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Crabbed Age and Youth
Cannot live together.

.Shakespeare.
ALONG wisp of hair trailed over the

old man's right temple as he sat
huddled on the trunk, his chin on

his breast and his back against the wall.
It was the color of ripe wheat, except
where it was stained to a dark red.
"That's funny hair for an old man,"

said the doctor, as he lifted the single
strand and glanced critically at the bullet
hole underneath. "Oh; it's a wig. I
6ee!"
"Yes," said the younger man, "my

father was a little vain about his appearance."
"Which means," said the man of science,

"that he was in love."
"So much so," assented the sin, his featurestwitching slightly," that he got mar-

ried a few days ago."
The physician shrugged his shoulders and

whistled softly. ,

"So this is the end," he said, laying back"
the yellow strand where it would cover the
bullet hole. "I'll wager she was very
young.young enough to be either his
daughter or his divinity." 1

"Young enough to be his granddaughter
.his great-granddaughy>r!" interrupted th,»
chief mourner, with some spirit. "They
called her 'Miss Black Eyes,' and they
called my father 'Old Goldenlocks.'

Chapter L
May anil December.

He was not always "Goldenlocks." Ever
so many years ago, when Samuel Parkhill
was superintendent of the Franklin Ave-
nue Street Railroad Company, of Brooklyn,
his hair was reddish brown and not at all i

remarkable. The story of how he came to
be "Goldenlocks" Is the story of his ro-

inance and its pitiful ending4.the story, in j
a word, of his life. 1
Superintendent Parkhill aws high in the

favor of President Wood, and when the 1
iai r tJrer undertook to teach t<!s brotherin-law,Charles Kirkland, the vanov.s <

branches of the street railway business, he
turned the young man over to Parkhill's <

guidance. i

They became fast friends, these two, and
remained so for years. When Kirkland f

became the father of a baby girl, Parkhill s

dandled her upon his knee und allowed 1
her to tug at his reddish brown locks.
Wood died and Kirkland died, and i

many of Parkhill's old friends died. His '

wife had died years before, and his son s

and daughter were already grown up. At (

sixty years of age Sampel Parkhill found 1
himself growing very lonely. He was sav- i

ing money and investng It, but his was a 1
TiQtnro that demanded human affection. I
And so this old man, still vigorous, made i

a shrine in his heart for his dead friend's
child, and lavished all the warmth of his 1
sunny disposition upon her. a

Annie Kirkland was too old now to tug 1

his hair, and even if she had not been
there was no hair left to tug, for his pate 1
was a^ bare and as # iny as a billiard ball. '

She was busy with lier lessons, which were 1
growing more abstruse, and her frocks, ]
which were growing longer, every year. c

And every year she herself grew more <

bewitching in the eyes of old Samuel Park- ]
hill. He doted on her. He told his friends t
that he would adopt her some (lay. 1
And It 'tame to pass that as Annie Kirk- t

land's school days came to a close and the s
light of womanhood began to shine on her
wistful eyes, a great change came over f
Sajnuel Kirkland. His carriage became ^
military in its erectness, his clothes fop- (
pish in their trimness. He acquired a set ,

4-K.1* «T,nln hovo itmw.

to a young savage. He formed the habit ]
of carrying a malacca cane with a gold top. y
Most important of all, the shiny pate

vanished beneath a tangle of beautifully
curled yellow hair. y
That was when he came to be known as ,

"Go'.denlocks." The name was bestowed j
upon him by the passengers of the Kings r
County "L" road, whefe he was employed
as a ticket chopper at the Manhattan
crossing (for he had left the Franklin ave- r
nue company long since). I
The old man was looked upon as a

unique character, and lie was well known |all over Brooklyn. His employers regarded i
him with indulgence, and hence it happenedthat he had influence enough to procureAnnie Kirkland's appointment as a ticket n
agent at the Court street station. 1

