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THE MAJOR'S STORY.

Soiase one threw a fresh log on the |
fire, and tiny sparks, catching thedry
cottonwood -bark, crackled, flashed,
wavered, and then shot up in a broad
flame that lighted up the weather-
beaten faces around the fire—flashed
from their buttons and gilt braid,
turned into a shimmeriug sheet of
flame the bayonet of the sentinel lag-
giog up and down in the backgrouad,
shewed for a moment the cluster of
white tents standing up agaiust the
mooniess, starless night, the mules
and tethered horses, the wagons and
the restless figures flitting about among
them, and then subsided into a steady
glow and a cheerful crackle that was
pless.nt enough to hear on a chilly
night in November, after a hard day's
warch.

Vauderlyn had been singing; and,
as the last fuint echoes of his ravish-
ing tenor died away among the bluffe
under which we were encamped, a si-
leuce fell on the group,’only broken
by the snapping of the fire.

Humilten spoke at last, takinug his
pipe frow his lips long enough to say:

“Somebody tell a story.”

“Yes, yes—a story !’
two or three voices.

“Who will tell it? Major, it is
your turn.  You have never told one
vet,” Hamiiton went on.

“My turn ' sard the major, with a
growi and a shake of his broad, square
shoulders.  “Man alive! what story

to tell? It was school
Point

chimed

can | have
West

Ilu“‘h-‘.

and when | was a lad,

and war and Ilnl;lhs_ ever

since. There, I've told you my story !”

settlie g back 1n & more comfortable
position  with the air of a man who

had performed an unpleasant duty to
his own satistaction.

“But you are not going tc get off
so ewsily. A man don’t live to be
your age, wajor—and you confessed |
to the wrong side of fifty only the
other duy—with bis eyes wide open,
and rot hear or see something worth
telling. Cowe, tell us ubout some be- |
witching senora vou have flirted with
in Texas, or une of the pretty Minne-
as used to look before
they took to overskirts and tlirtations
with tho sutler’s cierks. It'sour duty
to stand by the oflicer of the day un-

Hamilton added ;

ha- Las they

til twelve o'clock,”
“sc do the vbliging.”
“There 1~ a story,” the mujor said,
the ashes from his
meerschaum, and glancing doubtfully
around the little group—‘‘there is a
atory I might tell you of a good black
hor-e a—a friend of mine once owned,

slowly, shaking

and of a terrible race he ran one day.
Everv one that knew about it when
it happened must have forgotten all
that horse by this time: but 1
shouldn’t care to have you repeat the
storv. my—-my friend might not like
it, you know.”

The major looked thoughtfully into
the tire for a few moments, and then
began

about

“It was the year before the war that
the old Third, the regiment to which
my friend, as we!l as myself, belong-
ed, was stationed along the old Salt
Lake trail. Headquarters were at
Fort Benton, both of us were
there too, for my friend—well, he was
iIn my company, and we were great
chums.

“All of you fellows have been on
the plains long enough to know what
life is at a frontier post, and, excopt
that there were more Iudians, and,
consequently, more fighting, no rail-
road, and the excitement of looking
for the mail-rider, and making bets
as to how many Indians would chase
him to the fort on the next trip, it was
much the same in 60 that it is at any
of the out-of-the-way posts now.
However, two very pleasant things
happened at headquarters that Suwm-
mer.

“One was the return of the colonel’s
wife with her pretty daughter, who
had been at school in the Fast for
several vears, and the other was the
arrival of a fine black horse—a pres-
ent to my friend from his father—
which had come out in charge of the
wagon master of the same train that
brought out the Hardings.

“Now, vou all know a Morgan
horse’s good points as well as I do
wmysell, so there's uo use of going into

particulars, beyond telling you that
the new arrival was a handsome ani-
mal, black, except a small white star
on his foreliead, with pleaty of spirit
and courage and good staying power,
as events proved. He was a know-
ing beast, too, tame as a kitten and
as foud of being petted.

and

in !

