
WOMEN AND

THE
HOME

One of the most absurd things cyc-
ling women have been doing in the
?w ay of outdoor attire recently has been
to wear during the beautiful fall days

"are have been having thick winter

coats and furs around the neck. If

there is one thing the bicycle will do
It Is to make the rider warm. The

woman who its obliged to wear furs, un-
less she cycles in zero weather, had bet«
ter remain at home. She not only looks
absurd, but she is very apt to take
cold.

* * »
A beautiful dado for a room finished

In light, carved wood is of dull green

velvet about a foot and a half wide.
Two not large round mirrors are effec-
tive, sunk in the wall, one on each side
the fireplace, which is furnished with
tinburnished brass trappings. The man-
tel is merely a heavy slab of the wood,
highly polished, and is used for a col-
lection of bronzes. The whole effect is
kept from becoming too somber by the
very warm, rich tones of the Persian
rugs, which incline towards brilliancy,

as do also the Oriental drapings of the
windows.

* * »
In a household whose head recognizes

that the providing of good tools insures
better work, are to be found special

floor and paint cloths. These are made
from remnants and scraps of woven
rrerino underwear, which can be had
by the pound from the manufacturer
where such garments are made. A
small sum of money, less than 50 cents,
expended, will secure enough to last
for months, and their service is of the
best sort. They are soft, absorbent and
easily kept clean.

* * *
"Ifthe Bchootroom does not seem suf-

ficiently warm when the thermometer
shows that the proper degree of heat
has been reached." says a public school
teacher, "I place a dish of water in
the room, and Isoon find that the room
seems very comfortable, especially

When there has not been sufficient hu-
midity in the air before. The same thing
will be found effective in a living-room.
"Many people advocate keeping a dish
of water standing always in every room
in the house, but it must be kept fresh."

The wide use of ammonia to assist in
all household cleaning demands that
the maids of the household should be
i .-? ? acted in the necessity of removing
its traces from many surfaces upon
v\ hich it has been employed. Nothing

5s more injurious to paint and varnish
than ammonia, and if it is used to re-
move some especially stubborn spot,
lh<- surface should be quickly wiped
OVi r with a clean cloth wet in clear
water. For linoleum ammonia is equal-
ly bad unless it its quickly rinsed. It
Ss this little knowledge of her cleaning
drugs which makes them so dangerous
in the hands of the average housemaid.
One who used a cloth dipped in crude
oil to wipe over the surface of a stained
floor saw no reason why the same could
not be applied to the highly polished
surface of an old mahogany table. The
result, naturally, was disastrous to its
finish, and recourse to the services of a
cabinet-maker was necessary.

* « *A speaker on household economics Ift
gets : al, and the servant question in
particular, at a club meeting the other
day, grew eloquent over the necessity
to provide reasonable comforts for our
b ms.-hold assistants. Especially was
!t urged that their sleeping-rooms
-should l>e well ventilated and their beds
comfortable. Give them, too, she said,
separate beds. The hospital iron bed-
stead can be bought for a very low
price, and if two must occupy the same
room, at least, for humanity's sake, let
each have her individual bed. There
is no other class of persons who need
so much the refreshme nt of a bed each
to hCfsUf, and yet servants' sleeping
quarters are usually the last in the
house to receiv» considerate attention.

* * *' Wash your stove with clean warm
wat<-r before it is blackened," says a
\u2666rood housekeeper, "and if it is very

awan suds." A little sugar or molasses
in the blacking will make it stfek.

» » *
Polished copper for large pieces of

bric-a-brac, such as lamp standards,
? andelabra, urns, and so on. Is more
satisfactory for general use m the home
than much wrought iron, which is rath-
er funereal in appearance, unless it is
very discreetly disposed of.

Aluminum gray is the way fashion-
able colors keep up with the proces-
sion.

* * ?

A cooking-school receipt li one for an
attra- live dish of apples. Four larsro
tart apples should be cored and quar-
tered and Steamed in a saucepan, with
no more than two tahtWPQOnfills of
water. So«k two tabu-spoonsful of
granulated gelatfno In half a teacupful
of water. When the apples are cook-
ed soft, take from the tire, add the
\u2666re'atme. half a cup of sugar, and a
little green coloring to make it about
mm color of an ordinary frrecn apple.
Wh>n this pure,, is thus stirred togeth-
er it should measure a pint and a half.
Otherwise a little water may l>e added
to secure this quantity. Flavor with
the grated rind of half a lemon and a
little of the jufce, turn Into a mould,
nnd s>et on the ice. It should be served
very cold, turned out on a glass platter.

Mith Whipped cream put around the
f.?nu, and a few chopped pistachio nuts
strewn oarer the top. if the flavor of
the pistachio, nuts is not liked, chopped

blanched almonds may be substituted.
» * ?

