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An Artist of Death, 

C 099.999.9998 8 IRR IRI IIL 
Hans Kinnow, the por'rait painter of 

Munich, is dead. The doctor who male 

the autopsy said he died of a broken heart, 

superinduced by grief and anxizty, but 

Hane’ friends knew all the time it wasn’t 

80. They maintained that his brush and 

palette had killed him and a discovery 

made in the deceased artist's rooms secms 

to bear ou! their surmise, qu er asit i. 

Hidden away on the uppermost thell of 

a disused closet was found a portrait of 

Liane Kinnow, which according to the date 

on the frame, was done some time in De- 

cember last. it was a self-portrait, Kincow 

had painted 1t from the reflection of his 

portrait in a mirror. 

And thug the curse that attached to all 

his work had come true once more and for 

the last time. A customer of his own, he 

died liks all his customars have died, after 

be finished painting their likenesssess. 

Here is the wierd story. 1f any budding 

genius ot the Robert Louis Stevenson kind 

reads it, he had better make a note of it, 

for properly ‘sorked up’ and elaborated it 

would furnish novels or the most blood 

curdling material for one of the most thril- 

ling dramas ever written since Dr. Jekyll 

and Mr. Hyde saw tbe light. 

“I first met Hans Kinnow some ten years 

ago atthe Munich Painters’ Academy,’ 

said Herr Friedrich Seeger. ‘We were 

both poor boys then and the bohemianisn 

of pepury and enthusiasm cemented a 

hearty friendship between us that death 

alone could sever. 

‘Kinnow's decided talent for coloring 

was cqual to his diligence. He was one of 

the hardest workars in his class and hie 

progress was remarkable, but, like other 

poor artists, he had to take to portraiture 

as a means for making a living when he 

got through with his studies. 

But even in this makeshift vocation, 

adopted solely to pave the way to better 

things, Kinnow’s genius shore ‘orth bright 

Jy. From painting his lardlady to wipe 

out a threatening board bill, and {from 

winning money and laurels among parvenu 

house owners, bakers, butchers and brew- 

ers, the young artist rose to the distinction 

of receiving orders from ladies ol fashion 

ad of gentlemen who bad achieved high 

honors in the service of the state,of science 

and of literature. 

‘For a time Munich art articles were 

alive with the gossip of Kinnow's success. 

The minister of culture had pronounced 

bis color disposition ‘remarkable,’ several 

of the older masters had spoken encourag- 

ingly of his attention to detail. 

‘About two years ago I began to notice 

in Kinnow's studio sketches and ball-fio- 

ished portraits of persons who, being in 

moderate or even poor circumstances, 

could not #1 rd to pay his price for paint 

ing their likeneeses. They were pictures 

of bedridden people, beggars, and little 

delicate babies, all remarkabis for an as- 

pect of suffering on the countenances. 1 

asked IX nnow what he meant by throwing 

away his time on such subjects. He teem- 

ed not to like the question but fiaally he 

said he painted these people because they 

iiterested him and because he was trying 

on them some new method of color com- 

bination. 

‘Meeting him a few days later he tol! 

me excitedly that one of his models,a men- 

dicant of 50 or 60, had died that morning, 

and when I refused to see anything cxtra- 

ordinary in this he added: ‘But Marie is 

dead also.’ 
‘Who is Marie ?’ 

“I'he baby with the waxen face and 

scornful blue eyes, whose portrait yon ad- 

mired so much the other day.’ 

‘I believe you told me that her mother 

was a consumptive,’ 

‘Maybe 1 did, but she died only two 

months after I finished her lik:ness. Tha 

same thing happened to Father Martin, 

the poor beggar man with the remarkable 

head ot gray locks that hangs over my 

writing desk. 

‘He conceived that in some way he was 

responsible for their death and nothing 

would do but to start in and investigate 

the recorde of other persons who had given 

him sittings. And unfortunately the fur 

ther he got in his examinations the more 

convinced did he become that his brush 

was fatal to all whom it commemorated. 

The landlady for instance, a young woman 

in excellent health, with several children, 

who allowed him to pay of his debt in can- 

vas and colors, had died suddenly from 

pneumonia after he had moved from the 

house. 

