
HE SfORT in* 
.-> ,: CHAPTEH HI. « 

i „ WHO CLAIMED IT. 

HE fog had already 
closed in on Monte-

irey, and was now 
rolling, a white, 
billowy sea above, 
that soon shut out 
tho blue breakers 
below. Onco or 
twice in descend
ing: 'lie mountain 
Concho had over
hung tho cli.T and 
looked down upon 
tho curving hor.se 

i of a bay below him—distant yet many 
Earlier in the afternoon he had seen the 

Ijit cross on the white-faced Mission flare in the 
sunlight, but now nil was gone. By tho time 
ie reached the highway of the town it was 

: Hfoite dark, and ho plunged into tho first 
fenda at the wayside, and endeavored to 
forget his woes and his weariness in aguar
diente. But Concho's head ached, and his 
back ached, and lie was so generally .dis
tressed that he bethought him of a medico— 
*n American doc-tor—lately come into town, 

•••who had once treated Concho and his mule 
with apparently tho same medicine, and after 
tho same heroic fashion. Concho reus-
Mied, not illogieally, that if he were 
to bo physicked at all he ought 
•» get the worth of his money. Tho 
grotesque extravagance of life, of fruit 
»nd vegetables in California was inconsistent 
with infinitesimal doses. In Concho's pre
vious illness the doctor had given him a dor.cn 
iour-gi«-i.u quinine powders. The following 
tiny tho grateful Mexican walked into tho 
doctor's cilice—cured. Tho doctor was grat i-
,3ed until, on examination, it, apjieared that, 
ito mi * e treuble, and because his memory was 
•poor, Concho had taken all the powders in 
«>iie dose. Tho doctor shrugged his shoulders 
and—altered his practice. 

e]l,'' said Dr. Guild, as Concho sank 
down cxhaustedly in one of the doctors two 
r,'hairs, "'what now?' Have you been sleeping 
again in the tulo marshes, or are you upset 
with commissary whisky? Come, have it out." 

But Concho declared that tho devil was in 
Sis stomach, that Judas Iscariothad possessed 
limsclf of his spine, that imps were in his 
iorehead, and that his feet had been scourged 
by Pontius Pilate. 

"That means 'blue mass,'" said the doctor, 
•nd gave it to him—a bolus as large as a mas^ 
let Uil I, and as heavy. 

Concho took it on the spot, and turned to go. 
"I have no money, Senor Medico." 
"Never mind. It's only a dollar, the price 

•f the medicine." 
Concho looked guilty at having gulped 

down so much cash. Then he said timidly: 
"I have no money, but I have got here what 

is fine ami jolly. It is yours." And he handed 
«ver the contents of the precious tin can he 
k&d brought with hint. 

The doctor took it, looked at the shivering 
Wlatile mass, and said: "Why, this is quick
silver!" 

"Concho laughed. "Yes, very quick silver, 
•0!" and he snapped his fingers to show its 
spriglitliness. 

Tho doctor's face grew earnest. "AVhere 
did you get this, Concho?" he finally asked. 

"It ran *votn the pot in the mountains be
yond." 

The (lector looked incredulous. Then Concho 
related the whole story. 

"Could you lind the spot again'*" 

"Covl'l y;m find that spot ayain 

"Madre de Dios, yes. I have a mule there; 
snny the devil Hy away with her:'' 

"And you s.-;y your comrades saw thi*-'" 
"Why not 
"And you say they afterward left, you—de

serted yon?" 
"They did. ingrutes!" 
The doctor arose and shut his office door. 

"Hark ye, Concho," he said, "that hit of med
icine I gave you just now was worth a do'.i ir. 
It was wor'.h a dollar because the mater:;;] of 
which it was composed was made from the 
stuff you have in lis::; can—quicksilver or I 
mercury. It is one o? tho most valuable of 
metals, es-.v.••tally in a gold mining country. 
My good t'fh'ow, if you know where to find 
enough of iv, your fortune is made." 

('one! 10 rose to his feet. 
"Tell me, was the reek you built your fur

nace 01 red:"' 
"•Si, Senor." 

! "And In-own?" 
i "Ki, Senor." 

"And crumbled under the heat?"' 
\ "As to nothing." 

"And did you see much of this red rock;-' 
"The mountain mother is in t raw:;! wi;h it." 
"Are you sure t hat your comrades have not 

taken possession of tho mountain mother;-' 
"As ho-.-,-;'! 
"By claiming its discovery under the miu-

5ng laws, or by pre-emption:" 
"They shall not." 
"Bid' how wiii you, single banded. fight the 

lour: for I doubt not your scienfiik- fritind 
3ms a hand i:i it!" 

