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The Missourian

By Eugene P. Lyle, JL

The People of the Story

The Missourian, known in every fight as
the Storm Centre. His real name is John D.
Driscoll, familiarly shortened to Din Driscoll.
At the close of the Civil War he finds him-
self a Meutenant-colonel in General Joe
Shelby’s brigade of Confederate daredevils,
gent by his comrades as emissary to the
Emperor Maxmillan of Mexico.

Jacqueline, who is the Marquise Jeanne
d'Aumerle, on a mission of high politics
from Napoleon III to  the the Court of
Mexico.

. Berthe, her maid.

Maximilian, archduke of Austria, occupant
of the New World throne created for him.

Charlotte of \Orleans, the Empress.
Anpastasio Murguia, a Mexican hacendado,
who - acquires riches by running Federal

blockades into Southern ports. He is both | Y

a coward and a miser.
Maria de La Luz, bis daughter.
Rodrigo Galan, brigand and guerilia.
Tiburcio, blackmailer of the nighway,scout
and “loyal Imperialist.”

gade priest of subtle parts.

Micheel Ney, grandeon of the ‘‘Bravest of | ‘‘Old Brothers and Sisters,” ‘‘Tall Mose"
Bledsoe, of the County of Pike, and yet more
The Marshal Bazaine, commander-in-chiet | of the Missourl colonels.

Benito Juares, president of the Mexican

the Brave.”’

of the French Army of Occupation in Mexico.
Madame La Marechale, his bride.

Colonel Dupin, the ‘‘Tiger of the Tropics,”
chief of the Contra Guerillas. E
Miguel Lopez, colonel of Dragoous, 2 fa-
orite of the EmperorT.

Monsieur Eloin, the Emperor's secretary.
Marquez, Miramon, Mejia, Mendez, Imperi-
alist officers.

Regules, Escobedo, Republican officers.

Daniel Boone, first scout among the Mis-
Augustin Fischer, ‘‘the Fat Padre,’’ a rene- sourians, one-time editor and editor yet 1o

Republic.

€HAPTER XI—(Continued.)

But on a time they had been stubbed
from him. It happened in China. He had
made a gallant aseault on the 1mperial
Palace, but he had also satisfied his bar-
barian eoul in carnage and loaded his
ghoulders with buccaneering loot. And
though he wondered at his own modera-
tion, a court martial followed. However,
Louis Napoleon gave him back his medals,
and sent him to Mexico to stamp out sav-
agery by counter savagery.

“There were two accomplices in this
business,” the Tiger was saying, ‘‘one 2
trader, Murguia—""

“Killed him iy very first shot,” lied
Miburcio. He would save his golden goose
of the golden eggs.

“And the other, an American?”

“(iot away with the others, senor.”
Again Tiburcio’s reason was obvious. ‘I'he
WMAmerican, if taken, might tell thinge.

“And”’—Dupin gripped his cigar hung-
wily—“and Rodrigo-"”’

lFor answer the scout waved a hand
waguely up the trail.

“None went that way?” and the Colonel
gerked his head toward the ravine,

“Nop, none. Your Mercy eaw me dnv-
fing them back.”

“‘Quick, then; on your Norse! We're

Jesing time.”
Don Tiburcio was reiuctant. He bad
ot vet recovered his money from the
American, “But the women, mi coronel?
They are there.in that shack. Hadn't 1
better stay i

“Jacqueline, you medn? 0f course the
fittle minx ie in trouble, the second &he
touches 1and. PBut you come with me. She
shall havc another protector.”

Tiburcio knew the Cossack ohief. He
wheved, and both men galloped away aiter
ithe chase.

They had mot gone far when they

.passed Michel Ney swiftly weturning. He

was the protector Dupin had in mind. He
thad seen Jacqueline in the doorway of
the hut as he stormed past with the
Contra Guerrillas, but he had been too
enthusiastic  to’ stop just then. He was
@ Chasseur d’Afrique, and to be a Chas-
scur d’Afrique was to ride in a halo of
mighty sabre sweeps. And Michel had
fought Arabs too—but the good simplicity
of his_countenance was woefully ruffled
as he turned back from that charge of the

“Michel!” cried Jacqueline, stepping
over the forms of men before the hut,
and forgetting them. The natty youth
nvas torn, rumpled, grimy. The sky-blue
of his uniform was gray with dust. But
to see him at all proved that he had es-
caped Fra Diavolo’s web in Tampico.
And the relief! It made her almost gay.
“Ah, Michel—le beau sabreur!—and did
you enjoy it, mon ami ”

He alighted at her feet, and raised her
band to his lips.

