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A Bride foran Hour.

A Thrilling Story of the Joms:
fown Disaster.
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BY DAVID LOWRY.

CHAPTER IX.—(Continued)

Bomers lay thinking, It would be well
if he could go tosleep and never wake
again. He thought more of the problem
of life and death in the next ten minutes
than he had thought during his life.

He sank into slumber agein, and sgain
he dreamed.

He was journeying again. Now he was
traveling by rail. He was whirled over
endless countries, all new to him. Thers
were as many stations as are usually en-
countered in the United States, but for
some inexplicable reason the travelers
passed through these depots one after the
other. Never by any chance did two walk
abreast. :

Somers was accompanied in these jour-
neyings by his wife. His wife always en-
tered the cars first, always left them
first, entered, passed through and out of
the depots first. Somers had a premo-
nition that he would lose her, spite of the
order in which the vast body of people
traveled.

Suddenly he misted her, snd then he
was in an agony of apprehension as he
strove to find her.

He woke with a start. Tom Jerrold Wwas
standing over him.

“You were dreaming?”

*Yes; I had the nightmare, I think.”

Hesat up, and could not be induced to
risk closing his eyes again lest he should
experience equally horrible dreams, until
Mr. Broadhurst, who wae near at hand,
came to him. Mr Broadhurst talked of
lifein a way Somers had never heard any
man talk before. There was a philosophy
that sustained Broadhurst—a philosophy
that did not rob the world of religion
or a God, It ennobled the philos.

her, and placed his God upon &
higher plane than most preachers placed
the ruler of the universe. Listening to
Mr. Broadhurst, Somers fell asleep a
third time, and again he dreamed.

‘When he woke up the third time, this
dream was the most vivid and the most
disturbing of all.

He walked about in the darkness, keep-
ing poor Tom Jerrold company. Tom
was thinking of his daughter and his
grandchild. If the flood had taken one
—but to losa both was more than Tom
Jerrold's philosophy was equal to.

“I heard Mr. Broadhurst talking teo
you. I hope he comforted you—l am
sorry to say all the religion and all the
philosophy in the world cannot reconcile
me to my loss, Mr, Somers, It doesn't
lessep the pain to me. That baby
clatched my heartstrings tighter than its
mother ever did. It was never out of my
sight twenty-four hours since it was born.

ey were all I had in the world. There
is neither chick norchild left now. I have
not a soul I can call a relative this side
of the ocean.”

Somers sympathized deeply with him,
and thus it came about that long before
day broke Jerrold was comforted by Som-

ers.

Long before dawn the people who
erouched on the mountain side, dazed
with grief, suffering cold (scarcely one in
s dozen had clothing sufficient to keep
them warm), were astir.

Here and there fires were lit only to
flicker a few minutes and then die out.
'I‘hgdfawest number were nble to find dry
wood,

As the light broadened, the scene re-
vealed to them surpassed in its simplest
features the greatest ruin human eye ever
beheld. Where the city of Johnstown
gat between the mountains they beheld a
waste of waters, with a few houses stand-
Ing here and there. Hundreds of build-
Ings were swept away. The devastation
wrought in an hour was indescribable. It
appalled those who looked on; the stont-
est hearts grew faint looking over that
scene of woe, where death overtook en-
tire families in many forms.

There was enough work for an hun-
dred hands where there was only ome.
By noon on Saturday Somers was faint-
ing—exhausted by his labors.

t was well on in the afternoon, how-
ever, before either he or Mr. Broadhurst
found anything to appease their hunger,
and even then the crackers they moistened
with water almost choked them as they
thought of the thousands up and down
the vriley who had nothing.

But there were the dead to arrange de-
cently, so that they could be buried

Among the first to whom friendiy atten-
tion was paid wase the remains of Alexan-
der Rutledge, the lawyer. Numbers who
knew him well looked on the remains be-
fore they were buried in a shallow grave,
with only a sheet around the body.

Enoch Broadhurst helped to dig the
grave. Si Harkess and Tom Jerrold were
elso present. Before Broadhurst wrapped
the body in the sheet, a man approached
the group. There was no one near the
body at the time but Si Harkess, who
looked up and beheld Giles Brockle,

Giles looked down on the face of the
dead man. As he looked, he drew a long
breath; then, turnin gon his beel, sudden-
1y walked away as quickly as he came.

i 8j Horkess looked niter him curiously,
ut;%ring: “He mus' be skeered to die.
ul¢ nt a-bear to look at Mars Rut-
e,
t While Giles' thought was, “The only
man I feared is out of the way. John
Watson, the preacher, is drowned. The
unlf living man who knew there was a
will is Tom Jerrold over thers, for whom
I do not care a snap. The property is
mine—all mine now. I defy any one liv-
ing to prevent me from doing as I please
with it—as soon ns my uncle is dead.”

He did not wait until his uncle died.
Before nightfall Giles adopted a manner
and iome, addressing many who were
tenants of Tom Peters, which indicated
proprietorship. One of these, more cour.
:geous than the others, resented Giles'

one.