‘Kinnow's bead was swimming. The 

beggar, the landlady, tbe baby, the boss 

butcher— all died within a short time after 

sitting to tim. His brush bad been to 

them like an exsacutioner’s axa. 

‘As he was going hope one afternoon to 

rest and think he passed the small rococo 

palace where Fraulein Dina S , the ballet 

dancer, lived. Kwinnow had sent ber por- 

trait from hie studio to the annual picture 

show only a few days before. When he 

cam? within a hundred paces of the house 

he tried to look away, bat his eyes invol- 

untarily turned upon the gate. Oa it was 

an enormous crepe bow and in the house 

all the curtains were drawn. 

‘Kinnow was balf crezad with conscien: 

tious scruples and remorse when he rushed 

into my studio to tell the story. His heart 

was beating like a sledgehammer, he cursed 

his ‘death bleeding art,” and I myself was 

so surprised by the array of undeniable 

facts that I bad no words to dispel bis mel- 

ancholy conclusions. 

‘Well, we went to work the same night 

and found everything as reported. Kin. 

now's assurances that the fiva persons were 

in apparently good health when they sat 

for him were corroborated by the family 

and friends of the decessed, and all had 

died rather suddenly some time after their 

portraits had been finished. There was 

no gain-saying that, but where the causa- 

tive connection between the act of painting 

and death came in was a mystery. 

“Though I still continued to hold up to 

ridicule the idea of the thing, a feeling of 

horrow crept over me when a few days 

later I read in the Nsnhichten that Lieut. 

Couat D—-=hof had broken his neck on 

the race track for the count was one of 

K nnow’s latest cistomers. Being out of 

town for a couple of days the young artist 

was spared this piece of distressing news. 

I was rejoicing over the fact when Munich 

society received a severe shock by the an: 

nouncemert that Dr. I. , a well-known srt 

connoisszur and collector, had been run 

over and killed by an electric car. 

«*] am the painter of desth,” he said, 

‘the death bringing painter. On his wan 

derings through the world the king of ter- 

rors stops at Munich every littls while and 

by mysterious stratagem he compels his 

victims, marked for early demise, to go to 

my studio and arrange to have their por- 

trait taken. There must be some cabal 

istic connection between death myself, but 

[ won't act as his messenger any more. It 

would be criminal in me to accept further 

orders for portraits, or to hire models for 

poriraits for my studios. They must ali 

die and I cannot go on playing at mur- 

der. 

‘He was downcaet, sombre, despairing 

of himselt and the world, tortured by fears 

of hearing of another victim. His morbid 

apprehension was so overbearing as to 

actually keep him from opening 8 news- 

paper. 
‘It might contain &n item about the sud. 

den death of one of his customers or 

models. 

‘When next I saw Kinnow he was bead 

ovsr heels in love with a young seamstress 

who lived in the rear of the apartment 

house where his studio was located. This 

girl was always sitting at 8 window that 

looked upon his own. Thus their acquaint- 

ance commenced. Soon they became 

more intimate. Oae day when I went to 

his room she was sitting for her portrait. 

‘Last November she died ard Kinnow 

was convinced that he, vot any disease or 

complication of diseases, was responsible 

for her death. 

‘Hore is the letter he leit about the sac 

aff sir. 

‘Gretchen wes lying upon the battlefi-1d 

of life when I pounced upon her—I, the 

raven, who bad alrasdy tasted so much 

slood. I sat on the breast of the dying 

girl. beak pointed toward her beautiful 

eyes—those eyes that were her joy, her 

pride. 

‘(vive me one more hour, only one hour, 

begged Gretchen, 

‘I will not,’ croaked I, raising my beak. 

‘Then a nameless pain shot through 

Gretchen's poor head—a psin much more 

intense than that which her wasting lungs 

bad caused her. Blood ran from the hol- 

lows of her eye , darkness enveloped her— 

the obscurity of death.’ 

‘Kinnow was littls » er ho dia, 

of his intended. Conv. iscui: #bu ait 

dealers who bad given bim orders for 

work waited in vain for their pictures. The 

last months of his lile he seems to Lave 

spent in painting Lis own portrait. 
‘After it was done he daubed * « 

Then laid down and died ’ 

Herr Sseger will restore Hans Kinnow's 

portrait. He says it's a masterpiece—the 

best he ever painted. 

