
LOVES GREATEST SAC iE. 
ee ——— ra —— 

My brother Hugh and I were twins, and 

loved each other with a fervor that grew 

in intensity as we advanced in years. 

Perhaps the peculiar affection which is 

said to exist between twins was strong in 

us. 
Our home, a little cottage of rough- } 

hewn stone, was situated in one of the wild 

but beautiful vales that lie north of Bala. 

We played together, Hugh 

climbed the rocky hills together; boated | 
i and, as the steam slowly drifted away, and on the tiny lakelet together, and, when we 

were old enough, tramped over the hills | 

to school together. We were inseparable. 

The dangers of one were the dangers of 

the other; his sorrows were mine, and my 

joys were his, So our lives passed in 

simple, childlike happiness, until we were 

18, when a thing happened that strained 

the strength even of our love to its very 

utmost tension. 

We would either of us have willingly 
and cheerfully died for her—the girl we 

loved, but we would also, if there had 

been need, as cheerfully and willingly died 

er each other. rx 

Many times we walked togethel w her 

home at Bala and pulled across the lake, 

Sometimes Hugh rowed and she and I sat 

side by side in the stern and steered the 

little boat; sometimes the position was re- 

versed, and I pulled while he sat by 

Jennie's side and held the rudder lines. 

But it could not go on so always. We 

knew that she could not make us both 
happy, though, so far, as we thought it 

over, she had shown no preference for 

either, unless, as I sometimes fancied, her 

eyes rested longer, and with different ex- 

pression, on me than on him, Yet it must 
come to an end, and so, one gloriously 

bright summer day we strolled grm in arm 

up the mountain side and sat down at the 

turn of the footpath, from whence we 

could see the white cottage and the beauti- 

lake behind it. 

It was there she lived, and oh, for long 

did we gaze lovingly, with full, tremulous 

hearts. at the dear place. That scene: the 

lake, its wavelets dancing and sparkling 

like diamonds in the sunlight; the great 

mountains which encircled it as with a 

rampart—nay, rather, as a gem is encircled 

by the metal which protects it; and the 

cottage, with its clinging ivy and jasmine, 

and scented hcneysuckles, the fair roses, 

which she —fairer even than they—had 

tended; how it spoke to us that day. Yet 

it was not of sparkling lake, nor of swell- 

ing hills, nor even of the embowered 

cottage; to us the centre of the whole scene, 

the jewel in its casket, 

“Jim,” at last said my brother, and 

his voice sounded far away, so faint was 

it, and choked with emotion: ‘Jim, we 

cannot always be together. She must 

choose one of us. Promise me that which- 

ever of us she takes, you or me—and we 

will take no unfair advant:ge, one over 

the other—promise me that you will still 

be friend and brother, and that nothing in 

the world shall come between us.” 

I dared not trust myself to speak, but 

grasped tight the hard, rough hand he 

held out to me. Then, each with one 

long look into the other's face to see, 

perchance, the honoring, trustful love 

mirrored there, silently, with a foreboding 

of a great sorrow, we had gone up. 

And so, for the future, we never went to 

see her together, but took our little, 

simple presents on different days, and 

never did either return without the other 

meeting him on the way, to see by his face 

whether it had ended. 
But there was nothing unfair, nothing 

below board. We could always look one 

another straight in the face, give the 

honest grip of the hand, and walk home 

together as we had always done. Jennie 

soon showed that she cared for me most 

yet I am sure she shed many tears that 

she should need to pain him, for I know 

she was aware that my brother loved her 

as well and truly as I. 

However that be, one bright day, the 

brightest and most glorious in all that 

glorious summer, I told her all my thoughts 

and asked her to be mine - to live with me 

always. I could not help it. Something 

within me, of which I had no control, 

seemed 10 be speaking from my mouth, as 

though all my power and will had to be 

taken from me and given to that strange, 

throbbing soul within. 

But though my heart thrilled with in- 
tensest joy when I folded my arms round 

her, and she lifted her face in love and 

trust, and I kissed ber, even then I thought 

of Hugh, and felt like a mean coward, a 

sneaking, underhand supplanter, as though 

I were taking a cruel advantage over him. 

So, when I went home, my joy was tem- 

pered with a feeling almost of shame. For 

the first time in my life I was unwilling to 

meet him; for the first time unable to look 

him in the face, and as I saw his figure in 

the purple distance, I felt that I would do 

anything to avoid the eager scrutiny of his 

eyes. 
It was as I feared, for even as he came 

toward me with his arm outstretched, he 

saw how it was and stopped, still mechani- 

cally holding out his hand to greet me. 

The while a great sorrow swept over his 

face, he tried to smile and wish me joy. I 
took him by the hand and led him to the 

ash wood, where the shadows lay deepest, 

and, with much stammering and hesitation, 

told him all. Never shall I forget the 
deadly pallor—the look of agony that 

seemed to have frozen on his handsome 

sunburnt face. I saw the tears fill his eyes, 

and his broad chest heave with his strong, 

manly emotions, and longed to comfort 

him. At last, in a low, trembling voice, 

he said: “God bless thee, lad, and Jennie, 

too; and then, with his hands clenched 

and his head low down, he staggered slowly 

away. And I sat there, feeling that I 

wauld rather a thousand times have died 

than have caused him that cruel pain. 

Only once did I see him after that; for 

when at last I mustered courage to go home 

they told me how he had gone in and kiss- 

ed them one by one with tremulous lips, 

and while they were wondering fearfully 

why he was so pale, had gone out and had 

not come back. I knew. 

Three years passed away—three years of 

happiness only marred by that last sad 

scene, I remembered his agony; saw over 

and over again his heaving chest; heard 

his panting breath, and knew that he could 

not have forgotten Jennie. I knew not 

Then that the truest happiness a man can 

have comes from the doing of a noble self 

sacrificing action, and that surely must 

. have been his. We never saw him. Oc 

casionally he wrote to us, never, however, 

giving any address, and his letters were 

posted at widely separated places. He was 

an driver, and that was all we 

knew. 

But there was one thing he never omitted 

in his letters, and that, though we knew it 

engine 

was there before we saw it, always made 

my eyes fill: *‘Give my love to Jennie.” 

