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POOR DOCUMENT

THE RETURN.
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. The sea lashed the shore with short,
Jnonotonous waves. Small white clouds
passed quickly athwart the great blue
wault like birds borne upon the wind.
fI'he village in the fold of the valley,
which slopes down toward the ocean,
basked in the sun.

Alene at the entrance to the village,
glose to the highway, stood the house
©f the Martin-Levesques. It was a
‘@mall fisher's dwelling, with claw walls
&nd a thatched roof bearing tufts of
®lue iris. Before the door was a rec-
gtangular garden, big as a pocket hand-
&erchief, in which grew onions, a few

‘wabbages, some parsley and a little
ghervil.

The man was away at the fishing,
@and the wife in front o the abode
was repairing the meshes of a great
Prown net, which was hanging against
the wall like an enormous spider’s web.
A little girl of 14 years, at the entrance
to the garden, seated upon a siraw bot-
goimed chair, which was placed for
support with its back against the gate,
was mending linen, such linen as the
poor may have, pieced together and
@lready much darned. Another.urchin,
Ber sister, younger by a Vear, cradled
§n her arms.a tiny infant, which as
Jet, could neither talk nor move its
limbs; and two brats, two’end thrte
years old, sitting face to face upon the
ground, were digging in the garden
#vith their clumsy little fists and throw-
fng handfuls of dust into each’ other's
8yes.

No one spoke. Only the babe, whose .
wister was trying to soothe it to clum-

Ber, cried continuously, with a shril],
#rail little voice. A cat slept om. the
window-sill; and a whole people of

! glies were buzzing about the round

“'{ The mother answered:

4

i

‘ $h beach,

gluster of full blown gilly-flowers, at
the foot of the wall.
_The little girl who was sewing at the
gate suddenly called out:
“Mamma!”
‘“What s
a'" -
“There he is again!”
, ' They.had been disturbed since. the
. enorning by a man who had béen
Prowling around the house—an old than
with an air of deep poverty. ;
had seen him when they accompanl'ed
Rheir father to the moat 8s he started
‘tmh for his day’'s fishing. he mag
“#at upon the edge of the ditéh before
‘gheir door. When they returned from
they had found him still

. - ghere, gazing at ithe house. He seem-

i ‘then, seeing that they thou

For
move;
him a
anhd@ gone

®d to be ill and very wretched.
miore than an hour he did 1

.qnaletactor, he had risen
away, limping on one lag.

. - But soon they saw nim ggajn, retyrn-

Ing with his slow and tited page; he
‘again sat down to wateh them, but this
time farther away. The mother ahd
Der little daughters were sfraid. The

' mother especially tgtménted hergelf

gor she was of a timid disposition, and
her man Lévésque, would not come
Dack from the sea until dark.

Her hulband’s name wge Levesque,
she herself was called Maftin, ahd,the

msighbors had baptized them “the

tin-Levesques.” The reason fis 1

fThe woman’'s first marringe wA.s

"/ & sallor of the nmame of Martin,

went every summer to Newfou
_#o the cod fisheries. Aftor twg

. a daughter hpd be

ébt magriage mo:t T

fter
ich

L ¢o hitn, and then a few
Rhe ‘vessel, the Two Sisters, on W
%ie had safled, disappeared.

fThere had been no news whatever
of the Two Sisters since then; fiona ot

" b her crew was seen agaih, and she Was
.| gonsidered as absolutely lost, wi
1 oft board.

all

Mrs. Martin waited two years for her
man, rearing her children with great
hardship; then, as she was & good, vali-
ant woman, & fisherman of the coun-
| #ry, Levesque, a widower with one boy,

© ~ mad asked for her hand. She was mar-
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{#ed to him and in three yeara two
children came to them. They lived
gaintully, Ilaboriously. Bread was

{ Qear, and meat in their house was al-

| smost unknown. In winter, during the

tempestuous months, they sometimes
yan in debt at the baker's. It was sald
of the Martin-Levesques:

“phey are good imductrious folk. The

‘! Martin can stand no énd of ‘toil and

ual at fishing.”
g the old man

ue hasn’t his
. The little girl, waitcl

| at the gate continued: ‘‘He acts as

if he knew us. Maybe it is segge poor
vil from Epreville or éuzebogc."
knew béttern  No,
parts, she
there, im-

ut the mother

‘no, it was nobody of the,

as sure. As he was 8§

vable as a post, his gaze fixed on
ithe house, the Martin at last S
F $urious, and, fear rendering her bréve,
#he seized a shovel and went out in
front of the gate. °

“X¥hat are you doing there?” &he
eried to the vagabond.
i #$fe answered in a hoarse voice:
“Paking the air. Am I doing any

ng 7’ : ¢ o
Bhe returned: “Why are you beéfore
sy house, as if you Fpy upon us?”

e man replied: “I am haryming no
one. ' Haven't I a right to sit by the
wayside?

