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acconnt of snow and cold, but with morning
eame the onward march. In a very short
time we reachied the place where the savages
bad encamped the night before; the fires
were yet burning brightly. Now all was
excitement, and we pushed on with renewed
vigor. Suddenly the Indions and cattle
were discovered about a mile ahead. They
were hurrying forward with all possible
speed. They were making for some valley
laud a mile away, where they probably ex-
pected to find a safe retreat and fine pastur-
age., Thechase now became very hot. The
Incians foreed the animals at even greater
gpecd, but we gained rapidly. Soon we
were near enough to charge, and as we
rushed forward the redskins abandoned the
cattle and their horses and shot down over
{he blufl into the canyon below. We opened
a hot fire upon them, and downed s:veral |
before they scattered and hid. One of our
Wwen W as slightly wounded by an arrow
from s wounded Indian’s bow, the savage
having hidden himself in some undergrowth
and been routed cut by the soldiers. Quick
gs thousht two bullets

PIERCED HIS BODY,
and he rolled over.

The caitle werenow driven into the valley,
and we went intocamp on the second bottom
Jand, near the branch of the rmiver
After nighifall the Indians gathered on the
opposite side of the river, aud commenced to

west

pester ns with their ballels, w hich sang all |

aronud vs, but no ene was hit, and we re-
turned their fire with such good effect that
in a short time we were left in peace. The
next dav a scout was made for the Indians
in the dircction that most of the redskins
had gone the day before, but it resnited in
pothing: so we started back to Camp Lyon,
taking two days for the return trip, and
Jeaving 1he cattle at the ranch where thiey
belonged.

Daring tke Spring most of the Oregon
troops were mustered out of the service and
their places supplied by Regulars from New
York. who knew little about Indian fighting.
Up to the time that I left the camp for my |

Kansas home, which was in June, there |

were other raids, pursuits, and skirmishes
with thesavages, but a recilal of them would
perips only weary the veader. A few
words, however, in regard to our scout,
Charley C ,and 1 am done.

Sometime in the Fali he was down at the

mouth of Cow Creek, not far from Dr. In- |
skeep’s ranch, hunting for evidence of thiev- |

ing Indiaus, who were supposed to have a |
hiding place in the lava beds. He was on
his way back to camp by way of the Chico
rosd, when he espied some redskins Jurking
iu a small thicket near the road. They bad
not seen him, so he left his horse behind the
hill, crawled behind a rock close to the
road and waited. Presently two covered
wagons came in sighit up the Chieo road.
Just as they drew near, out stepped an In-
dian and leveled his gun at the old maa who |
was diiving the first tean, In ap instant
more the old fellow would have been killed, |
but our scout was too guick. He let |
drive at 1hizt Indian and sent him instauter
to the lappy hunting grounds. Then
with his 16-shooter amd his revolver be
sent such a volley of lead into the chaparral
acroas the rosd that the other five red<kins
“lit out” without so much as saying good- |
by.

AN AFFECTING SCEXNE

followed. The emigranis rushed forward |
to thauk and embrace their rescuer, and o
and behold, these people were the ones
from whom Charley C had parted years
before. Sarah was with them, and she had
loved him faithfully ever since he had dis-
appeared. Well, the upshot of the meeting |
was greal bappiness for everybody, for the
old man removed his objections and Charley
got his girl.

It trauspired that the rebels in Missouri
had made it so hot for old mun S—— that
bhe cou'd not stay there. They burned his
house and his barns, and ordered him to
leave the country. He weant.

The Winter had found bhim and his de-
pendent family with some relatives on
Boise River, in California, but in the Spriag
he bad set out for new lands over the Chico
road, and bad not met any tiouble until
that from which Charley C—— had so op- |
portuuely rescued him.

Under the scout’s advice, the old man
pettled with his son-in-law in Ruby City,
and for all the writer knows they are
living there yet. Charley C sometime
before this had discovered what turned out
to be a valuable guariz claim, and he soon
left the Government service to atlend to its
development. When last heard from
wag yet following with uneertain sieps the
bewitehing phantom of wealth.

[ The End.]
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A Thankless Ninner,
foston Jourwal |

A Jourual reader was looking over am old
pewsjsper Lthe other day, when he found the
following incident, which he thought would
bear reviving:

It was in un Eoglish bospital. The Chaplain
was muking bis morning rounds when bhe meta
porter:

“ihne's Bobiuson this morning? " he asked,

*'lie's dead, sur,” answered the porter,

“ Deasd ' "

 Yes, soe.”

“Ewk wihy didn’t you eall me? I might have
been abile o comfort the poor feliows little in
bis last mowents.”

*“ Hi cowmforted "ina myself, sor.”

“You? Indeed! Aund what did you say to
comiort Lim?"