Chapter 11. ?
I

Danger in'Her Eyes.
"Miss Black Eyes" was the nam* she jearned, and the mere circumstance may be j

accepted as an assurance that Annie Kirkland'seyes were something more, "than f

black. They were. There was a roguish j
snap in them that captivated the men and
boys who were lucky enough to pay forrides on the "L" at her window.Her widowed mother had not prospered, [and It was necessary that Annie shouldwork. She did not mind it a bit, for she
was a gay hearted girl. Indeed, she ratherenjoyed the quasi publicity of her position,and she dispensed smiles with the change r

she pushed through her little window. i
She never forgot "Old Goldenlocks." As aa matter of fact, she could not very wellhnvo forgotten, considering how often hevisited her at No. 114 Grove street, her l

mother's home. nSamuel I'arkhNl was Its lonely at eighty t
as he had been at sixtv. and lie did not
hesitate to say so. His daughter had marrieda man named Hobart. and Ids son ihad interests of Ids own. Ail four lived to- vpother at Xo. 29 I'ulaski street. In one of tthe many houses that the old man had ebought out of his savings. pIt was only on off days that Samuel Kirk- 0land could be alone with his "ward," as he pcalled her, for their working hours were so ]jdiametrically opposed that visiting was out ]of the question. XevertlSeless, the old man
often called at the Court street station and 21hatted with "Miss I51aek Eyes" for a few -pminutes before reporting at his post for tjduty at 3 p. in. More surprising still, "Miss j,Black Eyes" would often run but to Man- ^hattan Crossing when her work was over
and sir talking playfully to "Old Goldenlocks"for a while before going home.

it «:is gossiped a ions the road, of course,but in an entirely good-natured and unsuspiciousway. The attachment betweenthe old man and the young gild appealed ~

to onlookers as quite a pretty and touch- F'(lug thing. If the spruce young trainmen tliwho ogled "Miss Black Eyes" and chaffed th"Old Golden locks' 'on his foppish dresshad known the nature of the plan those
I wo were hatching they might have looked
upon their attachment with less approval.On the eve of Thanksgiving Day y'Annie Kirkland left her work as usual at rethree o'cbek and rode out to Manhattancrossing. Not long afterward Sa""'el Park- ol

HE ROMANCE Of
iCKS," BRIDEGRC
Samuef Parftfiiff. the Oct

KifLs liimseff flfer
witfi (lis

Aged Samuel Part

hill applied for a few hours' leave of absence.A substitute was sent to relieve
him, and he hired a carriage. With an
air of old-fashioned gallantry he helped
his young protege into the vehicle, and
they were driven to the house of the Rev.
Charles E. Miller. No. *100 Eh? Kalb avenue,
who made tliem man and wife.
When the ceremony was over "Old Goldenloeks"returned to his work at the stationand "Miss Black Eyes." now Mrs.

Samuel Parkliill, went home to her mother'shouse.
Chapter III.

Wife in Name Only.
"Old Goldenlocks" was not happy. The

romance of years had ended in marriage,
but "Miss Black Eyes" was his wife in
name only.
Why this should have been so it is better

to leave to conjecture, because the versions
of the story told by the persons most interesteddo not agree.
One version Is that Samuel Parlchill's son

ind daughter, especially the latter child,
would not allow their bewitching stepmotherto be brought into the house over
which they had ruled so long. Mrs. Hobart
lenied this last night. She said that the
new Mrs. Parkhill had been urged to take
up her quarters under her husband's roof.
>ut had absolutely refused to live with liim
unless he provided her with a home apart
tiom his children.
However that may have been, "Old Goldmlocks"brooded and brooded. So greatly

ftnr his mind exercosed over this trouble
)f ins that it showed in his appearance
ind his manner to a startling extent.
iVithin a week he lost all the buoyancy
ind vigor that had distinguished him for
<o many years. His eyes grew clouded and
lis face wan.
A philosopher has said that there is noth-.
ng so tragic as an old man's last illusion.
'Old Goldenlocks" certainly imagined himselfdisillusionized, with what justnfication
Jannot be said. He imagined that the idol
le had cherished so long had feet of clay
ifter all. Word reached him.and whether
t was true or false is not known, which
irompted him to insert this advertisement
n a newspaper yesterday:
PARKHILL.MY WIPE, ANNIE PARKHILL,

laving left my bed and board. I will not bere
.I,. in I

iponsiDie ior any ucuis wuicn one ***«., .

