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CHAPTER L
WIO £oUGHT IT.
T was a steep tradl
leading over the
§ Monterey coast
\ - D e
¥ range. Concho wes
\
N

Y

very tired, Conclio
N was very dusty,
3 Concllo was very
mueh diszusted. To
Concho’'s mind
there was but one
relief for these in-
surmountable difli-
\ t cuitivs, and that luy
in a leathern bottle slung over the machiila
of his sadlle. Concho raised the bottle 1o
%is lips, took a iong draught, made a wry
face, and cjaculated;
“Carajo!”
~ It appeared that the bottle did not contain
"gum’diont;‘, but had lately been filled ina
tavern near Tres Pinos by an Ivishman who
sold bad American whisky under that pleas-
ing Castilian title. Nevertheless, Concho had
already nearly emptied the bottle, and-it fell
bagck aguinst the saddle as yellow and flaccid
as his own cheeks. Thus re-cnforeed, Concho
turnad to look at the valiey behind hing, from
which he had elimbed since noon. It wasa

sterile v bordered here and theve by ara-
dle frinses and val low land, but in
the main dusty, dry His cye
rested for a moment on a 1 v, white cloud

line on the castern horizon, hut xo o
and u:substantial that it scemed to coine mul
g€o as he gazed.  Concho struci his forebead
and winked his hot eyelids, \Was it the Sierras
or the cursed American whisky!

Again Lo recommenced theascent At times
the half-worn, half-invisible trail becamo ut-
terly lost in the bare Llack out-crop of the
ridgo, Lut his sagacious mule soon found ic
again, uxtil, stepping upon a loose bowlder,
she slipped and fell.  In vain Concho trixd to
dift Ler from cut the ruin of camp kettles,
prospecting pans and picks; she remained
quietly recumbent, occasionally raising her
head as if to contemplatively giance over the
arid plain below. Then he had recourse to
useless blows. Then. he essayed profanity of
a secular kind, such as “Assassin,” “Thief,”
“Beust with a pig's head,” “Food for the Bull's
Horns,” but with no effect.

Then he had recourse to the curse ecclesios-
tic: “Ah, Judas Iscariot! is it thus, renegade
and traitor, thou leavest me, thy mauster, a
league from camp and suppar waiting? Stealer
of the Sacrament, get up!”

Still no effect. Concho began to feel un-
easy: never beiore had a mule of pious line-
age failed to respond to this kind of exhorta-
tion. 1le made one more desperate attempt:

“Ah. dcfiler of the altar! lie not there!
Look!” he threw kLis hand into the air, extend-
ing the fingers suddenly. “Behold, fioxd! T
exorcise thee! Ha! tremblest! Look but a lit-
tle now—see! Apostate! I—I—exco:nmuni-
cate thee—Mula!”

Wit are you kicking up such a devil of
row down there for?” said a grulf voico from
the ro-ks aubove.

Conho shuddered. Could it be that the
devil was really going tofly away with his
mule. 1le dared not look up.

“Come now,” continued the voice, “you just
let up on that mule, you d—~ d old Greaser.
Don't you sce she's slipped her shoulder?”

Alarmed as Conciio wasat the information,
he could not Lelp fecling to a certain extent
relieved. She was Janied, but had not lost her
standing as a geod Catholic.

He ventured te lift Lis eyes. A stranger—
an Americano from bhis dress and accent
—was descending the rocis toward him. o

was a slight-built man with a dari:, smooth
face, that would have leen quite common-
place and inexpressive but for his left cye, in
which all that was villainous in him ap-
parently centered.  Shut that eye, and you
had the features and expression of an or-
dinary man; cover up those features, and the
eye shown out like Eblis’ own., Nature had
apparentiy observed this too, and had, by a
paraly:is of the nerve, ironically dropped the
corner of thoe upper lid over it like a curtain,
laughed at her handiwork, and turned him
loose to prey upon the credulous world.

“What are you doingz heres” said the
after he hed assisted Concho in
bringing the mule to her feet, and a helpless
halt.

“Prospecting, Senor.”

The strunger turncd his respectable rizght
eye toward Concho, while his left looked
unutterable scorn and wickedness over the
landscape.

“Prosnecting,

what for?”

“'Prospecting, what for 2"

“Gold and silver, Scnof=yet for silver
most.”

“Alone?”

“0Of us there are four.”