“Hisxid toim, * Bobinsen, Hi suppose you
know seu're werry sick 7'

“-..‘.H.‘.I adVs 'l'l".

i+ $oliuson, Hi suppose you know you can’t
Jast jong.'

“r ¥ e mavs Ten
‘RoYivson, Hi suppose you know you've
been werry wicked,’

“Yew" suys ‘e,

“* Rob nson, Hi suppose you koow you cau’t
ge o heayon,'

“» Yus,” pavs "ee,

“!Well, Robinson,” eays Hi, * you ought to be
werry tiemnkiol that there's a place provided
for you felluws 1o go to.”

RN surs tee.

* Aud then "ee turned 'is face to the wall an’
died witbout even thanking wme for comforting

im.”

——
Men aud Women In America,

In the United States there are 32,000,000 men

sud 31,000,000 women, Men ure iu the major-

Sty iu all the States and Territories except in

the Distmct of Columbia, Massachuselts, Rhode |

Islayd, North Carolina, Maryland, Counnecti-
cut, New Hampshire, New York, South Caro-
liva, Vigginia, and New Jersey, in whiel there
are 1 iWomen than men. The District of
Colgibin ks the Jargest proportionste execss
of, de“populstion, and Montana contains
tiee Jar¥est percentage of wen. In Now Jersey
the Iwo scxos arc most nearly equally repre-
seutoed,

-
On Time,

And very early, too, That's what any one should
be in weating onesell {or inuetion of the kidneys
sud Lindder, The diuretic which experience indi-
©ales ne supplying the reqguisite stimulation tgihe

organs without exciting them, is Hostetfer's
Sivmavk Bitlers. Dun't delay; kidoey jnaction
il discase nre ot far apart. For fever and ague,
drapepsin, coustipation, rhewwmantism and nerve
dzbility also, use the Bliters,

| thinks of the South first !—before me!

| window of her chamber.

w T was one of those

@ warm, damp nights

which are often ex

perieneed in New York

in the early Spring,

and the windows of a

liouse in one of the

fashionable residence

streets  sent  broad

shalts of vellow light

throngh the still,

murky air. A lonz

line of carriages stood in waiting, and from

time to time the opening deor threw still wider

streamsa of light into the darkness, as slowly

the gnests departed from one of the season’s
closing festivities.

Standing by the open door of a smart

| brougham was & voung man in fall evoning

dress. He wus talking earnestly to someone
within,

“Then you think he will come soon?” he
asked,

“ 1 am expecting a letter every day,” replied
Alice Vandegrit, He may be detaived by this
taik of war. Papa feels very despondent. He
thinks there is now very little prospect of

| peace.”

* Heaven forbid war!" said the young man.
| “Yet, I can share your father's auxiety. War
| means"” Ha stopped abruptly. * Ruin to
' your father and ming"” he was abont to add.
Hechanged his attitnde slightly, and resumed,
carelessly, " War means no lack of fortune to
Mr. Cleavance, I trust?”

“I do not know. His plantations are large.
I suppuse, perhaps, there might be some loss;
but,” a shade of anxiety clouding her face,

| “oh, surely, Mr. Van Dyke, Northerners and

Southerners will never lift their hands against
each other?"”

“1 hope not,” gravely.
| Something in his voice sent a chill to his
listener’s heart. A presentiment of sorrow
{ foreed itsell upon her. °

“JI—I wust say good-night,” she said, faintly.
“JI—I am tired, I—I think.”

“ Home,"” said Van Dyke, closing the door.
“Good-night, Miss Vandegrit. Do not borrow
tronble. All may vet be amicably arranged.”

Alics smiled us she gave him her hand, but
the shadow of coming trouble was still heavy
upon her when she entered her chamber, a
half honr later, and descried the long-expected
letter upon her dressing-table. She tore it open
guickly aud began to read it, but almost im-
mediately she stretehed out her hand and
clutched the back of & chair, as if to save her-
gelf from falling. Her lips trembled and her
eyes filled with tears, but she read on steadily
to the end,

“What!” she moaned, dropping part of the
closely-wrilten sbeots upon the floor; * he
He will
stand by the Sonth—he will—oh, God!—he
will be killed—and—I—1 shail never again sce
bim—never again!”

She sat for a long time, sobbing and pressing
the letter to her lips. At last she rose and
opened her writing-desk., "1 ecan convince
him,” she said. *“ 1 will tell him tosacrifice
ali rather than lift his band against his

| eountry’s flag. He will listen to me.”

several weeks later Alice sut by the open
Iu lior fap was a
prayer-book, in her hands a ring. Her face
guve evidence of wesry, sleepless nights, und
her tears dropped fast as she turned the ring
around and aroond. Near her,on & small

tavle, was a pile of lelters, each tied with a |

vloe ribbon. She took one from the top bunch
preseutly, and slowly read it. ** It is the Jast”
she said, * the very lust. 1 shall never see his
dear faco again, never hear his voice. He will
be—— Oh, God, I caunot bear 1t; I cacuot bear
in!”