Being unable

b

to answer this, she re-

e od to the house.

™ Phe day went slowly. sToward noon
{ #he man disappeared. But he re-
»%ssed the house toward 5 o’clock.
{fThey did not se him again that even-
~“ing. Levesque returned at dark. They
told him what had happened.
. 1t was some fisherman oOr busy-
" body,” he concluded.

| .He went to bed without inquietude.
'fNot so his companion. She was be-
‘get with thoughts of the wanderer who
$8d loked upon her with such strange
_eyes. When daylight came there was
@ high wind; the fisherman, finding
that he could not go to sea, aided his
wife to pepair his nets. Toward nine
o'clock the eldest daughter, a Martin,

ho had gone for bread, came running |

k with affrighted looks, crying:
“Mamma, he’s there again!”
The mother, pale with emotion, said
#0 her man: “Go and speak . to him,
%,evesque, so he will not watch us like
that. It's upsetting me entirely, that
it is.”

And Levesque, tall, with brick-
golored face, a thick, red beard and
@ach blue eye transpierced with a deep

B

®lack well in the centre of it, short of |

meck and wrapped always in woollen
garb because ~f the winds and the
damnness at sea, went out calmly and
approached the stranger. And they be-
gan to tolk.
obildren weatched from afar, “anxious

#nd trembling, : Suddenly the un~

The mother \and the |

known arose and with Levesque came
toward the hcouse. The Martin recoil-

;d with fear. Her husband said to
er:

“Give me a bit of bread and a glass
of cider. He hasn’t had “a bite since
day before yesterday.”

And both entered the house fdllow-
ed by the woman ahd the children.
The stranger séated himself and began
to eat, his lread bent low wiih the full
gaze of all thé others fixed upon him.
The mother, erect, stared at him with
gearching interest; the two Martin
girls, with backs to the door, one
caprryihg thé youngest born, eagerly
kept their eyés upont him; and the two
brats, squatting anfid the ashes of the

arth, -cephed to play with the sooty
ifon pet that they might also turn a
contemplative loek upon him. Leves-
que, taking a chair, démanded:

*You hawve eome a long way, then?”

“] came from Cette.”

“And afoet, like that?”

means, it can’t be heiped.”

“Where were you bound?™ :

“Here.”

“You khow, some one hera?” -

“Perhaps.”

They were silent. He ate slowly, al-
though he was famished, he drank
of the cider after each mouthful of
bread. His face was worh, seamed,
thin'and sunken, and he seemed to
have suffered a at deal, levesque
asked 'him suddenly:

“What fs your name?”

He answered without
head:

“My name is Martin.”

A strange chill shook the mother’s
heart. She took a step forward to see
the vagabond more closely; and there
she stood before him, her.-arms hang-
ing loesely, her mouth open. Nobody

lifting his

“Are you of thgse parts?”’

He answered: “I am
parts.”

And, as at last he lifted his head,
the woman’s eyes and his met and re-
majned fixed, blending together in a
mutual gaze, as if never to be turned
apide. And suddenly, in a changed
voige, frembling and 1low, she pro-
nousded these words: .

“Is jt thee, my man?”’ ¢

e artigulated slowly: = -

‘Pes, 1t i3 L.” ¢ ome

He did not stir from his seat, ‘con-
tinuing to eat. Levesque, more sur-
prised thap moved, stafnmered: |

“fs it thee, Mhaftin?"” . 4

The othdy said simply: oo

by, it is 1.” i

The #gcond husband demanded:
‘““Where you come ffom?” .

‘Bhe firsg husband told his story:
“Ewom the coast of Affica. We were
wreok8d upon a ghoal. Three of us
saved outgelves—Pica Vatinel
me. ‘Amd then I was én by the say-
ages and we were neld for a dozen
yearg. Picard and Vatinel are dead.
Ah English travelier, passing through
the country, folind rhe and brought me
back to Crette. Ard here I am.”

