
THÈ' ANNIVERSARY
OF THE MARRIAGE OF THE

WILL BE CELEBRATED

By issuing a MAMMOTH EXTRA derated 
entirely to McMinnville. Look for it.

TELEVHONEE*È\ub!’ishedUluUnet.' 1886 Consolidated Feb. 1,1889.
H. BALLINGER,

Attorney at Law.
Office in Fletcher building, Third Street, 

McMinnville. Oregon

DR. F. S. Locke,
Homeopathic Physician and Surgeon, 

LAFAYETTE, OREGON.
Professional calls promptly attended day 

or night. . . ,,
i 33) [Office at old Printing office.

J. r. CALBBEAT1I. E. E. OOUCHEK.

Calbreath & Goucher,
PHYSICIANS AND SURGEONS,

McMtnnville, - - - Oregon.
(Office over Braly’s Bank.)

E.

S, A. YOUNG, M. D.

Physician & surgeon.
McMinxvillk. - - - Orkoon.

Office and residence on D street. All 
tails promptly answered day or night.

DR. J. C. MICHAUX

Practicing Physician and Surgeon,

LAFAYETTE, OREGON

Jan. 21, '83.

HEWITT BROS.
DEALERS IN

Rooks, stationery
AND SCHOOL SUPPLIES.

Musical Goods and Instrnmeuts 
of all Kinds.

In DU’lding formerly occupied by Me 
Minnville News Co

MONEY TO LOAN
-----ON-----

Improved Farm Property
On Short or Long Time in Sums to suit. 

Lowest Rates and no Commissions.

INSURANCE NEGOTIATED.
| 'all on or address :|

W. T. SHURTLEFF,
At J. I. Knight & Co.’s McMinnvile. Or.

Hisid-ies,
-¿attention. 1

i

A new invention for Dress-Cutting that 
can be used by a lady and gentleman and 
Îiye perfect fit Price of scale, including a

ey of full instructions, can be had by call
ing on or addressing

F. ZIRKEL,
LEADING TAILOR OF McMINNVILL

Second door south of Postoffice.

E. WRIGHT
Has the most complete stock of harness 

in the county. At present 12 set of sin
gle harness, hand made, in prices 

ranging from $12 to $30, and 8 
set of team harness as cneap

A3 ANY PLACE IN THE COUNTY
Can be seen on the hooks !n my shop.
I have competent workmen employed 

to do all kinds of repairing and to make 
any harness ordered I also keep a full 
stock of oil and rubber robes, lap robes, 
horse covers, saddles, etc. A full line of 
extras for repairs constantly on hand.

&
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The PEOPLE Know
----- THE VALUE OF------

A NEWS MEDIUM
THAT IS ONE OF THE REASONS WHY THE 

TELEPHONE REGISTER ENJOYS THE LA.RG. 
EST CIRCULATION OF ANY NEWSPAPERPUB-j 
LISHED IN YAMHILL COUNTY

McMinnville, Oregon, Thursday, December 12,1889. VOL. I. NO. 45
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J. B. ROHR, 
R»«Ne, Nign, and Or uimental Painter 

The Only Sign Writer In the County.

Homes fitted up in the Neatest and Most 
Artistic Style.

Designs furnished for Decorations 
R«nieml>er Taper Hanging and Intide Fur

nishing a Specialty
Work taken by Contract or by the Day. Ex

perienced men employed.
Third Street, McMinnville, Oregon.

*

A TYPICAL BORDER MAN. 
Incidents in the Life of the Late 

Colonel M. E. Joyce.
Colonel Joyce was born in Ireland and 

came to America when he was about 
two years old, but he regarded himself 
as purely American, and was described 
in the (ireat Register as a native of Mis
souri. He was a typical Westerner of a 
class that is rapidly becoming extinct, 
and passing into history and tradition. 
A few of these men still survive, but the 
conditions that made them have disap- 
I»eared, and the times no longer produce 
them. When a young man, Joyco crossed 
the plains, where he fought Indians and 
became inured to the hardships of a life 
on the frontier. In this rough-and- 
ready life he developed the habit of self- 

| reliance, which is one of the conditions 
j of existence in a state of society in which 
; the individual is expected to take care 
of himself and redress his own wrongs 
or pass out of the game.

Colonel Joyce had a very keen sense 
of humof, and when in the mood was a 
very entertaining story teller. He never 
allowed personal considerations to spoil 
a good tale, and would relate ridiculous 
experiences of his own as though some
body else were the victim of the joke. 
His description of his three appearances 
in the roll of the man of wealth were 
characteristic of the man.

“The first time I had money,” he 
said, “I thought the proper thing was to 
be a sport, a high-roller. I came to San 
Francisco with a big wad of stuff and 
proceeded to enjoy myself. I drove out 
to the cliff behind the fastest horse on 
the road, bought wine and diamonds, 
and had a halycvon and vociferous time. 
But fast horses cost money; I couldn’t 
buy all the wine and diamonds, and of 
course went broke against that game.