A party of American travelers wore
admiring the beautifully carved woods
of the chancel fitments of an English
Cathedral, when one, a woman, ex-
claimed at the effort which must be
made to free the delicate work from

tiust. The head caretaker happened to
bt near and hear the exclamation. "Ma-

dam," he announced, bowing, "Inever
allow the carvings to become dusty." In

this statement is embodied the very es-
sence of good housekeeping.

? « ,
The amateur photographer who has

not a ruby lamp for use in the devel-
oping room or closet may envelop the
bulb of an electric light with a red
bag shade, with the same result as to
workmanship, an entire freedom from
smoke, and also a much stronger and
steadier light.

a a a
A handsome three-fold screen, about

two feet high, is utilized by its owner to

hold photographs gathered during a
journey in Scotland. It is covered with
one of the clan plaids, in rich blues and
greens, and is filled in symmetrical ar-
rangement with landscapes, historical
buildings and the v ble faces of Scottish
heroes. The idea is suggestive and
adaptable to other lands, periods, or as-
sociation of events.

? as
Silver corn-hoppers seen at the big

open fireplaces of country houses seem
rather extravagant, but are not unrea-
sonably so at the present rates of silver.
They are handsome affairs, usually hav-
ing a circular basket of silver wire, with
a more or less elaborately ornamented
solid cover and attached to a long ebony

handle, with a silver ring in the end for
a hanger.

* * *
While maple sugar is new. it will be

found that, grated, it serves as a most
delicious hard sauce for hot puddings.
It is so soft and moist that the grating
process does not granulate it, as hap-

pens later, and a cake of the solid sugar

is quickly converted into a smooth, com-
pact sauce.

* * *
Russian women and Japanese men are

said to be the most skilful workers with
the needle in decorative effects that the
world holds.

? as

Chocolate stains on fine napery are, It
should be remembered, as needful of
prompt attention as are wine stains.
Cold water should be first poured over
them, then with the cloth stretched
across a bowl or soup plate, they may be
treated with boiling water fresh from

tbe tea-kettle. The important point in

tl iating any stain upon linen is prompt-

*
,

*
Careful housekeepers slip a long,

round cover, open at both ends, over the
feathers of a good duster, and keep it
standing, brush uppermost, when not
in use. The cover is simply a narrow,
deep cuff of ticking, hemmed top and
bottom. This not only keeps the duster

from getting dusty, but preserves the
spring and lifeof the feathers. It is the
care and not the use of utensils that
determines their length of service.

A sensibly planned library is com-
pletely lined with bookcases to the hight

of a rather tall wainscoting, with no
shelves running further up the wall, so

that every book may be easily reached,

and portable steps?that library bug-

in ar which has kept many a good book
in retirement?need never be brought

into requisition.

* » *
The study of domestic science by

young WOXnen in Germany includes the
Study of the vegetable garden and how-
to cultivate it.

For the Record-Union.
There is No Time For Hating.

There is no time for hating in this bright

Let us gather the roses, the sweet, frag-
rant flowers

Of life, while the thorns we cast gladly
aside,

As our barque o'er the sea of life softly
glides;

There is no time for hating, let us learn
to forgive

Deep wrongs unredressed, while on earth

I.«ot us try" to forget all the misery and woe
That others have brought us, nor ask why

Forget, oh! forget, the dark days of sor-
row.

And peace may be ours, with the dawn of
the morrow;

Forgive and forget! sweet words that will

The heart with deep joy, with ecstacy
thrill

Our souls with delight that will ne'er
brinK reirret.

If we only can barn to fonrive and forget:
There is no time for hating, it is better

to speak
Kind words to the erring than their ruin

to seek;
Life's span is too brief, then nurture not

hate
In the breast, lest forgiveness comes too

late,
For tie- iino who has sought forgiveness to

win.
Whose soul would be free and spotless

from sin:
There is no time for hatintr. if we hope

to reach heaven.
Then let us fonrive as we hotie to he for-

given. ?MRS NF.LT.I X BLOOM.
San Francisco. November 30, 1597.

What Italy's King Gives.
King Humbert's generosity in charit-

able works is said to be fabulous. A
petition hardly ever remains without
an answer. His majesty spontaneous-
ly gives presents to those persons to
whom he does not wish to grant sul>-
Btdi s. Th.-se presents are generally
of tWO kinds ?a golden clock with the
royal arms or a brooch set in dia-
monds. His Jeweler supplies him eacn
year With live hundred clocks and one
th rnasnl brooches. King Humbert
never goes to the theater save on the
occasion of an official solemnity. He
says that he finds do pleasure in arti-
fii ml life. "I play n part every day,"
he says, "in the political and official
? !y. What can the other come-
dians teach me?" ?Rome Letter.

Foreign Cardinals.
Cardinal <li Rende's death, according

to the London "Tablet," has made the
number of foreign Cardinals greater
than that of the Italian for the second
time within twelve months. There are
now thirty-one of the former to thirty
of the latter, a state of things which,
until within a few years, has not oc-
cur! od for many centuries.