The Maftin was weeping, her face
buried in her apron. Lévesque said:

“Apd now what must we dao?”

Ma¥tin asked: “It is you—you who
are hér men?”

favesius Answered: “Yes it is 7 vl
. ﬁ'p"ay gazéd at dach other silently.
‘M%én Martin, glancing at the children,
who Were in a circle about him, nodded
fodea the two young girls.

“Mhey are mine—those there?* he
acked. . :

Levesque sajds ‘“They are thine”

He did not sise, he did not embyace
them; he metely remarked:

“Zounds, but they are tall!”

Levesque repeated: “What must we
do?”

Martin, perplexed, scarcely knew
better than he. At length, arriving at
a decisjon, he said:

«1 will do according to thy wish. I
dp not desire to do thee wrong. But as
to the hom 11 the same, that is un-
fortunate. Two children are mine;
three are thi To each his own. The
mother—is she thine or mine? I will
congent ‘to whatéver pledde thee; but
the house—it is mine; my father left
it to me; I was born in it and the
papers are at the notary’s.”

The Martin was stfil weeping, with
short sobs, smothered in her blde
apron. The two tall gids had drawn
néar and were regarding the father
with some appehencion, He had finish-
ed eating. He not said in turni

“What must we do?”

An ideh came to Lévesque: “Let us
lgo to the priest; he will dectde.”

Martin arose, and as he stepped to-
ward hjs wife, she thitew herself sob-
‘bing upon hig breast:

“My f, Magtin! It is thesl
podr Mk , it 18 thee

Ahd With Both afms full about him
she held him~-a breath frorm, the past,
a whispér ftom her ydung woman-
hood, the grest rush of tender and pas-
sidnate wmemériés brusquely taking
possession of her. Martin, himself
mueh moved, kissed her on the margih
6f her cap. Both of the children in
the fire-place, heéaring their mother
wéep, began to yell at the same time,
while the ¥ gest, in the arms of the
secon@ hm n girl, voiced an inarticu-
late plaint in tones as

cracked fife. Levesque stood, waiting.

“Come,” he said, “we must set our-
gelves right.”

Martin released his wife from his
embrace, and, as he looked at the two
young girls, them other sald to them:

“At least, you can kiss your father.”

They both approached, cold-eyed, as-

‘tonlshed and soméwhat timorous. He
kissed them, one after the other, on
i both cheeks, with a great peasant’t
| emack. The baby, seeing the stranger
approach, uttered piercing cries, and
| was almost seized with convulsions.
| Then the two men went out together
| As they were passing the Cafe of Com-
merce, Levesque said:

“guppose, meanwhile, we take a 1it-
tle drop?”’

Y am agreeable,” Martin declared.

Entering they seated themselves in
the yet empty room.

“Here, Chicot, two brandies—the
good stuff. It is Martin, who has come
'back, my wife’s Martin, you know—

Mertin of the Two Sisters, the ship
_that was lost.”

And the tavern-keeper, drawing
near, three glasses in one hand and a
carafe in the other, large of stomach,
florid, puffed out with fat, tranquilly
said:

“Hello! you are here, eh, Martin?”
To which Martin replied:
“Yes, I am here,” ,}‘ -
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“Yes, afoot. When you havem’t the |
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Life, snap, push, energy, are all characteristic of this Store.

We have no use for dead and alive business.

We belisve that

nothing succeeds like success. Right now, the very start of the
Lacq Curtain Season, we can offer the economical house-keeper
special inducements. We skip no opportunities to give you the

very best values.

[

Bright Little
Hints for
Easter.

Kid Gloves.
Neck Wear,

Belts, black and colored.
Hosiery, plain and fancy.
Linen Collars,
Handkerchiefs. e

]

Silk Waists;

Belt Buckles, |\

Silk Collar Taps, l

Plain and Fancy Neck
.bons,

Blouse Sets.

Targe Bone Hair Pins,

Side Combs.

Long 8ilk Ties.

Face Vellings.

Taffeta Gloves,

Corsets. BN
Black Sateen Underskirts.
Hose Supporters, 0
Colored Velvet Ribbom, -
Chiffon Foundations.. :

Lace Collars,

Mg
Allover Laces. B
Chiffon, black and white,
Silk Illusion,

Brussels Nefy

Valenci(Tnes -

PuZ an Collar Taps. |
_ Hamburgs. A .

Mourning Veiling.

Brush Binding.

