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Burnett and Ginger were the best|leaped the fence and stood ready to re-

of friends, notwithstanding a differ-

ence of opinion that might well have
Bur-

proved a strain upon affection.
nett thought he owned Ginger in fee;
Ginger contrariwiee was fully convin-

~* ced that not only Burnett, but all his  feet to say:

goods and chattels, belonged absolute-
ly to him,

were many and varied. He held Gin-
ger the most precious of them, if he

was no more than g mongrel, with the

bull strain predominant, crop-eared,
stump-tailed, tawny-brindle as to coat,
crook-legged, of mighty muscle, his

jaw deep underhung and his muzzle
A Dbig, lusty
creature, able to pull down three times

ferociously wrinkled.

his own weight, he was withal peace-

able, playfvl, with honest, kindly
blinking eyes. This, of course, when
unprovoked; in anger he was trans-

' figured — a four-legged fury that it
wae tha part of wisdom to avold.

Burnett had & great vanity of ap-

praising extravagantly whatever be-
longed to him, and when he told the
truth of Ginger he was but halt believ-
ed. So there were sly chuckles and
vovert nudges one midsummer Satur-
day morning when he galloped up to
the store at the crossroads, with Gin-
ger on the dead run at his horse's
heels. Ricke, the storekeeper, had al-
‘so a farm, mostly down in grass for
pesturing the live stock that he bred,
bought or took in trade. He sold one
head to a hundred, as the buyer chose.
Today a .piffiing buyer had just bar-
_gained for a lamb and two fat pigs—
ghoats, in Teanessee vernacular. Ricks
had almost balked — he knew cutting
cut the chosen animals from among
the hindred odd in his big grass field
. would be such a hot and tedious job;
besides, there was the store.” where he
might easily lose In custom very much
more than his prospective profit. Still,
there was the chance of another dry
week, and his grass had about every
hoof it could well carry, so the trade
had to be struck, and Ricks was on
the point of shutting up shop until the
merchandise was delivered, when Gin-
ger's ‘appearance changed his plans.

“Hello, Burnett! What good wind
blowed you here this mornin’ ' the
storekeeper shouted, leaving his horse
and loose reins in the middle of the
road, and Ginger gravely on guard be-
fore it. “You're jest the lad for my
money,” he went on, winking slyly at

‘ the others. “I've got a pizen mean job
on hand—shoat-ketching, this time 0’
day! You must ’a’ brought that dog
along jest on purpose to do it for me.”

“I didn’t—but I'll do it for you, and
welcome,” Burnett said, looking keen-
ly around. He had not seen the
smiles and nudges, but urbelief
was somehow in the air. “Come and
see it, you-all,” he went on. “You been
laughin’ behind my back long enough.
I lay thar ain’t one of you but has said
I lied about Ginger—"

“Whad d’ye lay you ain’t been doin’
of it?’ Tommy Walker drawled, swag-
gering a little forward, his hands in his
pockets. Burnett flushed—he was thin-
skinned, body and soul. “I'll lay a
horse against a ginger-cake—that horse
right out there before ye,”” he said—
“gand throw in Ginger and the drinks,
if he don’t show ye he can do all I've
sald.”

“Oh, I wouldn’t be rash—not so rash
as all that, if I was you, Burnett,”
Ricks expostulated. “You don’t want
to set the mistis afoot. We-all know
she rides that black, carryin’ a baby in
her lap and two more behind her.
Leave him out. I ain’t sayin’ a word
against the dog, nor you—but you, nor
nobody, cair’t always count on anim-
fles.” -

“I can count on Ginger,’”” Burnett said,
hotly. “Here, boy! Show ‘em!”’—strid-
ing out with the crowd at his heels.
In a wink he had tethered the horse
and was at the pasture-side, saying:
el me jest which critters you want
—and mind you make no mistakes.
That wouldn’t. be fair—not to me, nor
the dog. I say now, and back the say-
in’ with all I’ve named, he will go in
there and fetch out to me whatever I
tell him to—one beast or two or three,
He can’t count beyond three—I've tried
him over and over. But he does know
.one pig from another, or one sheep, or
one steer. Put him on the track of it
and it’s got to come to you—else run
{tself to death tryin’ to git away.”