We were going to be married early in 

the spring, and I was looking forward with 

ardent longing to the consummation of my 

hopes. Happy times they were, and to-day 

was happier than that in the summer, 

when, the farm work being done, she and 

I went for a holiday to Chester, 

On the journey back a strange, awful 

thing happened. I was close 

her hand was in mine, and we were dream- 

to Jennie; 

ing of the happy time to come, when sud 

denly we were aroused by the shrill whistle 

of the eng ne, and a few seconds af
ter the 

carriage began to rock violently from 
side 

cannot that I not 

when Jennie put her arm 
to side, I say Was 

alarmed, but 

round me and clung to me for protection, 

as trustfully as a child to its mother, my 

courage returned. For I was proud of that 

i feeling of sweet responsibility. 

i fearful crash. 

and I; 

implicit trust, so that I forgot my fear ina 

Almost 

immediately the train began to slacken 
down in speed, and at last came to a stand- 

! still, and at the same instant we heard a 

Then all was silent. 

I let down the window and looked up 

the line. Great soft clonds of steam were 

rolling silently toward us, their under sur- 

face glowing a dull red, as though dyed 

with blood Our train was without engine, 

our eyes got accustomed to the gloom, we 

made out about a couple of hundred yards 

up the line, two engines locked together as 

in a death embrace, while the fragments of 
i 
the goods train lay scattered around. 

We hurried toward the scene of the ac- 

cident. The heavy goods engine lay on 

its side, and jammed between it and the 

rocky bank was the passenger engine. The 

embers glowed with a dull red light as they 

lay spread out on the ground among frag- 

ments of wheels and twisted rods. From 

under the goods engine we dragged one 

poor fellow with many groans, for his leg 

was broken and the escaping steam had 

scalded him fearfully, and then, w th halt 

his body crushed hopelessly under a tangled 

mass of iron and steel, we found another 

with his eyes closed. 

Oh! "twas a horrid sight. It turned me 

sick, and I tried to prevent Jennie from 

seeing it. But she, eager to be of service, 

pushed me aside, and gazed at the poor, 

wounded figure lying there so helplessly, 

and then gave a scream of anguish and 

clung more closely to me, 

“Jim, Jim!" she exclaimed, ‘‘don’t you 

see who itis? It's Hugh!” 

And Hugh it was, in his rough, engine 

driver's clothes, with a deadly paleness 

showing through the soot on his face, and 

great drops of perspiration on his brow. 

We thought him dead at first, but at Jen- 

nie's exelamation he opened his eyes and 

smiled faintly at us. We were powerless 

to help him; we could not move that great 

mass of steel, nor could we draw him away 

from it, for, even as we but touched him, 

with a vague idea of saving him, he groan- 

ed in agony. And so, though it made us 

faint with horror, we knelt by his side and 

watched the tide of life quickly ebbing. 

His right hand was crushed under him, 

but his left was free, and as Jennie tender- 

ly and gently stroked it—all greasy and 

sooty as it was—his fingers clo ed over 

hers and held them. It seemed to give 

him relief, for a smile, more beautiful 

than I have ever seen on the face of mars 

either before or since, lit up his face with 

a great joy. 

“Jim,” he panted, and his voice was 

faint and low, so low that I had to place 

my ear close to his lips to catch the whis- 

pered words, ‘I cannot last—many min- 

utes—pray God—it may be short. It was 

—for your—sakes. 1 saw you—on the 

train. Kiss me, Jim—kiss me, Jennie, 

only once— the first—and last, I'm coming 

home again.” 

In silence, with eyes brimming over, we 

kissed the pale lips, and, gently wiping 

the death drops from his forehead, waited 

for the end. It was not long. We saw 

film fast dimming hs eyes, the eyelids 

gently closing. We saw the lines of agony 

on his face gradually softening, the pant- 

ing of his heart quieting, and knew that 

the end was come. 

With one sweet smile—in which it seem. 

ed to me there was more of Heaven than 

of earth—one last convulsive effort, he 

placed Jennie's hand in mine, and whis- 

pered, *‘Jim, make her happy.” 

That was all. The poor bruised body 

lay still—the spirit had flown. Hugh had 

“come home’ at last. 

I know not how long we knelt there 

reverently, not daring to speak, bat with 

the tears streaming down our faces—tears 

of which I have never been ashamed. But, 

as I helped Jennie up and was leading her 

away, still sobbing, someone touched me 

on the shoulder, and, turning round, I saw 

a man whom I recognized instantly as the 

stoker of our engine, His left arm was 

hanging loosely and helplessly in a rough 

sling which some thoughtful passenger had 

extemporized. He drew his right hand 

across his eyes, and looking, not at me, but 

at the dead, said: “You're his brother, 

sir, aren’t you?’ I nodded—I could not 

speak, for at the moment any words would 

have choked me, 

“Sir,” he said, “I know all about you 

and the young lady. Him’ —it did not 

need anything to tell me that he meant 

Hugh—‘‘Him and me were pals. I went 

to the shed just two months after he did, 

and we've just stuck together like brothers 

ever since. And, sir, he has told me many 

a time about you, He was never jealous 

of you; he always said that you deserved 

her and would make her happier than ever 

he could. But I was certain that beneath 

his kind, quiet manner, he must often have 

been miserable, for I could tell that he 

never ceased to love her. Do you know, 

sir, very often when he’s fallen asleep off 

duty, I've seen him smile as a child and 
murmur ‘Jennie, Jennie.” Don’t cry, 
mss, he's a lot happier now where he is, 
than he ever would have been. 
“We've never been on this line before, 

sir, and shouldn’t have been to-night, only 

just as they were getting the engine ready 
to bring your train she went off the turn- 
stile somehow or other, and the driver had 
his head hurt. Of course, you wouldnt 
hear of it, sir, there's many a hundred ac- 
cidents that people never hear of. because 
a railway man’s life isn't of much account, 
and if one’s killed they can easily get 
another. At any rate, that's why we were 
told to take the excursion back. 
“We dian’s like it. It's very awkward, 

you see, when you are on a strange lune, 
because you don’t know exactly when to 
look for signals, nor where the curves and 
inclines comes. However, it had to be done, 
aud so we backed down in good time and 
waited for the signal. Just abour two 

minutes before we were due to start, you 

went up the platform, and [ saw you and 
the young lady get into one of the car- 
riages. I didn’t know how it was, but 

somehow your faces seemed strang:ly 
familiar, and I was wondering whbo you 

ware, when suddenly he saw you and give 

a great start, and the blood rushed into his 

face. Then he looked at me with an ap- 

pealing, miserable look, and I felt quite 

scared. 
++Bill,! he said, in a hoarse whisper, 

‘it's them.” J knew in & minute who you 

were then. but I dido’t like that look; it 

was just as if he were going mad How- 

ever, there wasn't much time to think of 

it: for just then the signal was given and 

we were off. We went splendidly and rat- 

tled past the station in fine style, until, 

just as we got on the single line, we saw 

this goods train slipping along toward 
us at 

a fearful! rate down the incline, and knew 

that in two minutes at most there'd be a 

.mash. She was a long way off, but, then, 

yu see, & goods train has no brakes, and 

we hadn’t any worth speaking of. 

