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THE REAL CHRISTMAS? 
HISTORY OF THEYULE TID E,

 PAST 

AND PRESENT. 

Amusing German  Tdea-\ Real Santa 

Claus —Provarbs—Clebrated in April or 

May -Sacred Oak and Christmas Tree 

Thoughts From Great Think ra. 

It is not known when Christmas was first 

celebrated as a festivil, or as a holy day. 

The e wrliest mention that can be found is 

that in A. D.. 138, Pope Telesphorus, 

ordered its observance. What day of the 

year was then observed as the anniversary 

of the birth of Christ is not definitely certain 

It was confounded with the Epiphany and 

was often celebrated in the east in the 

months of April or May instead of as now 

in December. 

The twenty-fifth day of December has 

however, been the day set apart since the 

fourth century of the Christian era. Some- 

time in that century,St Cyril,ot Jerusalem, 

feeling that there should be no longer any 

doubt about the correct anniversary asked 

Pope Julivs I, to order that an investiga- | 

tion be had. It was so decided and savants 

gathered at Rome from the east and west 

and after considerable study of the archives 

at that place, concluded that though not | 

definitely certain the 25th day of Decem- 

ber was the nearest correct of all the dates 

that time this placed betore them. Since 

day bas been duly solemnized all over the 

civilized world. 

It is common tradition that 

born about midnight. 

The celebration in the earliest times be- 

gan with singing canticles, called carols. 

These were supposed to represent the 

songs sung by the shepherds. Attera time 

these songs bccame enlivened by dances 

and music. 

mingled in the dance, and if at night each 

bore in hand a lighted taper. 

The general celebration of Christmas as 

we now have it, as a day of feasting and 

good-fellowship,—more as a holiday than a 

church holy day, took its origin in Ger- 

called the children’s many. It was then 

festival. ‘I'he custom was to choose some 

man in the village, who was known for the 

time as Knecht Rupert. To him were all 

the presents given and on Christmas day, 

drove from grotesquely app arelled, he 

house to house, receiving a very cordia] | 

welcome, when he distributed the gifts that 

had been sent him. 

The German custom was similar to the 

English where the celebration became of 

great importance and Yule was the great 

feast day. Then the nobles and retainers 

met on alm st common fo ing, an | great 

kegs of ale were quafled beneath the mist- 

letoe. and the best deer in the forest and 

finest fish in the streams graced the board. 

Hunters, hawks and hounds came into the 

great dining hall, and deep drinking and 

rousinz cheer and mirth marked the pass- 

ing of the day. Not only was the 25th of 

December duly celebrated in England but 
. » 

the festival often continued trom Christmas 

eve till February, second, twelfth night. 

In the houses of the nobility a lord of mis- 

rule or “*abbot ol unreason” was appointed, 

whose duty it was to make the rarest pas- 

times and devise or invent amusement for | 

of the 

Holly and 
the festival. He had tull control 

household for the time being. 

Ivy are the evergreens used in England | 

| of the hosts ot angels and the strange 
though the two great colleges have always 

decorated their chapels with laurel. 

A superstition that prevailed in England 

and which is yet commonly believed is that 

the oxen go down on their knees at mid- 

night on ( ‘hristmas eve as an act of rever- 

ence. and that since the change olf time 

trom old to new style they have invariably | 

custom on the eve of old 

believed that this 

followed the 

Christmas day. It is 

tradition took its rise from an old 

issued in the 16th century, wherein a rep- 

resentation of the birth of Christ, 

an ox and an ass on their knees as though 

shows 

worshipping the newly born Savior. A 

Latin poem of Sannazaro alludes to the 

animals thus showing obeisance to the 

ruler of the universe. 

Coming down to later days Santa Claus 

(St. Nicholas) 

America by the Dutch settlers of New 

York. 