Her sobs coased after a while, and she raisad
her head with an airof resolution, and takinga

fine gold chain from her neck attached the |

ring to it.

“1 will wear it there,” shesaid, * while lile
He suid to keep it—to be trone—to wait
Al, God knows | will be true to him;

lasts,

fur him.

but alas, alas, be knows by this time that 1 can |
uever, uever marry the wman who forgets his |

country. And be—ab, my darling, how 1 have

| made you suffer!”

She calmed herself, and began to rearrange
the letters of the top buneh. They were the
oves bier lover had sent her in answer to her
plaintive appeals to him to forsake the Soath
and remain true to his country. And now,
when bostilities had eommenced, she realized
for the first time that duty might mean more
to a man thau home or love. Everyargument,

every entreaty love conld devise, she had used |
She sighed as she sadly placed |

—all in van!

the letters where no eyes save ber own shounld |

rest upen them, for she saw but a long and . : :
' ' { tears in her eyes; “and I ean think of nothing |

dreary life stretching before her. Intensely
patriotic by nature, and with that spirit stirred
to its nttermost by the strong feeling that sar-
rounded her, she bad written to her lover that
did bhe forsuke the flag of her country she
could never marry him; between the South
and ber hemust choose. She received no an-
swer to ber impussioned appeal, and when war
was decinred her last, long, lingering hope of
seeing bim vanished, and she understood that
lie had chosen to remain with bis people. She
would Jisten to pno word against him, ** Let me
bear it alone,” she bhad pleaded. Bat, true to
thie North as she was, she fouud that love was
strouger than patriotism ; that, censure or pity
Lim, she eould never ceuse to love him, :
She ook up her prayer-book —his last gift to
her—nand pressed it to her lips. * 1 wiil use it
duily instead of my own,” she thought. ** He
—al, God ! he will never know; but he would
wish it—it wounld please him—and,” with a
fresh burst of tears, **in that dear book, at least,
1 I can be one with him.”

IL

On a chill Febrnary afternoon, 20 years
Iater, Alice Vandegrit awaited her brother's
return from business in the library of a pleas-
apt house in a pleasant Doston street. The
years, though full of care sud sorrow, had
brought little change to her outward appeuar-
ance, The cyes had, perhaps, a sudder expres.
sion, and the mouth stronger lines about it,
| but there were still the same soft eolor, deepen-
{ ing with thought aud word—the same delicacy
| of contour and outline, as in the carlier yeuars,
when the supremacy of her beaunty had becn
universally acknowledged. She sighed from
| time to time, as her thoughts reverted to the
past. Now that they were over, now that life
| was once again easy and prosperous, she won-
| dered how she had struggled through those long
years of hardship and poverty. First had
come the war, then the separation from her
luver, her brother’s sudden disappearance after
a battle, her father's finnucial ruin, and a
mouth Iater his deuath. Then, since nothing
could be saved from his large property, had
| come her first aclual knowledge of the world,
Hard, indeed, had been her struggles for work,
for bread, for a shelter for hersell and ber
mother. From one ocenpation to another she
had been foreed : nurse, waitress, tencher, store-
girl, she had been doing faithful, earnest work,
caring tenderly for her invalid mother, yet
fecling always s hannting dread lest even the
seant pittances she reeeived might be with-
drawn, and they be forced to become the re-

cipients of charity.
Toward the close of the war her mother
died, and for 10 long years Alice had lived a
| solitary, evlorless, plodding life, and then, to
ber great joy, bor brother suddenly returned.
His amazement and distress when he heard
fromm her lips of the story of the years’ un-
dreamed-of changes wers pitiful iu their in-
tensity, and mouths clapsed before he could
refer to them with any degree of calmness.
Hisown story was a brief one. Taken prisoner
after the battle in which he had disappbared,
and they had mourned him as dead, he had
lain in prison for months, Escaping, he
worked his way back to the Union liues, en-
tered a Western regiment, and fought until the
war cuded., Writing then to his father, whom

A
=

79\ARY A.SAWYER.

i
-

he supposed to be living, and in the same pros
perous cireumstances, of his desire to explore
the Western country ere he settled down to a
nusiness life, he went home with the Captain
of liis regiment. fell in love with his comrade’s
sister, and married her.