“I's awtal, sir, when a thing comes to 

you like thar, just when you are least ex— 

pecting 1t. You feel choked like—-as 

though you must do something, and 
don’t 

koow what it is. Hugh turned off steam 

and whistled, while I screwed down the 

brake until I heard the wheels grinding on 

the rails, but we both knew that we could 

never stop in time, or, if we could, the 

goods train would be smashing into us be- 

fore we could reverse. Suddenly Hugh 

sprang on the tender, yelling like mad: 

‘Bill, she’s in, she’s in! I don’t know 
what he meant, but I saw him fling him- 

self over the back of tha tender, in front 

of the carriages, and a few seconds later I 
heard the clank of iron and knew he had 

uolinked the couplings. How he did it, 

sir, I don’t know. He must have laid bim- 
self over the buffers somehow and leaned 
ver, lifting tha heavy links 

“Ia ten seconds he was back, shou'ing 
madly: ‘Off with the brake, man, off with 
the brake’ I began tounderstind what ha 
wanted to do, and unscrewed the brake; 

and then, under a fu'l head of steam, the 

engine left the carriages De hind. ‘Bil 

he shout d, ‘jump off jump ff!’ Ofe 

[ wou'd’t, and said so 

ipg itas faropen ssit w mld go, 

shouting, ‘Jump « ff! jamp off! 

«J thought of my little ones at homsa sir, 

and all in 3 twinkling, like a flash of light- 

He dido'v stop to | 

argae, butjturned to attend the lever, push- | 

ning, I saw them fatherless and my wife 
weeping bitterly for me and, for an instant, 
I thought of jumping off. But it was only 
for an instant, for even as the thought 
came, something told me my duty was to 
stop. And there I stopped, and now I'm 
glad Idid. 

“+gill,’ he cried turning $o me with a 
wild light of triumph in his eyes, ‘Bill, we 
shall save the passengers and—Jennie and 

Jim. Don’t you see, lad, how it will be? 
We shail stop the goods train by throwing 

it off Lhe line; and the carriages are nearly 

stopped now—look!” I glanced behind 

The train of carriages was a hundred yards 

away aud slowing down rapidly; the pas 
seng-rs were saved 

«Ia silence, save for the panting of the 
engine, we gripped each other's hand and 

waited. On, that waiting! I felt—nay 
heard—1Iny heart thumping like the engine 
itself. I tried to pray, but my brain was 
in a whirl. I longed for the teusion to 
ceas=; for the end to come. Just then the 
.0ods train reappeared around the curve. 

Tuey hadu’t seen us, for steam was op, bat 
ins antly we heard the sharp whistle and 

knew they were doivg their best to stop. 1 
saw Hugh g'ance quickly from the gods 
train to the cirriages, and his eyes lit up 
ouce more with a great, triumphant joy as 
ne gaz-d up to the sky; then, before I 
could say a word, or lift a finger, he siz d 
ho'd of me, aud eryivg: ‘Is your chauce, 
13d!" lifted mo clean off the engine and 
swung me on tothe back, I remember 
falling, and heariog a dall crash aud a 

fearful scream, and then all was silent. 
**That is all, sir,” he contir ued, turning 

from me to the crushed fizure under the 
engine. ‘He gave his life tor you.” 
Then kpeehng down, he took Hugh's 

cold hand into his own, and tenderly car- 
~gged it, the tears—no shame to him—rolling 
down bis cheeks, ard said: 

**God bless thee, Hugh, my best and only 
friend, Good-bye!’ and walked slowly 
away. 

FORD TO THE FRONT. 

The Great Amateur Athlete Will Again 

Enter the Lists. 

All lovers of athletic sport are rejoiced 
to know that the famous amateur athlete, 
Malcolm W. Ford, has joined the Knicker- 
bocker A. C. of New York and decided to 
enter the arena again. 

It was in 1882 that the Brooklyn gym- 

nast began his athletic career. His first 

championship was won at the National 

Association of Amateur Athletes. It was 

the running broad jump. In this event, 

wearing the mercury foot of the New York 
Athletic club, he cleared a distance of 21 

feet 7)4 inches. He also won the running 
high jump championship the same year 

with a record of 5 feet 834 inches, and later 

the same year captured the high jump at 

the Canadian championship meeting with 
a leap of b feet 434 inches. 

Besides he won the individual all around 
championship competitions in the years 

1885, 1886, 1888 and 1889, representing the 

Staten Island Athletic club the two latter 

years. Ford held the amateur champion- 

ship of America at the following dis- 

tances: 100 yard run, 1888, time, 0:10 4-5; 

MALCOLM W. FORD, 

1885, time, 0:10 2-5; 1886, time, 0:10 8-5; 

220 yard run, 1885, time, 0:23 4-5, and 

1886, time, 0:23 1-5, and won the running 

broad jump championship in 1883, 1884, 

1885, 1886 and 1889, making his best rec- 
ord the latter year, a distance of 22 feet 

7% inches. 
He won the Canadian championship at 

100 yards in 1886, the 220 yard run in 1885 

and 1886, and the quarter mile in 1885 

(time, 0:52 1-5). © He captured the running 
high jump in 1883, 1886 and 1888, his best 

record being made in 1886, at which time 

he won with a jump of 5 feet 11 inches. 
He also won the broad jump in 1886 and 
1889, the latter year making a record of 

22 feet 7234 inches. 
He has been in practical retirement dur- 

ing the last five years, but is said to have 

kept up his form, and in his thirty-fourth 
year he appears again to show what he 

can do now that he has reached the prime 
of life. 

CYCLING CHAT. 

There are 11 cycling papers in Paris. 

Tt is a wise racing man that knows when 
he is beaten. 

A new French wheel paper has the very 
suggestive title of Le Sprint. 

Louis Gimm of Cleveland has broken the 
50 mile standing start paced record, setting 

new figures at 2;11;17. 

The most sanguine supporters of E. C, 
Bald are bound to confess that he has been 
in very bad luck lately. 