“The next time I had wealth I had 
different ideas. No fast horses, no wine 
and diamonds for me. I would be a 
gentleman and enlarge my mental grasp 
and knowledge of the world by foreign 
travel. I went to the Philadelphia ex
position and put on a whole lot of quiet, 
dignified style. Tlier/I met three of the 
most polished geutlemen it was ever my 
good fortune to know. They were the 
nicest, politest men you ever saw, and 
every one of them had a title. They be
longed to the best and oldest families in 
Europe, and they were pleased to take a 
great fane»- to me.

“If I would accompany them to Eu
rope they would show me high life on 
the dead inside. I went to Europe with 
the three polished gentlemen. I had 
about $30,000 when I started and came 
back in the steerage.

“The next time I made a mistake I 
concluded to steer a middle course, and 

r-p, j -j—j . , j so I invested my capital in saloons and
J- 116 Jrtoyai JLvOlT.ie; faro banks, and insured myself a quiet

LEAVENING POWER 
Of the various Baking Powders illus 

trated from actual tests.

Reports of Government Chemists.
" The Royal Baking Powder is composed of 

pure and wholesome ingredients, k does not 
contain either alum or phosphates, or other in
jurious substances.-EDW ARD G. Love, Ph.D."

"The Royal Baking Powder is undoubtedly 
the purest and most reliable baking powder 
offered to the public.

•' Henry A. Mott, M. D„ Pli. D.”
'' The Royal Baking Powder is purest in qual

ity and highest in strength of any baking pow
der of which I have knowledge.

" Wm. McMurtrie, Ph. D.”
* All Alum baking powders, no matter how 

high their strength, are to be avoided as dan
gerous. Phosphate powders liberate their gas 
too freely, or under climatic changes suffer de
terioration.

ARE YOU GOING EAST?
If so be sure and call for your tickets 

via the

i

tags it tactin Riiky,
—THE—

n

It is positively the shortest and finest 
line to Chicago and the east and south and 
the only sleeping and dining car through 
line to

Omaha, Kanm City« and all Missouri 
River Point.

Its magnificent steel track, unsurpassed 
train service and elegant dining and 
sleeping cars has honestly earned for it the 
title of

i

Others may imitate,but none can surpass it
Our motto is "always on time ”
Be sure and ask ticket agents for tickets 

via this celebrated route ami take none 
others. W II MEAD, G A

No. 4 Washington street, Portland, Or

Notice of Final Settlement.

Notice is hereby given that the under
signed, administrator of the estate of Elzira 
Stater deceased, has filed his final account 
of his administration of said estate in the 
county court of Yamhill county, Oregon 
and said court has fixed the 7th day of Jan
uary, 1890, at the hour of 10 o’clock, a in., 
at the county court room at McMinnville, 
Oregon, as the time and place for hearing 
the same.

Therefore, all persons interested in said 
estate are hereby notified and required to 
appear at said time and place and show 
cause, if any there be. why said estate be 
not finally settled and said administrator 
discharged

Dated this 28th day of November, 1889. 
F. W. FENTON.

Administrator of said Estate.

McMinnville national bank.
Corner Third and C streets, in Braly block.

m’MTNNVTLLE, OREGON.

Transacts a General Banking Business, 

President.............................. I. W. COWLS
Vice President ...........LEE LAUGHLIN
Cashier ....... J. L. STRATTON

Sells sight exchange and telegraphic 
transfers Oil Portland, San Franco and New 
S'ork.

Collections made on all accessible points. 
Interest allowed on time deposits.

Office hours from 9 a. nt. to 4 p m.

Ifvrti.
rat< h in th? world 

timekeeper Wurrantetl h.avjr,
SOLID GOLD hunting- cnae«.
Both ladies and Rent s »izes, 
with works and cases of 

¡equal value. One PERSON in 
•h locality can secure one 

free, together with our large 
and valuable line of El ousehoi.l 

jilet. These sample*, a* well 
as the watch, are free. All the work you 

need do ia to ahow what we send you to those who call—your 
friends and neighbors and those about you—that always result* 
in valut ble trade for us, which holds for years » lien once started, 
and tht a wa are repaid. We pay all express, night, etc. After 
you know nil. If you would like to go to wor* for tre. you can 
•am from J$'£O' to SUO per week and upwards Address, 
Stinson Co., Box « 1«, Portland, Maine.

ffa have the Exclusive Control ot

to sell thisAnu don't have to offer a prize_________
Goods, for its the BEST MADE. Every Can holds

ONE AND ONE HALF POUNDS.
•J. N. HENDERSON. 

MC. MINNVILLE, ore.

A Modern Sindbad.vided there is no delay in the pending 
cases, the man who has his case docket ed 
to-morrow may reasonably hope to have 
it reached between three and a half and 
four years.

