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~ standiog army of all the great nations,

and yet it spends almost as much per

: head for mili'ary purposes as Prussia

or Ruwia. This is explsined of

. oonmse, by the fact that we maintain

His elevation to the SBonate has made
po chauge in the quiet ways of Judge

. Moody, of Deadwood, 8. D. He is »
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pleasant-looking. quiet old geutleman,

 Wearing a silk hat, and gray hair and

whiskers, and he still possesses the
amiability of manner to which his suc
coas in life is greatly due.

It is sometimes said that the branches
of very old trees are, properly speak-
ing, roots, and that it planted upside
down the trees would flourish. Herr
Kny, s German botanist, has recently
investigated the matter by planting
vines and ivy with both ends in the
ground, and subsequently cutting them
a8 the arch. The experiments were
fairly successful, though not in every
instance, and Kerr Kny intends to con-
tinue them with other plants and

freen, such as willows, poplars, an¢
roses.

You want to make money, of course,
Well, go to Oregon and raise apples.
Listen to an Oregon farmer: “In my
orchard I have a few trees of green-
ings, from which I gathered thirty-
eight boxes of apples, which netted me
at the orchard 70 oents per box, or
$7.50 each for the four trees. Taking
seventy trees to the acro, which is the
usual number planted, this gives a
nice little return of $525 per acre. Now
to find out what can be accomplished
on ten acres, it is only necessary to
multiply a little, and it will be seen
that apples pay bigger and better re-
turns with less labor than any othe:

produce, not excepting walnuts o
oranges."”

Lxr surrendered on Friday; Moscow
was burned on Friday; Washington
was born on Friday; Shakspeare was
born on Friday; Amerioa was discov-
ered on Friday; Richmond was evacu-
ated on Friday; the Bastile was de-
stroyed on Friday; the Mayflower was
landed on Friday; Queen Viotoria was
married on Friday; King Charles I.
was beheaded on Friday; Fort Sumter
was bombarded on Friday; Napoleon
Bonaparte was born on Friday; Julius
Cmsar was assasinated on Friday; the
battle of Marengo was fought on F'ri-
day; the battle of Waterloo was fought
on Friday; the battle of Bunker Hill
was fought on Friday; Joan of Are
was burned at the stake on Friday;
the battle of New Orleans was fought
on Friday; the Declaration of Inde
pendence was signed on Friday.

THE la‘est boy evangelist is a youth
o twenty named C. E. Pilgrim, who
has just closed a successful revival in
Baltimore in which three hundred
souls were saved. He began the re-
vival work when a lad of fourteen, and
is said to have been singularly suc-
cessful. He is not flippant or slangy.
He tells the gospel story in a simply
eloquent style, and sings very sweetly.
He is a handsome youth, graceful in
gesture, affectionate in spirit, intense
in expression, original in thought and
tireless as & worker. (For particulars
ece small bills.) There is something
theatrical in the way in which these
boy preachers go about the country
working up revivals, and it seems
{hat the notoriety they attain must be
more or less harmful to them. Doubt-
less they do some good, but their im-
maturity and cocksureness must make
their appeals seem simply grotesque
to those who have seen much of life.

A NEw substitute for coffee may turn
ap in a berry known as “gaertnora.”
The British Consul at Reunion says
that at one time he received many let-
ters from merchants in England ask-
ing for information respecting a shrub
thon ealled “mussaends,” the discovery
of which, it had been said in some
commercial journals, would deal a se-
vere blow to the coffee and chicory
trade. About two years ago a rumor
Was sproead that the berry of this
shrub could be advantageously em-
ployed as & substitute for coffee and
chicory. It grows to about ten feet
high, has very few loaves, and its
branches are wide apart. The berriea
do not grow all along the branches, as
is the case with coffee, but in bunches
ot their extremities. At present it is
only met with in the mountains, where
it grows wild. It might be produced
on an extensive scale, but with its in-

feriority in fragrance and color it coul
Yardly compete with coffee,

THE momentos of an old love af
fair are always interesting. Romanoe
Bever dies. The flavor of it clings tc
the materials which aided in carry ing
it on. And so the finding of a be
grimed and Ladly battered metallic
box containing a locket, a bundle o
parchment letters, and a faded ribbor
on the revolutionary battle-field of

Blone Arabia sete the imaginative

mind ot work to weaving & romanco o
the days of '76. One side of the locke!

