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M. QUAD’S HUMOR.

Discomforts of the Sabbath in the
Bowser Household—Why the
' Heathen Rage.

The Arizona Poohbah's Official Life
—Portholes in Jerusalem Walls.
Joseph Tamed.

[Copyright, 1892, by Charles B, Lewis.]
MR. AND MRS. BOWSER.
[Copyright, 1892, by Charles B. Lewis.]

The Sunday morning programme in the
Bowser mansion differs considerably from
the week day morning programme. At
breakfast time Mr. Bowser says he isn’t
feeling very well and won’t attend church.
Half an hour later he guesses he will go.
Fifteen minutes after that he has decided /
to remain at home. Mrs. Bowser replies
that she has a headache, and also feels in-
clined to skip church service, but the
words have hardly been uttered when Mr.
Bowser remarks :

*“We'll go to church, of course. I
don’t propose to allow our neighbors to
class us among the heathen. It’s an ex-

-ample we are to the world at large, even
if we are not religiously inclined. I’ll
start about getting ready right away.”

Mrs. Bowser draws a long sigh. She
likes to go to church, but she dreads the
preliminary exercises. The said exercises
begin about thirty seconds after Mr.
Bowser has disappeared up stairs. They
invariably start off with :

¢¢ Oh, Mrs. Bowser!”

*“Yes. What is it ?”

‘“ Have I got a change of shirts in this
house, or have they been sold te the rag
buyers ?”

¢ Your shirts are in the second drawer
of your dresser uf course !”

There were five of them lying there,
but he had opened the drawer without
seeing them as usual. He returns and
discovers them, and nothing is heard
from him for as much as two minutes.
Then he suddenly yells :

‘¢ Mrs. Bowser, are you dead ?’

¢¢ Well, what is it now ?”

“ Is my Sunday suit in the ash barrel,
or did you give it to a tramp ? I've look-
ed the whole house over more than forty
times, and it is not to be found !”

“It is hanging up in your closet, ofé
course.”

He opens the door, and to his great
surprise his best suit is hanging on the
hooks before his eyes. He yanks each
separate garment down and flings it on
the bed, and then returns and peers
round and rushes out to call over the bal-
uster : '

‘* Mrs. Bowser, will you ask the girl to
look in the coal bin and hunt me out a
collar 7 - If you are going to keep ’em
down there, why didn’t you- tell me and
save me an hour’s time 97 = ° -

¢ Your collars are in the first drawer of
your dresser. It is curious how blind a
man is, even'in the daytime !”

The collars are there, of course. They
have been kept in that same™ drawer for
seven years, but he never found them
until after he had looked under the bed,
in the cleset and out in the hall. Mr.
Bowser coxsumes about three minutes m
getting into a collar, and then Mrs Bow-
ser is saluted with :

¢ Mrs. Bowser, will you kindly conde-
scend to come up here? If so, you will
put me under everlasting obligations !”

‘“ Well, what is it #” she asks after toil-
ing up stairs.

A9

¢ SOCKS, MRS. BOWSER, SOCKS !”

Mr. Bowser stands in the center of the
room without coat, vest, socks or necktie,
and with suspenders hanging off his shoul-
-ders.

‘¢ Socks, Mrs. Bowser, socks !”’ he whis-
pers, with a wave of his hand. ‘‘I've
been buying socks all my life! T've
bought over a billion pairs! I ought to

- have at least one old sock, with a hole in
the heel. around here somewhere, but
where is it ? I've hunted up stairs and
down—on the roof and out in the back
yard—but all in vain. Perhaps you will
kindly”

‘“See here!” she interrupted as she
walked over to the dresser and pulled out
a drawer. ‘‘ Here are eight or ten pairs
of socks ! They have been kept in this
drawer ever since we lived in the house !
‘Why didn’t you look in here ?”

“H’m, I see!” he muttered. ¢ Mrs.
Bowser, don’t play that trick on me again!
I'm good nature itself, but 1 know when
I’'m imposed upon ¥ j

* And now I snppose you’ve looked in-
to the furnace, and out in the barn, and
all over the alley after a necktie. and
been unable to find one !”” she demanded.

‘¢ Exactly, Mrs. Bowser! T've been
hunting for two long hours, but I can’t
find what you have given the cook to
kindle fires with !” :

She pulled out one of the small drawers
of the dresser, and five different neckties
were revealed to Mr. Bowser’s vision.
Then she turned away and descended the
stairs, and for four minutes not a sound
was heard from Mr. Bowser. Then came

"an_inquiry composed of N. O. molasses
and cayenne pepper : s

¢ My dear Mrs. Bowser, I am sorry in-
deed to trouble you, but will you look
under the kitchen sink and see if you can
find a pair of cuffs for me ?’

* Didn’t you find a collar in one of the
drawers ¢’ she demanded in reply.

‘“Yes, after two years of persistent
search.”