"I will fjjit." .... . , 

"Yes, my Concho, but rappom £ take the 
fight off your hands. Now, here's a propo
sition: I will get half • dozen Americanos to 
go in with you. You will have to get money 
to work the mine—you will need funds. You 
sliall share half with them. They will take 
the risk, raise the money, and protect you." 

"I see," said Concho, nodding his head and 
winking his oyes rapidly. Bueno!" 

"I will return in ten minutes,'' said the 
doctor, taking his hat. 

He was as good as his word. In ten min
utes lie let urned with six original locators, a 
board of directors, a president, secretary, and 
a deed of incorporation of the "Blue Mass 
Quicksilver Mining Co." This latter was a 
delicate compliment to the doctor, who was 
popular. The president added to these neces
sary articles a revolver. 

"Take it," he said, handing over the weapon 
to Concho. "Take it: my horse is outside; 
take that, ride liko h 1 and hang on to the 
claim until we come!" 

In another moment Concho was in tho sad
dle. Then tho mining director lapsed into 
the physician. 

"I hardly know," said Dr. Guild, doubt
fully, "if, in your present condition, you 
ought t o travel. You have just taken a pow
erful medicine," and the doctor looked hypo
critically concerned. 

"Ah,—the devil!" laughed Concho, "what is 
the quicksilver that is in to that which hotti? 
Iloopa, la Mulai" and, with a clatter of hoofs 
and jingle of spars, he was presently lost in 
the darkness. 

"You were lion-to soon gentlemen," said the 
American alcalde, as he drew up before thy 
doctor's door. "Another company has just 
been incorporated for tho same location, I 
reckon." 

"Vi'h.o are they?" 
"Three Mexicans—IV h-o, Manuel and ilig-

uel—headed by that d—d cock-eyed Sydney 
due;:, Wiles." 

'•Are thev hero;'" 
"Manuel and Miguel, only. The others 

are over at 1 res Pinos lally-gagmg Roscom-
mon and trying to rope him into pay off their 
whisky bills q,t his grocery." 

"If T'mts so we needn't start before sunrise, 
for they're sure to get, roaring drunk." 

And this legitimate successor of tho grave 
Mexican alcaldes, having thus delivered liis 
impartial opinion, l-ode away. 

Meanwhile, Concho the redoubt able,. Concho 
tho fortunate, spared neit her riata nor spur. 
The way was dark, the trail obscure suid at 
times even dangerous, and Concho, familiar 
us he was with these mountain fastnesses, 
often regretted his sure-footed Francisqaita. 
"Care not-, O Concho," ho would say to him
self, " 'tis but a little while, only a little white, 
anil thou shalt have another Franeisquita to 
bless thee, Lh, shipjack, there was fine music 
to thy dancing. A dollar for an ounce—'tis 
as good as silver, anil merrier." Yet for all 
his good spirits he kept a sharp lookout at 
certain bends of the mountain trail; not for 
assassins or brigands, for Concho was physi
cally courageous, but for the Evil one, who, in 
various forms, was said to lurk in the Santa 
Cruz range, to the great discomfort of all true 
Catholics. He recalled the incident of Igna-
cio, u muleteer of the Franciscan friars, who, 
stopping at the Angelus to repeat the credo-, 
saw Lur.bel plainly in the likeness of a mon
strous grizzly bear, mocking him by sitting 
on his haunches and lifting hi;; paws, elasjied 
together, as if in prayer. Nevertheless, with 
one hand grasping the reins and his rosary 
anil the other clutching his whisky flask and 
revolver, he fared on so rapidly that he 
reached the summit as the earlier streaks of 
dawn were outlining tho far-off Sierran 
peaks. Tethering his horse on a strip of 
table land, he descended cautiously afoot un
til lie reached tho bench, the wall of red rook 
and the crumbled und dismantled furnace. It 
v.as as he had left it that morning; there was 
no trace of recent, human visitation. Revolver 
in hand, Concho examined every cave, gullv 
and recess, peered behind trees, penetrated 
copses of buckeye and man/anita, and listened. 
There was no sound but tlm faint, southing 
of the. wind over the pines below him. For 7: 
while he paced backward and forward with a 
vague sense of being a sentinel, but his mer
curial Mature soon reb'led against this mo
notony, and soon the fatigues of the day began 
to tell upon him. Recourse to his whisky 
ilask only made him the drowsier, until at. 
lost he '-is fain to lie down and roll himself 
'•-I't.ghi; . in his I>.;ni;iet. 'Ilie next moment 
he was sound asleep. 

lli-i horse neighed twice from tho summit, 
!>ut Concho heard him not. Then tin- brush 
crackled <,:i the ledge above him. a small frag-
r.ici.c of rock roiled near his feet, but he stirred 
11->t. .vnd then two black figures were out
lined on the crags byond. 

