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“HORROR OF THE HEADS™

GHUESOME VISITATION AT A LOXE.
LY SEASHORE CABIN,

An Actun] Oceurrence Besetiing n
Young Woman on ithe Oregon
Coast Some Yeurs Ago.

Tt was a wild night. The rush of the
wind and the nearer tmmult of the tide in
the piver Growned the thunder of the surl.
Neja and I shivered sympatbetically and
grew closor to the driftwood blaze in the
ssvernous fircpilace, We always hind & fire
of eveningm, whether the siate of the
weather demanded it or not, for Neja de-
clared that our yawning wooden chimney,
bullt againet the outer wall of the “Jean-
to," wus & constant invitation to panthers
end wildcats to enter and make themselves
ot home. She was norvous and timid thess
duyw, guite unlike herscll I looked at her,
8 she gnt in the glow of the firelight, her
ohin resiing upon ber clasped hands her
sibows on her knees, and wondered at the
#adntss in ber face. T o mounth ago ehe
had been the guyest member of our claim-
boiding quurtet.

*“If 1 tall you.,” she sald softly, as 1f she
rend my thought *“you will oot belleve
me, and yet I swear to you it is the gospel
truth. You remember my ecxpedition to
#he Cape, during your absence last
month T

“¥es. The othors sald you were all un-
nerved when you came back. They thought
11 was beoguse you were tired out and an-
noyed at having to stay slone. But ]l am
sure it was more than that™

“Yex," she 214, still gazing into the fire,
*1t was more than that”™

Ehe was sllent so long after this that I
thought she had forgotten. Then all &t
once 1t oams 1o mo. [ clutched her arm
*“Neje,” I oriedl “was it that? Did you
i

She Jookell nt me mdly. “Yes" ghe sald
3t was that I saw—but I will tell you
about "

1 drew my chalr a Httle nearer, and
gianeed half-fearfoily toward the shadows
Jurking in the corners of the great bare
room.

“Don't,” #he cried; “you look as Iif you
expectod—and yet it would be & rellef, I
thihik, for the memory 3 with me siways
—a haunting borror that fills my 4sys and
nights.” She ghuddered and I slipped my
hand in hers,

in Late October,

*It was iate in October,” she continued,
*thnt silent month when the winds are
ptifl, when the worid is nt peacs, and the
sky, & &ream of tenderness, melts into the
deeper bive of the sea. I was expecting
the others 10 come down from the Cape.
They knew my aversion 1o being left alono
und hnd kindly volumteersd to kesp me
company till your return. In the after-
nonn, feellng unaccouninbly restless, I
strolied out across the hills, thinking to
meot ihem somewhere within & few miles
of the mouth of the river, ] missed the
]l aomehow and strock the ocenn beach
above the head of the lagoon.

*From where 1 stood upon the rim of
the sen wall 1 hoad an unobstructed view

southward to the bur. There wus a soft,
sliver haze velling the distance toward the
Cape, but I caught a glimpse of a dark
oliject there., &nd taking 1t for granted

fhnt 11 was one of the purty for whom I
was looking, and without & second glance
I scrambhbied down the bluff, and went as I
supposcd, to meel them. The tide wes
nearing the full snd I found it nocessary,
snore than onoe, to take to the soft sand
of the dunes. It was hard walking and my
Jwogress was slow, but 1 begun at last to
wonder wihy 1 did not see anything of my
roming guegts. The aflternoon wae fast
waning when I reached the half-way point
on the beach bhetween the river mouth and
the Cape, nnd 1 was foroed to the conclu-
son thut I hnd bean too hasty in taking
the dark object, scen from the ssa wall,
for & human ure. Thope I expected
sust have bheen de and
7 was glad, now that I had come so far,
that 1t was «uder 10 go on than to turs
Dack, would be s=pared another

itude in this barn of a place.
Imprint In the

“HBeyond the Big ereek. !n the soft sand
left by the waah of the tde, 1 come upon &
track. Tt was unllke anything 1 had ever
eaen boefore, amnd yet was strangely famil-
lar, too, in shape and size resembling some-
what the imprint of x human bhand, and
sEypeemented by a lighter impression that
sugEesied nothing on earth or inwthe wa-
2ers undor the e=rth, The sight of thess
tracks, ocourring in palrs, st intervals of
pehaps o yard or more, Inspired In me &
ssnsation of bhorror and at the same time
excited my curiosity. Within a mils and
A half of the Cape they Qsappeured, and I
burried on, tired ond eager for compan-

Sonship, after my two dnys of enforced
loneliness. It wos nDot far from sunsel
when I cllmbed the gteap bhank 1o the camn,

surprised that 1o one came to mest me.

“A moment later I undsrstood. Thead
door waor Jocked, They were gona In
my dlsappolntiment I sat down on the steps
snd cried. 1 knew not thilt they had fol-
lowed Lhe shore around the point, while 1
wes crossing ihe hills, and so0 we had
misetd esch other. Then I remembered
thet I had walked 10 miies and more since
Juncheor, dried my futlle tears, found the
key under the lnose plank in the floor of
the verindn xnd let myself tn

*There was food, but no water. The
brook was too far away, and 1 was 100
Trod o tnks ap unnocessury step. ] knew
of & trickiing epring In the ciiff down on
the Deach, go 1 picked up the waier can
and started for that scanning the shore
mesnwhile for some sign of the departed.
I oould sne miles along the sands,
in the sunes! giow. There was not 4 lv-
ing thing in sight not even & gull, and I
turned to the task of filling the water osn.