uy name. SAMUEL PARKHILL.
This strange announcement may have

>ecn the fruit of sheer dementia, after all.
Those who had observed the old man closeyfeared that his mind was failing. Early
ast week he had complained to the police
>f having been waylaid and robbed while
in J)is way home from work, and the poioehad dismissed his story as a fabric of
lie Imagination. Whether or not he belevedit himself, Samuel I'arkhlll had made
his occurrence a pretext for arming himiclfwith a revolver.
Yesterday morning "Old Goldenlocks," a

iad shadow of his former debonair self,
.vent to see his wilful bride at No. 24
4rove~~street. What she said to him and
vliat he said to her can only be guessed,
iut as he neared his own house again,
eaning heavily on the gold-headed cane,

ivou linnrii tn murmur:

"I'ul so tired! So tired!"
"Old Goldenloeks" let liiuiself into the

louse with his latchkey, and eveu as he
iisappeared, the child of a neighbor, who
tad followed close behind him, heard him
epeat:
"So tired! So tired!"
"I've been to see Annie," he said to his

laughter, "and she asked me for $4,001).
t's very strange! What does it mean?"
He looked as if he expected her to exdainwhy he had ever cherished his vanshedillusion, and then murmuring again,

'so tired!" he went to his bedroom.
They heard a shot a few minutes later
nd found the old man dead. The revolver
le had bought was lying beside him and
mother was in his pocket. He had shot
limself in the temple.
And "Miss Rlack Eyes?" She smiled when
deputy Coroner Rodgers spoke to her last
light about the suk-ide of "Old Golden
jocks."
"Oh." she said, "the news got out very

juickly this afternoon, for all the pasiengerson the trains were waving their
lands to me in congratulation!"

FEWER SALOONS NOW.

Respite This There Is a Higher Revenue
Under the Raines Law.

State Commissioner of Excise Lyman
rave out last night the figures for New
fork City for the last year as they will
ppear in his annual report.
They show that while the new law

>rought to the city treasury $1,500,000
lore than the old law. there was a reducionof nearly one-sixth in the number of
Iijnor stores. The statement follows:
The total number of certificates in fores
n New York City on September 30, ISO",
as 7,707. Of these 444 were druggists' cerlfieates,sold for the nominal sum of $5ach, and 70G storekeepers' certificates,
lennitting sale of liquor not to be drunk
n the premises. The actual number of
'laces in New York City legally selling
quor to be drunk on the premises on Sepeoiber30, 1807. was 6,497. Using the
ensus of 1802, there were on September), 3 G saloons for everv 1.000 Inhabitant.:
his ratio for New York City is lower thantat of many cities in the State. Fortstanee. it is below that of Buffalo, Troy,lbany, Yonkers, Elmlra and others.
Exposition Commissioner Here.
Clinton M. Felder, of Omaha, Neb., reached this
ty yesterday as special commissioner for the de
itaunts of Exhibits and Concessions of the Transississippiand International Exposition, whichens in Omaha on June 1 next. The mission of
Ider is to interest the Eastern manufacturers in
e exposition and also to have the Legislature ofi3 State make an appropriation for representation.

2,004 «Want»"
ere printed in the Christmas Journal
esterday. A great gain over other
Ktords. The business-getting power
E Journal "Wants" greater than ever. *
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They Carry Off Silver and
Bric-a-Brac Worth

$1,500,
Burglars made a raid on the city house of

James Gordon Bennett some time on Saturdaynight and carried off harness, silverwareand bric-a-brac worth $1,500. A few
hours later Captain Creeden's detectives
captured two men In a stable at One Hundredand Thirteenth street and Lenox avenue.where the stolen property had been
stored. These men said that they were

tramps, seking shelter from the rain, but
they were held on suspicion.
The Bennett house Is an imposing structure,reared In spacious grounds, at One

