. Salazar, Head of the American
Hospital in Tampico, Mexico, Gave
Up His Life in Fighting the Yellow
Fever Epidemic, *

R,
MEXICO, Mexico, via Galveston,
Texas, Aug. 27.—Dr. Salazar, physician
in charge of the American Hospital in
Tampico, has given his life-in a brave
fight to check the yellow fever epldemic,
No déath of the summer has caused
more grief among the. classcs with
whom he labored, while the manner of
his death has excited the greatest pos-
sible admiration for his bravery.
The physician's labor during the epl-
demic was unremitting. Despite the
warnings of friends he persisted in
working Ly the bedside of his patients

long hours, sometimes without food
and ‘a s without proper rest. To
the American coleny ha war most
assiduous in his attentions, and his

direction of the hospital brought it to
a high ate of sanitary perfection.
Dr. falazar dotected symptoms of the
fover in himeelf less than a week ago.
but rot until the disense had progress-
ed far did he relinquish the direction of
his staff. Then he turned to gtudying
the state of his own discarse, noted
y advance, and at the last he cool-
3 lled for pen and paper and wrote
his own death certificate.
Since his death today th2 Mexican
health authoritiss have made a carc-
ful infpection of the Amerfcan Hospl-
tal, and their report Jde-lares it to be
in an excellent condition.
There were cighteen cases of yellow
fover ysterdny, all told, and one denth.
TWwWo wore new Caser, Two patients

NINETY ADOPTED DAUGHTERS.
An Aged Beer Ga;‘Cer;. Proprietor in 8t
Louis Over-reached th: Law By a
Ruse,

Ll ey

£T. LOUIS, Mo., Aug, 2:—Fritz Adol-
phy, a° wealthy proprietor ¢ a beer
den, is dead here, agad elgfity-cight
yeas, His demise is notable on ac-
count of the fact that he leavas behind
him, to mourn his lose, ninety adopted
daughters.

The manner in which these ninety
damsels came to look upon Adolphy as
their adopted parent is a strange and
interesting one. It seems that in the
regular course of his business Adolphy
employed many girls who dispensed
liquid rofreshments to his guests. But
a law was passed making it an indic-
table offence to employ women in
places where liguor was sold. Adolphy
was in a quandary, and hastened to his
legal adviser to see what could be done.
He was told, after due consideration.
that in order to come within the mean-
ing of the law he must do either one of
two things: Give up his pretty girl
walitresses or adopt them all as ‘his
daughters. This latter alternative
nearly took away Adolphys’ breath at
first, but, as he was told it was the
only way out of the difficulty, he at
last consented. The difficulty was ex-
plained to the girls who one and all
agreed to the proposal, most of them
thinking the whole thing a good joke.
However, Adolphy did not forget his
adopted daughters, for when he retired
a few years ago he made gencrous pro-
vision for each.

——— e e e
QUEER PENSION FUND OF AN
ENGLISH FIRM.

—
It seems to be the universal opinion
in this country <at any rate, that in

the United States leads the world.
There are some advertising dodges,
however, in England, which in ingen-

any that we have evolved.

the pensions would still hold good.

with her, but it on!
that she should hs:e-%m

a charitable act as well, for the 1

it is probable that this is only
many similar cases which have
placed on the unique pensioh fund.

pension
large and steadily growing.
putisdinisaol Bosiait S ST

and all

BENTLEY"

bright, up-to-date advertising methods

uity and in results quite come up to
A letter
from that country recently received
shows that a poor widow is recelving
a weekly pension of 10 shillings from a
tea company located in Louth, Erng-
land. The only thing the woman did
to earn the pension was to buy a half
pound of tea every week for one year
previous to *he time of her husband's
dath, from the firm, which has agents
all over the country. The pension will

jast as long as the woman lives, and
the company has deposited many thou-
sand pounds with the governmeént as
a guafantee fund, in order that even
if the firm falled the promise to pays