‘¢ Well, you have eight or ten pairs of
cuffs in the same drawer !” .
‘“ Exactly. I see the drift of this
thing !” muttered Mr. Bowser as he scat-
tered the whole collection over the dress-
er to select a pair. To his own great

|amazement he happened to see his sleeve

buttons as well, and to fit them into the
clean cuffs without breaking down any
doors or knocking off any plaster. To his
further amazement he got into his coat
and vest without the bedstead falling
down or the lavatory exploding, but won-
ders suddenly ceased. He began to twist
and hunch and growl, and then strode to
the baluster and shouted ;

¢“Is any living soul down stairs ?”

‘1 am here, of course,” replied Mrs.
Bowser.

¢“Oh, you are ! I didn’t know but you
had expired| Being you are still alive,
might I presume to inquire what your
particular cbject was in sewing up my
coat and vest? Did you start out to
make bags of them ? Were you going to
use those bags to hold -catnip, smartweed
and other herbs ?”

Mrs. Bowser climbed the stairs and
walked in on him again. - As he squared
off and hunched up his shoulders she said:
‘“Mr. Bowser, your suspenders are
hanging about your knees ! If you would

shoulders you would feel more comfort-
able.” ;

When she had gone Mr. Bowser care-
fully dropped his Sunday coat on the
floor, his vest at the foot of the bed, his
pantaloons at the corner of the dresser.
He tossed his cuffs into the closet, his
necktie on the bed and got back into his
everyday rig. Then he descended to the
family room with great dignity.

‘“ No, ma’am, I am no hypocrite ! If a
hypocrite belonging to this household
wants to go to church and pretend to be
interested in religious matters, she can
go ; but as for me, I will not dissemble.
This is the worse conducted house in
America, and I have to put up with more
than any other husband on the face of
the earth, but I will not play the hypo-
crite! You can go to church, and I will
stay home and rip and cuss and tear
around and get drunk and murder some-
body.”

THE ARIZONA KICKER.

AN EMBARRASSING SITUATION.—When
we were simply editor of Tue Kicker
the Clinch Valley cowboys were our
friends and used to keep us dead broke
by coaxing us into that fascinating game
called poker. We took in the town with
the boys and were a boy among them.
When elected mayor of the town we had
to put on the brakes. It was not until
after we had shot two or three of them
that they would credit us with being ser-
ious. For the last six months the crowd
has wanted our scalp. They have been
afraid to come into town, and we have
been’ afraid to ride through the Valley.
Whenever we have heard of one within
the town limits we have mounted our
mule and had from two to six shots at
him. Whenever we have taken the trail
to the south we have been hustled back
to town on the dead run. That is the
present status of che case, and it is rather
embarrassing all around. General Daw-
son, who has acquired the reputation of
‘“The Arizona Peacemaker,” left for
Clinch Valley yesterday to see if the
chasm could not be bridged. We are
willing to take a drink with the boys and
bury the hatchet, though we must insist
on their good behavior when in town. 1f
they are tired of hunting for our ears the
general will prabably succeed in bringing
about a state of peace. They are a hun-
dred to one, but they must have learned
by this time that we are no bluejay.

TorLp HiM So.—When Professor Haven
called on his honor the mayor (who is
ourself) a week ago to secure a license to
exhibit his panorama of Jerusalem and
the Holy Land, we told him that our peo-
ple were rather peculiar, and that he had
better arrange to open with a dog fight
and close with a mock battle in which
about a dozen Apaches should be laid out.
The professor was firm in his way and re-
fused to be guided by our advice. His
exhibition took place Monday evening to
a full crowd, but he hadn’t shown over
half the walls of Jerusalem before the
disappointed crowd rose up and began to
shoot holes through his canvas and broke
up the show. Later on they got the pro-
fessor by the neck and made him return
all the admission money. Just as we told
'him—they felt they had been defrauded.
They wanted a combination of past and
present—some dog fight, and then some
walls of Jerusalem ; some temples and
tombs, and then a scrap between two
lightweights. Had the professor followed
our advice he would have cleared a pot of
money and been invited to' return at an
early day. As it was, he Jost about sixty
dollars and came near being lynched for
a traveling fraud. Asa people we have
our idioms, and it’s no use to buck ag’in
‘em.

As AN EXPERIMENT.—An individual
calling himself *‘ Terrible Joe’’ came into
town last week along with Colonel David-
son’s drove of mules. The boys fought
rather shy of him, as he had the look of
a bad man. To his great surprise, Joseph
learned that church services were held in
this town on Sunday, and that the editor
and proprietor of THE KicKER passed the
contribution box and led the chowr. He
gave out that he should try an experi-
ment Sunday evening, and we were look-
ing for him. Soon after the sermon had
begun *‘ Terrible Joe” stalked in and be-
gan te act like a boss heeler at a ward
caucus:.” We let him go on for about
three minutes and then we tackled him.
We got. our nose skinned and one eye-
brow nearly knocked off, but after mop-
ping Joseph around the house of the
Lord for ten minutes we dragged him out
and left him on the earth a humbled and
contrite man. 1In fact, he didn’t come to
for about twenty minutes, and the first
thing he wanted to know was if the who'e
720 mules in the colonel’s drove had all
kicked him with both feet at once. He
had two guns, a knife and fifty spare car-
tridges, all of which we took possession

of and shall sell at auction for the benefit

remove your coat and slip them over your [

of the road fund. It is perhaps needless
to add that after overcoming Joseph we
returned inside and pitched the tune of
the closing hymn and led the singing with
our usual zeal. We are not a member of
the church. We swear and play poker
and own a running mule and are wicked
in other directions, but we know what

WE DRAGGED HIM OUT AND LEFT HIM.

belongs to decency and civilization. Any
other critter who may itch to try a similar
experiment will be certain to find us on
deck and ready for business.