Was engraved with & monogram. The
lettars were evidently written by o
titled woman living' in Loodon is

1778-9 to her betrothed, who was s

Capt. Lowe, probably with the En-
glish foroes in America. The last let. | 2§
ter told of the
writer and of her wish to see her loves
ogain. It was received just before the
battle of Stone Arabia. Did the love: | ®* the
retura o England, leaving the case be:
hind, or was he killed in

the package of lebters 50 caretully pre
=

B

failing health of the

»
o I

.?'.- V a .

it ma
oer, b

"

the precious moments wasted |
deeds of love undone
mbummm“uhém

Come to us one by one;
for the vanished spring-time

we took no heed.
we only sow

Had we sown the seeds of virtue,
Of holy love and truth,

Of charity and kindness
Inthes me of our youth?

In the autumn we'd have gatbered
A harvest rich Mx"—-

A harvest of fragrant 8
Deen blooming for us there,

We'd have never cause to murmure
At the hardness of our lot

Our lines full of contentmen
In palace or in cot,

Did we improve the golden Ewﬂnq
Root out each noxious w

What & bountiful harvest waits us,

Do we only sow the secd|
Hanvey, Wis,
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HANK'S BITTER LESSON.

BY WM, ALEXANDER BOWEN,

RAVELING

through the great

ine regions of

ast Texas one,

summer Satur

day nfternoon

found me on one

of those deep sand

roads, severa]

miles from the

nearest town, 1

knew that all

business was sus-

pended in those

country towns on

: Sunday, and that

3 the entire popu:

E ' } lation attend

1 f church in the

morning, and

the men sit ont in front of their stores

in the afternoon and whittle goods

boxes and gossip. Talk about a church

sewing society! No association of

women I ever knew of can compete

with these gatherings of men in our

small towns on SBunday afternoons, or

on election, or holidays, for siping.

Many l’mnfl;r fends have arisen from

theso Sunday male gossip gatherings

in the towns and hamxlets of the South

which resulted in nssassinations and

bloady battles between the families in-
volved for several generations.

I did not cave to spend the Sabbath
in one of those small towns, so I stopped
at the first inviting house I cnmeoll:)
the road-side that looked like there
was plenty of provender for my team,
o shelter for my buggy and room for &
“stravger,” as wayfarers are called in
the provincialism of the country, to
sleep in.

In response to my “Hello!” an old
Iady camo to the door, vigorously knit-
ting on a woolen sock. Peering over
her stecl-rimmed spectacles, she asked
what was wanted,

“I would like to stuy here over Bun-
day, if I ean. I do not wish to spend
the Sal.bath in a town, and I am will-
ing to pay for my accomwmodation and
for mv horses.”

“Wall, my son Hank ain't here now,
but his wifo is. I'll fetch her, Hank’s
gone ter town, an’ I "low she kin tell
you more about it, Oh, Jinny!”

Iu answer a young woman of about
twenty-two years came to the door.
She said 1 would be weleome to stay il
I would “put u\: with what the family
bad,” as they had made no prepaia-
tions for company. “My hushand will
be home soon,” she xaid.