"1 i-r-t:" whispered a ve,ice. '-There is one 
l.vh:,; beside the furnace." The speech was 
Spa.-ish, but, the voice was Wiles'. 

The other figure crept, cautiously to the 
e.l-re of the crag and looked over. "It is 
«'oucho, the imbecile,'- said Pedro, contemptu
ous..' 

"jlut if iie should not be alone, or if ho 
should waken;" 

"l will watch and wait. Co you and affix 
the notification." 

Wiles disappeared. Pedro began to creep 
down the face of tlie rocky ledge, supporting 
himself by cheniisal end brushwood. 

Tl.e next, moment Pedro stood beside the 
uncr.:i.cious man. Then he looked cautiously 
around. 1 he figure of his companion was 
lost hi the shadow of the rocks above; only a 
flight crackle of brush betrayed his where
about.;. Suddenly Pedro flung his scrape 
over the sli eper's head, and then threw his 
power.';:l frame and tremendous weight full 
upon Concho's upturned face, while hisstrong 
arms clasped the blanket; pinioned lh Vos of 
liis viciim. ihcre was a momentary up
heaval, a spasm and u struggle; but the 
tightly rolled blanket clung to the unfortu
nate man like cerements. 

Tiii 'e war. no noise, no outcry, no sound of 
s.i uer..!e. i.here was nothing* to be seen but 
the peaceful, prostrate figures of the two men 
darkiy outlined on the ledge. They might 
have been slceoiii- l:i each other's arms. I;i 

the black silence the stealthy tread of Wiles 
In the bush above was distinctly audible. 

Gradually the struggles grew fainter. Then 
A whisjier from the crags: 

"I can't see you. What are you doing?" 
"Watching!" 
"Sleeps he ?" 
"lie sleeps!" 

."Soundly?" 
"Soundly." 
"After tho manner of the dead?" 
"After tho fashion of the dead!" 
The last tremo:.- had ceased. Pedro rose a? 

Wiles descended. 

"All is ready',* shift Wiles; "•'yon are a wit* 
ncss of my placing tho notifications?" 

"I am a witness.* 
"But of this one?" pointing to Concho. 

"Shall wo leave him hero?" 
"A drunken imbecile—why not?" 
Yi iles turned his left eye on the speaker. 

They chanced to bo standing nearly in the 
same nttitudo they had stood tho preceding 
night. Pedro uttered a cry and an impreca
tion, "Carraniba! Take your devil's eye from 
me! What see you? Eh—what?" 

'•-nothing, good Pedro," said "Wiles, turning 
his blank right cheek to Pedro. The in
furiated and half frightened ex-vaquero re
turned the long knife he had half drawn from 
its sheath, and growled surlily: 

... .. 

• •••'•'-..•v.."','? 

•••fK • A-

V 

"That's so." said the president; "no 
goes to sleep with a cocked revolver. Wliat'a 
to lx> done?" 

"Everything," said the doctor. "This deed 
was committed within the last two hours; the 
bouy is still warm. Tho murderer did not 
come our way, or we should have met him on 
tho trail. Ho is, if anywhere, between here 
and Tres Pinos." 

"Gentlemen," said the president, with a 
s.ight preparatory and half judicial cough, 
"two of you will stay hero und stick! Tho 
others will follow mo to Tres Pinos. The law 
has been outraged. You understand the 
court!" 

By some odd influence the little group of 
half-cynical, lialf-trifling and wholly reckless 
men hail become suddenly sober, earnest citi
zens. They said: "!io on," nodded their 
heads, and betook themselves to their horses. 

"Had we not better wait for tho inquest and 
swear out a warrant?" said the secretary 
cautiously. ' 

"How many men have wef" 
"Five." 
"liien,-' said the president, summing up the 

Revised Statutes of the state of California in 
one strong sentence, "then wo don't want no 
il—d warrant." 