“Monsieur,” she demanded quick as
thought, “my ‘trunk?”’

“Mon Dieu, mademoiselle, I did well to
bring myself.”

“You should have brought my trunk,
sir, first of all. Deign to look at this
frock! No, no, don't, please don’t. But
tell me everything. What could ghave hap-
pened to you last night? Why did you
not meet me this morning?”

His story was brief. Of his contem-
plated strategy at Tampico, ' there had
been a most lugubrious botching. The
night before, when he started to the fort
for aid, Fra Diavolo’s little Mexicans had
waylaid him, bound him, and dragged him
back to the cafe, where Jacqueline that
very' moment reposed in slumber. And
{here, in a back room without a window,
he had gritted his teeth until morning.

Ag for the sailors, who were to return to
the ship for her trunk; well, more little
Mexicans had fired on them from the
river bank. The small boat, riddled with
shot. had sunk, and the sailors, spiashing
frantically to keep off the sharks, had
geined the shore opposite.  But they
could neither get word to the ship, nor
cross back to Tampico.

“Yet,” demanded Jacqueline, “how could
you kuow all this, there in your prison
room?”

“Am T saying I'did, name of a2 name
Well, those poor sailors wandered about
all night in the swamps across the river,
and this morning they.ran into Colonel
Dupin and his Contras, and the colonel
was frothing mad. He bad .only just
stumbled on the bodies of Captain Maurel
and some of his men, who had been am-
bushed and murdered. Poor Maurel ewas
dangling from a tree among the vultures.

been tortured. And all iwere stripped,
and rotting naked. Mon Dieu, mon dieu,
but it's an inferno, this country!”

“Yes, yes, but how did they find you?”

“Colonel Dupin/ simply brought the sail-
ors back to Tampico and searched that
cefe, and got me out. The proprietor
wasn't thought to be any too good an
Imperialist, anyway. They shot him, and
then we came right along here.”

“Very mice of you, 1 am sure.”

«Not at all. Dupin isn’'t thinking of
anybody but your Fra Diavolo, who must
bave killed Captain Maurel.—Was . he
here?”

“Who? Don Rodrigo?”’

“Ton Rodrigo?” ;

“Of coursc. He’s thc same as Fra
Diavolo.”

“You mean that bandit,” cried Ney,
“that terrible Rodrigue? But he is dead,
don’t you remember, Fra Diavolo said

9

“Stupid! Fra Diavolo is Don Rodrigo
himself.”

“Not dead then? And I'll meet him
yet! But” and his sudden hope as sud-
denly collapsed, “Dupin will get him
first.” {

«] think not, because Rodrigo did not
take the trail.”

“Then which way did he go? Quick,
please, mademoiselle, which way?”

“He turned off into that arroyo.”

“Oh, what chance, what Juck!” But the
boy stopped with his foot in the stirrup.
“No, mademoiselle, I can’t leave you!”

“Qh yes, you can. I daresay there’s
another champion about.” She glanced
up at the cliff. “And besides, all danger
is past. The donkey caravan is still here,
and for company, I have Berthe, of
course.”

“Really, mademoiselle?”

“Yes, Michel, really.”

“Good, I'm off! But we will meet you
at—Dupin just told me—at the next vil-
lage on this same trail. Now I'm off!”
He was indeed. “I say, mademoiselle,”
he called back, “I'm glad we left: the
ship, aren’t you?”

Jacqueline turned hastily her gaze from
thé cliff. He startled her, expressing her
own secret thought.

Ohasseur and steed vanished in the ra-
vine. and she smiled. “The God of pleas-
ant fcols go with him,” she murmured.

CHAPTER XII.
astime Passing Excellent.

“Il y a des offenses qui indignent les
femmeos sans Jes - deplaire.”—Emile Au-
gler.

Like another Black Douglas, Din Drie-
coll rose among the crags, the dark ufts
curling stubbornly on his bared head. He
looked a sinewy, toughened Ajax. But he

Others were mutilated. Some had even |

only spoiled 1t. For, raising his arms,
| he stretched himself, stretched long and
lluxuri;omly. His very animal revelling
! in the huge elongation of cramped limbs
| was exasperating. Next he clapped the
| Jouch hat on his head, and clambered
' down.

Jacqueline might have been surprised
to sec him. Her brows lifted. “Not
killed?” she exclaimed. “But no, of course
not. You gave yourself air, you ran
away.”