A little rubber cap that is made to fit 
over the tire valve will be found worth its 
weight in gold to the ordinary rider. 

Since Jan. 1 Jacquelin, the French cy- 
clist, has won over 50,000 francs, almost 

as much as a cabinet minister receives. 

Starbuck, the long distance professional 
rider, will attempt to break the one hour 
record at the race meet of the Quill Club 

wheelmen at Manhattan Beach, N. Y., on 
Sept. 19. 
Scotland will make a bid for the world’s 

championship in 1897, and Henry Stumby, 
secretary of the International Cyclists’ as- 
sociation, under the auspices of which the 

championships are held, has promised to 
support Scotland's claims, 

OGDEN IS GREAT. 

The Winner of the Futurity Finds Him- 

self Famous, 

Ogden, the hitherto unknown western 

2-year-old which ran away with the great 
Futurity stakes at Sheepshead Bay recent- 
ly, remains the topic of turf talk. And no 
wonder, for the big brown son of Kilwar- 

lin and Oriole, beloved of Trainer Camp- 

OGDEN. 

bell and Jockey Tuberville, won the rich- 

est racing prize of the year, and did it in 

such grand, masterful style that it excited 
admiration even among the disappointed 
horsemen whose fleetest« fliers were 
matched against him. All honor be his, for 

while he was well bred and well trained, 

his great victory was accomplished by in- 

dividual energy and ability. 

Good Roads For All, 

The increasing power of theeycling con- 

tingent should be used in the interest of 
roads in general, either in the direction of 

bettering them or creating new ones that 

will be open to all light vehicles and, when 
occasion requires it, heavy ones too. There 

can be no defensible argument favoring 

special privileges for cyclists everywhere. 

All should enjoy a wide, well made road- 

way. It will readily be admitted that 
special cycle paths in all directions would 

be a grand thing for the cyclists, but how 

about the general driving public? A great 
number of cyclists will say that many 

among th + are inimical to cyclists 

and will do all in their power to 

crowd them off thedriveways. But while 

this is true there are also cyclists who are 

equally inimical to the driving public and 
annoying them in many ways. 
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Rather Mixed Up. 

[Wasbiogton Star.) 

“I can't help beng alittle melancholy,” 

he said, apologetically. 

“in trouble?” 

“Not on my own account. But I can’t 

inking over the misfortunes of two 

f mine who recently married, One 

1 who can cook and insists on play- 

ing tue piano. lhe other got one who 

knows how to play the piano and insists 
on cooking.” 

CAYLOR'S BALL GOSSIP 
Clubs Have Begun to Pick Out 

Next Year's Timber. 

FEW COLLEGE PLAYERS SIGN, 

McCreary of Louisville Has Become a Star. 

Left Handed Flayers Are Unsuccessful 

as Inflelders — “Uncle” Anson's Fading 

Bloom-—Tebeau’s Case. 

As the championship season in baseball 
draws to its close the clubs of the major 

League have begun a new raid upon young 

players in the minor organizations. This 
is due to a general desire to forestall the 

drafting privilege to which every club is 

entitled at the end of the season. The Phil- 
adelphias lead all clubs in this search after 

new timber, which confirms the report 

that its owners intend to reorganize their 
team on the basis of young players. The 

recent addition to their team of Lajoie and 
Grier has been followed up by the purchase 
of the release of Gallagher, shortstop of the 

Wilmington (Del.) club. Gallagher is one 
of the promising young players on whom 

more than one National league manager 

has been keeping an eye. 

Following in the footsteps of Philadel- 

phia, the Boston club has begun to reach 

out after young blood, and it paid a good 

market price for the release of Pitcher 

Klobedouz of the Fall River nine. The 
Washingtons about the same time secured 
the services of a young college player, Her- 

bert Smith, who made quite a reputation 

as an infielder on the University of Penn- 
sylvania nine. Since the close of the col- 

lege year Smith has been playing with 
semiprofessional teams and has rejected a 

number of offers from National league 

THOMAS L. M’CREARY. 

clubs. The Washington offer, however, 
seemed to be tempting beyond his power 
of resistance. It is the very general opin- 
ion that he is strong enough to hold his 

place in National league company. 
Very few college players succumb to the 

tempting offers with which National 
league clubs beset them. Carter of Yale 
could have written his own salary in either 
of half a dozen League contracts. Ma- 
honey of the Georgetown university, 

Schoenhut, Thomas and Goeckle of the 

University of Pennsylvania, Ward of 

Princeton and Preist of Cornell were all 
besought by National league managers to 

sign professional contracts, and all refused. 

The ex-college players who are now pro- 

fessionally enrolled in major League teams 

are Smith, with the Washingtons; Lewis 
and Tenny, with the Bostons; Pond, with 

the Baltimores, and McCreary, with the 
Louisvilles. The latter is, in my opinion, 

the choice of the five. From a player of 
no particular prominence he has developed 

into a star of the$first magnitude. 
McCreary is not 23 years old, and his ca- 

reer on the ballfield is quite brief, It be- 
gan as second baseman for the Young 
Men’s Christian association team in Wash- 
ington during the summer of 1893. The 
next year he became a professional by 

signing with the Norfolk club of the Vir- 
ginia league, where he played at second 

base, in the outfield and pitched some. In 
1895 he was a member of the Georgetown 

college team till the summer vacation be- 

gan, when he accepted an offer made by 
the Louisville club. It was not till the 
present season was pretty well advanced 

that McCreary got a chance to prove that 
he is one of the best batsmen in the coun- 

try. In April his release could have been 
purchased for $580. Now £5,000 offered 
would probably be rejected. This is an- 

other case where opportunity came by 

chance and made a star. McCreary was 

engaged by the Louisville club for a pitch- 
er, but an injury to Holmes and the si 

ness of McFarland placed him temporarily 
in the outfield, where he soon established 

his superiority as a batsman and fielder. 
Thus is added another name to the long 
list of players who started as pitchers and 

won fame in the outfield and as batsmen. 
The others I have mentioned before, most 

prominent among them being Tiernan, 
Van Haltren, Smith, Burkett and Parrott. 