Then, they two, imbued with the same love
of adventure, wandered from State to State of
the wide West, Here and there, as they jonr-
neyed, with a touch of his father's shirewd

usiness insight, he invested his war savings
and a portion of his wile's fortune in blocks of
apparently-valueless lund. The building of

weglth to him as the yeara rolled on, but with
undreamed-of prosperity came also nndreamed-
of adversity, and in one short day he found

iiimself alone in that happy, wandering life, |

| with only a little motheriess girl to comfort
him.

| Crushed by this blow, he kethought him of
his parents and sister, to whom he had written,
from time to time, bot from whom he huad ex-
peeted to hear nothing (in his roving life), and
he returned at once to New York,

Alice sighed as she recailed his remorse and
distress when he at last succeeded in finding
hor, and her own reluctance to leave New York
and make her home in Boston; but she lelt that
she had great reason for thanksgiving, since
ahie had a home, the affection of a brother, the
devotion of a child, riches, and the vast oppor-
tunities which ample wealth affurds for helpful
charity.

And yet, as she sat by the fire, she answered
her vague uurest by a whispered confession:
“JIlove him now! even though I know him to
be dead. I am listening for his voice, listening
as in the old, old days for his footatep, for his
coming down the etreet!” She put up her
i hand and touched the chain which encircled
her neck. *“It is there,” she said, * his ring!

book which suostained my courage all those
dreadful years,”

Her brother's entrance ronsed her from the
old dreams of love and happiness which her
retrospect of the past ionvited.
under his affectionate serntiny, aud hastily
took upa fan, *The fire is hot,” shesaid, wilth
a slight, constrained langh, *yet it holds a

bour.”

“It holds a fascination for everyone, 1
think,” he replied, taking a seat beside her.
“One does not need to anslyze it to feel it”

“No,"” thoughtfully, since his voico had a note
of sadness she was quick to detect. He was
thinking of his young wife, she knew, She
hnstened to change the snbject to one which
wonld aronse his keen interest and attention.

1 have had 11 applicants to-day,"” she said.

pointed.”

“Yoa had ever a tender heart for the nufor-
tunate, I remember. But do you think you
have, at last, found one with the necessury
qualifications?"”

* I was greatly pleased with one young girl,
I felt drawn toward her almost at onve. She
was wholly different from the others.”

“Very voung, though?"”

“ Rather too young. Not more than 18 or 19,
I judge. Still, as Dora is s0 easily guided, per-
haps ber youth is not so great a drawbaek.”

**No, to a child of 10, & governess ol 15 seems
as oid as one of more mature years."”

her?”

“1f her manners aud appearancs pleass you,
most certainiy 1 wounld try her. If she proves
incompetant, she must go. She has references,
] su ppose '

“Yes; oh, yes. Very excellent ones.”

“Then I should consider the mattor settled,
You have already had far more bother than I
meant you to have.”

gazed the young girl the next daw, and the
following Monday she began lLer task,

Alice met her in the recoption-room, and,
| with a vivid remembrance of her own dreary
feelings upon entering a new situation, greeted
her with a warm and friendly eordiality. To
her surprise Marian Winter responded with u
scareely civil coldness.

“She is shy, poor girl,” thought Alica. * Poor
and shy. I must spare no effort to make her
bappy with us,”

She made little progress, however, during the
weeks that followed. In pursoance of her re-
solve to make the young girl's life brighter,
she spent much time in the school-room, but
here she made no advanee in obtaining &
clearer insight into Marian's natore, and re-
| ceived no response to the friendship she g0 gen-
| erously proflered,

She confessed to her brother, at last, her dis-
“She will not, she simply will
not like me,"” she said, half lsughing, yet with

| eoturagement,

' maore to do or say. She is so prond! She will
not even accept a coneert ticket from me! Yet,

cities in these remote places brought great |

| Tait the house,

rsecount led her t8 {thgi]'mo her attentions to ’

the young governess, —She felt irresistibly at-
tracted toward Lgpgeyen though she daily be-
canie more nud morg agware of the strong dis-
fike the girl held,f & She perceived that
she held it in jelpek, but occasionally she
eanght a glance whicl,confirmed her in her
Lelief that so stgoug. an aversion must have
other foundation Riun that of relations between
the employer and ghe gmwployed.

“1t is her progd; Southern spirit,” she de-
cided, with a pitying tenderuess. * Poor
child ! itis hard ipdged to feel thes yoke of de-
pendence. Poor ehild 1"

In the late Spring Alice was called away
suddenly ona duy, aud going into the school-
room she took leayeof ber niece. Then, ohey-
ing n suidden impulse, she turned to Murian
and said, kindly: “1¢ yon desire s holiday,
Miss Wiuter, the housekeeper can take charge
of Dora for a few days'

Murinn lifted Tigr eyes suddenly, and Alice
perceived a gleaw in them which startled her
by its exultation. Sie spoke, after a moment,
“No,”" she suid, coldly, * I desire no holiday,
thank you."

