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It fan't the stroews nor the bulldings
That are rearved 'neath progperous skies,
Nor the domes with thelr splendid glld-
ings
That we
For houses
mny

and prize,
and thelr

truly revere
may fall
strew
The place "nesth misfortune's frown;
But a great volee “We will bulld
ancew!"
IUs the people that make a town.

wrecks

cries

It isn't the plain
Nor the ocean that
Nor the waving field
That makes us the
When tlie shandows
expand,
It 18 then that we know the worth
Of a gentle heart and stalwart hand
It's the people that make the earth
—Washington Star.
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IN THE COURT OF LAST RESORT

A True Incident of the Australian Bush.

By WILFRED FRENCH.

O N T Y N RO A T O W O TN R g g age

pear "bheat out” as
finally struck the

Never was [ so
the night when I
trall and wallowed into the alleged
“inn,"” a day's ride down from Kal-
goory and two days up {from the coast,
fn the wildest of the Australian moun-
tains,

Rain? I never knew
hefore, and have never seen
than sprinkle since You could noi
breathe without sheltering your nose,
and [ hkelleve one could have drowned
standing upright on the top of a rock.
When it bezan [ was ont in the bush
with two naked native helpers, plot
ting a possible path, through those in-
fernally erratic defiles, for the mnew
rallway that was to connect Kalgoory
with the ecoast,

Rain? Dear Heaven! The
tives erept into a cave and both were
irowned therp, Four solid hours I
waded, swam, wallowed, gulped, then
more dead than alive crawled into the
inn, reminding myself of a rat I once
pulled from a mud-hole by the tail
after holding him down with a stick
long enough for him to have drowned
l“jl‘f‘ over.

it more

IwWo na-

The railway is golng in grea
now and Walgoory is a place. Then it
was only a mad mining corpse Jjust
coming back to life. It had boomed its
boom and got its crowd together, with
no end of saloons, a newspaper, and
telegraphic communication with the
oast; but there was no other connec-
tion except an bridle-trail to
transport necessities up and luxuries—
1ust and ore—down, without an ap-
parent possibility of ever getling so
much as a two-wheeled cart through
those crazy intervening mountains,
It was a death-warrant, The bottom
fell ont of the boom and Kalgoory
died, Then Sir Robert Broadley, the
milllonaire, bought everything in
sight, declared that possible or Im-
nossible a railway was about to be, and
[Kalgoory came to life

Lord, how it did rain! 1T heard later
that over in Sydney they had been
praying for rain for one solid week.
[t came all right, but there was an
arror in billing. for in Sydney they
never got a drop of It till {.:f)i)".!n(‘.‘:i“i
knows how long later

The inn which [ struck was no place
like home. It was only a cook-while-
you-walt shack for transients who
were better used and satisfied to do
their sleeping in the open. It was
tept by a hall-cast,—a fellow ecast half-
way between a human effort and an
ape,—who had preclous little variety
in his larder and leas in his vocabu-
jary. Thers were two more fugitives
from the injustice of the elements al-
ready established there. One was a
young priest on hi to contend
with the flesh and the devil up at Kal-

vasive

gnory, who gave his time to religious
mutterings and peid little attention to
the rest of us. But the other was a
pgragon! a marvel of good nature ani
unlimited But for him
there would have been hardly an obit-
uary left of me*by the end of the
three mortal days and nights while the
heavens stayved wide open and we
nuddled in the leaking inn. His other
pame was hard to remember, so I call-
ad him the Elixir of Life.

On my third afternoon the
the fourth day of the storm, it
relved a knock-out from the northwest,
and mud-plastersd postman stop-
ped for a drink on his way—four days
later—to Kalzoory. The Elixir and 1
sontributed a bob apiece for an ancient
newspaper he had about him and set-
tled ourselves to read. Many a fresh
Australlan daily is a dead loss at a
penny., but this was cheap at two
hob, It startled from our stagna-
tion with a thunderbolt,—the murder
f Rir Rohert Broadley, up at Kal-
200TY, hefore telegraphed
the printed, then brought
t us as al news only a day's