Hundred and Fifty-fifth street and Fort
Washington avenue. For the most part
the house is unoccupied, though its rooms
are filled with chattels belonging to the
Bennetts. In the Summer, G. G. Howland,
general manager of the Herald, lived in the
house, but in September he removed to No.
137 East Thirty-seventh street, for the
Winter.
The burglary was discovered early yesterdaymorning by Edward Crowley, a

caretaker, who lives across the street.
On making his daily visit of inspection
Crowley found traces of thieves. Several
rooms were stripped of valuable articles
and the mark of wagon wheels at the
front door showed that the burglars had
taken time to put on a full load. They
had entered by the rear and let themselves
and their booty out at the front door,
which they locked. The key was hidden
behind a pillar on the porch, as If the
thieves intended returning for a second
load and wanted an easer job.
Finding the road clear, the enterprising

plunderers tilled a trunk with silverware
and carried it out to the wagon. Then the
thieves rolled up two rich Oriental rugs
and stowed them carefully away in the
cart. Two bronze statues followed. Costly
books and bric-a-brac, pictures, carved
mantels and four sets of fancy harness
were toted out to the load as fast as the
thieves could make these selections. A
huo-r, ollror writer nltohor finrl n DUnCh
bowl, with many small articles of rare and
costly design, completed the cargo.
Long before Crowley had made these discoveriesa night watchman Informed CaptainCreeden, of the East One Hundred and

Fourth street police station, that he had
seen two men with a wagon stop In front
of the unoccupied stable at One Hundred
and Thirteenth street and Lenox avenue.
The meu unloaded the wagon nnd drove
away. Detectives Wilbur and Sherman
reached the stable at 1 a. m. yesterday
and secreted themselves. An hour later
two men appeared and were taken into
custody. The alleged burglars gave their
uames as William Ryan and Andrew Cun^
nIngham.
The name and address of G. G. Howland

were found on wrapping paper used in tyingup the packages of goods. He was informedof the burglary, and has been re-

quested to appear at the Harlem Police
Court this morning to make complaint
against the two men.

THORN READALL DAYLONG

He Devours 300 Pages of Dickens, and
Says He Is Pleased With His

Prison Quarters.
Martin Thorn Is pleased with his quartersin the State Prison at Sing Sing. Afterbreakfast yesterday he asked for a

book from the prison library, and upon
being given the catalogue to make his selectionhe picked out Dickens's "Old CuriosityShop." This he read almost continuouslyall day. and by night he had
gone over about three hundred pages.
The men in the death house do not attenddivine services in the chapel, so

Thorn did not leave his cell during the
day, and will not. except upon some specialoccasion, until he leaves it to go to
the chair.
Late last evening Warden Sage received

the following telegram, dated from Long
Island City:
"Please tell Martin Thorn I will try and

l,l,. r,r> Mi.lwl.iT. T lor.r.,v,l\OT. f!

"REV. THOMAS J. HEFFELMAN."

WANT KOEHLER ON BOARD
David M. Koehler, senior partner of the

importing firm of D. M. Koehler & Son,
has been chosen by the AVholesale Liquor
Dealers' Association as its candidate for
Police Commissioner. On Mayor elect
Van AVyck's return from Lakewood a committee.headed by President Franklin Walden,of the Association, will wait upon
him and ask for Mr. Koehler's appointment.Mr. Koehler said yesterday that he
Wfia in tlm hnnrlvj rtf hie frbnrla
President Walden said: "Our trade has

been so long harassed by spurious reformersand embryo politicians that we have
decided to offer one of our own trade for
Police Commissioner. Mr. Koehler is a
man of integrity, excellent judgment and
remarkable executive ability. If he is appointedhe will make a model Commissioner.

TREES MIGRATE TO
HERJCENES.

Tall Oaks and Living Maples
1 aa\/P fllH Katnnah nn
uva V Vy VIM I IIAIUIIMII VII

Trucks.

OWNERS WILL SAVE THEM.

These Landmarks Were Dear to
the Hamlet the Watershed

Wiped Out.

TRANSPLANTED IN FRESH SOIL

Surveys for a Dam at Farmers' Mills
May Cause Serious Trouble, as

the Evicted Dwellers Talk
of Resisting.