A tramp has one advantage over the
bicycle; his tire never punctures.

A DESERTER.
The proud Te< umseh had called his

red urothers to arms. The voice of the
prophet, the voice of Ellskwatawa ?the
lire that rushes through the land ?had
shrieked denunciations and foretold the
doom of the invader of the red man's
territory, the exterminator of the red
man's race. Everywhere throughout

the Gulf region the dogs of war were
loose, and two races flew savagely at
cue another's throats. Hamlets burned;
villages abandoned, fell in ruins; white
men, horribly tortured, suffered at the
stake; red men fell in their thousands,
shot, bayoneted, bludgeoned, until at
last the fury of the unequal contest
Blackened, and the Indians, broken and
despairing, their trusted leaders slain
or captive, laid down their arms and
swung sulleruy from the land of their
fathers.

It was early in 1812 that General
Floyd, with, his little army of Georgian
volunteers and 450 friendly Indians,
took up his position on the hights above
the swamps of the Chillibee in Ala-
bama, It was supposed that a large
force of Creeks was lurking in the vi-
cinity, though the keenest eyes among
the scouts had hitherto failed to dis-
cover the exact whereabouts of the
cunning foe. But Floyd was too good
a soldier and too experienced in Indian
warfare to be deceived by appearances;
and, notwithstanding the outward calm,
made most careful preparations against
surprise. Pickets were doubled, pa-
trols moved incessantly to and fro; and,
though wearied by his long march, a
brief hour of sleep was all the watch-
ful commander allowed himself to
snatch.

Far away on the outermost line of
sentries Amos Duerden stood on guard.
Still as a statue, he leaned against the
trunk of a great tree and peered into
the thick darkness that surrounded
him, or strained his ears to catch the
faintest sound that might break the
oppressive stillness. Bravest where
all were brave, strong of muscle and
stout of heart, there was no one in his
army in whom Floyd reposed more con-
fidence than in Amos Duerdon; none
who might be trusted so well to stand
firm and do his duty, though death
came to him in the doing. Therefore it
was that he had been selected for this
lonely outpost, the most dangerous of
all, where his firmness and knowledge

of the country would stand the white
men in good stead against the craft of
their dusky foes.

Yet were the thoughts of Amos not
altogether with the army. Twenty
miles away to the northwest lay a lit-
tle village, never destined to attain to
the dignity of a town, which bore the
picturesque Indian name Whispering

Pfnes. Towards this Duerden's heart
turned as he kept his watch; for there,
waiting until the war should be over,
waiting in fear and trembling for her
lover's safety, lived Agnes Brotherton,

his wife that was to be.
No wonder Amos was anxious, for

rumor had it that Whispering Pines
was in the track of the Creek advance,
and if that were so He put the
thought from him as one too horrid to
be entertained.

Away to his right a brook murmur-
ing mysteriously, rolled through the
blackness: but, save for that slumber-
ous sound, all was still. Ahead, be-
hind, in front, all around was inky

black; but above, through the dark
boughs of the pines, the stars looked
down upon the watcher, and ever and
anon one fell, steaming like a signal-

rocket athwart the sky.

" 'Tis monstrous dark here," thought

Amos, straightening his tall form, and
grasping his musket firmly at the
sound of a twig snapping somewhere
away to the left. "A man might be
slain here ere he knew he was at-

tacked." Then, as silence reigned once
more, "I trust all is well with them at
Whispering Pines. If Agnes and her

mother had but followed my advice and
moved north out of this accursed coun-
try, I should have no fear. As it is?"

Again a twig snapped suddenly?this
time at his very feet; and, almost be-
fore he could recall his straggling
thoughts, a dark form rose swiftly from
the ground, and a hand was laid light-
ly upon his lips.

"Steady!" breathed a voice in his
ear, so low that he could scarcely catch
the articulate words. "Steady! All's
well! I'm Rivington. Who are you?"
Before Amos could reply the man went
on: "The redskins are coming on in

force. They are not much more than

five miles away. They have swept

through Whispering Pines, and cleaned
out the village. Not a soul left, I'm

told. But they brought away some wo-
rn, n prisoners. Agnes Brotherton is

one of them. If you see Duerden, tell
him. I'm off to let the General know.
1 think they'll attack about daybreak."

He dropped tv the ground, and glided
away, while for an instant Amos drew
himself up against his tree, stiff with
horror. There could be no mistake;
Mark Rivington was too careful a scout
for that, and he was an old friend of
Duerden's, too. Hence his anxiety to
Impart his fateful news to the first
man he met. And the enemy was but
five miles away, and coming on in

force. The camp would be attacked.
What of that? What was that to him?
Agnes! Agnes was in the hands of the
brutal redskins, Rivington had heard
that, and yet he had done nothing to
save her. in the bitterness of his grief

and dismay AmOB cursed the friend
who, recognizing him in the dark, had
imparted the grewsome news.