Onjy one term is held annually, begin
ning on the second Monday in October, 
and lasting until about May. By Feb
ruary the judges are usually behind in 
their opinions on the cases which have 
been submitted, and that month is taken 
as a recess in which to write up opinions.

The mode of proceedings is similar to 
that in every court of any importance. 
When the case is appealed the record is 
made up and sent to the clerk’s office. 
Usually the record is printed, and the 
arguments are also printed. The record 
is docketed and numbered, and then put 
away until it is placed on tlie calendar to 
be reached within a few days. When 
reached the arguments are made and the 
case submitted. The justices consv.lt 
about it, reach a decision, and one of 
their number is assigned to write up the 
opinion, which is read usually the fol
lowing Monday.

The Curse of Thirst.
There is in Italy a fountain over which 

is the statue of a beggar drinking at a , 
spring. It is called the “Beggar’s Foun- , 
tain,” and this is its story: Once upon , 
a time there lived, so says the legend, a , 
very proud and haughty man, who hated , 
the poor and set himself above all the , 
world who were not as wealthy and well j 
dressed as himself, and his want of char- , 
ity was so great that it had become pro
verbial, and a beggar would no more ( 
have thought of asking bread at his gate , 
than of asking him for the whole of his , 
fortune. j

However, there was a spring on his 
land, a sweet spring of cold water, and j 
as it was the only one for miles, many a , 
wayfarer |>aused to drink at it, but never j 
was permitted to do so. A servant, well , 
armed, was kept upon the watch to drive 
such persons away. |

Now, there never bad been known be- • 
fore anyone so avaricious as to refuse a j 
cup of cold water to his fellow men, and i 
the angels, talking amongst each other, ( 
could not beheve it, and one of them 
said to the rest:

“It is impossible for any but Satan , 
himself! I will go to earth and prove it ( 
is not true.” (

And so this fair and holy angel dis- ( 
guised herself as a beggar woman, cover- ( 
ing her golden hair with a black hood, 
and chose the moment when tlie master ( 
of the house was himself standing near, 
to come slowly up the road, walking 
over the stones with bare feet, and pause 
beside the fountain and humbly ask for \ 
a draught of its sweet water to quench 
her thirst.

Instantly the servant who guarded the 
spot interposed the pike he carried, but 
the angel desiring to take news of a 
good deed, not an evil oue, back to heav
en, turned to the master himself.

“Sir,” she said, “lam as you see a 
wanderer from afar. See how poor my 
garments are, how stained with travel. 
It is not surely at your bidding that your 
servant forbids me to drink. And even 
if it is, I pray you bid him let me alone, 
for I am very thirsty.”

The rich man looked at her with 
scornful eves, and laughed contemptu
ously.

“This is not a public fountain,” he 
said. “You will find one in the next 
village.”

“The way is long,” pleaded the angel, 
“and 1 am a woman and but weak.”

“Drive her away,” said the rich man, 
and as he spoke the beggar turned ; but 
on the instant her black hood dropi>ed 
from her head and revealed floods of 
rippling golden hair—her unseemly rags 
fell to the ground—and the shimmering 
robes that angels wear shown in their 
place. For a moment Bhe hovered, 
poised on purple wings, with her hands 
on her bosom and an ineffable sweetness 
of sorrow in her eyes. Then with a gush 
of music and a flood of perfume, she van
ished.

The servant fell like one dead. The 
rich man trembled and cried out for lie 
knew that he had forbidden a cup of cold 
water to an angel and horror iioHsessed 
his soul.

Almost instantly, also, a terrible thirst 
fell upon him which nothing could as
suage. In vain he drank wines, sherbets, 
draughts of all pleasing kinds. Nothing 
could slack his thirst. The sweet water 
of the spring was «alter to him than the 
sea. He who never in his life had know n 
an ungratified desire, now experienced 
the torture of an ever-unsatisfied long
ing : but through this misery lie began 
to understand what he had done. He 
repented his cruelty to the poor. Alms 
were given daily at his gate. Charity 
was the business of his life. The foun
tain was no longer guarded, and near it 
hung ever a cup ready for any one who 
chose to use it. But the curse—if curse 
it were— was never lifted.

The rich man—young when the angel 
visited him—grew middle aged, elderly 
old, still tortured by this awful thirst, 
despite hie prayers and repentance. He 
had given away his substance; he had 
himse!f broken bread for the most miser
able beggars who came to his door.

And at 80 years of age, bowed with in 
firmity and weary of life, he sat one day 
beside the fountain weeping. And lo! 
along the road he saw approaching a 
beggar-woman, hooded in black, wear
ing sordid rags, and walking over stones 
in her bare feet. Slowly she came on 
and paused beside the fountain.

“May I drink?” she asked.
“There are none to forbid thee,” said 

the old man trembling. “Drink, poor 
woman. Once an angel was forbidden 
here, but that time is passed. Drink and 
pray (or one athirst. Here is the cup.” 

