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SCRAMEBLE FOR DIAMONDS,

Gems Thrown Away by an
Minded Dealer, a

“Have you got any of those dia-
monds?” i{s the question of the hour
in Birmingham. Some 800 precious
stones have been shared out by lucky
prospectors in Vittoria street, and the
search still continues, s the London

Expr It happened in this wise:
In a fit of traction John Davis,
member of a firm of diamond mer-
chants, while walking down Vittoria
street an a recent morning, pulled an
old envelope out of his pocket and
commenced to tear it up. When he
reached the last section the terrible

fact dawned upon him that it was the

envelope in which were some 1,600

11 diamonds, valued at £100, and
had been gowing these broad-
lie thorou 0y The

news spread
ity. S)mp.m

lightning-like rapid-
ers locked up and came
of
while for a mila

¢ at his ordinary

occupation

ng up di
around an err:
work was a phenomenon, Sucl
scraping of the cet with knives
sticks had never been seen. ! it
happened, most of the nes went
down the cella i weler's

logt stc

of a

shop. Ingenious youths fished for
them with a piece of soap attached to
a stick and reeled In three prizes at a
time. Others sat in the gutter sort/
ing an anxiously guarded handful of |
dirt. Still the crowd grew. At one
period over 1,500 lads were to be seen
hard at work. From noon to seven
o'clock the street was nearly blocked.
When night fell candles, lamps and
lanterns were brought to aid the inde-
fatigable hunters for t trove,
and t scene presen could only
have been done justice by Hogarth,
About half the diamonds have found

r way back to their rightful ow

ome per and
xh L house-
hold, are scattered far and wide. Dia-

mond | will shortl
in Birmingham

RAIRIE DOGS.

They Have Had
of the Far West.
the

Thelr Day on ihe Plains

Pa

sengers on

ridden

ystem who
of
and
emember the ]mmw
in that section
in lages

together
parts of B
News. But
L d his day. The
tment says he t
decided that

the a da

thy

braska

llx

dog 1d ruin good graz
ing lar “Tam ' has little of !h
love of picturesqn 8§ in
up. He is eminently prac 1d his
phiianthropy of the type which
Beeks to yvake two blades of grass grow
instead of one. Therefore he proposes

to relegate the prairie dog to t
ture books and to the stuffed spe
of the museum along with the bufi
Mr. Wilson's chemists have disc
a mixture that will make whole
lages fight for the first bite,
at the last biteth like serpent
stingeth 1 adder. Under its
fluence the that knows the pre

vil
but which

an in

rie

dog will know it no more forever, The
frisky, nervous, barki little be
will join the innumerable
prairie d who have
There will be more grs
prairvie d ne, and the more
cattle.  There wili be break
ing of the legs of cowbos an
the rattlesnake will live alone in th
hole uptil the summons come to him
also.

se Vanished Dream,

M Bramble—“Don’t you remem
ber, Will, how you used to rhapso
dize over the thought of just you and

living together in a ar little cot

swhere, far from the madding
Youn used to say that would

s po :, but you don’t seem sines
wo are warried to hold the same opin
ion.”

Mr. Dramble—**No, T gave np the
idea the week you were without o
girl.  You see, if we lived that way
you would have to do the cooking for
us right along Chicago Times,

edo boat Audacieus,
L'Orient for  her
ir lad in the

vt
0 in &
nst anything

3 ,.,,mm projectile,

Absent- |

and |

elt over |

Not tied into the world with care
Or public fame,

or private breath; \\ ith

A HAPPY LIFE.
How happy is he born and !aught, Who hath hia life from rumors freed,
That serveth not another’s wi Whose conscience is his strong re
‘Whose armor is his honest lh.\u-_vht, \\ hose st: n v
And stiple truth his utmost skill! Nor ruin make oppressors great;
| Whose passions not his masters are, Who God,doth 1
[ Whiose soul is still prepared for death, More of n
|

Who envies none that chance doth raise,
Or vice; who never understood
How deepest wounds are given by praise;

hix man is freed from servile hands,
‘

| Nor rules of state, but rules of good;
‘

Of hope to rise, «
Lord of himself, though not of lands;
And having nothing, all,

Wotton.