“If he can, and does, you.Mmay take
my hat, and my horse along with the
ginger-cake,” Tommy Walker said,
stoutly. “I'm-a great mind to say a
hundred -dollars to boot. But ‘I want
to make jest this bargain—Burnett
must point at what the dog’s to ketch,
then stay here with us instead o’ goin’
with him in the pasture.”

«1f I had to be my own  dog that
way, I'd never keep @Ginger,” Burnett
retorted, his hands clinching on the top
rail of the pasture-fence. Ricks leaned
over it, scanning the flock of sheep
grazing a little way off. “Ketch me
that nighest lamb,” he said. “He's as
good as any—and the brown spot on his
rump sorter marks him down.”

“In there, lad!” Burnett sald to Gin-
ger. The dog leaped the fence, and
stood still, looking up at his master,
maving no movement’toward the gra-
zing flock. The spotted lamb was on
the outside of it, some twenty yards
off. As Burnett pointed at it, he said,
very low: “Fetch, Ginger! The nlgb
fellow! Quick!”

Ginger walked sedately within flve
vards of the flock, his stump-tail wag-
ging, his head down, snifing at the
grass. As he broke into a trot, the
flock dashed headlong down pasture.
He was after it like a shot, soon run-
ning level with the leader, yvelping a
little but not trying to nip or hold any-

thing. The doubters in watch, set up '

a laughing shout—it was so much more
than impossible now that he could even
half save his master's face. But be-
fore they had their laugh out, the
flock came scurrying back, with Gin-
ger in the midst of it at the heels of
the spotted lamb. At sight of the clus-
tered men, the sheep broke - pack pell-
- mell. Ginger went with them, still
slose upon his quarry, paying no heed
to the rest. This time the flock haif
circled, running in a wide curve to
the easterly fence. With three growl-
ing barks Ginger scattered it thereo,
hLimself following a knot of three—the
spotted lamb, its mother and a yearl-
Ing wether, which went zigzagging
wildly about. Somehow the zigzags
each brought them nearer the watch-
Ing group. As they came within ten
yards of it, Ginger sprang upon the
famb, nipped an ear lightly; and half
dragged it to his master, who had

Since Burnett farmed in
‘a-biggish way, the goods and chattels

| celve it. "
i “Hurray, Ginger! Good dog! Well
.done!" the doubters shouted—Tommy
}Wa.lker as heartily as any. Ricks
i even looked up from tying the lamb’s
“Seein’ is believin’. Here-
i after, if anybody tells me this dog can
| talk, T'll say, ‘Umph, humph!” He cer-
| tainly is a wonder.”

| *“He is that!” Tommy Walker as-
sented. ‘Still—Burnett, are you right
down sure he can count? Because if
you ain’t—""

‘“He’s sure—no matter about me,”
Burnett said, smiling proudly. “If you
want to see hifm do it; pick out your
shoats. We ain't got much longer to
tarry, Ginger and I. The mists said
come home by twelve o’clock—she’s go-
in’ visitin’ this evenin’.” 5

?l‘he pigs were quickly chosen—two
fine, saucy, spotted fellows, as like as
peas in the pod to a dozen .of their
mates. Nobody thought the dog <could
possibly distinguish between them and
the others, still less that he would be
able to bring them out together. 1In
spite of what they had seen, that was
beyond belief. But Burnett logked con-
fident. He went with Ginger a little
'way in, pointed to him the chosen pigs
as though speaking to a human being,
then walked back to the fence and
leaned upon it, outwardly cool, though
with a thumping heart.