Of course, the woman might have
gone on buying teh for years and
years, her husband living to enjoy it
ly necessary
a buyer one
year prior to his death. This is a case
where the firm, beside reaping a large
benefit for itself by its unique adver-
tising méthod, may feel that it s doing

shillings a week is all that stands be-
tween the recipient and poverty, and

The firm advertises extensively in
the mnewspapérs and magasines its
offer, and its patronage is

d on
S Liniment to keep their

Tho;‘

SOLE AGENT FGR CANADA.
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W
tenths of

and

mankin

: the ailments we
; traced to constipation. The bowels are for
no other earthly purpose but to cleanse and Kee
clean and in working order our systems.
stipation is more prevalent among women than
men, but it is too common in both.
imagine you have
ache, or rheumatism, or heart affec
blood causing eruptions—you ma
ambitionless.
nosed

dyspepsia, or ¢

d is constipation.”

, or

e
feel dull

draw nature into her natural course and

prove Sufficient.

of

keep the bowels regular and in health
action. Ordinarily a short treatment wi
In stubborn cases
several boxes may be needed. Itis only
a question of a short time, however, when
the whole intestinal system will be made
strong and naturally active. Then
Cara Tablets should be stopped.

come in amall, chocolate-coated form, eas
rom the first day you wiill feel their gentfo but sure effect.
Price 35 cents a box at your druggist’s, or by mail postpaid on receipt

Laxae-

price.

FRANK WHEATON

WP &
SR ENY,

233

FOLLY VILLAGE, N. 8.

" Nine-
ave can be-
Con-
You may
a
and
Unless your case has been diag-
ou Know otherwise, theichances

are your trouble is constipation, .
a-Cara Tablets, if taken after meals,

to talte and palatable.
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it FiIGHT,

Bob Fitzsimamorns von's a fight. He
wants one badly, ¢ Le Is not particu-
lar who his opponcnt {s. Dy the way
hig blue eyes gilsten when he meniions
Jiin Corbett’s name, it is a cafe bet
that the Cornishman would give Cor-
bett the preference, if a match could
be made, just for the sake of having
a chance to sink his big fist in his oid
enemy's solar plexus
He challenges cither Corbett or Mun-
roe. As to the time and place, with

other detalis, he is not particular. 4
want a fight,” he said in Chicago
Wednezday moermng.  “I  want on2

badly. I went out to California to ge.
one and could not get any one of the
fghters within a ydozen blocks of a
piace where we could sign articles.”

e i

CORBETT WILL FIGHT AGAIN.

‘James J. Corbett will enter the ring
again if the proper opportunity offers.
Straight from San Francisco and the
scene of his dcfeat by Jeffries, the for-
mer champion pucilist of the world ar-
rived in Chicago end showed the won-

derful muscles that he hed built up in
his training for the “big fight,” and
stoutly denicd that he had =aild he
would never take on another match.
As to whom he would prefer to meet
after bis pending theatrical engage-
ments he declined to say, but asked:
“Wouldn't it be a chame to say that
I would never fight again after 1 have
succeeded in putting myself in better
physical shape that 1 ever was before
in my life?”

JEFFRIES' DRAWS COLOR LINE.
(By W. W, Naughton.)

SAN FRANCISCO, Aug. 26.—A cer-
tain match-maker in San Francisco
says he will have Champion Jeffries all
signed up with Sam McVey, the negro,
within 12 months. Jeffries swears that
extraordinary pressure will be neces-
sary to get him to change his mind
alout boxing a colored man.

“1 will never fight a negro unless the
public forces me to,” said Jeffries be-
fore leaving for Los Angeles last
Thursday. Just how the big fellow
exrects the public to signify its wishes
in the connection he does not say, but
he appears to think that the desire to
see him hook up with McVey, or any
other dark-skinned fighter, {8 not very
widespread at present.