A boy was called, who took my team
to the “lot,” and I wont into the house.
It was one of those great double lo
hoises, “chinked” with cement, an
w hitowa -hed outside and ceiled within
and papernd. It was & warm day,
abhout two hours before sunset, and the

reat opoa fire, 1iwce was used to set

ower po‘s in with native flowers,
w hich hlled the rooms with a delicate
pe.fume. Tn looking over the album
on the table, 1 came ncrossa girl's face
I had seen in Illinvis years beforo on a
trip to the country. As the hostess
passed thiough the “front” room, I
8 ked her if she knew the original of
that little girl's picture. She stam-
nmored and said it was hers when she
was small, 1 then told her when and
where I was at her father’s house, and
ascertained that she had met her hus-
band, Mr. Hank Adams, a Texas
planter, uncultured but big-hearted,
while he was up there buying some
fine horses; they fell in love at sight,
and had been happily married more
than a year. As she said this, her
beanming face told of suprome happi-
ness and contentment, and in speak-
ing of her hushand, her voice took on
that soft, low accent and tone which
told of deepest love and entire confi-
dence. I mention these things be-
cause I had them forcibly and pain-
fully brought back to me within the
succeeding twenty-four hours.

When her husband came in she in
troduced me as an old acquaintance,
whom she had met in her girlhvod at
her father’s, in 1llinois. He gave mea
cordial greeting, and I heard him kiss-
ing his pretty little wife in the next
room & moment afterwards, and telling
her that nothirg was too for any
ﬂ“ who had known her “folks” and

er.

'The next morning Hank was ecal!
away early to go to a lower plantation
he had a fow miles from home to sttend
to rome breaks in the fences made by
cattle which had broken into his corn
and cotton fie'ds during the night.
Mrs. Adams took the family buggy and
went alone to chureh a few miles away,
as her husband’s younger brothes
“had ter go and vide ~ter church
with a girl up ther 10ad who he is
strutti 2’ round,” his mother confiden
tially informed me. This lef: no one
nt the house but old Mrs. Adaris and
me. Being informed that dianer would
not be ready on Bunday until ahout

four o’cluck in the afternoon, I strolled

out in the woods with a book, about
noon, ta enjo
shade of the

8 quiet under the
and :go thiok-hang-
vines s0 common to that locality.
t may have been i tion, and
?ht.o“p:? spirit ult proph-
] reading to. hear
of tgo reat tsll' ne trees

yrs geatl
seemed to

lonely to read more, and went back to
the house. A-lduwnmmm
voioes of old Mrs. Adnmis or

moaning, and akin i why was
she ave: born, and 1lr.ll:':g her “dear

son, ther best an’ kiu'es’ sba an’ trust: | -

fulest husband in the world. ever done
ter deserve sich deceit an’ sich er blow
ter his hap'ness?” 1 was amazed be
yound measure; but 'h"i I went in my
amazement wits turned into bowilder-
ment at what I heard and learned.
Mrs. Adams started in fright when 1
entered, and I asked her what was the
matter, and she shrank from me as if 1

were n ghost.
*Whar is Haok? Didn’t he fin'
yer ?” she asked, as if amazed.

*Where is he? Find me? Why, what

has happened, and what does he want
with me? Where is Mrs. Adams?
Has anything happened to her?”

For a moment she eyed me in sol-
emn silence, then said, slowly, as if
weighing every word, and prepared to
doubt any answer I m(lfht make:

“Whur is Hank? Gone ter fin’ you
with er Winchester. Whar is Jinny?
Thet is jes’ whut he’s agoin’ to ax you.
Look heur, M. McPherson, ef thet is
yer name, haven't yer seen Jinny ?”

“Not since she left here this-morn-
ing. My God! what has hnp'pened
here that your son is looking for me
with & gun. and wants me to tell

dne, ex

I am a stranger, And happen

your wife when she was a young
innocent girl, And, as I heard hes
speak of yon yesterday, and ns I saw
hor face beam with a happiness which
could not have been feigned while tell-
ing me of how much she loved . |
believe there in rome terrible take
here—that your wife has either played
womé joke on you, or that this letter
was not meant——

“Stop, stranger! I believe ye air
innercent; but ef yer try ter preach
ter me erbout ker, I shall curse her

urty face. Oh, fool, that I ever

rought her t¢r sich a lonely place as

this, But Ifthought she menni 1
when she eaid she'd be happy anye
whares with me. God curro lf:ur day
thet I ever thought she could be happy
here. I wuz so happy I thought of
none but mysclf. I see now she hain’
been ther same since I got her them
new dresses, an’ the books of city wave

“BACK | DON'T YER DARE TER TOUCH ANYTHING WHUT sHE HAS WRIT,"

him where ms wife is? I don’t under-
stand.” :

“Wall, it ’pears 'sif yer wuz speakin’
ther truth. But yer'd better bo hidin’
when Hauvk comes tell I kin tell him
what yer said.  Jes' read this,” and
she thrusta piecce of note-paper into
my hands, Before I could read it we
heard Hank coming up the road, mut.