On rer way to the earriage soon after, Alico
looked into the drawing-room, where a maid
wus dusting. She poiuted to a small half-sizo
portrait of herself which hung in an alcove.
* Please straighten that, Kitty,” shesaid, "1

] -
! noticed last eveuiro that it was awry.”

v moro directions, she
She returue:d 2omewhat nnex-
pectedly the next morning. It was 8 gray day,
with Jowering sky and a strong, chilling wind,
f3efore going up stnirs, she went in to waru lier

Then, alter giving u |

hands by thedrawing-room fire. The room was |

in spotless order, but as she stood by the hearth
she noticed suddenly that ler picture was not
in its secustomed place. She looked around the
room quickly. *FEdward may have changed
it,” she thought. 1t was net in the room, how-
ever, “Kitty broke the cord, probably,” she
deeided.

Later in the day she guestioned both the
maid and the housekeeper. Kitty protested

| that she merely dusted and straightened it,

while Mrs. Gray suggested that the master
might be inteuding to get a new frame for the
portrait,

**Ah, I had not thought of that,” said Aliee.
“TIt is probably the expianation, Mrs. Gray."

She said nothing about it to her brother when
they met at dinner, and as he had a clab en-
gagement, he left the house without entering
the drawing-room.

“ He wishes to surprise me,” thought Alice,
with a smile, as she weunt up to her chamber for
a book she had left there. Turning over the
volomes upon her dressing-table, shie made a
discovery which greatly startled her. ‘' Some-

| oue has been here also,” she exclaimed. *Some-

Ah, it was that ring, it was his dear prager- |

She colored |
| ing.

fascination for me I can seldom resist at this |

one has taken my prayer book!"” She began a
hurried search for it, but after a half-hour's
agitated labor, she sank trombling into a chair.

“IHis book!"” she moaned., *“Oh! who has
done this cruel thing?”

She felt almost stunned by the loss; it had
been her daily comfort for so many weary
vears. BShe reproached herself that she had, by
a hnsty mistake, left it behind her. “If I had
only left my own,” she wept, “my own, that I
could so easily have replaced.”

A ray of comfort came to her toward morn-
Dora had noticed her eare of it; Dora
knew it was the gift of an old friend, and with
a childish loralty she might have earriad it to
her own room for sife keoeping. The thought

i seemed feasible, aud, rcassared by it, she fell

asleap,

It was very late when sho awake. Dressing
hastily, she went out upon the landing, eager
to see her yonng niece. Bub as she left her
room she heard the voice of the governess, and

i for the first time sinee her connection with

“Ivburts me to think that 10 must be disap- |

them a shadow of annovanes erossed her face,

“Why is she so early 2" she thought, impa-
tiently. “Now I must wait uutil she goes
home to-night, for if T take Dora aside and

| question her, she will think me pryingand in-

quisitive; she is so sensitive, poor girl."”

Alice pushed away her breakfast almost un-
tasted. She felt an agitation she had not known
for years, and, saying to herself that she wounid
search Dora’s sleeping-room, sho gave a few
orders to the housekecper and went up-stairs,

On the second floor were her brothier's room,
her niece’s, and her own; while above were
the guest-chambefs and the schoolroomn. She
heard Dora's childish laughter, and again she
felt the unreasoning aunoyance. She saw the
maid within her brotlhier’s room, and, stepping

| to the door, said :

“Then you think I wmay venture to engage |

|
|

Following this adviee, therefore, Alice en- |

" went into her own room.,

| cherished book in its acenstomed place.

“Have youn finished Miss Dora’s room,
Kitty ?" :

The young housemaid turned around, a glow
of excitement upon her face.

“Ol, yes, ma'am,” she said; *it's all in or-
der.”” She hesitated & moment, and then she
wenton: “I seen your picture was hanging np
ngain, Miss Vandegrit, so it must have been the
master as took it down."”

Alice started, recovering herself almost in-
stantly,

*‘1 have not been in the drawing-room this
morning,” she said. Bat in her heart she
thought, * It was he, of course, and dear little
Dora has my prayer-book.”

Satisfled that the mystery wasexplained, she
Walking across the
fluor to ber dressing-table she saw her long-
She

i took it up, and reverently earried it to her

lips. *“ Dear child,” she said, *“she knew I
would miss it.” Duoring the morning she
went into the drawing-room and inspected the
picture, She shook her head as she looked at
it. “Ithink I must ask Edward,” she said.

| At luncheon she met her young governess,

| they had always been,

she Las a maguificent voice, aud is passionately |

fond of musiec. She must see that | wish to be
| kind, Why is it that she dislikes ma?”

brother answered, carlessly. * Sho can have
uo reason. I should give myself wo further
cencern about her,

Adviece of this vature, Alice knew {0 be sensi-

Il “Oh, young girls are full of whims,” her |
|

! ble, yet some impulse for which she could not |

o e
Mr., C. M. Lauver
York, Pa.