After giving a fair trial to Hulen asa 

shortstop the Philadelphia club has laid 
him off. His trial on the infield was gen- 
erally regarded as a losing experiment for 
po other reason than that the young man 

throws with his left hand. That peculiar- 
ity is believed to be an insurmountable 

obstacle to any infielder except a first base- 
man, It certainly acted as a serious handi- 
cap to Hulen, who lost many runners by 
being compelled to turn before he threw 
after stopping the ball on his right side. I 
never knew more than one infielder who 
was left handed and made any considerable 

success in his playing, and that was Car- 
penter, the once famous third baseman of 

the Syracuse Stars, and later of the Cin- 
cinnatis. Beckley uses his left hand in 
throwing, but his work at first base re- 
quires very little use of it in that way. 
Speaking of players who have remained 

nnder their managers’ eyes as undiscovered 
stars for months or seasons and then sud- 
denly burst out with stellar attractions, 

we must not forget Denzer of the St. Paul 
club. The veteran Comiskey regards him 
as a wonder. Part of last year and early 
in this season young Denzer played occa- 
sionally for Comiskey without attracting 

even a suspicion that he was a ball player 

or a pitcher. Comiskey even now wonders 

why he didn’t make the mistake of releas- 

ing him on the demerit of his early work 

for the St, Paul club. But Denzer, like 
the band, ved on. Some time in the first 
half of this season he beagn to show, as 
they say at the race track, and in a few 

weeks he, by wonderful work, caught the 

favor and admiration of his manager. The 

hitherto obscure youngster had suddenly 
taken his place among the bright lights of 

the diamond. Comiskey is willing to 

stake his reputation as a judge of young 

players that Denzer will be a second Rusie, 

Hoffer or Nichols. That is a big recom- 

mendation for Denzer, but it does not 

place him permanently among the stars. 

He'll have to do that himself by his work. 

The best judges of players frequently make 

mistakes in their estimates. There's An- 

son, who several years ago had Charley Ir- 
win on his team as a third baseman, but 

let him go because he said Irwin was weak 

on running in and fielding short grounders. 
Comiskey took up Anson’s cast off and 

a year later sold his release to Cincinnati. 

Today Irwin is one of the best third base- 
men in the big League, and, strange to 

say, his “long suit’’ is handling short in- 

field balls. 
I saw Anson on his recent visit to New 

York, and it grieves me, as a historian, to 

record the fact that he is accumulating the 

penalties of a man of his age very rapidly. 

His face has lost much of that youthful 
freshness which so long clung to him. His 
form is losing the lines of the young man 
and is slowly but surely taking on the 

outlines of advanced age. His steps have 
lost much of their former elasticity, and 
the angle at his knees when he walks 

across the diamond are distinctly more 
acute than they were a year ago. I believe 

Anson’s unfortunate theatrical venture last 

winter did more to destroy or undermine 

his wonderfully preserved vitality than the 

worry of a dozen baseball seasons. 

Uncle Adrian wished me to put him on 
record in two things—first, that McKinley 

will be the next president; secondly, that 
the Colts will win the next National 
league pennant. Taking him asa com- 

posite prophet, I'm afraid his predictions 
will not add considerable to the hopes of 

Major McKinley's adherents. 

The decision of the Cleveland court in 

Tebeau’s case was, I believe, very general- 
ly anticipated. As I understand the judge, 
when he refused the National league’s mo- 
tion to ss the injunction, held that 
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SPORTING MISCELLANY. 

The Pennsylvan 
2:07%, is said to 

his work. 

Entries for the ¢ 

close or t 
Richard 

has taken a 20 year Iease of a horse farm 
in Berkshire, England. 

The well known horseman John Me- 
Corkell, who was formerly lessee of Point 
Breeze track, at Philadelphia, died recent 
ly at Norristown, Pa. 

Jake Gaudaur, the oarsman, is in Fing- 
land. His championship race with Stan- 
bury is dated for Sept. 7. Clasper is build- 
ing a new boat for him. 

The Australian cricket team which will 
visit this country next month is sald to 
be the strongest eleven that has ever rep- 
resented the antipodes in America. 

J. P. Reed of Pittsburg, one of the 
greatest checker players in the country, 

has gone to London. He is matched to 
play at Liverpool, Glasgow, Leeds and 
Edinburgh. 

SEPTEMBER MOON VIEWING. 

A Most Poetic Festival In the Little Jap: 

anese Island of Miyajima. 

They were such kindly village and 
fisher folk that we soon grew attached 

to our neighbors, and one old sendo, or 

boatman, and his sons were our daily 

companions. They knew where to take 
us in the morning to see best the beau: 
tiful, tangled and rocky shores, sculling 
the flat bottomed sampan into caves and 

tunnels and under arched rocks that 
framed charming pictures, and we nev- 
er tired floating about the colossal torii, 

the spell of which was stronger each 

day. The Miyajima urehins made wa- 
ter carnivals about us, diving and splash- 
ing tirelessly for the smallest coins, oul 

sampan surrounded by these lively lit 
tle brown frogs, with bright, happy 
faces. On the night of the great Sep 
tember moon viewing the sendo took 

us far down the shore at sunset, letting 
us see two of the ten forts of the is. 
land’s defenses, their portholes and case: 
ments masked in foliage, and looking 
innocently down upon the narrow, tide: 

swept strait that commands one entrance 
to Ujina. Incoming junks seemed t¢ 
reef their sails purposely for us, fisher. 
men cast and drew their nets, and all of 
picturesque water life showed until 
dusk. 

There was only a little time of dark- 
ening grayness and real night before a 
pale effulgence showed behind the 
heights, and Ochiku San rose, tangled 
herself in a pine tree’s branches, soared 
clear for awhile as she turned the whole 
bay, the temple and the torii to silver, 

and then, like a true Japanese moon, 

barred herself across with narrow cloud 
bands. There were quiet groups and 
solitary souls muttering under the 
breath on the hill beside the taiko’s 
hall and looking down upon the temple, 

which seemed to be truly floating on 2 
full flowing silver sea. Every court was 

a shining space, and no sound was heard 
save the distant hand strokes of those 

praying before the shrines. 
From this vision of enchantment we 

went by shadowy streets to our maple 
leaf home, where the witchery of moon: 
light filled the little glen with more of 
fairyland than ever. At our doorway a 
little altar table had been placed, and 
two plates of the rice dumplings, sym- 

bolic of abundance and prosperity, and 
a vase of Lespedeza and the early ‘‘au- 

tumn weeds,’”’ illumined by the flame 

of a tiny wick laid over the edge of » 
saucer of oil, were set in silent offerings 
to Ochiku San. A deer stood back in 
the shadows, gazing with shining eyes 
at this eloquent offering, but nothing 

disturbed the homely altar until dawn 
showed the saucer burned dry of its oil, 

and the greatest moon festival of the 
year was over,—Eliza Rubamah Scid- 

more in Century. 