IT IS ALWAYS THUS.

Suddenly, as the sobbing gusts were
stilled for a moment, the soft notes of a
man 5 feet 10 inches high, with hair in-
clined to crushed strawberry in color,
penetrated the boudoir in which reclined
Mrs. Colonel Templeton. The whistler
whistled the air to :

A wealthy old widow named Hoyt

Fell in love with a chap in Beloit,

And he borrowed her cash,
And her heart he did smash,

And then skipped away tor Detroit.

“It is he! It is the signal agreed
upon "' exclaimed Mrs. Templeton as-she
sprang up off a couch which cost seventy-
five dollars and pressed her hand upon
her heart.

Again the whistle.

‘I must go and meet him and tell him
that I cannot, cannot do it !” she whis-
pered. ‘‘The blow will crush him to
earth, but it must be given.”

She threw a dainty wrap over her
queenly head and graceful shoulders,
looked into a Venetian mirror to see if
the piece of courtplaster had slipped, and
the next moment had opened a secret
gate and stood in the alley.

¢“Flora !”

‘¢ George !”

*“ You know what it is for !” he said as
he handed lter a tomahawk with a red
handle. “‘Do not strike until you are
sure of your blow, and then strike home.
I will see that the: coroner’s jury returns
a verdict of ‘suicide,” and after the funer-
al we will fly together.”

‘* George, I cannot do it,” she replied
as she waved the tomahawk aside, regard-
less of the fact that it cost $1.50 at whole-
sale.

*“’SDEATH !” HE MUTTERED.

he almost shouted.
**But you must! That was the agree-
ment! You were to kill the colonel,
rake in all the estate, and we were to fly
together. There is the tomahawk. 1
threw up my job to-day ! Go and do the
killing aet and then -ring up 846, two
rings, and inform me that ’tis done.”

‘“ George, listen to me,” she almost
fiercely replied as she laid a hand on his
arm. ‘“ When I entered into that com-
pact I had every reascn to believe that
Colonel Templeton no longer cared for
me. I thought so even up to this morn-
ing. To-day I have the strongest proofs
of his love and affection.”

‘“ What are they ?”

‘“ A sealskin dolman, bought at an ad-
vance of 40 per cent. on last year’s prices,
and a promise that we shall put in three
months of this winter at a bangup hotel
in Florida. You are a business man.
You are engaged in the sale of bugs which
wind up and run around in a circle on the
sidewalk, and other amusing and instruc-
tive toys. Looked at in a business light,
can you discount the colonel’s offer ?”’

¢ 'Sdeath |” he muttered as he clasped
his throbbing temples.

‘“ Well ?” she queried as she folded her
arms and waited for him to reply.

But he spoke no word. With a wild
whoop he fled—fled dowa the alley—fled
down tha street—fled out of her sight for-
evermore—crushed, busted, gone up the
spout, She looked after him and listened
to his retreating footsteps until all was
still. Ther she passed through the gate,
entered the house, and handing the red
handled tomahawk to the imported
French maid she dreamily remarked :

*‘Julia, take that down to the cook to

‘““You can’t!”

whack her beefstake with.”
M, Quap,

M. QUAD'S SKETCHES.

What a Cloudburst Did for Two Prespectors.
—* Missing.”

[Copyright, 1892, by Charles B. Lewis.]

There were three of us prospecting in
the Hot Creek mountains of Nevada in
partnership when we struck it rich one
day and settled-down to develop our find.
Our * indications” were in the face of a
cliff on the right- hand side of a canyon
about a quarter of a mile long. Perhaps
I should call it a ravine, for it was not
over forty feet deep, perfectly dry its
whole length and light enough anywhere
to see to work by. We drifted straight
in for twenty feet, and then we agreed
that there was more ore in sight than we
had ever seen before. There was a mine
worth half a million dollars if it was good
for a cent, and for a time our big find
broke us all up. Then we began to can-
vass the drawbacks. Nevada was a new
jcountry  then compared with to-day.
jOnly a few mines had been opened and
little or no machinery introduced, We
were far from any settlement, right in
the Indian country, and if we had had a
thousand tons of ore out of the ground it
would have been worthless. Our only
show was to satisfy ourselves that we had
a good strike and then hang on till things
came our way.