Not alone have the villagers In the
northern part of Westchester County
been forced from their homes by Croton
Influences. The spirit ot migration nas ex-

tended to the trees, and now the giant oak
and the stately linden and cedar may be
seen leaving the spot from whence they
sprung. J
"Woodman, spare that tree," has no effecton the Aqueduct Commissioners, who

insist that the watershed must be cleared,
trees or no trees. Many of the farmers,
notably James Martin, of shot gun fame,
rebelled, but the majority yielded to the
mandates of the law and moved away.
Last Spring the county presented the

unique spectacle 01 an enure viua^c

migrating on wheel»v Katonah was loaded
upon trucks and incorporated at a new site.
The early settlers of this and other villages
were grieved to leave the trees behind.
those sturdy landmarks that Invested the
district with a natural beauty and made
the homesteads dearer.

>Ilglity Oaks Travel.
But these trees are following the barns

and horses, and like the latter will find a

new abiding place. Ex-Judge William H.
Roberts inaugurated the tree exodus last
Spring when he moved a grove of living
oaks to his new estate at New Katonah.
These trees were over fifty feet high, but
they were taken up bodily, roots and all,
and conveyed for miles on huge stone
floats or trucks. By careful preservation
of the roots the transplanted oaks survivedthe trip and are thriving once more.
This experiment Induced others to make

an effort to save the landmarks. On Mondaytwenty grand old maples will be
started one by one on a journey from
Wicklockville to the new village of Katonah.The love the owners bear for these
trees will not permit them to be sacrificed.
Clarence Whitman, Mrs. C. E. Benedict

and other wealthy people have subscribed
$100 each for the transit of trees dear to
the old hamlet. A contract has been let to
Doyle Brothers, and the enterprise will inclntlntlio riminv.il .if nhniit rtilO noli.

maples, lindens and cedars.
The distance the trees must travel is over

a mile, across a creek, up hill nnd down
dale. For the journey the trees are placedupright on the truck and drawn by twentyhorses. It must kindle a tender spot in the
heart of the person who romped under
those maples in childhood to see them uprootedin old age and hauled to newer and
less hallowed surroundings.

True to Old Friends.
The project reveals the richness of ihe

spirit that dwells within the bosoms of
these people who would not desert the haplessfriends of other days.
ltesidents of North Salem are arranging

to move their condemned buildings to a
new site in the distant hills. Hut there are
several stubborn farmers in this u'str'ct,
as well as at South Salem and Croton Dam,
who declare they will not be evicted.
James Wiley and, Francis King say they
will u»e their shotguns on the iirst Aqueductofficial who invades their places for
the purpose of eviction.
Surveys will be made to-iay for a dam

nt the outlet of White Pond, near the villageof Farmers' Mills, to cost $1(10.000.
The owners of the condemned land have
threatened to eject the surveyors and serioustrouble is looked for.

RUDINI'S COMING TASK.

New Cabinet an Italian Probability in
View of the Obstinate Attitude

of General Pelloux.

Rome, Dec. 5..General Pelloux, Ministerof War, maintains the attitude he has
taken up in consequence of the action of
Parliament in amending the bill dealing
with army promotions against his advice,
and persists in his resignation.
King Humbert, the Marquis di Rudinl

and the other members of the Cabinet urge
General Pelloux to reconsider his action,
but he refuses to do so.
In view of this it is expected that the

entire Cabinet will resign, and that the
Marouls di Iiudlnl will reconstruct the
Ministry.
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GOATS BROWSED
OIHISKERS.'

Two Victims of Jack the
Do!ritnr> Turn I I n in
I u 11ICI IU1II U P III

Court.

TIPSY MEN HIS PREYKeeney,

His Hair and Face
Painted Green, Found in

a Graveyard.
A FEAST FOR THE BILLIES.

Another Victim Woke Up Looked in
the Glass, and Thinking He Was

Molding, Nearly Fainted
on the Spot.

"Jack the painter" has come to town.
He is as yet an unsolved mystery. Who
he is. what he le or where he came from,
no one knows. But the object of his comingis within the ken of all men. Ills
mission is to paint men and women with
green paint.
xesteruay morning xnomas »uu

resides in Broome street, appeared before
Magistrate Mott in the Jefferson Market
Police Court, charged with' intoxication.
Ordinarily Keeney's hair and whiskers are

of a bright vermillion hue. Yesterday
morning they were green.
Keeney was found in the graveyard at

Hudson and Leroy streets by Policeman

Grimes, who said a hungry goat was feastingon his whiskers in mistake for grass
when he found him.
"Why are you thus disguised?" asked

Magistrate Mott, as he eyed the prisoner.
"I'm not disguised," answered Keeney.
"Why, you look like an Indian on the

war path- What artist has been wasting
his talent on you?"
"Your Honor." Interrupted the policeman.

