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IN A BORDER TOWN.

The little town of Brownton was | ; tiot 1
like 3 camp. The inhabitants had | 209 entire beli 4

forgotten the time when whitetents
had not shone on their hilltops,
and uniforms of blue or gray had
not made color in the streets. It
was first one camp and then the
other. The Georgia Zonaves had

come, had danced and ridden horse- |

back with the prettiest of the girls
in the Southern familiesggnly six
months before ; and_now the town

was in.the hegds ar:s Vrmont ggg-)

iment, with a colonel as grim as
one of his own racky hills, and of-

Sous il Bes wlic  Show more§t°ld her of his home in Georgia,

about plowing than dancing.

Many of the Northern sympathi-
zers had crossed the river into Ohio
durin

>~

Harry Wrenn, the; est lieuten- |
: ant of the compan!

'a boy, full of d

enthasiasm
South and
se Was as
the dark
j upper lip. |
nt on his

| its canse. His
callow as his
shade of down ¢
that was merely an |

handsome face, Ont‘thel
flash of his white ‘When Rose |
| argued the causd of ‘Union, and
'flang jeers at the | h,. Wrenn
thought she disliked lih. He was
gentle in his repligsl becanse she
was Rosie’s fiiend, th Rosie
Py o1 .

|
|

but when the Federal troops came, |

the Southerners were cut off from |

their own.

United States ; and after that, ha- l
tred burned all the deeper that it |
was repressed. Old friends and
neighbors who had visited daily forl
years, looked the other way when |
they passed on the street which ran }
sociably twisting its way through
the town, accommedating itself to
the shape of everybody’s front yard. |
Only ‘the Roses’ had remained

friends mn all this unpleasantness.

Rose Allen and Rosie |
been friends from their babyhood. |
Their families had never been inti-
mate. The Millers were
their great grandfather had been an
elegant gentleman in the days when
the Allens had made money in |
gpeculation, in any way and évery |

way. ‘Traders,” the Millers called i 4

them contemptously. The crown- |
ing insult had come when Mr. Al- l
len had married the beautiful bat

They found a great|

|

{ townspeople hauled up to take the | -~

despised oath of allegiance to thei the Miller influe

| sible. But one ni
[She had been riding until dusk,

Miller had | head was bent, and the big feather- |

talk of other things than war. He

personal interest to both.
Perhaps it was shyuess, or the |

g the.Bentbori eotapetion ;| birth of joy at having a new world |

of her own, which made Rosie keep |
her secret to herself.
bordered,

pect.

daughter with her as much as pos- | O

|

and had slipped from the stables
inte the old Miller garden through
the hole in the fence There was
an arbor covered with honeysuckle
and heavy headed hermosas by the
syringia walk, and Rose sat here
for a moment to tie her shoe. Her

ed beaver hat hid her face an4d hair.

| The walks were covered with tan |
ot s wail: | bark, and soundless. It was dark
| in the arbor, except where a beam
| of theyoung moon trembled through

the leaves.
Suddenly Rose felt a pair of arms |

gently back.
‘Rose,’ a voice said, ‘Rose !’

some word from him.

He had ! s#‘ to me. It ean be nothing
le was only  changed his regiment, and had bepé : ’

L

pat on special duty near one of the ' The next afternoon Rose Allen,

generals.
eral himself, if the war lasted long
enough. He was a captain now.

He had met her father, and they
were friends. ‘When this crugl war
was over,” was the burden shd re-
frain of all their letui?nte
could not be so hard part
them.

As the months went by, there
were changes in the positions of the
two armies, which made . Brownton

‘of~impertanee.
Correzpondents began to speak of

He might even beagen- | on her big black horse, the white
 feather that curled over her

braids sweeping her shonlder, D
by the side of the colonel from Ver-
mont along a narrow road which
led by the river to tke hill camp.
They had been walking their horses,
and the colonel had his white gloved
hand on the black horse’s mane.
He seemed to be pleading, and

|

from the look in Rose’s face she
was tantalizing him. Perhaps, afy
to her once, she liked to hear that

it in their despaiches, and to say ! she was loved in her own person.
and before long the tale was one of | that the Southerners had made a |

great mistake in giving up their po- | hoofs made no sound.

sition there.

One night, about dusk, a man in |out into the road.

u tattered bluoe

Aunt Cely let the light from the

‘Is your mistress at home *’
‘None yo’ business.’

‘Will you take her this button, [in the arbor.
ound her, and her head pulled |and ask her to buy it? I need |the vines, and the moonlight was
| money.’