it happened. There
wee of robbery except that

id cut off the little finger
[ which he was
known to have worn a unique and
beautiful diamond ring. The peaple
looked upon Sir Robert as their
HUverer. They were frantic and prom-
Ised the riminal real Amerlcan
1 rinal Aus-
. laid
him rh nd sure to be soon,
rdered just before
villain ecould
v ery ||||l'|e'-T_
effect
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My personal interest centred in the
effect it would have upon the pro-
posed rallway and I was pondering I
when the outer door onened again.
The storm was subsiding as rapidly as
it eame, but the fellow who entered
had evidentiy been out in the whole of
He grunted a kind of salutation
and staggered to a rude bench before
the open-fire, where he dropped like a
dead log, calling to the ape-faced land-
lord:

“Hil you black devil!
Quick!"™
It was a fresh opening for the Elixir,
in an instant, bend-
ing over the fellow and gently as a
asking what he could do for

Whiskey! A

him.
“Ye kin
the fellow

mind yer own
muttered, *“I

business!"
got into a

| landslide four days ago, comin’ down

shape |
| ful

!I]]P
'nyf-&-i

irom Kalgoory. Lost my horse and
been clingin® by my eyelashes ever
since till the postman give me a Iift,
I'm a bit done, same's you'd be, but 1|
ask no odds from God or man and 1
don't take none from such as you. Hi,
vou monkey! Where's that whiskey 7"

Undaunted the Elixir stood, his soul-
fixed on the poor fellow in
unshaken sympathy. The half-caste
was ambling slowly across the room
with a bottle and glass. The man on
bench sat glaring with bloodshot
the Hlixir, Just as the inn-
keeper reached him he muttered:

“Didn't 1 tell yer to—er— Ye
ster-eyed—er——"

With words still gurgling In
threat he fell over on the bench
conscions.

“It Is better s0,” the Elixir
gently stuffing a blanket under
head for a pillow and lifting his feet
to the bench. “Sleep will help him
more than that hell-fire you call whis-
key. Go heat up some of the stuff
you said was soup this noon.”

The Elixir returned the window
and his newspaper. [ watched the un-
conscious face till the glint of the fire-
light across it dazzled me and the
hypnosis of his steady snoring made
me sleepy, 1 was beginning to doze
when the Elixir touched my arm,
pointing to something he had written
on the margin of the paper opposite
the description of the murderer: “Com-
pare this with the man on the bench,
and If you agree with me pass it on to
Father Belcher."

The only thing which astonished me
was that [ had not thought of it bhe-
fore or that the man's own account of
himself had not suggested it. The
priest read it carefully, then went over
to the bench and read it again He
crossed himself and muttered a prayer,
Allowing for such days and nights as
he had spent out In the storm the pen
picture was perfect. The Elixir stood
up and, looking of the window,
sald:

A red and a fair tomorrow,
so we shall part In the morning. Let's
have a breath of fresh together
first

We understood and followed him
ontside. Close upon the horizon the
masses of gold and crimsen clond were
following the sun away. The Elixir
one admiring giance over the
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glorious wilderness, then his being
changed to something entirely new,
even after all that he had been before.
He spoke rapidly and earnestly:

"*That mad,"
“He was he
It is like maniac,

he said.
did it
Per-

fellow
demented when
the work of a

18 stark

| haps he'd lpst everyvthing up there and

|
hands

Rohert., iesides he
Do unto others as ye
If we leave him
the fiends from
in pleces. If
have
secure

charged It to Sir
is helplessly ill
would, applies to us
here and go our wayvs
Kalgoory will tear him
he he ought at least
a show justice, and we can
it for him if you will hely me, 1
handled maniacs several iimes

ways successfully. We two can easily
get him to the coast if we are not over-
taken by behind You
are starting for Kalgoory in the mor
inf, Father, and will doubtle
searching partles coming down

insure suc if yvou will
that the man is already
safe hands, and well
the by way
where wili

is crazy to
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gented and did his work so well that
the plan worked out to the end. It did
not rouse the man eéven when the
Elixir made him drink the soup and
relleved him of a rusted revolver, some
cartridges, and an ugly knife with
black-red rust spots on the hlade. Then
the moon rose in a clean-awept sky,
and the Elixir proposed that we stari
at once, lest the people of Kalgoory
do the same,

We borrowed a cob from the half-
caste for the prisoner, who was evi-
dently an old horseman for he sat the
saddle by instinet, He would not pay
the slightest attention to me, hut heed-
ed every suggestion of the Elixir, to
whose watchfuluess he owed his life
many times over during that rapid and

| dangerous journey.