As these wild thoughts coursed
through his brain, yet another Bound,
Close to him, start led him. No rustling
branch nor snapping twig this time,

but a dull, smashing sound, a low moan,
and silence. Then a sudden rush, a
swish, a sharp thud as the keen blade
of a tomahawk was buried in the tiamk
of a tree an inch from his face, and
Amos found himself hugged against the
brawny chest of a greasy savage, whose
hot breath iran ted agasnst his cheek,
and who strove mightily to bring him
to the ground. His musket dropped to
the ground at the shock; but with a
twist Amos freed his left arm and drove
his knife deep into the throat of his
assailant, who sank with 41 gurgling
sob to the ground.

"One!" muttered Amos grimly, and
waited for the next. But none came,
and presently he became aware that,
whatever his purpose, the Indian had
been alone. Then it flashed upon him ?

\u25a0 Rivington! The redskin was after
him. The spy had been spied upon.
Mark, where is he?"

Cautiously he moved in the direction
of that first ominous sound. Not far;
for ere he had gone a dozen paces his
foot struck against something soft and
yielding. He Stooped down, groping,
and his hand touched the body of a
man. He felt for the face, and drew
ban k his hand wet with something
warm. And then he knew. His friend,

Mark Rivington. bold and trusty scout,
lay dead bCßhle him, slain by one more
crafty than himself.

One moment Amos spared to lament

his lost comrade, and then he sprang'
to his feet, remembering the dead man's
last message. Women prisoners had
l>een carried off. Agnes was in the
Creek camp. Even now she might be?.

He thrust the thought from him and
sped with swift, silent steps in the di-
rection indicated by poor Rivington as
the position of the foe.

Suddenly he stopped. What was this
he was about to do? He was a soldier,
and behind him lay his post, the one
spot of ail others which the Creeks
would choose for their inrint of attack,
should they make it at dawn. That the
attack was contemplated he knew. He
alone of all men, now that llivington
was gone, possessed the fateful knowl-
edge. Floyd, though he had not neg-
lected precautions, was secure in the
belief that the Indians were far away.
Only through Rivington could the mis-
take have been corrected, and now Riv-
ington was dead the secret was in the
possession of Amos and none other. The
lives of some 2,o<H> men were in his
keeping-. Floyd trusted him; his com-
rades slept at ease, relying upon his
skill and caution; and now he was
about to betray his trust, to sacrifice
them for an end of his own.

Behind him lay his duty?his duty,
wherein till now he had never failed.
Before him lay his hopes, shadowy, un-
defined, forlorn; for that he could reach
the Creek camp ere death, or worse,
had overtaken his Agnes was almost
beyond the bounds of possibility.

But, slightly probable though it was,
there was yet the bare possibility; and,
oh, God! to picture her there alone,
weeping, despairing, praying, waiting
for the help that he alone could bring;
for he alone knew of her desperate po-
sition. He thanked God that she knew
not that he knew. He cursed himself
that he should hesitate for one mo-
ment between his duty and his love. He
execrated the General, who held him
bound to his post by every tie of hon-
or. He questioned to himself with bit-
ter emphasis what concern of his were
the lives of the two thousand men be-
hind him, men of whom nine out of ten
were unknown to him, when the one
life, dearer to him than those of thou-
sands of millions of others, dearer to
him than all the world, was at stake.
Why should he hesitate? He was
bound by no stringent military rule.
He was but a volunteer, who had
joined more for the sport of the thing
than for aughtlelse. He. at least, had
no personal wrongs to avenge. He
had no quarrel, save that of race, with
the persecuted Indian. Not until now.
And now Nemesis, following with swift
foot, had overtaken him, and Nature
was to avenge her slaughtered children.
Why should he stay? Were there not
other points at which the Creeks might

make their attack? Were there not
other scouts besides poor Rivington,
who might have borne the news to
Floyd, who might even now be alert
and preparing? Were there not other
sentries who could and would give the
alarm as well as he? Might not, after
all, Rivington have been mistaken as
to the threatened advance? It was
natural that, on seeing the Creeks in
force, he should suppose them about to
move to battle. But what less likely?
Their successes had not been so con-
spicuous as to hold out much induce-
ment to them to attack a strong posi-
tion. Most likely they were but a
murauding party moving on. Moving

on! Moving away! And bearing Ag-
nes with them. The thought unmanned
him, and he sank to the ground, cov-
ering his face with his hands.

The brook babbled on to join some
mighty river, the breeze that followed
the advent of midnight began to stir
among the trees; here and there the
notes of a night-bird broke the stillness
sharply: the stars looked down upon
him in their calm, pitiless fashion, and
still Amos sat there, neither returning
to his post nor moving forward to the
succor of his love?sat there, inert,
helpless, unnerved, struggling weakly
between the calling voices of love and
duty.