Umbrellas, i

Wrist Bags, ‘L @

Spss. ¥

Taffeta Silks. .

%

Lace Curtains!
N otting’ham, Swiss
And French Make.

SPECIAL PRICES.

2 1-2 yards, value 480, pair, Special ¥Pibe 40c. pair.
2 1-2 yards, value 60c, pair, Special Price 5c. pair,
2 1-2 yards, value 65¢. pair, Special Prige 08c. pair.
sifigle: border, 3 yards, value $1.00 pair Specifal price, 83¢. pair.

single border, 3 yards, value $1.80 pair, Special Prite $1.10 pair.

double border, 3 yards, value $1.35 pair, Special Price $1.16 pair.

double border, 3 1-2 yards, value $1.50 pair, Special Pricde $1.25 pair.
single border, 3 1-2 yards, value $1.80 pair, Special Price $1.50 pair.
double border, 3 1-2 yards, value $2.30 pair, Special Price $1.90 pair.
single border, 3 1-2 yards, value $2.40 pair, Special Price $2.00 pair.
gingle border, 3 1-2 yards, value $2.50 pair, Special Price $2.10 pair.
double border, 3 1-2 yards, value $2.70 pair, Special Price $2.26 pair.
single border, 3 1-2 yards, value $2.90 pair, Special Price $2.40 pair.
single bor@er, 3 1-2 yards, value $3.20 pair, Special Price $2.65 pair.
single border, 3 1-2 yards, value $3.30 pair, Special Price $2.75 pair.
single porder, 3 1-2 yards, value $3.60 pair, Special Price $3.00 pair.
single border, 8 1-2 yards, value $4.20 pair, Special Price $3.50 pair.
single border, 3 1-2 yards, value $5.25 pair, Special Price $4.40 pair.
single border, 3 1-2 yards, value $5.70 pair, Special Price $4.75 pa{r.
single borde_r, 8 1-2 yards, value $7.80 pair, Special Price $6.50 pair}
single border, 3 1-2 yards, value $8. 70 pair, Special Price §7.25 pair.
cream double border, 3 1-2 yards, value $2.40 pair, Special Price

12 pairs
12 pairs
12 pairs
86 pairs
36 patrs
24 pairs
16 pairs
72 pairs
13 pairs
24 pairs
24 pairs
82 pairs
18 pairs
12 pairs
12 pairs
36 pairs
24 pairs
18 pairs
12 pairs
24 pairs
12 pairs
18 pairs
$2.00 pair.
12 pairs
$2.50 pair.
24 pairs
palr,

single
single
single

border,
vorder,
border,

cream double border, 8 1-2 yards, value $3.00 pair, Special Price

white applique, 8 1-2 yards, value $5.70 pair, Special Price $4.75

Curtain Scrim, Lo
White, Cream and Colored.

White Scrim, 86 in., new patterns ...... «v..12¢., 14c., 15c.
Cream Scrim, 36in., new patterns .... ...s «.ev oo wnesllC,, e, 1:C.
Colored Scrim, 48 in., Arabian patterns.... .. onee £UC: B0d 890,
Curtain Nets (double border) .... .... len i . 12 e S0
Curtain Muslins—Coin Spots and Strigcs .... .... 10c, 12¢,, 142, 16c., 1lc., 20c.
Spot and Stripe Frilled Muslin .... .. +.12¢., 18c., 18c.
Fleur de Lis and Stripe Muslin .... sa e300

seee sevs s

ee wee . .o .o deen

New Cretonnes.

Art Sateens, Art Muslins, Figured Repp, Single Width Cretonnes, extra

NOTICE!

Ladies who are
Interested in

Economy

Will find it

To their
Advantage ta
Read our
Announcements
Always.

During the
Present

Month

Some very
Special Bargains
Will be offered.
Notice

This space.

good value. Ncw rattions and colorings.. .... «10c,, 12¢c.; 166, 20c.
36-in. . Double Bordercd Cretonn™ ) .... «cce oses seee oeee o.20c, 22¢, 25C.
Flzur-4 Iepp (£ 73t 738) ceee sdee eee onee
Art Muslins, go~Y valu?) at each price .. ....
Art S-teens—Highly finished, new colors ....

e esse ssss sses

««10¢., 13c., 170., 280,
« 19¢c., 22¢.

sese oo

sess sese seve

Traveller’s Samples of
Lace Curtain Ends.