The woman bent over the fountain and 
filled the cup; but instead of putting it 
to her own lips she presented it to those 
of the old mail.

“Drink, then,” she cried, “and thirst 
no more?”

The old man took the cup and emptied 
it. Oh, blessed draught! With it the 
torture of years departed, and as he 
drank it lie praised heaven. And lifting 
his eves once more he saw the beggar’s 

, hood drop to the ground and her rags 
fall too. For a moment she stood re
vealed in all her beauty of snowy skin 
and golden hair and silver raiment; and 

I she stretched her hand towards him, as 
in blessing, and then, rising on purple 

, pinions, vanished in the skies. A strain 
of music lingered, a perfume filled the 

, air, and those who came there soon after 
I found the old man praying beside tlie 

spring.
Before be died he built the fountain 

from which the spring still gushed, and 
it, with the splendid mansion beyond it, 

1 now a hospital, has been given to the 
’ j poor forever.

ALMOST A CENTURY.
That is the Age of the U. S. Su

preme Court.

to escape from the stocksde with his 
troop, follow the trail of the Apaches 
and exterminate the whole gang before 
Crook could interfere.

While he was reconnoitering around 
thestockade, a lieutenant quietly touched 
him cn the arm au<l halted him. As the 
lieutenant nonchalantly lighted a cigar
ette, he said to Joyce: “I wouldn’t 
make the break if I were you. Doubt
less you could get away without any 
trouble, and I can assure you that we 
will not try to detain you, but I don’t 
mind telling you that the Apaches 
have surrendered to General Crook and 
that terms have been made with them. 
They are really prisoners, but General 
Crook has armed them with weapons as 
good as yonrs. They are on the watch, 
and if you attack them your party will 
be exterminated. You could get no help 
from the troops.” Colonel Joyce and 
his men decided to leave the solution of 
the Apache question to General Ciook.

Joyce did not know who the lieuten
ant was until recently. He and Lieuten
ant Gatewood were introduced, and be
gan chatting about Arizona affairs. 
Joyce said it was strange that he had 
never inet him in the southern country, 
both having been there at the same 
time, and Gatewood smilingly asked 
Joyce if he had forgotten how he had 
saved Joyce’s life. Joyce was puzzled 
until Gatewood reminded him of their 
conversation in the shadow of the stock
ade.

“Joyce was one of the closest-mouthed 
men I ever knew,” said Colonel J. W. 
Orndorff recently, “and it was pretty 
hard to get him to talk about the games 
he had been in.

“Just before we went into business at 
the Cafe Royal, after we left the Bald
win, he went East. One night, soon af
ter his return, as we were talking, I 
spoke about a man from Arizona who 
said he saw Joyce’s fight with Doc Hol
liday, and 1 asked him if he had met 
Holliday since he left Arizona.

“ ‘Only once,’ he said, ‘and then I 
made a blanked fool of myself.’

He smiled when I asked him for parti
culars, but finally explained:

“ ‘I stopped over in Denver,’ he said, 
‘on my way home. One evening, as I 
was coming out of a barber shop who 
should I see but Doc Holliday. He evi
dently had been waiting for me. As I 
reached the edge of the sidewalx he 
came along with the crowd and brushed 
against me.

‘Restraining my first impulse, I ig
nored what I thought was a challenge, 
and kept On my way. When I got half 
way to my hotel a thought Btruck me 
that maybe he imagined I was afraid of 
him because I was in a strange city, 
where he had all his friends and satel
lites about him. Turning on my heel, I 
walked back and looked for him till I 
found him in a saloon where he hung 
out. Ideliberately brushed against him, 
the same as he had against me.

‘I looked at him and be looked at me, 
but neither of us spoke a word. Some 
old Arizona men who knew us both were 
in the place, but they didn't have any 
remarks to make just then. I walked 
around him three times, just to give him 
a chance if he wanted it, and to remove 
any idea he might have that I wanted to 
run away. He didn’t look at all scared, 
but he wasn’t looking for any more 
trouble.

‘I have thought of it lots of times since 
and have thoifght how foolish I was to 
go back, but the impulse struck me to 
do it, and I couldn’t help it’ ”—Ex
aminer.

For 200 year« and more the romantic 
story of Montezuma’s hiJden treasure« 
has excited the at'ention of the civilised 
world. Defeated, deposed and by all 
the arts which civilized chicanery and 
unblushing falsehood could conceive the 
last of the Aztecs was driven from the 
home of ancestor« that embraced untold 
years.