The stranger looked around, -

4In camp—a league beyond,” explained
the Me:xican.

“Found anything?”

4Of this—much.” Concko took from his
saddle bagsalump of grayish iron ore, studded
here and there with star points of pyvrites.
The stranger said nothing, but his eye looked
a diabolical suggestion,

“You are lucky, friend Greaser.”
{sIhid
4Tt is silver.”
“Jiow you know this?”
“Jt is my business, I'm a metzllurgist.”

“And you can say what shall be silver and

rhat is not¢”

“Ycs—sco here!” The stranger took from
his saddle bags a little leather case con-
j taining somo half” dozen phials, One, en-
I wiapped in dark Llue paper,ho held up to
Concho.

“This contains a preparation of silver.,”

Concho's eyes sparkled, but he loolked
doubtingly at the stranger.
ict me somo water in your pan.”

Concho emiptied his water bottle in his pros-
peeting pan and handed it to the stranger.
e dipped a dried blade of grass in the bot-
tle and then let a drop fadl from its tip in the
water. The water remained unchanged.

“Now throw a little salt in tho water,” said
the stranger.

Coxncho did so.

Instantly a white film ap-
peared on the surface, and presently the whole
nwss assumed a y hue,

Concho crossed himself hastily, “Mother of
Gad, it is megic!”

“It is chloride of silver, you darned fool.”

Net content with this cheap experiment,
the stranger then tcolk Concho’s breath away
roddening some litius paper with the
sitrate, and thea coummplotely Lnocked over
the simple Mexican by restoring its color by
dipping it in the salt water

“Yeu shall try me this,” said Concho, ofTor-
1 ore to the strangoer: “you shall
he silver and the salt.™

“Not so fast 1ay friend,” snswered the
stra: “in the first place this ore must be
melted, and then a chip taken and put in
shape like this—and that is worth sumething,
my Greaser cherub. No, siv, & man don't
spend all his youth at Freiburg and Ileidel-
burg to throw away his scicnce gratuitously
oh the first Greaser he meets.”

“It will cost—ch—how much?”’ said the
Mexican eagerly.

“Well, Ishould say it would ta e about $100
and expenses to—to—find silver in that ore.
But once you've got it there—you're all right
for tons of it.”

“You shall hove it,” snid the now excited
Mcxican. “You shall have it of us—the
four! You shall come to our camp and shall
melt it—and show the silver, and—enough!
Come!” and in his feverishness he clutched
the hand of his companion as if to lead him
forth at once.

“What aro you going to do with your
mule?” gaid the stranger.

“True, holy mother—what, indeed?”

“Look yer,” said the stranger, with a grim
smile, “she won't stray far, I'll be bound.
I've an extra pack mule above here; you can
ride on hew, and load me into camp, and to-
morirow como back for your beast.”

Poor honest Concho’s heart sickened at the
prospeet of leaving behind the tired servant
hc had objm'gntml so stronzly 2 moment be-

>, but the love of gold was uppermost. “I
W “l come back to thes, little oue, to-morrosw,
a rich man. Meanwhile, wait thou here,
patient one—Adios!—thou smallest of mules
—Adios!”
And, scizing the stranger’s hand, he clamn-
bered up the rocky ledge until they reached
the summit. Then the stranger turned and
gave one sweep of his malavolent eys cover
the valley.

v herefore, in after years, when their
story was related, with the devotion of true
Catholic pioneers, they named the mountain
“La Canada de la Visitacion del Diablo,”

The Gulch of the Visitation of the Devil,”
the same being now the bLoundary lines of
one of the famous Mexican land grants,

u

CHAPTER IL
WIO FOUND IT.

ONCHO wasso im-
patient toreach the
camp and deliver
Lis good news to his
companions that
more than once the
stranger was
obliged to command
Limn to slacken Lis
pace. “Is it not
enough, you infer-

WILLS. nal Greaser, that
you lame your own mule, but you must try
your hard on mine? Or am I to put Jinny
down among the expenses?” he added with
a grin and a slight lifting of his baleful cye-
lid.

