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JTTING PINCKNEY ONTHE

Jo

PrRoFESSOR SHORTY RenprEs o Ammmanee

Bl3. say, this ls where we mark
w up one on Pinekney And s

tmea too, for ha's done the grin
act at me so often he was comin® to
think T was gettin’ into the Sllvers class.
You know about Pinckney. He's the
tubhle an top of the glass, the snapper
on the whip lash, the sunny pot at the

ciub. He's about as serious as a kitten
piarin’ with =» eotring. and the cares on
hiszs mind weigh moat as haluvy &8 an
extra rooster feather onm a Spring don-
net

That's what comes of havin' a self-
ralsin' income, a amall st of relatives,

and a pioderats thirst. If anything bobs
up that needs to be wortled over—itka
whether he's got wvonts enough to last
through a little trip to London and back,
or whether he's doubled up on his dates—
why, he just tells his man about it, and
For a troubie dodger he's

then forgets
got tha little birds in the {rees carryin’
welght Pinckney's liabie to show up

At the studlo here Bvery day for a woek,
ard then agsin I won't get & Flimpse of
him for a month. It's always safe to
wet Blm when you see him, and It's a
wasts of time wonderin' what he'll be up
next. But one of the things I likes
most about Pinckney Is that he ain't
Hvin® vesterday or tomorrow, It's always
A. M. with him, and the rest of the
calendar takes care of itself,

o I wa'n't any surprised, as T was
doin® a few laps on the avenue awhile
back, to hear him give me the hall

tn

1his

Ok, I say, Shorty!”" says hs, wavin'
his st “Got anythlng on™"

“Nothin' but my clothes,” says L
“Good!” says he ‘‘Come with me,
then,™

“Syre you know whera you're goin'?T"
says L

‘Oh, yes, he was—almost. It was soms

pler or other he was headed for, and
he has the number writ down on a card—
if he could find the card. By luck he digs
it up out of his cigaretts case, where his
man has put It on purpose, and then he
proceeds to whistle up & cab. Say, Ir it
wa'n't for them cabbleg, 1 reckon Plnck-
ney would take root somewhere
“Meetin® some one, or seein’ 'em off ™
sars I, as we climbas In.
“Hanged If 1 know yat"
ness
that Jack and Jill
**Oh, says he
planned to, you kuow
of I, 1 belleve I am
and JUL™
“Names sound kind of famillar,” says
"What's the breed?”
“What would you guess™ sayr he
“A palr of spotied polnes™ says L

eays Pinck-

would be In the Lu-
“That s, I hadn't
And come to think
to meet—er—Jack

na"

LS

‘By Jove!" says he, 1 hadn't thought
of ponies.”™

“SBav,"” says I. sigin’ him up to see it
he was handin' me a Josh, “you don't

mean Lo give out that you're lookin for
& brace of something to come In on the
steamer, and don’'t know whether they'll
be tame or wild, long halred or short,
erated or live stock?”

*“Live stock!™ says he, beamin'. “That's
exactly the word 1 have been irying to
think of That's what 1 shall ask for.
Thanks, awfully, Shorty, for the hint"™

]

“Tou're welpome,” says L "It looks
like you nesad all the help along that
{ine you cam get. Do you remember If
thi= pair was somethin’ you sant for, or
ia It a birthday surpriseT’

With that he unloaded as much of the
tale as he's accumulated up to date. |
Beems he'd Just got & cablegram from
some frm ln London that signs them-
seives Tootle, Tupper & Tootle, sayin®

that Jack and Jii would Yp on the L-
canis. am per letter
“"And then yog lost the letter™' says L
No, he hadn't Jost it, not thatl he Knew
of He supposes that it'a with the rest
of last week's matl, that he hasn't looked
The trouble was he'd been out

over yat

pf town, and hadn’'t been back mors'n
& day or so—and he could read letters |
when there wa'n't anything else to do.]

That's Pinckney, from the ground up
“Why not go back and get the letter |
aw ™ says 1. ““Then you'll know &ll about
Jack and JUL™

bothor:™*
spoil 211 the fun.
like first, and read
ward.'

it It

says he. “That would
Lat's sea what they're
about them ‘fler-

“*{h.

sulte vou,"” says L “it’s all ths
10 me Only you won't know
whether to send for a hoster or an ani-
mnl trainer.”

‘Perhaps 1'd better engage both,'” says
Pinskney.