The earth wassoftand the horses’
A ledge of
rock, hung with leafless vines, jutted
As the riders

army overcoat | passed this, they came face to face!
.The box | knocked at the Miller’s back door. fwithamanin.rtgged blue overcoat.
syringia shaded walks | All was quiet about the house. | Rose looked full in his face, as he
| aldny 4 the e gutapdbon of o | of tlf(- garden becnme-a veritable : Aunt Cf:ly, the cook, had finished i lifted it in surprise, and her cheek
er’s lane, but Rose did not sus- | everything but the wafles for sup- | grew white. She cut her horse
Her mother was jealous of : per, and was singing softly to her- | with her whip, and the man jumped
uce, and kept her |self, while she buttered the irons. | aside or she would have ridden over
newould ‘have supposed that a|him.
ght Rose ran away. | hungry Yankee soldier would have | before he caught her. !
| gone on to the next house, where ! !
ir.he_v were giving a dinner party, |ed.
jand where every window shone,

The colonel raced half a mile
‘What was it ! A bolt ?’ he ask-

‘Only one of those rebel ofticers |

| yellow with light, through the trees. | thought you had driven out of the
| The soldiers knew that the Allens I country,” she said in a tone of an-
| were Northern sympathizers.

|
| noyance.

The colonel from Vermont wasted

kitchen candles fall on the strang- | no words, but when he reachcd the

er, with nis bearded face, and on |camp he gave some orders, and one
| his blue coat.

i of them referred to a slim bearded
‘G’long ’way frum heah! she|man in a ragged blue army over-

|

faaid. ‘We ain’t feedin’ no po’h | coat.
| white trash.’

That night Rosie slipped out of

| the kitchen door with her basket of
:f«)()(l under her cloak, and waited

The leaves were off

| clearer than on that other night;
It was a worn gold collar button. ' but all around the arbor, box and
It was a voice she knew, and her | Cely took it, and shut the door. [laurel and fir made it dense and

: . : heart gave a choking sob, while her ' She had seen that button before. {dark. She did not see two men
| poor girl with whom Mr. Miller |

3 . : | head went against Wrenn’s jacket. | A moment later she gave it into | steal close to the summer house as
was in love, and built a porticoed, '

cuploed house next door to the|
old colonial mansion where four
of Millers had been |
born, had brought home brides, and |
had been carried out for the last
time.

But all the spite and heart burn-
ing never touched the children. .
When they were babies, their nurs- |
es gossiped while the children play-
ed. When they grew older, they |
found a shady place where the pal- '5
ings were broken in the garden
fence. Rose sat in her little chair
on ‘her side, and Rosie on her stool
on her own ancestral soil, and the
children of wax and wood, and rag
and corncob, made perilous jour-
neys into forbidden territory. It
was when they went to school and
came dancing home, their arms
about each other, that the people
began to call them the ‘red and
white Roses.’

Rose Allen, black eyed, red
caeeked, daring, pert, and saucy,
was no prettier than Rosie Miiler,
with her yellow curls and soft, shy
bine eyes. But Rose was the lead-
er, always. She took possesion of
her gentler friend, and, if their was
no other way, stormed her intosub-
mission* DBut the other girl or boy
who was not sweetness itself to Ro-
sie had to tread a thorny path.

The friendship lasted even to the
evil day when armies pushed each
other back and forth over the broad
sweet country, and Brownton be-
came & camp. While Mr. Allen
had opened his house to the ‘North-
ern horde,” and was reputed to be
making money in army contracts,
Mr. Miller had taken with him the
sons of the old Southern families
in the county, aad had offered his
services to the Confederacy. The
seriousness of war did not touch
the light hearts of the Roses. When
the boys from Dixie were riding
through the town, there wasalways
& merry party of them=at the Miller
house; and when Rosie rode out
with them, Rose Allen went too.
She bhad no prejudices, and she
laughed when Rosie turned her face
indignantly from the sight of a blue
aniform.

It was while the Georgia Zouaves
were swaggering through the streets

A. A. LAWRENCE,

each one of them a brilliant and
picturesque hero, that Rose met

| treat.

‘I knew I should find you here ;’ | Rosie’s hands as she sat scorching | Wrenn came throngh the door.

and he stooped and lightly kissed | her face before the wood fire, read-
her. Then, laughing, he gently | ing.

pushed her face into the moonlight
which lay in g bar across hissleeve.
As the light struck Rose’s happy;
eyes, the boy let her go almost|
rudely, and sprang to his feet. |

entered the door,

‘Thar’s news from yo’ pa,” the

negro woman whispered.