'y One Dose 
Tells the story. When your head 
aches, and you feel bilious, eonsti- 

pated, and out of tune, with your 

stomach sour and no appetite, just 
buy a package of 

Hood’s Pills 
And take a dose, from 1 to 4 pills. 

You will be surprised at bow easily 

they will do their work, cure your 

headache and biliousness, rouse the 

liver and make you feel happy again. 

) 25 cents. Sold by all medicine dealers. 
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ALABAMA'S FOUR LEGGED BABY. 

The Extra Logs Near tha Arms and Well 

Formed, 

Physicians in Alabama are taking much 

interest in the case of the four legged child 

to whom Mary Maddox, a negress, gave 

birth at Opelika on May 24. Tae baby is 

a well developed male child, 

Oaze pair of legs are in the ordinary 

position, snd, like the arms, are well form- 

ed. The ex'ra pair ot legs ara near the 

arme, and while quite well formed, sre 

small. The feet on the ex'ra legs are 

regularly formsd with toes and toenails, 

but have the appearance of belonging to a 

sickly child. Toe child is robust and 

bealthy, with all the faculties of an ordin- 

ary child. 

The child has been exymined by leading 

physicians of the S:ate and promounced 

healthy {in everything except the extra 

pair of limbs. He has good use of 

his regular limbs, but seems unable to 

control the others. The physicians after 

a careful examination, ssid that if the child 

lives, which seems altogether probable 

at this time, be will eventually get control 

of them, as there are about the same mus 

cles and ligam"nts in them that are found 

in a cub bear of the sams age. 

Thousands of people bave gone to 

Opelika to view the freak, of whom the 

parents seem to be very t nd. 

Several theories are advanced to account 

for this monstrosity. One of them is that 

the mother was frightened by a great black 

bear during the street fair in Opelika last 

fall De. Williamson, a strong believer 

in the Dirwinian theory, declares that the 

case is mmply a retrogression of mankind 

—1 step backward—and that the child 

demonstrates that ths bumsn race came 

from ths monkey family. 

The features of the child are regular. 

They are those of the typical Atrican, with 

the large mouth, fl.t nose and kinky hair. 

Already the father of the child, Jobn 

Maddox, is arranging to place him on ex- 

bibition, believing that he has the greateet 

human curiosity ever produced. He is 

awaiting the bighest bidder, and as soon 

as the child and mother sre strong enough 

they will take to the road. 

Hard to Bent. 

Small Son—*Vy you lets dot gustomer 

beat you down fifty z'nts on dose paats? 

Father—‘Dot’s all right, mine son. I left 

dose pricemarks on bebind, and he vill do 

us ten tollars vorth of advertising bevore 

he gets to Broadway. 

Look at Your Coat Cullar, 

Covered with dandruff, as usual. That 
mesns a diseased scalp. DD. White's 
Electric Comb wil soon cure that. Tte 
only patent comb in the world. Every one 
who has used it is wild with delight. Only 
40: and 60c each. D. N. Rose, Gen. 
Mgr., Decatur, lll. 

‘Marian, you have a hole as big as a 
quarter in the heel of your stocking, said 
an Indiannapolis mother to her 5 year-cld 
daughter one evening recently. 
‘Mamma, you exaggerate so,” replied 

the little one. ‘That hole isn’c bigger than 
I5 cents.’ 

Don't Waste. 

Your money on fake hair tonics. Dr. 
White's Electric Comb— Patented Feb. 
2, 99, is the only ssle, certain protection 
sgeinst baldness, dandrufl and all diseases 
of the scalp. Worth its weight in gold. 
Send 60: in stamps tor one NOW  Guoar- 
sauteed. D N. Rose, Gen. Mgr, Deca- 
tur, Il. 

‘Sandy Hook is to have a coast defense 
gun that wil! shoot with alleged a curacy a 
gistance os 21 miles. 

‘Say,it might bs a good thing rome time 
it Cleveland had une of these guns.’ 
‘What for?’ 
‘Why, 1t would only tuke nbout four of 

the shots to hit Canada.’ 