But the balance was all on the side
of love; and, at last, as out of the dark-
ness, came a suggestion. He sprang
to his feet once more, tightened the belt
of his tunic. and. casting his duty to
the winds, hastened with swift though
stealthy feet in the direction of the
Creek encampment.

For a beam of light had illumined the
darkness of desolation that sat upon
his soul, and in spirit he asked himself.
"Why not do both? The Indians Will
not attack before dawn m any case, for
the difficulties in their way are too
gnat. Long ere that I can reach their
camp, perhaps save Agnes, and be back
in ample time to give the alarm. I
can say that I found cause to advance,
and the news I bring will be my ex-
cuse for leaving my post. After all, I
am not leaving it: I am but extending

it. It is better for every one that I
should go forward."

He clutched at the thoucht with the
desperation of a man drowning in a sea
of indecision; and. stopping no more to
argue with himself, went on as rapidly
as the darkness would allow.

Weil for him that he knew the coun-
try. There were landmarks visible to
him, deep night though it was, that
few white men besides himself could
have recognized. There was the brook
upon the right; the great bald moun-
tain, amidst whose crags he had so
often hunted, upon his left; the very
stars, of whose names he was ignorant,
were as signal lamps to guide him on
his way. And so he pushed on and on,
through miry swamp, in and out of
the deep pine words, over the brook,
across tb" sinuous river by fords
known to few. until he came to the edge

of a fringe of forest, beyond which he
could see a multitude of twinkling
lights. And by these he knew that
his enemies and he should soon be face
to face.

He hnd judged arisrht. it seemed. No
movement was visible in the hostile
camp, and it was evident to him that,
if an attack were contemplated, some
hours must elapse ere it could be made.
But. so far, all wa<= quiet: nnd slowly,
cautiously, as one who takes his life
in his hands, he crawled on. keeping

a wary eye for sentinel or picket as fte
went.

But he saw no one, hoard nothing,

and as he moved along a great wonder
filled him. For the fires were burning
low. ant] none came to tend them.
What was the meaning of this utter
were not used to he so careless as
silence, this lack of life? The Indians
to sleep unguarded. It was not their
wont to court surprise.

And then he knew ?remembered cer-
tain Strange, weird sounds in the for-
est, to which in his frenzied excitement
he had paid no heed: remembered, and
in the bitter moment recognized their
meaning. While he was absorbed in
his own sad thoughts the Creeks had
broken camp, and even now had taken
up their position in front of Floyd.

His face sank between his hands as
he crouched there, and a wave of great
sham» overwhelmed him. So it was
for this result he had turned his back
upon his post; it was for this that he
had persistently refused to hear the
Clear-VOtced call of duty, it was for
this that he had sacrificed his honor,
lost his right for all time to hold up
his head in the sight of brave and hon-
est men. Hie had betrayed his trust but
to find his journey idle after all. He
lashed himself with bitter upbraiding*.

For him to be so taken in! Was it
ikely that a war party, intent upon
battle,.-would burden themselves with

prisoners? He ought to have known
better. Whispering Pines was no doubt j
in ashes; Agnes, too, surely dead. And
he, by this vain pursuit, had lost not
only her ?that was already accomplish-
ed ?but all that hereafter might make
his life sweet as well.

He thing himself face downward upon
the damp ground not striving to stay
the harsh dry sobs that shook his
body. He was a strong man in de-
spair, and. so. weaker than the weak-
est woman. He could not get back,

he knew, though it might be the In-
dians would not attack before dawn,
and dawn was yet far distant. But
even so, how could he break through

the cordon of red men, even now sur-
rounding the devoted Floyd? That was
impossible. To make a long circuit was

comrades, his Ooueaal. He alone would
remain to tell the story of that shame-
ful night. Should he? No, never. At
least he could die, even as those he
had brought to their death. The
thought csomfiorted him somewhat, and
he rose tO his feet.

His decision was instant, his action
prompt. With a rapid movement he
drew from his i>ocket a piece of cord,
tied one end round his foot, and at-

tached the other to the trigger of his
musket. Then he put the muzzle in
his mouth.

For an instant he stood, eyes closed,

breath coming and going rapidly, for
even to a brave man death comes not
wholly without terror. ' Agnes!" he
sighed. A strong shudder shook him,
and he dashed the muzzle from his
face, and flung the musket to the
ground.

"My God!" he exclaimed, half wrath-
fully, half fearfully, what was I about
to do? IfI must die, let me meet death
as a man, not as a coward. It is not
yet too late. It cannot be. It shall not
be. I will go back. I will break
through the Creek lines somehow. I
may redeem my honor in part; if not,
then let drath come how he will, but
not by my own hand."

*******
The darkness of the night had deep-

ened, though it wanted but an hour
to dawn, and the Creek forces, crouch-
ing in the dense pine woods before
Floyd's position, waited but the first
lifting of the shadows to hurl them-
selves upon their unsuspecting foe.
Above, Floyd's men, tired after their
long march, slept soundly, ignorant of
the proximity of their bloodthirsty en-
emies, unconscious that the sentries
along the outer line had all been siain?
all save one, and that one a deserter
from his post, a traitor to his trust.