If they'd been handy, he would have
too;: but they wa'n't, so down we salls
to the pler, whers the folks was comin’
mahore

First thing Pincknay sples after we
had ruthed the gangplank iz & gent with
a healthy grgwth of underbrush om his
face and & lot of gold on his sleaves, By
the way they got together, I »see that
they was old friands.

*“1 hear you bhawve something on board
consigned to me Captain?” says Pinck-
ney. “Something in the way of live
stock, eh?™' and he pokes Cap In the
ribe with his cane.

“Right you are,” says Cappie, chucklin’
through his whiskers. “And the llvellest
kind of live stock we ever carried, sir’”

Pinckney glves me a nudge, =& much
as to say he'd struck it first crack, and
then he remarks, “Ah! And where are
they now?"

“Why," sars the Cap, "'they wers
erulsing around the promenade deck a
migute ago: but, Lor" bless you, sir!
there’'s no telling where they are now—
gp on ths bridge, or down In the boller-

same

room. They're o pair of colts, thoss
two.”
“Coltz!" says Pinckney, gaspin’. “You

mean ponies, don't you?"

“Well, well, ponies or colts, its all one,
They're lively enoush for olther, and—
Helgtio! Here they come, the rascals.™

There is & whoop and a ecampor, and
alang the deck rushes a couple of § or
-year-old youngsters, that makes a dive
tor the Cap'n, catches him around elther
leg., and almost upsets him. They was
twing, and it didn't need the kilt sults
jusz altike and the halr bowxed just the
sume to show it, either. They couldn’t
have been better matched if they'd bean
a pair of eocks, and the faces of ‘em
was all grins and mischlef. Bay, anyone
with s hesrt in him couldn't help takin’
to kids like that, providia’ they didm't
take to him first

“Herm you are, sir.” says the Capmn—
“nere’s your Jack and Jill, and I wish

makin' "em soquainted at the rate of a
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I NEVER HAD A BETTER TIME.

—

month before 1 can get back the disel-
pline sboard; but I'm glad I had the
bringing of ‘em over. Hgre you &rs, you
holy terrors—here’s the Uncle Pinckney
you've been howling for!™

AL that they let loose of the Cap, glves
a warwhoop In chorus, and lands on
Pinckney with a reg’lar fyin® tackie,
both talkin' to once. Well say, he dldn’t
know whether to holler for help ar laugh.
He just stands there and looks foollsh,
whila one of 'em ahins up and gets an
overhand holt on hix lilac hecktie.

And about then 1 notlces some one
bearin’ down on us from the other side
of the deck. She was one of these tsll,
straight, deep-chested, wide-syed girls,
bullt lika the Goddess of Liberty, and
with cheeks liks a bunch of swesl peas
Say, she was all right, she was; and if
it hadn't been for the Paris clolhes she
was wearin' home I could have mads a
guess whether she came from Denver,
Dallas, or St. Paul. Anyway, we don't
ralss many of that kind In New York.
Ehe has her eves on the youngsters.

“Goodbye, Jack amnd JU." says she,
wavin' her hand at ‘em.

But nobody gets past them Kids as
eapy @5 that They wells “Misy Ger-
trude? at her like she was n mile off,
and points to Pinckney, and inside of
a minute they has towed 'em together,
pushod "em up against the rall, and is

mile a minute.

“Pleased, I sure.” says Mias Gerty.
“Jack and Jill are great friends of mine.
1 suppose¢ you are thelr Uncle Pinckney.”

“I'm almost beginning to belleve I
am,” says Pinckney.

“Why," says sahe, "aren’t you—"

“Oh, that's my name says hes. “Only
I didn’t know that I was an uncle.
Doubtless It's al] rght, though. I'll look

it ap.”

With that she eyes him Ilike she thought
he was just out of the nut factory,
and the more Pinckney tries to expiaim,

the worse he gets twisted. Flnally he
turns to the twins. “See here, young-
stors,” says he, "which ane of you la
Jack?™"

“I'ss Jack."
“whnt Is

“Me." says one of ‘em.
“Well, Jack," =ay’s Pinckney,
your last nameT’

“Anstruther,” says the kid

“*The devil!” says Pinckney, befors he
could stop it. Then he begs pardon all
round. *“l1 see,” says he. “I had al-
monst forgotten sbout Jack Anstruther,
thoughh I shouldn't. 8o Jack s your
papa. ia he? And where Iy Jack now?"

