.| Mr. McCormick
| and transdcted his e
| but five daysand s starting back for Daw-
n was unsvent-
ful, that portion of it from Whitehorse
—1down being made in 10} days on a two
horse sled on whieh were eight passen- |
of freight. The
| trail is reported by ‘Mr. MeCormick to

piclau t. He ay-’
very mild, no

ball every day.

ed was had for the asking.

son at once. The trip |

gers and"Soo

| be in fairly good shape for borses and
| sleds; but rather too new  yet .

v (bicycles,

m ‘ u. vh Sh;wy,
ﬁp—'mmdmh that the Boers

| safety valve,

Biding His Time.

always vacant afterwards.

Doyle mystery.

black silk mitt.

eve,

far somewhat of guile,

would bring both ladies.

dering why the expected ones
arrive:

box of eigars.

him down," and ~that he

ber the earth till there is water.

A Merry Time.

gﬁé their employes on

wad ”

which were

worse than cﬂctéupox,
~~|and that hedid not even take to his |
| bed one day on account o}ihe infection ;

| but ate lige a drover al p!dyed foot-
* Mr,McCormick .gs&h ﬁt terms of the
| highest praise of the- treatment of the
| marooned people at the - hands of the
| British Columbia quarantine -officials
and says that everything thet was want-

On being re"Iemd from quarantine
d on to Seattle
ess, remaining

{:. Mr. MeCormick wﬂl remain in Daw-

son the remainder of the winter look-
| ing after his various property interests,
7| one of which is the Portland hotel prop-
*€| erty on Second avenue and Third street.

"It is well that the Vukon is frozen
"lover hard and solid, and that 1t is
sume distance from the North enl of
town to where there is an open piece
of water broad ‘and deep enough for
. | convenient  drowning’ purposes, other-
wise there might 'have been a tragedy
within the past few days, which would
have left ome, or possibly fwo chairs

“The averted tragedy has several peo-
ple and things mixed up in it, and
contains all the component parts for a
{movel by “The Duchess” or a Conan

“ To begin with there is the grnnd old |
incentive, jealousy, raging away like
a river steamer fires when pitch is
burning and a nigger is perched on the
This awful thing 1s still
going on and the young men concerned
are being watched by their friends who
are fearful ot the ‘worst yet. For a clew
for the modern Sherlock Holmes to be-
gin business with, there is the most de-
ligtful thing in the world—a lady’s

The thing that started all this trouble
was & promise made by a young lady
that she would be on hand at a place
named, and would, so the story goes,
accompany one of the gentlemen in
| question from there to the midnight
mass at the Catholic church Christmas
There were two ladies in ques-
tion as well as -two gentlemen, but
both masculine hearts were centered
upon the same lady, dnd besides the
love that is said to be the cause ot
sometimes breaking the organ all to
pieces, there was room in one of them
_The possessor
of the guileful blood pumping apparatus
went to the handeome hero and told
| him that all he had to do was to wait
quietly at the trysting place and he,
the iriend and all around good fetlow,

. This arrangement looked good to the
hero, so he dressed and repaired to the
place of meeting where he began smok-
ing and waiting and after a while won-
did no

At 3a. m, he had consumed
t4wo bottlesof Scotch and reduced to
ashes and bad odors. nearly a whole
He had done more than
this he had taken counsel with himself
and decided that_his friend had ‘‘trun
deserved
death as the reward of his treachery.

In casting about for a mieans of ex-
| termination he thought drowning would
1 be about -the proper..thing, but, as he
can not drown his hated rival he is
waiting with what patience he can mus-
ter till the river breaks up,and if noth-
ing further is done to angment the debt
of hatred will allow the enemy to cum-

Messrs. Stumer & Shenkle, proprie-
tors_ of the Cascade Steam Luundry,
~a
most enjoyable time at their !ace of

| busipesie, - A-fine &
over 25 people and Christmas presents
were distributed to all, ‘there being
{fully 125 articles distributed, some of
ctt Whﬁimchmc

to

Ferretlng Out Mymﬂoﬁ Mur-
. ders Was His Fort.

His Last Article Was -Accurate for
the Reason That He Himself Was
the Murderer.