WANTED —Nest people to talk to neat 
people about a neat arucle. Every one 
whn slikes dandruff and headaches buys 

Iiath troubles sre impossinle to those 
wos use Dr. White's Elsctric Comb. 
Patented Feb. 2, '29. Agents are wld 
with rmeee Cures all scalp ailments aud 

‘e lime es & prac cil comb, 
sawnls 605. D. N. Rose, u gr, 
L .catur, Ul 

Jack—I just saw your wite (7 ang 
she was wa, simply stu 
aE I v sel 

? 
sant © BC) the 0 u ne sun oy, 

at 61 wriwng2d wily my 

wila the first oi the yoar to give her a cee 
tein amount each week, out ol whicu she 
was to pay household expenses and buy 
her clothes. 

THE WEALTHOY THE 0S iG RS. 

Latast Facts About the Kesrurces of the 

Kichest People in the World, 

The popular conception of the Indien, 

even in this city, so near tothe ‘Nation,’ is 

that be is an ignorant chap, with a blankat 

and squaw, and that all he has in the 

world is 8 Government ration and a pipe. 

) This is true, too, of some of the noble red 

men, but, in the language of the day. 

‘there are others,” and they are not 

squalid, poor or untbrifty, either. 

The Ossges are not only the richest 

Indians in the world, but there is no other 

people on the globe that compare with 

them, in this respect, white, black, red or 

yellow. They live in Oklahoma, and they 

have more money than they know what to 

do with. Soa man from their country, 

Major A. E. Whiting says, and be ought 

to know, for he has been trading with them 

for years. 

‘I was recently in Washington,’ sail 

M:jsr Whiting the other day, ‘and I learn- 

ed while there that the Osages hive made 

new contracts for the rantal of their past- 

ure lands. They have S00 000 acres of 

land altogether, and of these 600,000 acres 

gre leased for grazing, at an annual rental 

of £120,000. The Osages now have on 

deposit in Washington with the United 

States something like $8 000,000, for which 

they sold their lands in Ksnsas, and this 

brings them anoully £400,000 income. 

Besides they own more than one and one 

half million acres yet, which are easily 

worth $5 an acre. Their lind holdings 

are worth nearly $3 000 000 all told. 

There are 1.972 Indians in the tribe, snd 

they have their holdings in common, men, 

women, and children. When a child 1s 

born it becomes a joint owner with all the 

rest. Thus there is a continual in entive 

for the individual family to increase. 

“The profits from the money in the Unit- 

ed S:ates Treasury, the recent leasing of 

lands and other sources of rev:nue, give 

the tribe about $600,000 annually as an 

income. This figures out a little more 

than £300 for every man, womsn and 

child. When a family consists of a halt a 

doz mn or eight or ten, as it often does,you 

can fi zure for youreelt that it is a pretty 

good thing. The realty holdings of the 

tribe have a per capita value of about 

£4,000 and that means, for a smsll fam 

ily of five—sand that is a small one—about 

820 000 
‘As might be expected, this wealth bas 

attracted to the reservation many white 

men, who seek alliances with the Indian 

maidens. The foxy old governors, how- 

ever, have foreseen this, and they collect 

n poll tex of $1 per month from 

every white man there. This keeps the 

white population down and mikes it really 

desirable. The adventurer is given a cold 

greeting, let me tell you. 

‘Taese Osages hsve not failed to profit 

m-ntelly from their prosperity Thy 

have fine homes and schoole, and the sons 

and daughters are sent east to co'lege, and 

their homes are richly and tastefully furn- 

ished with carpets, pianos and good furnit 

ure. Of course a few families still live in 

the old fashion, but they are becoming 

fewer and fewer all the time. In the man, 

the O:ages are well worthy of their inberit- 

arc), and when, in a few years, they be- 

come citiz ns in full, they will not be the 

worst we have by any means.’ 

FATHER AND SON. 

Seperat-d By Failure To Fiad Gold: 

Unit:d By Success Ia Filadiag (t. 

Atter a parting of forty-five years, a 

fatber and son were united in Sausalito, 

California, last Monday under peculiar 

circumstances. 

In 1856, J S Bellrude the local justice of 

peace, lett his home in the State of Wis: 

conein to visit Califorris in search of gold. 

Behind him be latt & young wife snd an 

infant child, and be worked his way in the 

California wilderness with the thought ever 

before bim of making a rich strike and re 

turning to his little family with the wealth 

that would forever make him comfortable. 