"He is one of 'Jack the painter's' victims."
"Who is 'Jack the painter,' pray?"
"He Is, Your Honor, a man- who goes

about painting drunken men green."
Keeriey* was lined $3.
A few minutes later John II. Kelly, of

No. 812 Sixth avenue, stood before Magisitrate Mott. Ho also sported a face and
hair of "sich and green" tints. When the
light struck him he looked like an antique
grotesque in bronze.
"Why are you back here?" asked Mott.

"I thought I disposed of your case a momentago."
"Not me, Your Houor."
"Oh but I did. You are the man who

met 'Jack the Painter.' "

"This is another victim, Your Honor,"
evplained Policeman Bryan. "This man's
name is Kelly."
"Where did you meet Jack?"
"Don't know. Your Honor. When I woke

up and looked at myself in the glass I
thought I was getting mouldy. Then I
thought I might have taken a dose of paris
rrvnan lw mistake. That's all I know."
"Three dollars fine."
As Kelly was leaving the court room he

turned and said:
"After I take a turpentine bath I'll never

sleep until I have the scalp of 'Jack the
Painter.' "

JUDGE PLAYS POKER, TOO.

Harlem Police Raided a Republican Club,
but the Prisoners Were

Discharged.
Poker chips and Republicans got mixed

up together in Harlem Saturday night. The
police raided the club rooms at No. 164
East Eight3*-fourth street and captured
twenty-two young Republicans, several
hundred poker chips and a lot of dice.
Magistrate W.entworth discharged the

twenty-two Republicans in the Harlem
Police Court yesterday. He said that the
presence of chips was no proof of gambling;that he had a poker layout at home
and often played for fun, using the chips
to make the game more interesting.
One of the lawyers suggested that the

Young Men's Republican Club might have 11
been playing a game of consolation, where-1
at the twenty-two Republicans looked
grieved. Captain Young, of the East
I'icrl.t,. nlnl, H, -i,.,, .... IJ.J

club with the idea of suppressing gambling.He found many implements of that craft
but there was 110 money in sight. Twentypacks of cards were confiscated.
r .7

FISHERMAN DROWNED.

Thrown Overboard by the Lurch of the
Boat When the Anchor Caught. 1

William Neff, a plumber, of No. 150 For- ]
syth street, was drowned in Sheepshead 1

Bay yesterday.
At 9 a. m. yesterday fourteen men hired ]

a boat from Henry Osborne, a boat keeper,
of Emmons avenue. Everything ran Jsmoothly until the boat met the cross tides ,two and one-half miles of Manhattan ,

Beach. Several members of the party be- <
came aiarmea ana requested tne captain to
anchor the yacht. The water was pouring
Into the boat, and the party became frightened.Acting under orders from Captain
Elbert the men set about bailing the water
out of the vessel.
At this point Captain Elbert announced

his intention to lay to, and, seizing the
heavy anchor, threw it overboard. The
boat gave a lurch, and Neff fell into the
water. When he reappeared he shouted for
help, and Captain Elbert cut loose a rowboatand pulled toward Xeff. When about
150 feet from him Xeff went down for the
second time and did not come up. Captain
Elbert rowed around for some time trying
to locate fhe body, but was unsuccessful.
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TALE f\EN CALL
TRIG

Their Unfortunate Comrade, Sent
Rescued 5u President D

That Mischief

m/n loiinniai to I

ASKS JUUKHAL IU
FIND SANTA GLAUS.

Little Mollie Euler Writes a

Pathetic and TrustfulLetter.
Little Mollie Euler, of No. 524 Central

avenue, Brooklyn, lias had some sad experiencesin the last five months. Her
papa was killed last July while at work on

a building, and though her mamma has
worked hard, things have been going from
bad to worse in the Euler household, for
there are three other children beside Mollie
who have to be clotbed and fed.