Boms one must have tralned them to
do {t, for they gets thelr heads.together,
like they was Zoin' to sing & bymmn, roils
up their eyen, and pipes out, “Our—papa—
i=—up—there.”

*The deuce you say! 1 wouldn't hawve
thought 11! gasps Pinckney. "No, mnol
I—1 mean I hadn't heard of It."”

“It was & bad break, though: but the
glrl sees how cut up he is about it, and
smooths everyithing out with s laugh.

“1 fancy Jack and Jill know wery 1it-
tie of such things.' says she; "but they
can teil you sll about Maxie.

‘“Marie's gove!"” shouts the kids
says we drove her crasy.”

That was the way the story came out,
steady by jerks. The meat of It was that
pome ons of Pinckney's old chuma had
passad in pomewhers abroad, and for some
reason or other these twins of hiz had
been shipped over to Plnckney in care
of a French governess. Between not
knowing how to herd a palr of lively ones
like Jack and Jill, and her gettin' In-
terested In a tall gent with & lovely black
mustache, Marie had kind of shifted her
job off onto the rest of the passengers,
specially Gerty. ., and the minute the
steamer touched the dock she had relled
her hoop.

“Pinckney.” says L "It's you to the
bat."

He looks at the twins doubtful, then

"Ehe

he squipts at me, and next he locks
at Miss Gertrude. "By Jove!" says ha.
“It appears that way, dosan’t 1t?7 1 won-

der how long 1 am expectad to, keep
them ™"
The twins don't know; I didn't; and

nelther doag Gerty.

“I had planned to take g noon train
West," says she: "but If you think I
ecould help in getting Jack and Jill ashore,
T'll stay over for a faw hours™

“Will you? asays he “That's Zipping
good of you. Raally, you know, I naver
tock care of twins before.”

“How odd!” saya she, tearin’ off a Iit-
tle Inugh that sounds as If it come out of
a music box. “I suppose you will take
them homeT” »

“Homeo!™ says Finckney. Bay, you'd

“Why—ah—er—I live at the club, you
know."

“Oh,' aays she.

“Would & hotel do?* says Pinckney.

“You might try it says she, throwin’
me a Jook that was all twinkies,

Then we rounds up the kids' traps, sees
1o thelr baggage, and calls another cabd.
Pinckney and the girl takes Jill, I loads
Jack in with me. and off weo starts, It
was a great ride. Ever try to answer all
the queations a kid of that nga can think
up? Say, I was threa behind and short of
hreath before we'd gone 10 hlocks.

“In all this America?’ says Mr. Jack,
pointin' up Broadway.

“No, sonny,” says I; “this Is Jittle old

New York."
“Where's America, thenT” says he.
“Around the edges,’” says I

“I'm goin' to be Pres!dent some day,”
says he. “Are youf?"

“Not till Teddy lets go, anyway," says L

“Who's Toeddy?" saye he.

»The man behind the stick,” says L

“I wish I had = stick,’” says Jack;
*“then I could whip the hossie. I wish I
had suffin® to eat, too.”

“1'd give n dollar if you had,” says I,

It seams that Jil has been struck with
the same ldea, for protty soon we comes
together, and Pinckney shouts that we're
all goln' to have lunch., Now, there's a
lot of patin’ shops In this town; but 1'l
bel Pinckney coudln‘t name more’'n four,
to save his neck, and the Fifth-avenue
jolnt he plcks out was the one he's most
used to.

It aln't what you'd ‘call a fam'ly place.
Mostly the peoplea who hang out there
belong to the Spender clan, It's whera
the thousand-dollar tenors, and the ex-
steel *presidents, and the pk of the pony
ballet come for brolied birds and bottled
bubbles. But that don't bother Pinckney
& bit; =0 wp hiages right in, kids an' ail
The head walter most has a f1t when he
spots Plnckney towln' o twin with each
hand;: but be plants us at a round table
in the middle of the room, turns on®*the
electrie light under the seashell shades,
and passes out the food programmesa. I
looked over the card; but as there wa'm't
anything enterod that I'd ever met be-
fore, T passes. Gerty, she takes a look
around, and smilea But the twins wa'n't
a bit feazed.

“What will

it be, youngsters™' says

“Jum,” azsys they.

“Jam it I8, =ays Pinckney, and orders
s couple of jars,

“Don’t you think they ought to have
something besides sweels?"' says Miss
Gerty.