(verman Knecht Rupert. 

was first introduced to 

He 1s the representative of the 

Supplying him with a team, which is 

always depicted as composed of four rein- 

deer, took its origin in Norway where the 

feast of Christmas 1s celebrated with a 

great display ot good will to men. 

The tollowing stanza taken from an old 

poem, gives a brief but vivid description of 
the Christmas festival in a feudal castle : 

On Christmas eve the bells were rung; 

On Christmas eve the mass was sung, 

That only night in all the year, 

Saw the stoled priest the chalice rear. 

Then opened wide the baron’s hall 

To vassal, tenant, serf and all; 

Power laid his rod of rule aside, 

And ceremony dofled his pride. 

The heir, with roses in his shoes, 

That night might viilage partner choose. 

All hailed, with uncontrolled delight 

And general voice, the happy night 

That to the cottage, as the crown, 

Bought tidings of salvation down. 

England was merry England when 

Old Christmas brought his sports again. 

"Twas Christmas broached the brightest ale, 

"Twas Christmas told the merriest tale; 

A Christmas gambol oft would cheer 

A poor man's heart through half the year. 

All holidays have certain proverbs or 

sayings connected with them and Christmas 
is no exception. Among them are the 

following : 
Ifice will bear a man before Christmas, it will not 

bear a man afterward. 

Christ was | 

tolded before the {heathen priest, at the 

The huge stone axe was lifted | 

his mother Thekla | 

Fathers, mothers and children 

print, 

If Christmas finds a bridge, he'll* break it; if he 

finds none he'll make one. 

| The Shepherd would rather sce his wife enter the 

| stable on Christmas day than the sun. 

Ifthe sun shines through the appl: tree on 

Christmas day, there will be an abundant crop the | 
| following year. 

| The tollowing bits of good advice are 

| especially designed for the great world 

| wide festival : 

| 
| 
| 
| 

At Chri tmas be merry and thankful withal and 

feast thy poor neighbors, the great with the small. 

—~Thom1s Tusser. 

Christmas is the only holiday of the year that | 

| brings the whole human family into common com- 

muiion.—Dickens, 

"I's the season for kindling the fire of hospitality 

in the all, the genial flume of charity in the heart. 

— Washington Irving. 

memory of Christmas is the time in which the 

| every remedial sorrow, wrong and trouble mn the 

There's & a song in the air, there’s a star in the 

sky; 

There's a mother's deep prayer, and a baby's low 

ery. 

And the star 

sing; 

And the manger of Bethlehem cradles a King. 

rains its fice, while the beautiful 

| There is a beautitul legend connected with 

the introduction of Caristianity into Ger- 

| many. wherein the Christmas tree bears an 

important part. 

The natives of Tauringia and esse had 

| had misfortunes during the ycar and bad 

called a large gathering on December, the 

25th. to offer sacrifices to Thor, the thun- 

der god. The sacrifice was to bs a boy, 

| Azulf, the son of Duke Alvoid. 

The boy was placed on his knees, blind- 

| sacred oak. 

| to dash out his brains; 

| was standing near in agony of spirit. At 

lingland rushed in and turned the axe aside, : 

then grasping it he gashed the oak so that 

the fierce wind which was blowing dashed it 

down. Winifred then mounted the pros- 

i trat. 

of the forest! No blood shall flow this night 

save that which pity has drawn from the 

mother's breast. For this is the birth-night 

' of the white-Christ,the son of the Ail-Father, 

the Saviour of mankind. Fairer is he than 

| Odin the Wise, kinder than Freya the Good. 

| Since he has come sacrifice is ended.’ 