When they had ridden a mile along the
rid;e they began to descend again toward the
val:ey. Vegetation now sparingly bordered
the trail, cluinps of chemisal, an occasionai
men: nmm bush and one or two dwarted
" rooted their way between the
s of the black-gray rock. Now and
then, in crossing some dry gully, worn by the
overdlow of winter torrents from above, the
arayish rock gloom was relieved by dull ved
and brown masses of color, andalmost every
t overhanging rock Lore the mark of a miner's
i pick.  Presently, as they ronnded the cury-

ing flank of the mountain, from a rocky
‘b(l ch below them, a tlsn ghost-like sty
of smoke seemed to 1o ste
| visible hands into the inwvisi!
[ the camp,” said Concho,

myse!

deethier. “It is
sleefuliy: I will
{ forward to preparve them for the stran-
and before Lis companion could detain
lnn he had disappeared at a sharp canter
! around the curve o the trail,
! Iait to himself, the sty
leisurely pace, which loft
riflection,  Scamp as e wi

;or took a more
1ample time for
. there wassome-
I 2 in the simple eredulity of poor Concho
| xot made Lim uneasy. Not that his moral
l consciousness was touched, but he feared that

n |
adily drawn by in- |

Concho's companions wmight, knowing Con-
cho'’s simplicity, instantly suspect him of trad-
ing upon it. He rode on in a deep study.
Was he reviewing his past lifez A vagabond
by birth and education, a swindler Ly profos-
sion, an outcast by reputation, without abso-
Jutely turning his back upon respectabi
he had trembled on the perilous edge ¢f crim-
inality ever since his boylhow!. Ie did not
scruple to cheat thes us—they were o
degraded race—and for a st ho feit al-
most an aceradited ageant of progress and civ-
ilization. We never really understand tla
meaining of enlightenmaent until we begin to
use it aggressively.

A few paces further on four fizures ap-
peared in the now gathering darkness of the
trail. Tho strangcr quickly recoz:
Leaming smile of Coucho, foremost of the
party. A quick glanceat the fa < the
others satisfied him that while thc_ lacl.ml
Concho’s good humor, they certainly did not
surpass him in intellect. Pedro was a stout
vaquero. Manuel was a slita half-broed and
ex-convert of the Mission of San Carmel, and
Mizuel a rccent butcher of Montorey.
Under the benign influences of Concho that
suspicion with which the iguorunt regard

3
3 ol

strangers died away, aid” {liec whole party es-
corted the stranger—who hbad given his name
as Mr. Joseph Wiles—to their camp fire. So
anzious were they to begin their exporinients
that even tho instinets of hospitality were
forgotten, and it was not until Mr. Wiles—
now known as *Don Jos»>*—sharply reminded
them that Lo wanted some “grub,” that they
came to their senses.  When the frugal meal
of tortillas, frijoles, salt poik, and chocolate
was over, en oven was buiit of tho darlk red
rocic brought from (e led-se before them, and
an earthenw. L7 ul by somo pc\ uliar
local prc
with clay
of pin

iy brouzht fromn a
and in a few
in full blast,

18 contimy
ravinge
moments  the furnacs:
Mr. Wiles did nut  partic in theso
active preparations, czeept to give oc-
casional directions between his teeth, whi b
wero contemplatively d over aclay pipe
as he lay comfortably on his back on the
3 Vhatever enjoyment tho rascal
nay havehad in their useless labors ke did
not show it, but it was observed that bis left
ve often followald the broad figuro of the ¢x-
vaquero, Pedro, and often dwelt on that wor-
thy’s beetling brows and half tavage face.
Mecting that baleful glance ounce, Pedro
growlad out an oath, but could not resist a
Lideous fascination that eaused him agein
and again to seek it.

The scene was weird enough without Wiles'
cye to add to its wild picturesquencss. The
mountzin towered above—a heavy DRem-
brandtish mass of black shadow—sharply cut
here and there against a sky so inconceivably
remote that the world-sick soul must Lhave
despuired of ever reaching so far or of climl-
ing it steel-blue walls. The stars wore large,
keen and briliiant, but cokl and steadiast,
They did not dance nor twinkle in their ndsa-
mantine setting. Tho furnace flre painted

the faces of tho men an Indian red, glenead
on brightly colored blanket and sorape, but
was eventually caught and absorbed in the
waiting shadows of the black mountain,
scarcely twenty feet from the furnace door,

The low, half-sung, half-whispered foreizn
sheech of the group, the roaring of the fur-
nace and the quick, sharp yelp of the coyota
on thy plain below ware the only sounds that
broke the awful silence of the hills.

