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The Chief a Victim of His
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“] don't like to hit you, John,” said
the chief, fondling a plece of thick,
solid rubber tire and glancing down at
the man who cowered at his feet. “I
don't llke to hit you at all. You come
in like a good fellow, and it will be all
right.”

“] ain't got nothin’ to come in wit’
chief.,” whined the man. “I'm tellin'

ou true. | wasn't there. I couldn't’a’
iﬁeu there. 1 hadn't got in town.”

The chief, a huge fellow, who seemed
about ready to burst out of his gold
bedecked uniform, reached down and
picked the man up by the collar.

“]1 gave you a chance, John,” he sald
his voice almost soothing.

He raised his free arm and snapped
it sharply in the air. The plece of tire
swished forward like a buggy whip and
struck the man in the face with a brisk
slajp

The chlef released his grasp, and the
man d!‘op]u‘\] to the floor and rolled
over and over like a shot rdbbit. It was
not a hard blow; it was a blow struck
with the knowledge of long experience.

The man was “out.”

The chief sat down at his desk and
glared at the silent form. A firm be-
Hever in the eflicacy of physical pun-
fshment to break a man's nerve, he
took a savage delight-in such scenes
as this. And yet they afforded him &
problem that he had puszied over many
times,

“Why should a man be afraid of a.
little beating?”’ he had often remarked.
“The average criminal has a good deal
of courage; there is no doubt about
that They are certainly not afrald of
death, because they face it in a hun-
dred different forms every time they
undertake a crime. ‘

“Then why is it that the toughest,
most hardened criminal cannot take a
little physical punishment?! I've seen
men who had reputations from coast
to coast as man killers and daring
JFrooks break down the moment they
get a slap in the face. And ten minutes
before, or ten minutes afterward, they
would go out and kill an innocent per-
son With no more thought of it than
eating their dinoer.

“They're not afrald of death in here.
They know Wwe won't go so far as to
kill them. They know—or they ought
to know—that if they took their beat-
ing and kept thelr mouths shut we
couldn’t, in nine cases out of ten, con-
vict them.”

The chief was a brave man, too—
physically, at least. He had won pro-
motion through personal daring. He
had jeopardized his life a score of
times in the performance of his duty.

He was becoming a trifle angry, for
the prisoner was unusually obdurate.

“Now, Jokn,” he said, his volce a
Httle harder than before, “l1 don't want
to hurt you, but you've got to come in.
That's all”

He rose and dealt the man a kick.

“0Oh, don't, chief!” whined the man,
his volce rising. “Please don't, chief!”

Blowly the chlef twisted the wrist,
and the man's face grew purple His
volce rose to a scream.

“Oh, please don’t, chief!" he shrieked.

He tried to fall to the floor, but the
chief held him upright. BSuddenly the
officer's left hand shot out, and there
was a sharp smack as it came in con-
tact with the man's jaw. Again the
man dropped to the floor, unconscious,
and the chief sat down. s

“Faking it, eh?" growled the chief,
jumping to his feet

The chlef seized the limp form In
both hands and commenced pounding

“I'LL COME IN, CHIEF[” HE YELLED,

#t up and down on the floor, kicking mmmmr
at it when it rebounded. Thmrummwmmh.m

screamed in agony.
“I'li come in, chief!” he yelled dis- |
“Oh, please don’t; please,
please stop!”
Breathing somewhat heavily, the
chief sat down again and touched a
bell. A uniformed sergeant appeared

chlief.

the day before the murder. You know

der forty-eight hours.”

back of that,” replied the chief.

“Was he drunk?’ asked the warden.

“Well, he'd been drinking a little,”
-said the chief. “He wasn't drunk when
he came through.”

“There’s something strange about’
it,” remarked the warden. *If he says
he did, I guess he did, but"—

The warden took his departure, not
so much puzzled as annoyed, because

*| the warden had talked with many pris-
oners who had been through the clief’s’

“sweating” process and had dropped a
good many pounds in weight at it too.
The warden had his suspicions, bat it
wouldn’t do to express them,

In the meantime the newspapers
were paying much attention to John
Kinzie, former convict, who had con-
fessed to the murder of a prominent
citizen, shot down in cold blood be-
cause he resisted a holdup.