“Are you acting for Mr, Peters, Mr.
Brockle? If you are, I would like to see

vour authority. Iam not in the habit of
®eallng with two men when I bargalin with

one.”

“Youn may have me to deal with alone,
possibly.” -

“Then there will be no deal,” the tenant
retorted, hotly. “I am going to burn this
shed and this fence if I wunt to, either to
accommodate suffering people or to
please myself. I'll ansver to Mr. Peters
forit. As to answering to yon, there can
zever be any bargain between us two."

“I'll make you rue that speech,” said
Giles, calmly, as he looked steadilyat the
tenant.

“1'll make you rue you ever trespassed
upon my premises if you do not get off
them at once, You are an intruder, Giles
Brockle.”

“What will you do?"”

“I'll knock your teeth down yeur
throat,” said the tenant. “A men who
talks of saving senseless wood at a time
when thousands are dead and dying of
hunger and cold, who tries to prevent
another from warming people who are
periTshing for lack of clothing—be off with

ou!"”

And then Giles, realizing his danger
as the tenant edvanced toward him, sud-
denly walked awav.

“Whnat was Brockle saylng to you?”
Epoch Broadhurst inquired of Tom
Peters’ tenant a minute later. Broad-
burst witnessed the scene but did not
understand it. The fiery tenant rebearsed
all that peased

~you are not aware his uuele is dy-
in ?H

“Is Tom Peters dying? Then God help
any of his tenants that have dealings with
Giles Brockle!”

“I am inclined to agree with you,” said
Broadhurst., ‘*There never were two men
more nnlike than Tom Peters, as honest
& man as ever lived, and Giles Brockle.”

“As big s sneak and rascal us cver
lived in my opinion,” saia Tom Peters'
tenant. . :

By nightfall half the male survivors in
Johnstown knew that Tom Peters was on
his death-bed, ard that Giles Brockle
would inherit all his possessiocns. The
physiclans who were called in when he
was seized were in demand c\-erf‘_where.
There was work for scores tbat ivelong
daf. Bpite of their labors, they werd
able to corroborate the report thet in all

robability Tom Peters would never set

oot in Johnstown agein.

Squire Jepson and Tom Peters were very
intimate—"what one knew the otherknew”
Broadhurst added. “This matter must
be determined speedily. Brockleis acting
like a man who 1s not going to lose any
4ime asserting his rights, He is taking it
upon himself to proteot the property as if
it were his own.

Then Broadhurst related all that oc-
curred in his view between Brockle and
Tom Peters’ tenant.

“So! The wind sits that way, does it?"
Tom Jerrold replied. “Well, then all the
more reason for giving Giles plenty of
m{a-and I'll predict he will hang him-
self."”

‘I'he death ¢f the richest man 1n the
county was a matter that did not concern
them. Tom Peters was never ruined—
indeed, only those immediately concerned
and connected with him gave the rich man
lying out on the mountain slope, in his
large empty house, athought.

There were matters of much more im-
portance requiring attention.

CHAPTER X.

EULVIVOES OF THE FLOOD.

When Rose Somers sank benenth the
flood, ber last thought was that fute had
ordained she and her husband should die
together.

She felt the surging waters closing
around her, and surrendered herself to
death without a struggle. Then she be-
came unconscious,

When dimly conscious of life again,
she suffered indescribable egony.
mountain of waters wag pressing her
downward. Pains racked her back, her
neck. Her limbs seemed to be torn from
her. In her ngony she moaned. Then a
voice sounded in her ears. The voice
was like the roll of thunder—it filled all
space. Death was, indeed, horrible.
Could anything mortal endure it? Then
she became unconscious again.

Her next sensation was one of exquis.
ite relief. She had passed the boundary
line. Bhe was in heayen. There was no
pain. No weight. No feeling such as
she e:]l:lerianced in the other world. She
knew that she existed—further she knew
nothing, cared for nothing.

“She is breathing more naturally now.
See!”

Rose opened her eyes. An old man
was |looking at her. She moved her
eyes. A woman stood with her back to
her. The woman turned that instant, and
advanced to her.

“Don’t speak, Lie quiet. Sleep, it
you want to. You are with friends.

Human nature is s puzzle. Rose Som-
ers burst into tears.

“There—there, my dear,” said the cld
man, “you will be well soon. You are
weak now—you will be strong again in an
hour or two, you will see.”

Poor Rose. She was erying because
she was brought back to life, while her
husband was dead. She would rather be
in heaven. But she closed her eyes again
in a delicious languor, and instantly fell
sound asleep.

When she woke again there was only
the woman near her, There was & dim
light—the light issued from a small lamp.

tose Somers looked around her curi.
ously. Yes, she was in some sort of
housa. It was s log house. Bhe could
Just make out that the spaces between the
logs were “chinked.” e floor was made
of very broad boards, There was no sign
of a carpet or rug.