Winifred let the 

| pointing to a small fir tree. 

axe drop and said 

forest, shall be your holy tree to-night. It 

is the wood ot peace, for your houses are 

| built of fir. It is the sign of an endless 

life, for its leaves arc evergreen. See how 

it points upward to heaven. l.et this be 

called the tree of the Christ-child, gather | 

about it, not in the wild wood but in your 

own houses: there it will shelter no deeds 

| of blood, but loving gilts and rites of kind- 

ness. And they to k the fir-tree from its 

| place and carried it in joyful procession to 

| the edge of the glebe and put it on one of 

the sledges. 

lige Alvoid bade them open the doors of | 

his great hall and set the tree in the midst | 

ot it. They kindled among its 

| branches till it seemed to be tangled full of 

light 

stars. The children encircled 1t 

Ling, as the sweet smell of the balsam filled 

the house, ‘T'hen Winifred stood up on the 

| dais at the end of the hall with the old 

priest sitting at his feet near by, and told 

| the story of Bethlehem, of the babe in the 

{ music.” 

I'hus was Christmas and the Christmas 

| tree introduced into Germany. 

CHRISTMAS CARD POETRY. 

Sometimes the Card and Poetry are Planned 

| Two Years Before, 

| Few people imagine the amount of 

| trouble that is taken over even the cheap- 

est of Christmas cards. Yet, after all. it 

is not so easy to do as it looks. Could I 

but subjoin a specimen of my manuscript, 

when | have had a particularly tough sub- 

ject to deal with, readers would be surprised 

to note that even writing poetry to order 

requires an amount of labor that would 

hardly be believed. 

| The mode of procedure is somewhat as 

| follows: A rough sketch ot the original 
design is forwarded to me, with an intima- 

tion of how many lines are required, 

whether they are to go on the front or the 

back of the card, and oftentimes 

shape the lines are to appear when printed. 
Sometimes trick cards require a special 

arrangement of lines, perhaps a couplet on 
the front and eight or ten lines on the back, 
or perhaps threz lines in one corner and 
three mm another, and so on. 

Designs upon every conceivable subject 
have 1 received to finish off with a suitable 
verse or set of verses. Humorous, religi- 

ous, special, and what are termed neutral 
designs abound. These latter almost cause 
a poor poet to tear bis hair. There may 
be absolutely nothing in the design but a 
landscape, or a seascape, or something 
equally indefinite, and the muse refuses to 
work. The only way out of the difficulty 
is to put the design out of sight for an hour 
or two. In the meantime I turn to another, 
which perhaps may be so full of matter 
that the lines flow from my pen without 
any apparent trouble ; then, having got, as 

it were, into the swing of the thing, I can 
return to the troublesome one and work it 
out successfully. 

Christmas cards are seldom produced in 
a hurry. They are designed and worked 
out sometimes two years before they are 
on sale in the retail shops. I have written 
poetry in the summer that would not be in 
the shop windows until the following 
Christmas twelve months; and when one 
realizes the tact that travellers place all 
their Christmas card novelties upon the 
market in June, one can easily understand 
that much time must be given to the pre- 
paration of such simple things. 

world arouna us should be active with us.—Dickens.-
 | 

this instant, Winifred, a Christian priest ol 

tree and said: —**‘Hearken, ye sons | 

This little tree, a young child of tle | 

When they came to the vil- | 

wonder- | 

manger, of the shepherds on the hillsides, 

in what | 

TO SPEND LEISURE TIME. 

THE HOME OF THE UNION CLUB 

MEN OF ST. JOHN. 

| Some» Description of a Building that is a 

Credit to the City and a Club that its 

Members May Well be Proud of-A Holi- 

day Residence. 

The population of St. John is one of 

active workers. There are very few men 

of l+isure. All of its better class are busi- 

ness or professional men engaged in the 

active duties of their occupation. There 

| isno need here for idlers ; such will find it 

difficult to procure companions to aid them 

"in their efforts to kill time. The citizens 

of St. John are not men of leisure hours 

but men of leisure moment's 

Before the inauguration of the Union 

| Club, St. John lacked something which is 

| highly necessary to the business man, a re- 

| sort for his moments of leisure. And 

| herein is the chief characteristic of this 

club in thatit is a business man’s club, one 

| for men who have, not days to spend in 

repose, but only moments of idleness be- 

tween the calls of duty. 