“Mri- Harding had made friends

with him on the jeurney out, and it
was clever enough to see him untie
his halter with his teeth and trot af-
ter her for sugar or a cracker, if she
crossed the parade ground and he was
tied near it.

“No boy, in his first feathered cap
and epaulets, ever enjoved playing
soldier as well as that black horse
did, and at dress parade he curveted,
pranced and strutted in a way that
was the amusement of all beholders,
and would have soon upset a man less
firm in the saddle than an o!d cavalry
rider.

“As for FElsie Harding, the colo-
nsl's daughter, there are no such girls
nowadays. Since the war, at least, |
have never seen one like her. Sofrank
and true, with & sweet, winsome face,
and color that came and went with
change of mood. Such harr,
Noue of your braided-in stuff,
but hair that waved and rippled in
the sunshiue like a mass of spun gold.

“Of course, in a week every un-
married wman at the post was at her
feet, but she treated us alwaysin a
frank, sisterly way, and her rich color
never deepened at tender looks or
words from any of us, unless, perhaps,
for the adjutant, a sleepy-looking,
good-natured fellow, and—I used to
think, possibly—for the black horse's
master.

“Now he—the man, I mean—ought
to have a name, and I'll call him \l-

every
too!

len, if nobody minds; it ien’t his own, |

of course.
brown fellow, whom the subs called
‘Daddy,” aud who had a rare faculity,
wlen an unhappy chance threw Lim

He was a long, quiet,

ladies’
their way, behind tables and chairs.

n society, of getting out of

“He would stammer and stumble
and blush up to his eyes whenever
Mies Harding spoke to him, which
she seemed just a little afraid to do.
Jut he loved her—yes, he loved Ler,
and Lis battered old heart is hers yet.

“There had
of a ‘Pow wow’
Benton some
early in September the order came.
Half-breed scouts and friendly In-
dians, that had been hanging about
the fort more or less all Summer, were
to call in the chiefs of the
Sioux,

been talk all Summer
to be held at Fort

sent out

hostile and a large tent was
pitched outside, but in plain sight of
the fort,
from the sun.

“Nearly every one in the fort that
was not on duty, made his way, sooner
or later that morning, to join the mot-
ley crowd around the council tent.

“It was a picturesque enough sight
too. The broad, brown, sullen river:
the plain, gray sage bushes: the h:gh
sand bluffs at the right, and as the
left a tlag streaming high over the
heterogeneous collection of buildings
called a tort.

“The centre of the picture was the
tent, and about it were copper colored
figures in blue and scarlet blankets,
butfalo robes, glittering silver and tin
oruaments and feathers: Indian ponies,
cavalrymen, in their gaudy uniform
of blue aud yellow: otficers, in undress
uniforms: stolidl squaws, curious and
quarreling, and crying papooses, and
in all, through all, and about all—
dogs !

“In the midst of this picture, more
strikingly beautiful by contrast, was
the slight, girlish figure in the dark
riding dress, mounted on a spirited
brown mare. For FElsie had ridden
down with ber father and General
Harney—colonel he was in those days
—to see herself the heroes of
Cooper's novels and so many other
romances; and very much disappoint-
ed she was, I remember, with the
greasy, sullen faced crowd, and al'
her pretty, girlish illusions of stalwart
Hiawathas were destroyed for ever,
when one—1 think he was asunpleas-
ant a looking savage as it bas ever
been my misiortune to meet, and that
15 saying a good deal—came up to
stare at the pretty white squaw.

“Yellow Bird, his name was; quite
a famous Sioux chief in Lis dav. His
leggings were fringed with long brown
bair, and from his belt there hung
more scalps of unmistakably white
men’s hair than any ef us cared to
count.

