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Paul Frederick stood in front of a 
Park row cafe usually denominated the 
Second Press club. lie was smoking 
a huge cigar that with the cocktail he 
bad just purchased within had con
sumed his entire capital. The fact 
that he was absolutely without funds 
did not detract from his appreciation 
of the aroma of the Havana. The 
situation lacked the charm of novelty. 
Frederick was too independent to sub
mit to the petty rules governing the 
office. This was his third “vacation"
In four months. Now, with his money 
all gone, he looked down the street at 
The Globe office and wondered whether 
Carson, the city editor, was ready to 
take him back.

As Le looked two men came out of 
the entrance to The Globe. One ran 
round the corner in the direction of the 
Press club. The other started up the 
street also on the run. When the lat
ter saw Frederick, he stopped abrupt
ly. Then he came forward slowly, 
Paul taking no apparent notice of his 
approach. He ranged alongside with 
an evident effort to appear unconcern
ed. “Hello, Paul!" he cried. “Have a 
drink?”

Frederick loo.Vd up with an air of 
surprise wholly at variance with the 
Interest with which he had regarded 
the approach. “Why, hello, Harrigan!” 
he cried cordially. “No, thanks. I 
don’t want a drink; just had one.” He 
blew a cloud of smoke in Harrigan’s 
direction and mentally congratulated 
himself that he had been able to afford 
a good one.

Freddy Harrigan sniffed apprecia
tively, and his face fell. “Say,” he re
marked casually, “it you don’t want a 
drink I can give you a tip. You go 
see Carson quick, and I think he’ll take 
you on. He needs a man, and I’m 
glad I saw you.”

Frederick grinned cheerfully. “I be
lieve you are glad you saw me, Fred
dy.” he said patronizingly; “also I ap
preciate the value of your tip. You 
run back to the office. Tell Carson you 
fourni me smoking a perfecto. I’ll be 
here in front of Oscar's for the next 
twenty minutes. Now, scoot.”

“Ob, I say,” retorted Harrigan, “you 
needn’t be so independent. Here, out 
of the goodness of my heart, I offer 
you a drink and give you a tip. Then 
you turn round and call me a messen
ger boy.”

Frederick patted him on the back. 
“You're a good copy reader, Freddy, 
but you’re too poor a liar to make a 
good reporter. You and Johnson came 
out of the door with much haste. John
ny sneaks arouud to the Press club. 
You start up here, but break to a walk 
when you see me. You make a casual 
play, vju’ve got the price of two balls 
and want to blow it. If you’ve got a 
qua.!.— vh.d late in the week, Carson 
gave it to you for a bait. If he staked 
you, he wants me, aud wants me bad. 
Now, run on and don't forget to tell 
him I’m still smoking up.'

Harrigan went briskly back to the 
office. Frederick went on smoking, 
concentrating his gaze upon the crowd 
Idling in the June sunshine and watch
ing tbe tunnel workmen in Citv Hall 
park.

The smoke served as a barometer to 
Carson, who came up the street Fred
erick could smoke anything from cutty 
to the best of Cuban leaf. Between 
the two lay a hundred shades of finan
cial expression. When he smoked a 
pipe, b ? was tractable. The better tbe 
cigar the less amenable was he to dis
cipline.

Carson clapped him on the back. 
Frederick turned. “Hello, Carson !” he 
exclaimed. “So you did want me, 
eh?”

Carson stamped impatiently. “Don’t 
waste time fencing. I need you or 1 
would not have come after you. Do
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you suppose I can chase the row every 
time I want a new man? How much 
money have you?”

“Enough to buy smokes with. What 
more can I want?”

“The St. Paul leaves In forty min
utes. Get on board. J. II. Philbriek, 
the head of the new copper trust, is on 
the ship. It is supposed he wants to 
get English capital. If you can get the 
story, Fenton, our London man will 
meet you at Southampton. Have the 
story ready for cabling. You do that, 
aud I’ll see you get your job back. 
Now, run for it Pay your fare, and 
Fenton will make good.”

“Haven’t got the fare; only ex
penses,” said Frederick.