[

| ¢lon

his |

| er,

{ over,

| WEre

The officers with a nhysiclan met us
at Baldwin's, but for the first time the
prisoner became He
clung to his deliverer and
yvelling, and kicking elsa,
tlll for the sake of peace they persuad-
el him to continue with them, and we
parted abruptly, I at least
reluctantly.

Two
a letter
goory,

olist renerons,
, fighting

every one

never more

weelis Iater,
came (o

back in
ne by way of

the bush,
Kul-

“Before you open this 1 shall have
left the Convict Isle for quariers un
discoverable, as it was 1 who Kkilled
the demon at Kalgoory. Finding my-
gelf in a trap, and, worse, that 1 was
recognized by the fellow who came in
on us, looking so like the printed pie-
ture of my so-different self, | was
forced to utilize him, and incldentally
saved his life by getting him to a hos-
pital in return fer his getting me out
of the trap. 1 must make this unfold-
ing to you, that you may stand by him
again if by remotest chance the suspl-
should cling him. 1 did it;
but, lest you smite yourself for having
helped me unwittingly, let me add:
if you had been in my place yon would
have done as [ did the flend who
wore that ring. [ have kept [t as my
only consolation through whatever
years are left. If 1 could tell you the
story of the ring, you weuld not regret
having aMed— .

*“Your Friend of the Mountain Inn.’
—Lippincoit's Magazine.
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HOW CONVICTS KILL TIME.

Some Have Made Useful Articles—
One Committed to Memory Old
Testament.

The conviet whoes idle hours are
the bitterest of his term of imprison-
ment must kill time clandestinely un-
the governor or chaplain is will-
ing to take a very broad view of the
regulations in order to help him.
Hometimes a skilled workman of an
industrions turn of mind will appeal
to one or other of these gentlemen to
find him some employment for his
spare time, Thus a clever wood car-
ver mentioned in a recent report
the prison commissioners was able to
present to the chapel a really mag-
nificently carved eagle lectern in oak,
entirely the work of his own hands,
done in hours which might otherwise
have been spent in solitude and

ness.

An ex-governor
has In his
handsome side-board in walnut which
was made for him by a convict of a
prison where he was governor for some
ten vears. The man appedled to him
for somie means of killing time, and
knowing the man to be a cabinet mak-
provided him with wood and
The side-board was the sur-
resull and in consequence of
convict
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THE CALLOF THE DESERT

PROSPECTORS WHO CAN'T KEEP
AWAY FROM IT.

Grub Stakers Who are Always Search-
ing for Mines and Sometimes Find-
ing Them But Who Rarely Profit
From Them—Luck in the Panamint
Region.

“Say, boss, kin [ talk to you for jest
minute?"

The speaker, writes the Los An-
geles (Cal.) correspondent of the New
York Sun, was a tall, thin man with
gray hair and whiskers, his face the
color of tanned hide. His
intensely blue and had a shrewd, good
natured expression, and his face while
stern was wrinkled in just the places
to indicate a habit of laughter. He
was leaning on the marble of the
cashier’'s window in a large banl

“Is It grub stake, or porterhocuse, or
both?"

“Yes:; all,” sald the man, laughing.
“You're a guesser from Panamint.”

“l can’t talk to you now, but T will
meet you at restaurant around
the corner in an hour,"” sald the
cashier.

In the restaurant later
staker joined him, dead
hungry, but good natured.

“I've been down the Panamint way,”
he explained after lie had cleared out
the big bowl of soup. “Every blame
fool is going there to try and see what
Scotty's got, but my hands are up.

“I lost my best burro there and I've
had enough: but I've got
good down in San Diegzo county, and
that's what [ want."

“Did you ever make a stake?" asked
the cashier.

“Found the Red Rose.”

“What!"