“Elsie did not seehis admiring
stare, and was startled enough when,
coming up to the side of her horse,
he held out two greasy fingers and
said, iu pretty good English

“*‘How, squaw > And waxing en-
thusiastic, ‘Heap of pretty squaw '—
ob, so much of pretiy squaw ! and

tretched his flat mouth 10 a grin he

to shield the pow-wowers

for

time in the Fall, and

undoubtedly thought particularly fas-
cinating.
“Allen ranged his black horse up
the side of the little brown one
just then, for the mare was getting fid-
gety at the peculiar Indian odor and
the snapping dogs about her Leels,
while Elsie herself, though she carried
a brave enough face, gavea little gasp
of relief as Yellow Bird wmoved away,
and said

“‘1 wasn't exactly afraid with so
meny people around me, but ob, isu't
that a dreadful Indian !

“Next to Elsie hersel!, nothing at-
tracted quite so much attention from
the gentle savage that morning ae the
black horse. He was patted and feit
of and adwmired whenever he would
stand still long enough to allow it.
He Lad a way of clearing a wide cir-
cle with those active heels of his, that
the Indians only seemed to aduwire,
and many were the lavish offers of
butfalo robes, ponies and squaws in
exchange for his handsome horse that
my friend had pressed upon him that
morning.

“Riding back from the pow-wow,
Harney began joking his pretty com-
panion about her new admirer. I was
near enough to hear what he said.

“‘I've had an offer for you this
morning, Miss Elsie—quite a tempting
one for a poor military man like my-
self; but unfortunately, as I told Yel-
low Bird, you are none of my proper-
ty, and | had not the disposing.’

“*Yellow Bird ¥

““Yes; the chief who spent so much
time admiring yon. I heard Allen
say Le paid you some compliments this
morning. Well, Le offered me ne less
than five poujes for the pretty white
squaw—aquite a fortune, you see: and,
when I refused, pressed two, three,
upon me, and even offered to
throw in a vellow dog.’

}:.V

more

“Miss IZlsie had to endure a good
deal of joking about her remarkable
offer: but no one looked upon it other-
wise than a joke except poor Mrs.
Harding, to wlom life on the Plains
was a serious enough matter at best;
sie heard an Indian war-whoop in ev-
ery howl of the wind, and had spent
the day of the pow-wow in barricad-
ing herself in Ler own room, until it
took no little time and some exertion
of strength to get her out agdin.

“Frow the moment General Harney
told ber about Yellow Bird, it was he
tflattened his nose against her
window in the <hape of every [ndian
hanger on about the post, who walkel
about on tiptoe at unexpected times
in the form of the colonel's orderly
shook the windows, slammed the blinde,
and moved in the dark corners of the
room.

“I'm sure the colonel, steady going
churchman that he was, must have
sworn softly under his breath both at
the swain for admiring and General
Harney for telling, so often were his
well earned slumbers rudely broken
by Mrs. Harding's fears.

“But the Autumn wore on and noth-
ing came of them, for Yellow Bird had
taken himself off with his own partic-
ular band, and there Lad not been
more than the average number of dep-
redations.

who

“Miss Elsie went quietly ou in her
sweet and gracious way, hemming her
rutfles, waiting on her wother, visiting
the sick in the hospital, playing on
her piano and taking lessons in shoot-
ing at a wmark, and all with the gen-
tle, gracious manner that set even the
wisest heads among us spinuing.

“As for Allen, you may be sure
time did not mer:d his case at all, and
he spent his days alternating from the
lowest depths of despair and disgust
with himself for having any hopes at
ail, to the seventh heaven of ecstasy
from « smile or a few words for him
seif alone.

“Love-making in a crowded garn-
son, uniess vou are willing to take
the whole community ia your confi
dence
iness.

“Miss Elsie, whenever visible, was
sure to be surrounded by all the un-
employed officers at the post: and who-
ever else was missing, by any favora-
ble dispensation of duties, the adju-
taut was always sure to be on the
neld.

“Allen was getting desperate, for
there was behind all his elderly, quiet
way a good deal of what women cali
nerves, and by November his passion
had worn upon bim until he was long-
er, thionner and browner thanm ever
cross enough, too, I guess, for every
one was asking what made Daddy so
glum.