' "ciiAPTtirv: 

V.'IIO IIAD A T.1EJT ON" IT. 

HE time was 

• J?# 

Thrre 

"Go on, then! Bui i:e: 
and I will outl::.-." A. 
listeni:r :, w.-i' " 

. on :J:afc 
: ;de by side, 

hlti-.V. ;•!!•••'.• :''d «.-f «'» thing;, 
but mainly of cu; h other, thev stole back and 
up into those shadows from wi,i, h t h.-v mhrkf, 
like evil spirits, have been ooeil -ai!y evoked. 

A half hoar passe:!. 1.1 which the east 
brightened. Hashed .-nd a v.-da melt; •! iuto 
gold. And then tho su:: cam - up haughtily, 
and a fog tliat had sloieti across the summit 
in the night, arose and. fled u.i the mountain 
side, tearing its white robe.-; i.i if igeilfy haste, 
and leaving them fluttering from tree and 
crag and sc::r. A thou-and I my blades, nest
ling i;i the civvi-cs < roe!::, imriured in 
storms and rocked by th-- trad:- winds, 
stretched ti;e;r w;::i end IVeMe arms toward 
Him; but Concho the stro.;;;. Concho the 
brave, Concho the light ht aried spake not. 
nor stirred. 

at Tres Pinos. The 
three  p i nes  f rom 
which it gained its 
name, in tho dusty 
road and hot air, 
r . eemed  t o  smoke  
from their balsamic 
spires. There was n 
glare from the road, 
a glare from tho 
sl.y, a 'gin re from 

la,t.-. o->:..io:>\s. the rocks, a glare 
from the white canvas roofs of the lew 
!;h:'.ntics and cabins which made up the 
village. There even a glare from the 
l'.'.!;>:ui:t.d redwood boards of lioscommon's 
grocery and tavern, and a tendency of the 
v.-arping floor of tlio veranda to curl up be
neath the feet of the intruder. A few mules, 
near tho watering trough, had shrunk within 
the scant- shadow of the corral. 

CHAPTER EV, 

wrio Ti'n: : iT. 

iMIJIC was 
e:.. r.-: .hiug on the 

This protestation 
re.-vhed the ears of 
a party arc-ending 
the mountain from 
its western face. To 
Duo cf the party it 
was familiar. 

"Why. blank it 
»B. i;i;;i.n. all, that's Chiquita. 

That <1 Mexican's lying drunk sonie-
wliere," said the president of the ii. M. Co. 

"I don't like t he look of this at all." raid 
Dr. tiuild, as they rode up beside the indig
nant animal, "if it had been a:i American, it 
might have been carelessness, but i:o Mexican 
ever forgets his beast. Drive ahead,, boys; 
we may be too late." 

In half an hour they came in sight of the 
ledge below, t lie crumbled furnace, und the 
motionless figure of Coticho, wrapped in a 
blanket, lying prone in the sunlight. 

"1 told you so—druu;-:!" said tne president1. 
The doctor looked grave, but did not speak. 

They dismount. :! and picketed thtir horses. 
Then crept oil ail fours to the ledge above the 
furnace. There was a cry from h'-ecretary 
trlbbs. "Look ycr. Some fellar has been 
jumping us. I««ys. See these notices." 

There were two notices on canvas affixed 
to the rock, claiming the ground, and s igned 
by Pedro, Manuel, Miguel, Wiles and llcs-
eo'iimi -:i. 

"This was 'lone, doctor, while your trust
worthy Greaser locator—<1 u him—lay 
there drunk. V» hat's to be done, now?" 

But the doctor was making his way to tho 
unfortunate ( ause of their defeat, lying there 
quite mute to their reproaches. The others 
followed him. 

The doctor knelt beside Concho, unrolled 
him, placed his hand upon his wrist, his ear 
over his heart, and then said: 

"Dead." 
"Of course. lie got medicine of you last 

night. This comes of your it d heroic 
pre. dice." 

But the doctor was too much occupied to 
heed the speaker's raillery. He hail peered 
into Concho's protuberant eye, opened his 
mouth, and gar.cd at the swollen tongue, and 
th-.ri? suddenly rose to his feet. 

"Tear down those notices, boys, but keep 
them. Put up vor.r own. Don't be alarmed; 
you will i:ot be interfered with, for here is 
murder added to robbery." 