‘It was in the north some years ago,’’
remarked the chief reporter. ‘‘We had
a man on the paper who was pimply a
crank on homicides, and, hd was more
than a mere reporter, for he had detec-
tivé talent of the highest order. He
didn’t care much for the common
erimes—burglaries, larcenies and such—
but give him a good mysterions mur-
der and he was splendid. Not only did
He have the history of all the famous
murders at -his fingers’ ends, but he
delighted in ferreting out the most
mysterious crimes that ecame within
our province, In every case except the
Lone T am telling about—aud tbere was
a good many crimes 1n that town-—he
traced out the murderer ‘before the de-
tectives even dreamed of his 1dentity.
4] have since -thought the secret of
his success was that he put himself
mentally in the place of the murderer,
s{and reasoned it out from motives rather
Tihan from the ‘clews’ of the ordinary
detective.

‘¢ “There is seldom much method in
murder,’ he once said to me, when ina
rarely communicative mood. ‘Most
men would commit it in about the same
way under the samg circunistances. Tt
is only when a murderer goes about it
svstematically, as do the thugs in In-
dia, that a murder becomes truly
mysterious.’

T once asked him why he did not
become a regular detective.

¢ 1 was born and bred a journalist,’
he #aid, ‘the habit is too strong to
break.’

‘“‘That was literally true in his cave.
Otherwise I might not have fo tell this
story.

“‘Ope morning the body of a fine
looking man was found in an alley ad-
joining the electric light works, in the

very heart of the town. - The afternoon
papers had a chance at .it, but didn’t
make much of it, so I at once assigned
it to Jones—as we will call him. Al-
though he did not show up at the usual
hour, I had no doubt he was already at
work on it, as it was as mysterious a
case us even he could desire. _

“The victim was identified as a tra-
veler, who had just arrived, and, so far
as known; he had no friends or scguaiat-
ances in the town, It was not a case
of robbery, for all his money and valu-
ables were left on his body. There
was a slight contusion on the back of
the head, and a small, needle-like hole
throngh the man’s heart. It was espe-
cially strange that such a crime could
bave been committed in a public thor-
oughfare, while there was absolntely
no'clew to the murderer or his motive.

‘‘But these difficulties were only such
as would ordinarily put Joues on his
mettle,so I did not doubt that he would
have a good account of the affair, I
was therefore somewhat surprised when
he came sneaking in about 6 o’clock in
the evening to see what his assignment
was. He looked worn and haggard,
but denied that he was ill, so I gave
him the murder job, He went out
without a word. :

“I did not see him again that even-
ing. - About midnight I began to won-
der why 1 had not heard from huh, but
only speculated on the possibility of
something having happened to him,
for the idea that ne could possibly tail
never occurred to me., Finally, after
an hour had gone by, I telephoned to
the police station. Word came back
that there were no new developments
in. the case, and that Jomes had not
been there. Sending two men ,out to
hunt him up, I set to work myself to
make a story of the murder from the
afternoon papers, Just then Jones
came in, His step was unsteady and
his face flushed. He had evidently
been drinking heayily-—something 1
never knew him teo do before—but
ratber he was not drunk; rather, he
seemed -at high npervous tension, al-
though outwardly as~ calm as ever.

‘‘I decided to-let this breach of dis-
cipline pass, and merely asked him for
bis murder story, He teplied that he
hadn’t written it. 2

‘¢ ‘Well, get to work on it at once,
I said, -rather sharply.

‘‘Then he really surprised me b} say-
ing that he bad nothing to write be-
yond the hare facts: alieady known.
The police had developed nothing
new, and he supposed that' I had
worked up the story from the evening
papers.