Driscoll made no answer. He was
thinking of what to do next. She knew
{hat he had run because of her, and she
was piqued because. he would not admit
it. “So,” she went on, tauntingly, “mon-
gieur counts his enemy by numbpers then?”

“Didn’t count them at all,” he mur-
mured absently. i

«But,” and she tapped -her foot, "5
Frenchman, he would have done it—not
that way.”

She was talking in Inglish, and the
quaintness of it bezan to create in him
a desire for more. ‘“Dome what, miss?”’
he asked.

“He would not have tun—a French-
man.”

“Prob-bly not, ’less he was pretty quick
about it.”
| She looked up angrily. Of course he
| must know that he had beew &plendid, up
| there behind the rocks. And now to
be unconscious of it! But that was only
a pose she decided. Yet what made him
<o stupidly commonplace, antl so dense?
She hated to be robbed of her enthusiasm
for a nartistic bric-a-brac of emotion; and
here he was, like some sordid mechanic
! who would not talk shop with a girl.

“] wager one thing,” she fretted, “and
it is that when you bring men down to
earth you have not even at all—how do
you say —the martial rage in gour eyes?”

“W’ya ub, not’s I know of. * It might
spoil good shooting.”

“And your pipe’—her lip curled and
smiled at the same time—‘the pipe does
pot, neither?”

His mouth twitched at the corners.
“N-0,” he decided soberly, “not in close
range.”

She gave him up, he had no pose. Still,
she was out of patience with him. “Helas!
monsieur, all’may see you are Ameri-can.
But there, you have not to feel sorry. I
forgive you, yes, because—it wasn't dull.”

“Hadn’t we better be—" .

“Now what,” she persisted, ‘“kept you
go long up there, for example?”’

Driscoll reddened. He had lingered be-
hind the screen of rock to bandage his
furrowed leg. “S'pose you don’t ask,”
he said abruptly, “there’s plenty other
things to be doing.”

He turned and invited the little Breton
maid to come from the shack. She was
white, and trembled a. Yttle yet. “1
knew, I knew you would not leave us,
monsieur,” she was trying to tell him.
“But if you had—oh, what would ma-
dame—"’

“Now then,” the practical American in-
terrupted, “where’s Murgie?”

Jacqueline pointed with the toe of her
glipper. There were prostrate bodies
around them, with teeth bared, insolent,
silent, horrible. One couldn’t ‘be sorry
they were dead, but one didn't like to
cee them. Jacqueline’s boot pointed to a
man lying on his face. A silk hat was
near by in the dust. A rusty black wig
was loosened from his head. The girl in-
voked him solemnly. “Arise, Ancient

»

years.

Driscoll lifted the shrunken bundle of
a man, held him at arm’s length, looked
him over, and stéod him on his feet. The
withered face was more than ever like a
death’s head, and the eyes werg glassy,

Black Crow, and live another thousand |
|

senseless. DBut as to hurt or scratch,
there was none. The beady orbs started
slowly in their sockets, rolling from xide
to side. The lips opened, and formed
words. “Killed? yes, I am killed. But I
want—my cotton, my burros, my peons—
I want them. I am dead, give them to
me.”

“You're alive, you old mavericx.”

The gaze focused slowly on Driscoll,and
slowly wakened to a crafty leer. Believe
this Gringo?—not he!

With an arm behind. his shoulders Dris-
coll forced him down the trail to his
caravan. Maost of the animals were lying
down, dozing under their packs. Mur-
guia’s eyes grew watery when he saw

them, but he was still dazed and his de-’

lusion was obstinate. The leer shot ex-
ultant gleams. “A "rich man can enter
heaven,” he chuckled with unholy glee.

“Ol, wake up, and give me two donkeys
for the girls. Their horses got hit, you
know.”

Then the stunned old miser began to
perceive that he was not in heaven. His
tyrant’s voice! “You get my horses kill-
ed,” he whined, “and now you take my
burros.” .

Driscoll said no more, but picked out
two beasts and hound some cushioned
sacking on their backs for saddles. Then
with a brisk hearty word, he swept
Berthe up on the first one.

“Next,” he said, turning to Jacqueline.

But the marchioness drew back. Next
_after her maid! It nettled her that this
country boy, or any other, could not
recogmize in her that indefinable some-
thing which is supposed to distinguish
quality.

“What's the matter, now?”’ he asked.
“Quickly, please, I'm in a hurry.”

“Tt’s too preposterous. I'll not!”

“You will,” he said quietly.