Sir Henry

| LACK Jake Murphy was the [ and sullen man, but years szo he had
| bigger, but it did not take | set his heart upon that girl, before
j longer than five minutes to [ Jim Carroll ever knew her. Rut she
‘. determine who W the bet- | wr ing and he not o onfident
ter man. Even Mike Hu tke big | He had waited too long, for Jim Car-
Polande 1w it. He was viewing the pped in, and now they were
| fray from an upturned beer k in { married. Blac & teeth and
front of Yankee Pete’s saloon. breathed hard when ke heard it. He
“Jim lick "um, heap quick,” he ejg sald nothing, but 1

ulated, and his words were prophetie.

ing him knew that
In less than ten mimutes Biack Jake | in danger, Cc from
| was thoroughly and scientifically point of vi the old s
“licked,” and he knew it. He would rticular ction te L!s son put-
have fallen on his face in as he ‘arroll out of the but some
staggered up after the last knock- | strange and deep-hidden bond lheld

these t
possibility

ther.

risen,

men te
ever 4

Ifad such a
Murphy

down blow, one had not given
him an arm to lean on. Through the

if some 3
old

blood that blinded him he saw the | Would read ve laid down his own
¥ ; ife s a P lita an X
erowd in a red haze. But his reeling | life fo that of hiz sou, He
sight looked for but ene object, and | Watched him then Iest he should do
his whole brain and soul were filled [ that which might necessitate his de
with a fierce and devilsh hatred for | Parture from this world at the Lands
the man who stood near with bruised | ©f the sherif & brought

him great unes
changed.

ike had
n oppor-

face and bared

arms

his conqueror,

Slocum’s Patch had .nn \.~).T||v:f|{x?' i 1y Tabtarc B e
for Black dake hurohy. 08 8 P85 | qgKt  Ruther he avalosntChebll, and
the Patch dis d no excessive fas- \\h- i e
tidiousness as to the comp .l‘.lv’ parts ) Pl
of its select society. It had even got apatt, he s S
beyond objecting to th I".!:--|<.In‘1' and s TOhinl was ot Blnckl T
Hur LA But with Murphy and the old man d for
and his father it r St o
on any terms more friendly ti S at his post, Tonking Aoven: nt
Involved in imbibing Xaukee Lete'S |iene thrae menibelow hit, old Murphy

! i n Tt could not | 1y 4pa fijckering light of

her. or son'{i, caught a ;
i 1 t fa a te 3 n
rath thing told him in those set and sullen
v sullen and mor features and eyes that seemed to burn
I'hey did not sc that the time had
ments of I Pateh
cept on the rather rare ons \\‘er and rnsh the I
zether they sat down for a drinking | jron ¢
bout Yankee I’ 5. Then all who | darkness and
chose could drink at their expense, | it stopped,
and then for the few hours their | twist of the
| money lasted none were more popular. | of black, dis:
Yankee Pete did a land office business, [ above
and could well afic the broken | Jake Murph sed it And. shrang
chairs and windows which usuall | inside, Only two men could go up in
namented his groz y next morn it at ¢ 5

Black Jake said no word as he| “Come Jim,” he eried, “gct in,” and
turned from the fray a ten man, | locked at Carroll.
and staggered off toward his home. Old Murphy's (&

It was a rough cabin of battened hem- “Hold on, Jim

lock boards. The two men had built
it themselves on a strip of company
| land up the hillside above the
Patch, They lived there alone, and

another no one
Around it
breeze murmured
wnd o

from or 's end to

else cr«

» its threshold,
the

in summer, soft

among the hem
The wild viol
out their f

great Wyoming Valley

the bucket. Slowly he drew the throt.

tle open, and the gigantic engines,
waking from their brief rest, once

more sent the druom flying round. Coil
after coil of writhing cable was wound
about it. One hand on the throttle
and the other on the reversing lever,
Tom Allis watched the spinning drum
and the white marks on it that told
him when to stop. As he stood there
he felt the reversing lever shake and
tremble, as if some one had touched
it. He bad nesthme to think of this, for
in another second the bucket was
within one Landred feet of the surface,
Ile closed the throttle and pushed the
reveraing lever.

A wild ery burst from his lips. A#
he pushed it, the bar shot back with
a rattling crash, but the reversing gear |
never moved. The engines would not
reverse,
nce of wmind never left him,
ed the brake bar and threw all his |
welght upon it. The band of steel that |
cireled the drum gripped tight. But |
what could that do to stop the mas-
sive engines running at high speed?
He jammed it back and rushed from

In that awful moment his |
He |

Y.

