
TULA VELASQUEZ.

BY AD H. GIBSON.

Y friend Leo

Gordon was a

gay young
Southe r n e r,

who had serv-

e d through
(the “lost

cause.” He

had gone into

the war with

all the enthu-

siasm and

confidence

that charac-

terized the

most intrepid
wearers of the

gray. It was

not discom-

fiture at the termination of the civil

struggle, with its very unexpected re-

sult, so much as the spirit of adven-

ture, which led Leo to abandon his

plantation on the Pearl River and seek
that land of thrilling romance, Mex-

ico, then in a belligerent state.

Leo cast his fortune with the army
of Juarez, then lighting bitterly
against Maximilian, and many were

his brave deeds, which won for him
the respect of his comrades and the

great chief himself. But it is not of

my friend’s services in that struggle I
shall write, but of a certain adventure,
rose-hued deeply with romance, that
was far from an ordinary one, in
which Leo played a prominent part.

With several comrades my friend
had gone one night to the luxurious
hacienda of a very wealthy Mexican
ranchero, and begged the savage-
browed master to let them pass the

night there.

Their request was at first refused,
but after much persuasion itwas some-

what sullenly granted.
The hacienda had a long, partially

furnished wing that was not used by
the ranchero’s family; this was as-

signed to the accommodation of the
half-dozen Americans who had asked
to pass the night in the hacienda, <and
where they should remain wholly to

themselves.

The moon was up and silvering the
brow of a warm, delicious night with a

wealth of pellucid splendor. Glancing
out of one of the long, narrow windows
of the wing, Leo beheld the ample
flower-gardens of his host. The beau-

tiful blossoms, with their rich per-
fumes wafted to him ever and anon by
the bland south winds, carried the

young Southerner back to his home on

the Pearl, with its flower-decked walks

and balmy nooks. So lost was he in
the memories the lovely scene had

aroused, that he did not at first ob-

serve a young Mexican girl cautiously
approaching the window from which he

leaned.

As she drew near the window the

young soldier caught sight of her. She
raised one hand in warning, and
placed the forefinger over, her crimson

lips to enjoin his silence.

“This is mystery personified,” said
Leo to himself.

But he kept silent. He did not even

shift his attitude, as he did not wish to

arouse his companions, who were rest-

ing on the couches of the large apart-
ment, near by, and he feared any
movement on his part might disturb

them. So he watched carefully every
step of the Mexican girl, and waited to

learn the meaning of her strange pro-
cedure.

As she stood with her fingers over

her lips, she glanced quickly over her
shoulder to make certain that her
movements were not observed by any
other than the American with whom

her business evidently lay. Assuring
herself that she had not not been
watched or suspected, she glided close

up to the window and whispered in a

hasty but musical voice:

“Look, senor! I place this down

here for you. Get out and read it as

soon as I am gone.”
As she spoke she stooped and placed

a note under a rose-bush. Then,
plucking several blossoms from the

bush, to avert suspicion if she was

seen in that quarter, she turned and

left him without vouchsafing another

glance in his direction.

“Leo’s curiosity was deeply stirred.
Here was promise of romance and ad-

venture certainly.
He gazed after the girluntil she was

lost to view. He remarked that the

girl was very pretty, but he was satis-

fied she was not of the higher walks of

life. When they had ridden into the

plaza that evening he had noticed, at

the blinds of the casement, several

feminine forms and faces. But they
had so; concealed themselves that Leo

and his companions had caught but a

transient glimpse of them.

“I’mever ready to take part in an

adventure,” he uttered to himself,

•and I’ll secure that note beneath the

rose if the old duenna herself rules the

garden.”
He walked to the door, opened it,

and passed out. He looked about him.

No one was in sight. With an elastic

spring his strong, well-trained limbs

carried him over the fence which shut

in the garden from their quarters.
Once over the fence, Leo sauntered
rather carelessly toward the bush

where the note lay hidden for him.

Feigning to admire the roses, he

stooped, and with quick grasp pos-

sessed himself of the mysterious note.

He was walking leisurely back to cover,

with the delicately scented note thrust

in his breast, when his steps were vast-

ly accelerated by a huge Mexican

bloodhound suddenly materializing
among the bushes at the other end of

the garden, and plunging after him.