“Have you stopped to consider what
would become of the boxing game if a
colored man were champion of the
world?” sald Jeftries. “Why, it would
come preity near to killing the game.
Now I think I have shown that I am
not given to picking and choosing. 1
believe I'd be a topheavy favorite if 1
was billed to box McVey, and I'm quit2
confident I could whip him as easily as
I have whipped oth’r fighters. But b §
don’t Intend to take a chance of the
thing golhg the other way. I have the
interests of boxing at heart and I am
sufe the sport would langulsh if a cal-
ored man were at the head of the prin-
cipal class.”

e

«JEFF CAN WHIP FOUR MEN AT
ONCE.”

.

\» .4 (By Robert Edgren) .

1 have just returned from Cali a,
the Mocca of those who make pligrim-
ages to the sarine of the padded fist. 1
have found long trips with a good fight
at the end of them worth while before
now, but 1 hal the spectacle better
repaid me fof the discomforts of the
journey: the alkall dust, the heat of
the deserts, the fiying sand and oin-
ders, that constantly insinuate them-
gelves be'ween your collar and your
tender skin; the dull dreariness of
days spent lolling on velvet seats.

joints limber and muscles in trim.

1 saw one of the mreatest battles that

ever was decided by the impact of a

| About the |
‘I Boxzers.

paad.d O Ve,

I saw James J. Corbett, tralned -to
pesfection, denc: into the ring with ‘a
smile of con dence. 1 re v his expres-
s'on change to 2 stare of surprise as
the giant Jo®ric; out-fooled and out-
fought him; then to the desperation of
a man who knew he wis to be beaten,
but was determined to go down fight-
ine A8 if tor life itself.

More thap all that, I saw Jeffries,
why never bifore that b d shown real
chempions®i™ form, sud wnly develop-
ing spovd anl slul' eoual ta that of
the shifty Cbibet. h'wself, fight as fast
18 a lightweight, forsche the awkward
crouch that made him champion, and
blorzem out ¢s the greatest fighting |
heavywelght taat ever stepped into al

24-foot ring. |

It had alw._ys been raid t at Jeffries |
was too sl.w to make a fight that!
would be i tiresting t see. In going
to view a con. st in which he was to
take part the fellowes of sport deter-
mined to watch the other man and see
what he would do to overcome the ad-
ven:age that Jeffries had in strength
anu wiight. It was never supposed
that Jeffries hims If would be worth
watching, except for the purpose of ad-
miir'ng his mizhty museles. Hereto-
fcre. he novor has fought aggressively.
He has taken ¢, beating frém every
man he has fouvht before administer-
ing the krock’ut blow. But this time
it was a)l different. Jeffries was as

susceptible to a slight upon the repu-
tation, but I firmly believe that on the
night of the contest with Corbett the
champion could have knocked out three
or four of the most prominent near-
champions in the country and all with-
in an hour and a half, and in the
same ring. Jeffries, should he wish
now to emulate the former exploits of
the great John L., meeting all com-
éra, would grow fat for lack of exer-
cise. Few men would be willing to
face the glant when the news of his

first two or three encounters had reach-
cd“¥fe poblic.

BASEBALIL WINS

i s
British Town of Dawson Has Goa:
Fairly Crazy Over American Game

28.—The
js the

game

DAWSON, N. W. T, Auz.
Kipndyke s mad. Bascball
cause. The American national
has so captured the great
camp under the flag of

place in the heart of the miner.

Four teams, composing the Dawson
| He saw to it that he was properly cared

League, the most northerly on the con-
tinent, have created great local inter-
est. Dawson has been in a delirlum of
excitgment the last week over contests
on the diamond. The teams of the
Dawson league have battled with
White Horse for the supremacy of the
North.. The capital of the Kilondike has
finished with the greatest number of
games to its credit, but the White
Horse team has proved @ valiant on-
ponent. Dawson teams won filve out
of six games, but the White Horse team
was defeated only after splendid ef-
forts and largely through luck.

Aside from the Dawson-White Horse

.ast on hiz feet and with his hands as
any man in the ring. 1le met every
step of Corbett's with one Just s
nimble.
out was returned with another as in-
stontaneous.