“Huh!” remarked big “Red” BSim-
mons, after he had laboriously read an
account of the confession. “If it was
raining money that guy Kinzie'd be
under a shed somewhere. He's the un-
luckiest stiff I ever see.”

“Small” Gordon wrinkled his fox ter-
rier nose into an appreciative grin.
“He fell for the third degree fine,”

continued Simmons.

“How do you s'pose they come to
Hght on him?" asked Gordon.

“How? W'y, the chief gefs his little
list of guys released frem the“big akoo-
kum every day, don’t he?’ sald Bim-
mons. “Kinzie . happened to be the
only one sprung just before this job,
and so the chief tells his elbows to
fetch in Kinzie the moment he lands
in town."

“Too bad you had to croak that
guy,” sald Gordon.

“Too bad for Kinzie,” answered Bim-
mons briefly.

Simmons, a gilant fellow, with a
strong, massive face and flerce eyes,
rolled a cigarette with- calm fingers,
and Gordon, little and rat eyed, ate In
businesslike fashion.

“Wot’'ll thex do to Kinzle?" asked
Gordon between mouthfuls.

“0Oh, they'll only swing him up a lit-
tle,” replied BSimmons urcut:k:nlly
Gordon shivered.

“They can't prove he did it.” he sug-
gested..

“And he can’t prove Mdfn't." said
Bimmons.

They walked out into the brilllantly
lighted street and were sauntering
slowly along, when Gordon nervously
clutched at the arm of his companion.

“Nix! Nix!” said Bimmons between
his teeth. “I saw him. Wot's the mat-
ter with you, anyhow 7"

The chief of police, in civilian cloth-

women and a couple of children. The
chief was carrying a big suit case in

either hand, and the women bore grips
and bundles,

“Gioing to the deglot,” remarked Sim-
woman in black is the big guy's wife.
Baw her at headquarters once when I
was in explaining.”

notorions for the class to which it ca-

more hazardous enterprises.

ordered beer.
Simmons merely nodded.

ticing Simmons’ frown.
but I guess his foot slipped.”
silent.
Carey.

“WhatY"
Gordon together.

est.
r back together.”
Simmons. -
want to give up for, anyway

ded to Gordon.
“See you later,”

street. to me if I had
“Jemmy,” sald mmons, lnking warning look: oot thought oMm 1 met.
arms with his ltHe partner, “if we | “Former Chlef of Police Syllivan, I asked that o one might go for
was like these guys you read about | WAose unfortunats and very mysteri- them, and employer was good
we'd go to the chief and tell him the | Ouv case has roused great sympathy, enough to ha on that errand. He
low down on this business.” ‘was last night removed to the state In- sald thltl 1s have a fair show.
Gordon looked alarmed. sane asylum at Corbin. The physicians | The children father came, and
“Let's don't.”” he said. declare his reason has gone forever.” |It put a diffe lNght on the story at
Eimmons laughed so loudly that °“;‘:;1 ~Whn .mm m‘.x
pnmrlbytnrlu‘lwlootatuumlr. World's Future Fish Supp! asked why she. .n&ot
“Don't get scared,” he sald reassur- ure rFis pply. might have b about
tely. “But if we was book |  The sea beats upon 26,000 miles of |1 man, she carel replied:
c'.‘::]{ Ny a1 Alaska shore line, a distance greater | *‘Oh, I was go scared that I really
te for *Kinsle and Mis Wil and |88 W0 circumiforonce of the earth. |fou't knew ju aid bappen.’
:;’d_..e - ¢ All of that vast stretch of waters s | “My employer to me:

" N xed teeming with the most edible fish on | *‘You are am t man, but a
oommn we do, any T earth. Every bay is a harbor where | marked mn.‘k- will ave to gn-
" hief™ these fish can be prepared for the mar. | You can’t stay i this neighborhood
mwm“ 80 800 the ¢ kets of the world, and the greatést| “And Weary Willle moved on,” was
Simmons and Gordon had decided on ships afloat can anchor in safety while |the conclusion gf the story. “He was
the City of Mexico as their next stop- taking on their cargo of food for the |threatened wi because he
ping piace. Red Jooked at his under- hungry of all climes. In a few years |bad raised his given good cheer
sized partner in ampsed m and | Alaskan fish will be famhous wherever | !0 a woman on way! Don't say
ch.u::th. subject. . ships sail and men exchange the prod- | We have retu to savagery, Say,

ucts of their toll.” This 48 but one of | rather, “.huﬂ_ lost 1t.” .
| Alaska's sources of wealth. — Pitts- Twe
amisble mood. Gordon, the cautious, | PUE® Dispatch. - A young ous day cequested
reverted to the proposil which BSim- Moitke and to write a
mons had forgotten. o M:m"t’;:::‘;‘: professor | 1be® In her " Tbe marshal took
“Let's go see the chief, Red” be | ' o™ 4 yiet been Installed In a | %P the pen first wrote: hluh:od
mmm "w:.'?. got an hour certaln college for women. Naturally m !'::I{‘; um- 'on
: et ‘:‘ o a4l hwmnbMoflhunddbeua- After read
end 1 owe Mim cne. Mumuhhwpllltoho. Said one: ing what Mot ."““*,
Without reply Bimmons turned and “Handsome! Why, bis nose and the tookthopen the following:
led the way up a side street. - 1 know very that truth will pre-
. . . ™ ™ ™ ™ pﬂ.tdhhehhmmmut- vall In the “m but in the
The chief 1n @ huddle o€ bedclothing | M7 dear.” cautioned bis hamplon. | Loy i el bimself
lmmmmﬂlmnmm"”“mm“ would be
“What—what!" he gurgied sleepily, Wiles apart. —New York Post. celior of the - 754

“I tell you, Sulllvan, Kinsle must
bave had wings tb get here in time to
turnth.ltmrk.ldldntlpﬂnlhmﬁll

it's hardly probable, even if it is pos-
sible, for a man to make that trip un-

“Well, he says he did. You can't go

ing, passed them with a number of !

mons, -after the party passed. “That

The two turned into a saloon, rather

tered, and ordered drinks. As they were
standing at the bar a flashily dressed | what the big man intended dotng.
individual approached them. He was
known as “Boston Carey” and was a
pickpocket of some renown among his |
kind, but an object of some contempt |
to Simmons and Kinzle, who dealt In

“Just in time,” said S8immons. Carey

“Bee they picked up John Kinzle for
that hill job,” he remarked casually.

“] used to know him In the east”
continued the garrulous Carey, not no-
“He was go-
ing back there and be decent, I heard,

Still Simmons and Gordon remained
“He’s got a wife and kid here,” sald
demanded Simmons and
“A wife and kid,” repeated Carey,
pleased at having roused some inter-
“They came on here to meet him.
Kinzie made a little money peddling
| these horsehair bridles while he was
up yonder, and they were all golng |
“Where are they now?' demanded

“Oh, somewhere round town,” said
Carey carelessly. “I guess it's all off |
with Kinsle, ain't it? Wot'd the stiff

Simmons finished his liguor and nod-

he sald to Carey,
and Gordon followed him out into the

openfiig LIS efes.
“Keep still,” commanded Simmons,
taking an extep twist.
“What the”— growled the chlef,
“Shut up!" sald Simmons, sla
bim again, “And get up.” be

as » boy jerks s ground squirrel from
Its Lole

The chief knew both Simmons and
Gordon. He knew them as desperate
crooks. [le knew that human life was
one of the things they beld very cheap-
ly indeed. And yet they were the very
type he beld in contempt becavse he
knew their weak points.

“What's the matter with you el
lows?”" he asked quietly.

“We comge to tell you Kinzie didn't
do that. hill job,” said Red.

“] know it,” replied the chief. “But
that's no skin off you, is it? 1 don’t
doubt you guys know something about
it, but I didn’'t bave nothing on you."