Leo felt that the dark orbs of the
fair lady might be following him, and

he would fain have been dignified in

his retreat. But he found it very ex-

pedient to change his will in the case,

after one sweeping glance into the ca-

pacious red mouth of the canine mon-

ster in hot pursuit, who had been so

speedy to resent an intrusion on his

master’s private and beautiful grounds.
Leo said farewell to dignity for that

time, and vaulted the fence in the face
of his savage foe. He just made his

escape and no more. He congratulated
himself, as he hastily entered their

part of the hacienda, that the Mexican

dress he wore had no superfluous coat-

tails to have suffered an inglorious

diminution in length, as it no doubt
would have done.

Safe within the quarters that had
been assigned to him and his compan-
ions Leo broke the seal of the dainty
little note, and with eager eyes perused
the following lines:

Senors Americanos: This is written
you by an unfortunate maiden who. believ-
ing in your nobleness of soul, implores you
to save her from a cruel late.

My father, the ranchero, who reluctantly
permits you to pass the night under his

roof, is forcing me this night to wed an

officer of Maximilian’s army whom I bate
most vehemently; but he holds some ereat
power over my father, and I am to be the
victim.

The one I truly love is El Capitan Ezual-
do, one of the bravest in our chief (Juarez’s)
army, and I am very desirous of flying to
his protection.

The ceremony is to be held at 10 o’clock

to-night, when that detested man, Col.
Henrique Fernandez, will be here to claim
my unwilling heart and hand. He dare not
venture within the lines of Juarez, except
under the cover of deep night.

The little chapel, which is opposite the
wing you now occupy, is where the mar-

riage rites willbe performed.
In writing this, good, brave Senors

Americanos, I appeal to you to save me

from this living death, and in doing so you

will ever receive the sincere prayers of
poor, unhappy Tula Velasquez.

P. B.My trusty maid, Zela, will have
horses ready in the grove beyond the gar-
den, and we beg to fly under vour protec-
tion to that of my noble Ezualdo. T. V.

Leo read the note over several times

and then said to himself:

“Ofcourse I’ll do all she asks and

more, too, for my friend, Ezualdo.

This is the girl I have heard the young

officer mention with such deep esteem

so often when we were together in

camp. This promises more romance

than anything it has been my lot to be

mixed up in for a long time. We may
as well get ourselves ready, I suppose,
and consult each other in the matter.”

So saying, he aroused his sleeping
comrades and told them of Tula

Velasquez’s appeal to them for help
from the cruel union her father was

forcing upon her.

The party happened to be composed
of

young men of adventurous spirits,
and most of them knew the handsome,
noble Ezualdo in Juarez’s army, and
were willing to engage in any combat
or undertake any enterprise, no matter

how daring, if, in so doing, they served
him or his chief, Juarez.

They accordingly made themselves
ready and waited for the hour of ten to

roll round.

Leo was on watch at the, narrow

window, and when, at last, he saw the

bridal party moving swiftly and as

silently as specters towards the little

chapel, he gave the signal to his com-

panions to follow him. Very soon the
little party was joined by six uninvited

guests.
The ranchero, who was leading the

lovely but unwilling Tula, halted
near’ the door of the chapel and looked

back. Perhaps he had detected the

tread of the Americans, although they
had arrived almost noiselessly. At

the same, time a tall, middle-aged Mex-
ican officer. Henrique Fernandez, the

would-be bridegroom, who was a little

in advance of the bride and her father,
and who was attended by two younger
officers, all dressed in very gorgeous
uniforms, became aware of the attend-

ance of the American soldiers. The

party stopped. Henrique Fernandez,
in an imperious voice, demanded:

..

“Don Velasquez, why this intrusion,
and who are the strangers?”

The moon had lowered herself be-

hind a bold range of mountains in the

west ere this, hence only the dim out-

lines of the intruders could be made

out, and nothing of faces and dress

could be distinctly seen.

“It is the Senors Americanos,” re-

plied the savage voice of Velasquez.
“Why are you here, senors?” he de-

manded.*

Leo boldly stepped before the ranch-
ero as he replied:

“Don Velasquez, you are cruelly
forcing your child to marry one whom

her soul detests, this night, while her

heart is in the keeping of the brave
Ezualdo, of Juarez’s army. It is to

save Tula Velasquez from the evil fate

you Tseek to force upon her that we are

here.”

With a glad cry, Tula Velasquez
tore herself from her father’s side, and

rushed to the side of Leo just as he

he struck the revolver, which the Mexi-
can officer had leveled in his face, from
his hand.