Some Ope Wasn Coming.

“When I looked sgaln I couid hardly
credit my eyes for there, not balf a mile
pway, wis some one coming. 1 shouted
for Soy, never doubting that It was the
captaln or the captain’s son, sent out to
mearch for me. I was about to hurry back
0 the house to prepare supper, for I did
ot dombt that the wayfarer was-as hun-
ETy as myself, when my atiention was
arrested by the fact that hie bad turned off
toward the hills, [ watched breathlessly,
& suspicion, which grew to 4 certainty on
the instant, freezing the blood tn my velns,

“The objeot at which I gazéd with siraln-
ing eyes wore the strangest shape that ever
enveloped lfe. Il coversd the distance be-
twren the beach and the hills In long,
awkward leaps, disappearing !n the thicket
where the brook breaks through the sea
wall. ] knew then that the wild, fantastic
tules, ®0 often toid about the cabin fire on
winter evenlngs were true. The ‘Horror
of the Heads' was not the crestion of a
disordered imagination, but a lving, awfal
reality, for 1. alones in that lonaly place,
had ween 1L,

“Terrified beyond all reasom, 1 returnsd
to the housse. I was no longer consclous
of belng bungry, and I dared not buiid
& fire. Locking the door and barricad-
ing the one window zs best 1 could, I
lay down on thg bed In tha corner, but/
not to sleep. That dread shape ssen in
the glow of the sslting sun on the beach
kept my eyes wide and staring. Al the
extravagnn! stories I had heard abonut It
pame back to me with startiing distinet-
pess, and 1 remembered that Yan, the
huiftresd hunter, clalmed to have seen
It by moonlight, near the Sea Lion rocks,
while coming down the trall from Hece-
ta, not & week before.

“Buddenly throogh the silliness came
& sound of stesithy footsieps; s shadow
darkenod, for an InstEnt, the gray patch
of light that was the window. Then
succesdsd s slionce that seemed an etor-
pity, us I jay, with strained senses He-

other side of the thin wall,
of the bed, and when I was
console myself with the thought
wae safely Jocked and barred from outer

screping agalnst the corner

“] gave up then ‘He's got & saw and
is going to saw his way In,' was the con-
viction that forced {tseif upon me. and 1
praparad for the worst. My only weapon
was a knife, and I was too scared to use
ft, i the need arose. The sawing ceased
presently, and I, grasping the kulfe, sat
up on tho side of the bed, i an agony
of fear, walting to see the wall collapse
and to feel myself In the clutches of the
monster, when a friendly grunt assured
me that the thing I dreaded had not
oocurred.

*The relief was so great that I came
nearer falnting than I ever did in my life
I never supposed that I should feel grate-
ful to & plg, but I bleesed that one from
my heart, every time I heard his reas-
suring volee, The proximity of anything
so0 Oomestic afforded a sense of protec-
tion In the horror-haunted plnes, and
when he rubbed his halry sldes agalnst

ANTIQUITY OF FOOTBALL
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ICELANDIO SAGAS THROW A SIDE

LIGHT OF THE SURJECT.

Traced Back to the Vikings, While
Cemnturies Ago the Game Was
Flayed in British Isles,

—_—

By whom was football Invented? It
would be gafe to offer a substantial prime
to anybody who could answer that ques-
tion. But the controversial authorlties
would be a long time coming to thelr de-
clslon on the matter, ardd then the play-
ers themsslves might not be convineed.
Somebody has sald that the game was
well known to the primitive races, possl-
bly of Neollthle times; but, of course, it
is stretching a polnt to talk this way, as
modern enthusiasts would not be abls to
identity thelr own game with ths one
played so long befora Christ. A Yyear
or two ago the antiquaries discoversd
that St. Cuthbert appreciated golf, and we
were told about & window In the church

CONTINUES TO SEND IN CHEERFUL REPORTS

OPTIMISTIC JOHN BULL

FROM THE FRONT.
—Minneapolis Tribune.

the sharp cornor of tha house, jarring
the whale structure, till it seemed the
roof would fall, it gave ms & sensation
almost akin to comfort

The “Horror.”