Her gray eves deepened io blue with
amazement. She stood stock still, haughti-
ly daring him. She even lifted her arme
a little, leaving the girlish waist defense-
less. Her slender figure was temptation,
the pretty ducal fury was only added
zest. Up among the rocks Driscoll had
found himself whispering, “She’'s game,
thati little girl!” But‘at the same time he
had remembered Rodrigo’s innuendo, the
linking of her name with Maximilian’s.
She was so brave, and so headstrong, €0
lovably headstrong, and her beauty was
so fresh and soft! Yet he could not but
think of that taint in what nature had
made so pure. Of a sudden there was 2a
something wrong, something ugly - and
hideously wrong in life. And the country
boy, the trooper, the man of blood-let-
ting, what you will, was filled with help-
less Tage against it: and next against him-
self, because the girlish waist could thrill
him so. “A silly little butterfly,” he
argued inwardly. Before, he had been un-
aware of his own indifierence. But now
he angrily tried to summon it back. He
eet his mind on their situatipn, on what
it exacted. It exacted haste, simple, im-
pemsonal haste. And keeping his mind on
just that, he caught her up.

“Oh, you boor!” she cried, pushing'at
him,

His jaw hardened. His will was nigh
superhuman, for he battled against two
furious little hands, against the dimple
and the patch so mear his lips, against the
fragrance of her hair, against the subtle
warmth of his burden.

“No, no!” she panted. “Monsieur, do
you hear me? T am not to be carried!”

“Maybe not,” said he, carrying her.

A moment later she discovered herself
planted squarely on the burro.

“Bonte diyine!” ¢he gasped. But ehe

took care not to fall off. He drew a long
breath.

“Now whip ’em up,” he commanded.

The firet village beyond; where Dupin
had promised to meet Jacqueline, was a
equatting group of thatched cones in a
dense forest of cyprus and eucalyptus. Its
denizens - were Huasteca Indians, living
as they had before the Conquest, among
| themselves still talking their native dia-
lect. The name of the hamlet was Culebra.

The coy twilight waned quickly, and the
caravan was still pushing on through the
thick darkness of the wood, when a high
tensioned yelping made the vast s.lence
insignificant, ugly. But as the travelers
filed into the clearing where the village
was, the curs shunk away with coyote
humility, their yellow points of eyes
glowing back on the intruders.

With a forager's direct method, Driscoll
roused the early slumbering village. He
would not take alfalia, he declined rast-
rojo. It was human food, corm, that he
bought for his horse. He housed his dumb
Ifriend under a human roof too. After
which he prepared a habitation for the
women, He swept the likeliest hut clean
of aghes, braizer, and bite of pote and
jars. He carpeted the earth floor in
Spanish moss, as King Arthur’s knights
once strewed their halls with rushes. It
was Juxury for a coroneted lass, if one
went back a dozen centuries. There were
chinks between the sooty saplings that
formed the wall, but over these he hung
matting, and he- drove a stake for a
candle.

Supper followed. The trooper chose to
change Don Anastasio from host to guest,
and he exacted what he meeded from the
Inditos. They, for their part, were alert
before his commands. None of them had
been overlooked in his preliminary
largesse of copper tlacos and they made
the teaming wilderness contribute to his
spread. Kneeling, with sleeves rolled from
his hard forearms, he broiled a steak over
hickory forks. The torches of gum tree
knots lighted his banquet, and the faces
of the two girls, rosy in the blaze and
mysterious in the shadow, were piquant
inspiration. Even the sharp features of
Dan Anastasio stirred him into a phase
of whimsical benevolence. e knocked
two chickens from their perch in a tree
and baked them in a mould of clay. There
was an armadilla too, which a Culebra
boy and the dogs had run down during
the day. Its dark flesh was rich and lus-
cious, and the Missourian fondly called
it ’possum. Crisply toasted tortillas, or
genoritas do mot come?”’ he ventured.

«Want to get rid of them, eh, Mur-
gie?)’

The old man shrugged his shoulders.
«“And why not You may not believe me,
senor, but should I not fecl casier if they
were—well, out of the reach of Don Rod-
rigo?”

“Out of—— Look here, where’s the
danger now?”

“Aj, senor, don’t be too sure. Colonel
Dupin still does not come, and it might
be—because the guerrillas have stopped
him.” !

«Man alive, he had ’em running!”

“H’m, yes, but there’s plenty more, This
very village breeds them, feeds them, wel-
comes them, welcomes them home. Don
Rodrigo can gather ten times what he
had today. And if he does, and if, if he
is looking for the senoritas again—""

Driscoll shifted on his blanket. “I see,”
he drawled. “F'r instance, if the senori-
tas vanish before he gets here, he won’t
blame you? Oh no, you were asleep, you
couldn’t know that I had up and carried
'em off. Anyhow, you'd rather risk Rod-
rigo than Colonel Dupin— Yes, I gee.”

