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The Power of the Pres
T was in 1858 or '9 that an English gentleman a -rivd ïn Australia to find a fortune, as he fondIy

hoped, in the niew gold fields. The world had seen no
more exciting tintes than theýp in Auistralia. More than
a hiundred ships iay idle in Hobson's B3ay, deserted by
their crews who, gold-mad, were ruislig hither and
thither in qlust of ricli "P'atches."' Many founid little
fortunes, but the 1-.ngli&h giitl'eian, being a ttnew
chium," as tenderfeet were callcd then, fouind barely
cnougli to keep) his famnily in food. As the good picking
petered out the price of living rose until the simple ne-
ce-sities of 111e were beyond the reach of the unfortunate
unes who, had failed to lstd gold. The Englishmnan
watched his wife in lier heuroiç efforts to, dispute hunger,
dIld flSd sonxietinig upon which their one child, out of
armis, miglît fed.L

Thie boy grew tinner. Even thie habe, still at its
mnother's breast, ceased to, grow.

One day a hall starved Misslonary calit.d at thc Afl t,
begging for food. The mian's wife miace tea-that was
ail she baad to ofler--and set it before the stranger. The
but stood at the edge of the nieyer-nieyer country, wliere
the earth lay dead and Death senmed to brood on the
destrt sands.

The last cruibl and crust had been ücaten and now the
En'tglishIinant sat, lis c1bows ont lits kneves, utte'r1y

The starved crewvs wvere returning to their cleserted
slips and a few mure lifting anclior, but the Englishpxan
lad nuo mouie> for latre to old England for which lis sad
hecart yearuied, anxd toward which his wife's weary eyca
turnied, brimming with britne.

Thu put dog hiad long since died of starvation. Thle
chidren were cryîng for food, and the souuid of their
voices, the saddest, the mueot méelanchol>' souud that
ever simote a miother's ear, was crushing and killhug this
patient, starviug mtothier.

Unie eveing the father fislted a ha'penny* fromn has
pocket and gave it to thc boy to bu> a canâdle. That
was the last bit ofi mone> they had.

Wli(-n the boy camne back front the shop le carricd a
short caindle doue up in at dirty scrap of a Lonrdon new,-
paper. The ilii took it, uinwrapped-( the canitIe, liglited
it and then began, slowly, to smnooth out the wrinkles
in the scrap of paper. Newspapers had long ixxce pas-
sed( uinder tlie liead of luxuries, beyond the reach of the
starving. The printed lines on the soiled scrap seemned
to fasciniate hlmt stranigel>'. B>' the dim light of thc
clip the maýti began to read. This particula.r bit happened
to be toriu front the advertising page, but nuo inatter, it
was readlng, prlnted in Engh1aud, and lie read, one alter
another of the advertisemcents. Suddenly lie sprang Up,
clapped a bauid to bis fordhead, andt called excitedl>',
"Wife ! Wife ! lhere, quick. Rcad that," lie cried,
pointing to a paragraph on thc torn sheet.

It stated briefly that wnomeone and1 sotnebody, solici-
tors, of 1,ondon, desireit the address of a certain Englisi'
mani who had gone to Auistralia in the latter 5o's anid
the naine of the mnan who was wauted, andt wbo was
asked to commumlcate wltb the aforcsald solicitors, was
the Englishmau's naine.

They borrowed moue>' and wrote to London, ;ild
then tIc>' Bat clown and4 starved andI waited weary
wceks for the snswer.

It camte, ut last, as thc wife undt mother lay starvink,

in the neyer-neyer country. TIc>' carrled lier aboard the
slip andI the ship's doctor nursed ber back to lile.

0f course the otbers could eat now, for the slip
brouglit the ncws that the luekicssEnglishmnan was beir
to twenty-five thousaud pounds.

fleld for Taxes
A bit of Western Mistorir thuat te beizg repeated

is WInimî" Mt this tuoulentJ) NVRat the mnoutli of Cherry Creek, on the
D Platte, had been atrugg1lng up througl cactus, tin

cans andI conmun disturbances for something like ten
years. The Civil War brouglit fresh excitemnen t, for
tlere was good figlting in the foothills. -

But wlien the *rar was over and the Indians quieted
dowu the duil mnonoton>' of the camp becamne killing to
the plainsinen.

Once or twice durîng the second decade of lier histor>'
the camp muacle faint efforts to rîsc, but tic Panic-or'
was it the "Crimne"-of '73ý put thc deatli-rattle in ler
throat.

Among lier leadiug citizens, Denver boasted one Mr.
B3rown wlio owned so mudli cit>' land that lic was unable
to pa>' thc taxes. He wantcd to sidc-step, but lic knew
niot how.

It neyer occurred to hua to sui[cide, but le would do
the uext best thing. Hie would bide ont. But despite
bis lest efforts thc tax gatherer would ferret hlm andI
urge hirn to pay up.

FinalI>', in sheer desperation, lie packed lis "bundle"
andI sld down Uic hack bunisters. Hie stole down a aide
street andI entered thc depot by a door uiseit for thc en-
trauce of baggagc. lHe took a ticket for the one train
on the one railway that would take hlm out lu the onl>'
direction a niant might then jouruey b>' rail froua Denver
City'. Blut tlcre's uany aslip twixt aplan and atrip,
and just as Mr.' Brown wus about to hoard the train
Uic tax mnan had huai hookeit. 0f coturse lie was hcelpless.
Like a mani about to jumnp a boardbll be could oui>'
sta>' andI loard it out, and su lie sat dowu and waitcd.
Tfo bc sure Uic>' miglit have sold thec ]andI for taxes, but
nobody wouild ltiy. Iu fuet there was a lot of land ail
about Denver at that tume that nobody was usiug.

llowever, b>' andI b>' the town began to stir. Tabor
fouud thc pay streak, lu Califoruia Guicli that muacle
Lcadville.

Denver begani tu grow. Brown got uip, soltI a few
towu lots, andI patid somethiug on accounit.

Dlenver hegan ta boom. Brown borrowed somne
moue>' front the Firat National, nuilt sorte bouses and
rented theixi ont.

ThecIPunie was followed by a long period of pros-
perit>'. Brown, lu a littie wbile founit that lie was the
largest individuzal ta.x-payer lin Denver.

The spring of 1890 fountI him full of years andI moue>'
in Uie buuk. He glanced about but saw nothing that
woul leur lis name tIuwn througb thc ycars, save lis
sons, stalwart ' ouzng meni wlio promnised to do somne-
thing ofi their own bats.

And sû the aid mari matIe up bis mmid to build a
monument tinte hluaseif antI lie built thc Brown P'alace
Hotel thut coaýt hlmi considerabWe morle than a million in
money. He could do tixis and die, but whcn Uic great
task was finished bie changeit bis tnund. As lic walked,
wldowed, li thc wan ligbt of oltI age, a Iright face
flabed befor him and hcfeU. Buthe dld not die. He
got mxarricit, antI, for what 1 know, livetI hiappy' ever
alter.