Central in its location 

proximity to the marts ot commerce, neat 

and substantial in structurc and handsome 

n its appointments, the club has all that 

and in close 

gift of Mr. J. F. McMillan, of Aspin, Col., 

an absent member of the club. 

On the left of the hall are the parlor and 

dining room, handsomely furnished and 

decorated. The frescoing is the same 

throughout the whole house and the carpets 

are all Axminister and Wilton. T'be wain- 

scoting is all of oak and walnut. There 

are sliding doors between the parlor and 

dining room to that they can be joined in- 

to one on special occasions. In rear ol 

the hall are the kitchen and pantrys and a 

lavatory. 

On the next flat are card rooms, a private 

dining room, the dispensing room, the 

gecretary's room and a reading room pro- 

vided with all the leading periodicals. On | 

the next flyor is a very fine billiard room 

running the whole length ot the building, 

card rooms and a lavatory. The cellars 

are very fine and the building is splendidly 

heated and lighted throughout. 

An air of cosiness and comfort pervades 

the whole edifice, requisites dearer to the 

heart of the club man than surpassing ele- 

gance, and yet there has not been a sacri- 

fice of elegance for the sake of comfort, the 

two are rather happily combined. 

It was three years in June since the club 

was opened and since then it has been 

steadily increasing in membership. The 

| A WESTERN MAN'S DEATH. 
! ia" 

Leander Richardson's Graphic Description 

of Wild Bill's End. 

I first met Wild Bill the day I reached 

Deadwood City with a letter of introduc- 
tion to Utter from his” brother whom I had 

met on the way in at Johnny Bowman 

ranch, on Hat Creek. I was up there 
partly from experience and partly for a 
journalistic kindergarten called the Spring- 
field Republican. Mr. Utter received me 

with wi le open hospitality, and we started 

out to hunt up bis partner. It was about 

the middle ot a bright sunny afternoon, 

and we found Wild Bill sitting ona board 

which was lying on the ground in front of 
a saloon. His knees were drawn up in 
front of him as high as his chin, and he was 

whittling at a piece of wood with a large 
pocket-knife. 

“(ret up, Bill," said Utter. 

to shake hands with a friend of mine. 
Wild Bill slowly arose. Ie came up 

like an elevator, and he came so high that 

1 thought he was never going to stop. He 
was unusually tall, and quite spare as to 

| fl sh, but very brawny and muscular. His 

skin was pallid from the use of powerful 
mineral drugs. and his grayish eyes, which 

were just beginning to regain their power 

after almost being blinded altogether by a 

tercible illness, were rather dull and ex- 

gpg in repose. One day afterward 
saw them glitter with a sudden ferocity 

that was strangely luminous, and I realized 
what this min must have looked like when 

his blood was up. But, at our meeting, 

“I want you 
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could be desired in the way of a club-house. 

luxurious cushions to ease tired limbs : here 

| are pleasant places for the renewal of the 

inner man, here are spacious and well 

lighted rooms for indulgence in games of 

| chance and skill. 

| The club is a thing that the city had 

| long needed, but which 1t obtained only 

| three years ago, a centre of its club hte, a 

| headquarters for the direction of that part 

of the day, after a closing ot oflice doors, ! 

St. John, being but a 

| 

given to pleasure. 

| small city, has only a few modes of pleas. 

| ure, and so a good club is essential to its 

| business men. 

To a certain class ot unfortunate citiz-ns 

the club becomes an absolute necessity. 

They are those poor mortals whose lami- 

lies desert them for the seaside or country 

resort, who leave them in cheerless homes, 

to a cheerless lite. It 1s then the club be- 

comes a great blessing, and the citizen 

feels that the summer months would be 

dreary and desolute were it not for the 

pleasant oasis of club life offering its green 

trees and fragrant retreats to the traveler, 

weary with the sands of business lite. 