He tucked his saddle under his head, and
lay flat, blinking at. the stars. “This trail
corn cakes, served for bread, and for
spoons as well. But to Driscoll’'s mind
the real feast was coffee—actual coffee,
which he made black, so very good and
‘olack, a_riotous orgie of blackness aund
strength and fragrance. Here was a feast
indeed for the®poor trooper. Ie theught
of the chickory, of the parched corn, of
all those pitiful aggravations that Shelby’s
Brigade had tried so hard to imagine in-
to coffee during the late months of priva-
tion along the Arkansas line.

And the Marquise d’Aumerle? Learn-
ing to eat rcasting ears, which somehow
just would leave a grain on her cheek
with every bite, the dainty Marquise
thought how much finer was this than
the tedious bumping ship. How much
more tempting than the ultra-belabored
viands on white china that had to be lat-
ticed down! Here was angel's bread in
the wilderness. And the appetite that
drove her to ask for more, that was the
only sauce—an appetite that was a iris-
son. A new sensation, in itself!

And later, sleep too became a passion,
a passion new and sweet in its incanta-
tion out of the lost cravings of child-
hood. When the nearer freshness of the
woods filled her nostrils, there from the
liveoak moss in her night’s abode, she
smiled on the grave young fellow who had
left her at the door. And both girls
laughing together over the masculine no-
tions for their comfort, knew a certain
happy tenderness in their gaiety.

“Eh, but it’s deep, madame,” said one.

“It’s the politeness of the heart,” the
other explained.

Outgide Driscoll spread his blanket
across the doorway where his horse was
sheltered, and wrapped in his great cape-
coat, he stretched himself for a smoke.
But Murguia came with cigars. of the
Huasteca, gray and musty. Driscoll ac-
cepted one, waving aside the old man’s
apologies. He puffed and waited. Con-
viviality in Don Anastasio meant some-
thing.

“Ah, amigo,” the thin volce cracked in
a spasm of forced heartiness, “ah, it was
a banquet! Si, si, a banquet! Only, if
there were but a liqueur, a liqueur to give
the after-cigar that last added rélish, ver-
dad, senor?”’

Driscoll tapped his “after-cigar” till the
ashes fell. “Well?” he asked.

“Aji de mi, caballero, but I am heavy
with regrets. I can offer nothing. My
poor cognac—no, not after such a feast.
But whiskey—ah, whiskey is magnifico.
1t is American.”

He stopped, with a genial rubbing of
his bony hands. But his sad good-fellow-
ship was transparent enough, and in the
d :Rmesé his eyes were “beads of malice.
Driscoll half grunted. A long way round
for a drink, he thought. “Here,” he said,
getting out his flask, “have a pull at
this.” ;

Margnia took 1t greedily. He had seen
the flask before. The covering of leather
was battered and peeled. *“Perhaps a
little—water?’ he faltered. Driscoll nod-
ded, and off the old Mexican ambled with
the flask. When he returned, he had a
glass, into which he had poured some of
the liquor. The canteen he handed back
to the trooper, who without a word re-
placed it in his pocket. Murguia lingered.
He sipped ‘his toddy absently.

“J, I wonder why the friends of the
go on to Valles?” he inquired drowsily.

Murguia’s small eyes brightened over
him. “Yes,” he said, eagerly.

“Correct,” yawned the American, *Tiyve
already made sure.”

“And ift—" But a snore floated up
from the blanket.

When Murguia was gone, the sleeper

awoke. Ile carefully poured sut all the
remaining whiskey. ‘Tt may be what
they call ‘fine Italian,””’ he muttered,
with a disgusted shake of the head, but
he neglected to throw the flask away as

well. Next he saddled Demijohn and two
of the pack horses, then lay down and
glept ‘in earnest, as an old campaigner
snatches at rest.

The night was black, an hour before the
dawn, when his eyes opened wide, and
he sat up, listening. He heard it again,
faint and far away, a feeble “pop-pop!”’
Then there were more, a sudden pigmy
chorus of battle. He got to his feet, and
ran to call the two women.

“So,” said Jacqueline, appearing under
the stars, “monsieur does not wish to be
relieved of us? He will not wait for his
friends?”’

“Get on these horses! Here, 1l heip
you.”

Soon they three were riding through
the forest, in the trail toward Valles.
Behind | them the fairy popping  swelled
louder. yet louder, and the man glanced
resentfully at his two companions. He
was missing the game.