She was lying on a bed. There was
something over in the corner of the room
that looked like a bed on the floor. She
managed to raise herself on her elbow.
Sh; was quite strong. She sat bolt up-
right.

here was she? How did she come
there? Was Algernon there too?

In an instant her feet were on thefloor,
She would ask the man—that was no
dream; it was all real now—or the woman
where her husband was.,

No; it would be ingratitude to distu™
them.

Lose Somers pondered long, sitting
there on the bedside. Then she resolved
to look on the bed in the corner. Possi-
bly Algernon was lying there, within arm’s
length of her.

She stole softly over the floor and look.
ed down upon the face in the corner,

It was & woman's face, but not the face
she had seen before she fell asleen. She
turned around, staggered pack to the bed,
and, sinking upon it, moaned. Her dis-
appointment was more than human heart
could bear,

Instantly a figure stole into the room
and a voice Rose recalled said:

_ "What isit? Do not be afraid. Noth-
ing ean harm you here.”

“Pardon me; I could not help it,” said
Rose, between her sobs. “I thought my
husband might be herein this very house;
but L know he is dead. We sank togethex
in th¥®t awful deluge.”

“He may be living as you are. Hope
for the best. Can I do anything more for
yout”

“No; a thousand thanks for all youi
kindness. I will try to go to sleep again.
Ihope 1 shall not disturb you any more."

“You do not disturb us. I hope you
wfil_ltsleep soundly; you will be the better
of it.”

Then the figure disappeared, arl Rose
Somers was left alone again with her
thoughts. She lay awake hours seeming-
ly, and then sank into a peaceful sleep.

She was aroused the next morning by a
crackling sound. It was fat meat frying.
The odor of the fat was borne into the
room, She coughed. Iresently a mid-
dle-nged, care-worn-looking woman en-
tered.

“How do you feel now?”

The woman looked at her kindly.

“Yery well, T want to get up.”

“Yes—well—but you must wail & min-
ote.” There was a hesitancy in the
womar's speech that puzzled Rose.

£he disappeared, and returned in o fex
minutes carrying a pair of trousers, vesly
and coat in her arms. Roselooked ot hel
in astonishment as she said:

“These are all we have for you to wear,
i—1 gave my other clothes lo some
women who came here before you were
bronght in. I haven't s skirt left, even.
There isn't o blessed bit of woman's
clothing round, either.

“Must I wear them?"”

“I don't see what else you can do. You
don't want to lie in bed, and you might
ns well—better wear these than try to go
with a blanket or quilt around you.”

“OL, I ought to be thaukful,” Rose re-
plied, as the woman disappeared.

She got up and dressed herself In
man's attire, wonderingly. What pext?

be might as well be in another world
All traces of the world she knew had dis.
appeare.\,

“BreakJust will be ready in a minute,”
gaid the woman, looking in at the door.

The shake-down in the corner was
vacant. Wbhere was the woman who slept
there? Rose entered the next room, This
was where the fat was frying.

A small table was placed near the sol-
itary small window in this room, whick
served the purpose of kitchen, dining,
and living-room, There were but two
rooms in the log house.

Bitting beside the table was a curious
figure, The ficure was bowed down. The

sanus were crossea ouver the figure's
breast. The head was unmistakably a
woman's, but the garb—what was it the
woman wore?

This figure wag swnying from side ta
gide, with the head bowed, the chin al
most tonching the breast.

“This poor woman has lost her ckild 29
said the woman of the house. .

A sad face was turned to Rose. It was
a beautiful face, but just now it looked
to Rose as if all the joy bad left the poo:
woman forever.

“You two never knew cach other, I v«
pect. I told John like as not you'd never
seen each other.”

“Sorrow makes us one,” said Rose
~imply, as she beld outa hand, whick
the other woman clasped Tervently, say-
ing:
“I don't care what becomes of me, 1
wish I was dead, I want io die.”

It was pitiful to hear her. It was mors
trying to look at her bowed hend. Rose
felt bow impossible it was for her to eay
anything that could comfort this poor
woman. For the first time in her life she
felt how weak words are—how puerile in
hours of great affliction.

“If I could only see my babe—if I did
not touch it, even, but mever to see il
a%sin—whnt have I done that I am pun-
ished this way?”

*The breakfast is ready now,” said the
woman of the house. “You two musi
eat. Itisn’t much we'vegot to offer—such
w9 it is I'm <lad to give you. You're botb

welcome fo all we have,” said the woman,
simply. “Sit upnow, my dear, and eat §
bite. John!"” o

A man entered. Rose recognized the
face she saw in the night. Jobhn wat
middle-sged. A man with sun-burned
face and horny, wrinkled hsnds. A maz
who eirnad his bread “in the sweat” of
his faco. A very simple-mannered,
straight-forward man.

He sat down at one side of the table
Rose and the other women sat opEositu
him. Then the woman of the house
geated herself, and the man, bowing his
head, asked a blessing.