“Blessed If [ know,"” says Pinckney, and
he puts it up to the kids If there wa'n't
anything elze they'd lke. |

“Yep!" says they cagerly. "Pickles.”

That's what they had, too, jam and
pickles, with a lttle bread on the sida
Then, whils he waa finishin' off the
grilled bones, or whatever It was Pinck-
ney huad guessed at, they alides out of
their chalrs and organizes o game of tag,
I've heard of a lot of queer doin's
beln' pulled off in that partic'lar éaffy,
but I'll bet this was the first game of
croes tag over et loose there. It wes &
lively one, for the tables was most all
filled, and the tray Jugslers was skatin'
around thick. That only made it all the
more interestin’ for the kids. Divin®' be-
tween the legs of gascons loaded down
with silver and china dishes was the best
sport they’d struck in & month and they
Just whooped It up.

I could see the head waiter standin® on
tiptoes, watchin' ‘em and holdin' his
breath. Pinckney wan beginnin' to Jook
worried, too; but Gerty was settin’ there,
e calm and smilin’ as If they was playin’
In & vacant lot. It was easy to see she
wa'n't ona of the worryin' kind.

“I wonder I I shouldn't stop them?"
says Plnckney.

Before he's hardly got it out, there
comeés A bang and a smash, and a fat
French walter goes down with umptean
dollars’ worth of fancy grub and dishes.

“Perhaps you'd better,” says Gerty.

“Yea' says I, “some of them carsless
walters might fall on one of 'em."

With that Pinckney starts after ‘em,
tall hat, cane, and all. The klds ses him,
and take it that he's jJolned the game.

“Oh, here’'s Uncle Pincknoy!™ they
shouts, “You're it, Uncle Pinckney!™ and
off they goes.

That sets everyhody roarin‘—except

Pinckney. He turns a nlce shads of red,
and glves 1t up. 1 guess they'd put the
pince all to the "bad if Miss Gerty hadn’t
stood up smilin’ and held her hands out
to them. They come Lo her llke she'd
pulled a string, and In o minute It was all
over.

“Pinckney,” says I, “you want to re-

Pinckney.

Their

Ged jfulk-f

We poor

with ki
we kpow

you Juck with them. IU'U be a good

thought he never heard the word before.
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hearse this uncle act soms before you
spring 1t on the public agalin.”

*I wish 1 could get at that letter and
find out how long thils |s golng to last™
says he, sighin' and moppin® his noble
brow.

But If Plockney was shy on time for
letter readin’ before, he had less of It
now. The three of us put in the afier-
noon lookin® after that balr of kids, and
wa wasg all busy at that., Twice Miss
Gerty started to break away snd go forf
& traln: but both times Pinckney sent me
to ¢all har back. Soon's she got on the
scene everything woas lovely.

Plnokney had plcked out a sulte of
rooms at the Waldorf, and he thought as
goon as he could get hold of a governeas
and & mnid his troubies would be over.
But It wa'n't so eaxy to pick up a palr of
twin trainers. Three or four ssts shows
up: but when they staris to ask questions
ahout who the twins belongs to, and who

find some one,'’ says she. “And maybe
I'l] stay over for a day.”

While she was gone Pinckney gels me
to take & note up to his man, tellin® him
to overhaul the mail and send all the
Landon letters down, That took meo less'n
an hour, but when 1 gets back to the ho-
tel 1 finds Pinckney with furrows In his
brow, tryin’ to make things right with
| the manager. He'd only left the twins
locked up In the rooms for 10 minutesg or
g0, while be goes down for some clgar-
ettes and the afternoon papers; but be-
fors he gets back they've rung up every-
thing, from the hall malds to the fire de-
partment, the bath tub over, and
rigged the patent. fire escape out of the
window,

"Was It vou that was tellin" about not
wantin® to miss any*fun?" says L

Tun

“Don't Tub it in, Shorty,"” saya he. “Did
you get that blamed Tootle letter?”
He grabs It sager. “Now.," says ha

that his two chile

relations, has nasked

dren, Jack snd Jil, should be sent over
to hin old and dear friend, Mr, Lionel
Ogden Pinckney Bruce, with the request
that he act as thelr guardian until they
should become of age. Tha letter also

¥ in the

says that there's a wad of mons
bank for expanses.