‘Tell him to come here.’
As the bearded, blne-coated man
took off his

he

‘Miss Allen, I—I beg your par- | hat and stood smiling in the light

‘don-‘ he began, but Rose was on [of the fire.
gasp.

her feet.

‘How dare you! How dare you ! g
whip, struck him a stinging blow ;
across the face. Then, with a sob
of the bitterest mortification, she

his stupidity. |

A day or two later, Mrs. Miller |
asked what had become of Rose. |
Nobody knew. 'They heard the
next day that she was visiting in
the neighboring county.

Rosie’s life was so full that she
forgot the comrade of her girlhood,
as many a girl has done before.
Wrenn explained his cat face as a |
‘camp accident.” Meanwhile Rose,
in a frenzy of hurt pride, thought |
of him telling Rosie of what had
happened—thought of them jesting
over it, perhaps, unti! her heart
was black with anger at her humili-
ation.

Not long after this the Southern
regiment was hastily moved. The
Yankees were coming in force, and |
the Georgians were obliged to re- |
Lieuntenant Wrenn came to
good by to his sweetheart.
There were tears shed on his braid- |
ed jacket, as they sat together on
the old haircloth sofa in the dusky
sitting room, and I am afraid that
there were some which fell upon
Rosie’s fair cheeks from a pair of
black, boyish eyes. The chances
of war might mean that this was a |
last good by, although they told
each other that it would all be over
in a few months, and—then !

In a week the Vermont regiment
was firmly established, and the col-
onel was the constant guest of Mr.
| Allen. Rose wonld ride and walk
by with never a glance toward her
old friend. It would have cut Ro-
to the heart a little while before,
but now her life was fall of a new.

interest. There were long letters
to be emuggled through to Harry,

sa

and the constan¢ expectation of

| here ?

| was.
| he had grown to be!
{ rested the decision whether a con- I over.

Rosie gave a little

‘Harry !’ she said, and flaw to-

she cried, and, lifting her lashed | ward him.

‘Your father told me to come

here to you, but I will not stay.

Nobody knows what the consequen-

ran, lost in the shadows of the|ces might be if a spy were to be
trees, while Wrenn stood cursing | found in your house.’

‘You are safer bere than any-
where else.’

‘You are not. I should be a poor

soldier if I could not take care of

myself almost anywhere.

‘I will not let you go out into
this town, a camp of wolves.’ ;

‘Suppose they were to trace me
The servants must think
that I was your father’s messenger,
and that I have gone.’

‘“They will not trace you here.’

But he was proof sgainst persua-
sion.- He

must go through the |seen her fail.

While he ate his supper she softly |
whispered to him, happy in his
presence there, despite her over-
shadowing anxiety.

The two men had drawn closer.
One had crawled to the fence and
signaled, and half a dozen had fol-
lowed him back.

‘You have all you want ** Rosie
was saying.

‘Everything,” Wrenn answered.

As if his words had been a sig-

(nal, a light flashed upon him, and

they looked up to see the barrels of
révolvers in their very faces. The
summer house had only ene door-
way, and all the men had gathered
there. Quick as lightning, Rosie
was between those cruel, round steel
eyes and Wrenn.

‘Go !” she gasped out, acd he
sprang through the low window in
the back.

Orders had said ‘dead or alive.’
There had been no word until Ro-
sic’s cry, bnt as Wrenn sprang, two
shots rang out, and the girl, put-
ting her hand to her breast, fell as
Wrenn threw himself to the ground.
He might have gone, had he not
He knew every foot

camp; he must know how strong it {of the ground, and he had an in-

What 'a grave, serious man |stant’s start, but that sight stopped
Upon him | him, and hizs second’s grace was

Before he could move, could

siderable force should be brought | draw hisown revolver, he was caught
here to push the Union men back. | and bound.

That night

Rosie sat all night |

long at her white cartained wind- '

ow, and looked at the camp fires on
the hill. Somewhere, holding his
life and her happiness in his hand,
Wrenn was going abcut his work.

Every night she saw him. He
would slip through the garden and
find her in the rose bower, cold and
wet enongh now, where he had first
told her he loved her; and she
would bring him food and all the
news she waz able to collect. How

| he did his work she never knew.

One night Wrenn spoke of Rose,
for the first time since that night
in the early summer.

‘I heard today that she was to
marry the colonel of the Northern
regiment here,” he said carelessly.
If it were true, she might forgive
him, he thought.

‘The war has parted us at last,’
Rosie said sadly. ‘I think her fa-
ther must have forbidden her to

‘Is she dead » he asked.

‘It’s no business of yours,” the
soldier said roughly. ‘It’s your
own funeral you want to be think-
ing ¢f; and he passed his hand
over his own throat suggestively.