. 18 extremely unsatisfactory bus-

knight and win a lady's

"Balf & day's absence, even; 8

“He nearly screwed hi
the point of putting his
paper, when a chance fell i
—which was as good a one
could ask for—to play

up to

way
Y man
brave '
6, if she
had one to win. P

“It was one morning late ifigpvem-
ber, and Allen’s turn on ido visit |
the wood camp and repe /
for at Benton there was, in days
an unusually good tree crop we |
supphed the two forts a with |
Winter firing.

“Just as he turned out of
ade gate—not very cheerfilll, |

S
L
.
CK~

than he could face complacently—
whom should he see before him but
the pretty lady of his thoughts her-
self, apparently out for a morning's
ride, and, greatest wonder of all, alone,
with only an orderly behind her.

“The good black horse and the pret-
ty brown one were great friends them- |
selves—their boxes were side by
side in the officers’ stable—so it
was not at all unwillingly that Black
Felix paced np to the side of the pret-
ty Fantina; and no doubt he said
‘Good-morning" to her, and ‘What
happy chance has brought us togeth-
er” with a toss of his glossy head
and a glance from his kind eye.

“‘Good-morning, Miss Elsie” his
master found courage to say. ‘Going
riding? And all alone?”

“'Yes,' she laughed. ‘Every one
but yourself seems to be on the court- |
martial.'

“‘1 am going to the wood camp.
Would you care to let me have the
pleasure of your company '

“He said it awkwardly, as usual,
almost hoping, yet dreading, to be re-
fused; slid down in the depths at her
look of indecisicn, and leaped at once
to the other extreme, when, with a
sweet smile, she accepted, and the or-
derly was sent back on his rejoicing
way to the quarters.

“The two trotted briskly up the
river road, and at the foot of a low
hill, round which the road wouud,.
turned to look back. They were about
two miles from the post. On their
right was the river, broad just there,
and at that season shallow; between
them and the fort the ground lay ai-
most level as a house floor, and was
covered with sage bushes and cactus.

“The fort was in plain sight, even
the sentinel on the stockade, and the
flash of his bayonet in the sun, caught
the eye, and the children about the
‘tepes’ by the 1iver stood out clearly,
us silkouettes against a white back-
ground, in the wonderfully clear air.
Before them, as they turned the bluits,
the ground grew more ULroken for a
mile or more, though the road still
was level with the river, fringed herc
and there by a few willows and rank
grasses,

“After that the ridges sloped away
from the river, the road rose aud the
bank grew steep, the bluffs were high-
er and higher, and a mile further on,
when the two drew rain in the wood-
cawmp, they stood in a large giove of
cottonwood trees, and up the bluff
side crowded the pine-trees that no
amount of chopping seemed to thin.

“I've been descriptive because you
must bear in mind how the ground lay
to understand what followed, and how
that, at certain points, as the road
wound in and out among the bluffs,
the riders were equally hiddea from
both the fort and the wood-camp.

“What they talked about oun that
ride I don’t believe Allen ever right-
ly remembered ; there was a confused
sense in his mind of feasting on smiles
having no one to share the glances
from the beautiful eyes, or the sweet
tones of Ler voice, and being in Leav-
en gemerally, that must in some way
have affected the black horse,
never, in all the days of his military
life, did he step more proudly
or daintily than when, that morning,
he kept pace with the brown mare,
and cast sidelong looks at her, while
she threw them back again with a
toss of her pretty head.

“The camp was reached before Alien
bad mustered up courage to speak
his love, and there was such a whirl-
wind in heart and brain that be never
quite knew what the orders were he
gave to the sergeant in charge of the
detail, but they must have been some-
thing remarkable, for over the wood-
en face there came such alook of
wonder and uncertainty that evea
thirty vears of military training could
not conceal. This brought him back
to his senses, the orders were correct-

for

e«i nn;lj.\ilcn thﬁ' Vhimseil' int§ hi;

saddle with the determination to say '

bis say on the way home.

“The two started back leisurely
enough, the reins lying on their horses’
necks. That part of the road was
coansidered safe, no Indians had been
seen near it all Summer, and it was
more habit than thought of danger
that had made Allen drop a pistol
into his saddle holster.