Carson looked blank.
“Sneak it!” he said, brightening. 

“Use my card aud tell the purser I 
will make it all right with the steamer 
people.”

“All right. Send it by Fenton, so I 
can square up before I leave tbe steam
er. They might hold me in pawn, you 
know.”

Carson laughed. “All right, but for 
heaveu’s sake get away. You’ll miss 
tlie steamer.”

Frederick’s whistle woke a sleep) 
cabman under the city hall trees. As 
he came across the car tracks Paul 
turned to his companion. “Got any 
small change for the cab?” he asked. 
“Ail I have is one fifty dollar bill.”

Carson thrust a small wad of bills at 
him and bundled Paul into the vehicle.
American line ]Aer double quick. 

Goodby, Frederick.”
Within the cab Frederick smoothed 

out the bills. There was $3. Two for 
the cab left a canital of $7 for the tri». 
He was sorry he had boasted of that 
fifty.• ••••••

About 4 o'clock that afternoon the 
purser of the St. Paul was working 
over his passenger list when Paul 
sauntered in.

“I want to introduce myself as Paul 
Frederick of the New Y'ork Globe,” he 
announced. “No,” as the purser pick
ed up a passenger list; “you won’t find 
my name there. That's why I’m here. 
Mr. Carson, our managing editor of 
the evening edition, found it necessary 
that I should sail on this steamer. As 
I saw him on the street and we had 
no time to go back to the office, a man 
will meet me at Southampton with my 
passage money. Now, I want a good 
berth and, if possible, a seat at the 
table with Philbriek. You fix me out, 
and I'll give you a sendoff in The 
Globe that will make your hair curl 
like a kid glove on a hot stove. Have 
one ?”

The purser bit off the end of the 
proffered cigar as he reached for the 
plan of the dining saloon. Presently 
he looked up with a smile. “I guess 
we can fix it,” he announced. “I can 
put you at the right of Miss Philbriek. 
Here is your card, and I will instruct 
the table steward. By the way, I can 
give you a stateroom near the Phil- 
bricks on the promenade deck. No; 
no thanks. I’m only too glad to oblige 
The Globe. Drop in on me any time.
I can give you plenty of good stories.”

Paul went back on deck with a self 
satisfied smile. He was only sorry 
that his table seat was next the 
daughter instead of the father, but 
she might be a good way of reaching 
the old chap.

At dinner he quite forgot to be sorry. 
Miss Philbriek had bewitching blue 
eyes and a smile that made copper 
trusts seem of small importance. He 
congratulated himself that here was 
tiie chance to combine business and 
pleasure.

That night in the smoking room he 
borrowed $5 from the purser and won 
forty. The next day success still fa
vored him.

“I could make a nice little pile this 
trip,” he said to himself, “for I am 
staying in luck, if I did not have to 
give so much time to Philbriek—and 
his daughter.”

Whether the latter occupation was 
business or pleasure he did not trouble 
to explain, even to himself. 
*••*••• 
All was bustle in The Globe office. 

It was just after 12, and the night 
editor was standing by the telegraph 
desk. Fenton, the head of the London 
office, had cabled that the St. Paul was 
due at lier dock by 1 in the morning. 
Allowing for the difference in time,
■ in- story, if Frederick had secured it, 
should be coining in. At the adjoin
ing table the operator was reeling off 
small paragraphs. Suddenly' he looked 
at the editor.

“Here it comes,” he said quietly. 
“The cable office is calling.” And he 
readied for a fresh pile of paper.

The night editor leaned over his 
shoulder then to read the first few 
sentences. Then he rushed to the 
speaking tube leading to the mechanic
al <: parlmvut. “Save two columns on 
the first page,” lie called to the makeup 
man. “Frederick's story is coming in 
full.” Then he lit a cigar aud went 
back to the telegraph desk to see that

■ io* rcide got a way quickly to the copy 
| readers. Rapidly the operator took 
. «low,1 the long dispatch, which told in 
I condensed form much of the plaus of 
j tlie <• ‘pper magnate.
I it was tlie first full story that had 
I been printed. Finally the operator 

marked tlie tailpiece which indicated 
! tiie end of a story. Then he laughed 
I as lie reached for a fresh sheet, and 
j tiffs is what he wrote:

C'.'ir- r. r’c’ e. Now* York: 
hl' ' ' • An guarding Philbriek from other

- -1 v :» the girl. Engaged to
j r.!.. !. -a un me.