It was clmost dawn when it was announced
that the oro had fused. And it was high
time, for the pot was slowly sinking into the
fast crumbling oven.  Conchio uttered a jubi-
lant “God and Liberty,” but Don Jose Wiies
bade him be silent and bring stakes to sup-
port the pot. Then Don Jose bent over tho
socthing mass, It was for a moment only.
But in that moment this accomplished met-
tallurgist, Mr. Joseph Wiles, had quictly
droppad a silver half dollar into the pot!

Then he charged them to keep up the fires
and went to sleep—itll but one eye.

Dawn came with dull beacon fires on the
near hill tops, and, far in the cast, roses over
tho Sierran snow. Birds twittering in the
alder frinzes a mile below, and the ereaking
of wagon wheels—the wagon itselfl a mere
cloud of dust in the distant road—were heard
distinctly. Then the melting pot was sol-
enmly broken by Don Jose, and the glowing
incandescent mass turned into the road to
cool.

And then the metallurgist clipped a smali
fragment from the mass and pounded it, and
chizped another smaller prece and pounded
that, and then subjected it to acid, and then
treated it to a sait bath which becamo at
onece milky—and at last produced a white
something—mirabile dictu!—two cents’ worth
of silver!

Concho shouted with joy: the rest gazed at
cach other doubtingly and distrustfully; com-
panions in poverty, they began to diverge
and suspect cach other in prosperity, Wiles'
left eye glanced ironically from the one to
the other.

“Here is the 8100, Don Jose,” said Pedro,
handing the gold to Wiles with a decidedly
brusque intimation that the services and
presence of a stranger were no longer re-
quired.

Wiles took the money with a gracious
smile and a wink that sent Pedro’s heart into
his boots, nnd was turning away when a cry
fromn Manuel stopped him:

e
Lielow,

hold! see!

fragments of the furnace to get ready for
| brealifast, and had disclosed a shining pool of
quicksilver!
Viles startad, cast a rapid glance around
' he group, saw in aflash that the metal was
own to them, and then said, quietly:
is not silver”
“Pardon, seror, it is, and still moelten.”
Wiles stooped and raan his fingers through
the shining metal.
“Mother of God—what is it, then?—magic?”
“No, only hase metal.” But here, Concho,
emboldencd by Wiles' experiment, attempted

“The put—-thu pot—it has leaked! look! be- |

| baaly gnari out for aun airing two or three

He had been cleaning away the crumbled |

to seize a Landtul of the ghstening mass that
instantly broke through his fingers in a thou-
sand tiny spherules, and even sent a few
globules up Lkis shirt sleeves, until he danced
around in mingied fear and childish pleasure.

“And it is not worth the takings? queried
Pedro of Wiles.

Wiles' right eye and bland face wero
turncd toward the speaker, but his malevo-
lent left was glancing at the dull, red-brown
: on the hillside,

! and tavning abruptly away bhe pro-
od to saddle his mule.

Manucl, diguel and Pedro, left to them-
selves, began  talking 2estly  together,
while Concho, now mi: L of his crippled
mule, made his way back o the trail where
he had left her.  But slic wis 1o longoer there.,
Censtent to her master thvough beatings and
bullyings, she could net stand incivility and
inattention, There are certain qualitics of
the sex that belong to all animated nature,

Inccnsolable, footsore and remorseful, Con-
cho returned to the camp and furnace, three
miles across the rocky ridze. But what was
his astonishment on arviving to fin:l the place
deserted of man, mule and camp cquipage.
Coicho called aloud,

Only the echoing rocks
grimly answered him.  Was it a trick? Con-
cho tried to laugh., Al -yes—a good one—a
joke—no—no—they had deserted him! And

then poor Concho bowed his he to tle
ground, and falting on his face, eried as if his
hon:m. heart would brealk.

The tempest passad i a moment; it was not
Concho’s nature to suiTer long nor to brood
over an injury. As be raised his head again
his eye caught the shimmer of the quick-
gilver—that pool of merry antic metal that
kad so delighted him en hour before. Ina
fow moments Concho was azain disporting

with it: ¢hasing it here and theve, »2Qling it

in his palms and lauzhing with boylike gleo
at its clusive freaks and fancies. “Ah,
sprightly one yjack=-there thou gocst—
come heve.  This way—now T have thee, lit-
tle (mhrn'm‘ muchacha—come and kLise
me,” until he had quite forgotten the detoe-
tion of his companions. And even when he
sihouldered his sorry paciz, he was fain to
carry his playmate away with him in l.xs
empty leathern flask. ;

.\.ml yeu I fancy the sun looked kindly on
Lim as ho strode cheerily down the black
iountain side, and his step was none the less
free nor light that he carried with him
neither the brilliant prospects nor the crimo
of Lis Iate comrades.