Bat luck conspired against him and while 

success after success crowned the efforts 

of the men delving in the bills about him, 

bis own little ¢ aim only procured a heri- 

tage of debts. Ths years passed, and 

Bellrude learned that his wits was dead. 

The son was living in comtort with bis 

mother’s people and the dizcouraged man, 

feeling that all was well w'th the boy, al 

lowed bim to drop from sight and bis very 

exis'ence became uncertain to the father. 

Tuirty years ago the father mailed bis 

pic ure to (he son, and since that time the 
latier haus always tried to keep trace of the 

foruer’s whereabouts. 

A yeur ago the son, who bad become 46 

"years of age, left his home and emulating 

his to's example of years before, struck 

oui mio the frozen regions of Nome to 
search for gold. Luck which bad never 
come to the father, showered its favors on 

the sun and the latter located a number of 

good claims, which, he says will make him 
a wealthy man. A short time ago he re. 

The Hand 
that Rocks 
the Gradie 

the Wyld. 
Tho uounse- 

MA bold has 
sturdy chil 

4 dren when 
the family 

. remedy is 
{ JOHNEON'S 
¢; ANODYNE 
LINIMENT. 

=~ For ® years 
it has been 

: the best rem- 
edy for inflam- 
meationin every 

§ form. It can 
be used either 

internally or externally. 

JOHNSON’S 
Anodyne Liniment 
At any season of the year it cures croup, 

colic, cramps, diarrhea, cholera morbus, 

bites, bruises, burns, stings chafing. In 

fall and winter it cures co ds, coughs, ca- 

tarrh, chilblaing, bronchitis, la grippe, 

lameness, muscle soreness and pain an 
- 

flammation in any part of the body. In 

two size bottles, 26c. and ble. 

I. S. JOHNSGN & CO., 

22 Custom House St., Boston, Mass. 

turned to Seattle, from which place be 

located his sged father in Sausalito. Hs 

at once came to this town and almost the 

first man he met was Bellrude, Sr The 

latter was sitting on the front seat of the 

hack which he drives when the calls of 

justice are not pressing and he was at once 

accosted by the son. The latter held the 

picture sent him by his father thirty years 

ago in his band, end carefully sized up the 

old man. 

‘Are you J S. Bellrude?' the young man 

asked. 
‘Yep,’ answered the Justice. : 

‘Well do you know me?’ asked the 

stranger. 

‘No, I don’t know you, young man, and 

you can’t sell me anything, either,’ respond 

ed the Judge, who has not spent ten years 

on the Sausalito waterfront for nothing. 

‘Well, my nama is C. M. Bellrude, and 

I guess you are my father.’ said the strange 

er. ‘Here is the picture you sent me 

thirty years ago in Wyoming’ . 

The father recogniz-d the}likeness and 

then recognizsd his son. The pair walkéd 

home arm in srm, and the fatted calf was 

eaten io the Judge's furnished roome that 

pight. The son intends to put his father 

on an independent footing. 

ABSOLUTE 
SECURITY. 
Cenuine 

Carter’s 
Little Liver Pills. 

Must Bear Signature of 

See For 
See Fac-Simile Wrapper Below. 

Very small and as easy 

to take as sugar. 

C ARTERS FOR HEADACHE. 
FOR DIZZINESS. 
FOR BILIOUSNESS, 

IVER FOR TORPID LIVER. 
PILLS. |FOR CONSTIPATION, 

* |FOR SALLOW SKIN. 
FOR THE COMPLEXION 

s GENUINIZ MUST HAVL NATURE, 

28 ee Purely Vegetable, Chrome 

“. CURE SICK HEA/ACHE. 

CALVERT'S 
20 per cent. 

CARBOLIC 
SOAP 

Cures and prevents Insect 
and Mosquito bites. 

The strongest Carbolic Toilet Soap. 

F. C. CALVERT & Co., Manchester, Eng. 

BRANDIES! 
Landing ex “Corean.” 

100 Cs. Vrilland XXX 
100 % Tobut & Co. Quarts 
100  Morst, Freres, or Pints 
1 10 Octives * 

For sale low iaJbond or duty paid. 

THOS. L, BOURKE 

25 WATER STREET. 