*The long night wore away at last. As
moon as it was light, I arose and threw
open the door. It was a beantifel morn-
ing, but T was in no mood to enjoy It
My one thought was to get/ away 4s soon
as possible. I had pot undressed, and
my preparations for departure wers of
the briefest, but, while making them, n
shadow darkened the door, and I glanced
up to behold—" She stopped and caught
her breath, with a Ittle gasp,

“Go on,” 1 crled, “what was 117"’

She looked st me a moment, as if want-
ing wordsa; then sald slowly: "I do not
know. Whether man or monoster or wild
beast, T eannot tell, I only know that
I resled buack sguinst the opposite wnall
and stared, speechless, illl every detail
of that hideous presence was indelibly tm-
printed upen my braln. Do not ask me
to describe it I eannot; I dare not {ry.
Only—and this to-me Is the strangest thing
of 5ll—as 1 looked, I gradually lost my
senee of fear, Terror was swallowed -up
in pity, for from the biack, bristling mat
of halr that covered what might have
beén a face a palr of great, soft eyes
shone out—eyes o full of hopaless human
woe and heartache thant my own heart
nearly bresks to remember. Oh, no words
of mine can make you understand that
mite appeal. I would have wept, but
could ont, for 1 was In the  presence of
a grief too deep for tears. He turned,
st last, as If to go, and, Involuntarily, I
sprang forward, with a low cry that ar-
rested lum.

*What do you want?™ I asked broksnly.
"Are you mnot hungry? Obh, let me do
eomothing for you,” I gathered up my

was Ittde but dry bread—and offered It
to him, and did not shrink when he
reached thoss horrible hands to take It
from my own.

Luminonus With Tears.

*I do not remember what I sald. The
words seemed to rush from my heart to
my lips, and I question if he understood
more than the feeling that prompted them,
for he uttered no sound. But the beau-

eoft light grew tender and luminous with
unshed tenrs.
“1 watched him go—it could have been

awkward, leaplng gailt taking him qulck-
Iy from view over the crest of the lofty
herdland.
came aWaY.

“And I am glad—glaed to remember that
I was not afrald, when I, a girl, stood
face to face with the “horror’ that hides

think of it! to be Iika that, and yet to
bave & human soul!”

Bhe paused. The fire had burned low:;
outside the wind howled and lashed the
tortured pines, and the rain fell |n sheets.
I hoped, as we rose and sllently prepared
for bed, that the “horror of the Heada™
had for himself—somewhere In some cleft
or cave or hollow tres, 4 safe, warm
ghelter from the storm.

. Onpe only—these oCCUTTENOes Were S0ma

years ago—wase the cresture seen again,

and then—but that is a story by itself.
LIBECHEN M. MILLER.

.

Stygian Humor,

The shades of Caesar and Brutus met at
the landing, where Charon awalted them.

“Et tu Brotus,” sald Caesar,

“Yea, Golng over?™
“Yep. I'll shaks you to see who goes
The murmur of the waves was drowned
by the rattle of the dice.

*Well: that's ona horse on me'' sald
Caesar,

*“Then I win," observed Brutus, pocket-
ing ihs dice.

“How's ihat™ ;

“It's twice you've been stuck.™

*I rather opine It Btyx 'em both'' ob-
served Chsron, as he unshipped his oars.—
Omaha World-Herald,

Looked So Aritistie,

“Do you mean to tell me she let the
child sit there at the table with end
eranberTy sauce smeared on IS face?” sald
one woman in horror-sitricken tonea

“Xas" prepiled theo- other. “But. it
wesu't Indifference. Bhe said she hadn't

tening—isicning !

Wul:lnutmdn.c]_

of St, Cuthbert, Philbeach gardens, Lon-
don, which deplcts the saint playing that
game. In time to come, we may hear
that St. Catherine Invented the bleycle,
becauso she met her death on a wheal
‘We llve In the age of the apotheosls of
, fTootball, but who has heard itz patron
saint proclaimed? Every recognized club
In existence possesses a living patron,
whose virtues, to enthusiasts, ssemsa to
have something akin to saintliness about
them, and therefora he eliclts the respect
that would be denled to the anclent his-
torfcal saint.

Modern footballera who have time to
penetrate the mysteries of the Icelandle
Bagas may discover some gidellght upon
the gsubject, Take, for Instance, ‘The
Heath Blayings,' which such authorities
&3 Mr. Eiriks Magnusson and Mr, Willlam
Morris judged to have been written early
in the i2th century. By this literary lan-
tern (with apologles to Congressman
Cushman, of Washington atate), ‘the old
Vikings of romance are seen a4t home In-
dulging In “knattlelkr,” or ball-play
which, in many respects, tallles with the
unprofessional football practiced In earlicr
days of George III. Chapter 43 shows
that all viclent players were disqualified
from jelning in with their fellows, Thub:

Vikings at BHall-Play,

“Now it was the wont of the Broad-
wickers In autlumn to have ball-play,
under the ashoulder south of Enesat, and
the place thereafter was called the Play-
ball-mends, and men betook themselves
thither from the counirysids, and great
playballs were made there, whereln men
abode and dwelt there a balf-month or
more. Many men there were as then In
the countryside, and it was thickly peo-;

untouched meal of the night befors—it |

tiful eyes nover left my fuce, and thelr |

ftsel? from the slght of man—but, oh, |

pled. Most of the young men wera at

| the plays, except Thord Wall-BEye, but he

might not desl therein because of his too
great eagerness, though he was not so
strong that he might not play for that
caurge. So he sat on & chalr and looked
on the play, Those brethren withal, Blorn
and Arublorn, were not deemed mest to
play bhecause of thelr strength, unless
they played one agalnst the other,”