®

TALES OF PLOCK
AND ADVENTURE.

:
g
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A White Chief of Cannibals,

G STAMPS CHERRY, who

left his home in Chic; 20

in the summer of 1806,

now is on his way to his

home in Awmeriea, ving experienced

in the heart of Africa adventures more

thrilling, in many respects, than those

of Livingstone or Stanle

For four years Mr. Cherry has been

| living among the Congo natives. He

has been their companion, friend, lead-

er and instructor. Unaccompanicd by

any men of hin own color he has pene-

trated to p:arts where no other white
| man has ever darved to go.

| Starting in Matadi on the west consi

| of Africa, in An; gust, 1896, Mr. Cherry

| went up the River as far

Congo

Stanley Pool by ecs an. In Brazs
the engine house. ville, in the French Congo, hie was held
As he did so, the bucket shot up | up by the authovities for having fire-

from the shaft. Two men were in it. |
A cry burst from them as the bucket,
without pause or stop, leaped vp amid
the timbe and sped swiftly
on wrd the great sheave
Another wild ery, and then an awful

crash as the bucket dashed against the |

wheels. A human form whirled in
the air, struck agai the timbers,
and plunged out of sight down the
yawning blackness of the shaft. An-
other form was clinging to the timbers
far aloft.

Who Is tha

st

' called the engineer.

“Jim Carroll,” answered the man
clinging to the timbers,
“Who was it that fell down the

shaft?”
“0ld Murphy.”
Another awful ery br
of the night. Down

oke the stilliess
rom the shiadow
ack Jake Mur-

of the engine house B!
phy

came running,

“Who?"' he cried, and no words can | slaves
tell the fearful agony in his voice,
“Who went down the shaft?
“Your father, Jake,” said the en- u were boiled, and the |
sineer, i ins were ten. Afterward the |
With one bound Jake was at the | Skulls were piled in heaps, stuck on
s mouth. tree branches and otherwise put iu
“ather,” he cried, “father!” But | Places where they could be seen and
the black pit e no answer to his | fdored, for, Mr. Che no fetish
tic call. With a wild ecry he | Is more in favor among the native
ned. Throwing his hands aloft he | than the human skull. son, Ly |
k his clinched fist at Carroll, still | the way, has 1800 wiv Is a

zing
ful

to the timb
imprecation

and with a
his lips fell |

on

ard into the awful depth.
" » " . . . .
The investigation that followed

showed that a
reversing gear
removed. It v
which the e
could reach

connecting pin in the
had fallen out or been |
vas beneath the floor on
er stood, and any
it unseen. It was
a hown by Jim Carroll's testimony
that old Murphy, the pump runner,
who should not have left his post un-
til relieved, had insisted on coming up

one

to the surface with him.—Waverley
Magazine. |
Obser ns.

Learning is a handy thing, but nev- |
s woman loved solely because |
s erudite, |
tlow lover ignores all save one
The wise ene, never! THe
ueed a friend at Court some

as in a panoran | |
o still | |
chime 3 the |
. Half a mile di '
| 5
sive timbers that 1 !
of the new Wo : |
gest and dee n; |
where 1200 f ikers had |
just k and were | i
Chibbtid | left the buck bid his
finishing their confract. k ‘u panion a surly “good night” and
he old man smo! ils pipe :v.u started off as tho o0 Hotia t
doorstep ma c ient as IEH s out of sight he tur ;mwml-
son washed the blood from his faceat | " grone ol EE S S
the little spring rear the door. At iast mouth of tl baft, and disap-
he said 1 in (he of the engine
“Who've yer been lic ' no
“No one,” growled his son; the engine house Tom Allis,
him, he licked me. » engineer, stood at his post. Be-
The old man gave a grunt, the huze corical drum
| “Who was it?" he asked nd i
“Jim Carroll.” s coiled In
“Sarve yer right, I T to quit v e of him wore
foolin’ round his gal. I nufl ter | {hose mi engines whose gigantic
see she thought more h s H tle finger | power could, when the time came,
than o' yer whole snat n the iag wded car up
od \m 1¢ J hundred feet of depth in
his life.’ | ; i
It wi | 1o
Jake ma and the t| h
filled his heart made | throtil ot op the am rushed
. " = " . | the t eyiind and down
was midnight, but down In t | d the bu t o like a  stone
m m e | dropped down welll  With steady
1 Looking L | éye Allis ible 28 it reeled
white could viftly of He never no-
but no t » of d tha |t d g I ing dial that
uwiul depth. Imw men stood there, | told « i For his
svaiting for their t he | pract white paint
#MOky lamps stuc cable was a  better
caps threw a dull i | In another instant that white
{over their faces and figuves, | was off t when the
to the chin in waterproofs. They s | cle ., the reve g bar
in wat most to the knee, and the | with « crash,
seaseless splash and patter of the m rushed into the |
mg drops told where it came . | the engine, with a few short pants,
I'hirty teet above them, on a plat- | stopped. The bucket swung at the
lorm protected by heavy timbe: 4 | same depth within half an inch that
owerful pump made the mulmul air | it had when Jac Blake climbed on
| hrob with the heavy plunk plunk of It was Tom Ailis's boast