But to cease from moralizing, and to 

return to matter of fact, a short desciiption 

of the club house would be in order. The 

Union Club occupies a very neat and 

handsome building on the north-west cor 

It is rer of Germain and Princess streets. 

a very pretty piece of architecture giving 

an impression of combined solidity and 
grace. 

Its interior arrangements and decora- 

tions have a view toward convenience as 

well as beauty. The furnishings are all of 

the best, and comfort is the great desira- 

bility sought. 

The visitor enters a fine, commodious 

hallway, with a handsome staircase of oak 

and walnut. The floors are tiled, and the 

ceilings ard walls beautifully tinted and 

frescoed, and finished with oak. One of 
the wall decorations is a very fine pair of 
antlers of the Rocky Mountain elk, the 
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Here are cool and shaded retreats with | © 
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TIIE UNION 

club had 

rection of their house, in the 

building on Prince William Street. 

Stockton 

The present staff of officers consist ol | 

the following : — 

President,—J ohn McMillan. 

Vice President,—W. H. Thorne. 

Sacretary-Treasurer,—dJ. IE E Dickson. 

Managing Committee, — Miles B. Dixon. | 

| Howard D. Troop, Geo. McLeod, Geo. 

H. Trueman, A. W. Lovittand Geo. W. 

Jones. 

Mr. Treeis the eflicient steward of the 

club and under bis clever supervision the 

catering and conduct of the comforts of 

the club is all that could be desired. 

The Union Club fills a great need and 

under clever management financially and 

socially it bas been a su cess. It has been 

conducted on moderate lines and bas kept 

in sympathy with the democratic spirit of 

our city. Progress wishes our husiness 

men the greatest possible success in their 

times of business and the greatest possible 

enjoyment in their times of business and so 

it wishes well to the Union Club. 

Sultanas at the Opera, 

When once in Cairo I went to the opera 

on the same night selected by the ladies of 

the Khedive's harem. The play was “Aida.” 

which bad been composed by Verdi ex- 
pressly tor the Cairo opera. 
The harem boxes were a novelty to be 

seen in no other country. The principal 

one was next to the stage, on the grand 

tier, and opposite to the Viceroy's. Four 

smaller ones adjoined it. 
The whole tront of those boxes was 

covered with a network of iron, painted 

white and covered with flywers in i It 

had the effect of licework, but it was all 

iron, and the elaborate pattern of the 
flowers made it more difficult to distinguish 

any person or thing within the boxvs so 

covered. The harem entrance is through 

a small garden guarded by sentinels, and 

through which no person is allowed to 

pass. 
Once in the building, there is a separate 

door and staircase leading to these boxes 

which communicates with no other part of 

the house. You can see very fairly in 

them, though of course the wire prevents 

you ever leaning forward. 

its room, previouslyd to rhe | 

pp iba GY 

CLUB MEN. 

' when he folded my hand in his big, strong 

| fingers, his face was aliaost expressionless, 

| and his eyes were more or less leaden. 

He walked about the town from time to 

time, and saw the sights, There were 

plenty of them to see—shooting scrapes, 

stabbing affairs, a lynching, fisticufls and 

various kinds of shindies ot high and low 

degree. Two men, one alternoon, had a 
du-] with six-shooters across the street. 

| They were not good marksmen, aud nobody 
| was hurt, but during the whole tusilade, 
1311 stood near the belhgerents, passing 

derisive remarks on their lack of ability to 

bit anything and apparently as unconcern- 

e tiy amused as it the fighters bad been 

merely throwing soft boiled potatoes at 
each other. 