©* *And it has néw come to pass that

langrily.

lyou wait for the po“de

‘minrder case for you?' T dachhned
‘As Yfor the re “in the
‘evening papers, you can “‘fake’t a bet- |
ter story than they had.’ :

|t sat down, in appatent despair,
at his degk. Then I relented ' and cas
joled him a little, begging him not to
spoil his great record by famng on
such a. case,

‘« ‘Phere’s a starter for you,’ I. said,
thiowing him the article I had com-
mienced. ‘Now go ahead and fill that
out with a column description of the
scene.’
¢ (T haven't even visited it,’ be re-
phed Nevertheless, he picked up the
| pages and r1ead them as if impelled by
some - hateful fascination. Then he
took up his pen and made a few minor
corrections. Then, as if totally oblivi-
ous to my. presence, he began to write.
‘As sheet after sheet fell from under
his fingers, I snatched them up, read
them hurriedly and shot them dp to the
composing room. I read rapidly, tak-
ing but small account of the thatter as
lo g as it ran smootbly, while I had
too much confidence in him to quéstion
the accuracy of his statements. I only
realized that he was writing a great ac-
count—the greatest he had ever written.

nermost thoughts of the murder, and.
under his touch every trivial incident

ency that- made the, cause and method
of the crime perfectly plain. .

“«Pirst he deseribed the scene thh
accuracy of detail that weuld have heen.
imposible for one who had not studied
it closely. -The selection of the spot
was explained by the fact that the
bright electric light, streaming through
the wincows of the engine house, made
it impossible for the passer-by to see
into the shadows, Thus, while im-
penetrable darkness screened the assas
sin, the rattle and roar of the machin-
ery near by drowned all sound of the
struggle or the falling body.

¢“The blow on the head, he demon-
strated, must have been from a stick,
while the wound . through the heart
could only bave .been made by one of
those long, fine bladed stilettoes of
Italian make. Furthermore, the fact
that this peculiar weapon was driven
home with a firm. hand, after the vic-
tim had been stunned by a blow on the
head, indicated premeditated and de-
liberate murder, while the theory of
~obbery was disproved by the fact that
the man’s valuables had been un
touched. The only tenable theory,
therefore, was that the motive of the
murder was revenge.

“A more masterly analysis of a case
I never read, but here he branched off
into what I at first supposed to be pure-
ly imaginary speculations as to the
wrong which had led the murderer to
seek the life of the uskvown man.
These seemed purposely vague at first,
but gathered in strength and certainty,
until I concluded that he must: have
some good foundation for them, Start-
ing with hypotheses, he soon began to
state them as facts. He described how
the dead man, a once trusted friend,
had entered the home of another; how
by subtle wiles and deceit he bad stolen
the love of the wife; then followed an
elopement and the breaking up of that
once happy home.

““He told with the bitterness of truth
how the scoundrel had deserted the
erring woman and left her fo perish
alone; how the idea of revenge had
filled the mind of the wronged husband ;
how, himself unpseen, he had followed
every movemert of the intended victim
for months and carefully plotted his
destruction ; how he had ‘decoyed the
doomed man to the town, and to the
very spot . where the murder was com-
mited, and how he bad destroyed the
only clews—a couple of letters in the
pockets of the dead man—and finally
made his own escape, the secret safe in
bis own heart alone.

‘“As 1 read this - remarkable tale
through the conviction forced itself
upon me that this was the absolute
truth. If the writer himself had com-
mitted the deed he could not have
described it miore graphically. Sud-
denly the thought flashed over me—
could he describe such a crime thus
without having, in fact, committed it?

‘““We were alone in the room, I
glagred at Jones apprehensively, He
was, ‘writing rapidly—fercely. His
eyes were fixed, but he seemed to be
looking through and beyond the paper
across which his pen flew, at something
fascinating—terrible! When he fin-
ished it was with a start, as if waking
from a trances I glnﬁced at the last
page, where was final' conﬁrmatxon -of
my fears, 5

“ ‘Good heavens, Jones,
true?’ I managed to say.

' ‘Every word of 1t, as I live,’ he re-
plied, firmly, if faintly.

“ ‘Then you have written the’ war-
rant for your own -arrest,’ I said.