From Wterary Scandinavia it {s o far
cry to the territory of the American In-
dlans, who appear destined by the proceas
of racinl absorption te disappear from
the face of the earth altogether. We have.
all read of their activity and agility In
the chase. But the inroads of sivilfzsation
| have largely conquered thelr barbarous
practices and left them rejoleing devotees
of the more manly sports of

but & few. minules that he lingered—that | footracing and football. A mmluuolslln:i'

Mr. Luglen M. Turner's report to the
Smithsonian institute on the ethnology of

Then I locked the door and |the Ungara district, will show that

“football calls out evarybody, from the
nged and bent mother of a numaerous

| family to the toddling youngster, scarcaly

able to do more than waddle under tha
burden of his heavy deerskin clethes,*
If within seven years every particle of
our body lg renewed, 70 years may ba &
sufficlent length of time to regenerate a
tribs or natlon. It would certainly Ine
terest modern footballers to know how
thelr old, dusky, feathered friends of the
story-books, who chased men, captured,
tortured and sometimes devoured them,

went on, when they put toe or
finger to tha infisted ball—no, I
think It must have Tbeen aolid
—but the authority above quoted has

forgotten to go Into the matter. As it is
never unfashionable to gquote Shakeapeare,
let us turn to “King Lear.”

Oswald is made to say to Eent: *TN
not be struck, my lord!"” To which Kent
makes rejoinder, *Nor tripped mnelther,
you base football player!"

Dromlo, too, has something to say on
the matter, In “The Comedy of Errors:
“Am I so round with you s you with me,
That, like a football, you do Epurn me

hither?
You spurn me hence, and he will spurn

ms hither;
If I last In his servics, you must case
me in leather.”
Heads for Footballs,

Is 1t true that the wild Irish used to
punch a human head about? “Webster In-
timates something to+thls effect In “Tha
Whita Devil,” which first saw the Hght
In 182
“Brachinno, I am now fit for thy en-

counter;
Liks d‘s:‘l wild Irish, I'll ne’er think thee

Till I can play football with thy headl”

Research among MWlizabethan, drama
would not be very profitable for thoss
who really want to know the lines on

The game wné really In te from the
time of Edward 111 fo , in
the year 1348 a royal proclamation met
forth that football and every other minor
gams calculated to interfere with the more
mianly and military sport of archery
should only be practiced under serlous
penalties. Buch an edlet could never
have been forthcoming If football had
not, at that time, fairly threatened to
become one of the most enthralling games
of the future freo . d.

It may be Interesiing to lovers of foot-
ball to read of a Welsh game called
“Knappan,” of years, years ago. In
knappan, one of the téama was mounted.
“‘Goals" had not then been Inventsd, and
the members of the opposing tesms had
no numerical limit. At times the landed
proprietors and nelghboring gentry would
engage to play their footmen, the former
on pony-back, the latter stirk naked. The
“field" was, preferably, a valley, and here
the gamesters congregated.

At the outset, & knappan, or hardwood
#pherold, more reminlacent of crickast than
football, was_toased into thelr midst. Tha
object of everybody concerned was to se-
ocure and carry It absolutely away. But
they knew how fo grapple, and thrust,
and and poss, and corner in
those days. It was, truly, horseplay, In
whith the masters often outsweated their
footmen, Modern playera will laugh at
this as a one-slded sort of confilct and,
it at all inclined to soclallstle {deas, will
scorn the footmen for having anything
to do with It. Let us, however, remem-
ber that it was no easy matter for a
rider to secure the ball while on pony-
back, and that lithe young fellows on foot
could find little difflculty in outpacing or
outmaneuvering thelr mounted superiors
on the uneven ground. The naked “team”
often won,

0ld. English Football,

football ‘was condueted In a very rough-
and-tumbls fashlon. No ons ever dreamed
of Its developing Into & game for 28, wiih
pavillons for mere spectators, and gate
money for the benefit of hospitals. It was
& huge, rollicking game for ths entire vil-
lage, and the object was not to va
the ball Into opposite territory, but, by
passing and throwing, to retain It for a
glven time In one's own hands, Talk
ebont present-day football belng rough!
It is women's play as compared with ths
old system, when the ‘'teams'” of two vil-
lages would martyr thelr snobby friends
&t the nelghboring country town.

One time 300 men *‘took tha fleld” near
Diss, England. Beforsa the ball was
thrown in, the Nortolkc players grimly dé-
manded of the enemy from Buffolk If they
had brought thelr coffins with them. It
was one of the earllest games, minus the
cup. Edward TII, who abominated foot-
ball, eould have had no suspiclon as to
what was afootf, or he would have turned
in his grave and stallkked suddenly forth
on the combatants,

A fractured patella or dlslocated spine
counted for llttle or nothing In thoss
days, but the sport was ultimately depre-
cated by the geniry and eventually
stopped by the strong arm of the law, as
& nulsance leading io terrible brutalities
rnd fatalities, )

Turn to the “Lay of the Last Minstral.™
In connection with the galétlea of Brank-
some hall, we read:

With dlce and dranghts some chased the day,

And some, with many . merry ahout,

and rout,
Pureued the footbull play. ‘

Scott tells us, in an appended note, that
football found acceptance throughout
Beotland, but was especlally a favorite
sport on the borders. Sir John Car-
michnel, warden of the Middle Marches,
was killed in 1600 by & band of the Arm-
strongs, returning from a football match,

Bir Robert Carey's memorles are quoted
from, in which it {s mentoned that “'a
great mesting, appolnted by the Scottish
riders, to be held at Kelso, for the pur-
pose of playing at football" terminated
in an Incurslon Into England. *At pres-
ent (1805) the football Is oftan played by
the inhabitants of adjacent parishes, or
of tha opposite banks of the stream.”
Beott Indorses all that can be heard about
unsclentific football, and so does Rev, Dr,
Jamés Russell, In his “Heminlscences of
Jarrow,” thils authority giving 1815 as the
year In which the last great ¢rogs-country
match was played.

Testing Thelr Pluck.

"The late Earl of Home," he =ays, “hav-
ing recelved soma good-humored banter
from his brother-in-law, the Ilate fifth
Ditke of Buccleuch, on the disparaging
terms In which his ancestor ls spoken of
In the old ballad;

Up wi' the Southers o' Belkirk,

And down wi' tha Yearl o' Hume
Proposed 1o take representatives of the
two parties and test thelr pluck at foot-
ball.” An exelting engagement took place
on Carterbrugh plaln, not far away from
the confiuence of tha Etterick and Yar-
row, and there all wera present as spectn.
tors occupying consplouous positions. Dr.
Russzell gives a pleturs of the contest,
which went on all day and finished at dusk
with a “draw."

But times ars changed sincea the days
I write of, and footballers are changed
with them. Thera are minlsters, dootors,
church deacons, who enfoy a génuine £00t-
ball mateh, but who would be ashamed if
seen at the racetrack. For the sake of
the game's longevity, It would be agree-
able to find the growing evil of betting
mora universally discouraged, A goodly
proportion of the community ean, how-
ever, enjoy the gams without participa-
tion In this extraneous adjunct.

It s an excellent thing to ses the deep-
seated public Interest in modern football.
There 18 surely an sbundance of good in
an amusement that can, as this does, gn-
gross the attention of the whole gountry
for nearly slx months in tha year, Al
classes In the community are interested in
it; the sport already has a literature of
ity own, and everybody knows how high
rung the healthful excltement over the
work of the different clubs, There are
no appreclable slgns of any waning of the
public interest, and we trust that omr
sons and our grandsons for many gen-
erations will continua to derive ths same
enjoyment from the sport thut we of
today are having. LUE VERNON.

Per contra to the foregoing closing para-
graph, on the pleasures to be derived
from witnessing or particlpating in foot-
ball, Mr. Vernon suggests this, to bs pub-
lished, in the event of the losing of a
game by the homs team, by the home
nawspaper of a given locality, and which
ha terms: .

* A Ready-Mnade View. .

'“There seems to be no doubt that pub-
lie interest In tha game of football is rap-
idly on the declina in all parts of the
country, and another season will prob-
ably ges the practical abandonment of thig
sport by profesalonals. It will then be
relegated to the schoolboys, among whom
it originated, and where it really belongs.
Thers has never, been anytbing In the
game worthy the attention of grown-up
man, and that it should ever have at-
talned to the distinction of a national
amusement is slmply another manifesin-
tion of the case with which the commu-
nity can becoms bewitohed over an ldle
Craza.

‘““There iz nothing elevating or amus-
ing about the game as now played, and
never has been, and its whole influence
hos been demorallizing In the extreme.
Ita téndency is in the direction of ldie-
ness, gambling and unhe eXCitex
ment, and the couniry will be better off,
morally, physically and financlally, when
the degenerate sport shall bs numbered
smong things of the past.'”

Glass Pavement,
_ Perhaps ths most curious street pave-
the world {5 that which hea re-

’ o

R

| which £ooiball was pisyed in thodo days. | uc

Thers can ba no doubt that o1d English |-
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HAS ABOUT RUN HIS RACE

PASSING OF THE TRAMP PRINTER
IN THE MARCH OF PROGRESS,

Vanguished by the Linofype, He Is
Being Fast Releguted to the
Limbo of “Has Beeans."

The passing of the tramp printer has
Besn slow but certaln. Hes who once was

,lord of the city “'case’; who could bandle
| anything on the copy hook, from an ed-

itorial down to & sparring match or a
cook fight; who could set type, maks it
up in formsa really for the presa, sdit
column or & first-paga lead; who could do
more work with lightning rapldity, find
time for more rest, take more comfort
and more-liquor, and tell more good stories

| than any othar printer who ever lived, Is

almost of the pust. He s a relic of the
days before the lynotype, and will soon
be spoken of and regarded as a “‘char-
latcr,'" & species of the genus homo be-

&t the officed distributing some Dutch
stoff In the wrong boxes with all the
fellera admiring my rapidity.

‘“That telegram was a terrible shock to
me, coming 50 sudden. You can imugine
yourself, what it would ba to get word
your father was dying when you had sup-
posed him dsad for years, I was so broks
Lup over it that I ocouldn’t work any
more, naturally, so I went to the manager
and ahowed him the telegram, and asked
him to lend me §5.on my next week's pay,
because the old folks might need some-
thing. He bad a father himuelf, and I
was 3o worrled that he loansd me the
$. and T put on my bat and coat and left
the place.