**\\ c.I.** Luighi'd Carson the next 
n « jr:. : : : _r ::s hu r^ad the dispatch, “I 
giicbs i ;-vdu;\uu uade a double scoop.”

IN THE 
DEVIL’S
CALDRON

^ MMi B) George Neville * i» V ^
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“Tlie prisoners arc out! They've 
broke jail!”

The ci v was picked up by a score of 
voices and carried down tbe long, nar
row main street of Cimarron—to the 
gambling dens, where players dropped 
their cards and grabbed their guns;

fifth figure, the one at Wolfe's side, ' 
stirred restlessly, tlie red and purple j 
blanket was tossed aside, and a beauti
fully carved arm was thrown above a 
mass of raven hair. It was Coiielfita! 
Maguire drew back. To slfta t men 

] down in void blood was one th ug—lie 
I had done it before—but she was a wo- 
j man. a v,email who had done nothing 
j lint love too well tli'u, man cf a m e 
i not lier own. The c'ceri ,' had seen tlie 
! firearms scattered about tlm campfire. 

And if the outlaws fought the girl 
would lie in tlie midst of it.

He crept back to liis men. There 
was a whispered conference. Eight 
men carefully looked over their guns.

! Then, dropping on their stomachs, they 
1 slid noiselessly to tlie edge of tlie cal- 

(Iron and surrounded it. Tlie steel gray 
light had changed to rose color win'-, 

to the danecliall, where the music stop- j jjaguire’s voice echoed sharply down 
ped with a crash; to the office of the 
Windsor hotel, where traveling men 
suddenly lost interest in a lively yarn; 
to the ill lighted shops, where mer
chants locked safes and tills and pre
pared to join in the man hunt. There 
was need of many deputy sheriffs in 
San Miguel cemty in those days.

It was 9 o’clock when the alarm was 
sounded. It was midnight before truth 
and fiction had been sifted aud the 
women of Cimarron knew the worst.
Every ablebodied, dependable man in 
the mountain town had been sworn in 
either as a member of the sheriff’s 
posse or of the patrol which guarded 
the town.

On a cot in his office lay Heynman, 
the county jailer, lie was encircled 
by stern faced men. A notary public 
was taking bis last statement, setting 
forth that Ilandall Wolfe, Jose Boday,
Manual Sanchez aud Filipc Montez 
bad choked and gagged him while 
making their escape from the San 
Miguel county Jail. Later, at the cor
oner's inquest, the attendant physician 
testified that had Heynman been in 
ordinary health the fracas with the 
desperadoes would not have proved 
fatal, but the poor fellow was a 
“lunger” who had come to Colorado 
for his health. The gag had caused a 
hemorrhage.

The fugitives had been sentenced 
for six months or less on petty charges, 
and public opinion laid the exploit at 
the door of Wolfe, handsome, daredevil 
Randall Wolfe, who had dropped into 
Cimarron from no one knew where, 
with plenty of money and a fondness 
for shooting at lamps in store win
dows. Soon after his arrival he had 
married one of the most beautiful 
Mexican girls In the vicinity, and they 
bad settled down to a somewhat bo
hemian housekeeping in a picturesque 
cabin among tbe river willows. All 
this had happened months before 
Wolfe had shot the lamps in Brown’s 
drugstore, thereby starting a conflagra
tion and landing in jail. And now 
Conchita, she of the great wistful eyes 
aud the lithe, graceful figure, had dis
appeared from the cabin among tlie 
willows. People said that in her hour 
of disgrace she had gone back to lier 
own people, who lived across the state 
line.

Two days, and three, slipped by, and 
one posse after another rode wearily 
into town until only Sheriff Maguire 
and a few picked men hung desperate
ly on the trail of the outlaws. These, 
too, were becoming disheartened when 
in the steel gray of an early dawn they 
followed a wood hauler’s trail to the 
Devil’s caldron.