Later in the week, long after miduight, 
we were lounging at the eud of the bar 

when a row broke out. ‘The proprietor 

of the place produced a sawed-off’ shotgun 

loaded about eight inches deep with various 

missiles of destruction, and ordered the 

| room cleared. | started to go with the 

| rest. but Bill's heavy hand on my shoulder 

held me fast. When the room was empty, 

I Bill sad: “Young man, never run away 

from a gun. Bullets can travel faster than 

you can. Besides, if you're going to be 

hit, you had better get it in front than in 

the back. It looks better.” 
Poor Bill got his in the back after all. 

le was a most wonderful master of the 

old fashioned, thumb-cocking army revol- 

ver. | have tossed an empty tomato can 

twelve or fifteen feet in the air and he has 

hit it with two bullets from the same weapon 
before it struck the ground. He could 
shoot quite as well with his left band as 
with his right, and he was so sure of what- 
ever he went after that once in Hayes city, 

it is said, when he killed two negro soldiers 

who came in to **do him up.” he wanted 
to bet there wasn't an inch of difference in 
the spots where be shot them. 

| said to him one morning, as he was 
lying at full length on a big log in front of 
Utter's tent, ** How can a man who 1s being 

‘shot at by two or three other men retain 
' such complete control of his nerves as to 
shoot back with accuracy?” 

| “ Well,” he replied, after a pause, as if 
"he had never given the matter much thought, 

“when a man really believes the bu let 
isn't moulded that is going to kill him, what 
in hell has he got to be atraid of?” 
Wild Bill was anything bat a ruffian, 

| under ordinary conditions. It was strange 
to note the control in which he was held by 
Utter. 1 was never quite able to decide 

to my own satisfaction whether Utter amused 
or awed him. But certainly I never heard 
anybody take ‘‘roastings” with as little 
concern as that with which Bill used to take 
the fierce tongue lashings of his dudesque 
little partner. I suppose, perhaps, they 
fully understood each other, and knew per- 
fectly well that behind all the words there 
was an impenetrable wall of manly affec- 
tion. 

Utter's greatest hobby was neatness, a 
thing which most plainsmen knew nothin 
ot. He positively would not permit Wil 
Bill, or California Joe, or **Bloody Dick,” 
or any of the rest of them to enter his 
tent. Tbat, he declared, was a shooting 
mer with him. One day Bill did not get 
ome until after Lreaktast was over and 

evervbody gone. He brought with him a 
very superior article of Deadwood jag, and 
Utter's fine blankets, seen through the 
open flaps of the tent, was more of a 
temptation than be coull endure. Pretty 
soon the big fellow was snoring calmly, 
rolled up in Utter's bed-clothing, and there 
we found him, Utter and I, when we came 
over to camp an hour or two leter, **Col- 
orado Coarley” was at first amazed 'y the 
PR of his partner. Fora moment 
e stood and fervently cursed the uncon- 

scious sleeper, and then, catching him by 
the heels, dragged him bodily out of the 
tent upon the ground. After that he ran 
in, pulled out his blankets, and hung them 
out un the surrounding trees, all the time 
straining his vocabulary for fresh epithets 
to hurl at the offender. During the whole 
many Bill stared at him with lazy 
ethargy. and then, with a parting groan, 
climbed into his waggon and went peace- 
fullv to sleep again. 
Deadwood City, full to overflowing with 

thieves.assassins, *‘skin” gamblers anc other 
elements of disorder, was rapidly coming 
to the point where some sort of govern- 
ment was necessary. At such times on the 
frontier there is always a struggle, and us- 
ually a hand-to-hand combat between the 
lawiess and the orderly classes. Wild Bill 
had been Marshall in other and similar 
places, and people began to talk of him for 
Marshali of Deadwood. That outcome, 
everybody knew, would mean a short shrift 
to crooks and disturbers. 

In the town there was a man named Jack 
McCall, living under an alias. Ile was in 
the condition technically known as *‘stone- 
broke.” The agitation ot the marshalship 
was growing warm. The thieves and 
skins” saw their inevitable end drawing 
near. It began to go round that Wild 
Bill could never hold office in Deadwood 
City. A rumor reached Utter that the 
big plainsman, who had ruled half a dozen 
towns was to be assasinated. That even- 
ing he came over to camp looking serious. 