Twa yards ong. Worth up to $2.00 each. Selling for 20c., 25c., 80c., 85c.,
. 40c., 45¢c. and 50c.

Tailored Costumes,
Coats, Skirts, Etc.

‘' BEXCLUSIVE STYLES.

The success of this store is conclusive proof that goods of style and
quality need not be high-priced. Even though you don’t want to buy, it's
well to keep posted. Drop in and have a look.

New Dress Trimmings.

e essa sdis nv.s 00, Ta $1005
sses eave 80 to 31.00.
oses 8B6c. to $1.25.
L Ll el il e eees18c o BOC
se wese s 8o to 200
16c. to 95c.
45c. to $1.50.
15c. to $1.20.

sess eese scse cessl se

‘White _sllk Applique .eee oo
Black Silk Applique
Colored Silk Applique «... ..
Persian Trimmings ..o ccee ooee oo
Colored Silk GIMPS ccos eeee sres ooee
White and Black Silk Fibre Trimming.... ccce ecee coce oo
White and Black Silk Medallions .cee eees acee coce soce soes cone
Cream and White Applique Lace .cece cces seee oo

cess Sese S50 S6se esew sese csee Bbee

evee Gsse mess evsw woeae
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LADIES' WEAR EXCLUSIVELY AT

ROBERTSON, TRITES &GO, Lt

Opp. Dufferin Hotel, 83 and 85 Charlotte St.

ST, JOHN, N. B.

..20c. §

[ SPORTING. |

THE RING.

v— ——
REMINISCENCE OF OLD TIME

BATTLE,

'Whenever the lovers of the manly art
of self-defence become gossips and the
great fights of ring history are on the
carpet, there is always one battle that
putranks all the rest, writes Dr. Left
Hook. It is the iInternatiomal will be-
tween John C. Heenan and Tom Say-
ers. What Cressy, Agincourt, Water-
loo, Gettysburg and Sedan were to the
destinies of nations this fist fight was
to ring history. It changed the pugil-
istic map from England to America.

Heenan and Sayers fought at Farns-
boro, England, April 19, 1860, for the
champlonship of the world. Heenan
won, although the referee, intimidated
by the English mob, declared the fight
a draw,

The “Benecia Boy,” as Heenan was
ealled, was a famoud American char-
acter. He was a particularly handsome
man, a reputable gambler, and in his
days was the most popular man in his
class. In 1858-59 John Morrisey was
then at the head of American pugilism.
He had established a reputation of be-
ing a veritable bulldog in the prize
ring, and succeeded Tom Hyer as
champion of America. Morrisey’s style
was really of the rough-and-tumble
character, and he was famed as being
almost invincible by his *go-as-you-
please” fighting.

Heenan, who had gained a reputation
as a great athlete and fighter of the
Pacific coast, was brought from there
for the express purpose of fighting
Morrisey. After considerable talk the
men were matched to fight for $5,000 a
side, to take place October 29, 1858, and
they were compelled to go to Long
Point, Canada, to bring off the affair.
It was claimed that Heenan was not in
perfect condition, and although he had
the better of the fight in the early
stages, the bulldog courage of Mor-
risey enabled him to pull through, and
Morrisey was hailed the victor.

Heenan begged and pleaded for an-
other match, and when the Benecia
boy pressed his claim upon his quon-
dam conqueror the latter replied:

“Go and fight Tom Sayers for the
champlonship of the world. If you win,
then I will fight you for $10,000,” and
it was this random remark of Mor-
risey’s that first put into Heenan’s head
the idea of sending a challenge to the
champion of England.

SAYERS WAS SMALL.

At that time Tom Sayers, who was
a very small middleweight, held the
lightweight championship of England.
The immortal Tom had ‘won the belt
and title from Perry, “The Tipton
Slasher,” and had since held them
against Bill Benjamin, Tom Paddock,
ete. The English public was crazy
about Sayers, and Wwere more than
ready to back him against any man
living.

When = Heenan’s challenge reached
England, Sayers was matched for a new
battle with’ Bill Benjamin, and, as
Heenan was the defeated candidate for
the American championship, the JEng-
lishmen were loth to give him a chance,
preferring a match with his conqueror,
Morrisey. However, through the ne-
gotiations of George ‘Wilkes, and his
promptness in posting his money in
support of Heénan, the money was
ratified.