A circular pit was this, its bottom 
reached only by rocky paths such as 
mountain goats or fugitives alone 
would tread. On one side the walls 
dropped sheerly full fifty feet, and at 
one point a clear mountain stream cut 
its way through solid rock.

Maguire had ordered the horses 
staked a mile back iu the thick timber, 
and as the posse drew close to the pit 
lie motioned his men to halt. Then, 
dropping on his hands and knees, lie 
crawled to the edge of the precipice 
and peered over. What he saw sent a 
thrill of exultation along his nerves.
Near the smoldering tire lay tlie three 
Mexicans, while on the rocky ledge, 
slightly above them, lay two other fig
ures, one of whom he could easily 
identify, even in the dawn's uncertain 
light, as the stalwart Wolfe. The fifth 
figure he studied carefully, but it was 
hidden by wrappings of gaudy blan
kets. But Maguire, recalling the sullen 
Mexican wood hauler they had passed 
far down the ravine the day before, 
know that tbe outlaws bad been pro
vided with food and tidings from tbe 
outer world. Then, turning his - gaze 
on the zigzag mountain trail ending 
within two feet of his hand, the sheriff 
smiled grimly. His prisoners wera 
neatly trapped.

But the smile died suddenly. The
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Severe Pains 
in Left Kidney

Mr. Ellis Gallant, Paquetville, Glouces
ter Co., N.B., writes : “I feel it my 
duty to write you, as I have received much 
benefit from the use of Dr. Chase's 
Kidney-Liver Pills. I was taken three 
years ago with a pain just below the ribs 
of the left side, and right over the kidney. 
At first it did not cause me much suffering, 
but a year ago the pain, at times, was very 
severe.

“ After hearing repeatedly of the value 
of Dr. Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills, I de
cided to make a trial, and after using two 
boxes the pain had completely disappeared 
and I am well, thanks to this remedy. I 
have also used Dr. Chase's Ointment, and 
found it worth its weight in gold. You 
may publish this letter if you like, as it 
may induce some other sufferer to profit 
by iny experience.”

You cannot possibly make a mistake in 
using Dr. Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills for 
derangements of the kidneys, liver and 
bowels. It has proven itself worthy of 
the most hearty endorsement of thous
ands of people. One pill a dose, 25 cents 
a box, at all dealers, or Edmanson, Bates 
& Co., Toronto.

Dr. Chase’s 
Kidney-Liver PilSs

the rocky walls of the pit. The fugi
tives sprang tr their feet.

“Might as well come up and sur
render, Wolfe. We’ve got you sur
rounded.”

Wolfe threw back his handsome head 
and gazed upward where the first 
beams of sunlight touched the dwarfed 
pinons. He saw eight set faces and 
eight guns. He dropped his own weap
on, with a bitter laugh, and stood, with 
folded arms, staring straight at Ma
guire. When at last he spoke, the 
sheriff, even with the thirst of the 
man hunter upon him, caught himself 
wondering how that voice would sound 
in legislative halls.

“It’s no use to surrender, Maguire.
It means the gallows now. Conchita 
told us about Heynmau’s dying, and 
maybe you won’t believe us, but we 
didn't mean to kill tbe fool. By heav
en, I couldn’t stand being cooped up 
there! Another day'd have set me 
mad. When he brought the supper, we 
just toppled him over, for a lark, but 
it’s turned out an annoying one. We've 
got to pay tlie price, I suppose, but 
Conchita”—his voice seemed almost to 
tremble as it floated up to Maguire— 
she followed me here, and now—well,

I reckon you’ll give her a chance to 
get up there safe.”

Maguire nodded grimly. He knew 
what those words meant. Wolfe 
meant to die fi_hting. There would be 
no surrender. The men of tlie posse 
kept a sharp eye on the Mexicans, who 
now seemed too stunned even to pick 
up their firearms. Maguire kept his 
gnu trained on Wolfe as the latter 
stood a moment in earnest conversa
tion with Couchita. He saw something 
white slipped into her hands and scent
ed treachery, but as she pushed the 
packet into the bosom of her gown he 
saw that it was merely a bundle of 
papers or letters.