A reporter has encountered an adven
turer wl.o, whether there be truth in hie 
story or not, ia entitled to a certain 
amount of 
follows:

“Yes, I 
portion of 
and have lieen in numerous enterprise«. 
I have fought Indian« in Arizona, killed 
rattlesnakes in all territories west of the 
Kio Grande, and developed myself intoa 
first-class representative of the pioneer«. 
Wandering in mv nomadic life, I have 
passed through most of lire urine« of Old 
Mexico. Somehow or other I drifted in
to California. Without a cent in my 
pocket 1 conceived the idea of going 
from lx>s Angeles to San Francisco. The 
shortest route to an old tourist seemed 
to me lie over the Santa Barbara moun
tains, and I took that trail. Night over
took me as 1 looked 'from the mountains 
to the sea' over to the island of Santa 
Rosa. The opaline tint and the blue 
empyrean had almost faded from sight 
when I bethought myself of a camping 
place. Ixioking around 1 beheld a can
yon that betokened shelter. Conceiving 
that I would be comfortable for tlie night 
I took the inevitable cliance.

“Night began to throw its shades 
around me as I descended into the 
gloomy canyon, the guardian snirelsof 
which were a lot of burned-out trees, 
the nature of which 1 do not understand, 
and stumbled across a rock that revolved 
as soon as tny toot struck it. Suddenly 
I found myself, considerably bruised in 
limb, in a subterranean cavern about 
twelve feet square in extent. The walla 
were dry and uo insects crawled about 
the wall«. The place seemed to be a 
human sepulchre, for about the walls 
were placed what 1 took to be mummies 
of a departed race. One, in particular, 
w hom owing to Iris enormous proportions 
I took to be the chief or king, was 
crowned with a diadem of precious 
stones that would be a ransom for kings 
in these days, while strewn about the 
walls were other people onee in human 
life, who I supposed were other mem
bers of the cabinet or household officers.

Going through the department in my 
dazed wav I came across a large copper 
kettle, which I estimated to weigh 1,000 
pounds, and which my utmost exertions 
could not move, and I imagine conceals 
the treasures of the Montezumas.

“It is not impossible,” said the inter
viewed reflectively; and as he pulled out 
a handful of uncut and partially cut 
gems of the ruby and sapphire specie«, 
and presented them to the gaze of the 
astonished re]>orter, “that the Aztec«, 
when ostracized from their homes, 
«ought a shelter in the mountains along 
the coast.

“1 have no faith in Californians,” said 
he, “and I propose to go back to New 
York and sift this thing to the bottom.”

The supreme court of the United States 
is nearing its 100th anniversary as the 
highest judicial power in the country. 
Although it has been more than a cen
tury since it was established by the law, 
it was not fully organized until 1790. 
During its century of existence it has 
passed upon all phases of the law, inter
preted the constitution of the country, 
and is the only tribunal before which 
law maker and law-breaker alike must 
bow in submission.

From its findings there is no appeal. 
Its decisions are final and its mandates 
are enforced, even if it is necessary to 
call upon the military power of the gov
ernment to enforce them. It is the sole 
arbiter of all legal disputes between the 
states, and in fact, is the sovereign of all 
sovereignties. Questions of law of all 
kinds come before it on appeal from all 
other federal courts, and in criminal cas
es where questions which involve rights 
claimed under the constitution, laws or 
treaties of the United States. In civil 
cases where the validity of a law is at
tacked, it can be appealed to without re
gard to the amount in controversy in the 
case. When the statute of a state con
flicts with an act of congress the court 
is made the arbiter of the dispute and by 
its action oulv can the state law be de
clared a nullity. When congress passes 
a la a- which is in conflict with the con
stitution, the supreme court has the 
power to declare it void. But the con
struction of a law, either state or nation
al, cannot be decided except it comes be
fore the court in a case, and it must have 
regularly passed through the lower court. 
Thus it is that this court whose decisions 
have come to be looked upon with awe 
by the majority of men, and with respect 
by the legal fraternity, has come to be 
called the expounder of the constitution. 
It is in one sense, but it goes farther and 
besides settliug questions involving law, 
has also at times decided those were life 
and liberty were involved.

The supreme court, at its organization 
in 1790, consisted of a chief justice and 
five associate justices. The number of 
associate justices was increased to six in 
1807, by the appointment of Thomas 
Todd. For thirty years it remained the 
same, but in 1837 it was increased to 
eight by the appointment of John Catron 
and John McKinley. During the war, or 
to be more precise, in 1863, President 
Lincoln raised the number to nine by ap
pointing Stephen J. Field, one of its 
present members. Two years later its 
number was decreased to eight by the 
death of John Catron, and the death of 
Joseph Wayne in 1867, decreased the 
quota to Beven. In 1870 President Grant 
increased the membership to eight by 
the appointment of Joseph P. Bradley, 
who is still holding a seat on the wool 
sack.

At the present time the crowd consists 
of seven associate judges and a chief jus 
tice, the vacancy among the associate 
judgeships having been caused by the 
recent death of Stanley Matthews. The 
associate judges of the court are Samuel 
F. Miller, Stephen J. Miller, Joseph P. 
Bradley, John M. Harlan, Horace Gray, 
Samuel Blatchford, L. Q. C. Lamar, and 
Chief Justice M. W. Fuller.