“Now, help yourselves, do,” said tha
woman as the man placed upon their
plates a plentiful nmount of crisp break.
fast bacon. There were fresh biscuits
and good butter, and plenty of eream.

The man and woman talke@ for the pur
pose of turning the mind ¢f the womar
who lost her child from her dead. Rose,
realizing this, sided them, and in doing
li_t,fsomehnw experienced wondeiful re

lel.

In this way she learned how she be:
came an inmate of the log cabin, and the
perticulars, or ell that was known, con-
cerning the young mother, who, after
trying to eat, sat nibbling at a small
piece of a biscnit listening to the others.

“You pee, it rained awful—it rained
Wednesday and Thursday. I never did
hear such rain,” said the woman. “I told
John—I mesn on Fridsy morning jusi
before break of day when I got np—I
couldn't sleep for the rain—says L ‘I'll
ouie you, tnere 18ny & sneep alive L
they’'re in the fold.” That's & crik by
this time.”

“It was, most,” said John, *I had
hard work savin’ em.

“But we never dreamed of troubls yes-
terday, axeept we knew the meadow wae
rvined with all the sand flowing over it,
the crik came up so, runnin' all over it.
John, he had his hands full, hardl
stopped to eat s bite, working aronni
genarallg. I was looking out of the
window back of your hen.g therz, sitting
just here, when I seen something un.
usual. I went to the door, and there war
a hounse floating down, an’ people cryinﬂ
for help. Their screams was awfnl. I'
never forget them to my dying da). John
ran into the harn to get a rope. He
flung it out an' a @irl caunght it, but she
¢omun ¢ NOLIL it & Iinute, t0e Iivelr rum
so fast. The house just then turned
over—something must have happened—
and we never suw another live goul near it

“There was o whole lot of thingsall over
the river then—everything you could
name—and there were people holding to
logs and everything they could put hardi
‘on. John threw the rope to two men,
and they got ashore somehow, I couldn’l
tell how. There were some mnear the
ghore. Then the erik backed up, and
the drift got up in it—that wes where he
found you.”

Rose started.

“You was lying on & lot of boards. Th¢
boards werg crosswise. Our neighbon
just over tite hill, they came to see the
flood; by an’ by others come—the Sandt
and the Didberts viere there, all trying t¢
help people who floated past. An’ the)
saved o good many. But they said yor
was dend. There wasn't a sign of life
about you. John, he stood on a long
board and leaned out in the eddy where
you were turning 'round, and then he fell
in. But he held on to the board like
death.”

*So would you," said John, calmly.

“He got on the board again and reached
out for the board nearest bim, and pulled
all the boards you were on, Jim Sands
he's got his wits nlways—he waded righ
in the crik, an’ got hold, too, just in tim¢
before a big tree swung up in the eddy.
They got up to you, snd brought yov
right up to the house. I said you wert
dead, gut Jim Sands 'loved you wasn't
he'd seed men brought to after drownin
often. A master hand is Jim Sands.

“Well, be worked with you, and Mrs,
Didbert aelped, an' we all had our hands
full; an' in & little whils we knew Jim
was right, But it was gettin' dark by
that time, and Mrs, Didbert bad to go back
home. She had to hunt clothes for 2
dozen women folks that hadn't a stitch or
them. The men were just as bad—not ¢
one had a coat or vest on, an’ sgome hadn'l
anything., But we were glad they wen(
living."

“Some didn’t care whether they lived o)
not,” sald Jukn, “I never want to g¢
through it again,

“It was Jim Sands—if it hadn't beer
for his judgment—"

“Come, now, Sairy, you helped just ar

much,” snid John, “You got the warm
flannels, and rubbed, and did just as mnch
a8 Sands,” :
“Well, anyhow you came to, end we
were glad of it theme The ®nuds, they
had their hands full while Jim was here.
Tley saw this weman holding on to the
roof of a house, with her head just out of
water, They've a big skiff, and they were
right out in all that wreck, and took her
out just in tima. She was nct aple to
walk a step, so they carried her up here,
She was Iving on the floor all night; we'd
put you on the bed. I reckon a dozen or
more were picked out by the Didberts and
Sands. Anybow, there was enough wom-
en folks to tanke every bit of women's
wear, The clothes were all tore off them.
Here and there one had something left,
They were all crazy—every one, except an
old man, who said he didn't know why
God spared the most useless one after
taking sll his sons and daughters. He
came in and looked at you befors he went
away. They all made their way over the
hills; there's no neighbors here much,
They bad to get help we couldn’t give."”
Rose listened to this spellbound. It
ei:cet;ded snything she had read in fice
tion. = -

.

“wuere are we now, JHow lar are we
from—""

“From Johnstown?
snid John.