The fight took place early in the
morning. At 7.30 a roar of cheers an-
nounced the advent of Tom Sayers,
who coolly tossed his hat over the ropes
and then entered the arena with his old
pal and favored second, Harry Brunton,
and Jimmy Welch, two as able hench-
men as any prize-fighter could wish to
have in those days. Before the cheers
for the English champion had died
away, Heenan appeared, and there was
a fresh burst of applause. The Benecia |
boy was esquired by Jack MacDonald, '
prince of seconds, and his American
friend, Jack Cusik. A thrill of excite-
ment .went through this vast crowd as
the two heroes of the hour, who had
never set eyes on each other before, !
shook hands and then stepped back to
take a long and careful survey of each
other. The umpires were Fred Falk-‘,
land for Heenan, ahd Johnny Gideon ¢
for Sayers. Frank Darling, editor of
Bell’'s Life, was referee. i

HEENAN'S ADVANTQGE.

Heenan- had the advantage of nearly
forty pounds in weight and five inches
in height. He stood six feet two inches
and weighed 190 pounds, and was 27
years of age, while Tom Sayers was
five feet eight and a half inches and
weighed 151 pounds. His age was 34’
sears. The bout was a most ferocious
one, and after the first round it was 2
to 1 on Heenan. At the end of the
sixth round it was claimed that Say-
ers had broken his right arm, and he
was in a most pitiable condition. Be-
fore they had gone ten rounds both
men were 5o badly beaten and disfigur-
ed that their features were unrecog-
nizable. Just at a time when Sayers
Seemed to be hopeless there was &
surge of the roaring, yelling crowd, and
with howls, vells and oaths and rodrs,
everything was in a very babel. The
mob of spectajors surged this way and
that, there was a wild indiscriminate
struggle twice in the forty-second
round, and reports of what then occur-
red conflict, but there is no doubt but
that the .ropes were cut. In_conse-
quence the referee declared the fight a
draw.

The English sports and English news-
papers have aiways maintained that
Tom Sayers was winning, but the Am-
ericans, and with the strongest evid-
ence insist that the ropes were cut to
save Sayers from a decisive defeat in
the round mentioned.

This battle ended the international
prize fights under the old London rules,
for many years, and the next of any
importance was that between John L.
Sullivan and Charley Mitchell. The
last international fight under the old
rules was between Jake Kilrain and

Tem Smith. ( |

S }
FITZ'S JOKE.

1 saw Bob Fitzsimmons on the scales
Triday, writes Left-hook in the New
York Telegraph. He weighed, in his
pelt, 176 pounds.

“I’ve taken off six pounds in the lit-
tle work I've done today,” he said. It
was in McCoy’s gymnasium.

“Can you make 158, the
weight limit " I asked.

The question started the grand old
man talking., In fact, he became in-
dignant.

“I can make
he blurted.

middle-

R like breaking sticks,”
“1 never weighed mc e

than that, not so much when I fought. '
1 beat Corbett, Ruhlin and Sharkey at i

154. And I’'ll tell you something else.
I can make 133 pounds, ringside, and
beat any lightweight in the world.”

This was a new one. \

“That’s what I can do,”” repeated
Bob. “And TI’ll bet $10,000 on it. Let
any one put up $10,000 that I can’t get
down to the lightweight mark, and still
be strong enough to whip the champion,
and I'll show you something.”

It’s certainly true that Fitz was al-
ways very light for ‘his size, and that
he is a freak in poundagse, but 183 looksa
like a joke. :

Fitz wasn’t joking, though, when he
made that statement,

SHARKEY NOT A HUMORIST.

Tom Sharkey, the burly sailor, and
now passe heavyweight fighter, has
probably offered the scribes more fun
than any other, boxer who has posed
before the limelght in the last ten
years. Tom’s stinginess is one unfail<
ing source of diversion, and a fountain
whence can be dipped {innumerabis
jokes, and his desperate attempts ta
learn the ways of polite society have
furnished material for yaras ad libie
tum. \

Sharkey is notoriously close-fisted,
and hence personally unpopular—but
with what result The sailor, who {f
now perhaps 32 years old, may be all in
ag a fighter, but he has plenty of money
stored up to keep him from want the
balance of his days, and still a young
man, he can enjoy the future as he
wills. Furthermore, the stingy Shar-
key, never known to loosen up and blow
himself in a giddy crowd, provides for
his aged parents and his sisters in roy-
al fashion. There is nothing too good
for his people, apd they, at least, do
not call Tom a misgr.