“Ginger wouldn’t be out there if he
was my dog,” Tommy Walker said.
“S'pose he nips a mite too hard—we-all
know what happens when a pig squals,
with fifty old hogs in hearin’. Like as
not them old sows will roll him over
and gash him all to pieces—they’ve got
wicked sharp tushes, and will fight
gnythin; when they’'re sucklin’—"’
| “Wait, Tommy! Youll find out Gin-
ger knows what he's about,” Burnett
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interrupted, shading his eyés the bet-
ter to watch the dog. All eyes, indeed,
were fast on him. The two pigs had
been feeding about ten yards apart.
He had run from one to anotther,
yelping playfully on the outer side of
each, until he had, in a manner, press-
ed them into line, a little way apart.
Thus they scampered away from him |
half down the pasture. Then he turn-!
ed them, heading them back as he had |
-done the sheep. But they were ill to!
drive; moreover, another intrusive pig :
dashed in between them. Ginger had
a great bother cutting him out and |
sending him about his affairs. By the |
time that was accomplished, the other
two had separted. Again he brought
them together, darting and dancing
about them so swiftly that they rhust
have felt themselves impelled forward
by a queer big fork very much alive.
They were very fat—grass-fat, and
stuffed with tender grass. They began
to tire, to lag, at last to grunt piteous-
ly, as they trotted before him shoulder
to shoulder. The other shoats, the big
hogs, even the suckling sows, paid no
heed to the dog—he was seemingly but
' playing with these two chosen fellows.
If one of the two had but cried dis-
tress, every hog in the pasture would
*have come bristling and gnashing to
_the rescue.

| Ginger knew it—hence his tactics. He
{ himself was tired, and hot and thirsty
beyond words. But whgn they went

past the pond, he would not stop for a
. lap, nor let the pigs stop. In vain they
ran out, now on this side, now on that |

—they found themselves always headed !
and kept golqg Ginger’'s way. Panting,
grunting, actually squealing faint pro- |
testing squeals, he brought them to his
master’s feet, so tired that one lay down
as soon as it was still; the other stood |
stolid while ready hands laid hold on |
it. Then, as the pair was hoisted safely
over the fence, there were cheers of
the heartiest for Ginger and his master.
The doubters, each and several, were
ready to recant, to apologize, but no-
body did it save obliquely. Tommy
Walker spoke the inmost thoughts of
all when he said, wringing Burnett’s,
hand at parting: “Jim, I reckon we-all |
had better ’'lect you sheriff—Ginger’d |
make sech a fine deputy. Whoever he
went after had jest as well come in at
once. Then for standin’ guard he'd be
worth a whole posse—"

“Oh, I don’t know about that,” Bur- |
nett interrupted, reddening—he was.
well known to aspire tq the office.
Amid the general laughter, he went on: |
“But I do know he’d die by—anything !
he thought was mine—my wife, child,
horse, prisoner, even my old coat—and |
that, too, whether or no I had bid him |
watch.” !

It was something legs than two years
later that Ginger justified his master’s
faith, not to name proving himself be- |
yond price. Burnett had been elected |

.sheriff, and was doing the county’s |
business quite as diligently as ever he
had done his own. That meant staying!
‘nway from home more than half the
time. Mrs. Burnett sighed over it, but
never complained. -She was a little
woman, shy and timid. The house,
moreover, was somewhat solitary, the
nearest cabin standing a quarter of a
mile off, and the three tenant houses
still farther, quite upon the border of
the place. But she was not really
afraid — she could not be with Ginger
patrolling the big yard. Nothing got
by him unchallenged after dark ex-
! cept his master, and Little Jim, the
baby, now four years old. When Lit-
tle Jim had been in arms, he had in-
sisted upon sharing his bread-and-milk
{ with Ginger, then a scraggy pupPpy of.!
little promise. Ginger remembered.

Full grown, he let Little Jim ride on

his back, pull his ears, even swing full

weight on that precious stump-tall. |

Indeed, there was but one thing he |
‘would not let the child do—that was |
to etay outside yard-bounds, unless he |
himeself was free to go along.

Burnett kept a close mouth as to of- |
ficial business — this partly through
henorable celuticn, partly also through
a wish not to alarm his wife. She
would not have slept a2 wink if she had
known of the money, the papers worth
more than money, locked many a night
within the big black walnut secretary

that stood in the westerly of the two

great front rooms. The house was
low and rambling, with wide front hall,
and a disproportionate L running out
from the back. There was a plazza
across the back and down the L. The
front was bald, and-the windows ev-
erywhere furnished with Venetian
shutters, strongly barred.