‘In God’s name, man, let me see
if she is dead, and take her to her
mothef !’

The sergeant had lifted her.
‘She is not dead. We will carry
her in,” he said kindly, and Wrenn
was led toward the camp while they
carried Rosie into ihe house, still
unconscious, her curls wet with the
blood thut ran from a wound in her
shoulder.

Matters went rapidly with a spy
in those days. A court martial was

called at ten o’clock the next day,
and haif an hour later, Harry
Wrenn, captain in the Tenth Geor-
gia. was sentenced to be hanged by
the neck until be was dead.

The news flew over the country.

!
|

Hh ‘ﬁ” bad.

| eagerness.

Eve y had known and loved
the giy boy. and the story of his
fatg’ came like u physical shock.
URion men by the dozen went to

black {fbe camp and implored mercy for ]
"him, bat the Vermont colonel only -
looked in grim deniai at such as

reached him. The matter was out
of hia hands, he said. The court
martial had sentenced the prisoner.
The sentence wonld be earried out
in due course.

Rosie, weak, unable to move, lay
in her own white bed, and watched
her mother’s tears, It was after

while women stood weepi,
dooryards, weeping for the boy they
knew, who might have been a son
to any of them—weeping i
munity of sorrow whic

that Mrs. Miller found Rosie look-
ing at her consciously.

‘I know what has happened,’ she
said. ‘Harry was killed.’

‘My dear—’

‘I would rather it had been so,
than they should have taken him.’
A shudder went over her.

‘Youn must be calm.’

‘I will be. 1 am glad he was
killed, if he could not get away.
Will you send for Rose ? She is #0
strong.” Resie seemed to have for-
gotten the estrangement.

Rose, dumb with agony, white
and miserable, was in her own room.
‘I cannot go, I cannnt,” she said,
but in s momentshe roscand pushed
back her braide, and stepped neross
the lawn.

Rosie looked up in her face, her
blue eyes dry. *Will you hold me,
Rose ? They have killed Huarry;’'
and the stronger girl, the girl who
loved him too, and who had be-
trayed him to a shameful death,
took the gentle, suffering body in
her strong arms and held it.

It was mid-afternoon when down
the street came the sbund of fifes
and the solemn roll of drums.
Aunt Cely looked out of the wind-

ow with a cry of ‘Ol§, my sufferin’
Jesus !’ put her aprén over head
and rocked in hysterics on the stairs.
The soldiers were marching around
the cart in which Wrenn sat, bound,
on his way to the scaffold. The
colonel had decided to make an ex-
ample him.

‘What is it ?’ Rosie asked drow-
sily. They had given her opiates
until Rer senses were dull.

Rose spoke rapidly, her breath
coming in gasps. ‘It is Harry’s
funeral,” she said. ‘They are giv-
ing him a military foneral. He
was a hero, and even the Northern
soldier honors him. Will yon let
me go? I must take some—flow-
ers.’

Rosie began to cry weakly, and
Rose put her down and ran from
the room. She rushed past Cely
on the stairs like a wild thing, her
lip caught in her teeth. There was
no time to saddle u horse. There
wag only one horse there, her fath-
er's flerce colt, which no woman
had ever mounted. With strong
hands the bit was pushed into his
mouth, and springing to his bare
back, Rose whipped him to his
highest speed  There was a mead-
ow between the Allens’ house and
the camp. She must cross it, and
get back to thatawful wooden frame
behind the hill, before She
must not think. The horse rose
like a bird to the fences, his hoofs
fairly cating the ground under them.
Sentries tried to stop her at the
edge of the camp; one grasped hir
bridle, but the half wild horse tore
loose. Her hair was falling about
her bare neck when she dropped at
the door of the colonel’s tent.,

He sat, grave as ever, writing at
his camp table. Rose fell to the
ground before him, while he stood
up bewildered.

Her voice was husky with emo-
tion.

‘Reprieve Wrenn,” she said, ‘and
telegraph the President—he always
spares a life !” And then, as if his
understanding were too slow for her
she shook his hand.
They -are killling him

‘Write it !
now !’ :

‘Why do you care ¥

She heard saspicion in his voice.

‘He is to marry my friend, and I
love her,” she replied.

For an instant they stared into
each other’s eyes. Then Rose’s
fell.

‘I ask you this in the name of my
love for you,” she said.

The colonel turned toward the
door.

‘Fire a signal, and run up a flag
that the execution is delayed. Make
haste,” he said %o the officer who

stood there.
A. L. Dvaxe.
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