the board.
that If he knew a man’s exact height
he could drop that bucket on his head

| s strol
motion

The pump runner sat there
, smoking. It was old Mur-

lack Jake's father. Jake him- [ withou! doing more than smooth out

self stood below, and one of the two | his hair,
with him was Jim Carroil. Ile ‘W there was one more man to
There » and evil loo%k In | come up. The pump runner's shift
| Black Ja 1s they stood silent- \\nuhl not expire for four hours yet,

ly waiting for
That look

and all the wm.‘w
With his hand on

the bucket to descend.
ad never left him since tha

but one were up.

the throitle lever he

day Jim Carroll had “licked” him for [ waited for the signal to hoist. A

being too attentive to his sweetheart. | minute passed and two, but he stood
Jake was not the man to for- | like a graven statue,

| forget, and the bitterness of Clank! clank! clank! The bell struck

made still more bitter by
|dlwppuluud love. He was a rough

three times. It was the signal to
holst with care, as human weight filled

Punctnality is one of the pillars of
10 temple of suceess, !
Good luck is cousin-German to pluck, |
and twin to endeavor,

There never was a man who con-
quered adversity without becoming a |
1iger and better fellow,

{1

You may despise yourself, but never
g0, unless you wish to have oth-
follow suit,

!u-hm;mhw, dolls dinners and

lancing begin the social tournament.
amma’s Mammon, The Man, and

Marriage ends it.

A bad reputation is a misfortune, no
reputation is calamity.
The being who 1 never done a

foolish thing, has never done many |
wise ones,—Philadelphia Record.

Yigs Can Be Grown In the North,

A correspondent inguires how far
north the fig will mature in the open
air. There scems no reason why the
fruit will not mature to an indefinite |
distance northwardly. It is rather a
question of the protection of the trees |
from injury in the winter, than of rip-
ening the frait. The wood is usually |
killed to t yund north of the Poto-
mae, but 1sily pro
teeted by be down and covering
with carth, as is often done with ras
1 other things. It

In the vicinity of
s bear profuse this
among the most satis- |
[ fruits in an amateur's :;u‘~;

» branches are e
ling

are

den, v hear several erops a yeag
and ean generally ad from the
trees at any t » during the season,— |
Mee 1's Monthly.

Problems

lecturer sclence
d 1
the

“I have endeavored,”
make this subject as pl
cntly

on
1er haunds and leaned forward
and in front of her.

she said, *to
1 as its inher- |
mysterious nature will permit. |

Before I take my seat, however, 1 will |
wait

a moient to answer any ques-
1sk for the pm"f
up whatever pointe |
may still seem obscure to you.”

“I wish you could tell me, ma'am,*
asked a  hollow-voiced, averous
man, rising up in a distant corner of
the hall, “why women kiss each oth-
er.”—Ch o Tribune.