“‘Only six miles!” Rose’s heart leaped.
“'Then I can go baek there to-doy—at
once,”

John shook his head, “Iden’t see how.
You can't go the river road—it's flooded
way back three miles up the crik—an'
they say the railrond bridges are washed
away nbove and below. You couldn't get
up to Jobhnstown if you crossed the river.
It's more'n nine mile across the country
to the station—the roadsare awful 'tween
bere and New Florence—it would take
yon longer—"

*‘But how am I to get to Johnstown?
My friende will be distracted. The
sconer I can let them know I am living
tke better,”

'Dout eix miles,"”

“I don’t Bgé DO WAY BOW. You can'

walk up and down the mountalns—youd
got lost anyhowif you tried,” John enid.

“Well, but I can’t stay hera. How far
is it to atelegraph station?”

“Now yon ask me what I can't tell. I
know one thing, Jim Sands says thaere
isn't & wire standing. They've tried to
get word to Philadelphin and Pittsbur
and had to giveit np. The country’s wil
back therein Sang %ol]ow. o

John shook his head townrd the moun.
tain siae.

Rose drank her coffee in silence and
reflected. She ate another biscuit, and
by that time she felt strong enough to
undertake anythinﬁ. She snid as much,
The woman of the house laughed at her.

“Nonsense! You can't do anything for
a day or two, till we get some way to
take you two to the river road, \hat's
all.

“But I can't. I mustnot stay here. I
must get to the railroad.” R

“You can't get back to Johnstown then,”
said John. “You're both welcome here
for weeks.”

“I ghall walk to the nearest station to-

day."” said Rora. resalntale. -
“1ou can do as you please,” saiil the

womsan of the house, “only you may as
well stay with us as go to another house.”

“If I can reach the nearest station I
can find some way to get word fo my
friends if I can’t go tothem. I must send
word to my friends.”

She began to hope her husband was
living. It was like death to stay an hour
longer with these people, simply grand
nnd kindly as they had proved them-
gelves. John was & hero in common life
—his sister & woman who was ready te
rerform her dutv at all times.

Zhe womsan who ha,, 108t ner child .
saed to this with eyes shifting fron ont
to the other.

“I'll go, too.”

“Well,” said John, “if you iwo are gos
ing, I don't know but you ought to go
together. But I'd rather you'd wait till I
can find a horse for you lo ride-—you
might spell each other; it would be a
heap easier.”

“No, no! We have given you sufficient
trouble—more than you can ever be re-
warded for now," said Rose. “Will you
give me your name, sir? I want to tall

wy friends who saved mv Jif~r
“sonn Frauklin, ana my sisters called

Barah, Some neme — never married
Neither of us two married.”
“How are you two goin
them clothes?” Sarah asked.

“I don't care what I wear—I want to go
where I can send word to my friends.
That is all I think of now."”

“And I want to go where there is news
coming. I want to go where I can get
down the river to look for my derd baby,
It will be somewhere—I must find my
voor baby. I'll never rest till I find it,
said the mother, weeping afresh.

“Can't you find them hats somewhere,
John? 1'd give them my sunbonnet, on],
—how would they look with Jyour ol
clothes and any sort of bonnets?

“I guess I can rake up an old straw hat
somewhere, Sairy—and there’s another.”

“No!" said Rose, resolutely. “You
wore that in the house. It 1s all you

to travel ia

ave.

“No, it isn't. I've another just as good.”

“I want to see the other, then."”

John was & lonF time getting the other.
When he handed it to her he looked guilty,
A tinge of color rose in his wrinkled
cheeks, It wastorn and battered.

“This will do me very well,” said Rose,
end she refused to take the best.

“Be you two going right now? I wisk
you wouldn't—you'll never find your
way."

“‘the power that has preserved our lives
will suetain us, Miss Franklin,” said
Rose,

“Now, tell us the nearest way to New
Florence.”

John scratched his head. “I don't
know as youecan do better—but it's awful
foolish—than to keep right straight over
the Lills. Don't go up to the top—you'll
have to travel 'bout half-way up. Backa
mile you'll strike Didbert's, and near
them is Dick Sands’. 'Long a mile or so
—straight back—is Bob Sands’ and Jim.
Then you'll find plenty of farms for
awhile, but like as not there won't be a
horse or wagon, and the roads—nobody is
making much head-way on them now,
Everything’s so torn up by this flood."”

Rose turned and kissed Sarnh Franklin
on either cheek. Then she extended s
hand to John. < .

-t#ood-by, ana maJ God reward you
until I can return sor_sthing better than
words for all I owe yeu.”

“I--I—guess I'd better go along with
you two."

Rose shook her head. Sarah kissed the
weeging mother, who also shook John's
hand convalsively; then these two sur-
vivors of the flood walked slowly bul
resolutely np the mountain side, While
J;hn and Sarah Fragklin stood watching
them.

“And to think, Sairy, I never thought
to ask them their names.”

“Never fret, John; the one with the
coat on will be sure to let you know who
she is, at.d she will tell yon all about the
one wenring your old red ‘wamus.’ I
wouldn't let the other go if the one you
took out of the river didn’t look like as
if she culd take care? both.”