»And the dence of It Is, T can't rafus,™

says Pinckney. “Jack onca did me A
gond turn that I cian never forget
“Woll. thia makes twice, then™ says I

you're

bachelor,
Now all you need

“But chear up. For a
doln” well, ain't you?
Is an aecount at the grocer’s, and yours
as a fam'ly maen."

*1 know nothing about

almost as good

“But,"” says he,
bringing up children

Ol wou'll learn.” saya I “You'll be
manager of an orphan asyiam yet

It wa'n't untit Miss Gerty shows
with a broad-faced Swedlsh nurse
Pinckney gots hia courage back
him he ¢an take the night off, as
she'll be on the job until morain’;
Pinckney says the thoughts of goin' back
to tha club never seemed guite so good 1o

I.l‘.
that
Gerly
tells
and

him as then
“So long," says I; “but don't forget
that you're an uncle'

I bas a pleture of Pinckney takin® them

twins by the hand, about the second day,
and headin’ for some boardin® school ofF
privata home 1 couldn’t help thinkin®
ahout what g shame It was goin' to be,
too, for they surse wWas a culs palr of
youngnters—too cute to be, farmed out
reckless.

Cour though, I « n't sea Plncknoey
doin' anything elue iven If he was mar-
ried to one o : otarines In tha
crowd he travels with, and had a kid of
his own, 1 guess It would be a case of

mamma and papa havin® to be {ntroduced
to little Gwendolyn eyery onca in awhile
by the head of the nursary departmegpt.

Oh, I hia &8 real good time for o few
days, stewin' over them kide, and waon-
derin’ how thoy and Pinckney was comin’
on. And then yesterdsy 1 runs across the
whale bunch. Miss Gerty and all, paradin®
down tha avenus bound for a candy shop,
the whole four of s as amilin® as |f they
was tartin® on a picnle

“Chee, Plnckney!™ aays I, “you look lika
you was pleased with the amateur uncie

business,"

“Why not?™ says *Tou ought
gea how glad those youngsters are to sea
moe when I come In And we have great

ha. ta

aport.”
“Hotel people still friendly?™ says I
“Why.” says he, "'l believe there have

Hut wa'll soon ba
ouniry housa

betn a few compluints
out of that, I've leased n <
for ths Summer,
“A house!" says I
Who'll run it?

know.*
“YTou with a houss!

you

Pinckney was, and where Miss Gerty “we'll sea who thesa youngsters are 10 “Sg-s-sh "' saye he, pullin’ 'me one side
comaes in, and . what was I doin' there, | be handed over to, and when.™ and tatlkin® Into my sar. “I'm going West
they gets a touch of pneumonia in the The twins had got me harnessed up to | tonight, to bring on her mother, and—"
feet. & <halr, and we was havin' an elegant “Oh, T sea," mys 1 *You're goln' to
T ain't casting any insinuations,” sayms | time, when Pinckoey §lves a groan and | offer Gerty tha Job?"
one; “but I never have been mixed up in | hollers for me to come In and shut the Pinckney gets a color on his cheekhones
& kidoaping cmse before, and 1 gueas I | door, at that. “Bhe's a charming girl. Shorly,
won't begin now."’ “‘Shorty,” says he, "what do you | says he.
“The sassy thing!' saye I, as she bangs | think? There lsu't anyona eise. I've got “ghe's nothin® lesa,™ says I;: "“and Lhem
the door. to keap them."' twins are all right, too. But say, =
Plockney looks stunred; but Miss Gorty Thon he reads me the letter, which s | ney, I'll bet you never n A stemmer
only laughs. from some English lnwyera, sayin® that | again without knowin' all about why
*Perhaps you'd better let me go out and | the late Mr. Anstruther, havin' no near you're thero. EhT
| Dickens’ “Dan’l Quilp” a Real Charact
Gerald Catliton in the Brooklyn Eagle. tha 'Old Curloslty Bhop,' he commis- | than the element on which he had
HAVI heard It sald very fréquently | sloned me to [uterview him. I did so, ] paased s0 many years
l thet the well-known charaster of and the result was Quiip In “The Oid Between 8 and 9 on Wadnesday night
' s « | Curiosity Shop.™ I was Introduced to Dr. Byrne by Gylos,
. It:'u“ﬂl Quilp, th.Sile, Ol Curisatty “Did !)Im'kf-gﬁ sea Byrne before he | During the conversation, ‘-\1!\"‘11‘41“;{11' i
Shop,” wus nothing more than a Iancy | ge4u- the character of Quilp? to Dickens' Quilp, It was then I saw
alketch, or, at best, an overdrawn cari- “Yeox. HE was over one hour In his | the flesh-and-blood charact of the
eature. This has not only been sald on | company, Mzr. Dickens’ master mind | delineation—and how trus the groat
the lecturs platform, but in hooka and | sitw Instanily the possibilities In such ;novelist had drawn the natural char
NeWSPRPers. a personelity —and we all know now acteristios of the man Byrne as Qulip
It is not necessary to give names how profound wére his views of such all my experiences—and they havae
= characterizations. But you'd better | been varfed—I had up to this never met
here, which I could readily do, head- | .. perns yourself and judge.” sug- | a man with that basllisk axpression of
ing my list with at least two distin- | cantad Haley. eye and qualling savage humor of
gulshed Americans of international “Even very clevar people sometimes | visage as this self-styled Irish doctor,
repute. Now, to probe to the bottom | criticise without knowing what they | Mr. Byrne. Every featurs of Dickens’
this unfounded and, In one Instance criticise,” Haley pursued; "“and I'm not | Qullp was there, and, In my judgment,
surprieed at many critica dubbing a | the character was rather under than