It seemed to Mollle and lier brothers and
sisters that the climax of misery came last
Friday, when her tired and overworked
mamma cut short- a stream of childish
anticipations about Christmas by saying
In a low tone:
"Children, I'm afraid that Santa Claus

wont be able to find us this year."
"Not able to find us.why we lived here

last year and he brought us such a lot of
things and we had a pretty tree," said
Mollie, who, though she is nine years old
ind bright at school, still believes In Santa
Claus with all the faith of the tiniest child
who is made happy by the Christmas mysterysurrounding his coming.
"But, children, we are so poor I can onlyget barely enough for you to eat since papadied," hesitatingly replied Mrs. Euler, tryingto brush away the tears so the children

wouldn't see them. "I know Santa Clans
wont be able to find us, and we have to beglad this year if we have enough to eat
ind a fire to keep us warm.''
The children looked very blank at thisinnouncement. Little Aurelia and the baby

ui wc ivijo ui lueu- voices as a relieftor tlielr feelings. Mollie Is something of1 philosopher, and In her position ns thejhlest ox the little household feels thatshe must do a good deal of thinking for therest. After some time she said:"Mamma, if we are so poor, I think that
s why Santa Claus ought to be sure toind us. Just think, he might bring us alf
lew shoes like he did last year and then
,-ou wouldn't feel so badly about us going>ut."
The poor mother could only bend lower>ver the washtub, where she was trying;o earn money for their daily needs.But Mollie is a girl of resources. Sheonsldered the situation and concluded thatf Santa Claus only knew how much theirIttle family wanted him he would surely:ome. So she wrote a letter to Santa'laus and asked the Journal to forward It.s'ot knowing the exact address of the jolly>ld fellow, the letter is reproduced here. Lit reads:

Brooklyn, N. Y., Dec. 2, 1897.Dear Santa Claua:
It is near Christmas time now, and I wishyou would send me a Christmas present. Mypapa is dead, and my mamma goes out washingevery day. I have a little sister and two littlebrothers. I hope you will not forget me, andI"1 thank you very mhch for your kindness.Prom a lnvim/ unhrini

"""'.MOLLIE EULEK.524 Central nve., Brooklyn, N. Y.I am nine years old.
"I didn't like to tell mamma, becauseshe seemed so sure we couldn't tind Santa31aus," said little Mollie yesterday, "andthought it would be such a surprise if I?ould let him know, and he would bring uslice things this year just as he always did>eforo.
"Then I'd rather the girls at schoollldn't know we were so poor that I had tovrite to Santa Glaus." said this proud littleot.
There is a pathetic story behind Mollie's

etter. Last Christinas she had a papa who
ras strong and well, and though he had not
>een able to get steady work at his trade
is a painter yet he managed enough odd
obs to pay the rent and keep the family in
i fair degre« of comfort. The Christmas
ree was not omitted last year.Last July Euler got a steady job at good
vages. He was working on the Eaheyniihling, No. S4 Maiden lane, painting in
in air shaft. Happening to put his foot
in a cross beam in the elevator shaft his
oot was caught by the weights and so teriblymangled that amputation was necesar.v.and he died the next dnv from the
book.
The wife was left penniless with her four
hlldren, of whom little Mollie is the eltlst,and the baby, Willie, was a year old
he day his papa was buried. The family
tave had hard times, though the mother
nd Mollie are as cheery ns possible.
The widow admitted that she hadn't

[uite solved the problem of clothing her litlebrood, because they were still wearing
vhat tliey had on hand when the father
lied. She was very frank about her circumstances,but said she was not asking
hnrlty, though she would be glad to get
nore work.
TVfnlMp n hrifrlif-prprt Art xpn-hnlrpfl ltf-

le girl, who writes ft prettier hand than
in.v other girl in her school, and Is a
iriine favorite with her teachers for her
ndustry and brightness.

THIS
"

\_A HUGE JOKE.
as Insane to the Almshouse, Is
wiaht.Facuftu Denies
Was Plotted.