Woldn't Appreciate Him.

“That was a good job. T'd llke to hava
held It o while, but I &ldn't think they
would appreciate me or my work afier
they heard from thelr German readers.
I've often wondersd what they sald about
my department, but I never went back to
find out/ You see; they might think it
strange that I'm not wearing mourning.”

Miller wna never known to buy for him-

he ever known to ask any one else to do
it for him. *They just sorter know when
I needa It he sald. “Sometimes my
friends get me clothes and sometimes the
Lord provides them. I needed g new shirt

awful once, and hadn't the slightest idanye

B

Vialtor to lunato néylnm which is undergoing structurnl improvements (to harmiess luna-
tla who ls extremely buxy wheeling barrow upside down)—You ought to torn thal Darrow ibe
other wuy up.

Harmiess Luniatic (knowingly)—I did yesterday, but they put Imicke In it
—Phil Msy's Winter Anpual

longing distinctly to the “last century.™

The tramp printer came nnd went aoc-
cording to the seasons and the climate he
preferred, which caused him to be regard-
el as a weather prophet, & sort of human
barometer. Ha would eoma In te the com-

months, hang his battered hat on the hook
he used last, take his place at & ‘“‘case”
with the composure that only a tramp
printer knows, and look around for some
copy or dead type, the same as If he had
guit work thera the morning before with
the regular handa, “Spring's coming”
ona of the men would remark. "I see
Doc is back."

As the tramp printer was always o good
workman, his presence in the offica was
invariably halled with delight by the fore-
man. And toward midnlght, when he an-
nounced that he was hungry and asked
some one to loan him o “half" he was
sura to gst it. although the lender knew
it would nsver be returned. Sometimes he
was a wit; agaln he might be a pessimist,
but he always possessed a strong senss of
humor and a mighty vocabulary.

Eugene Field Described Him.

Hugene Fleld, In answer to tha question:
“"What is a printer?' once sald: “A print-
er is a man who sels type all night and
throws dice for the drinks all day. If it
wasn't for the night work, 1 should ks
to be a printer."”

The Chicago Tribune, in a recent articls
on the subject of tramp printers, tells of
one of the gulld, pamed Miller, a large
and pompous man, with gray halr and who
was known and lked by everybody in
the Chlcago composing-rooms. Miller, ac-
cording to the Tribune, was an uncertain
quantity. He got to drinking so much
during the day that be falied to work well
at night. Ons night he put on his hat
and the old checked coat with which the
weather of many a trip had playsd havoe,
and announced that he was golng to taks
& tramp In some prohibition stata.

“It's the boozs that knocks me galley
west," ha sald. “I'm golng to get out of
it, though my season here is not quits up.”

Tha foreman, at whose suggestion the
trip was contemplated, made no reply.

"Don't suppose you'd let me siay my
season out?’ he queried.

The foreman shook. his head.

*“It'l throw me ouwt for a whols year to
leave town now,’”’ he argued.

The foreman asked a question: “Do
you sét German type, Miller?”

Miller scratched his head
sald.

' ‘"Well, then, go to this address and get
a job. Thelr German printer Is sick. But
don't eay I sent you."

It was the address of a weekly paper
that had a German department.. Miller
took It and went out. Three days later
the foreman left to accept & place further
West.

How He Set German Type.

The office saw nothing of Mlitler till his
vseason' the following year. Then he
walked Into his accustomed placs, and,
with a broad grin on his faoce and a cob
plpe in his mouth, he tald the following
story:

“When I came in that last.night you
saw me, took off my hat and coat and
started to hang them up, I found my nall
driven in. Then I knew, of course, that
I was ‘fired,” and "twas the first that was
gald to me about it. I hated to lzave town,
go I goes around to the German and gets
the job. Didn't know I set German type?
I don’t., Don't know even a word of
Dutch, but ‘a le Tout'.over a glass of
beer,

“But I gets the job and goes to work
like & dicknaller a-throwing them Dutch
letters together. I put the copy up before
me and let on to read It and understand,
and read my own proof and marked it up—
and not & slngls word in the whole batch
of galleys, unless one got there by acol-
dent. It was nothing but pi—rich, fat,
juley German pl

“1 was safe, for not a feller in the shop
knew Dutch—'cept me. I did not have
much time to get the wolk out In, but I
did it, and they pald me éxtra and en-
gaged me to work right along till the
Dutchman got well,

“T knew It'would not be healthy for ms
to ‘stay around there aftsr the paper
came out, s0 on the day of publlcation,
after T had drawn my pay, I sent myself

"Yes" hﬂ‘

ing. A real telegram, boys, from the
tral ml: tn, When

Aiee

lm telling me my. father was dy-
mesaenger : with It I was

posing-room after an absence of several®

whére It waos coming from, but om my
next season round in Chicago the foreman
called me in the first morning after work
and told me to walt thers, for he was go-
fng out to get me a shirt. I told him I
never would have asked for It, but If he
would persist agalnst averything and buy
meo & shirt, I'd like to plek it out myself,
being a littla particular as to fit, you see.