O | tering curses on some one, and alter-

nately blessing and cursing his wife
and ealling down imprecations on his
own head for being blind to something
or other. I could not comprehend any
more than I did what it was all about.
His mother snatched the paper fiom
me and thrust me into the other room
and shut the door just as he enme in. 2

*Wall, I coulden fin' ther white-liv-
ered cuss, an’ I tole yer thet all yer
talk fur him wur in favor of a sneakin’
wolf, mother,” he =aid, as soon as he
came in and saw no one but his mother
there.

“0, of I could jes’ get a bead on him,
I'd ai:mr him how ter steal inter a
man’s house like thet. Poor little
Jinny. God knows I meant well by
her, mother; a2’ I wus a fool not ter
see thet she wur pinin’ fur somthin’
whut I could never give hur. Ef she
had only told me thet she wanted ter
go 'way, an’ thet she coulden love me
as she should, 1I'd hev sent hur any-
whur, But ter leave like this, an with
a man whut—--"

I could hear no move Isaw it all
now. His pretty, innocent-looking wife
had eloped, and he thought I was the
scoundrel. I burst into the room, and
exalaimed, before he could :ay & word
in his astonishment: |

“Mr. Adams, I have just learned
what all this trouble is about. I am
innocent of this, in thought, word, or
deed. As God 1s my judge, and as I
hope to receive mercy above, I have
nnruem nor heard of your wife since
ghe left here for church this morning,

You may be mistaken. Why do yom
think she has left you? Let me see
that paper your mother had just now.”

For answer he gave his mother a
terrible look, and she cowered before
his gaze as if in terror. He then
reached for his gun, and said, in a
voice so low and calm as to be more
terrible than a oyclone of wrath:

“Back! Don't yer dare ter touch
anything whut she has writ with yer
vile serpent paws. I will give yor jes’
two minutes ter tell whut yer done with
her, an’ then I'm goin’ ter make ver
swar ter keep her always. An’' ef 1
ever hear the! yer hev le! her want fur
anything, or thet yer hev got tired of
her, 1 kill yer on sight jes’ as 1
would a miserable, cowardly oyote thet
yer are. Whur is she?”

“My dear sir, you must hoe mad. I
swear to you I hev not—"

With a quick motion he brought his
gun to his shoulder, when his mother
caught it and hecld oa to it with o
death-grip.

“Don’t, Hank; not thet way. Give
ther stranger time ter pray. Give him

8 chance. Let him read ther letter. !

Don’t {er see his hosses an’ buggy air
in the lot. Don’t yer put bleod on ver
soul whut yer can’t ever wash off,
Hank, my son, wait jes’ a little. His

mmtiE' back shows he miglt be innerx-
cent.

“His hosses an' buggy ain't no sign,
nor his bein’ back hear, nuther, ‘cause
he'd be sharp ernouqh ter try an’ blin
us that way. But 11 let yor hev yer
way, mother, seein’ as yeo air all I hev
lel’ ter me vow.”