A Miserable Man

Health Broken Down—Merves Shat-
tered.

Quick Restoration to Perfect Health
by Hood's Sarsaparilla.

“1 gladly write this statement of my experi-
ence wilh Hood's Sarsaparilla, I had been ailiog
about two years with a nervous atlack, and was
generally broken down, | wnas so bad that at
times I would fall over with a touch of vertigo;
in fuct, I was not alile to go any distance from the
house, I certainly was & miserable man. Fuail-
ing Lo gel Lelp from physicians in Harrisburg and
York, I got very much disheartened, DBul one day
I read in a paper about Hood's Sarsaparilla, and
I thought I ought to try it. The day I commenced
on boltle No. 2 T began to feel betlar, so I kept on,
and I am glad 1o say 1 feel like a new man. I am
working again, and ean be on the go all day long

Hood’ss# Cures

and do not have any of my bad spells, So [ suffer
no more, I have a perfeet cure, and I find
there is wnothing like Hood's Sarsaparilla for
me,” Cuas, M. Laves, 650 West Markel Street,
York, Pn.

Hood’'s Pilis eure all Liver Ills, Biliousness,
Jaundiee, ludigestion, Sick Headache,

| they left the room.

She greeted her with a pleasant smile, and
talked to her of various matters, but the girl's
responses were, she thought, even colder than
It was s somewhat cm-
barrassing meal, and Alice sighed as they rose
from the table. She ecould not fathom the
girl’s evident dislike. She turned to her when
“To-morrow iz Memorial
Day,” she said, “and I always take my niece
out to Forest IHills or to Mt. Auburn. There
will be a seat in the carriage for you if you
will go with us.”

A wuve of color swept over Marian’s face.
“Thank yon,"” she said; “I cannot go.”

Aliee made one more effort. " The cere-
moniecs are very touching, Miss Winter, I

Lot her go her own way.” | think, too, you will find it a very beantiful

ride, if yon have never visited our Mt. Anburo.
Will yon not recousider your decision?”

Marian looked at ber for a moment withont
speaking. The same strange look which had
g0 often baffled Alice was in her eyes, the same
tone of constraint rang in her voice, as with icy
coldness she again answered in the negative,

Alice made many excuses for her, even while
she felt wounded by her searcely-vailed dis-
like. " She is young. a stranger, and, perhaps,
naot happy in her home life,"” she mused, " and
noone can be wholly without heart who is so
fond of a child as she is of our Dora,”

Shoe spoke to her niece that evening, when
they wero alone together. “I want to thank
you, darling, she said,” for taking care of my
prayer-book while I was away.”

“19” eried Dora; " why, I don't know what
you mean !”

“ Didn’t you see it in my room, and carry it
into yonr own for safe keeping?”

“Why, no! why, I never went into your
room once, Aunt Alice! I never touched your
book! Why, I thought you always took it
with you.”

“1 went away in such a hurry, dear; but
never mind, only I thought you had it in your
room.,”

“ No,"” repeated the child, in evident wonder,
“1did not touch it.”

Alice Jeaned back im her chair, a sudden
gense of weariness overcoming her. “Who
did ta'te it? Wlho took down my piclure?”
she asked hersolf; “and why? What motive
cun any of our servants have? ”

The question perplexed her, and after a
while she resolutely put it aside. * To-morrow
night Edward will be at home, I will tell
him about it,” she'decided.

But when the fiext night came, a different
sceno from any ‘Alice’s wildest fancy eould
have devised wad being enacted under her

brother's roof. Ubp stairs, in his own room, lay |

a stranger, a man gray and gaunt and pre-
maturely old, tossing uneasily in the delirium
of feyer. In the room were a nurse and a
doctor, while beside the bed sat Alice, her face
white, but in her eyes a light, a glow of hap-
piness, such as nofie of the household had ever
before seen in them.

Down stairs, in the library, with Dora upon
his knee, sat ber brother. “Tell me again, my
little one,” he said, pressing the child against
his heart.