My partners were named McCabe and
Thomas. While Thomas and 1 stayed to
make a rough survey and a rude chart
and do further developing McCabe start-
ed for Austin with the pack mule to bring
out a supply of provisions. He left us
about 8 o’clock in the morning. Up to
that time we had not seen an Indian,
thopgh knowing there were plenty in the
valleys below us. McCabe had been gone
about two hours when the patk mule
came into camp on the dead run, and we
were hardly on our feet before we caught
sight of a dozen Indians. The ravine ran
north and south, and we had our camp at
the south end, We'd-have been surpris-
ed and wiped out but for the mule. As
it was, Thomas opened fire and held the
crowd off while T got our stuff into the
ravine, which was the only place offering
any shelter. In ten minutes from the
first alarm we were under cover, but the
outlook was anything but hopeful. Just
where we had drifted into the bank was
an overhanging of rock, which made the
spot a safe shelter, and there we brought
up. The bottom of the ravine narrowed
there to the width of a wagon track and
was obstructed with pieces of rock which
had fallen from above. In fifteen min-
utes we had a pretty good breastwork
each side of us, and then we waited to
see what move the enemy would make.
We were quite sure they had killed Mc-
Cabe, and I may tell you here that such
was the case. We had two single barrel-
ed rifles and two revolvers, with about
fifty rounds of ammunition apiece. We
had enough flour and pork to last us a
week, and we had the mule with us if
driven to extremity. We didn’t feel like
whooping, but; we were not so badly dis-
mayed at the prospect.

Perhaps you may have read of Corpor-
al Day. He was in the regular army and
stationed at Fort Bridger, in Wyoming.
For some dereliction of duty he was re-
duced to the ranks. In revenge he at-
tempted the life of his colonel and then
fled to the Indians and became a rene-
gade. He swore never to spare a white
captive, and on one occasion he assisted
in the torture of three of his old com-
rades. He kept drifting farther west,
and it was the corporal who was at the
head of the gang which attacked us. It
was now five years since he became a ren-
egade, and stories .of his ferocity and
cruelty had been circulated among miners
and prospectors all over Nevada.

The first move made by the enemy was
to get possession of both ends of the ra-
vine. The next was to push Corporal
Day forward from the south end with a
flag of truce. As he dressed like an In-
dian and was very dark complexioned we
did not know it was a white man until he
spoke. He came forward to within
twenty feet of the south breastwerk and
called out in a cheerful way :

‘“Well, boys, there’s no tenderfoot
about you! All ready for business, I
see! I've come to have a little talk with
you. You are only two, while we can
bring up 500 men if need be. It will be
much more sensible in you to surrender
at once. No use trying to hold out
against such odds.”

‘“And what if* we surrender ?” asked
Thomas.

*“Well, they’ll gobble your outfit and
let you go. T’ll pledge you my word that
no harm shall come to either of you.”

He spoke like an honest man, and yet
as he talked we recollected half a dozen
instances where he had induced surrender
in like manner and then solicited the
honor of binding the prisoners to the
stakes. After a brief consultation he was
informed that we proposed to fight it out.
We expected that he would bluster and
threaten, but he did not. On the con-
trary, he said he was sorry for our deter-
mination, as he could not influence the
redskins in case any were killed or
wounded. He finally withdrew, saying
he would give us half an hour to make up
our minds. When he had gone we de-
bated the question afresh, and for a mo-
ment we were inclined to trust him.
Then we remembered the story of his in-
ducing nine prospectors and hunters
whom the Indians had corralled near
Beaver, U. T., to surrender, and then
stood by and applauded their torture and
death, and we resolved to make a fight
for it. The base liar and hypocrite made
use of the half hour to push seven or
eight Indians into the ravine from each
end, so they might be ready to charge us.
He did not come back for our answer
but called to us from the bank above.
Suspecting his game, we were as ready as
we could be when they charged us. Day
was still talking to us when there was a
yell and a rush. 'We had one shot apiece
with our rifles, and then our revqlvers
came into play.

There never was an Indian born- who
had the sand to stand up to a fight unless
he had the odds in his favor. We beat
them back by firing three or four shots
apiece. Thomas killed one and badly
wounded another. I wounded one so

badly that he dropped his rifle in getting
away. Under cover of the smoke we got
three rifles, and Thomas overtook his
wounded warrior and finished him and
stripped the pair of their ammunition.
We further strengthened the breastworks
on each side and then felt prepared for
any move they might make. It was about
twenty minutes before we heard from
Corporal Day again. Then he called out
to praise us’ for the fight we had made
and to renew his offer. Our refusal
brought him out in his true colors. He
declared that he had brought death to
over forty white people ; that he had only
been trying to dupe us ; that he was sure
of our capture, and that our torture
should Jast a whole day before death
came to relieve us. For half an hour
after he ceased talking everything was
quiet. What they were planning to do
was to put their main force into the south
end of the tunnel for a rush. At the

warrors into the north end, who should
advance by rolling rocks ahead of them.
In this way they would be covered and
hold the attention of one of us at the
same time.