He handed me the pa;er, and I read,
in & clear, feminine hand, these terri-
bly plain words, the outraged husband
watching me closely as I read:

“Dear Hank--I thought I loved you
once, but I find I do not. I ought tc
have told you before, but could not
bear to do so, as you seemed so happy.
I cannot longer bear tho  loneliness,
and the drndferly, and the desolation
of life here. 1f I ataid longer I should
hate Iyml for bringing me here. O, how
can I sign my name to this terrible let-
ter? 1 goaway with one you do not
know, but do not try to find me. It
will be mseless. I will not sign my

name, because I want lolu'ﬂ it.
!‘mm nlhopoml will.
wasall. But I trembled as )
read it, and , and would have
fallen, had not his strong arms caught

me. - |
“Mr. Adame,” 1
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an’ styles, an’ thet fine lookin’-glakq
thur, An’ther little gal has changed
since ther papers I 'scribed fur camd
all filled up with love, an’ grand ways
o' livin’, an’ plenty o’ company fur
young wives., 8She wur all alone.
I koow 1 oughten ter expected she'd
like it, an'it never oughter come "tween
us, me bringin’ her here. It's awfnl
rough, stranger, but I guess I'm ter
blame. My God! she mighter stayed
one day louger, an’ ﬁi\r' me warnin’, vo
's I could er drunk in ernough o’ ther
music o’ her voice ter las’ me. an’ so s

®STOP THERE, GAL ! WHUT YFER COMIN' BACKPURYT®

O

I mighter bathed myself m the sun:
shine o’ her biight eyes one mo’ day.
But she's gone, as I mighter expected
ef I'd thoufght ernough ov anything
'‘cept myself. An' here's hor note, as
slick an’ nice es enny schoolmarm
coulder writ—but ther words seem
hard and cold ter me, an’ I feel like er
man thet's dying by inches of ther bite
o' & pisen sarpent; but yet 1 can hear
the music o’ her voice 'sif it wur sound-
in’ ter me from away off —— What's
thet? Her voice? What's she sayin’?
Exouse her fur bein’ so late, but she
ltop‘aed by Mrs. Quillin’s,whose baby’s
dyin'? Stop thar, gl-l! Whut yer
comin’ back hear fur?

P’oor Jennie, who heard these worde
as she started lightly u¥ the steps.
with her lips pursed up for the usual
kiss, stopped as if petrified at hearing
these words, and sceing her husband
with a gun in his hards, Before she
could reply, he had flung the paper at
her, and hissed :

“Heur, take yer note, an’ go with
ther man who will treat ver botter s
I hev. QGo, quick, befo' I furget
thet—"

Bhe glanced at the note, recovered
her spirits in a moment, and then burst
into & peal of the merriest laughter I
ever heard—lavghter in which real
mirth was mixed with the melody of a
happy heart suddenly relieved of a
great burden. Then, before he could
recover from the stupor into which
this threw him, she ran up the steps,

rabbed his face in both her hands,
ooked into his honost eyes a moment,
and then kissed him repeatedly, langh-
ing and crying, and exclaiming :

“You sweetest of husbands, and did
this little note make you jealous?

| And did you have that gun to kill me

on sight, or the man whom you thought
I had gone with?”

She explained the note was one she
had penned as the beginning of a little
ntt:u'{o she was going to write for an
Eastern Jnier. and which she did not
intend Hank to see until she read it to
him in the paper. She had written
several stories, and had been paid for
them, and was going to use his name
in this one, then read it to him,
and tell him the secret.

It was a merry household that night,
and I never was treated so royally in
my life. Hank took me out into the
“horse lot” after dinner, and saw that
no one else was near, and then said:

“Mr. MoPherson, I yer will not
hint ter Jinny whut er blamed fool I
made o’ :‘nnlionr thet fool thing. By
ill'l. I trimble when I think how rear

come ter shootin’ yer. I hev told
mother ter never breeth er word o’
whut carryin’s on we had 'fore Jinuny
come back. It ::hnod me er lesson
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experier
most of us ean profit by “Hank A
Bitter Losson,
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IN THE ROYAL NEWS.