“I wns more thirsty than in need of
that shirt, and the foreman knew It, go ha
had me walt. I dldn't care, for I knew a
good shirt would bring four drinks most
any place. But that foreman was a fall-
er born to be hanged, though he wasn't
‘When be camd back and showed me a
nice, clean, new white shirt I got thirstier
than ever. But that faller just shoved ma
in the washroom and insisted that I put
that clean shirt on then and there. So 1
did, knowing I could change it again
mighty quick. I wrapped the old one up
in a paper and lald it down while I
searched saround for a string, and that
foreman took advantage of my axactness
and threw that paper, shirt and all in
the fire, and it burned right before my
eyes—and me getting thirstier every sec-
ond. F
He Goes to Church.

*That clean shirt almost proved my ruin,
for it made me stuck up and too aristo-
cratie for the town. I decided I'd have
to get a clean sult to go with I, but I
wouldn't ask for it.

“Out on the West Side, at Jackson
poulevard and Lincoln street, they wers
buliding a new church, and me and three
of the boys thought we'd go out and at-
tond & meeting. Thia was right after I
heard my father was dying, boys, and
under such feellngs a man should want re-
ligion. So we gog¢s In late, and walka
clean up to the atage staps. They ware
all a-singing something about ‘Sinners
Comipg.' I thought of my pride In that
clean shirt, and I says right out aloud,
‘That's us.’

"Say, you should have seen them people
crowd around to do us honor. Gea! If
you want to get treated white, go to &
county  fair horseracs, or a church dur-
Ing service, and call yourself a sinner.
They asked how I was o sloner, and I
told them I was proud, and arrogant and
valn of my warldly goods, and then all of
us just broks down and cried, Couldn't
help 1t, boys,

“We had heard they waa planning &
banquet for the church officers after the
meeting, and sure enough they asked us
In to eat. And everytime they nsked us
& question batween mouthfuls we says,
Yes." no matter what It was So after
the feed they takes us off and gives each
some new clothes and a hat and takes ua
bhack to the party and stood us up and
ialked nbout us, and then they takes up
a collection and gives each of us a fourth.
I thought I'd go every week, 80 I told the
pretiiest lady so.

“Finally they wanted some more chalrs
and I sald I'd go and get them, I couldn't
find the chalrs. You ses, I didn't look for
them. The thres boys may be at that
meeting yet for all I know, for I've been
80 busy I never went back to see."”

When a Feller Has the Hlues.
‘When & feller has the bluas,
‘Taln’'t no use to ask his visws

"Bout the sountry—how it goes:

B it balls, or ef [t mows—

Cotton up, or cotton down—

Worl" stopped stlll, or whirlln' roun’e=
Never kesrs for any Dews—

That ere feller with the blussl

Bun may do his best to shine—
Blosesoma purple ce the vine;

Win'e may sog In muale sweet,

Rivers ripplo at"Hiy feet;

An' the binds the boughs along -
Jest may spilt their throats with song—
Hut he's k as you ch

That ere feller with the biues!

Where'd they come from? Day by @s,
You kin see "em on the way,

Jeat a-trudgin’ up the elope—

Drownin’ all the bella of Hopel

Comin' In the door 1o chide you—
Drawin' up a chalr beside you,

Bayin', "Hello! What's the newel"—
Them cxssperntin’ bluce!

Then it ls we know we're human—
Thets It ia the smile of Woman

Jo the ooly waelcome light

That comes twinkiin' through the night!
Ef that smile o hers has bound you,

solf an artiole of wearlng apparel, nor was |

HOW PLAYS ARE WRITTEN

DIFFERING METHODS FOLLOWED
BY VARIOUS DRAMATISTS.

Some Use Puppeis {0 Creste Situs.
tioms, While Others l‘qnl" No
Such Ald, and Al Work Hsard.

“How do dramatists write plays?™ saks
the Ladles' Home Jourual, of & recent ls-
sue, and then the gquestioner procssds to
reply that it ls dope in almost as maay
ways a5 there are dramatiste.

But, In ane respest, the methods of dram-
atists hardly ever differ. They neariy all
first make an outline of the plot, charno-
tera and eplsodes. That is called & sce-
mario. Bometimes it inciudes the sallent
poinia only. Bometimes I3 goss into minute
dotails, Anyway, It sbapes ang forma the
entire play.

“By this time the author'" continusa the
Journal, “has studled the possibilities of
his theme and decided what his charactars
shall do, He has learned by experience
that hls work s more difficult than that
of the nowvellst, He must not describe
things, but present them. He may resort
to narrative only at the risk of lming the
attention of an audience, A play of words
and not of deads Is like (he proyerblal ‘gar.
den full of The parsonages will
not amount to much, If they merely talic
They must show thelr tralts, motlves and
Intentions in The sclilogquy is
therefore, not In fuvor with the modern
playwright

*These conditions !mpoas long and hard
labor upon even th S AMong write
ers for the stage. = and thought
are often spent on & scenario than In wril-
ing out tho play. It may be aaid that a

ramis of the first clasa is n good year's
task.