Our mule had been wounded in the
first rush and presently became half craz-
ed with pain and fear. We decided to
cut his throat, but as we seized him and
Thowmas ¢ot out his knife the beast broke
away, screamed out like a wild animal
and jumped the south breastwork and
went thundering dwn the ravine. Cor-
poral Day and eight or ten redskins had
gathered for the next move. The mule
dashed among them, knocked the corpor-
al down and trod on him, and he was so
injured that he died a week later. We
heard a great shouting from the redskins,
but of course had no idea of what had
happened. The accident to the corporal
caused a change of programme. The In-
dians walled up each end of the ravine,
so that we could not make a rush, and
then planned to smoke us out. They
spent a whole day collecting brush and
leaves and limbs and tumbling them into
the ravine. As goon as we realized their
object we began work at our drift and
deepened it to about thirty feet. Then
we carried stones to the entrance to form
a wall, and when the stuff in the ravine
was set on fire we retired to our cave.
But for the work accomplished before we
were attacked we should have been suffo-
cated and then roasted. They heuved an
immense quantity of stuff into the ravine,
and when the torch was applied there
was a suction from north to south which
converted the entire ravine into a fur-
nace. They could not tumble anything
directly in front of us, but even after we
had retreated to the back end of the drift
the heat nearly overcame us. They light-
ed the fire about 8 o’clock in the morning,
and it was not until the next morning
that we could venture ocut. They had
cut down and tumbled whole trees into
the ravine, and there was a good deal of
fire at the spouth end as we left our cave.

The Indians had every reason to believe
we had been cremated, and about 10
o’clock in the forenoon three or four of
them came ip from the north end to see
what they could discover. Thomas got
in a shot which wounded one of them be-
fore they could get away. We could not
guess what they would do next, and it
was not until noon that they revealed
their scheme. The overhang to which |
have referred was like a hood over a doo
and projected out about six feet. It was
a mass of rock and dirt, with trees and
bushes growing on the surface, and was
about forty feet long. For a long time
we heard queer sounds above us, and
finally concluded that they were prepar-
ing a blast which would tumble all the
overhang into the ravine. That was ex-
actly what they were at, and though we
retired into the drift again we had but
little hope. There was enough soil and
rock to fill the ravine ten feet deep, and
of course we should be blocked in. There
were crevices in the overhang. Into
some they drove wedges and into others
they put powder, and at about 1 o’clock
the whole mass came tumbling into the
ravine with a mighty crash. In an in-
stant all light was shut out, and both of
us felt that it was goodby to the world.
The rush of air had blown out our candle,
and we sat there in the awful darkness
for a quarter of an hour before either
spoke. I had expected the fall to shut
off the air, and finding that 1t did not do
8o 1 relighted the candle and crept to the
opening. 1t was not blocked by a rock,
as I feared would be the case, but by
brush and dirt, and there was enough air
coming in to flare the light.  There was
something hopeful in that, and yet we
were in a bad fix. We had each slaked
our thirst from the water dripping down
the rocks before entering the drift, but
there was none to be had inside. Our
provisions consisted only of flour and raw
pork, and we kuew that we had from
eight to ten feet to go to get to the sur-
face of the debris. We had a pick and
shovel, but the drawbacks were so0 serious
that it was hours before we set to work 1n
earnest.

Our drift was a hole not much larger
than a flour barrel. While one worked
at the mouth of it the other had to pull
back the dirt. The Indians had dragged
up a lot of logs and limbs, and piled them
on the overhang before blasting it off.
Almost the first thing we came upon the
trunk of a green tree the size of a tele-
graph pole. We had to cut through it
with our knives, and the work was pain-
fully slow. Thomas had a watch, and so
we kept track of the passage of time.
We worked until 10 o’clock at night and
then went to sleep without daring to eat
a mouthful. The dry flour .or the salt
pork would have but added to the thirst
which was already parching our throats.
At 7 o’clock next morning we began work
again. - It was high noon before we got
through the log. Then came rock and
dirt and small limbs. The rocks were
fortunately small enough lo be rolled into
the drift, and the other refuse had to be
stored there as well. We did not suffer
in the slightest for fresh air, but by night
of the second day hunger and thirst had
used us up. We had simply made a be-
ginning toward escape. It was all we
could do to restrain ourselves from eating

the pork, and we had divided a candle
and begun nibbling at it when something

same time they would put two or three:

happened to frighten and overjoy us at
the same time. Water appeared at the
bottom of the ravine, coming from the
north end. It was little better than
liquid mud, but it quenched our thirst.
It began to flow faster and faster, and
also to drip down from above, and pretty
soon we concluded that it was raining
heavily outside.

It had not only been raining all the af-
ternoon, as we subsequently ascertained,
but toward night there was something
like a cloudburst. Our ravine was a
patural “drain from the high ground at
the north to a bit of valley at the south.
It being obstructed, the water dammed
back until it was several feet deep over
five acres of ground. As soon asit began
running along the bottom we suspected
what might happen and got into the drift
and blocked up the entrance as well as
possible. . At about 9 o’clock in the even-
ing, after the dirt had been loosened up,
the dam gave way with a great crash, and
the waters peured through the ravine like
a millrace. 1t was deep enough to flood
mto our drift until it was up to our ears,
and for ten minutes we expected to be
drowned like rats in a hole. When we
could crawl out into the ravine we found
a foot of water running through it, as it
was still raining, but the rush had cleared
it of everything which had fallen from
above. Rocks weighing half a ton had
been rolled into the valley like pebbles.