How the Gorgoous Equipage of England’s
Sovereign Is Housed atid Cared Fef,
N & recent number of
the Cosmopolilan
D was n very attractive
article by Charles 8.
Pelham - Clinton
“The Stables of the
Queen of England,”
1P an abstract of which
P A d ] \SPcan scarcely fail to be
read with interest,
(AT “The stables, which
) | are known as the
] Royal Mews, adjoin
R\ Buckingham Palace,
. but, however, are not
ander the sam¢ management. The
head functionary is the Master of the
Horse, at present the Duke of Port-
land. The office goes with the govern-
ment, and is always ziven to a man of
rank and wealth as wel as of groat po

ltical infl 0.
'I'Thunm:i‘:lu:ntrance to the stable is

throngh the handsome gateway that
opens upon Buckingham Palace road.
In the qundrunﬁln formed by these
gates and the are wa{ leading to the
main courtyard are the officesof Wil-
liam Norton, Superintendent of the
Royal Mews, with those of the Duke of
Portland and his lieutenant, BSir
(teorge Maudo. 'The main part of the
work of arrangement and management
falls upon Sir George Mande and Mr.
Norton. The former selects all the
horses, arranges the processions. and
has the general orderirg of affairs,
while Mr. Norton looks after the minor
details, Some idea of the work of
managing such a large affair as the
Queen stable’s ean be inferred from the
fact that there are 110 horses in the
stables and eighty men employed as
conchmen, grooms, and outriders,
The head coachman, (. Paine, has
been for fifteen years in his present
position and for fifty years in the

| ).
a AWl

‘iluean'l employ, He always dvives |,
t

e state carringe in which her Majes-
ty sits, and handles the ribbous over
the famous ‘creams.’

“We enter the Royal Mews through
the main gateway, which is surmount-
ed by a large clock that chimes the

THE QUEEN'S COACH,

c—— T

hours. The whole Mews was designed
by John Nash, of Dover, Kent, and
was completed in 1825. The court-
yard is about 400 feet square. The
right side is taken up by the royal car-
ringes. Opposite these are the sta-
bles for the chargers, the harness-
room, and several stables of carriage
horses. Opposite the entrance are
‘creams’ and‘blacks,’ and the celebrated
thirty-two-stalled stable.

“I suppose in no stable in the world
can such & collection of horses be seen.
All are over 16 hands high, and most
over 163. The general color is bay or
brown, and white legs and feet are
conspicuonsly absent. The animals
are all given names that commence
with as many letter: of the dealer’s
name as practical, as & record of their
purchase. ‘Thus Blackbird and Black-
cap were both purchased f.om a dealer
named Blackman, and Jouquil came
from Janes. All the names are placed
on iron plates above the rackes. The
floors ul’ the stables are all sanded in

mtterns, and the straw litter is fin-
ished off with a neat straw plait,
Against the posts are neatly arranged
sheafs of straw. Thereis a foreman in
charge of each stable, and to every
eight horses a coachman, who has un-
der him a competent number of men

and an asgistant coachman,
“The horses are all clothed alike in

ZULU, ONE OF¥ THE DLACK WHEELERS,

neat red, white, and bine rugs of a
small check pattern, bound with red.
The initials V. R. are on the quarters,
and the quarter cloths have the same
initials, with no display. The price of
the horses varies from £150 to £200
apiece. They must be young and pass
a rigorous veterinary examination,
After being purchased they are thor-
oughly trained. 'The chargers have a
special drill in the riding school over
timber, walls, and hurdles, and are
also taught to ‘stand fire.’

“The coachmen have four liveries
apiece—the state livery, which is a
mass of gold ; the epaulet livery, which
is but a little less costly; the ordinary
scarlet livery, and the plain black liv-
ery with white waistcoats, that is used
on all ordinary occasions. All the
men live in the rooms above the
stables, and almost a military dis
cipline is maintained.”

-8 o

Why Are Hoelel Covks 8¢ Ofien Fatl

“Did youn ever wonder why mosi
sooks are fleshy ?* asked the chef of a
well-known hotel. “Well, I have »

. S e —

Sullivan

championsh at

ld“ .bi 7' “.‘ I

17 minutes and 18 seconds o

raiﬂl to the title of nhleouhlp.
yor retired, and BSullivan succeeded

him. BSullivan lu‘ht Jx at

Boston Corner, N, Y., Oct. 12, 18533, for

$2,000, and, though he really had whipped

™
A QUARTETTE OF KILRAIN'S FORMER
COMPETITORS,

his man, he left the ring during a wrangle
snd thus lost the fight,

A vigilance committee executed Sul.
livan in California.