Quickly leveling his own in the face
of Henrique Fernandez, he said:

“You are my prisoner, Colonel Fer

nandez. Stir from vour tracks at youi

peril.”
The Mexican officer knew he was nc

match for the young American, and
one glance had been sufficient to show

him that the least disobedience would
invite his death. But he had not been
forbidden to use his voice, so he yelled
to Velasquez, who seemed too dazed at

the unexpected attack to move, “Don

Velasquez, call upon your servants foi

help, and my men without!”

The young officers who had accom-

panied Fernandez had all they could
do in a hand-to-hand struggle with twc

robust Americans. But the struggle
was of short duration, for the young
Mexicans soon surrendered.

The ranchero gave a feeble call for

help, which some of the men-servants

quickly answered.

A sort of melee commenced, that was

brought on no one could tell exactly
how. Pistol shots rang out on the still
night air, by the chapel door, and the
women servants shrieked and fled

through the trees, the priest shouted

to be heard above the din in vain; and

in the height of it all, Leo, with a

severe wound in his left arm, received

he scarcely knew how, cut his way out

with Colonel Fernandez, his prisoner
still. Tula Velasquez and her maid,
Zela, were by his side, and the other

Americans followed fast behind.
“Here, through the garden to yon

grove!” whispered Tula Velasquez to

Leo. “We shall find horses there for
our escape. Go not out at the front

entrance, as Mexican soldiers left on

the plaza by Colonel Fernandez will

again oppose us.”
It did not require much time to reach

the grove pointed out by Tula Velas-

quez, and where they found their

horses ready for them, as Zela, the

maid, had said. They soon mounted
and rode away, with the shouts of
Mexican soldiers, trying to find their

route of escape, ringing in their ears.

When at last their, trail was discov-
ered the Mexicans gave them a hot

chase for a short distance; but as they
got near Juarez’s camp they abandoned

the pursuit. Leo and his comrades

dashed into camp, where the lovely

Tula was surrendered to her lover,
Ezualdo, and the prisoners to Juarez

himself, who found in Colonel Fer-

nandez a foe he had long desired tc

capture.
My friend’s wound was so obstinate

in healing he w7 as compelled to leave

the service soon after the adventure

just narrated. Before he quit Mexico,
however, he saw Tula Velasquez and

Ezualdo happily made one.

“POSSESSED HIMSELF OF THE MYSTERI-
OUS NOTE.”

“DON VELASQUEZ, WHY THIS INTRUSION ?”

Ocean Depths.
The greatest known depth of the

ocean is’ midway between the Island of

Tristan d’ Acunha and the mouth oi

the Rio de la Plata. The bottom was

there reached at a depth of 46,200 feet,
or 8| miles, .exceeding by more that

17,000 feet the height of Mount Everest,
the loftiest mountain in the world. In

the North Atlantic Ocean, south oJ

Newfoundland, soundings have beer
made at a depth of 4,580 fathoms, or.

26,480 feet, while depths equaling 34,-
000, or 64 miles, are reported south ol

the Bermuda Islands. The average
depth of the Pacific Ocean, between

Japan and California, is a little ovei

2,000 fathoms, between Chili and thf
Sandwich Islands, 2,500 fathoms, and
between Chili and New Zealand, 1,50 C
fathoms. The average depth of all the
ocean is from 2,000 to 2,500 fathoms.

The Meaning Clear.

Mr. Gerome Parke (reading)—Th?
author of the latest book on America

says American women have great pow-
er of expressing what they mean in
few words.

Michael (to whom he is not a hero)
»—Sure they can’t hould' a candle to

the Oirish women. You jist should see

Biddy whin she grabs .the rolling-pin,
be jabers. She do not say wan worrud,
but Oi know pha? she manes-—'Fuck.

WEARY OF THE TARIFF.

NEW ENGLAND IS READY FOR REV-

ENUE REFORM.

Protected Manufacturers of Iron, Glass,

and Dumber Assert that They Will Be

Driven from the Field Unless There Are

Radical Changes.

[Washington special.]

Senator Butler, of South Carolina, a

member of the select committee of the

Senate on the trade and commercial

relations of the United States and Can-

ada, is very hopeful concerning the

growth of tariff reform in New En-

gland. He says the disclosures made

by the witnesses before the committee

at its recent session in Boston in re-

gard to the condition of the iron and

glass manufacturers and some other

lines of business in New England
were surprising and instructive. Every
witness advocated free trade with Can-

ada as indispensable to the prosperity
of those manufactures in New En-

gland. Some witnesses went so far as

to say that without free coal and iron

ore and a greatly reduced rate

of duty on pig iron the iron

manufactures «f New England
must perish; that the competition of

Pennsylvania,Maryland and the South,
where the factories were located near

the raw material, was ruinous, and this

was true of the glass factories also.