Without looking at his companions 
and with Maguire’s gun still aimed at 
his heart, Wolfe led Conchita to the 
narrow goat path. She took half a 
dozen steps, then paused, turned and 
stretched out her arms. Eight deputies 
imperiled their lives by closing their 
eyes.

Couchita sprang up the path and 
without looking back dashed into the 
undergrowth on the summit and dis
appeared. A second later there flqpted 
up to Maguire Randall Wolfe's tmint
ing tough. He swung round on the 
cringing Mexicans.

“Fight, you cowards!” he cried and 
aimed at Maguire. The fusillade was 
on.

• •**••*
The next day a ghastly quiet hung 

over Cimarron. The coroner had rid
den to the Devil's caldron, and four 
bullet riddled bodies lay ip tbe town’s 
small undertaking establishment. Tbe 
armed guards still patrolled the town. 
The members of the sheriff’s posse had 
been spirited away to Denver, Pueblo 
or Canon City. A dozen reporters from 
city dailies were on the scene. There 
was talk of a Mexican uprising.

A newspaper man who had been 
talking with the postmaster suddenly 
struck off in the direction of the river 
and the cabin among the willows. He 
was on the trail of a story, the true 
story of Randall Wolfe. Conchita met 
him at the door with eyes more wistful 
than ever and a pathetic droop about 
her mouth. I5ut that mouth took on a 
determined curve as the reporter talk
ed. She shook her head.

“But,” he persisted, “did Wolfe never 
fell you anything about bis people in 
the east? He got money from them, 
didn’t he? Ilis mother wrote to him?”

Still no answer. The newspaper man 
tried another tack.

“He’s left you nothing, I hear, and 
it isn't to be supposed that his people 
will help you.” He drew forth his 
purse. “Now, I’d be glad to help you 
out if you'll answer a few questions.”

The Mexican woman rose and threw 
open the door.

“There is nothing to tell—nothing.” 
The newspaper man shrugged his 

shoulders and walked out into the sun
light. He knew the woman lied. She 
watched him through the yellowing 
willows. Then she closed her door and 
crossed to the fireplace. From her 
bosom she drew a packet of letters. 
Among them was the photograph of a 
woman with white hair. These she 
laid ou the coals and watched them 
burn. Then she sprang to her feet 
and tore from the wall a picture of her 
dead husband. With hungry eyes she 
studied each crude line, then kissed the 
photograph passionately and, with a 
sob, laid that, too, on the greedy coals.

“Ah,” she sobbed as the flames licked 
and curled tlie blackened pasteboard, 
“mia eat-a, I have kept my word! It 
was all I could do, aud they shall never 
know!"

Then, with her hands clasped about 
her knees, she crouched weeping by 
the dying embers.
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Inc HESTER
REPEATING SHOT GUNS

are cheap in price,but in price only. “Take Down” 
guns list at $27.00 and Solid Frame cons at $25.00, but 
they will outshoot and outlast the highest priced 
double barreled guns, and they are as safe, reliable j 
and handy besides. Winchester Shot Guns are made 
of the very best materials that can be procured, a 
thoroughly modern system of manufacture permitting 
them to be sold at buyable prices. & &
FREE—Send name and address on a postal card for 164 page illustrated catalogue.

WINCHESTER REPEATING ARMS CO., NEW Haven, Ct
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A NATIONAL TRIUMPH
The Bicycle revival has brought one important fact be- 

ore the public—the superiority of Canadian wheels.
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Three quarters of the bicycles in use m Canada today are 
of Canadian manufacture, built by Canadian mechanics.

PERFECT, GARDEN CITY and DOMINION, are all 
Canadian wheels. Are built right—run right and sell at a 
right price.

THE LOUNSBURY CO. LTD 
NEWCASTLE.

Just Arrived.

One car of Armour’s

psef and Pork.
Will be sold low to the trade as j 

it was bought before the recent 
advance.