So there really seemed little risk In
leaving it, with everything shut tight
except the front door, where -Ginger
was on guard. Still, Mrs. Burnett
would never have done it — if she had
known. Her husband had seemed pre-
occupied for a day or two; he had rid-,
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den off before daylight, without awak- | and
ening her, leaving word with the cook | ley,

that he would be home some time that
day. She could not bear to have him
find the door shut in hisg face, with no-
body to keep him company. Besides,
Little Jim always took a morning nap
—he would be sure to fret if she let
him go along to the Lapsley old fields
after wild strawberries. The other
children were going, also the cook and
the housemaid. But Ginger would
look out for the boy if he waked be-
fore the berry-pickers came back. They
would not stay long—hardly till eleven
o'clock. The Lapsley old flelds lay
broadside to the Burnett place. They
had just been sold—at a Sheriff’s sale,
After this year there might be no more
strawberries to pick. Mrs. Burnett
knew vaguely that there had been
some little trouble over the selling; al-

| so, still more vaguely, that the trou-

ble had to do with Ned Lapsley, the
old major’s grandson, who had grown
up in foreign parts, where his scape-
grace father had lived and died. She
had said to her husband what a pity
it was to have the land go out of the
old name. He had answered, almost

| shortly, “It’s a good thing to get'rid of

a breed that has run out.” Thus she
knew he thought ill of the little stran-
ger, who ehe herself could not help
pitying — his grandparents, as long
as they lived, had been such good
neighbors. .

The house had been - empty since
they died, hence she had no scruple in
passing through the privet-hedged
yard, the over-grown garden, on her
way to the lower field where the ber-
ries were plentiest. Going that way,
sh had also to pass the graveyard.
Shyly she broke long blossomy rose-
branches and dropped them upon the
box-covered mounds inside the grey
stone walls. Twenty yards beyond,
she was startled to find herself face
to face with a slim young man, pallid
arnd dark-eyed, who, notwithstanding
she had never seen seen him before,
doffed his hat and asked, courteously:
“Is the sheriff home this morning, Mrs.
Burnett? I want to see him—because
1 think he wants to see me.”

“Then you go right to our house, and
wait for him—he may be home now,”
the sheriff’s wife said, hospitably, ma-
king to turn back. The stranger shook
his head, and almost ran away toward
the big road. She looked after him,
puzzled, somewhat roubled, more than
half tempted to go straight home. But
by this time she was in sight of the
berries, red, luscious, abundant. The
sight aroused all her housewifely in-
stinct; in a minute she was kneeling
among them, picking them as eager-
ly as any of the children — with the*
stranger, and all he stood for, thrust
quite to the back of her mind.

A very little later, the stranger was
before the Burnett house, scowling at
Ginger, who lay bristling and grawl-
ing in his throat, across the open front
door, with Little Jim asleep on a pal-
let just inside the west room. Ned
Lapsley, the stranger, looked at the
dog a minute, his scowl all the while
deepening, then walked quickly about
the house, scanning it for possible en-
trances. He had done many very bad
things, but house-breaking was not
among them. Yet he had been lurk-
ing about for just this chance since he

| had learned, two days back, that Bur-

nett’s desk had not only the price of
the Lgpsley land, but a bunch of notes
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checks upon which he, Ned Laps-
had taken the liberty of writing
other names than his own. Banker
Hardin had paid them, to save the Lap-
gley name—he had married the major’s
only daughter. He had given the in-
criminating documents to Burnett, tq
be used in the settlement of the estate,
less for the money they might be made
to represent than by way of insuring
young Lapsley’s absence in future.

That was but natural, seeing that
Ned was madly in love with his cousin,
Phyllis Hardin — also that her mother
kept a soft heart toward him in spite
of his misdeeds. He ground his teeth
as he looked at the barred windows,
the stout oaken back door, and thought
of Ginger. He must get in quietly—
a shot, even loud barking, would bring
the field-hangs upon him. If he could
but hit on some way of driving out
that damned dog! He thrust his hand
in his pocket, struck something there,
went white, gasped twice, then stead-
jed himself, the light of evil purpose
flashing in his eyes. The house stood
high, on rough stone pillars; the piazza
floor was almost level with his waist.
Cautiously he stooped, peered beneath,
then flung himself down flat, and dis-
appeared, wormlike, into the dusky
space below.