which I shall name, harsh and unjust

eriticism.

I happened to be In London, England,
in 1874, dolng =some newspaper work.
During my #stay In the capital T met

many prominant nawsEpapor men—
among them an Oxford TUnlversity
graduate named Haley. Mr. Hnaley had

been on the staffe of several London
newspapers, an aditorial writer and
special correapondent When I first
met Haley he was on the Morning
Chronicle and Clerkenwell News, &
newspaper in which Dickens' first
skatiches by “Rozx" appearad.

1 had heardd of the suthor being a
ocaricaturist before leaving the States
and thought there might be some truth
in the charges made, particularly In
regard to Mr. Dan'l Qulip. Informed
that Mr. Haley had hean n friend and
contemporary of the novelist, T decld-
ed to guestion him relative to tha mat«
ter.

*SWith respect to Daniel Quilp.” aald
Mr. Haly, “I can giva ¥You the in-
formation youi are In search of. 1 may
truthfilly say that Quilp was no cari-
catura Iin any sense, hut a flesh and
bleod character =till living and wtill
reslding in London. I can point*him
out to you any day you wish.

“Aa to hla-not having an exlstenca
only In the novellst's fancy—that Is all
moonehine, Of courss, the man who
eat for Quilp l= now advanced In years,
though his halr and skin and stature
ars as thay ware then, with little
change. The eolor of Qulilp's hair was
& dirty dark brown, his face swarthy,
his eyes keenly penetrating and mall-
clous. He had a manner of standing
and bending over that made him ap-
pear dwartish. Quilp was also slightly
bandy-logged and at times seemed to
be cross-eyed. Dr. Byrne, as he calls
himnaelf, I8 that sven to this day."

“Hid I understand you to say that
Qullp's real name was Byrne?™ I asked,
with some curiosity,

“Yas

“An Irishman, of course? xald
judging haphazard by the name.

“That's what he clalms to be, though
you'd naver think It from his accent or
his looks. He also claims to ba a
Trinity College man and an M. D.”
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‘“That's a doubtful qguestion: I don’t
know,” answesred Haley. “I whould
rather think not., though ths man's

English and bresding, when he chooses,
are perfect.™

4 dld Charles Dickens come
take him as a character?™ 1 pursued,

*Weall, the novelint had heard of
Byrno's extraordinary personality from
a reportorial friend, and having in
mind Master Humphrey's Clock,” later

to

great master, such as Charles Dickens
undouhtedly was, as an extravagant
carlesturist. Some find fault with his
English—a few of ynur own countiry
novalists and easuylsts, T henr—and his
styvle nlso. But let them go and do
one-tenth as wall, and they may re-
tire on lnurels well earned.”

“wWhen con I pee this Dr. Byrne?”

“Aany night this week—at elther
Old Bell, the Temple Forum or the
Cogers’ Hall. I'm on the outs now
with Byrane, but 1'll get Gyles to intro-
duca you. ')l mentlon it to Gylea to-
day, at the Chronlcle”™

Alfred Gyles was a well-known char-
on Fleat street,

the

meter in thome days

editing the Morning Chronicle, after
the retirament of his friend, J .
Rohingon, the noveallst,

The appolntment to meet Byrne was
tor tha following Wednesday night—
and tha place ths Old Bell, & half-and-
half literary and mnewspapsr house.