It was in 18565 that John C. Heeman
filashed into view in the constellation of
pugilistio stars. He was familiarly known
ns the “Benicia Boy,"” from his residence
in Benicia, Cal, He fought John Mor-
rissey May 20, 18538, at Long Point, Can.,
for $2,000 and the championship. Mor-
rissey won throogh Heenan injuring his
hand. The latter soon challen or-
rissey again, but he would not accept
and Heenan was declared champion, an
soon issned o deflance to the world.

This led to the great battle between
Heenan and Sayers in England in 1860,
The battle was a lively one. Sayers stood
up before Heenan for thirty-seven rounds,
buot had the worst of it at all times, At
the end of the thirty-seventh round the
referee left the ring. Then seven more
rounds were fought, when Sayers’ friends,
scoing that their man was whipped, cut
the ropes and the fight ended in a general
row.

Heenan challenged Sayers to another
fight, but the latter refused.
 After Heenan's retireoment Joe Cobum
claimed the championship, but bad teo
defend it a ike MeCoole, of Bt,

L8
N/

YANKEE BULLIVAN.

Louis, and also fried to make a fight with
Jem Mnace.

After Coburn’s retirement Bill Davis,
of California, loudly trumpeted his
claims as the first man in Americs, but
he was silenced by James Dunn, of
Brooklyn, in Pike Couaty, Pa.

Then liuCnolt became ambitious and
he challenged Davis, who had again be-
come blatant sfter Dunn's retirement.
The fight took place at Rhodes’ Point,
Mo., Beptember 19, 1866, and McCoole
won in thirty-four minutes. He had to
defend his trorhy against Aaron Jones.
Joe Coburn again entered the ring and a
match was arranged, but the police pre-
vented the fight.

Bill Davis and Tom Allen, of B8t
Louis, next tried conclusions, and Allen
wou.

Tom Allen, the English pugilist, met
MoCoole on Fostor's Island, near Bt.
Louis, June 16, 1869, MecCoole, though
badly worsted, was declared the winner
on a foul.

Jem Mace and Tom Allen fought for
the rhlmpinnlhig and $5,000 at Kenner-
ville, near New Orleans, May 10, 1870,
and Mace won. Then Mace and Cobum
made a match, which was a fiasco, but
they finally got together at Bay 8t. Louis,
Miss., Nov. 31, 1871. The fight ended 1n
e draw.

Mace next went to England, and, when
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TOM ALLEN, JEM MACER,

he returned, b t Joe Goss with him,
Goss was matc to fight Tom Allen fo1
$2,000 and the championship. They met
in Kentucky Eept. 6, 1876, and Goss won
on o foul. .

Jimmy Elliott and Johnny Dwyer fought
for £1,000 a side nnd the championshi
May 9, 1879, Dwyer won the battle, whic
was fought in Canada.

Paddy Ryan was the next champion. a¢

JOHN C. HEENAN. TOM SAYERS.

l-:; defeated Joe Goss at *é‘ollin Station,

Va., May 30, 1880,

About this time
Hogan and Tom Allen fought for
boon a multiplicity of champions. Ren
at Pardtic City, Jowa, Nov, 18, 1873, The
battle ended 1a a wraugle in three rounds,
‘asting sizteen minutes, although Allen
was in o fair way to win.

Tom Allen beat Mike XoCoole of

Chouteau lsland, near 8%, Louis, 1n seven

rounds, . 34, 1873.
Feb. 7, 1883, John L. Sullivan aad
Ryan fo for $5,000 and an ont-
side of $32. Sullivan won in nine
rounds, lasting eleven minutes. The bet-

tle took place in Mississippi City, Miss.