In gTim silence and sanguine of suc-
cess, the fierce Creeks, their faces
painted hideously for war, awaited
their opportunity. A faint breeze, her-
ald of the morn, had arisen, rustling
gently among the pine-needles. Save
for this and the occasional grunt of a
hog. rooting here and there among the

only the low, half-held breathing
of the red men broke the stillness.

The first feint trembling streaks of
pink wavered up into the sky, the
white mists curled upwards from river
and swamp, just perceptible in the
gloom, and the hog wandered on,
grunting and rooting, too careless or
too stupid to avoid the red men all
around it. More than once it collided
in the darkness with the legs of some
watchful warrior, to dart away with a
squeal, followed by the curses of the
brave, who dared not move for fear
of exposing his position. And so, turn-
ing hither atnd thither in its search for
food, the beast blundered on to where
Bald Eagle and his fellow-chief Whist-
ling Hawk, stood beside a tree and dis-
cussed their plans for the coming at-
tack. Terrified, apparently, the hog
stood still for a moment, and then
Whistling Hawk drew an arrow from
his quiver and fitted it to his bow-
string.

"Not so, my brother," interposed Bald
Eagle, laying- a detaining hand upon
the other's wrist. ' Shoot not, lest if
you only wound the brute, it run off
towards the camp of the pale-faces,
and betray us by your arrow. Go and
warn our young men upon the left that
the time is at hand. I will tell those
upon the right."

"Waugh!" was all the reply Whist-
ling Hawk vouchsafed, and the red
chiefs moved away.

But as they disappeared, the hog sat
up on his haunches, its forepaws dang-
ling oddly, while from underneath the
coarse hide a hand stode forth. Then
the mask was cautiously raised, flung
back from the face it concealed, and
out from the greasy skin crawled a
man, who cast himself fiat upon his
face, and lay still.

But the Indians were behind him now
and his friends in front, and, though
he moved slowly, yet in no long time
he reached a sentry, whom he passed
with a whispered word, and hurried to
the General's tent.

"Duerden!" cried Floyd, springing to
h<s feet, as the young man burst in
upon him with little ceremony. "What
are you doing here? Why have you
left your post?"

"Why have you left your post?" The
sharp and sudden question recalled a
hideous memory to Duerden's mind,
and for an instant he struggled vain-
ly to speak. Recovering himself, he
briefly detailed to the General the pres-
ence of the foe in large numbers, and
how he had contrived to pass through
their lines.

Floyd wasted no further time in ques-
tions after this, but dashed from tent,
jorder after order tumbling from his
lips. His dispositions made, he re-
jturned once more to Amos. "I have
news for you. Duerden," he said; "good
jnews, too. It seems that the Creeks; made a descent upon Whistling Pines
and burned it; but the settlers had got
jword of their approach in some way.
and deserted the place. A party of

J them arrived about an hour ago with
jwomen and children, I have sent the;bitter, along with the old men, to one
of our communicating posts in the rear.
All who could fight I have detained
here," he finished grimly.

Amos caught back his breath sharp-
ly. Truly, his punishment was begin-
ning. "Agnes?" he muttered.

"Well and safe." answered Floyd,
cheerily. "You can join her, or she
you, after this little affair is over, for
We shall win, of course. It is a "

A shot! Another and another. Then
a spattering volley, and the wild, ter-
rific Indian war-whoop, as the Creeks
sprang from their cover, shot down

I the remaining sentries, and charged
up to within a few paces of the ar-
tillery of Thomas, posted to receive
them.

"There they are," said Floyd, coolly.
"Amos, come with me."

In the gloom of the pine woods, the
battle raged furiously, men fighting
rather by the sense of sound than by
sight. coosctoUß of the approach of a
foe only when they came into grips.
And In the heat of the combat Amos
saw his General borne to the ground
by a stalwart savage. The redskin
had lost his musket in the fray; but,
as he knelt with all his weight upon
Floyd's chest, strove mightilyto reach
his scalping knife with one hand, while
with the other he strangled his fallen
adversary. With one bound Amos was

upon the savage, tore him from his
! hold, and then buried his bayonet in
I the broad red chest. Then he turned
ito ass; i the General to rise.

"Thank you Amos," said Floyd.

I gasping for. breath. "If you had not
| come just when you did you would haw

' been left without a leader. I am your
debtor for this

He rushed away, and, as the> sun
rose, allowing him to survey the whole j... 1c? operations, ordered his right wing

! and the cavalry to charge simuttane- j
!ously. The effect was immediate. Face
!to face with those long lines of glitter-

I ing steel, the Creeks lost heart and

Ihind tibtsna trail of dead and wounded,
jThe battle was won. though the white
men had not come off scatheless.