“Remember the time you dumped me
for’the Carson robbery that 1 didn't
do?" demanded Simmons. *“Beat me
up a lit#e, too, If you recollect.”

“Now, Red"”— began the chief in a
conciliatory tone.

Red slapped him so viclously that the
big man almost fell over. .

“We're going away, chief,” sald Sim-
mons. “We're golng away for good,

THE CHINF STOOD TRANSFIXD.

but we thought we'd pay you a final
call just to tell you that you've got the
wrong man in Kinzje.”

He was lashing himselr into a rage,
and the chief trembled, but it wus from
the chill of the room.

These men were dispiaying some-
thing entirely foreign to all bis years
of criminal. observation. He did not
fear them personally, but the new and
' unknown element in their composition
disturbed him.

The chief did not fear deatl., He did
not believe the men Intendad killlng
him. In fact, he felt certaly they did
not. '

What was it, then, that ha feared?

He did not know it, but 14 hls eyes
4 was the same expression thag had been
in the eyes of the man ou the floor of
his office that morning.

Simmons suddenly began moying to-
ward the chief, his great hards work;
ing Mke claws and his lips parted in a
vast snarl. No word was spoken. The

a sound. He felt himself wondering

A great fear stirred within hin. He
wasn't afrald of Simmgpns; that was
| certain. He was slmply afrald Lecause
he dld nof"know what 1he masn wneant
to do. Something seemad to saddenly
give way inside the clief's breast as
Simmons moved toward him. Expres-
slon dropped from his fa'e like a mask,
and he backed up, laugaing hideously.

Simmons stopped. (Gordon peered
around his leg like a lttle dog.

“Let's get out of hese!” yelled the
small man, with a buckward leap.
‘“Look at that face!”

Squealing in terror, he fled, and 8im-
mons lumbered after him, while be-
hind them they heawd the horrible
chattering laugh of the chlef.

L] - L] L] L ] L] L]

In a cafe in Mexiep Clty Red Sim-
mons and S8mall Gord.on sat at a table
plled high with American newspapers.

“Here yon are!” announced Red after
another silence brokeq only by the rat-
tliing of the papers. e read:

“John Kinzle, who (nce confessed to
the murder ef John Moore, a prominent
i citizen, and afterward repudiated the
confession, clalming It was obtained
ouder duress, was today acquitted by a
Jury in the eriminal court after a short
trial. The inability of former Chief of
Police Bulllvan to testify is declared by
the district attorney to be the principal
| reapon why he could not produce evi-
deace sufficlent to convict Kinzie, but
thy prisoner proved a complete alibi
through the testimony of Warden
Plarce of the state penitentiary.”

“Yes, but listen here,” said Gordon
#0 excitedly that B8immons gave him a

haulinz the big man out of the covers |

chief stood transfixed, uuable to utter

get two
the
and re
tell
1 thefts 1 bhave
committed and the prisons I have been
in and escaped from. If I dom’t lle out-

rageously they think I am.a villain
who will pot give himself away; if
1 do lie the chances are that they will
glve some eonstable the tip and he will
arrest me for the crimes I have con-
fessed,

“I have heard husbands lle to wives
and wives to husbands. I have, in fact,
heard so mbeh lying as to disgust me,
and I am only a tramp. There are hy-

Are aw
country comstable who arrests me on
the highway as I am plodding along
will swear before the justice of the
peace that I was just entering or leav-
ing a farmer's barn. The owner of
that barn can be induced to go into
court and perjure himself, and the jus-
tice who tries me will remark that I
look like a murderer.

*I very seéldom ever heard one fam-
ily speak well of another in the coun-
try, but when they met they were al-
ways very effusive. One afternoon a
farmer's wife had mé in the house
scrubbing floers and washing windows
and moving furniture about. In three.]
hours’ time she blasted the character
of every family for five miles around.
She had just finished her tirade When
a woman that she had accused “most
bitterly happened to drop in. The ac-
cuser rushed- for her with open arms
and kissed her half a dozen times be-
fore she stopped.