Of these Miller is the oldest in time of 
service and lie enjoys the proud distinc
tion with Justice Field of being the two 
oldest justices on the bench. Both are 
seventy-three years old and each has 
been a member of the supreme court for 
over a quarter of a century, 
ler was appointed in 1862, 
Field in the year following.

The tenure of office is tor 
good behavior, and a member 
be removed by impeachment 
crimes and misdemeanors. As an in
stance of the old maxim that few die and 
none resign, it may be said that in addi
tion to the present members of the su
preme court, there are but two living ex
associate judges. One of these, John A. 
Campbell, of Alabama, was appointed 
by President Pierce in 1853, and at the 
breaking out of the war he opposed the 
secession of his state, but went with it, 
resigning liis position on the bench. He 
is now practicing law in New Orleans. 
The other. Justice Strong, was retired in 
1880 on full pay, and is spending his de
clining days in Washington.

Since the organization of the court 
there have been eight chief justices and 
forty-four associate justices. Of this 
number, nine resigned, five were retired, 
one tailed of confirmation by the Benate, 
and the others died in office or are now 
holding the position.

Justice Campbell is seventy-eight years 
of age, but Justice Strong is three years 
older. Of the eight chief justices which 
the court lias had, two resigned—John 
Jay and Olliver Ellsworth—and one Rut
ledge failed of confirmation. Chief Jus
tice Marshall and Justice Stoy, had the 
honer of serving on the bench longer 
than any of their confreres, each serving 
thirty-four years.

The act of April 10, 1860, permits them 
to retire with full pay for life, after reach
ing the age of seventy, provided they 
serve ten consecutive years. The pay is 
$10,500 for the chief justice, and $10.000 
for the associate justices.

Prior to 1870 the docket ot the supreme 
court was not very voluminous, and it 
was generally an easy matter for the 
court to keep pace with the cases, and 
usually dispose of them in a short time 
after they were submitted. But a change 
has come over the court. Shakespeare, 
when he wrote of the law’s delays, must 
have had in mind the litigous people of 
America in this year of our Lord, 1889. 
For surely if ever a litigant deserves 
sympathy it will be when he appeals a 
case to the supreme court, with the ex- 

, pectation of having it decided at an early 
> date. At the present time there are 1,484 
' cases on the docket, and new ones are 

Sold by Rogers Bros, being added constantly daily, while there 
----------------------------- I is but one day in the week on which de-

Children Cry for cisions are rendered, Monday.
, . _ - j The court is able to dispose of about

it Cner 8 vasioria« j 425 cases per year on an average, so, pro- breast is covered with orders.

TWO STORIES OF JOHN L. 
His Adventure With a Back Bay 

Lady and His Opinion 
of Art.

credence. Hi« tale WM «•

have traveled over a large 
North and South America,

John L. Sullivan, one fine day a cou- , 
pie of seasons ago, was displaying his j 
prowess at a semi-private boxing bout in , 
the outskirts of Boston Highlands. Quiet , 
as the affair was kept by the several | 
gentlemen interested in it, a crowd soon , 
gathered in the vicinity, blocking the | 
way of carriages passing, One carnage . 
finally came to a halt, the coachman be- | 
ing too timid to risk a bold dash through 
a crowd that showed no disposition to 
make way for him. The lady who was 
the only occupant of this carriage, was , 
one who enjoys a reputation for eccen- , 
tricity above any of her set. Born and 
bred in New York and married into one 
of Boston’s most exclusive families, her 
vagaries have long been discussed with 
awe and amazement by the staid ma
trons among whom she moves. But as 
the lady herself exults in her indepen. 
dence, she has long ago reduced her crit - 
ics to that state of mind that leaves them 
prepared for anything. Finding her car
riage stopped she put her head out of the 
window to inquire the cause, saw the 
crowd and demanded an explanation. 
On receiving one her interest waxed 
warmer. She ordered the driver to drive 
up nearer so she too, might look on. He 
tried to comply, but the crowd did not 
give way.

Just then the champion, pausing to take 
breath, not iced the ripple of commotion 
and being told the reason told the crowd 
to make way and let the carriage pass. 
But the crowd was unheeding. Seeing 
this, Sulivan’s chivalric impulses came 
into play. Without waiting for further 
parley, he broke through the crowd, his 
very presence causing it to fall back to 
the right and left. When he had thus 
secured a clearance, he waved to the 
coachman to drive on and turned his 
back upon the scene. But tlie occupant 
of the carriage, struck with admiration, 
sent word that he should be brought for
ward and receive her personal thanks. 
At this, he took fright, grew abashed, 
and sought temporary oblivion amid the 
crowd. The lady Bpied an aristocratic 
acquaintance among the loungers, and 
in answer to her question if he knew Sul
livan personally truth compelled him to 
answer in the affirmative. Then would 
he bear her card to him and request 
him to come a moment to the carriage 
and receive her thanks? The impromp
tu messenger tried to obey, but the big 
man was not to be seen. He had mys
teriously disappeared and the dame was 
driven disappointedly home.