A large majority of the witnesses

urged the removal of the duty on lum-

ber in the interest of New England
trade, and most of them thought cot-

ton manufacturers could hold their own

against Southern competition in the

finer goods, but appeared to concede

that in the coarser fabrics the South

had very largely the advantage.
Some said that with a sharp reduction

in the duty on cotton goods the South

could continue manufacturing and

make money, while the New England
mills would have to stop. When asked

if tariff Reform is making perceptible
progress in New England, the Senator

replied:
“Ihave no doubt that is. Many of

the witfltesses, however, declared them-

selves protectionists in everything ex-

cept those articles that would help
New England. As to these they were

free-traders. As to relations with

Canada, some favored annexation, oth-

ers preferred commercial union, and

others, again, wanted a reciprocity
treaty. You see, free coal and free
iron ore and a reduced duty on pig
iron would enable the New England
manufacturer to get coal and iron ore

from the maritime provinces and pig
iron from England and Scotland.
There is where the shoe pinches
closest and they clamor for free trade
in these articles and protection in ev-

erything else. Of course Ido not in-
clude tariff reformers who want a fair

and equitable readjustment all along
the line. The most curious part about
this whole business is that the state-

ment was made before our committee

that so disastrous has been the Penn-

sylvania and Southern competition in
the iron industries that those that were

left had been sustained by the degra-
dation of American labor; that there
had been a mere change of masters

from England to Pennsylvania. This

was a most astonishing admission, es-

pecially from that quarter.
“Testimony was taken on the fishery

question, and incidentally on the trans-

portation problem. One most intelli-

gent witness spoke earnestly in favor

of free fish for the workingmen in the
boot and shoe factories and for free

potatoes. The potato bug has ruined

their Irish potato crop, and conse-

quently they wanted free Canada po-

tatoes, and the master builder wanted

free lumber, and so they went. Read
that testimony when it is printed. It
is instructive, interesting, suggestive,
some of it bordering on the ‘cheeky,’
other parts on the frontier of despair
—all instructive. You have heard of

wanting to see how the cat will jump.
Watch that tariff cat in New England.
He is going to give trouble.”

Folly of Taxing Raw Materials.

To-day we are importing at the rate

of millions of pounds per annum of
raw cotton for making “woolen goods,

”

simply because our mills are forced to
cheapen the cost of their materials,
and the imported cotton is of more

suitable quality for this purpose than
that raised in our Southern States. We
can get this about as cheap as its cost

to the European manufacturers. Every
pound of it takes the place of two or

three pounds of fleece wool. It is a

crumb of “free wool” of the kind that
our mills are driven to use by the high
tax on Hie genuine article.

The trouble with all efforts to raise
the prices of raw materials by taxes or

combinations is, that the effect is at

once to restrict the consumption in two

ways.. Consumers of materials find

substitutes, and consumers of the man-

ufactured goods procure from other

places where the manufacturers
have less or no taxes to add to their
cost. It is this power of substitution
that upsets the calculations of copper

trusts, and the thousand and one

schemes of speculators. This spirit of
resistance to taxation without corre-

sponding benefits which we have inher-

itedfrom our forefathers who threw
the tea into Boston harbor works in

ipany quiet ways upon the minds and
habits of the whole people.

So we See that freedom to buy such
materials as the manufacturer requires
for his work increases the consump-
tion, and the natural increase of price
follows, just so far and so long as it
continues to be natural and healthy.
Millions of yards of “woolen” goods
are now made containing only from 50
down to 10 per cent of new wool, and

some without the first ounce. An Ohio
manufacturer is sending out his circu-

lars stating that he has this year in-

creased his product of shoddy more

than a million pounds. This will help
make up the short wool clip in that-

State. It is the only way left for our

mills to compete with the foreign.
They must in some way find an offset-

ter the handicap under which they
start in the contest with foreign mills.