We did not leave our shelter till morn-
ing, and then it was to find the Indians
gone. No doubt they felt sure they had
put an end to us, and but for the cloud-
burst we should have left our bones
there. We got away to Austin and offer-
ed our mine for a thousand dollars—five
hundred—one hundred. No one wanted
it at any price. Years after, when redis-
covered and properly entered, it sold first
for $15,000, then for $28,000, then for
$50,000, then for $125,000, and three
months lator an offer of half a‘million
was refused. We saved our scalps, but
the wealth was left for others.

¢ MISSING.”

Just at noon, as we lay anchored on
the Banks with trawls out and the weath-
er as fine as you ever saw it in that
treacherous locality, a derelict drifted 1n-
to view. The current brought her down
upon us until at one time we feared a col-
lision, and when she drifted past you
could have tossed a sou’wester on her
deck. She was a lumber laden bark, but
waterlogged until her decks were almost
awash. All her masts were gone, most
of her bulwarks carried away, and hang-
ing to her and drifting with her was half
an acre of wreckage.

‘‘ Dismasted in a gale—sprung a leak—
all hands took to the boats!” was. the
criticism passed upon the derelict as it
floated away.

There is something horribly lonesome
in the looks of a wreck like this. A
wrath greater than man’s has been wreak-
ed. She cannot sink, and she is not
worth saving, and she must go drifting
and drifting, a prey to the currents, a
buffet for the waves and an object of ven-
geance to every gale. She may drift for
months and months before her bones tind
a lee shore and the tread of the wreckers
echoes along her decks.

The bark drifted off the west of us for
a couple of mileg, and then a counter cur-
rent caught her and carried her to the
east. She held her course for about three
miles, and then was caught again and
carried to the north. It was as if a
wounded whale seeking rest but unable
to find it was towing her. Some of us
were still looking at her when she was
blotted out of sight in an instant. 1t was
the fog which had enveloped ler— that

on the Banks with appalling suddenness
and turns noonday into midnight. In ten
minutes more we could not see each other
at arm’s length.

What adds to the weirdness of a fog is
the uncertainty of sound. The eyes ache
to pierce it, but the eye of neither man
nor beast nor bird can penetrate that
strange darkness. The ears seek to lo-
cate the sound of whistle or foghurn, but
it may be to the right, the left, in front
orin rear. One simply stands aghast at
his own helplessness—at the hidden
menace above, below and all about him.

An hour had gone by when we heard
the deep bass of a great steamer’s fog
horn and a few minutes later the thrash
of her propellers. She is miles away,
but the sounds travel along this fog as'if
it were crossed by a thousand telegraph
wires. Of what use to sound her fog
horn ? It is a great steamer driving over
this placid sea and through this midnight
darkness without checking her speed _in
the slightest. There are fishing boats in
plenty, but all at anchor and all helpless
to move out of her path. The notes of
their fog horns may reach the officer on
the bridge, but how is he to locate them ?
How can he see or know until the bow of
the leviathan looms up over the rail of
the little fisher and gives him no time to
call upon his God to receive his soul ?

The steamer is headed across our bows
and too far away to make us nervous. If
it were daylight she would loom up
grandly, and from her cutwater would
spurt away a long, thin curl of dark blue
water, which would turn to foam as it
fell. We should catch sight of hundreds
of people on her decks, of the officer on
the bridge, of the black smoke trailing
for miles behind. We should dip our flag
to the monarch of the sea and wave our
hats to the happy people, and hats and
handkerchiefs would be waved at us in
return. The fog enshrouds them, but
there is no fear. They make merry over
it as they gather in the grand salon.
Crash ! Half a dozen men on our decks
shriek like women as the sound is borne
to our’ears, and every man’s heart stands
still for the next fifteen seconds. Then
comes down to us one awful cry—a terri-
ble chorus of shéuts, shrieks and wails of
despair. Itis acry which is drawp out
for half a minute and ends in choking
sobs. Then all is s0 quiet that we seem
to have been engulfed—to be resting
fathoms deep on the bottom of the sea—
to be dead men striving to look into each
other’s faces as we incline our heads’ to

listen, M. Quap,

ghostly, ghastly veil of death which rises|.

—_—
TOLD IN JINGLING RHYME.