SOME RING TALK. 

Jim Hall finally found an ‘‘angel’” who 
bailed him out of jail, 

Dal Hawkins, the California light- 
weight, wants to meet ‘Kid’ Lavigne. 

Charley McKeever has refused to listen 

to any proposition to box Tom Tracey at 
142 pounds. 

Jimmy Barry, the wonderful bantam of 
Chicago, is to be managed again by ‘‘Par- 

son’’ Davies. 

A letter from “Kid'’ McCoy states that 
he hasarrived in South Africa and is look- 
ing for a ‘‘go.”’ 

Walter Haggerstrom, the ‘‘Young 
Swede,’’ wishes to get on a match with 

any good lightweight. 

The best of the boxers in England are 
packing their trunks or handbags ready to 
make a descent dn America. 

The match between Bill Doherty and 

Tom Duggan will take place at Johannes- 
burg next month. The purse is $5,000. 

Sammy Kelly is anxious to meet the 
winner of the 20 round contest between 
Pedlar Palmer of London and Johnny 
Murphy. 

Griffo has been assigned to duty in the 
Kings County (N. Y.) penitenitary as fire- 
man in the engine room, where he will get 
plenty of exercise. 

Frank Craig, the Harlem Coffee Cooler, 
is coming to this country in the fall, and 
while in America efforts will be made to 
arrange a fight with some middleweight. 

Jeffreys, the Los Angeles giant, and Van 
Buskirk, the Olympic club’s heavyweight, 
have been matched for a limited round 
bout at San Francisco on a date yet to be 

named. 

Jimmy Anthony, the Australian boxer, 
who is said to be the bantam champion of 
the antipodes, is still in San Francisco de- 

termined to secure a mill with some good 

110 pounder. 

The reason, it is said, that the National 

Sporting club of London refused to give a 
purse for a contest between ‘‘ Denver?’ Ed 
Smith and Bob Fitzsimmons was because 

Smith catered to a rival club upon his ar- 
rival in England. 

SOTIRIOS LOUES. 

The Greek Who Won the Marathon Race 

Will Visit America. 

Sotirios Loues, who came in first in the 

256 mile Marathon race in the Olympic 
games at Athens last April, is to visit this 
country soon, and then American athletes 

who have wondered at his performance 
will have an opportunity to examine his 
physique at close range. The expenses of 

his trip are to be borne by a syndicate of 

his admiring countrymen. 
These same patriotic Greeks were so de- 

lighted when their fleet footed protege dis- 

SOTIRIOS LOUES, 

tanced the Australian, French and Amer- 

ican competitors that one man gave him a 

house, another agreed to furnish him with 
clothes as long as he lived, another prom- 

ised to see that he never went without 

shoes and stockings, and another signified 

his intention of settling the athlete's laun- 

dry bill during his lifetime. Added to this, 
the runner has the pleasure of playing the 
hero in all the athletic centers in the uni- 
verse and enjoying all the luxuries of life 

without the least outlay of a single drach- 
ma. Truly Loues is in luck. 

Lorillard May Stay In England. 

The fact that Pierre Lorillard has writ- 
ten to Frank Clark asking for full and ex- 
plicit instructions as to how to build a 
dirt track and maintain it in good condi- 

tion is taken as an indication that Mr. 

Lorillard intends to prolong his stay in 

England indefinitely. 

CLERICALS AND CYCLISTS. 

It is pleasing to note, says the London 

Daily Mail, how many of the clergy are 

recognizing that it is far more sensible to 

meet cyclists half way and make arrange- 

ments for their accommodation at church 

instead of denouncing Sunday riding. No 

amount of pulpit talk can stop cycling on 
that day, and the wise priest will recognize 

Vicar of Dorking has made 
ements for the accommoda- 

rs at the morning services, and 

so has the Rev. T. Mahon, of St. Michael's, 

Chatham. At the latter church, I am told, 
the worthy rector not only stores the riders’ 
machines, but dispenses hospitality in quite 
the old fashioned style, about whch we 
read much in books, but so seldom meet 
with in these matter-of-fact, prosaic days, 

this. ‘he 
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(YCLERS AND CYCLING 
Trick Riders Continue to Cut 

Queer Capers. 

CHAT ABOUT LATE INVENTIONS. 

Cabanne Ready to Take the Track—Fea- 

tures of the Quill Club Meet—Proposed 

Handicap Race Restriction— How Women 

Riders Should Dismount. 

There are two lyrical lines of history 
which inform us that: 

The king of France, with forty thousand men, 

Marched up the hill and then marched down 
again. 

This may have been considered in that 

day a somewhat remarkable feat, and it 
may be that his majesty rather prided 

himself upon it, but if he could have been 

at Washington a week or so ago when Eu- 
gene A. Neidert, mounted on his trusty bi- 

cycle, rode up and down the steps at the 

east front of the capitol building he would 

have realized that his own performance 

was but crude and amateurish. 
Trick riding is apparently becoming 

more and more a fad, the danger that at- 

taches to most experiments being very al- 

luring to venturesome wheelmen; but the 
honor and profit derivable from such per- 

formances are greatly disproportionate to 

the risk incurred, and the great majority 

of cyclists prefer the pleasures of the plain 

road. 
Speaking of the road suggests the men 

tion of a new sort of cycle, designed for 

a quartet and known as the ‘seesaw 

quad.” It is peculiarly a road machine, 
and is intended to be used for easy excur- 

sions along country lanes. It has an up 
and down ‘‘seesaw’’ motion, which gives 

it the general appearance of a hand car, 
such as is used by track repairers on a rail- 
way, only this machine is built on lighter 

lines. However, there is necessarily a grea 

deal of friction to overcome, and it seems 

probable that the ‘‘seesaw’’ will go the 
way of all the other expansions of the orig- 
inal bicycling idea and be called in and 
made over into the regulation two wheeler. 
Another inventor, who thinks he has 

solved the problem of overcoming the dis- 

advantages of the high gear, has a plan to 

change the gear without removing the 

wheel by means of a detachable sprocket 
on the rear hub. This he provides for by 
making his rear sprocket in two pieces, 
which fit into each other and are fastened 
securely in place by a narrow screw collar 
on the hub. Small lugs on the purts of the 
toothed wheel and corresponding depres- 

sions in the flange of the hub obviate dan- 

ger of the sprocket turning without the 

hub. By using this device, the inventor 

THE SEESAW QUAD. 