“Faect and [ kin prove it. D've know
Col. A. C. Baltmer?"

“Why, ves, he banks with us,/
plied the eashier.

“Well, ask him who found the Red
Rose mine, and while you're about it
yvou might also ask him who was fool
enough to sell for a thousand dollars,
as I'm that man. You've heard the
old saying that a sucker’s born every
day, eh? Well, I'm the Friday sucker;
I was born that day, sure.”

“l was strapped, and [ sold out for
a thousand dollars. You see a poor
man makes a find; how’s he, without
a cent. to get the attention of wmen
with money or to get within a mile of
them?

“When I struck the Red Roge T was
a hundred miles out on the desert

“All T had on earth was four pounds
of bacon and a pound of coffee. Some
chaps came glong and offered me that
money for my claim and I took It

“1 went to Los Angeles, walked in-
to & barber shop, and got a bath and
a shave, then went to a store and told
a man to fit me out from head to foot,
and I vow when I went out I didm't
know myself, 1T bought a bag and
went over to the hotel and entered my
name as John Handy, Red Rose, San-
Bernardino county, took the best room
gave the bell boy a dollar, and the
next morning read in the paper that
‘Col. John Miundy, the millionaire
mine owner from Red Rose, in
town,’

“Well I gained twenty pounds in the
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dry,
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were |

I, Jorn Handy, agree to divide with
anything 1 may find from January 11,
1905, to Mareh 11, 1805, on aeccount of
grub stake of $100 provided by———

The prospector signed the paper
and said he would make it six months.
The cashler took him to an out-
fitter's and next day the man left
for the desert. All of which ig the
story of the discovery of one of the
best tourmaline mines in sSouthern
California.

There are scores of grub stakers
wandering over the desert; poor men,
men on small salaries, grub stake men,

These men often keep themselves
poor, hoping against hope: many men
have spent their lives wandering over
the desert without making & valuable
strike. Again some of the hest mines
have heen found in this way

The big Cajon Pass and the p
San Gorgonlo, leading down to the
erts of California and Mojave,
the highways for the grub stalker,
hardly a day but you may see

s of
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and
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| following the track or on the road, and
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at the degert towns, as Baning, Dag-
gett and Indlo, he may he seen.

The degert, while forbldding,
valuable mines, and it
staker’'s roaming ground,
fts pathways you cay
bleaching in the sun
marked by a rude cross,
has many phases. Now
again alkali, again wide stretches of
sandy billows, or you mayv find it a
waving field of flowers, agaln mounis
of gravel: but there are mountains al-
wavs in sight, as this section of the
desert is flat, a sandy waste surround-
ed by mountains, bare, barren, rocky,
heat blasted, yet invested with all the
splendors of color the mind can im-

agine.
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SMART RATTLESNAKE.

Captured Thieves and Held Them Un-
til Farmer Awoke.

most affectionate of snakes Is
the. rattler. [ have had this proved
to me—ar, rather, 1 believe it, for it
was proved to a man in whom [ have
the utmost faith, and who related
the matter that | now submit to the
snake department of the Inter Ocean.
I am proud to say that my authority
is Blg John Brewster, a f{riend of
snakes, If snakes ever had one.

Big John Brewster did not share the
loathing for snakes that so generally
On the contrary, he was fond
of them. He hald that most snakes
had a mission, particularly those that
rid the fields of vermin. Big John
never kllled a snake, nor would he
permit any one else to kill one if he
was about. | do mot know If this got
about In the snake world, but [ do
known that Big John's farm in
Northern Missourl had more snakes
to the square acre than any there-
about, and that he was consequently
less troubled by field mice.

And another curious thing was that
noboiy on Blg John's farm was ever
bitten. He had three hired men, who
went about thelr work running into
snakes every day, and nothing hap-
pened; in fact, the snakes, of all vari-
etles, would gambol about in the low-
¢r meadow at hay cutting time, care-
fully keeping out the way of the
scythes—for Big John used scythes in
those days—and seeming to enjoy the
performance. And fine assortment
rattlers was the most
bunch mbout the place,

You have read the good old snake
yarn of the rattler that used to come
the front porech and amuse the
by rattling its tall. Of course,
it, and [ scouted it
for a long time until I heard what Big
bunch of rattlers did for him.