But she was not one to be balked in 
her desires or whims. She bethought 
her of a literary asquaintance, a Harvard 
man, whom she had heard was just then 
very much interested in Sullivan—es
pecially as a work of art, his statue being 
then receiving its finishing touches—and 
requested him to bling Mr. Sullivan to 
her house. The message was delivered, 
but on receiving it the champion is said 
to have quailed as he never did before 
an opponent, utterred a few confused ex
cuses mingled with one or two sulphur
ous ejaculations, and, despite all persua
sions by a few men who would have 
hugely enjoyed the fun of seeing John 
make bis debut in a Back Bay drawing
room, maintained his refusal.

The lady was very much disappointed, 
indeed. She had just exhausted several 
fads and longed for a new sensation, and 
the Sullivan scheme was just daring
enough to suit her. The only satisfac
tion she had was in patronizing the dis
play of the champion’s statue immedi
ately after.

Apropos of that statue, here is a bit of 
anecdote. Like many another great man 
of brawn before him, John looked down 
from an immeasurable height on art as 
an effeminate thing for him to waste time 
upon, ahd many were the feints and de 

■ vices used by interested friend« to get 
him to pose at all. When the Btatue was 
finally finished he was lured in one day 
to look upon it. He eyed it critically. 
Then he fiualiy asked an expert standing 

i by:
i “Supposing the thing sells, how much 

do you suppose it will ever bring?”
’•Oh,” answered the connoisseur,“that 

depends upon time and circumstances, 
i Perhaps six, perhaps eight, perhaps ten 
I thousand.”
, John blew a long, low whistle. “Well, 
, all I’ve got to say is the fellows that 

pummel clay coin their money d— easy,” 
h was liis comment.—New York Sun.

life and a good respectable living.”
Early in the 80’s, Colonel Joyce went 

to Arizona, where there were opportun
ities for enterprising man of his kind. 
He had very little capital when he 
struck Tombstone beyond his energy, 
audacity and determination. Within 
thirty days he had half a dozen faro 
banks and a big saloon fn full blast, and 
he soon owned a newspaper, dry goods 
store and hotel.

In a short time he was the leading cit
izen of that lively camp, and ran the 
politics of Cochise county. Colonel 
Joyce became involved in the Earp- 
Clanton row by becoming surety of some 
of the cowboys. He incurred the hostility 
of the Earps without intending to get 
mixed up in the fight, and the result 
was liis famous fight with Doc Holliday.

Holliday was one of the most notorious 
desperadoes in (lie Southwest. His reg
ular business was assassination, his de
sultory occupation was gambling and his 
diversion stage robbery. Holliday stood 
in with the Earps and distinguished him
self in several fights with the Clantons, 
killing the notorious Curly Bill in one of 
the numerous combats. The Earps dis
approved of Joyce and sent word to him 
unless he should close up 
fore 8:30 on a designated 
would clean out the place, 
that if he yielded to the 
matter he would lose caste among the 
boys and might as well have shut up for 
good and quit the country. He told his 
barkeepers about the message, and all of 
them declared that they were indifferent 
to the danger and would stand by him.

At about 8 o’clock in the evening visit
ors in the salcon began to slip out, and 
the place soon was nearly deserted. A 
few minutes before 8:30 o’clock, Colonel 
Joyce took a look around to see if bis 
valiant barkeepers were prepared for the 
affray. They had mysteriously and im
perceptibly faded away, all but one, who 
was fat and lame, and he was intrench
ing himself behind a barrel. Joyce 

! stepped to the middle of the room with a 
pair of six-shooters, and at 8:30 o’clock 

i Doc Holliday and the Earps filed in, 
shooting as they came. One of the first 
shots struck the fat barkeeper in the 
heel, and he got under the counter and 
yelled murder.

Joyce was hit by three bullets, empt
ied his own gun, and wound up the fes 
tivities by getting Hollidaj’ down and 
hammering dents in his head with the 
butt of a revolver.

At the time of one of the Apache out
breaks, Joyce and other 
Tombstone decided that 
been fooling with the 
enough, and that it was 
the people of Arizona to 
Indian question in vigorous style.

It was quite clear, they thought, that 
General Grook would not permit the 
troops to hurt the Apaclies, no matter 

1 what outrages the red miscreants com
mitted. Joyce raised a troop of 100 well 
armed frontiersmen and took the Apache 

; trail with blood in his eye.
One evening Joyce and his command 

1 rode into a stockade and found them 
selves surrounded by the United States 
army. General Crook informed Colonel 

, Joyce that he deemed it his dntv to dis- 
i arm the parly and send it back to 
1 Tombstone.

j During the night Joyce devised a plan

!
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A Petrified Miser.
A recent dispatch says that J. R. Mote, 

a farmer living in Phelps county, Ne
braska, about twelve miles from Kear
ney, is in possession of a curiosity which 
is a valuable relic of pre-bistoric times in 
this part of the continent. Some time 
ago while excavating for a cave, he ex
humed a large brown stone weighing 
over twenty pounds. When the clay was 
removed from it a large fossil, represent
ing a clenched human hand was reveal
ed. The specimen had been broken from 
a mammoth arm just above the wrist, 
and the imprint of a coarse cloth or some 
woven material was plainly outlined on 
the back of the hand. At the time of the 
discovery nothing was said about it, as 
Mr. Mote does not belong to the curious 
class of people.