The Log of the Gallant Ship Chili
One of the Crew.
Below is published, b
v 1 » by request of numer.
ous friends, the log of the British h:rrg
Chili, now ]eav_lng tor home, on her outwarg
voyage. The incidents of the trip, day I,
day, are faithfully recorded by John Cap.
negie, A.B., a ‘“South Spainer ” ;
Twas early in the summer
Of the year of '92,
When the Chiii, for Vancouver Isle
To sweet London bade adien,
We had to beat down channel
G.;amet head winds all the way,
Until we got a Yankee slant '
Across old Biscay's Bay,

as Kept py

The N. E. trades blew gallant]y
The weather clear amg1 ﬂne,L .
We had a pleasant, passage
§ ‘Tlll We got close to the Line;
Twas then a sad calamity
Our gallant bark o’ertook,
Death hovered o’er our littie ship
And bore away the cook.
It was a sad and solemn sight—
A deatt upon the wavc—g
But we gave him all the honors
Of a British sailor's grave,
Whilst our captain read the funeral prayer
The ship hove-to did lie, ’
Ap‘d till his body buried was
The flag iew half-must high,

T)'ne burial service over,
The flag rose to the peak,

And we bore away upon our course
Cage Horn’s cold winds to seek

The S. K. trades blew fresh and clear
Assouthward on we sped,

Argd almost every bound she took
She buried her’fo'c’stle head.,

When we were 45 days out

We got a south-west, gale,
And as the wind was right abeam

We had to suorten sail.
Our watch were in the fo'c’stle

Taklpg their mornin meal,
When she teok a sea aboard

hich washed John Pender from the wheel,

We eighted Staten Island's shore
One cold and dismal morn,

Next day we passed that 1sl.nd bleak
And steered straight for the Horn.

We sighted Diego Rainirez,
An iceberg, too, we passed,

Then hauled her head up W.N.'W,,

und Cape Ho n at last.

We gnt a few good gales of wind
_And I'd Ji-e L0 lengs ou know
That one day, with & cold south wind,
_ We got ufall of snow.
For fourteen days we ot head winds
And plenty of sail dill,
For ge.ling to the nor'ward here’s
Like climbing up a hiil.

But everything, with patience,
Comes unio him who waits,

And soon we'll get a wood fair wind
It it should ple -se the fates.

Sllll climbing to the nor’ward,
vU,p. up the hill we go;

We've sither got a perfect calm
Or else a heavy blow.

Yet still with perseverance,
And trying with 2 will,
We'll reach’the 5. E. trades at last—
he summit of 1he hill.
We sighted Kaster Island,
An islet rich and fair,
Out in the blue Pacific,
It calmly nestles there.

We got three days of heavy rain,
With which we washed our clothes,
And then from cut amidsc the dirt
The S. E. trades arcse.
They bore us on right gallantly,
Till far across the line,
And gave us quite a pleasant spell
Uf weather, diy acd fine.

In eight degrees North latitude,
Welostthe =. E. trades,
And 'gainst dead calms and light head winds,
But little progress made.
A fresh breeze from the nor'ward,
Then helped us on our way,
But then that wasn’t very good,
As her course she would not lay.

L

Still standing to the Westward,
Upon the starboard tack;

Instead of making a straight course,

We made an oblique track.

With baffiing winds we battled,
For two or three weeks more,

Till on a cold October’s morn,
We saw Vancouver's shore.

We passed the famed Cape Flattery,
And close the shore did hug,
But a head wind blowing through the Straits,
We had to take a tug,
Which.towed us up abreast the town,
Ard in the pouring rain
She whistled “Let our hawser go,”
And we made sail again.

Till early in the morning,
A Sabbath calm and clear,

A h.l.tle tow boat cailed the ** Hope,”
Right out to us did steer.

He gave us his good tow rope
And towed us to the shore,

And all knew as the 82ils were furled,
Our passage it Was o’er.

And glad was every sai or,

1o port again to be.
After a dreary passage of

One hnndred and firty-five days at sea.
And now my yarn is finished,

As our ship comes to g halt.
For we've dropped our starboard anchor,

In the Harbor ot Esquimalt.

—JOHN CARNEGIE, A, B,

—
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. GABLE CORRESPO)

m:erll Revolt Against (
give Home Rule—Hjy
Cotton Spinners.

tion Resolution to
‘Comnservative Caucus—P
Phenomena.

LoNDPoX, Dec. 9. —The court
js brightening up under the un
rent of dinners and receptions g
Jong list of successive guests at
The Queen shows a buoyauncy o
known for many years.
the Queen has authorizzd Lad
the first wife of the Duke of
to assume the title of Duchess
ough. This’shows the Queen’d
the position of the first wife.

; , Baroness de Requez, mothero
tk, says her daughter is stil
ble to take food. Mr. Foste
erican Secretary of State, in
American legation to intervene
Mrs. Maybrick. The British §
State declined to interfere, sayi
was in the hands of the Home 8|

The Umbria passed Browheaq
The passage across the Atlanti
in five days, twenty-two hours|
minutes. This is held tobe thg
for & single screw sieamer sin
when she made the passage to
in six days one hour and fifteg
This time she has now reduced
minutes, according to the time
P‘“’ch given from Browhead.

A dispatch from Calcutta say|
Government, in replying to t
of the currency association, ded
assurances as to protective mea
currency in case the Drusse
comes to naught.

Sir Edwin Reed publishes a
displaying a revolt on the pa
Liberals. He declares that he|
Commoners will not be a par
rule giving Ireland control of ag
than domestic affairs.

The Times’ Paris correspondd
Chevillard, who was formerly
Barbe, the agent of Viau, d
Barbe in 1888 took him to ti
France and compelled him to
cash Baron Reinach’s check {
for 550,000 francs. Sonme nf
Barbe showed Chevillard a lett
Martin threatening an exposuy
for accepting a bribe, and comp
land to write a letter denying
ever signed a check for Burbe.