Keep Charncters In View.

weeda"

action,

*The pinywright must keep kis charace
ters’ plainly boefore him all the w t
Is esmential that he shall know wh

are, whe tiva or hile. Wh
stir it ahould mean some
definite movement moy @
which he intends to maks,
seea quite as much as It hears
our well-known authores sals sma
on & miniature stage and mio
atout. In na other way can bha
situations

Reep the
clearly in mind while devising
and developing them.

“Another man of equal renown

needs
no such sigms or toksne, The scene !n
every deta'l s vivid to him
alds, Othérs make notes on
Still others us¢ whatever small
happen to be at hamd. An oid
and & palr of scissore were the hes
herolne of m certain famous drama
all the time that !t was belog writt
“One expert in stagecrall, who hapg
ba alao a devotea of chess, works aut
action on a chessboard., He fanc
he o helped In that way to M
problems of hls plor. He opposes h
of good and evil, plays them ag:
other and wins final e for the right,

Nonsensa? Not If it factll s his work
Hi\s fancy requires incitem
“At the sther extrems may be mentlans]

a man who never hns (o mahke so mach
as a dot on paper to asgist his memary
as to the action. He haa his troubles of
another kind, Ha lzg compelled to guard
himsalf againat ¢ sion amd Inconsistan-

cles in the various intercsis of the play
m haml, He makes dingrams of then,
ghowing thalr starts and glops, rises and
falls, contacts amd separations. Thus he
seca thelr proportions und bollds them up
or pulls them Jown to sult thelr relutive
Importance.

*Thin Jdiagram becomes an  elnhorate
chart ms work progresses. It s ¢lo
him, i to nobody else. It guldes !
keeping his prinelpal char
and his minoe onea subardina
af it he moves everything o

3 vhnt

wi Ta

max which every succesaful drama must
reach.

“What the actors do besides speaking

the words of the play I8 enlle
nesa The oid-fashioned way wus £
sert that word 1o the copy at points W
speclal action was required, The particu-
lars were given at the rehenrsals.
More Expliclt Now.

“Nowadayn the author ls more axplicit
tn his manuseript. Hea prescribea
movements that eiach character
make. Nothing i left to ch
the actor's cholee, When he is to st and
when to stand, when he Is to go and Bow
long to stay, what feeling he s to show
when silent, what degres of emnation ke in
ts express when speaking—all thess di-
rections are set down

*Soma nuthora tefl. also,
gonnges should look. A
smcribes sach individual mu
doea It. though very brk
| This 1s frequently extended te
a woman's eyes and hair. Hhe
tall or short, siim or stuut, pretty or u
as heat servea tha purpasa
writer of stage flctlon tries hard
his charncters look and &
he wishes them to.
carried out.

st dapendmn

the

shall

oe, noT to

how tha pear-
paragraph de=

must ba
gly,
In short. the
to have

¥e may be eminent and

obdurats enough to have his own way.
In that case his gontracts stipulnte that
hall ba=‘changed

not so much as a word =

t Tha manner of the
Itent to his ore
¢ to dictate the
» play = be presented,
theater, tog. 'The selection of
2y requ his approval, and his
to rehaarsale”

without his ¢
acting. nlso
He also may be

cANNON OF PRECIOUS METAL

Extravagant Fanecy of the Galkwas
of Barodn, in India.

Tha Galkwar of Baroda, sn Ind@an
prince, who =tll rToles under Britiah
suzoralnts great and  gorgeous
palace at Curcoda, and seven miles out of
the city. st Makarpura a hunting lodge
or summer palice. A bodyguard of 130
strong men, mounied on handsome gruy

rahian rgers, and dressed ko Ause
trian hussars, o posted about his palace,
and with it a battery of artillery conslsting
of goid and siiver guna,

There are four guns—iwo of gold and
two of silver. The gold gumns wers muade
in 154, by an artisan of Lakha whas
worked on them for five yewrs They
weigh #0 pounds each, and, except for the
steel Uning. are of solld gold. They are
mountied on gun carriages of carved wood,
overimid with gilver. Each gun s drawn
by the finest team of bullocks whizh Bu-
rodn can furnish. The horns of these hul-
locks are incassd In silver and gold, and
they wear gold and siiver anklets sround
thalr forelegse On thelr hoads =re
“mohadas,” or hend pleces, of the sama
metala Their tmappings are of Kinecob
and Delhi work, and altogether the deg-
orntioss of each team of bullocks are
worth $35. 000

The silver guns wers made by the same
men a8 the gold ones, and are Hke them,
except that they are a trifle smalier, and
wolght only 360 pounda sach. The limbers
and carviages of the silver guns are cov
ered with brass, which shines like gold,
and fraquently ls mistalcen for thnut medal
In 1578, when the Maharajah Kalkwar
went to Bombay to mest the Prines of
Walea, he took ths goid guns with him o
salute tha prince. This l» tha only ocea-
=lon on which they have heen allowed ta
isave the state of Baroda. “When Lord
Dufferin was viceroy of India, he pald &
stare visit to the gnikwar, aod was saiute
106 by the stiver guna.