“The flap of the case started loose
just then, and he was bending down

to fasten it, and was beginning ‘May |
| I tell you something?”” when a dull

hud, thud, telling of the quick gallop

borne on the .vind, and grew louder
and louder, together with yells and
cries that could only come from the
lungs of a Sioux.

“*Indians!" both exclaimed at ouce,
and the already startled horses were
instantly urged to their utmost speed,
in hopes that among the bluffs as
they were, the Indians might not see
them.

“Allen glanced at his companion as
he settled down in his stirrups and
loosened the revolver in its case.

“All her pretty color was gone, and
the broad hat tlapping back from hLer
face in the wind, showed it, white and
after the first look of hLorror and
fright was gone; but she was riding
bravely, and even found a wan smile
to meet his eye with.

“They were not to get off without
being seen, they found, even if the
hunting-party was as Allen tried to
assure Elsie, made up of Indians that

huang about the posi, for they

set

Werle
driving the buifaloes straight for the
the water : they came in sight charg-
ing directly down the blufl’ side, with
the Indians after them.

“Fresk vells told the two that they
had been discovered. They was some
shouting and the Indians divided,
part keeping on after the buffalo, aud
the rest leaving the main body, raced
after the rew prey, who had, owing to
the distance down the biutf side, abont
a good five minutes’ start, As the
sound of the ponies’ hoofs on the road
reached their ears, Allen said, quiet-
ly ashe could: ‘They shall not catch
Don’t faint! Hold your horse
up well, and we’ll soon be in sight of
the fort.’

us,

“Then he drew out Lis revolver, |

and urged on the horses with voice
and whip : but they needed no urging,
and flew over the ground, Fatima

keeping neck and neck with Black

Felix, and trample, trample, louder
aud londer came the hurrying hoofs
behind.

“The air cut their faces as they
rushed through it; and the roaring
of the wind in their ears as they
swept along seemed like the thunder

of the surf, and Elsie felt herself
growing numb.
“‘Don’t turn your head. You

must have eyes in front for both,” was
the hurried order.

“But the roaring grew louder in
lier ears, stiliing almost the shouts of
the Indians. She bad to shut her
eves again and again to keep down
the white mist that would rise before
them ; her hands were ice, and if she
thought at all, perhaps, it was to
wonder what her father would say
uow that her mother’s fears were com-
ing to pass.

‘But nothing seemed to watter much
if ouly the numbness would pass away,
and it seemed to the pair as if they
had been riding on in this way for
ever, with something unreal and hor-
rible close behind. It seemed to
Elsie as it she must be dead already:
but with a sharp cry she came back
out of death into life when Allen
caught her by the shoulder and forced
her down leve! with the hoise's neck
as an arrow whietled over her head
and fell harmlessly in the dust beyond
them.

‘Then Allen turned and fired at the
nearest Iudian, and he fell from his
horse, shot through the brain. The
shock cleared away the mist and the
deadness, and as Elsie rose in her sad
dle, she saw straight before them the
flag at the fort waving in the sun-
shine.

‘They bad turned the last bluff and
were on the open plain, and here
things looked particularly black for
them, for when they were in the nar-
row road, there was no danger of their
being sarrounded; now there wasevery
chaace of it.

‘Allen thought of this, but he only
urged on the horses, saying, ‘They
must see uvs from the fort now,” while

3

| devils "

several arrows fell, as the first had

done, harmlessly in front of them.

“I'ne wind tore the fastenings out
of Elsie’s hair—her hat bad fallen off
As she turned her head,
at last, it blinded her, beating cruelly |
against for face; but she managed to

long before.

see the Indians close behind, but de-

ploying off to the left, and there was |

no doubt, in the one look, she had
recognized Yellow Bird as the Indian

nearest them, and a moan—the firet |

sound—broke from her white lips.
| ‘Eyes in front! Faster!
ifotﬂ' Allen shouted. ‘Oh, for a few
of-mY 0w men to ponish, thess

‘At the post, iu the meanwhile,
Ogilvie, the adjutant, after business
was over, had sauntered, as usual, to
the colonel's quarters, and was met
with the damper :

‘Mis Eleie’s gone riding with Cap-
tain Allen.