[TO BE CONTINUED.]
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THE first white woman Th&t ever
penetrated the mysteries of the Olym-
pic Mountains has just returned from
an extended trip sccompanied by her
husband, Phil Hamilton, snd twenty
others, says the Seattle Press. The
party entered the range from the head
of Quileene River, this county. crossed
over the divide, and descended down
the Press Valley to the Elkwa River,
thence to Port Angeles, While in the
Press Valley the party distinely heard
gubterranean noises, which indicated
internal disturbances. Large bands of
elk and deer were frequently seen, and
several exciting besr fights were in-
dulged in. Mrs. Hamilton rode the en-
tire distay 2e on horseback.

Although the following is from one
of Sam Jones' recent sermons the New
York Tribune almost feels thaot we
ought to apologize for quoting it:
“Some ladies think they must keep
o little whisky to make camphire,
ete., but what are you going to do
when you wake up inhell fire, old gal?
Itell you, dudes and dudines, if yon
come fooling about me T’ll spit on you
and drown you, you are so insignificant.
We don’t bury dudes. They haven't
got smell enough after they are dead
1o snnoy any one, and we just hang
them on a limb.”

I'HE Czar of Kussia 18 a hopeless con-
gervative, but in sending his son and
heir to travel around the world, visit-
ing all countries “to gain vigor of con-
stitution and breedth of intellect,” he
does & more liberal thing than any of
his predecessors ever did. The ezare-
witech will even visit and study the
United States. If the knowledge he
gains will cause him, when he comes to
the throne, to give the Russian people
aparliament, and treat Siberian prison-
ers like human beings, then his travels
will be to some purpose.

Ir is rezorted in Washington that
ex-President Hayes, of Fremont, O.,
is engaged to be married to a Virginia
lady, whose name is familiar at White
Bulphur Springs and other society re-
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~ TAMED LIONS.

MORE READILY BROKEN THAN
ANY BEAST OF THE FOREST.

Taught to Appear Ferocions---Experi-
ences of Circus Men With “The
King of Beasts"--Romances
About Circus Accidents,

The writer has taken the trouble to
hunt up the records of lions that have
been shown and performed in the United
States during the past twenty years and
finds that there is not a single instance on
record of a performer or anybody else
having been bitten by a ferocious lion.

In all that time only one man,who was
drunk at the time of the occurrence, has
been struck by the paw of a lion. This
man was paid for brutally maltreating one
of his charges by a blow that knocked
him senseless and was left lying in the
bottom of the cage tor twenty minutes,
while the four occupants of the cage
which he was in quietly curled them-
selves up in the corner and watched him.
That occurred in Pennsylvania, and he
was a man named Adam Wenzel, who
was with the O'Brien show.

A HIGOLY TRAINED FOREST MONARCH.

‘¢As o matter of fact,” said John B.
Doris, the well-known museum manager,
but formerly a circus proprietor of some
thirty years’ experience, ‘‘there is no
animal with which we circus men have
to deal that is so casy to handle, and so
safe for a performer as a lion. In every-
thing they are just like great big good-
natured dogs, easy to train and more
than ordinarily eusy to perform. In fact,
after they are once trained to do their
tricks, anybody with whom they are ac-
quainted, such as an attendant or a man
whom they have been accustomed to see
around the show, can go into their cage
and put them through their act with per-
fect safety. Why, in one season I had
no less than eleven men perform my lions
and in each case these men were feeders,
canvai-men, hostlers and other employes
of the circus who would be apt to be
about the animals all the time,

+«Jt is the appearance of {1he lion and
that dreadful roar of his that strike ter-
ror into the heart of the spectator and

cause him to think that he is in great

danger; but that roar of the lion, while
o dreadful in sound, is like a good many
other things in the show bysiness, more
of a deception than otherwise. A lion
really only roars when he is in a particu-
larly good humor, and he can no’more
help doing it than can a dog help bark-
ing.

“‘An incident occurred with my show
in Indianapolis which proves how great
the terror a lion will cause and really
how docile he is. We were fixing up in
the spring of 1886 to go on the road, in
the Exposition building, and I believe
there were three hundred men at work in
the building. One of my men, named
Pearl Bowder, was transferring the four
lions from the old cage to the newly
painted wagon, when, by the carelessness
of one of the attendants, the door flew
open and two of the animals, Romeo and
George, jumped out and started across
the room towards a couple of barrels
that contained fat from the meat with
which the animals were fed. The minute
they struck the ground somebody spied
them and shouted ‘The lions are loose!
In a helf a minute—yes, in less time
than that—every one of those 300 men
was out of that building, and they didn’t
stop for doors either: they went through
'miindows, taking, glass and everything
else.

t+Sowders heard the noise, and looking
round, jumped out of the cage, ran across
the room, grabbed Romeo by the scruff

of the neck and dragred him back and
nreraily booted him 1nto the cage, and

then served George the same way. All
those two lions cared for was the fat in
the barrel. T paid $80 for the glass,
though, that the men broke when they
went through the windows, and so my
recollection of that incident is a vivid
one.”