Quail Raising For Farmers,

A Missouri farmer has gone into the
business of raising quail. He says the
birds are more easily handled thsy
chickens and far mete profitabie.

wheels. |

| Cherry

! the people
| young

| Iy eng

| tribe
| tribes sent for

| haps, K
| weeping or dancing afte:

| eamp on Eel River.
| noon, while high up a mountain,

'ms without

i ons and cart

permission. His weap-
8, which practically
constituted his umhl. were confiseated
by the Irench Government offici
Jereft of motive and oecupation
| went into the service of the
Government .
Leaving

he
F'rench
| the service of the French
| Government, after having his arms re-
stored to him, Mr. Cherry went from
Bangui with natives in a canoe to the
mouth of the M'bomun Rive
ids, them, and mc
| not until he came
ansson,

, past rap-
often

to
of

« than

into them,

territory

one
w chief:

1 the |

whole Congo basin. The day of M-,
i J il Banga been
lm..vl ing in a raid upc ing
| trid with the result no feway
than 3000 men, women and children

| had been
gasson

tured and brought to Ban
In addition to these

stanch ally of the I'rench Government,

After a period of good hunting M
crossed the country to the re-
gion of the Darbanda. There he lived

with the natives as a native, sleeping
mat with two blanket
ived

on a
Ing rec
white
fame
monkey

, and Ik
among them as the at
“Demba Creecy,” whose
had gone * him. ressed in
skins, aking the tongue of
with whom he lived, this
American taught them the el
of astronomy, g phy
told them of the great white n
who lived without their sphere,
return they taught him the secret arts
whereby they make and mold cuvions-
y , hatehets and other
say nothing of the cloth
ving and domestic arts,
arbanda served as the base for the
explorer’s expeditions. Thence
made constant trips up the Kotto IR
er. Three times he lost almost every
thing he had through canoes
Ing in the rapids.
During these times Mr,
almost v respect chief of the
with whom he stayed. Other
him to assist them ta
gettle welghty matters, to .Mluxr dis-
putes, to orga f
the invas A
Among these natives with whom Mr

ments

1 spea
implements, to
we

1

capsiz.

herry was

in ev

Cherry has been living ecannibalism s |

rampant, “After a tribal eng
he tells the Associated Press, “the
tured men, women and children
cut up as quick as that,” snapping his
fingers, “and every bit of them Is c'u
| en. Human flesh, to these people,
(11-]11"|<\. They want it, and when lh. y

get the opportunity to get it the. 'y n
not reslst.”
Regarding the rivers he explored
Mr. Cherry said:
‘hey drain the finest country in
the world, where everything can be

ralsed. Rice, coffee, vanilla and rub-
ber grow in wild luxuriance. In ne
place in the world could you find such
elephants. It's just like hunting ral-
| bits

“Among the characteristics of the
new tribes their funeral rites
the most curiou Instes
a death, the
mourners proceed to turn somersaults
and keep it up until their strength is
exhausted.”

. The Nerve of a Hunter,

The recent death of J. H. Wenham,
of California, illustrates the wonder-
ful nerve of strong men under the
most adverse conditions, Benham and

three companions had gone into the
| mountains for

@,

a few day hunting
had climbed mountains and
sed eanyons and finally made th
On Mondav after
Ben-
ham’s hounds started a fine buck, The
hunter braced himself against a bhush
and was about to fire at the deer when
the bush gave way and allowed him
to slide down the incline about 120
yards. In falling Benham's rifle was
discharged, the ball passing into his
abdomen and coming out at his right
shoulder. Wounded though he was he
managed to erawl back up the incline,
where he shouted for help.

No one heard his cries, and he then
discharged his rifle till the magazine
was empty. One of his companions
came to his assistance. The wounded
man requested his friend to send for
his wife, realizing all the time that his
wound was fatal. The friend wenr

They
ere

the |
the | €epted finally, however, proved to ha
| 8

| ing 1
| iterr

|
|
|
|

back to camp and secured thnee mules,
Wwith avhich he returned to the scene
of the tragedy.

Without help of any sort Benham
rode one of the mules back to camp,
a distance of half a mile. Another of
the party then started for the nearest
town for medical help and to telephone
for Mrs. Benham. The messenger trav-
eled in an hour and twenty minutes
a trail which it 1 taken the hunters
seven hours to travel when they werq
on their way to their camp. A physie
cian and Mrs. Benham vreached the
camp at 3 o'clock in the morning, but
nothing could be done for the dying
mwan. At 10 o'clock ®iat morning the
party started for hore, cighteen miles
away. The wounded man w car-
ried on a litter the entire distance, the
members of the party taking turns at
g it
- arrived at home at 10 o'clock
at night, the wounded man retaining
consciousness throughout the long
journey. He knew that his death wag
a question of only a few hours, but he

never lost his courage. He died a%
5 o'clock next morning.—Chicaga
Chrounicle.