An Irish Home Rule bill has
and circulated among the mem|
cabinet.

A prospectus has been issu
Cecil Rhodes for a compaay ha
of 2,000,000 shares, to Le allott
000 are subscribed, to enable ti
tion of a cable to Uganda.

A month has elapsed sioce t}
of the great cqtton lockout.
be no nearer ?‘dettlemem than
ginning. Perfect order has bee
thronghout the surrounding d
the Amalgamated Associatiof
Spinners receive regularly w4
pay there is little suffering a
There is another side to the s
bkight. Forty thousand of no
hands are idle through the sa
with no treasury to draw upon.
dition is pitiable, and thousan
men, women and children, are
almost to starvation. Their p
hold effects, and even parts ot
ing, have gone to the pawn
money to buy food. The little
raised was soon spent, and star
idle working pecple in the fa
mill towns non-union miil
parade the streets and solicit
severity of the weather now prg
to the distress. Application w
terday to the magistrates at Old
warrants against operatives i
borough rates. The magistrs
them and told the bail ff to
when the strike is ended.

The annual Conservative ca)
as the union of constitutional
will open on Monday at Sh
party managers, who have resig
and file for a protectionist pl
been obliged to give way. Thd
protectionist, the leaders fear
protection as a definite party
enable the Liberals tosweep tH
the next general election. E
tion in favor of fair trade was
gerous.  Eventually, however,|
displayed at the agricultur.l co
now pervading the party compd
tral executive to accept the
the protectionists in spirit, tho
form. One of the resolutions
submitted to the caucus decls
trade is against the best intd
working classes of Great B|

It is rd

A Bad Cold

If not speedily relieved, may lead to serious
issues. Where there is difficulty of breath-
ing, expectoration, or soreness of the throat
and bronchial tubes, with a constantly irri-
tating cough, the vexiy best remedy is Ayer%
Cherry Pectoral. It removes the phlegm,
soothes irritation, stops coughing, and in-
duces repose. As an emergency medicine,
Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral should be in every
household.

““There is nothing better for coughs tham
Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral. T use no other
preparation.”—Annie 8. Butler, 169 Pond
st., Providence, R. I. .

“I suffered severely from bronchitisg
but was

CURED BY

Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral. Itsaved my life.”
—Geo. B. Hunter, Goose River, N. S.

““ About a year ago I took the worst cold
that ever a man had, followed by a terrible
cough. The best medical aid was of no
avail. At last I began to spit blood, when
it was supposed to be all over with me.
Every remedy failed, till a neighbor recom-
mended Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral. I took
half a teaspoonful of this medicine, threa
times a day, regularly, and very soom
began to improve. My cough left me, my
sleep was undisturbeg, my appetite res
turned, my emaciated limbs gained flesh
and strength, and to-day, thanks to the
Pectoral, I am a well man.”—H. A, Bean,
28 Winter st., Lawrence, Mass.

Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral

PREPARED BY

Dr.J. C.AYER & CO., Lowell, Mass,

Sold by all Druggists, Price, $1; 6 bottles, $&

FARMS FOR SALE—$1,500 will buy 140 acres
of land } mile from railway station ; near
salt water on Cowichan bay ; about 20 acres
cleared land, bilunce lightly timbered; all
arable land ; log house. Uther farms to sell or

rent. Apply Geo. Bartell, M

cPherson, P. 0.,
Vancouver Island, nol0-tf

g 1 expectation is that th|
support reeciprocity principles.
ity with which protectionist
resurgent is the greatest polit;
enon of this date. Mr. Balfo
ably tone down the protectid
<cies, but will renew and accen
claration in favor of bimetal
Ppromises to be among the lead
the Conservative gane.

Temps says: A special
<ommission at Toulon has dec
the use of petroleum as fuel in
sels. Eight out of ten cans {
Ignited from concussion after §
had been fired at protective

In the celebrated Ahls
public - presecutor made
saying among other things thi
no ‘justification whatever in
made that Loewe manufactuf
rifles and sold them to the
Ahlwardt, in his own defence
that he had furnished confirma
Statements and only failed to
his conclusions. He did n
Weaken the confidence of thg
their weupons, but sought to
Wwar office to remove the usele
motion to exempt Ahlwardt fr
ment on the ground that he is
the reichstag will he introdul

y immediately after the ag
of his election.  In passing
Judge declared that nothing
the plea that Ahlwardc had a
Public interest.

@ Austrian press looks for
fhﬂure of the monetary conferen
1t would injure nobody but tH
silver kings.

Jmoph Rubin, a socialist, has
ed4n Vienna for making incendil
atgocialist meetings.

“Chailean Minister of Tureign 4

uriz handed to the Peruvian
faires yesterday an order deli

eruvian Government the g
On the islands of Huunillas, Pug
Pahellona, Pica and Lohes d'A
R order signed by the Chilean
18ter making over the concess

hili according to the protocol