“Bill, said he, after supper, ‘‘its pretty 
dull around here, don’t you think ¥” 

| “Wild Bill nodded, looking into the fire. 
| “I've been considering,” resumed Utter, 
| that we might as well take a move.” 
| “So? Where to?” 
| “Well, it might be a good scheme to 
organiz» a little party,” continued Utter, 

| persuasively, ‘and go over to Standing 
| Rock and cut out some ponies.” 
| By *‘cutting out ponies” Utter meant the 
| swooping down of a few white men upon a 
| heard ot Irdian ponies, driving them off 
and selling them—a plan which, in the easy 
morality of the prairie, is perfectly legiti- 
mate where Indians are concerned. 

Bill was silent. 
Joe will go along,” resumed Utter, 

urgently, ‘and so will Richardson (I wasn’t 
so sure about that), and a dozen others. 
Will you go P” 
“Not.a d—d foot.” 
“Why not?" 
«Well, those fellows over across the 

creek have laid it out to kill me, and they're 
going to do it, or they ain't. Any way, I 
don't stir out of here, unless I'm carried 
out.” 
That was when I saw the quick flash of 

ferocity in Wild Bill's eyes. 
The conversation ended at this point. 

Iverybody knew it was useless to argue 
with Wild Bill when his mind was set, and 
so everybody went on about his business 
as before. Two days afterward ‘‘these 
fellows over across the creek” carried out 
their proposition. 

Five men, among them Wild Bill, were 
playing draw poker in a shanty saloon. 
Standing about were a dozen others look- 
ing on. Bill's back was towards the door. 
Seated next him to the left was an elderly 
man with his back against the wall. Some- 
thing had been said about him changing 
seats with Bill, and after that band the ex- 
change would have occurred. Iluman life 
hangs on slender threads. With his back 
to the wall Wild Bill would have been safe 
enough, because tew men would have dared 
to attack him openly 

Suddenly without a word of warning, 
without even the knowledge of those stand- 

ing nearest to him, an undersized man 
right behind Bill's chair, a man whom Bill 
had never seen in all his life, shoved :~six- 

shooter to his head and fired. There was 
a mufll-d report, Bill partly straightened 
up, and then fell over sidewise, dead. The 

undersiz: d man ran out. The elderly play- 
er dashed through the back door and up 

the side of the gulch, shouting *‘Murder !” 

The town was in an uproar. There was a 
“miners” jury, consisting almost solely of 
skin gamblers, to sit on the case. To 
them the assassin told a prearranged story 

of how his only brother had been shot by 
Wild Bill. and how he had nobly avenged 
that brother's death. It was all a wild 
farce, that trial, just as Utter and his friends 
knew it would be, and the murderer was 

set free. Until now he had been absolute- 
ly without money. In a few days he turn- 

ed up in Laramie City with plenty of free 

gold in his possession, and boastully de- 

claring that he had slain Wild Bill in single 
combat. Where did he get the gold? 

McCall was arrested and taken to Yank- 

ton. Utter pursued him to the very s.af- 

ford, furnished the witnesses, paid their ex- 

penses out of his own pocket, and fairly 

convicted the wretched coward, who sniv 

ellcd and whined like a horsewhipped hound 

when it came to the final show down. Ut- 

ter was faithful to hie old friend to the last. 

Wild Bill was buried at Utter's expense. 

It is a late day to plaster the mud of false- 

hood over the memory of this fallen giant 
of the frontier, 
A lock of the dead man's hair was cut 

off after his body had been prepared for 

burial. Utter took half of the long brown 

strand and I have the other half to this 
day. It is as glossy as spun glass and as 
soft as down. Near the roots there is just 

a touch of roughness, where the life blood 

of a brave, great-hearted American man 

ughed out as the assassin’s bullet burst 
through his bran. 