Same wery odd characters used to go
there—among tha reat an occasional
contributor to tha Brookiyn Engle In
Mr. Kinseila’s time—Chief Robertson,
otharwise Lord Dundonachil, an ardant
student of Hugo Millar, the geologist,
Tom Gibsun, a reputed naphew of the
then RBishop of London, a Greek soholar
and & warm admirer of Professor John
Btuart Blackla, ona of the groatest
Graclans of the century; David Murray
Smith, a contributor to the Enoyclo-

pedia Britannica, and brother to James
Smith, the author of ""The Life Drama,”
which ereated such a furora In lHterary
D=

cireles five and thirty years ago.
casiopally would drop Into the

John Augustus O'Shea and Horaca St
John, of the Standard, woar carrespand-
ont and editorial writar. George
Augustun Sala and his friend Tom
Hood, of Fun, have also been known
ne oceaslonal visitors, and last but not

lepst, an Americsn colonel named
wadleigh—a gentleman to his' finger
ends,

1 had already met Alfred Gylies, o
clavar wrlter of great executive nhility,
whoss weakness waas his soclable, kind-
1y heart, and who had found great
favor with Willlam Ewartl Gladstone,
who lik=sd the man for his steriing
worth.

The Old Bell was a low-celled tav-
arn on Jlowar Wieet street, of four
rooms, conducted by & man (so It was
reported) who had begun lifs in Insig-
alficant piratical exploits and who had
wound up his sen-going career as a
blockade-runnar durlng owr Clvil War,
Hoe had narrow escapes So, declding
the

that a tavern was prefarable to
deck of & piratical craft, alaver or
blocksde-runner, with the chance of

being strung up, he hit upon the tav-

ern as at least & safer money-getter

|

)

pverdrawn, by the novellst,

1 met Haley next day In the editorial
rooma of the Chronldle, and he asked
me what I thought of the doctor.

“True to the Nfe” I answered.
“There s no carlcatoring at all about
Dan'l Quilp. The real and the Imug-
Inary are as two peas in a pod.”

Loocusts Worse Than Rebellion.

Haltimore American.

oving hardly lessg de-
structive In Bouthwest Africa
than thes thres years" Tieing of natives
A acttler not long ago attempted to de-
fand his lttle plot of land by digsing al!
around it & ditch one yard broad and
of agual dapth, nt the bottom of which
he Hghted n fAira. But the fnsects swarmed
inta tha ditch till the flames had been
extingulahed by thelr accumiated corpaes.

»
German

Locus=ts ars

Enake Chase by Auto Power.

Baltimore American.

Only peopla in automobiles dsre pass
Clarke's pond, on the outskirts of Tor-
rington, Conn., because a snake, which,
according to those who have meen (t
moeasures 10 feet In Jength and is @ inches
in diameter, his mads L8 appearanca
thare. Men, women and children have

bean chased by the reptile. Motorista ars
pinnning a hunt and soma are dlready
practicing firlng as thelr cars glide along

Mother and Home.

{Thia poem nppeRrs o A survear's aote-
bk, Im which It was written ssveral years
ago r had 4 the mad story
of ® in Gold Mountaln

mining distr it has mevar he-
fore bean uublished.)
As I ait all alons In my sabln tomight

Om the pountain's rough crest, whita with

anow,
And walch the pine knois throw thelr flicker
ing llght
And hear the md winde as the SIS
on' 1 th ¢ of anpther, a brlg fire
And wond why thus I'm to r
Ploeture " It & mother, & wiser, & sire—

rture of mother and

When the songe of the Eouth mid tha ootton

Comes ngaln as of old o mine sar,
And memaries: Iong sincs forpottan

Take me back w0 th home wo dear
For t's only the tho s 0f his home, after
all,
That makes the poor miner hunt gold;
The ought that o bappinese he yol may
recall
The dayr now dark, dreary and cold
In search of the gold that we all & much

lack,
I have travelad from Victor Lo Nome,
With the hopes that In riches 1 3ot could ge

nck—
Bazk 1o childhood's old moller and home
When tha songe of the fnutk, ‘mid the eot-
ton,
Cotna agnln a= of ol to mine ear,

And memariss long sinoe forgotten
Relmbelliah my old hame s0 dear,