SEINIVaAR ‘Thokeon,
The match between John L.
chempion

e

soon reach the renith of
I should say thet twenty-five
averace age at which they

thero seems to have)
$2,000,
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who
by his- superior
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GEORGRE GODFREY,

fistio prime, slthough there are, of
course, notable except
in even better after that l?.lhll at
time of his ife. Still, the rule ho
good that for a pugilist who, like most
men in his profession, has begun ear
say ot sixteen or sevenlieem, She

mum of his powers is atiained in oight
or ten years therenfter, at tho very
farthest, I have known many young
fellows in England who fought twealy
ba'tles before they reached thoir n'lt:’
Of course, where n man’s life is full
Ot cior aei 1o\ sonmes waen &
all the faster and is the sooner w

There have been several noted pugiliste

PETER JACKSON.

of color nt different times who have made
gurprising records,

The yuestion has often been asked::

Has the megro the grit and the staying
qualities of the whi'e pugilist? Caa he
stand the punishment and face the music
as well, and is he his equal in skill? J§
know of no reason why a colored fighter
should not possess all these qualities.

One of the earliest nnd best was Thos.
Molineux, who was callel in Euogland
the *Moroceo Prinee,” and who woo nine
battles in his day. Another was Hob
Travers, whose real name was Charley
Black. 7Travers won awrythin‘g before
him until Le was beaten by Job Cobley in
1856. He was aftorward defeated b& em
Mace in 1840, There wos another Moli-
neux, who fought eight battles. B8till
another good fighter was George Pierce,
All were tremendous hitlers,

I regard superiority in height and reach
as of the greatest advaniage to nrngll-
ist. Other things—weight, skill, en-
durance, and condition - being oqun‘. the
difference in hei:Lit and the consequent
advantnge in recach will tell heavily in
favor of the tal er man, This, however,
is the only point where a big man has the
advantage over a shorter one. Ile reaches
fart er, ani, if he be eqn.:lly clever and
scienti*o, it is obvions that the greater
reach will mako all t! e diference Letween
the two,

We'ght is not of so much importance
as some imagice in a fight. Take any
ood-sized man of 156 or 138 pounds, and

e is fit to fight slmost anything unde:
ordinary couditions, Tom Hayers, one
of the lest mer in the world, was only
5} feet high and weighed 156 pounds whes
in condition. Jem Mace, who was 5 feet
9} inches in height, weighed 159 pounds
in his best days, when he scored all his
fsmons victorics. 1 have sien bhim bos
when he was much beavier, but it was
later in life, when ho was gelting old and
far beyond bis prime as » pugilist, He
weigh«d about 150 pounds when he de-
foated Travers and Reardon.

WiLnL1AM EDWARDS,

A Neglected Condiment.

An Englishman partakes freely of
mustard ; he will never cat beef, bacon
ham, or steak without it, and man
them season mutton with it. An En-
glish tramp to whom yon gave ar une
seasoned beef sandwhich wonld siop
and ask you for mustard before he come
menceid to devour it. With Americans
it is different. They never take mus-
tard with boef, and rarely with aay-
thing else. unleas it is very fat ham,
Americans deluge their meat with hot
Indian and other sauces, bLut they let
mustard alone. 'There are few restan-

rants that use & pound of mus'ard »
week.

He Fell Inte the Trap.

He--Tell me, oconfidentially, how
much did that bonnet cost you? |
= Bhe—(Ueorge, there is but one way
{o which you emu. obtain the right to
inspect my millinery bills.

He popped.—Lawrence dmerican,’

THR every-day ear:s and duties
which men call drudger;y, arve the
W ﬁhtl a* d connter] oisos of the elock
of time, givi

‘tlt.n j endt lum a t.ue vi-
&.ﬁlﬂ.lﬂ haiuds a vegilar mo

s where a man’

j |

of interest t0 tne sporting- world. 48
would ceriiniy be an evenl in Uhe Me:
G %0

lﬂlzr all lhpttin -

in this ?oelll flel

here and abroad, the laurels te
banded over to s
earned
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