Ilygein in the Dog Days.

While ruwinating over a pipo on the cven-
ing ol one of the dog days, the theniometer
being above eighty degrees in the shade, 1
Lhave wondered what the goddess Iiygeia
would bave done, aidd what she would have
recuminmendwd under the circuinstances, for
purposes of health and comfort. She wouldn't
have cuten roast duck Iknow;but how would
she Lave combated the ficree Licat, by way of
keepingz hersell coolt Would she have swal-
lowed Laggis and cockleekic i north Britain,
bea end beef in Yorkshire, ande tripe and
onions in London¢ Nota Lit of it. IIygeia
Lid too much respect for herself as a gzoddess
to indulge in such pleheian and delusive dain-
s dn Lot weather. 1 ean just see ber ina

1l attitude, on the top of a marble
ch as Alma Tadema loves to paint—
she waves her hand over the smoking viands
ouar good cooks are sending up for our delecta-
tion.  She preaches absiention in a way that
makes one feel ereepy, as her words scem to
come down from thie cold marble. Sho is
conunanding her followers to keep cool with
milk and water, and grapes and strawberries,
and to leave all the alcohol and wine and beer
tor other occasions, I beg Iygeia’s pardon,
and shall renounce heat producers on hot
days iu future, although they arc very good,
and like everything th, unfor luuulcl) what
dyspepties lile best.—Chambers' Jou nal,

The Despot of the White Ifouse.

Tector, Mrs. Cleveland’s handsome poodle,
holds supreme sway at the White House dur-
ing the abscace of his master and 1istress.
The dog is master of the situation and is o
confirmed despot. One of the colored at-
taches of the exceutivo mansion was assigned
to the duty of waiting on ihe dog Lefore the
president left the city, and the curly-Laired
canine sees that his servant carries out the in-
structions given Lima.  Hector is a very intel-
ligent dogg, and makes up for his inability to
~1\ml by expressive actions,  Ile is very fond
of a stroll around the grounds, and takes his

times o day. When ho wishes to go out he
picks ap his collar with a tag on it annl starts
on an exploring teip all over the house for his
attendant, on finding Lim he places the col-
lar in the man's hand and holds hisneck ready
for the pl it yolie.  As soon as the collar
is placed over his Lieed the poodle krows that
his command iz to be obeyed, and his joy
knows no Louuds.  The same attendant feeds
the executive dog ardinds bim a hard master
to please.  Diread and butter and tho choicest
ments, with sinall cakes for dessert, are al-
ways demanded, and, as his Ligh connections
insure compliance with Lis demands, he lives
like an epicure.—Cor. Baltimore Sun.

llow to Ilclp the Poor.

It is sad to have to acknowledze that the
majority of the schemes for bettering the
condition of the wo ¢ millions are worse
than uscless,  They sometimes do  actual
harm. There is a way, Lhowever, that
money can be spent ads ceously for the
beneiit of the toileirs. Cornelius Vanderbilt
has npplO‘\ll'tLd a large sum cf money tol
h.ul(l a club house for the cmployes of the

New York Central Railway company \\ho‘
“'orl; around New York., In this club the
men are (mnishcd l'("l't":hnl‘tll's and oppnr

eXpense. Thu aim is to ;;x\ ¢ the omplo_\ €8, oﬂ
duty, a good linw in aclub of tl‘cir own, in |
shich there shall be no temntations to dissi- |
Tho Prince of Wales recently lzid |
the foundation of a people’s palace in ast
London, When eompleted, it will provide a
means of recrcation for hundreds of thou-
of workmen, ad 1‘-u o technical
‘hecol for the R
Q. gummer o
L: 1lis, nming
rooms and a l

cert
reading
Montlily.

A florist says that “cat tails boiled for ten
minutes won't drop ofl.” A cat would prob-
ably prefer to go through life without a tail
to her back than to have it boiled ten mine
utes.—Norristown Herald,

THE LIME KILN CLUB.