"Murder?" 
"Yes," said the doctor, excitedly, "I'll take-

my oath, on any inquest that this man was 
strangled to death, lie was surprised, while 
us.ecp. 1.' i.ere. Jlepouux-d to tile revolver 
s'.ill in Concho's stiii'enhig hand, which the 
murdered man had instantly cocked, but ecu Id 
not use in the struggle. 

"Turn we don't want no <1—d 'rim-rant.'' 
The grocery business of Mr.. Roscommon, 

although adequate and sufficient for the vil
lage, wa;j not exhausting or overtaxing to the 
proprietor. The refilling of the pork anil flour 
barrel of tho average miner was the work of 
a brief hour oa Saturday nights,, hut the daily 

• ::m. Concho's j replenishment of the average miner with whis-
i1'.'? 1^-;iV;l'':tC'd h:S ky was ar<luous and incessant. Roscommon 
''spent more time behind his bar than his gro

cer's counter. Add to this the fact that a long 
shed-like extension or wing bore the legend, 
"Cosmopolitan Hotel, Board <;r Lodging by 
the Day or W eek. 31. Roscommon," and you 
got an idea of tho variety of the proprietor's 
functions. Tho "hotel," however, was moro 
directly under the charge of Mrs. Roscom
mon, a lady of thirty years, strong, truculent 
and good-hearted. 

Mr. Roscommon had early adopted tho 
theory that most of his customers were in
sane, a:ul were to be alternately bullied or 
placated, as the ease might be. Nothing that 
occurred, no extravagance of speech nor act, 
ever ruined his equilibrium,, which was us 
dogged and stubborn as it was outwardlj-
calm. When not serving liquor, or in the in
terval while it was being drunk, lit? was al
ways wiping his counter with an exceedingly 
dirty towel—or indeed anything that came 
handy. Miners, noticing this purely perfunc
tory lribit, occasionally supplied him slily 
with articles inconsistent with their service 
—fragments ol their shirts and underclothing, 
flour sacking, low. and once with a (lani-.^; 
petticoat of hi; wife's stolen from tho 
lino in the buck yard.. Roscommon would 
continue bis wiping without looking up. but 
yet conscious of the presence of each customer. 
"And it's not another dhrop yo'il git, .Tack 
Brown, until ye've willed out the black score 
that stands agin ye." ''And it.'.; there ye arc, 
darlint, and it's here's the bottle that's been 
lukin' for ye rins Saturday." "And fwhot 
hev you done with the last I sen" ye. ye divil 
of a McCorkie, and here; me back tliuy'sbrnk 
cntiorely wid dipping iutil the pork i .-. l to 
giv ye the best, sides, ami ye spendingyur last 
eint lit! a tare into (iilroy. Whist! and if its 
for foighting ye are, boys, there's an iili-
gunt bit of sod bey ant the corral, and it, may 
be meself '11 come out with a shtiek and be 
sociable." 

On this particular day, however. Mr. Ros
common was not in his usual spirits, and when 
the clatter of horses" hoofs before the door 
announced the approach of .strangers, he ab-
sokiUly ceased wiping his counter and looked 
up as Dr. Uuild, the president and secretary 
of ib.e new company strode into the shop. 

"We are looking," eai.l the president, "for 
n man by the r.un-o of Wiles, and thrie 
Mc::i r.tis known as Pedro, Manuel and 
-digu. 1." 

gentlemen," said Dr. Guild, a little stiffly, 
"when I tell you that a murder has been com
mitted, and the men I am seeking within an 
hour of that murder put up that notice signed 
by their names," and Dr. Guild displayed tho 
paper. 

Ihero was a breathless silence among the 
crowd as they eagerly pressed around the 
doctor. Only Roscommon kept on wiping his 
counter. 

"You will observe, gentlemen, that the 
namo of Roscommon also appears on this 
paper as one of the original locators." 

"And sure, darlint." said Roscommon, with
out looking up, "if ye'vo no bettor ividenco 
agin thini boys than you have forninst me, it's 
home ye'il betthcr be riding to wnnst. For 
it's meself as hasn't stirred fut out of the store 
the day and noight—moro betokencathe boys 
I've sarveil kin testify." 

"That's so; Ross's right," chorused tho 
crowd. "We've been running the old man all 
night." 

"Then how comes your name on this 
paper!" 