THE LIONS ARE LOOSE.

The two lions Mr. Dorris spoke of as
fumping out of the cage were two of the

best trained apimals ever shown in
America and when Dorris  sold out his
circus the Orrin  Brothers bought them
and took them down to Mexico, where
they are still performing. Romeo was
afterwards trained by a man named Volta
to do the riding act and it is said that
the exhibition of the lions in a bull pen
in Vera Cruz by the Orrins netted them
$10,000 in one week. This part of
Romeo's act consisted of crouching on a
padded horse while the horse was gallop-
ing around the ring, and then at the word
of command jumping over a banuer and
alighting on the pad again. Romeo has
also been taught to walk a narrow plank
much in the fashion as a tight rope.

Prof. George Conkling, who is Barnum
& Bailey's animal trainer, smiled when

asked if lions were dangerous and said:
¢Well, no; Ishould think not. And
there are only two animals that we have
anything to do with that are dangerous;
one is an elephant and the other a leo-
pard.” Lions arc very easily broken aud
very easily performed after being broken.
Why, I took four lions when the Barnum
show went into winter quarters and broke
them to do a half-dozen tricks in two
weeks, in addition to training dens of
wolves, bears, hyneas, leopards, tigers

and pumas, The way I usually
train animals 18 to give them
an  hour or two hours’ practice

morning aund afternoon. In training
lions, we begin with the simplest of
tricks; for instance, take the act of a
lion jumping through a hoop. One at-
tendant holds the hoop on the ground
and the lion is madeto walk through;
if he does not walk through or does not

understand, why take hold of the back
of ms neck and ‘haul him through. After

he knows that he has got to go through
that hoop anyway, it is lifted np a little
higher from the ground, until finally the
desired height is reached.”

““How do you train a lion sgo that you
can put your head in his mouth?”

¢That doesn't require any training;
just yank his mouth open and put your
head in.”

“‘How about the sensation when tho
lion stands up and puts his paws on your
shoulders?”

#‘Well, we lift him up until he is made
to understand that he must get up him-
gelf. The usual performances of the liong
are in this manner: The cage is divided
into three compartments, with a door
between each, and the trainer goes in
there and he first makes a picture;
he stands in the centre with a
whip in each hand, while one lion
stands up with his paws on the cage in
one corner, and then crouchesin one end,
and the other two squat and watch him
in a restless fashion; and then the trainer
puts them through all their tricks, sep-
arately and together, such as jumping
over a pole and through a hoop bound
with cakum and saturated with naphtha,
all flaming, puts his head in their mouths
and winds up the act by firing rapidly a
six-barrclled revolver, and jumps out and
glams the door of the cage behind him.
And if he has an especially well-trained
lion, as he slams the gate that lion will
jump against the bars and make them
rattle.”

«‘How are they trained to jump against
the bars?”

‘In the same way they are trained to
jump over a pole. We wind up the act
in the same way every night, and the
closing of the gate is a signal for the lion
tO jmp_!l

¢‘Are they amenable to kindness, Mr,
Conklingi"

¢Yes; but they are much more amen-
able to the discipline of the gad. But
they are unlike other animals in this par-
ticular; they do not have to be constant.
ly watched after omce broken. A leopard
is treacherous, and no matter whether
you have worked hin ten years or ten
days, if you take your eye off of him for
one instant he will strike you. Of

TEACHING A LION TO JUMP.

course, some animals are more easily
trained than others, and so when we get
o lion that is not easily broken we don’t
waste time on him, but set him nside and
train those that are most intelligent.”

t‘Are there many performing lions in
the United States?’

t:Well, I couldn’t say just how mony,
but there are a great number. Mr. Fore-
paugh had so many at one time, over
thirty, that he gave them away for al-
most nothing 1o save the cost of his meat
bill. The female will have a litter every
six months of three to five cubs, and as
the whelps are ordinarily healthy and
breeding of lions has been going on for
the past thirty years there must be a
great many throughout the United States.
A good specimen, full grown, and well
broken male is worth $2000.”

One of the animal attendants at Central
Park had something to say about lions,
and he confirmed the statements of Mr.
Doris and Mr. Conkling as to their docile
qualities. He aid: ‘‘Young man, have
you ever seen an attendant clean out a
‘cage? He just gets in there and sweeps
‘away, and if the big ‘cat’ is in the way,
he sweeps him to one side with the dirt;
there is no more harm in lions to a man
that knows ’em than there is in & big
dog. Il tell you a curious thing aboul
lions and spimals. Just watch ani-
mals that are fat and healthy, and then

you look at the man that takes care of
them and feeds them, and you'll find

that he is a great, big, red-faced, healthy
man himself. Animals don't like thin,
consumptive-looking chaps, and they get
thin and worry and lose their tempeis
with that kind of attendants. I was
with Forepaugh for ten years and he
wouldn’t have a thin man ’round the
show—that is, near the animals. No, ]
never did hear of & man being bitten o1
scratched by a lion, except one man and
he didn’t know Lis business. Why, lion
performances are so common that the
circus people don’t think the act any
good any more, and a lion trainer can’t
get over $30a month. That's the reason
I quit the circus business. Ican remem-
ber a time when there was good money
in ft. I first went with Van Amburgh,
who was the greatest animal trainer that
ever lived.”