An hour later, while the hungry sol-
diers were breaking their fast. Am<<s

IDuerden stalked gloomily into his com-
jmander's tent. "I have come to make
la confession. General." he began, With-'

'out preface. "I have come to ask that
II may he placed under arrest."

"Is the man gone out of his wits?"
cried Floyd, considerably astonished.
"What ails you, Amos? Has the tight

I proved too much for your stomach?
Here, drink a cup of« this." He hand-
ed him some wine. " "Twill bring back
the color to your cheeks."

Amos drained the cup. "General." he
began, unsteadily, "this is my fajHt.

*There is not a man of ours lying dead
there in the pine woods and swamps 'Iwho does not owe his death to me." i
jIn a few simple words he told the Gen- j
iera! the story of his temptation and :
!his fall. "Had I not left my post." he !
jconcluded, "the warning would have

Jreached you in time, your dispositions
WOuld have been made, and the enemy i

Ibeaten back without the loss of a man.
jI am a deserter. General, and I de-
jserve a deserter's fate."

At this Floyd looked up quickly. His
I His face was grave, for he was a sol-
dier first of all, and knew the gravity

lof the fault of which Amos accused
! himself. But he was also a man, and

the trouble in the young man's face
as he stood there confessing what, but

\u25a0 for that confession, must for ever have
jremained undiscovered, touched him,
and he answered, not unkindly:

"My lad, your offense is a grave one.
I could not tell you aught else. But
you have striven to atone, as few oth-
ers would have done, to my thinking:
and besides, you were, after all, in
time to give the alarm and to prevent
a compu te surprise. Surprise or no sur-
prise, the attack would have been
made, I have little doubt, and those
who are slain would have l>een slain.
If you hold it otherwise, then your
punishment is great enough. I have
no wish to make it heavier. Go; Iwill
forget that you have made this report
to me. The story shall never pass my
lips. I know you, and I am sure you
will never give way again."

"No, that is very true. General," an-
swered Amos, in so strange a manner
that the General glanced dubiously at

him. "You are too generous. General."
he went on, his face white and set,
his lips trembling, his voice husky.
"You may forgive me, but I cannot
forgive myself. Had I done my duty
and trusted in God for Hie rest, all
would have been well. As it is, I feel
like a murderer; I know I am a de-
serter. Give me over to the fate I have
earned. I demand a court-martial."

Floyd sprang to his feet. "What!" he
cried. "You demand a court-mat tiai"
You ask that I, your General, whose
life you have saved, should send you to
a shameful death, which you by no
means deserve. By heaven! I will
not do it. Go away and sleep, my poor
fellow. When you are rested and re-
freshed you will see things in a dif-
ferent light."

But Amos stood by his ground firmly
and shook his head with a melancholy
smile. "No, General." he said; "it must
not be. I shall never see things in any
other light. Death I deserve, and death
I am ready to meet, and it is fitting
that death should come to me at the
hands of those 1 have betrayed. Listen
to me. General," he went on in a low,
intense voice; "if you refuse to allow
me to expiate my sin, I swear to you
I will go into the woods and take my
own life, as I so nearly did last night.
I will not live to hear men say, 'There
goes a coward!' "

"But, madman, who will know?" cried
Floyd, at his wits' end to know how-
to deal with the brave, but wrong-
headed Amos.

"I shall know, General." said Amos.
"I see how it is; you leave me no re-
source." He bowed and turned to leave
the tent.

"Stop!" roared Floyd, stepping in
front of him and thrusting him aside.
"Orderly!"

The Orderly entered the tent, "Gen-

eral?"
"Send me a Corporal and a file of

men."
Presently they appeared. "Here,"

said Floyd roughly, "arrest this man
and keep him under close guard until
I send for him. See to it that he does
not escape."

Amos cast a glance at the General,
as much as to say. "You might have
spared me that," and followed the Cor-
poral's guard.

An hour later he was back again,

with a soldier on either side of him,

while in front sat Floyd and has senior
officers to try his case.

"Gentlemen," began the General,

"this business need not detain us long.

The prisoner, Amos Duerden, was on
guard at the farthest outpost, when
for reasons purely personal he chose to
desert, leaving the approach open to
the enemy. Prisoner, you are charged

with deserting your post in time of
war. Do you plead guilty or not
guilty?"

"Guilty." answered Amos firmly,
though a hot flush of shame spread

over his face as he felt rather than
saw the start of surprise of the soldiers
at his side. The officers at the table
said no word. Most of them knew
that Amos had brought news of the
intended attack, lome of them that he
had saved Floyd's life. But they were
all silent. Not one of them asked a
question, or urged anything in extenu-
ation of the prisoner's crime.

"Guilty!" echoed Floyd. "You hear,
c-.-mlemen, he pleads guilty. Prisoner,
have you anything to say in your own
behalf?"

"Nothing," answered Amos, and stood
in gloomy abstraction while Floyd and
his officers conferred together in low
tones.