‘The dickens she has!" he probably |

said, and then his eyes may have opeu-
ed a tritfle wide, as he wondered over
the unlucky chance that had made
him a wartyr to military red tape,
and Allen so fortunate in his detail,
and he says he was weondering if the
road was really safe between the wood
camp and the fort.
gate was iuterrupted by a shout for
the corporal of the guard from the
sentinel on the stockade, followed by
the firing of gune, and the cry of ‘In
dians! Indians!

‘Three strides brought Ogilivie to

| where he could look up the plain, but

the sight wade his biood stand st
fgr a secoud, as he saw the two strain-
ing liorses side by side, and Indians
behind. A shout to the nesrest bug
ler, a rush to the nearest gunroow
for a carbine, a hurried, ‘For God's
sake, follow me!" to the loungers in
front of the sutler's store, and he flung
himself on to a horse tied near and
was rushing up the road.

";\!’(er him,
vards, came the raunch-men, wagon-

, men. ‘bull-whackers.” hangera about |

the post, and half bread Indian scouts,
only too ready for a fight and a scalp
or two, and behind them, stringing
along over the plains us they could
saddle and mount, officers and soldiers,
all determined to save the two at any
cost.

‘Just after the alarm had sounded.
the Indiaus finding that they must
speedily be seen from the fort, if they
bad not been already, fired a volley
of arrows. Allen reeled in: his saddle
and could not suppress a groan.

‘You are hit!" Elsie gasped.

‘Ouly a tritle; we ehall have help
soon. I'm sure they haveseen us from
the post.’

‘He spoke carelessly, but his heart
sank, for his right arm bhung uscless
from the elbow, pierced by an arrow,

| but fortunately he did not drop the

revolver.

‘] beileve my arm has heen struck, '

he went on. ‘You must take my re-
volver: I know you can use it.’

‘Yes, thanks to the lessous by the
river she could, and
came back to the poor child in that
awful moment, the merry lessons ou
those early Summer mornings, with
the man she loved bending over her,
and now, perhaps it ail rested on her
skill whether she and Allen were sav-
ed from a horrible death. But poor
Fatima was done for, and, after strug-
gling on for a few hundred yards,
her pace visibly slackened, and Elsie
felt her trembling under her.

‘You must leave me, she said.
‘Fatima is stumbling. You can get
in—tell them all about it! Ride on—
don't stop ! Oh, we shall both be kill-
ed!" she sobbed.

‘My darling,’ be said, ‘do you thivk
I would leave you” Loosen your foot
from the stirrup. Now!

‘His left arm swept her from the
saddle and held ber before him, while
the black horse was urged on agaiu.
Juat in time, for as Allen lifted her,
Fatima, with a groan that was almost
human, stumbled and fell to the
ground.

‘It had oniy taken a moment, but
the Indians, seeing the turn thinge
weore taking, and losiug their fear of
the revolver in a measure, and gain-
ing ground by the slackening pace of
the horses, redoubled their etforts, and
a horse’s head crept nearer and nearer
the flavk of the black horse. Evi-
deatiy their intention was to takeall
three alive.

‘Allen says that that awiul
moment he was aimost happy at the

i

faster ' :

They must have seen us from the

A saunter to the '

at intervals of a few |

perhaps it all |

thought of dying with the woman he
| loved best pressed close against Lis
heart, for die they must: he had long
| #gc made up his mind. Turning his
bead then, he saw the Indian so
upon them that he said to Elsie
‘You must shoot him.
| beart. Steady, now!
‘The face turned toward the Indian
| was white enough for a dead woman,
but the slender wrist did not tremble,
and Yellow Bird fell—another victim
| to the fatal passion of love.
‘The next instant, before she could
lower the revolver, an arrow tore away
the sleeve from her wrist, just piercing

lose

Aim for his

‘The long hair blown in his face and
( the growing sickness from his wounds,
for there was an arrow in Allen's side
as well as his arm, prevented his see-
ing that heip was coming, and he wut-
tered: ‘There are only two shots
wore, my love. Can )

vou use them?