Fifteen minutes later, Ginger, still
prone on the bare floor, still sniffing,
bristling, growling in his throat, sat up
and began to enuff the air uneasily.
Little Jim also stirred, rolled over,
then sat up, digging chubby fists
into sleepy eyes, and ecoughing
the least bit. Ginger was puz-
zled. He scented a lurking. en-
emy, but was distracted by an odd
noise, a blurred, crackling splutter, his
nosec likewise offended with a pungent,
choking smell. He satood up beside
little Jim, tugging at the lad's frock,
all the while looking alternately out
of the open door at the corner where
thew est room adjoined the L. Smoke
threads crept up there through cracks
in the oak floor, and along thebase of
the log walls. Ginger barked at the
first of thein, shrilly, menacingly. As
other threads came up almost under
his feet, the barking changed to a
stifled ., howl. Then, quicker than
thought, he was barking again—anger,
hate, defiance—for right there in front
of him was the man who had first
troubled him. The man tried to whistle
him out, calling to him coaxingly,
making feints of patting his head. But
they were sickly feints. Ginger stood
upon his hind feet, leaping, darting,
growling with the thick smoke eddy-
ing above him. He had somehow got
Little Jim in front of him, where theQ
air was better. The littlg fellow was
crying, not loudly but in still terror,
tears streaming down his cheeks. Lap-
sley trled to ruch past the dog, felling
him with a bludgeon-blow in his rush.
But the sight of those blazing eyes,
those gleaming teeth and tense corded
muscles, was too terrifying. Twice he
essayed it, only to jump back. Then,
as thes make mounted, he made a last
bold stroke. With three clangs of
the big farm-bell he brought the field-
hands running—they saw the smoke,

so knew the need of haste. “Call off
that dog and save things!” Lapsley
cried to the foremost of them. The

men whistled to Ginger; he growled at
them, and held his ground. ‘“Kill him!
—why don’'t you?’ Lapsley shrieked.
The black men shook their heads.
“Pwould be him kill us, ef us tetched
him now,” one said; the others add-

ing in ¢horus, ‘“Marse Jim Burnett had |

ruther dew hole house burnt 'n lose
dat dar dawsg.”

““‘Smash windows—we must save the

sheriff’'s money—his papers!” Lapsley
half screamed. Obediently the men
made a breech—Lapsley leaped in

thrcugh it, groped toward the desk—
found himself selzed, borne ‘backward,
down flat, with Ginger at his throat.
The black men dragged Little Jim to
safety—none too soon, for the floor be-
neath him was scorching-hot. Inside
the room it was like a furnace, but Gin-
ger held on with a death-grip, until
he heard his master’s volce. Burnett
had come in the very nick of time.
Somehow, some way, he saved his

L)
desk’s secret drawer, althcugh he came
out with a singed beard and eyebrows.
Somehow, also by the men’s held, he
dragged out Lapsley, and laid hith,
death-struck, on the grass.

How the fire started was always a
mystery—to everybody except Burnett
and Ginger. For Ned Lapsley, poor
wretch, died the next day—with Phyllis
Hardin weeping over him, and think-
ing him a hero. She walked behind
his coffin in widow’s mourning, with
half the countryside there to see. He
had a great funeral—one that was
talked of for years after Burnett told
Ginger all about it—the flowers, the
fine coffin, everybody’s good words.
Ginger listened as though he under-
stood. He was not very comfortable,
although supremely happy. He had
four blistered feet and a badly scorch-
ed nese, but that made him all the
more beautiful in his master’s sight.
Burnett took the scared, wrinkled muz-
zle' betwen his hands, and laid it
aginst his breast, saying very low:
“We don’t grudge the dead anything—
do we, Ginger? We're too much of
gentlemen, both of us, ever to speak
the truth. But when I look at you,
and think of him, born to so much,
comin’ to so little, I can but wonder—
which was really the fellow dog?”

NOTED BANDIT GANG BROKEN.

Five Notorlous Malefactors Who Have
Workeg All Over Europe Are Given
Long Sentences.

AMIENS, March 23.—The court of
assizes, after a fortnight's trial, passed
sentence on five of the notorious gang
of 26 notorious malefactors who oper-
ated in France and in foreign countries
under the leadership of Marius Jacob
to terms of imprisonment ranging from
life-long at hard labor for the ring-
leader to five years. The others were
acquitted.