Every season, while a circus is travel-
ing around the country, wrecks occur.
Cuges get smashed and animals get out.
When that is the case and a lion gets out
of the cage which is his home he doesn't
know what to do, and crouches on the
ground much more frightened than the
people aronnd him, and he stays there
until somebody takes and puts him in his
cage or brings the cage up to him and
then he will jump in. A good illustra.
tive instance of that kind occurred in a
ruilroad accident in a tunnel just outside

WITHOUT CEREMONY.

of Baltimore about two yearsago. In
the Cole show the lion and tiger cages
were wrecked in the center of the tunnel,
and the lion got out and roamed through
the tunmel in the dark until finally he
walked out one end and jumped into an
empty cage.  But Mr. Cole had to take
alantern and go in the tunnel and secure
the black tiger himself, which he did
without much difficulty.

There is & school for the training of

acimals or properly a building In WhICh|~
animals are trained on the edge of ﬂwl
meadows at the back of Jersey Cifyi

Heights, and over there is a lion W >
being trained to do some remarkab
tricks. Already he can see-saw on
board, stand up on his hind paws a
walk a few feet, drag a
around while harnessed to it, and
his trainer is trying to make him wind
up his performance by trotting off to hig-
cage carrying the apparently sensele
body of his master in his mouth. If
gucceeds in thoroughly training him,
it looks now as if he would, the lion wilk
undoubtedly be worth a mint to Ir.i
Seaman, his master.—New York World. ..

600 Miles on Snowshoes.
Mr. J. W. Phillips, a resident of
ronto, is preparing for & winter’s soj
in the woods of Newfoundland, w.
he has what is called a *‘timber !
of 250 square miles. It wasin connection -
with this lumber enterprise that, some’

seasons ago, Mr. Phillips undertook one
of the most perilous journeys on reco: ?

One day in the dead of winter he started.
to walk on snowshoes from his mill at:

PHILLIPS ON HIS JOURKEY.
Point Limington to Bay d'Espoir, s dis-
tance of 250 miles. At the latter poinf
he hoped to catch a steamer for Bt, John,
but in this he was disappointed. There;
upon he decided to cover the intervening
850 miles on foot. oA
He had a terrible experience. Dangert’
from avalanches of snow him con. =
tinually. Then wolves bis trail”
and followed him closely. He was -
obliged to kill deer and leave the bodies
untouched that the wolves might . eaf
them instead. Twenty-two days after '
leaving his mill Mr. Phillips reached S¢t.
John. He had covered 600 miles on
snowshoes, carrying sall the while s

weighing forty-five pounds. Rigpat ™.

. ] ¥ |
Wax people are noted for their dignity.
and repose. They have no brains, but -
they never forget to be dignified. I hate: -
dignified people, writes Bill Nye in the
New York World. I never tried to be
dignified but once, and that was two .
weeks ago. I wore a handsome mew,
frock coat and suit of dark bluesnd 8 -
new shining Russia iron silk hat, to drive
my family over the Finger Bowl road on
Staten Island and on to flouth Beach. I
was proud and haughty, dressed up,
serene and mentally vacant in order to'
look dignified. People who sa us driv-
ing thus afterward paid me a high com=
pliment by telling my wife what & digni9
fled and thoroughly clerical-looking
coachman she had. i
Since that I have

not tried to look
dignified. . e

-

Inroads of Civilization in Africa. ’

Mr. Stanley writes to us, saying t];at

tithe advertising sign painter is doing
his share toward the civilization of the
female portion of the dark continent.”—

Lige.

A Sensible Wedding.

Out in Keokuk, Iowa, 8 couple were
married recently after the homely fashion
of our ancestors and with no enl of fun..
They were well-to-do people, but the
bride wore a calico dress, the groom &
suit of jeans,the decorations wereautumn
leaves and the guests were requested to
come in calico and jeans and withoul
presents. Mr. Ward McAllister might
not approve such primitive simplicity,
but there is nothing like calico to set off
the native beauty of a pretty girl.—XNew
York Mercury.

¢ The municipality of Genoa, Italy, hasy
it is reported, consented to restore the
house in which Christopher Columbus
lived. .It is rapidly falling into decay,
and has long stood in need of repair.

Germany is the largest conl producing
country of continental Europe, the
amount of the production for 1887 being
81,863,611 tons.

A flock of blackbirds three miles long
and half a mile wide passed over Arling-
ton, Ga., a day or two ago.