One for each of us. 1 caunct hold up
wany minutes.' )
‘As Elsie turned to look at hiw, she
saw Ogilive, who was near enough by
this time to be heard when he shout-
jod, ‘Courage! Hold
and a crack
finished the sentence.

up! Here we

are ! from his carbine
‘The Indiaus, gowarls always, balt-
ed, turned, hesitated like wolves driv-
en away from a nearly captured feast,
aud bovered just beyond ritle-range
with vells of disappointment, while
Yeliow Bird who had only been stuu-
ned aud had managad to sit up, seem-
ed urging them to keep up the chase,
‘. but the ranchmen coming up, and the
' 2 Liud, turmed the Lat-
i tle, and they made off, carrying their
chief with them-
*Just in time, for, as the meu rode
ap, Alien’s hold loosened, and but for
| Ogilvie FEisie would have fallen, as
| Allen reeled out of his saddle into ¢ ne
of the men's arms in dead faint.
|  ‘The black horse hiwmself,
| trembling in every limb and gray with
| foamn and dust, come in for no swall
share of the welcome at the fort, vou
| may believe, on account of the bur.ien

Le had carried, and the race he had
| run so pluckily
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* *

The fire sunapped, the shadows
[ danced on the white teuts, a breath
| of air came down from the hills and
[ swept woaning over the plaiu; the
| line of sentinels took up the crv of
“Twelve o'clock, and all’s well' and
| echoed it around the camp, aud the
[ major began filling his meerschauwm,
‘But go on, go on, Major,” half a
[ dozen voices urged. ‘Tell us the rest!
Why do you stop in such an inter-
esting place”
‘Tell us about the wedding, for, of
{ course, Allen marriel his lady -love
| amid general rejoicing, as the news-
| paperssay,” Vanderlyn wenton. “Did
the black horse goto the wedling,
decked out in white ribbons? Of
| course, there could only be one ending
| to that romance.’

‘Do you think s0” answered the
major, hunting about for a match.
‘That's the way they end in s ory-
books, I know, but real lifs ia rot so
smooth.

‘Miss Elsie married the adjutant
that very Winter. Allen was asied
0 be best man, but he would have Lad
| to appear at the wedding with hisarm

in a siing ! It

he staid at home
was no dislovalty on her part, God
ble-sed her. He never said anything
more about his love to her than the
few Lhurried words on that awful 1:de.
She uever knew Lhow much he loved
bher. And Ogilvie left her asleep
amonyg the wmyrties by the Guadal-
| quiver when the regiment came up
trom Texas ten years ago last June.
‘As for the black borse, he met a
fate, the Lest he or his master could
have hoped for after the light of their
eyes was gone—he died in battle, iu a
glorious charge on the enemy's guns
veture Port Royal, and his master en-
vies him
The wajor lighted his pipe, and after
' a moment s silence walked away, and
no one spoke until the ratthing of the
saluting seutinel’s gun told us he had

L

crossed the line, and was safe in his
teut.

Collingwood, the cofficer of the day,
had not spoken before, but now he

leaned forward, traced sowme lines in
the sand with the point of his sabre,
and, locking up, said

‘I've heard that story befgre
suatches. It's the major's own. He
rode that terrible race on the black
horse humseif, but 1 don't Lelieve auy
of the fellows 1u the Third knew Low
hard he was Lit, or the reason why
he exchanged into our regiment.
Well, the least we can do for him
to keep Lis secret.’

Aud =0 we did; but now, that he is
lead and gene, there can be no harm
in my telling it.

by
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o8 _The editor of a paper in les-
cribing the effects of a squall upcn o
canal boat, rays that “when the gale
was at its highest the uunfortuntate
craft keeled to larboard and the cap-
tain and another cask of whiskey roil-
ed overboard.