‘*His head @ropped on his desk] but

is this

he said not a word.
¢ *Jones,’ said I, ﬁnally shakmg

.| streets ;

Heé geemed inspired with the very:in=

came out with distinctness and coher- |

bim by the shoulder to- arot
an  nnderstanding - of my
‘emgh to Hang you 18 alpe;
‘in an-Mour the papers wi
in another hour
wiil be after you. Go make
of your start ; ;

* 0.
““It was as'I predicted,*
chief reporter, after a  pause,
daylight a detective called
ascertain the source of that
simply pointed to Jones’ n
book and they went after him
‘“Did they catch him?’’
other, eagerly.,

‘“They found him in_his

a stiletto through his heart,” ai
chief reporter. Ex. g

Sure Enough,

A busy werchant who had
a vacation Yor years, in wh
every othenmiember of his fa
enjoyed an ‘wnnual outing,
to give hims{lf a regt of a
and. started for.the mountains,
When abont a day's jou
home, he received a telegram §
wife to this ‘effect: i
Dear Frank—Our home wag |
destroyed by fire last night. ~
dren and I escaped unh
home at once.
To this, after reﬂgt"tng a
he_replied as follows: £

Dear Maria—What is the use
ing home whefn there is' no
come _to? /Take  the  “ehilds
mother’s, ftay there with them
join you and don’t worry. i
ately, FR

—Youth’s Companion

The lrlsh Pemut.

The Irish peasant is still,
heaven, what Sir Walter Scoft ca
him after the visit of the greif no
to Ireland in the early thirties—he i
still ‘““the gayest fellow in the world
under difficulties and afflictions, ?*
has a cheerful way of regnrdin'eixeum
stances which to others would be most
unpleasant and disheéartening, A peags
ant met with an accident which resulf
ed in a broken leg. The neighbomel
course commiserated him. A :
he remarked, with a gleam of sati
tion in his eye as he regarded the b
aged Timb, ‘‘what a blessing it 18
it wasn't me neck.”’
passion for rhet(&
still induces them to commit to memose®
imposing  polysyllables_ which  th

The peasants’

and grotesque results, I heard a niirses
maid exclaim at a crying child inher
arms, ‘‘Well, of all the ecclesiastieal
children T ever met you're wat ¢
thim.’’ A landlord in the south of
land recently received a letter fsol
tenant in the folloWh)g terms:

Yer Honor—Hopin this finds you
good health, as it laves me at pre
your bulldog Bill has assasamnted :
poor ould donkey. —Ex.

nad Horse Sem Out.

The horse owned by Lew G
which was bitten by a mad dog/
time ago an account of which appea
in the Nugget at/the time, ha
sent up the river ag it was . found o
not only impracticable but almostims

him around Dawsou The very 8§ 2
a dog drove the horse mad and uﬂ'
him to become wholly unmanag ;
It was this horse that stampedéd
stages coming from the Fopksafe
mornings since, an account. of whi
appeared in the Nugget the Samgevels
ing. While hitched in a tem»m“'
Klondike river near the ferry
had got sight of a dog with the
that he kicked and raved untif alf
téning gave way and he was free
Previous to being bitten by
the horse was considered a vef
able one; but two days 8ago
Craden received an offer of
him, he jumped at the oppd tu
“let go.”” I no dogs are met
trail between Dawson :and Whil
the new purchaser will get
ceived for his money. But
event of the .meeting of &8
there is no telling what will &

An old gentleman when pa
little boy selling newspapers at
curner remarked : -

FfAre you not afraid you~
cold on such a wet night,
man?”’

¢‘Oh, no,’’ replied the
newspapers keeps up the d C!

sir. ' —Ex.
RS s 7

- “The Lie Eternal.

A little girl camie in hier
very early to her mother ong ¢
saying, ‘‘Which is the b
to t¢ll a lie or steal?’’ Them
plied that both were sob-d h
tell which was worse. ‘‘We
the little one, ‘‘I've been
good deal about it,.and T've .
it's worse to lie than to ;ml
steal a tbmg, you can -t
‘less yow’'ve eaten it and
eaten it you can pay for it.
there was a look of awe in

b°3

face—‘‘a lie is fmver - Ex

often misapply, with the most amusing §

" harmless

¢ turning

possible to keep the animal and worki§

sven With
the F

ttorney. Wi
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“Prisoner

From Thui
he force of
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‘gight 1t is ap
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ow that eve
jometimes fc
roundings de:
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“I was just
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igpt time I
jtait a prison
out of the ¢co
. ‘“What the
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b he was is imn
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 of a place,
iron barred d
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feeling of de
pver me I se
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racket
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