Dora was nothing loth, The one great ex-
citement of her young life she longed to share
with everybody. * It was just this way, papa,”
she said. * We had been out to Mt Auburn,
and when we eame back Apnt Alice wanted
some flowers for that poor widow woman she
goes to see, so she told John to drive round by
Galvin's, And so John did; but just as he
stopped the horses, Something frightened
Prince and Nan, and away they went, just
like the wind. And, oh my! there wus such
& crowd ruu aiter us, and they yelled so, but

i
|
|

| got your Jast letter.
| ter, my love!

the horses just ran all the faster, and they!
nearly upset us two or three times, and folks |
trivd to stop them, but they couldn't, till, by- |
aud-by, whan we were most up to Park Squaare, |
that man up stairs just dashed right at them, ‘
and Leld on—well, 1 gness you know the rest, |
papa.” |

“Yes,” snid her father, shuddering, “1 know |
he risked bis own life for Aunt Alice and 1wy |
darling.” |

“ guess he was a sollier, continned Dora, |
“ It's always the soidiers who do brave things, |
Aunt Alice saya. And, anyway, after he'd |
stopped tho borses and had dropped right down
ina heap, and the folks were carrying him into
the drag-store, I heard Aunt Alice give a little
cry and say, ‘Oh, my soldier, my soldier!’ So
I guess he was a real brave soldier, papa; and
aren’t you gind Aunt Alice wont into the store
and made them bring him bhere?"

“Yes,"” suid her father, tenderly; “for Lis
sake and for Aunt Alice’s sake I am glad, little
one,"”

Two weeks later Alice sat beside a large |
easy-chair in the library, wherein, propped by
pillows, reclined the man who had saved her |
life that bright May-day.

“Teil me,” she said, gently stroking the thin
hands she beld between her own, ** tell me how
it is you are alive, I1—I thonght"—

“No,” repeating the tale both knew so well, |
*“it was my consin—he who bore the same
name—who fell at Antietam. DBuot I was only
wounnded, and I lived, and I—I—soon after |
Ah! that was a cruel lct-
Well, I—1"—

“You married the woman who loved yon,
who, for love of you, went into those dreadful
hospitals and nurged the eiek,” said Aliee, ton-
derly. ‘““€he nursed you back to life, and I—I |
honor her memory.”

“Well,” said the invalid, after a moment’s |
silence, * you know the rest, my Alice. You
kuow that she—she died, my poor wife, and
that, soon aflter the war, broken in health,
without property, without [riends, with only
my little motherless girl to comfort me, I went
to California.”

* Yes,” suid Alice, “1 know yon wers too
proud to seck me. How could you bave be-
lieved I could do as I said in that dreadful let-
ter, or ask me to share your broken fortunes?
Ah, yes, I know how you buried vourself out
there, and how you oniy came back to New
York in order that your Marian might find a
friend in her aunt.”

“I—I thought—if"—

“Iknow. You did not want to leave her
alone and unprotected. But you are to live to
be a weil, strong man vet, please God!”

“Aye!’ feebly carrying her hand to his lips,
“love will make me young again,”

Both were silent for a moment, the memo-
ries of years filling their hearts too full for
speech, and then Alice said, huskily, “ Those
years in New York, when you fancied me a
rich woman, married heartlessly to some rich

n

man-—— Ah, I eannot think of them !

wil l L S

“Nay,” interrnpting him, “yon are not to
blame! How could you think Ah, well, we
will never again mention that dreadful letter,
will we? For now, at last, we are together!
But it is strange, it is more than strange, that
you should have come to Boston; that we
should find each other here—and on that day—
the soldiers’ day !

“Ah!" sho went on, * it isstranger still, that
I, kuowing your middle name was Winter,
shonld not have known why it was your
Marian's face and voice and aceent brought
you so constantly to my mind. Poor-child! I
hope she will learn to loye me,”

“She will love you,” he answered quickly,”
she needs only to know you. She will love
you. Havo no fear of my little Marian., She
has & warm, true heart, my child, but—
but"—

“1 understand. It is her aunt, whe has
still the strong Southern prejudices—who has
imbned her with them, until she has feit that
we were il her enemies, Poor c¢hild! T vn-
derstand those strange glances now! It was
hard indeed to take bread from tihe foe. Bnt
all is changed now. 8he loves our Dora,
ghe''—

“She will love you, Have no fear. When
you are her mother she will love you.”

A blush rose swiftly to Alice's cheeks, and
tears filled her eyes as she listened to the
earnest, confident voice. Assuming s lighter
tone, she began to speak quickly, with a smile
upon her fuce. *“*And so, when she told you of
me, you knew directly that it was I, Alice
Vandegrit, and you begged her to conflscate
my picture, did you? and my prayer-book—
your prayer-book—the only comfort I had
after I was left alone, And so, after sho told
you where we lived, you walked before the
house every evening, did you, thinking you
would eateh a glimpse of someone? And—
pue night—I dropped my roses when I got
into the ecarriage, and you picked them up, did
you? and kept them? Where are those roses
now, sir?”

Cleavance smiled as he threw back his coat
and showed her the faded buneh of white
roses, withered but fragrant still, fastened
sccurely to the inner liping,

“You wore white roses the night I left
you,” he said. ‘" You gave them to me, and I
wore them next my heart until that day—the
day of the battle. Someone took them from
me then., Buat yvon bad them at your throat
and in your bands that day 1l saw them. I
knew it was you, dear, when I tried—to—to
gave vou; and they were the first things I saw
when I opened my eyes; even before I saw
you I saw your roses.”