At the very beginning of the fight
Jeftries showed remarkable and totally i

unexpected agility. Corbett started in
to outfoot the giant, intending to hit
and get away in the usual style. In an
instant Jefiries was after him. He
drove Corbett swiftly across the ring.
When the lighter man tried to slip
deftly away to one side, as he did time
and again in their previous encounter,
Jeftries headed him off so quickly that
Corbett was forced up against the
ropes. He had to dive forward into a
clinch to save himself. Twice more
the same thing occurréd, and then Cor-
bett came to the conclusion that he
would not be able to keep out of
range, and would have to fight at close
quarters.

All through the fight Jeffries wore a
look of conscious superiority. Usually
he smiled condescendingly at Corbett.
Sometimes, when stung by the ex-
champion’s blows, his eyebrows met in
a stralght black line, and his lips were
drawn Into a sneer. But every second
of the time Jeftries regarded himself
as the undoubted champlon, by right
of his ability to fight.

Once, in the ninth round, I think it
was, Corbett smashed his right hand
desperately into Jel_’lrlel' stomach. It
landed fairly on the moSt vulnerable
spot. Corbett instantly followed with
a right and a left hand hook to the
jaw. Jeffries staggered back for a
couple of feet. He seemed, for a single
instant, dazed and tired. Then, with
o shake of his massive head, he waded
in again. By the time two or three

more blows had been struck, all trace

of damage had disappeared.
it

! ounce of his stfen
‘ or three blows.

fairly as he cdould
had Jefffies been
1o
glanit n
shoek.

ey had landed as

| went to his corner
that the end was near.

1t will be hard to find another fittop-:
ponent for Jeftries. I will mention no
names, for of all people on earth the
hecvvwelght pugilist is most tenderly 4 bof;

Every blow that Corbett shot‘

matches, the league games between the
Datveon teams attract great interest.
During the matches last week 2,000
people saw each contest. The grand
atanq was crowded at every game and
| hundreds lined the grounds. At the

tendance averages 1,600 to 1,800,

! Tha invasion of baseball in the Klon-
dike - is notable. The game, though
played on British soil, has roused the
interést of thousands whi

THE KLONDIKE. |

Canadian |
Britain thnt‘i
| gold is for the time relegated to second | W

MAP ON HUMAN SKIN,
— v
It is Supposed to Show Where Wealthi

of Algonquins is Hidden. )

(New York Herald.) i

\

Herbert Coventry, who says ha-;
¢omes from London, Eng, and is a
solicitor, has arrived in Miadlebury, '

Vt., on his way to Bristol, whither he'
goes in search ‘0f the treasure house'
of the Algonquin Indlans, which, ag-
cording to tradition, is located in hid-’
den caves in the side of South mounmAx
tain.

Like most of his predecessors, Covaj
entry has a map which he sure \\'lll'
guide him to the piles of silvor ingots
supposed to have been originally dis~
covered by one De Grau, a Spaniard,’

, nearly 200 years ago.

And a gr-wsome affair this map is,
for the outline and locations are al}
tatooed on human skin. It was this
map that first called attention to the®
hunter. y
Coventry said that several years ago,
e met in the London slums 2 Spaniard
suffering from an incurable discase.
for in a public hospital. The man sald
that his family had formerly been
wealthy and once he declared that If
he could get well enough to go to Am-
erlca he would soon recoup his for-
tunes.

One day Coventry was summoned to
the hospital, as his frieifd was dying.
The man asked the surgeon to with-
draw and then said.

“Phere are enough silver ingots in aj
hidden chamber in the side of ah Ame

erican mountain to make a dozen men
fabulously rich. I am a descendant of
Robert de Grau, who 200 years ago dis-
covered the treasure house of the Ale

gonquin tndians, near-Bristol, Vt. The
tribe was fleeing from the Iroquols,
“Attempting to gave his own life and

regular Dawson league games the nt-;
{
{ rying with him a fhap of the mountain,
o are not from |

that of his son, my ancestor stumbled
upon the treasure in a secret caverm,
Part he took to Spain, where he be-
came immensely wealthy and a power
in the kingdom. He intended to take
the rest, and started for America, car-

“On the way over he was taken {1, |
died and was buried at sea. The map|

the States and who have been educated |
to lilke the sport. Games, fiave been |
played in Dawson irregularly in pul{
seasefhs. This is the first year that an
orga ized league has carriled out a;

fell into the hands of the firét mdte,
and he took up the gearch. He found;
the spot on the mountain, but a land- |
slide had obliterated the mouth of the|
cave and he was never able to 4ocate |
the treature.