For a number of’ years a gang of out-
laws, at the head of which was Marius
Jacob, a very young man, had been
committing robberies in nearly every
city of France, and in foreign coun-
tries; murders occasionally resulting
from their operations. Jacob, whose
headquarters were in Paris, directed the
villlanies with the utmost system, keep-
ing also a full record of the spoils, and
adjudicating the division of the_ pro-
ceeds among his rogues. The arrest of
the twenty-six, whose trial has just
closed, followed upon the capture of
cne of their number, who disclosed the
facts of the organization, as well as
the names and whereabouts of his as-
sociates. Several, however, contrived
to escape. Jacob, when arrested, sham-
med imbecility, but on the exposure of
pretence, assumed an attitude of de-
flance and bravado in which he was
imitated by the others of the gang. In
the passage of the vans through the
streets of Amiens between the prison
and the court, the criminals shouted
anarchistic sentiments and in other
ways so angered the residents that on
several occasions it seemed as though
the vans would be mobbed.

THEY KNOW IT.

Thousands of people throughout the
country know that the ordinary rem-
edies for piles—ointments, supposi-
tories and appliances—will not cure.

The best of them only bring passing
relief.

Dr. Leonhardi's Hem-Roid is a tab-
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NEXT OPPONENT FOR
: ‘CHAMPION JEFFRIES.

Big Jim McCormick, the young Texas
giant whose recent distinction was to
join John L. Sullivan as a sparring
partner, is now eager to be Champion
James J. Jeffries’ next opponent. Mc-
Cormick addrgssed his challenge to the
Californtan in a lengthy epistle fror.n
Térre Haut, Ind. He also encloses his
record. It is a trifle faulty in compila-
tion, containing victories which do not
appear on the record table. It comes
over his own signature and is given to
the public as it is received:

“Terre Haute, Ind., March 7, '06.

Now I cannot understand why it is, if
James J. Jeffries claims to be the
champion of the world, that he is not
open to meet all comers, without put-
ting such obstacles in the way of any
man like me who cannot raise the am-
ount of money that he demands before
an agreement to fight is made.

“How does he expect, or anyone else,
that any new timber can be turned
dut or any one to have & chance if he
is so exacting?

“I am 26 years old, weigh 196 pounds
at the present time and stand six feet
two and a half inches in height, and
am practically in good condition, and
will be ready and wiliing to fight with
60 days’ notice and here I am barred
by Jeffries, who caims to be the cham-
pion of the world. Now, it was not so
in the days of John L. Sullivan,

“I am reasonable to post a reasonable
amount ‘of money, and every one
knows there are not many men living
now who can furnish $5,000 or $10,000
to bind a match, but T can furnish $2,-
500. Is he afraid to meet me because
I knocked out Jack Johnson and Sandy
Ferguson, two men whom he refused to
meet? Or is it because he is afraid of
me? Now, I will meet him, and de-
posit $1,500 or $2,500, and fight him be-
fore any club offering the largest purse,
the winner to take 80 cent. and the
loser 20 per cent. That ought to show
him my sincerity, for 20 per cent. would
not much more than pay my training
expenses, and, if this is not satisfac-
tory, I will give him 90 per cent, and
take ten per cent. I do not believe any
men who have ability should be barred
by a°man who only a few years ago
did not have the amount of money in
his possession which he now asks any
one to put up that wants to meet him.
There is no question of a doubt: but
what I can lick this man Jeffries to a
moral certajnty, and if he .will only
glve me half a chance, or guarantee
even my training expenses, I will agree
that he shall take all. I am at pre-
eent John L. Sullivan’s sparring part-
ner, and I am ready to meet James J.
Jeftries or.any other man within three
months from the date of signing arti-
cles. Very sincerely,

“JIM McCORMICK.”

Here is McCormick’s record from his
own pen: i

“I was born Jan. 25, 1879, at Galves-
to, Tex. Started boxing in the year
1899, and my first fight wase with Jack
Johnson, in Galveston, Tex. It was
stopped by the police and called a
draw, after fighting seven rounds.

«T next met Australian Billy McCar-
thy, in Galveston, in 1899, who I de-
feated in three rounds. Subsequently
I knocked Herman Burneau out at
Galveston out in the same year, in five
rounds.

“My next fight was with Jack John-
son, same year, and I lost on a foul in
seven rounds. Afterward I beat Geo.
Lawler in Boomville, Mo., in 1899, in
two rounds. .

“My next contest was with George
Lee, at Boomville, Mo, in 1899, and I
beat him in two rounds. I lost to Stock-
ing Conroy, New Year's day, 1900, in
Troy, N. Y., on & foul, in five rounds.