says, the gear may be changed in less than 
five minutes without taking off the wheel 

or loosening the bearings. 
While the recent national meet at Liouis- 

ville was not so well attended as the one 
held last year at Asbury Park, it was un- 
questionably a success, and the wheeling 

world is gratified to know it, but there is 
probably ho cycler in the country who is 
better pleased with results than is L. D. 
Cabanne of St. Louis. Cabanne, you re- 
member, is the man who, with Titus and 

Murphy, was expelled from the league last 
year for alleged ‘‘crooked’ riding at the 
St. Louis meet. Now that he has been re- 
instated, he has nothing but good words for 
all men, and particularly those who were 
instrumental in securing the extension of 
clemency in his behalf, 

The Quill club meet, which is set for 
Sept. 19 at Manhattan Beach, N. Y., 
is attracting wide attention. There isa 

good track, there will be many entries for 
all the events and the purses that are hung 

up are heavy. Judging by appearances, 
there will be no lack of fast riding and 
general enthusiasm. It seems probable 
that - nearly every prominent professional 

now riding on the national circuit will be 

present. Should all enter, the list will in- 
clude E. C. Bald, Tom Cooper, Nat and 
Tom Butler, Jay Eaton, Walter C. Sanger, 
Conn Baker, Otto Zeigler, J. P. Bliss, 
John 8. Johnson, J. W. Parsons and oth- 

ers more or less famous. The professionals 
will have $660 in prize money to divide be- 

tween them. The value of the prize list is 
$1,200. 
A timely suggestion from a well known 

racing man is to restrict open and handi- 
¢ap races to those who have won a place in 
a novice race. In view of accidents at re- 
cent meets invariably caused by the new 
rider, who generally loses his head at the 
critical moment, the suggestion is worthy 
of serious consideration. 

There is one thing to which a wheelwo- 
man cannot devote too much care and 

study—to wit, a graceful dismount. Few 

are able, or rather few do, dismount in a 
graceful and easy manner. Nineteen times 
out of 20 the womah jumps down from her 
wheel as though it were a dogcart or some 
other vehicle equally high. There is no 
need of this. She will find it infinitely 
easier and far more becoming to her dig- 
nity and modesty to step off lightly and at 

the proper time, with the down stroke of 
the pedal. Another thing, how many wom- 

en riders are taught that they should not 

dismount on a street until they have wheel- 
ed to a curbstone on the right side of the 

road? 
Women very often jump from their 

wheels in the middle of the road as if ev- 
ery vehicle in the rear must come to a 
standstill and wait until they have walked 

to the curb. The common rules of the 

road should be impressed upon all riders, 
and many women who are not accustomed 

to driving and have spent all their previous 
existence as pedestrians or passengers on 

cars have yet to learn that there is a code 
of rules for the control of the highway. 
When a woman dismounts in the middle 
of the road, she has no regard for her own 
safety and should not expect others to 
think for her. 

Why the L. A. W, Racing Board Is Slow. 

In behalf of the racing board of the L. 
A. W., The American Cyclist has this to 
say: 

‘“‘Complaint is made that the racing 
board is very slow in investigating viola- 
tions of the rules. The fact is the racing 
board has its hands more than full. The 
constantly increasing numbers of ama- 

teurs and professionals will necessitate 
some change in the present system of gov 

ernment if the sport continues to increase 

in popularity as it has during the past 

year.”’ 

A YOUNG HERCULES, 

Philadis Cellai, Sixteen Years of Age, Has 

the Strength of a Giant, 

There is in New York a 16-year-old lad 
of wonderful strength. His name is Phi- 
ladis Cellai. As is indicated by his name, 

he is of Italian parentage, but he is a na- 
tive American nevertheless. He has one 
characteristic which bids fair to make him 
famous. It is his remarkable muscular 
power. This natural gift did not make it- 
self particularly apparent until a year or 
80 ago, when he was employed by Jacob 
Wunderlich of the Windermere hotel. Here 
he began to give to the guests of the hotel 

exhibitions of his great lifting power. He 
would pick up heavy casks and barrels and 

toss them around like playthings. 

Mr. Wunderlich took an interest in the 
boy and sent him to Attila’s School of 
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Physical Culture, where he astonished the 
professor by his cleverness in handling 
heavy weights 

Attila put the boy through a severe test 
every morning, and in a short while Phi 
ladis was able to perform feats with heavy 

weights which many strong men had failed 
to do. He has learned to break heavy 

chains, bear up six men who rest on his 

chest and put himself through other trying 

tests. 

Mr. Wunderlich, who has assumed the 

management of Cellai, will match him in 

an exhibition in feats of strength with any 

boy To Atherica uiider 20 Feafs of age for 
$500 a side. 

Joseph Jefferson’s Retort. 

Joseph Jefferson was once spending a 

few days with a Scotch peer. The daugh- 
ter of an earl was another visitor. ‘‘I sup- 

pose,”’ said Mr. Jefferson, ‘‘there must 
have been something in my American 
manner that amused her, for she made a 
dead set at quizzing me. I did not detect 
it at first, and answered some of her ab- 
surd questions about America quite inno- 
cently. She kept her face so well that I 
might never have discovered this but for 
the idiotic grin upon the smooth face of 
one of her admirers, and then I felt that 
for the honor of my country, if she made 
another thrust at me, I would parry it if I 
could. I had not long to wait, for, em- 
boldened by her late success, she turned 
upon me and said, ‘By the bye, have you 

met the queen lately?” ‘No, madam,’ I re- 

plied, with perfect seriousness, ‘I was out 

when her majesty called upon me.’ She 
colored slightly and then turned away, and 

never spoke to me again, but I was re- 
venged.’’ 

HENRY GUY CARLETON. 

A Brilliant and Remarkably Versatile 

American Playwright. 

There are many competent critics who 
if asked to name the most brilliant dra- 

matic author in this country would un- 

hesitatingly reply, ‘Henry Guy Carleton.” 

This would not mean that Carleton hag 
been the most successful or the most pro- 
lific of our playwrights, for he has not. 
His work does not show the exact fitting 
in of detail for which Bronson Howard igs 
noted. It does not contain the subtle dra. 

HENRY GUY CARLETON. 

matic carpentry of a David Belasco, the 
excessive polish of an Augustus Thomas 

or the scintillant dialogue of a Sydney 
Rosenfeld. Carleton, however, possesses in 
a greater degree than any one of his fel- 

lows a combination of their strong points. 
Add to this the fact that he is a remark- 
ably quick worker, having turned out one 
of his best plays in two weeks, it will be 
seen that the term ‘‘brilliant’’ is not mis- 
placed when applied to him. 