“I have read and heard about sav-
agery of war—the submarines, the

is savagery elsewhere than in ‘war.
Man was born a savage.
“Let me give you an incident

was wwu-w

o'clock. T passed a
house. Thirty rods
I met the schoolma’am
to open school. I .bad
gotten the manners of
I ralsed my cap and bade her a
morning. 8he passed on without
word in reply, apnd a short quarter of
a mile beyond I met children

whole thing.
children stopped and looked after me,
but I stepped ;along without turning
my head.

“At a farmhouse a mile tIrt.Illl' on I
got work hoelng corn. I worked so
hard during the day that the farmer
complimented me at night, and I
heard his wife whisper to bhim that
they had found a tramp at last who
seemed willing to sweat a little to earn
his way. 1 was to sleep in the barm,
and soon after ® o'clock and when I
was gefting mﬂyhnmwmm
there arrived at the house, headed
the schoolma’'am, a gang of five or six
farmers. Three among them had guns,
two had clubs, and one had a cofl of
rope in his hand,

“ “There the villain—that's
man! exclaimed the woman as she
caught sight of me,

““What is the trouble? I asked.

“‘You ran after me this morning!
she cried. ‘Yow would have caught hold
of me if 1 had not picked up a stone
and threatened to throw it in your
face!

“Well, that was a nice ﬁx was In,
sald the tramp! “Nothing of the kind
had taken plade, and for a minute
was dumb with surprise. Then I
nied it, but it was no go.

“In a moment or two more something
would have
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You can smoke it
back!

fullest investment you ever

PRINGE =-ALBERT

R J. Reynolds Tobacce Ce., Winston-Salem, N. C. qulbh llllbyl.l.m'rd-mc&

;info the sport of
mohngl

feel old enough to
vote, but it's cer-
tain-sure you’ll not
know the joy and
contentment of a
friendly old jimmy
pipeor 2hand rolled
get on talking-terms
with Prince Albert tobacco!

P. A. comes to you with a real reason for all the -
goodness and satisfaction it offers. It is made by
a patented process that removes bite and parch/
long and hard without a come-
Prince Albert has always been sold without
.coupons or premiums. We prefer to give quality!
mmm&WWMcw
enjoyment! And that flavor and fragrance and
coolness is as good as that sounds. P.A. just
answers the universal demand for tobacco
without bite, parch or kick-back/

Introduction to Prince Albert isn't any harder
than to walk into fthe nearest place that sells

tobacco and ask for “a supply of P. A” You pay
out a little change, to be sure, but it's the cheer-

OU may live to
be 110 and never

made |

FUTURE OF ALASKA.

A Comparison of OQur Territory With
the Scandinavian Countries.

Alaska has the same latitude
mark, Norway, Sweden and
and similar climatic conditions. The
same development may be expected in
Alaska that bas obtained in those
Scandinavian countries, increased and
intensified by her enormously great
latent resources.

The Bcandinavian countries have 16,
000 square miles under cultivation and
75,000 square miles in grazing. Our de
pirtment of agriculture has classified
00,000 sfuare miles In -Alaska as suit-
able for cultivation, located mostly in
the Busitwa, Tanana and Kuskokwin
valleys, with an additional 100,000 suit-
dble for hay and graxing, and another
100,000 sqiiare miles of relndeer range
This estimate makes available for ag-
ricultural purposes 260,000 square
miles of the 566,446 square miles which
constitute Alaska's total area.

Alaska’s annual output of gold s
$20,000,000. Fisheries produce nearly
as much; it has the richest and largest
copper deposits in the world; it bas
coal deposits equaling thode of Penn-
aylvania and West Virginia in guality
and surpassing them in volume.

Scandinavian countries have 13,
000,000 population and 14,000,000 head
of live stock. Applying the samse ratio
to the available lands of Alaska would
give her a population of 80,000,000,
with 50,000,000 live stock.—Hon. A
Barton Hepburn in Leslie’s.
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SHAPE OF THE SHOE.

it le Radically Wrong, and All on Ae-
count of the Last.