At last the conversation ceased and
the General looked across at Amos.
"Prisoner," he said, "you have been
charged with desertion of your post
in time of war. A graver charge can-
not be brought against a soldier. That
you voluntarily surrendered yourself is
to your credit; but it can avail you
nothing, for the braver and the bet-
ter disciplined the soldier, the more se-
rious such a dereliction of duty. There
remains nothing for me but to pro-
nounce the sentence of the court, since
you have pleaded guilty. Once more,
have you anything to say?"

And once more Amos answ-ered,
"Nothing."

"Then," said Floyd, in a low, grave
voice, "the sentence of the court is that
you be taken back to the guard-tent

and in one hour from now you be re-
moved thence to a place to be deter-
mined upon and there shot. The court
is dissolved."

Not a word more was MM The
guard removed the prisoner, who. amid
the wondering glances of his contra..:-?-.
walked with firm step to the guard-
tetu. where the flap was lowered and
he was left to his o\\ ti f \u25a0 Mlntfens.
Tiie hour passed all too quickly; but
ere it struck there was a sound of
jir.glingspur and scabbard, and Floyd
strode into the prisoner's presence.

Amos stood up and saluted
"Duerden." began the General. "I

think you have behaved like a mad-
DMHk Rut you left me no option. I
do not wish to make your load of trou-
ble heavier than it is already, but I
wish to tell you that already your story
is known throughout the camp, ami
not one of your comrades has a w q i
to say in your blame. You ha\ c
forced me to condemn you; you are ac-
quitted by them."

StPH Amos was silent, and Floyd w-mi
on, not without emotion, "You su\ ? d
my life, Amos, and I would fain be of
service to you now. Is there nothing
you will allow me to do?"

"General." was the answer, "let me
face my comrades' tire with my Syea
SObound, and do you see to it that Ag-
nes knows that I atoned for my fault
and died as a brave man should die."

"I will." promised Floyd. His VOiCS
was grutf and unsteady, and his keen
eyes were moist as he left the P-nt.

Ten minutes l»ter Amos Duerden
\u25a0ti od fn front of the firing-party toKi
off to do him to death. His regiment,
drawn up. looked on. and all the sui>er-
ior officers were present.

Amos stood with the handkerchief in
his hand which he was to drop as a
signal for the volley which was to cut
his thread ot life so suddenly. Be
glanced at his comrades, and some of
the rough fellows were weeping. He
looked at the sky, the woods, the riv r
for the last time, and drew in a long
breath of the sweet, fresh morning afe*.
"For the last time." he thought dully.
"For the last time." and braced himstllf
for the coming shock.

Suddenly far away, his eye caught
sight of a party of horsemen advanc-
ing at a gallop. There was a flutter
of skirts somewhere in the midst of
them, and Amos, forgetting to give the
signal, fixed his eyes upon the caval-
cade and held them there. fa<i mated.

Nearer and nearer they came, until
at last he could distinguish the familiar
figures of men he knew. But among
them, horrible to dream of, was hi*
love, his Agnes, coming to see him die.
A strange scream, more like that of an
animal in pain than any human sound,
burst from him. If he lost his nerve
now he would be disgraced forever.
And it was going. He had not !>>oke>l
for trial sue* as this. It was going -going fast. He raised his hand above
his Sjad and dashed the handkerchief
to the ground.

"Fire!"
From the dark mouths of the levelled

muskets tongues of tiatne streamed vic-
iously towards him. The rolling echoes
of the volley died away and Amos
Duerden stood erect and unharmed.

Dazed and bewildered, he stared in
front of him, hearing, as a man in a
dream, the sound of those galloping
hoofs. Then mechanically he raised
his hand once more, and went through
the action of dashing the handkereb' t

to the ground. Rut Floyd, who had
been watching him k*t-nly, left his
place and hastened to him.

"Amos Duerden," he said in a voice
so loud that every man assembled
there could hear each word that fell
from his lips, "Amos Duerden. give me
your hand." He stood, holding the
hand of the condemned man and went

on: "You are a brave man and no
coward. Amos Duerden. A coward
would have hidden his fault, knowing

that it could never be discovered. Only
a brave man?l had well-nigh said a
hero?could have come forward, as you
did, to his own condemnation. Amos
Duerden, there is not a man among

your comrades who does not honor you
to-day." A deafening cheer rent the
air. "You forced me to this course to
defend you from yourself. You have
faced the death you longed for, faced
it as a brave man should. Ti# bitter-
ness is past for you. Your sin is
atoned for, and you are free. By my
order the muskets were charged with
powder alone."

At that. Amos Duerden, brave, strong
man as he was, rocked from side to
side like a wind-shaken sapling, reeled
and fell, even as a dead man, at his
General's feet.

When he came to himself, the noise
of his comrades' cheering was slill in
his ears: but his head was in Agnes'
lap, and she was l>onding over him
v. ith tears of joy streaming down her
face.?Reginald Horseley in Chamber's
Journal.
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