Back in the village of Culebra a demon
uproar hounded Don Anastasio out of se-
rape and slumber. All about him were
flecing feet. They were shadows, bound-
ing like frightened deer from the wood,
across the clearing, and into the twood
again. Some turned and fired as they
ran. Screaming women and children hur-
ried out of the jacales, and darted here
and there. Dogs howled everywhere. A
storm of crashing brush and a wild troop
of horsemen, each among them a free
lance of butchery, burst on the village.
A second crashing storm, and they were
in the forest again. They left quivering
blots in their wake, and a moaning gave
a lower and dreadfuller note to the wail-
ing of women. Only the leader of the
pursuers, with a few others, drew rein.

“Death of an ox!” the French oath
rang out, “We’re in their very nest.
Quick, you loafers, the torch, the torch!”

Flames began to crackle; and in the
glare Murguia was seen frantically driv-
ing burros and peons to safety. The leader
of the troop leaned over in his saddle and
had him by the collar.

“Who the name of a name are you?’

Don Anastasio looked up. His captor
was a great bearded man. “Colonel
Dupin!” he groaned.

“Who are you?—But I should know.
It’s the trader, the accomplice of Rod-
rigo. Sacre nom, tell me, where is she?
We can’t find her here. Where is she?¥

“How can I know, genor? She—per-
haps she is gone.”

“With Rodrigo—ha! But he’ll have no
mansom—no, not if it breaks' Maximilian's
heart.—Now, Senor Trader—"

|

He stopped and called to him his .near-
est men. Murguia sank limp.

“But he hasn’t got her! Rodrigo hasn’t
got her!”

“Who has, then?” |

“The other one, the American.”

“Which way did they go?”’

“If Your Merey will not—"

“Shoot him!” thundered the Tiger.

“Bug if he will tell us?”’ someone inter-
posed.

It was Don Tiburcio, still the guardian
angel of the golden goose.

“Bien,” growled the Tiger, “let him
live then until we find the American.”

“Which way did they go?’ Tiburecio
whispered in Murguia’s ear.

“To, to Valles,” came the reply.

The blazing huts revealed a ghoulish joy
on the miser’s face. The Gringo, not he,
would now have to explain to the Tiger.

{To be continued.)

WORKING ON PROBLEM
OF A FIRELESS STOVE

Club Women and University Professor
Co-operate in Trying to Perfect
an Economical Device.

Berkeley, Cal,, Feb. 10.—Professor M.
15, Jaffa, the food expert of the Univer-
eity of California, has begun experiments
with a “‘fircless stove,” the results  of
which are expected to be of unusual in-
{erest to housewives, and incidentally to
heads of families who pay the fuel bills.

Co-operating with the unmversity scien-
it is the Town and Gown Club of Berk-
cley, an organization eometimes  desig-
nated as ‘‘fashionable,” but whose mem-
bers extend their interest to such purely
Jomestic problems as cookery and meth-
ods by which the art may be improved
and 1ts expense Jessened. '

Mrs. F. C. Torrey, of the Town and
Gown Club, read a paper before the or-
ganization a fortnight ago dealing with
thic subject of fireless stoves after con-
sultation with Professor Jaffa and the
study of experiments made by the United
States Army Department and some avic
organizations of Germany.

The fiveless stove principle is explained
by Professor Jaffa to be merely the appli-
cation of the idea that non-conductors of
heat utilized to retain the heat of the body
in cold weather may also be used to retain
lieat generated in a4 pot of boiling water,
wherein - meat or vegetables have becn
placed to cook. The “fireless stove”” really
is a box, upholstered in some instances
and in other instances made up of boards
in svhich bhay is kept around the boiling
sotx, all kept as airtight as possible. Lhe
“sad to be cooked is first boiled over a
an or coal stove for about five minutes
and then the boiling get is transferred to

the fireless stove and there kept for sever-
al hous.

Neither P’rofessor Jaffa nor the women
of the Town and Gown Club claim any
credit for the discovery of the idea of a
fireless stove, it being understood that
the United States Army is working on the
game lines to test the merit of the inven-
tion, if that can be called an invention
which is not patented or monopolized by
a corporation.