In the American Magazine Dr. Ar
mrn.nonolﬁ,tomurhnlmm
missioner of Chicago, tells of the many
troubles that can make life miserable
and that come from feet that were
neglected in childhood. Among other
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same may be said of adults,
in the shape of shoes
with the shoemaker's last
Shoemakers do not seem to be able to
get away from form and beauty in
shaping it It is.shaped largely by
guess and is pointed and turned up at
the toe. No normal foot {8 so shaped.
“The only rational last is made from
a plaster cast of the foot while bearing
weight, and the mold can be made only
of some semi-solid material that bard:
ens when cool or dry. There is little
hope of getting a rationally shaped
shoe until the wooden last is totally
discarded. It is safe to assert that

;
;

i
g

‘good looking and nondeforming shoes

can be made without it.”

The Magic Shave.

The man with a retreating chin may
grow a beard,and hide it, or he may
frankly shave thé exiguous offender,
ecareless whether it recedes or not. The
utmost candor may be seen in a shaven
chin, and of all the manly, valorops
qualities that of cahdor, downright-
pess, may be ranked first. The weak-
pess attributed to a retreating chin
may be eanceled by shaving it The
man who accepts his face as nature
gave it to him, braving it to the world
without concealment or decoration,
must be classed among those with the
manly quality. Cartoonists and novel-
fsts have waived the weak chin to the

Natural Result. ’
happened when her father put
foot down on the match?
what always happens when
u your foot down om a match?
There Was an exploston.”—Kansas City

Moiad

ORIGIN OF “BUNCOMBE.”

How a Colonel’'s Name Came to Be a
Term of Reproach.

- Whenever 1 pick up a copy of the
Congressional Record and numerous
other publications and read the irrele-
vant speeches therein reported 1 sigh
for the memory of Colonel Edwidrd
‘Buncombe, “Girard” writes in the Phil-
adelphia Ledger.

Through no fault of the gallant gen-

tleman himself, there clings to his name
an unpleasant significance which many
of our brave public men do naught to
mitigate. Indeed, if there be such a
thing as one shade's taking vengeance
upon apother in the future world Colo-
pel Buncombe will at least pull out
Felix Walker's tongue.
It was all Walker’s fault that “bun-
combe” became a term of reproach,
and the incident which made it so hap-
pened a century ago.

Walker represented in congress a dis-
trict of North Carolina of which Bun-
combe county was a part. The county
had been named away back in 1791 in
hdhor of Colonel Buncombe.

Walker was one of those long dis
tance orators who without half trying
could empty the halls of congress and
put them in a condition beside which
the dead streets of Pompell appear
great white ways. When upbraided one
day for talking about everything ex-
cept the question at issue Walker used
this immortal phrase:

“] am only talking for Bnncombe."
meaning his home county,

And so “buncombe” became a new

1 word in our language, which has been

conveniently shortened into the collo-
guial “bupk.”
Too Sansitive,

It.was the first night after the show.
The leading woman's mother was
downcast.

“What's the trouble, dear?" asked
the leading woman in surprise. *“I
made a brilljant hit tonight.”

The old lady was surprised. -

“Did you, Bophie? I heard the audi
ncc lbouﬂnc ‘Play right! Play rightr

thought you had falled.”

A.th the leading woman laughed in
amusement.

“Why, my dear, they were shouting
'Pllri'ﬂghtl Playwright!” "—Chicago

Ol Wells In the Ocean.

One of the most novel and Interest-
ing sights along the California coast,
especially to tourists, are the oll wells
In the ocean at Bummerfleld, southern
Santa Barbara county. ‘Long wharfs
carry the scores of derricks which
mark the location of these -unique
wells. The fleld is small, covering
about 125 ncm.«-Argon.nt.

‘No Gam

Pat and 1 were watching a game of
chess. Suddenly I turned to him.

“Have you the time?” I asked, glanc-
lnt at his wagch pocket.

“Sure,” replied Pat, “I have the time,
but not the inclination.”—Princeton T}
ger.