Give them jhe same chance their com-

petitors have at wool, and they will

increase its use' and improve the char-

acter of their fabrics. The present
adjustment of the tariff, on both ma-

terials and fabrics, is such as to dis-

courage improvement of American
w6olens. All the advance made in
this respect by our home mills has

been made in spite of adverse legisla-
tion. Many have been ruined by the
efforts they have made to get
out a good article to compete with

importations, under the delusion that

they had in their favor protection by
our tariff. Itwill be a difficult matter
to prove how far the tariff increases

wages. The free-trader will show you
that England pays larger wages'fox
shorter hours than Germany or France,
high-tariff countries. Also that under
the same tariff in this country wages
in some localities are two and three
times as high for the same work as in

others. It is evident, however, that if
one manufacturer must produce his

goods in competition with another,
what he pays more for his materials he

must save in some other department, and

usually this must come, as far as pos-

sible, in the pay-roll. The fact is,
that prices for both the labor and ma-

terials must in the long run be regula-
ted by the prices at which foreign
manufactured goods can be sold in our

home markets, because our own man-

ufacturers must meet those prices—in
fact, undersell them until consumers

recognize their goods as equal to the

imported.
The manufactures which we export

to-day are, as a rule, those in which
labor is the largest item of cost, and in

these our own manufacturers have the
home market. Wade’s Fiber ana

Fabric.

SAY FORAKER IS CRAZY.

“FRIENDS” AKE SAID TO BE STAB-

BING THE GOVEKNOK.

Jealous Ohio Politicians, Scheming to

Defeat Their Ambitious Rival, Intimate

that His Actions Betoken a Return oj

Former Mental Troubles.

[Washington special.]

Information from an entirely trust-

worthy source is to the effect that the

dismissal of Tanner was desired by al]

of the prominent Republicans of dhio,
Foraker alone excepted, and that Major
McKinley, ex-Governor Foster and oth-
ers advised the President to get rid of
Tanner at the earliest possible moment.

The scheme of these Ohio politicians is
to have a good excuse for the defeat of
Foraker. Sherman, McKinley, Foster,
Butterworth, Grosvenor, Thompson and

many more ambitious men of that State
have decided to seize this opportunity
to rid themselves once for all of the
vexatious fire-alarm. Foraker is a

jack-in-the-box, a selfish, uncertain,
grasping, malignant chap, whose hand
has been raised against about all of the

prominent men of the State; and

though they might have defeated his

nomination, they preferred to put him

up and then knock him down. The

present scheme in Ohio is Foster for
the Senate, McKinley for the Speaker-
ship and Butterworth for the next Gov-

ernorship. If Foraker were to be
elected he would vrant the Senatorship
and after that the Presidency, and that
would never do in the world. So hie

slaughter has been decided upon. The

pretense of a campaign is to be main-

tained, but secret orders have been is-
sued by each of the conspirators
to see that a sufficient number
of their faithful followers use the
knife. The bouncing of Tanner
is a very timely grist for their mill. It
has made the Grand Army fellows cold
and backward and afforded the Buck-

eye Brutuses the very opportunity
they have wanted. Under the guise
of Grand Army disaffection on account
of Tanner, and, of course, with its di-
rect help, Foraker is to be stabbed to

his death. A curious story about For-
aker set in motion by these honorable
men, who would rid the party of his

presence, is to the effect that his mind
is unsettled. They say that once be-

fore, while on the bench in Cincinnati,
his mental powers showed such strong
signs of derangement that he had to

rest for a whole summer. Gen. W. H.
Gibson, of Tiffin, Ohio, has been con-

sidered by the President in connection
with the Pension Commissionership.
Gen. Gibson is one of the most popu-
lar men in Ohio, and his appointment
would help the Republican party ma-

terially in the coming campaign in, that
State. But he was auditor of Ohio

many years ago when his brother-in-
law embezzled some State funds and
he endeavored to shield the criminal.
The people of Ohio hold Gen. Gibson
in high esteem, but his appointment
would arouse criticism in other parts
of the country, and so the choice, which
at one time during the conference
seemed almost certain, was not made.

Chicago’s Finest.

Chicago Dame (reading the headlines
in her home paper)—“Another Murder
Last Night—Where Were the Police?”

Husband—Committing the murder,,
probably.—New York Weekly.

If a church be on fire, why has the

organ the. smallest chance of escape?
Because the engine cannot play on it.

THE CAB POSIES.

BY JOHN DEWITT.

If you travel as you'd oughter
You willmeet the colored porter,
Who withemile upon his lip
Will expect from you a tip.

He is found on every sleeper,
Full of learning, and it’s cheaper,
If you’d like to learn it all,
Just to tip a silver ban.

If you try to shake this porter,
Anti disuse a paltry quarter,
When you need him you may call,
But you’d better wait tillfall.

If you tip him, he’s a dandy,
With a pillow that is handy,
And a bottle, cool as ice,
Holding something awful nice.

You win find he is a rusher,
Just the slickest kind of brusher,
And before you leave the car,

Oh I “He'll be dar I He’fl be dar.”