Brave Lucien Young,
Nearly thirty years
young fellow reported at the United
States Military Academy with an apy
pointment as a cadet in his pocket,
The applicant came within an ace of
failing to pass his mental examination.
Physically he was a young Samson.
The aminers came prett; near
throwing him out on general principles
itter they had discovered that he liked
ort cuts in spellin d, believing
he “E” to be invariably
pelled Eurc He was ac-

1g0 a stalwary

e

useless,
“Urope.”

S 81

art

1 whiplash and gave his

| classmates w ork to keep up with him.

Almost immediately after graduation
t cadet, whose name Lucien
ung, distinguished himself by jump-
m the ship's rail into the Med-
nean and reseuing a sailor who
llen into the water from one of

X

had f

the yards and had Deen stunned by
the fall. It w not long after this
at Young was assigned to the new
Iron steamship Huron. The vessel

was bound south one night in Novem-

| ber, 1877, and when off Nag's head on
| l]u' cog of Nort

| the roc ind in less than an hour the
¢ 4

|
|

plete.

There was a

sea runni There ap-
d to be but one chance to s
any of the crew, The boats were use.
less in that pounding, grinding A
volunteer was asked for tc attempt to
carry a life line to the shore. Young
volunteered to make the attempt,
though he was told by his captain that
the chance of life was not one in a
thousand., A seaman named Williams
volunteered to accompany f{l young
officer. The two took what is known
as a balso, attachied a rope, and, mak-
Ing thelr way out upon a spar, dropped
luto the ley water. A wave beat them
< nst the spar, and Young was
2ly bruised by the coniact. He
stuck to his task, however, and with
Willlams succeeded in escapi death
among the storm-beaten rocks and in
gaining a foothold upon the sands bhe-
yond. The result of their heroism was
| the saving of a portion of the ITuron's
crew, thongh the vessel went to pieces
S0 quickly that the rescue of all was
impossible.~Chicago Times-Herald,

ng.

sen.

Wrestled With a M

ain Lion.
Three Tonto Basin cowho,
themselves victors in a wr

proved

ling con-

test with the largest mountain 1
killed in the vicinity of Globe,
ona. The men, George Hubbard,
Hardy Schell and A. C. Harer, weora
the range near Salome Creck,
Schell had the only firearm in the
party, a rifle, and had only one cart-
ride for it, The cowboys routed the

lion out of some rocks ard rode after
it, to rope it If possible. Schell tried a
200 yard shot and knocked the liow
over, apparently dead, with a bullet
through its neck. 71he three rode up
and dismounted, to find the lion Lad
only been stunned by the shot. As
approached he came to his feet
jumped at Schell, who knocked
him aside with a blow from the butt
of the rifle. The enormous cat thep
iumpml upon Hubbard, crunching the
man’s left arm and lacerating his body
with its claws. But Hubbard, who Is
possessed of exceptional  strength,
rm"ht the beast by the throat and a

vont foot. Schell at the same time
seized the hind feet, while Harer ran
in and cut the lion's throat with a
small knife. Though the lion undoubt-
edly had heen weakened by the bullet
wound, the men considercd themselves
fortunate to have escaped with
lives.  The lion skin measures
feet ten inches from tip to tip.

and

theiwr
nine

Johs
John

teen,

'8 Good Fight With a Wolf,
Word, acolored boy, d fif-
slew a wolf which was in the
act of Kkilling a pet poodle, the proper-
ty of the boy's mother.

The Words are tenants on land be-
low Waco, Texas, close to the river.
Jane Word, the mother, was ws ishing
clothes at a spring and the poodle was
asleep ten feet from the woman under
a bush, when the big lobo appeared
suddenly and seized the little dog. The
colored woman attacked the wolf, but
was driven back by the savage brute,

John heard the cries of his mother
and seizing a hatchet ran to the scene
of the trouble. A struggle followed,
durlng which the boy was bitten and
the wolf slain, the hatchet in the
hands of the boy proving too much for
the fangs of the wolf.

John Word was paid $5 for the wolf
skin by the owner of the land as an
acknowledgment of the services be
rendered in ridding the place of a pest,
When the fight was over it was found
that the poodle had been fatally bitten
by tke wolf.—Dallas Morning Post.
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