For several months the specimen had 
lain about the house, and no one who 
saw it had any idea of the great amount 
of wealth held firmly in the grasp of the 
stone fingers. A small boy in the family 
whose faculty for smashing things has 
just begun to develope, conceived the 
idea of opening the hand. When broken, 
to his astonishment, there rolled out 
eleven brilliant transparent stones. The 
discovery of these beauties was not 
made until a few days ago when 
Mr. Mote showed them to a jeweler, who 
pronounced them genuine first water 
diamonds, without a speck or flaw to 
mar their beauty.

The jewels are uniform in size and are 
about the Bhape of Lima beans. They 
have the appearance of being water worn 
but are still beautiful stones. The pos
sessor of this beautiful find will dispose 
of the diamonds, and will at once begin 
his search in the old cave for the other 
hand as well as the rest of the body of 
this relic of an early age.

The mystery of this broken hand is 
one of perplexing interest. How long 
has it been there? To what race of giants 
did its owner belong? Was the subject 
an ancient miser, who died grasping his 
most precious possessions? Many other 
like questions are raised by the discov
ery, but to all of them the modern his
torian can only answer in remote and 
uncertain speculation.

R. C. C. C.—Red Cross Cough Cure. 
Will remove the most obstinate cough. 
Cnres asthma and bronchitis. Cannot be 
excelled for whooping cough. Heals! 
lungs and threat. I’
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King Kalakaua, of the Sandwich Is
lands, who could not borrow enough 
money this summer to go to Paris sent, 
an interesting display to the exposition. 
One of the features of his exhibit was a 
gigantic tnreen out of which he eats por
ridge. Kalakaua is a brave trencher
man, and can eat and drink more than 
any individual in his domain. He alsc 

[ sent to Paris a volume of bis poems and 
a portrait of hitnseif. The latter repre
sents a large man dressed in a tight-fit
ting European military unitorm. His

One of the ticket agents of tlie Michi
gan Central railroad, at a certain town in 
Canada, was an airy, iniliqiendant young 
man who began work with the idea that 
he ran the whole line “The boys" had 
numerous complaints against him, and 
more than once he would have caught it 
on the ear had lie not have been where 
lie could not be got at. One evening five 
or six of u« happened to meet there as we 
came in on cross-roads and we soon got 
on to the fact that the general manager 
and two or three other official* of the 
road were in the ticket office. We laid 
our heads together, and put up a job. 
We all had 1000-milo tickets, but each of 
the six went to the w indow in turn and 
bought a ticket for the nearest station 
east or west. When all had boon served 
the first went bai-k to the window and 
Raid:

“Young man I think you made a mis
take.”

“I guess not.”
“I got a ticket to C----- . Tint's 30

cents. I gave you $1 and you gave me 
92 cents back,”

“Humph! Thai’s funny!” muttered 
the young man as he took in the 
and corrected the error.

Then the second went to the 
and said:

“Young man, I didn’t want
this railroad. I Isjught a ticket (o It-----
which is 25 cent«, gave you half a dollar 
and you gave me 60 cents.'’

“I did, eh?" queried the agent, as he 
flushed up and took in the change.

Then the third, fourth, fifth and 
sixth man went up with a similar story. 
The big officials were taking the whole 
thing in, and were getting very ner
vous. The young man was whiter 
then chalk at the end of it, and lie was 
not wrong in believing ’hat he wee 
doomed. Next day lie was replaced, 
ami I learned a few weeks later that he 
had quit running a railroad and gone in
to a woolen mill. It cost eachdl us a 
small sum to work the snap, but it was 
pro bono publico, and worth double the 
amount.—A". 1'. Suu.

change

window

to beat

A merciful man—who keeps his stock 
in prime condition by the use of Wright's 
Arabian condition powder«. Cure« cold«, 
distemper, inflamed lungs, heaves. Gives 
glossy coat. Sold by Rogers Bros.

Children Cry for
Pitcher’s Castoria

The heart of Queen Marie, of Ba
varia. was removed from hsr Ixxiy 
soon after her death at Munich sev
eral months ago, and embalmed, 
according to a custom which has 
prevailed in the royal house since 
tho middle ages. Recently it was 
placed in a silver urn, and taken 
with much pomp and ceremony to 
the ancient chapel of our Lady of 
Mercies, where it now rests in a 
niche of the chancel wall near the 
hearts of kings and queens who died 
centuries ago.
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