United States Consular Clerk George H.
Murphy, of Frankfort, (Germanyhas trans-
! mitted a valuable report on fireless stovea
a5 used in Germany to the department of
commerce and labor at Washington, and
upon receipt of the report the commis-
sary general of the war department sent
instructions to the post commissary at
F¥ort Riley (Kan.), to have experiments
made ,in the school of bakers at that post
to ascertain how far the claims put for-
ward in Mr., Murphy's ‘report could be
practically sustained. >

Professor Jaffa explains that the fireless
stove cannot ,of course, be used for beet-
steaks, cutlets, pancakes and other arti-
cles whose attraction lies in the crispness
resulting from rapid cooking on a hot fire.

TEST CASE FOR DAMAGES
IN MILFORD WRECK

0. M. Olmstead Sued Dominion Gov-
ernment for $2,000 for Injuries,
Loss of Time and Property in I, C.
R. Smashup.

Halifax, Feb. 14—(Special)—The ex-
chequer court met this morning, Judge
Burbidge presiding. The case for trial
was O. M. Olmstead vs, the King. The
plaintiff belongs to New York and he is
suing thé dominion government for dam-
ages fof injuries, ete., received in the Mil-
ford Acdeck on the 1. C. R. in 1904 He
wag one of the passengers on the train
Igfving Halifax on the morning that the

ilway dicaster occurred. IHe cluims he
fwas slightly injured, that he lost a dia-
mond valued at between $400 and &500,
and other personal property.
claims $2,000 damages for loes of time.

as the plaintiff telegraphed that his son
could not leave. 'The trial was adjourned
ceveral other passengers on the same train
have filed claims for damages, and

whether they will or not be tried depends
on the outcome of Olmstead vs. tie King.

Harry Allen of Recading (Vt.), found a
bebeat in his henyard the other day. While
| he was in the housec after a, ,gun the animal
| ;nade its cscape. Allen took the trail with

| 1 dog. The trail of the original animal was

returncd from the bunt with a bobeat.

He also

The trial of the case did not take place
was seriously ill in New York and he!

until- April 4. This case is a test case as|

| lost, but another was taken up and Allen '

PROTEST AGAINST
ROVAL MARRIAGE

King Edward Petitioned by Protest-
ants- to Withhold His Consent to
Princess Ena’s Alliance.

PURRREY

London, Feb. 13—The anticipated Iro-
testant protests against the marriage 0f
Princess Ena of Battenberg to King Al-
fonso of Spain have commenced with a
peiition from the Imperial Protestant
bership, declares that the proposed mar-
riage has caused the deepest sorrow and
distress to Protestants, and that the Prin-
Federation appealing to King Edward to
withhold his consent.

The federation, which has a large mem-
cess’ intended entry into the Roman Cath-
olic church has greatly ehocked them. lhe
king’s answer to this first officially formu-
lated disapproval is awaited with interest.

|

Lumbering in Maine.

| Lumbering conditions etill continue to!
| be! good west of Mattawamkeag and were |
| somewhat improved by the light fall of |
snow last week. East of _\lana-wamkeagi
conditions are still bad as the light fall of |
snow followed by rain did not make much
i improvement in the gledding. On the Pen-
| obscot and Kennebec rivers logs are be- |
ing hauled to the landings from yards
| every day and each day puts further away |
| the poasibility of the leaving of logs on|
1-tfhe lamlings until another season on ac- |
| count of a lack of snow to haul them to
{bho etreams.—Bangor Commercial. i

| Balfour Will Not Be Opposed. i

Lowdon, Feb. 13—Former Premier Balfour's
| non-committal spcech yesterday has satls-
' fied the Liberals. At a meeting of the city
| of London Liberal Association this afternoon |
| it was decided not to oppose the former |

5 premier’s election. MT. Balfour, erefore,
{ is assured of the seat in parliame

everywhere.

founder,

|
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HALE AND HEARTY ON
80TH BIRTHDAY

John Jackson, the veteran eailmaker
of 89 Water street, reached his 80th
birtheay yesterday and was the recipient
of the warm congratulations of his friends.
The four ecore year mark finds him ae
vigorous and hearty as many a man years
his junior; light of step, cheery of man-
ner and with a hand- shake so cordial
that getting away from his warm hearted

John Jackson.

“arip” is not done without a little tingle of
the - fingers following. For many years
Mr. Jackson was ‘prominent in the fire
department of the city and still retains
much interest ,in the five laddies, particu-
Iy thoee ofiNo. 1 Hook & Ladder Co,
i con Charies 1. is foreman.
fus are George, of the customs,
@ bert. who is connected with the
fess of his brother Charles H., King
firc. Mr Jackson - still attends per-
nally to business and wae in his sail loft

and
busy

Fse u<ual yesterday. . Many friends wish

him yeams of activity yet.

Calgary Doc' T n Trouble.