Bharkey, it is said, is extremely sen-
sitive to newspaper jokes, which is one
reason why the paragraphers delight to
tease him. The one joke which made
him maddest was the following, printed
in a New York paper: ‘Answer to Cor-
respondent—No, Tom Sharkey does not
eat soup with a fork. He prefers a
sponge.”’—Buffalo Inquirer, e
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BASEBALL.
—_—
CHANCE OFTEN DECIDES FATE O%
BASEBALL STARS.

Manager McAleer, of the Browns, was
present at Baltimore the afternoon
Jimmy Collins, the king of all third-
packers, made his debut in the position,
says the St. Louls Star,

Catcher Mique Kahoe, of the samn
organization, played against the oll
Cleveland team the afternoon “Patsy”
Tebeau gave “Rhody” Wallace, the
star shortstop, his initial workout as
an infielder.

The stories both professionals- tlt
make the best reading Tlle two tales
follow:

“I was with Cleveland, and back
gsomewhere in '93—I think that was t\g:
year—we had an off day in Baltimore,
says Jimmy McAlear.

“Most of us took in the ball game be-«
tween the Orielzs and the Loulsvilla
Colones.

McCloskey was nm_naging the Bour«
bonville team, and. that afternoon was
playihg a misfit by the name of Pres-
ton at the third corner. If Prest..2
made one error in the first thrce inn-
ings, he made ef’ht.

“His bag play was the worst I ever
gazed upon. The saddest afternoon
Barry MeCormick ever experienced for
us in the dog days of 1903 w! a dream
compared to the stunt Preston pulled
off.
“It became so bad that for one of the
fow times on record the manager had
to chace an inflelder out of the fray.
McCloskey, after getting rid of Preston
was in doubt who t6 send to third.

“Colling was a member of the Colon-
els, but he was an outflelder and had
no experienc¢e as an infielder. Anyhow
he was the nominee for the vacated
pillow,

“Wow, but the game he put up. He
picked up slow ones, but gathered in
the hard ones as though he had been
holding down third all his life,

“(olling’ success was certainly in-
stantaneous, and from that day to this
he has been king of the third basemen.

Boston has secured Collins from Bufs
falo. He filled an outfleld position with
the Bisons.

“Boston wanted him for right whes
it drafted him. Selee also had Jimm
Bannon. It was a race between Col-
lins and Bannon for the far meadow.

“Bannon, though never considered a
good hitter, was lining ’em out so re«
gularly that Selee placed him in pre-
ference to Colling. Louisville was
howling for help and Selee ‘farmed’
Collins out to that club.

“When Jimmy blossomed out as &
third baseman Selee yanked him back
to Boston. He made room for Colling
by trading ‘Billy’ Nash to Philadelphig
in exchange for ‘Billy’ Hamilton.

“mhat trade, in the light of events
was a hummer for Boston, as Collin(
became even a brighter star = thax
Nash, while all the ‘fans’ know the
prilliant ball Hamilton played for Bos
ton through many campaigns.

“I was playing with Cincinnati thy(
afternoon ‘Patsy’ Tebeau and his ‘In¢
dians’ came along with ‘Chippy’ Mecc«
Garr on the sick list,” said Mike Ka=
hoe. ;

«“Wallace was wi‘h the club.
was a member of its pitching corp,
and I don’t believe that ten minutes
before the game started Tebeau knew
just what player he was going to send
to third.

«Anyhow, his post selection was Wal-
lace:

«We knew ‘Rhody’ as a pitcher, and
appreciated his tininess of size and the
fact that he had had no previous ex«
perience as a third baseman, we starte
ed out to put the ball down his way.

“One after another sensational stops,
followed by a lightning-like pass to
first, did Wallace make.

“We had Charley Irwin, then in the
heyday of his prime, and didn’t thirk

| it possible for any third sacker to out-

field him. Wallace, ti..ough, made him
look like a ‘plater.’
* “Right through the game, and the
series, too, without a skip, did Wal-
lace keep on playing his wonderful
game at third.
| “He was a fixture in a day.
| «McGarr—poor fellow, he’s dead now—
i was passed up for ‘Rhody.’ ‘Chippy’
was a good old wagon, but in a single
afternoon the youthful Wallace shews«
ed Tebeau that he could cover the sta=
tlon infinitely better than the aged Mc~
QGarr.™

“And so Wallace, substitute pitcher,
. became Wallace, regular shortstop.”
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