Chicken thieves took to raiding
Big John's poultry surd, He missed a
numher fine fowls, but was
never able catch the raiders. No
mattér how tight he locked hls big
henhouse, the thieves would find some
of getiing in. John = the
situation hig hired men,
in some the danger came to
the Mitlers. At any
staying around
night thepre
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THE IRISH NAMES.

Nnnws‘ wid the musical 1t of a troll to’
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Brannlgan, Flandignn, Milligan. Gllligan,
Duffy, MeGuffy, Mularky, Mahone,

" Connelly, Donnelly,
Muldowny, Malone,
Hallahan, Callahan,
O'Houllhan, Flynn,

in, Fogarty, Hogarty,

MeGinnls, Mc(Hnn,
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Kelly, O'8kelly,
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Uacklotz—Does your servant girl
oversleep herself? Subbubs—Not only
that, but she oversleeps us.—Philadel-
phia Press.

Major Buffer—Lady Vi looks nn-
commonly well, Got such a fresh
complexion. Mrs. Scratcham—Yes.
Fresh every day.—Punch.

Him—TI don'taslike young Higgine
and he doesn’t like me. Her—Well
that is certainly very much to the
credit of both of yon—Chicago Dall
News.

Mary—DIid she make a good match
Ann—Splendid. Lots of money,
social position, and all that, In fa
the only drawback {s the man:
Brooklyn Life,

Mosely Wraggs—You used to mo
in good soclety, didn't ye? Wareham
Long—I never done any movin' whe
I could help it, in any kind o' s'cle
—Chicago Tribune.

Mrs. Corrigan—Astroike,isit? Wi
thin, begorry, yez kin hilp me wid m
washin'."” Mr. Corrigan—Av coorse
Ol will, darlint. If the tub breaki
down, Oi’ll fix it fur yez.—Puck,

Ethel—Think of his being a foo
pid! He looked like a real foreigi
nobleman. Esther—What did he ro
von of? Ethei—Ever g I had. E
ther—Then 1 guess he was.—Judge,

Belated Traveler-—Wha's matte
Cabby—'Ere's a nice go! One of th
front wheels ‘as bin an’ come off! H
T —Well, knock off t'other, an’" makje
the beastly thii__ a hansom!—Pune

At the Garage—Boy—Mr, Smith
telephoning for his machine. Can y¢
send it to him today? Head man
Don't see how we can. Why this m
chine is the only one around here f
to use!—Life.

“A politiclan should strive to hea
representative man.” “Certainly
answered Senator Sorghum. ' T8
questdon is whether you are going
represent the public or the boss™
Washington Star.

mowing his la
the neighbor wi
takes 1life easy. “Binz doesn’t reali
how a man in his shirt sleéves pus
ing a lawn mower spoils the looks
a lawn."—Washington Star.

“l don't see anvthing in that poe
new poem.” “Of course you don’
replied the editor in chief, “beca
opened it first and took a $5 bill ont
it. Give it a good place—top colum
next reading matter!"—Atlantic Cg
stitution,
Newltt—Thoy
a prelty one, Mose. Ung
Mose—0! I dunno; ah doan' reck
he so tur'ble bad Newitt—Think n
¢h? Tnele Mose—No, suh; ah dod
‘spose he's ez white ez he's kal
mined.—Philadelphia Press.

“Al T agk.” sald the Muck to
Rake with a gentle dignity that
pressed all who heard | is simply
be let alone.” Then it hastlly
unobtrusively backed up on & U
corner where the graft was show
through —Baltimore American.

is always
“Yes,” answered

“Binx

that bov of you

is Bad

t
ey
.
i

Lifs Insurance in Japan,
insurance has de
In that ¥
ong company, wit
and 1438  poll
$352.300 of
184, 1wWen
wire (hi
$2.1541, 0060
asgregating §
olders then ng
ST102, 401, 00
a Japa

Since 1881 lils
in

only

oped greatly Japdan.

there wias
tal of
vy . [".‘,'I" .-r:'”_'

il |

il $20.000,
of

with cH

e

e