Bometi

Willis=What 1s ltmed_ when two
people are thinking of the same thing
at. the same time—mental telepathy?
Gillis—Sometimes; other times jyst
plain embarrassment.—Judge.

Hw It Wln-

Landlady (syumipathetically) — Wh¥,
how did you fall downstairs, Mr.
Lanks? Boarder (with dignity)—Unex-
pectedly, ma'am.~—Pall Mall Gazette.

—_—

Fine.
mmnmmmwu

talk back.”
“What a fleld from which to a
wite.”—Loutsville wﬂ:ﬁr’ _

“MERCY.
To show maercy is nothing)
thy soul must b. full of m

~ To be pure is nWthing; -
Mhmhhﬂﬂ.hu—
m K .

AFRICAN ELEPHANTS.

They May Be In Captivity, but They
Are Never In Subjection.

For many -reasons. the «chase of the
elepbant stands at the apex of sport
As a man killer iy open combat be
ranks with the llon and the African
buffalo. He is the only beast that fears
no other. While bhe will almost luvari-
ably run from the sceut of man he Is
as Invariably ready to attack on the
slightest provocation. Fear does not
exist for him. His overwhelming bulk,
power, speed and iutelligence nlake
him supreme beyond the range of ri-
valry. ~

As though this were hot enough to
establish his pre-eminence, he alone
carries a trophy which is one of the
staple products of the industrial world.
The value of ivory rises. It never fluc-
tuates. Nor is this alL Ip the mind
of the east the elephant is intimately
associated with dignity, pomp, pageant-
ry and kingship. But in the miond of
the native African hc is king—a king
in his own right.

In this regard let it be afMirmed that
no elephant born in Africa has ever do-
cllely paced a hippodromed stage, trun-
dled a circus wagon or taken chbildren
for a ride In the park. Those sleep-
walking cattle known to the American
public as elephants come from India
and are mere distant cousins to the
king. You may have seen the African
elephant in captivity, but pever in sub-
jection. Chain him to the floor behind
fron bars, and after ten years he is
still quick to throw muek in the face
of the man that jeers at him.—George
Agnew Chamberljn in Oentury

cuLonor-‘onu |u SURGERY.

The Horrors That Were Stopped by Its
Use as an Anaesthetio.

Bir James BSimpson, who was con-
nected with the medical department of
Edinburgh university, if not actually
the discoverer of chloroform, was at
any rate the first to Introduce its em-
ployment as an anaesthetic into sur
gical practice. This was in 1848

Previously all operations were per-
formed without anaesthetics, the pa-
tient being drugged with whisky and
held down by strong men while the op-
eration was performed. No mediecal
discovery ever did more to alleviate
human suffering.

Bir James is generally-given credit for
the actoal discovery of chloroform, but
it is stated In some works that it was
discovered some yenps previous to his

first experiments by an American doc-

“tor named Guthrie and by a French

physician named Souberfan. In any
case, it was Dr. Simpson who proved
its great value as an anaesthetic, and
the room in which he made his first ex-
periments still exists in Edinburgh.

The story goes that he tried the
chloroform on himself and two medical
friends. They proved its efficacy by
simultaneously falling beneath the
tablee Sir James had considerable
prejudice to overcome beforq chloro-
form was adopted generally by the
modiql profession, it belng denounced
at one time as dangerous to health,
and religion. — Pearson’s
Weekly.

Henry James' Style.

Stevenson spotted the unconscign-
able repetition of certain adjectives in
“Roderick Hudson,” but probably the
most marked characteristic of Henry
James’ style was his passion for ad-
verbs and adverbial clauses. He was
the most adverbial of English writers.
You will ind more adverbs to the page
than even in Meredith., And be bhad a

pquaint habit of putting the adverb

before the verb when most writers
would put it after. One of his ladies
(the examples are taken at random)
“thankfully felt,” another “quite beau-
and tenderly smiled.”  And
all” erops up all over the place.
d n have these things
ere part of the man.
to them, however, in
have learned the