“My next bout was with George
Byers, in Brockton, Mass., which was
a 15-round draw. Next I met Jack
Johnson, the negro heavyweight, in
Galveston, in 1900, and lmpcked him
out in seven rounds. I met him twice
after this in the same city and in the
same year, and defeated him again in
the same number of rounds.

“My next contest was in Oklahoma
City, where I met Oliver Chase, whom
1 defeated in one round. Kid Lewis
was a'so beaten by me in Oklahoma
City, 1900, in one round. My next fight
was with Julius Patterson, Witchita,
Kan.,, where 1 defeated him in seven
rounds. -

My next bout was with Jack Bon-
ner, at Leadville, 1900, whom I defeat-
ed in five rounds, kocking him out. At
the same place I met and defeated
Denver Ed. Smith in two rounds. I
journeyed then to Denver, where I met
and defeated Bob Watkins in five
rounds. I also boxed a ten-round
draw with Fred Russel.

“My next bout was in Leadville, Col.,
where 1 met and defated Patty Purteil
in nine rounds. Again going to Den-
ver, I met and defeated Bob Watking
the second time, in one round.

«I retired then for two years, and,

St. Louis, in 1902, and knocked him out
in five rounds. My next fisht was with
Jimmy Hanlon, of New York, whom I
defeated in two rounds at Springfleld,
111, in -1905. |

“My next contest was with Billy
Stift, in Chicago, whom I defeated in
two rounds. Next I met Sandy Fergu-
son. at Hot Springs whom I knocked
out in_five rounds.

«I was matched to fight Kid McCoy
on Friday evening, March, 3, but the
match was called off so I could join
John L. Sullivan and become his
sparring partner, and T want to say
right here that I have issued challenges
to James J. Corbett and all the heavy-
weights. The only barrier that has
been between us is that up to the pre-

of money to cover their forfeits which
they demand.

“In referring to my fight with Kid
McCoy, which was to have taken place
on Friday night, March 3, I want to
say through you to the sporting world,

let taken Internally that removes the
cause of Piles, hence the cure is per-‘
manent. Every package sold carrles‘
a guarantee with it. ‘

It is perfectly harmless to the most |
delicate constitution. A month’s treat- |
ment in each package. Sold at $1.00.!
At any drug store, or The V\'llson-Fer{
Co., Limited, Niagara Falls, Ont, |

that the reason 1 would not fight Mc-
Coy is from the fact that he wanted
me to lay down in the third round.
Now these are facts, which I stand
ready to prove. I have always fought
on the level, and I always will, and if
ony one bets a dollar on any one of my
fights they can rest assured that I will
do my best to win.”

SPORTING.

“Enclosed find my recoré up.to date. |

after resting up, I met Kid Herbert in’

sent time I have not had the amount

. else.
. something of the pertinacity of Joe

The Ring,
Baseball.

:

i A

AMONG THE BOXERS.

Ah Wing, known in California as the
“Yellow Peril,” promises to make
trouble for some of the other small
fighters. Wing is not a Boxer, although
he is something of a boxer. Just at
present he is helping Young Corbett to
get into shape for his fight with ‘“‘Bat-
tling’’ Nelson. X

Wing started fighting in the Sapp
Francisco A. C. several years agy,
backed by Alex. Greggains. He
“discovered” by “Rute” Turner in
Stockton, a town in the interjor of the
state. Wing worked in a laundry, but
the black fighter made him come out
and box, afterwards taking him through
the west as his sparring partner.

‘Wing fought several times in the
San Francisco A. C., where he was re=-
garded more as a joke than anything
However, he seemed to have

Grim, and he dodged the knockouts. He
danced about the ring in an amusing
manner. He was long bodied, and had
the characterigtic short, bowed legs of
his race.

Wing always smiled while he was
boxing with a smile so childlike and
blane that it seemed a shame to hit him,
but like Bret Harte's ‘Heathen
Chinee” he often has something up hig'
sleeve.

One of the other fighting curiosities |
brought out in San Francisco, the cen-
ter of the fighting game, ever since
the going out of the Horton law, was
Joe Gregg, an Indian. He as a
‘Washoe, or a Jute, I think. At any
rate, he drifted into California from
some other state. He was a great
fighter, but after whipping many of
the best featherweights he disappear-
ed and has never been heard of since.