Flectfon for Local Officers=Brother
Gardner Instructs the Committee.
After Brother Gardner instructed the

{ Lime Kiln club in their position on inter-

national questions, on motion of Sir Isaac
Walpole the mceting then opened on the
thirty-third degree, m«l proceeded to the elee-
tion of local ofiicers.  There has been o great
deal of wire lnl.lhn" during the summer in re-
gard to these offices, and it was felt that the

i election weald [)lU\L an exciting contest. An
| informal

ballot for secretary
thirteen candidates, five of whom could
neither read nor write,  When this fact camo
to be whispered about, Brother Gardner arose
and said;

“[ want to say to you five gem'len dat Qis
anm not a pollytical ‘leckshun. 1t it was you'd
Le all l'i;ht A man kin leave de fool u\\ lum
to-day an’run fur alderman in any city in de
land to-morrer, but we do bizness on a dif-
ferent basis in dlb club. De five of you pur-
ceed to absquatulate, or you'll L'ar sunthin®
drap!”

A formal ballot was then taken, and Way-
down Bebee was re-elected by a majority of
28, He rveturned his thanks in a fow well se-
lected words, in which he rung in Nero, Plato,
the great Sahara desert nml the Mormon
question.  Aninformal ballot for treasurer
brought out twenty-cight candidates, and the
fecling promised to be so high that the presi-
dent again arose and said:

“My frens, I doan’ wantto keep interr uptm’
de pmmwlm s, but I mus’ remind you agin
dat dis club doan’ hold its "leek<huns on a po-
Iytical basis,  Dar's a heap of you who doan”
Enow ‘T to add five to schen, or to subtract
two from six, an’ dar’ are some others who
couldn’t szt abond of 850 sizned to save deir
necks.  Dav’ mus’ be more uh-.qu wtalashun.”

His brict speceh produced a wonderful ef-

brought out

feet. A\ ¢ buliot Lrought out only
1lu. o e mid of those Trustee Pull-
i Jority of the votes and
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DBrother Gardner said that other coramit-
tees of less importauce might be named later
on. Such persons as had been named were
expected to cuter into committee work with
energy and enthusiasm, and scek to makea
success of whatever they might be asked to
do. It was announced that the library would
open at T and close at 10 o'clock through the
full and winter months, and frequenters of
the place were eautioned about indulging in
ather political or religious debates in the
room. The janitor was instructed to secure
the services of a civil engineer to make o sur-
vey of the hall stove and estimate the amount
of money which would put it in sate coadition
for the winter, and the keeper of the sacred
relics was cautioned to keep his eyes peeled
for a cheap bust of Gen. Jackson to stand in
the southwest corner of the main hall. The
meeting then went home.—Detroit Free Press.

Jolinsom
and Emble

Opening u( the Bewling Scason.

—Life.

A TEN STRIKE.

Every-Day Rules for Barbers. 1]

1. “First catch your hair.”

2. Place him in the chair and manipulate
the tiller wheel until he 1s serewed down into
a position at once uncomfortable and barbar-
ous.

3. Remark about the weather.

4. If the patient wants a shave,
hin:.

5. Having lathered the subject, rush to
the hydrant and wash your hands.

6. Lather the patient azain.

7. Seize your razor and sharpen it.

S. Rub patient’s jaw for five minutes.
This sends the soap inside the pores and pro-
duces a tranquility of the flesh that even a
fine tooth razor cannot disturb,

Q. More lather.

10. If the patient’s pores are not thoroughly
stuccoed with soap by this time, read your
morning paper until the required stuccodity
is attained.

11. Secize yvour razor once more and flourish
it three times on the strop, and then inquire if
the patient is particularly tender in any par-
ticular spot.

12, If heis serape that spot until the sub-
Jeet shows signs of dissolution, then soothe
him with lather,

13, Serape both jaws with the razor
musically inclined whistle in the patier
during the ceremony.

14. After he is entirely flayed ask if the

lather

and if
s ear

i razor hurts.

15. If he says yes, continue the process untik

| he swears that it does not hurt.

16. Inform patient that a little shampoo
migzht not hurt hin,

17. Soak his face with bay rum, putting amn
especially large quantity on all raw spots,

18, Comb patient’s hair on wrong side,
serape magnesia over his black tie, let a drop
of lather fall on Lis boots, hand him bhis bat,
give him the address of a convenient under-
taker, and

19. Yell “Next!"—Life,
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