Henry Guy Carleton was born at Fort 
Union, N, M., June 21, 1855. He received 

-the best education the Pacific slope afford- 
ed, being graduated at Santa Clara college, 

San Francisco. He began literary work 
before he was 20 and soon gained recogni- 
tion by his light verse, dramatic stories 
and sketches and humorous descriptions. 
In the early part of 1883 he accepted the 
editorship of New York Life and increased 
both his own fame and that of the journal 
by his literary and managerial work, In 
1884 he resigned his place in order to de- 
vote his time to dramatic labor. In 1886 
he returned to journalism and became one 

of the editors of the New York World. 
His first venture in dramatic authorship 

was in 1881, with ‘‘Memnon,’’ an Egyptian 
tragedy, which, while never performed, is 
known to the reading public from selec- 
tions which have become favorite quota- 
tions. It was purchased by the late John 
McCullough, who regarded it as one of the 

best tragedies written since Shakespeare's 
time. His next play was ‘‘ Victor Durand,” 
a society drama, which was performed at 

Wallack’s theater, New York, in 1884 and 

enjoyed a run of 12 weeks. He next wrote 
& historical drama, based upon the most 
svenful period of Venetian history. 

Mr. Carleton’s reputation as a humorist 
is largely based upon his sketches of the 
Thompson Street Poker club, which had a 
wide vogue as they appeared in Life and 
gained a new popularity when compiled 
and published in book form. 
The accusation was once made by many 

of Carleton’s admirers that it was he who 
wrote the side splitting satires with which 
Lew Dockstader, the ministrel, closed his 
entertainments when he had his own thea- 
ter in New York, but, so far as is known, 

the genial author never accepted the honor 
of the paternity thus thrust upon him. 

After a considerable hiatus Mr. Carle- 
ton’s plays again began to appear. “A 
Gilded Fool,” written for Nat Godwin, 
was a great success, as also was ‘‘ Butter- 
flies,” in which John Drew and Maude 
Adams appeared for an entire season. 
Both of these works were comedies, and 

Mr, Carleton’s extraordinary versatility 
will be recognized when it is recollected 
that he gained prominence in the field of 
dramatic authorship by reason of the 

strength of his early tragedies, 

Sarah Bernhardt’'s New Play. 

That very clever and talented young 
author, M. Darmont, has nearly finished a 
new play for Mme. Sarah Bernhardt. 
‘‘ Plants Exotic’’ is the title, and the play 
will be first produced at the Renaissance 
theater, Paris. Americans are certain to 
be interested in the production, as it deals 
with that phase of life to which attention 
has so often been centered of late—the 
marriage of our heiresges to titled foreign- 
ers. The French are a money loving peo- 
ple, yet, as the author clearly shows, they 
despise money getters, and he describes the 
rebuffs, misery and petty annoyances 

which usually come to one who surrenders 
gold for the sake of possible sgolal promi- 
nence. 
The titled American finds herself ostra- 

cized by the exclusive circles abroad, where 

caste and traditions are held sacred: The 

lady with her wealth and title loses her 
interest and position in the society of her 
native country. She becomes, as the 

French aptly put it, a *‘plant exotic.” 

An Interminable Lawsuit. 

The recent decision rendered in the liti- 
gation between Augustin Daly and Wil- 
liam A. Brady concerning the rights to 

the railroad scene in“ Under the Gaslight’ 
appears to have created an impression that 

the apparently interminable suit was end- 
ed. But, according to Manager Brady, the 

final termination of the suit is as far re- 
moved as ever. The decision rendered by 
Judge Shipman recently, in awarding Mr. 

Daly judgment, covered only part of the 
questions involved. Judge Shipman first 
rendered a decision in favor of Mr. Brady. 

On an application made on behalf of Mr. 
Paly’s attorney the case was reopened. He 
then handed down a decision in Mr, Daly’s 
favor for about one-sixth of the amount 
originally claimed. An appeal is to be 
taken from Judge Shipman’s decision to a 
higher court, and then another appeal can 
be taken to the United States supreme 
court. Brady believes the date of the final 

decision is too far off to worry about, no 
matter how it goes. 

A Bicycle Relief Corps. 

New York cyclers are about to establish 

a bicycle relief corps, the objects of which 
are stated to be relief to those meeting 

with accidents, whether on a trip or on 
the road. Muny seripus accidents to cyclers 

have occurred at a distance from medical 

ald, and it is the purpose of the new or- 

ganization to give relief until a regular 

physician can be secured. The aim of the 
corps is to have each club supplied with 

its own attendant by selecting a member 

of the corps for admission into said club 

who will in turn instruct his fellow mem- 

bers. When fully organized the corps will 
endeavor to have a member located on each 
of the most frequented roads near the me- 
tropolis. 

WHEN AND HOW TO BATHE. 

Dr. Cyrus Edson, ex-President of the 

New York Board of Health, writes con- 

cerning bathing in Eadies’ Home Journal: 

“A cold douche or any form of shower 

bath should not be used when a person is 

tired or exhausted from any cause, as the 

reaction, on which the shock depends for 

its beneficial effect, does not follow effect- 

ually when the system is tired, 

“The result of the shower in such a case 

is apt to be internal congestion, which may 

be disastrous, It does not follow, how- 

ever, that a perspiring person should not 

bathe until cooled off. As a matter of fact, 

if the person is not exhausted the fact tha 

the pores are open is rather advantageous 

than otherwise, as the reaction is enhanced 

and will probably follow more energetical- 

lv. A bath should never be taken within 

two hours of a hearty meal. The first 
effect of immersion in warm or in cold 
water is to seriously derange the digestive 
process if that is progressing at the time, 
and by a physiological effect that naturally 
follows, to unbalance or derange the whole 

nervous system. The result of this is ex- 
tremely dangerous to the bather. There 
are numerous instances of severe illness 
and even of death caused by bathing while 
the stomach was full,” 
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Weekly Globe. 

By this arrangement the very latest news 

is furnished to the subscribers to the Week- 

ly Globe twice each week, and several days 

in advance of any other weekly paper in 

New Brunswick or Nova Scotia. 

The subscription price of the Weekly 

(lobe (including the Saturday Globe) is only 

One Dollar 

per annum, postage paid. 

The Globe reaches all classes and condi- 

tions of readers, and is a universal fireside 

favorite. 