Without any doubt the Irish furnish
most of the world’s best fighters. Ire-
land has been in a turmoil so many
centuries that fighting comes as natural
to an Irishman as eatihg. John L.
Sullivan was the greatest of all the big
men who have fought in the ring, and
with the possible exception of Jeffries,
his reputation will probably last long-
est. Of all the little men, none ever
livad better than Terry McGovern.
Britt is of Irish blood. So are Jim Cor-
bett, Peter Maher, Tom Sharkey, Geo.
Gardner, Eddie Hanlon, and scores of
others who are still in the ring.

Frank Erne is of the Swiss descent,
g83°'is Gus Ruhlin. Gans and Walcott,
the best of the dusky fighters, are both
black. Gans with a tinge of yellow,
Walcott is a little blacker than coal
dust.

Jim Jeffries, the great champion, is
said to be of English and Portuguese
blood. Bob Fitzsimmons was born g1
Cornwall and brought up in New Za;
land, where he learned the rudimen
of the fighting game. He reached his
best in the country by combining the
American style with his own native
skill,

bootblack before he became the cham-
pion punching bag of the world. “Kid”
Carter is a descendant of the ancient

family tree.
Sctoch, Marvin Hart of Kentucky is. o
old English stock.

Taken all around, the Anglo-Saxon
race is the fighting race. It furnishes
nine out of ten fighters. The Anglo-
Saxon countries have always encour-
aged the use of a man’s natural wea-
pons—the fists—in preference to the
knife or the. stiletto. In the southern
cou_ntrleo of Burope fist fighting has
always ben heavily punished by law,
while the use of the deadly steel
blade has been encouraged by custom
for centuries.

The result of this is that the Anglo-
Saxon has an inherited knack of hit-
ting straight and hard, while others
are awkward and uncertgin as soon
as their hands are encased in boxing
gloves.
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BASEBALL.

The Wonderful “Stop” Ball.

A new ball has shot athwart the base-
ball horizon and the so-called “spit”’
ball must now be relegated to a recum-
bent position in the extreme rear. The
latest wrinkle in baseball is the “‘stop”’
ball, which Leon Ames, the young
twirler of the champion Giants, is s3id
to have perfected during the past win-
ter at his home near Warren, Ohio.
The big pitcher is himself loath to talk
of his discovery, but it is an open se-
cret among his boyhood friends that
he has a ball which will doubtless
prove a reyelation to big league bats-
men in 1905. It is said to be practi-
cally unhittable and much easier for
the catcher to handle than the uncer-
tain “spit” ball i

According to information, which has
roached a number of Ames’ team’
mates, the “stop’” ball goes with terri- |
fic speed a part of the distance to=|
ward the batsman and then suddenly
ehows up and crosees the plate about
thé same speed as the slow ball now
used by most twirlers. This discovery,
it is said, was made last fall by Ames
while he was practicing at the  Polo
Grounds. It was discovered by acct-
dent. n

Ames has been practicing the deliv-
ery the greater part of this winter in |
a gymnasium which he had construo-
ted in a large tobacco barn. %

The twirler guards his secret as jea-
lously as the average soubrette does
her age after she passes thirty, but
it is known that in pitching the “stop”
ball Ames grasps the sphere in a cer-
tain way and gives it a new twist as
it leaves hig hand. It took McGinni-
ty quite a while to perfect his famous
“raige’” ball in order to acquire com-
plete control, and Ames has not mas-
tered the ‘“stop’” ball without a great
deal of thought and almost unremit-
ting work in his improvised gymnas-
jum. When arked about the new de-
livery Ames simply smiles a knowing
smile, but from all that can be gath-
ered it will be in his repertoire of
twists, curves and benders during the
ceming season.

(Continued on page 5.)
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HINTS TO PIPE SMOKERS.
Don’'t pack the tobacco too tightly in
your pipe. For a tomfortable smoke
put in Rainbow Cut Plug Smoking To-

bacco fairly loosely and press it genf#
ly down in the bowl oocasionally whily
smoking. s by

Joe Grim is an Italian. He ‘was & _.

Vikings. Young Corbett has a German.:* -
Sandy Ferguson is "
£
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