P. Hennessy

s.xeaa a so*

Because St. John’s cool summers, our 
elevated position open to the sea breezes, 
our airy rooms with 21 feet ceilings and: 
perfect, system of ventilation, we do not 
know what hot weather is. There is there* 
fore no better time than just now for takinl 
either of our courses of study.

No Vacations, 
Students can enter 

at any time. 
Send for cata

logue.

S, Kerr & Son,
ODDFELLOWS

HALL

TENDERS
Sealed Tenders, marked “Tender for 

School Building,” will be received at the 
office of tlie secretary of the Board of 
Trustees, district No. 1, Nelson, up to 
noon on the 30th day of July, inst. for the 
erection of a school building in the village 
of Nelson, according to plans and specifica
tions to be seen at the secretary’s office.

The Trustees do not bind themselves to 
accept the lowest or any tepder.

J. P. Bukoiiill, j 
J W. Flett, /-Trustees. 
Peter Gorman. J 

George Rurchill, secretary.
South Nelson, July 9th—3w.

FOR SALE.

One high grade, light bupgie, almost new 
will be foi sale at a bargain.

Also one light wagon for sale cheap.
For any paliiculars apply to this office. 

Newcastle June 13th.

CUSTOM
TAILORING

Mr. J. R. McDonald has moved to the 
rooms ever J. Demers’ grocery store 
where he will be pleased to see his old 
customeis and friends.
PRESSING, CLEANING, REPAIRING

executed with neatness and despatch.
j. a. McDonald.

ANOTHER TESTIMONY -z
| To the merits of

! GATES MEDICINES.
Black River, Jan’y 4, 1902- 

Messrs. C. Gates, Son & Co.,
Middleton, N. S. \

Dear Sirs:— r~-

Not long sgo I had a severe 
sore on my leg, which become so trouble- 
that I was obliged to go to the hospital at 
St. John. Alter remaining some time, 
however. I left no better, notwithstanding, 
the careful treatment there received, your 
agent here, Mr. R. Power, then asked me 
to try Gates’ Medicines.

I began a course of your Bitters and 
Syrup to purify my blood and made 
external applications of your Nerve Oint
ment and Canadian Liniment to the sore. 
Whea 1 had used 6 bottles o! Syrup, 6. 
boxes of Ointment and 2 bottles of Lini
ment the soieness had mtirely disappeared 
from my leg which was completely healed 
except a very small spot. I feel ver#* 
grateful for the wonderful cure this effectjedÉ 
and I certainly think your medicine® 
‘can’t be beat.’ r.

Yours truly,
James Scribner.

If you wish to have pure blood, which i 
the basis of good health, take Gatei 
Medicine». Sold everywhere. Mami 
factored only by

C. Gates, Son & Co., 
Middleton,

N. S.

The famous equilibrist was balanc
ing four billiard balls on a cue, much 
to the amazement of the vaudeville 
audience.

Humph! growled a young man with 
ink nu his lingers, I'll bet lie be can't 
1 a!.nice a set of books.

I

SPEED 
STYLE 

COMFORT

Dunlop 
Carriage 

Tires
Solid Rubber and Pneumatic 
Tires for Cycles, Autos and 
Carriages.
Let us tell you how little it 
costs to get the best 
letter and catalogue.

by

DUNLOP TIRE CO.,
J . '/J TL’
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Tinware,
Enamelware,

Ironware,
I have just received i large stock of the- 

above![goods amlVam prepared to sell at 
prices to suit cash purchasers.

All kinds of tinware made up at short
notice.

REPAIRING A SPECIALTY.
FRANK MASSON.

50 YEARS' 
EXPERIENCE

1
g!y*

Trade Marks 
Designs 

Copyrights &c.
Anyone sending a sketch and description ma 

quickly ascertain our opinion free whether 
invention is probably patentable. . Com muni 
lions strictly confident ial. Handbook on Pat 
sent free. Oldest agency for securing paten 

Patents taken through Munn & Co, 
special notice, without charge, in tli.

Scientific Bin
A handsomely illustrated weekli 
nilation of any scientific jourrX 
vear : four months, £1. Sold b^fl

MUNN&Co.3615-
Branch Office, C35 F St..