CALGARY, Alta,, Feb. 14.— (Special) —
Dr. A. . Aull, a well-known Calgary phy-
sician, was arrested by the Mounted Po-
lice last night and taken to Claresholm,
charged with the responsibility for a cri-
minal operation on a young woman of
the latter town.

SUSP[ETH_]—_SMALLPUX

Visit to' Lumber Camp Near Westfield

by Dr. Wetmore Tuesday.

Because of the suspicion of smallpox* in%
Kennedy's lumber camp near Westfield
yesterday, Dr, Wetmore, of Hampton, the
chairman -of the medical board, was in-
structed by Dr. Fisher, the gecretary of |
the Provincial Board of Health, to make |
an immediate investigation. This was |
done, but no trace of the disease was
found, although twvo men named Moore‘
and Carr who, after working in the: camp
until Jan. 24, are now ill in their homes
in Clones, Queens county, with what it is
eaid may be smallpox. Steps will be taken
today to ascertain the nature of their sick-
ness. .

Dr. Wetmore passed through the city
resterday afternoon, en route to West-
field, and returned by the Boston express
Jast evening. He said that he was accom-
panied out to the camp by Dr. Warwick,

| found.

the local practitioner, who assisted him
in vaccinating all at the camp who re- |
quired such treatment. There were a few |
who objected.. The health of the camp
was found to be first class, and as far as |
could be learned Moore and Carr, when |
they worked at the camp, enjoved good
health. Their illness has developed since |
leaving. Dr. Wetmore faid that today |
he would communicate with Dr. Caswell, |
of Queens county, requesting that he at|

once find out what Moore and Carr are
suffering from. ;

Of late several visits have been made
to Speight's lumber -camp, not far from
the Kennedy establishment, among the
physicians going being Dr. Curran, of
Westfield, but not a sign of smallpox was

The Dehorning of Oattle.

John Raymond and John F. Frost met
the exccutive of the S. P. C. A. Tuesday

afternoon. They represented the Iings
County Dairymen’s Association, and the
matter under discussion was the dehorn-
ing of cattle. The general attitude of
the 8. P. C. A. is that dehorning is cruel
and unnecessary. Messrs. Raymond and
Frost described the mode of operation,
and considered it little more of a shock,
when properly done, than drawing a
tooth, and general results were beneficial,
as it made for peace among herds, pre-
vented goring. They submitted a . great
many facts in support of their view and
also a great many favorable opinions from
persons whose cattle had been dehorned.
They said they bad no degsire to go coun-
ter to the views of the society, as they
recognized thit it was doing good work,
and they had suspended dehorning opera-
tions pending consideration of the matter,

The directors will consider the matter.

In the Southern Caucasus a traveler may
still apply for food and shelter in any house
and be sure of a welcome and the best avail-
able fare. The host takes care personally
that nothing is stolen. Yet the same host,
when the guest has left his bome, may fol-
low and rob him after he has gone a few
miles.

HELD ONMURDER .
CHARGE: INDICTED
FOR BURGLARY

Tover, N. M., Feb. 14—Indictments for
breaking and entering were returned to-
day by the grand jury at the February
term of the supreme court of Strafford
county against Joseph Gouin and John
Doe, recal name unknown, the two men
who are held without bail at Portsmouth
charged with the murder of Guiseppi
Giampa, a passenger on a Boston & Maina
express-at Rockingham Junction on Feb.
9. In the indictment returned today the
men are charged with breaking and en-
tering the office of the Luddy-Currier
Shoe Company in Dover. It is expected
the indictm-nts will be held over them
pending the outcome_ of the trial on tha
murder charge in Rockingham county.

Hanged for Double Murder.

¢, Paul, Minn., Feb. 13.—William Wir ¢
liams was hanged this morning for the 1
murder on the morning of April 13, 1905
of John Keller, aged 16 years, and hia
mother, Mrs. Frederick S. Keller. Wil-
Jiame met his fate stoically, maintaining tas
the last the indifference which has charac-
terized his actions during his trial and im-
priconment.

Centreville, N.B., June 13th, 1904,

International Stock Food Co., Toronto, Ont.

Diar Sizs:—-Your Stock Food isall you said it was, Iam well
satisfied, 1 purchased a team horse just before getting your Food.
He ‘was thin and rough coated; but by feeding your Stock Food, he

b : gained rapidly. He looked asif he put on fifty pounds of flesh in
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fteen days: and his coat was glessy and smooth.
I can and will recommend 3t to all horsemen and stock raisers,

Yours truly,
G. H. HARTLEY,
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