"Omurdhcrl will ye listen to him, boys? 
As if every felly that owed me a whisky bill 
didn't come to me and say: 'An, Misther 
Roscommon,' or 'Moike,' as the case 
might be, 'sure it's stn illighant s.thrike I've 
made this day. an:l it's meself that has put 
down your name as an original locator, and 
yer fortune's made Mr. Roscommon, anil will 
ycr fill me up another quart for the good 
luck I iet line you and me. Ah, but ask Jack 
Brown over van if it isn't si*;k that 1 am of 
his original location:;." 

The laugh that followed this speech, and its 
pract iced application, convinced the party that 
they had blundered, that they could obtain 
no clew to the real culprits here, and that any 
cttempt by threats would meet violent oppo
sition. Never! nolens t he doctor was persistent: 

"V. lien did you see tLese m'c'ii last 7*" 
"When did 1 see them, is it? Bedad, what 

with sarvhi up the liquor and keeping mo 
counters dry and swate, I nevvr see them at 
all." 

"That's so, Ross," chorused the crowd again, 
to whom the whole proceeding was delight* 
fully farcical. 

"'I hen I can tell you, gentlemen," said the 
doctor, st;hly, -that they were in Monterey 
last night, that they ilid not return on that 
trail t:ns morning, and that they must have 
passed here at daybreak." 

V» ith these words, which tho doctor re
gretted as soon us delivered, the party rode 
away. 

Mr. Roscommon resumed iMs servico and 
counter wiping. But late that night, when 
the bar was closed and tlia last loiterer was 
summarily ejected, Mr. Roscommon, in the 
conjugal privacy of his chamber produced 
a legal looking paper. "Read it, Maggie 
darlint, for it's meself never had tho laming 
nor tho parts." 

Mistress Roscommon took the paper: 
"Khure, it's law papers, making over some 

property to yis. O Moike I yo hav'n't been 
spckilatlng!'' 

"Whist! and fwhots that durty gray paper 
wid the sales and flourishes?" 

"Faix, it bothers me hitoircly. Shure it> 
oin't in English." 

"Whist! Maggie, it's a Spanish grant!" 
"A Spanish grants' O Moike, and what did 

ye giv for it?" 
Mr. Roscommon laid his finger beside hi* 

nose, and said softly, "Whishkyl" 

APPOLLO BELVIDERE. 

Rill Nye Attemjits Classic Art—A Towel 
That Wait nil Inspiration. 

f have taken the liberty to present liere-
wit.n a marine view of Apollo on his way to 
the bath rooms at Belvidcre. He is ac
companied by a crash towel. When ho took 
Ins bath, he had nothing to do but to remove 
his laurel wreath anil haug it on a nail. 

I hope that the art critic? will not criticise 
t his picture too closely. It is not prepared 
for a close scrutiny on the part of the student 
or any one else. 

"\.-uro:' 
'•\-.'e arc !" 

"Kc.i:;, and 1 hope ye'll foind "cm. And if 
ye'il ;;it from "on ibe score I've got agin 'em, 
darlint, I'll add a blowing to it." 

There was a laugh at this from the by
standers. who, somehow, resented the intru
sion of thc;.e strangers. 

"I fear vuu wil l  find it i:o laughing matter, 

APOI.T.O OX III.S WAY TO THE K.VTH. 

I think, however, that the towel was an 
inspiration on my part, and those who have 
seen the picture say they are very glad I 
thought about it. 

Apollo was the god of light, also of poetry, 
music, archery and lawn tennis. He was 
greatly loved by the Greeks for his poetrv, 
bis violin solos and his economy and sim
plicity in di-ess. A good, durable laurel 
wreath would last him the year round. 

But it mortified him to be driven from his 
apartments by the shrill erv of "fire." and to 
find when he reached the street that he had 
forgotten his wreath. 

Apollo was also recognized as the author of 
the healing art and the god of prophetic in
spiration, as especially manifested in the 
oracle at Delphi, Ind. 

ITe was greatly beloved by everybody but 
s the clothing men. Many of them came and 

offered him Watsrluiry watches of great 
value if he would come and trade with them, 
but he said "Mo." 

-If I wear clothes," said he. "other poets 
will get above their business and want clothes. 
It is better as it is." 

He then twanged his lyre anil burst forth 
into song.—Bill Nyo in Chicago RumbL-r. 

SAJtE TII1X3. 

"i see," remarked the proof reader, "that 
one bad error went through in Miss Lily bud's 
poem. The boys printed "padlock" for wed
lock. Shall I reprint it corrected in the 
weekly?" "N-no," replied the editor, "let it 
go just at it is. Everybody will understand 
it."—R. J. Burdette. 