NE^< HAVEN, Conn., Dec. 5..It now

appears that the police of this city
and a number of Its staid residents

have been made the victims of what Yale
students are pleased to look upon as a big
joke. Thi, Yale authorities are positive
that no jokv was Intended, and maintain
that the victim was unioriunate, ana nui

purposely maltreated.
The police patrol wagon rumbled up

Wall street yesterday afternoon and drew
up in front of the brick block at No. 119,
a student boarding bouse, and the neigh,
bors saw four poiiej^en jump out and run

up the steps leading the house, which
Is run by Mrs. Young. A big crowd gatheredin front of the house, and soon tho
policemen came out with a young man securelyhandcuffed. He (vas bundled into
the wagon, and the driver whipped up
his horses and drove to the police stctlon.
The young prisoner was Harry Otis

Johnson, a member of the sophomore class
in the academic department of Yale University.He is twenty-three years of age
and belongs in Machias, Me. He Is not a

student of great means, and since he came

here to pursue Ills studies has worked h)
various student boarding places, waiting
on the table and doing chores.
At the opening of the present term Johnsonfound employment at Mrs. Young's.

He Is a typical down-Easter, and his mannermade him the object of fun-making by
the students in the house. Johnson was

not at work yesterday, and his absence

prompted some of the students to send
word to Police Superintendent Wrinn that
Johnson was missing. A full description
of the young man was furnished, and the
Superintendent was asked to make a vigoroussearch for him.

Jolinson Turned Up.
In the meantime Johnson turned up at

his place of employment, and performed
thp work recularlv assigned to him of
carving the meats. The students were disappointedat the miscarriage of their plans
and another was immediately put in operation,which resulted in Johnson's excitingexperience with the police. Shqrtl/
after noon, while the boarding house was
filled with college men, two ol' the qpdergraduatesslipped away from the tabl* and
circulated a report in the house that J'ennsonwas violently insane and was runaing
amuck armed with a long-bladed oakving
knife.
The other students climbed upstairs and

sought refuge behind locked doors in their
rooms, while the landlady almost fainted
with excitement and fear. She dispatched
one of the servants post haste to the police
station, with the news that an insane man
was in the house, and that assistance was

required immediately. The report was
made to Superintendent Wrinn himself,
who ordered Patrolmen Ledwith, Itoche,
Kane and Dailey to the Wall street housie.
Th-i police were somewhat surprised

when they reached the house; instead of
finding a wild man holding the people at
hnv with n lmp-p enrvinc knife thev found
an Innocent, boylsli looking young man at
work at a table carving meat and otter
servants In the kitchen within a few feet
of him. The police, however, grabbed
Johnson and took him away. At the stationhouse he said that he had done nothing
wrong and demanded an explanation for
his arrest.

Sent to Almshouse.
The police did not know but the statementgiven them by the jokers that the

man was Insane was sufficient, so SuperintendentGnffey, at the Almshouse, was
notified and preparations were made to removeJohnson there. At the latter institutionthe padded cell was made ready and
a dilapidated looking four-wheeled vehicle
was sent Into town after Johnson. He washandcuffed again and conveyed to Springside.
>>ot long after this President Dwightlearned of Johnson's trouble nnd he askedDr. H. C. Foster over the telephone to Investigatethe case. Dr. Foster, accompaniedby Dr. William G. Daggett, rode

out to the Almshouse and found Johnsonin the waiting room in a state of prostrationover his experience, and weeping.The physicians examined Johnson, but
found him to be all right. Johnson said he
could not understand it. but suspected he
hnd been mad'; the victim of a joke.Johnson was speedily released and returnedto the boarding place. The Yalefaculty now deny that students perpetratedthe "joke," which they have tried toinvestigate, but they are perplexed. Their
only explanation is that Johnson Is thevictim of an unfortunate yet innocentcombination of circumstances. They admitthat a student did ring up the police, hutnlatrx thnf it" TVn.. « <- < -
........ ...... .. a u'ljuusL 01 meboarding-house keeper.

Why Does He Do It?
[Atchison Globe.]

Every once in awhile some man gets into trouble
by kisRing a woman against her will. Why does ho
do it? There are plenty of women who are willing.

The Tailor's Tnslc.
The tailor who is out of work
Can rrlend his luck this very week.

If through the Journal's well-read "wants'*
A situation he will seek.

Journal Situation "Wants," 16 words 10 cent®.