“The mate died, and the map passed |
through sm'qrql hands. About ten
years ago, while crulsing off the coast
of India, I befriended an old sailor. He
gave me the map, which I immediately
recognized as the one.drawn on sheep-|
skin by my ancestor. Ie said he go¥
it from a sailor.

“The pargchment was badly worn and
so disoolored that the drawings wera
almost obliterated. I sugges d that a
copy could be made on paper, whega-
upon the sallor declared thit he knew
of a scheme whereby the preclous oupe
lines could never be lost.” .

Coventry said that the man pulled
up his shirt and there, betwesh the
shoulders, was the map tatooed in the;
skin.

s in the Dawson league are
playdd at night, or after seven o'clock
in; the Bvening, a time that.would be
clagsed as night in most parts of Am-
erich. The midnight sufi’ of the sub-
Arétic summer permits the players to |
gee the ball as well in the evening as
in the daytime.

In the month of June games cauld
be played as successfully at midnight
as at midday. The season will close in
a few weeks, when the sun will have
withdrawn toward the south so far as
to make it impossible to finish nine
innimgs after seven o'clock in the even-

ing.
L e
| DIVORCED PAIR TO RE-MARRY.
“iged Eighty, His

ule.
All game;

U

Byron 8. Catlin,

was then that Corbett felt sure
that he was beatén. He had put every
h into those two

have placed them
standing “still with
d guard, and tey had given the
more than a momentary

es threw his left fist into
Corbett's ribs as the bell rang and Jim
and told his seconds

Wife, Aged Sixty-scven,
By Their Children.

o
WINSTED, Conn.,
nouncement was mad

Aug.

yester: that Byron
years
lin, elghty-sevan years old,
Berkshire county,
divorced a few years ago,

recondfled ahd will

in- Pittsfleld, bbth
strumental in re-un

g SO B,
SOLDIERS' HANDKERCHIEFS.
R

The Russian g0
that in future all
must use
not on®

the handkerchiefs must con
tures emblematic of a soldler's
‘ﬂh in batfle and in time of peace.

4

"¢ #

Reconciled

22.~An-
e at the home of
the prospéctive bride and bridegroom
8. Catlin; eighty
old, and Mrs, Emerétte A, Cat-
ving in
and who were
had become
rée-marry . next

month,
The wedding will take place at the
home of éne of thelr two children living

of whom were fu-
iting their parents.

vernment has decread
soldiers of the empire
fakerchiefs—heretofore
soldler out of a thousand has
indulged in this luxury—and that all
tain ple-
1ite,

o

“When T die I want the surgeon t‘

remove the skin and glve it to you/’
he said to me. “If you follow it up you
will be a rich man.” He called & surs,
geon and made him swear that he
would carry out his wish, and then hd
seem»d easier. That night he dted, and
later the map was turned over to me,

“1 discovered that the man's story,
86 far as his ancestor’s gearch wad eons
eerned, was true, and, further,. that
the Algonquins did loge thele tréa gl
during the ITroquois raids. Other factd
have come to my knowledge, and 1
now confident that the ingots are {
{he treasure house. I ghall searth fo
them all summer if necessary.”

So strong was this bellef several
years ago that several business men o
Montpelier organized a stock company
to remove the rocks at the mouths of
the caves. This proved impossible, and
driing was resorted to. After $20,!
had been spent the enterpriss wnad
abandoned. The entire faco of the
ledes 18 honycombed with holes and
shafta.