Alice leaned forward and kissed him sund-
denly upon the forehead.

“] saw these poor [aded roses—next your
heart—that day,” sho said, brokenly, “I—I
knew—then."”

She waited & moment to steady her voice
“I had some news to tell youn,” she presently
continued, ** but Edward shall tell you himself.
1t is about—mines—on your old plantation,
He will expain it. And—and he wiil tell you
that a rich bachelor-uncle of my father has just
died, leaving his money to us, But—but we
do not eare for riches, do we? Not when we
think of that day—of what might have been,
It was Memorial Day, you know, and—if you
had not—saved us, my poor Edward—might
have had—our two graves—his little Dora’s
grave—and mine—to—to decorate—next year.”

Cleavance drew her face down to his and
kissed it with a tender reverence. * Next
year,” he said, * we will go together, youand I,
and lay white roses on the Southern soldiers’
graves. You have forgiven the Southern sol-
diers, have you not, sweotteart?”

Her eyes met his, and she smiled. * Where
thou goest, I will go,” she said, * and thy
people shall be wy people, and,” in a lower,
softor voice, “thy God my God,”

A MEMORIAL.

BY WILL P, CHAMBERLAIN, RICHLAND, & D
Whenever the season of flowers
Returns in the smiles of May,
We think of the voiceless loved ones
Who willingly marched away ;
Away from the weeping mother,
The wife, and sweethearl true,
Down to the flelds of turmail,
To die for Lthe beantiful blue,

We piclure the nge-bent father
Turning, with heart aflame,
From the clasp of the noble boy
His eyes shall not see again;

We hear the sound of voices,
But, oh, how sad they seem,
For on the warp of valor
A woof of tear-drops gleam,

En silent, covered trenches
Brave souls awalt their God,
No marbe slab is graven,
No rounded, graceful sod;
Perchance, in starless midoighs,
Whose deeds no annals tell,
They passed the unanswering pickes,
The eternal corps to swell,

1 have no word or musle
To tall how I adore
The manhood and the spirit
Of those that are no more;
They ope'd their loyal bosoms
To the cruel shot and Lhrust,
They sleep in unknown places,
And their frames are unknown dusié,

Free to Home-Seekers,

The Northwesiern Home Seeker is the name of
a newspaper just issned, giving valuable infor-
mation regarding the agricultual, mineral and
other resources of South Dakota.

This new State i3 enjoying a wonderful pros-
perity, and any person looking for a desirable
location, or interested in obtaining information
coneerning the diversifled resources of Eouth
Dakota, will be'mailed a copy of this paper free
of charge by sending their address to W. A.
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The erstwhile scorn and amnzement ex-

dresses were spoken of as

frocks

" "

of iate, as these quainter expressious are more
frequently used. They are, perliaps, more cor-
reet than the commoner term. " Dress,”

sary significance—the entire apparel. *Gown"
way sometimes mean a loose robe, and “frock,”

| ona buttoned down the back, but neither of
| these meaunings

interferes with their other
definition—* the ordinary overgarment worn
by women,” But this is an old guestion, re-
vived beecanse it has been supgeated that

“gowneries” is a betfer title than “dress-

| erumba.

i dabsof butter rather plenti

or “gowns” hss somewhat subsided |

be- |
| sides its special meaning, has the wider, neces-

| for them. It

making establishments,” or the *dress-mak- |
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Suits of white duck will be very “swell”
for wear this Sammer. They are madeo with

{ a plain, rather full, gored skirt, and a little | . - .
P B e © | thns laid down: At 7 a. m. she is ronsed. an

| by 7:30 she muost be ready for breakfast |

jacket with immenss leg-o'-mutton
sleeves. With them are wora blouses of dainty

wash-silk,

Eton

*
* »

Frances Willard is ill, and will be nnable to

take her part in the World's Fair Congress as |
It is a pity, for she has made a |

was planned.
wonderful study of her special work—temper-
ance—and is familiar with all the details of
the practical work. Besides this, she is a most
convincing proof of the fallacy of the masca-
line argument that for a woman to be an
advocate of woman's rights is necessarily for
her to become unbeautiful and unwomanly.

| Miss Willard has a rare womanly charm per-

vading her intelligence and energv.

A stylish little cape is pictured. It is of
black broadecloth, trimmed round and round
with black satin ribbon, stitebed plainly on.
There are nine rows of the ribbon. A very
full rofile of black satin outlines the short
yoke, The high flaring collar is softened next
the face with a ruffle of black lace, or with a
lining of black ostrich-feather trimming. This
cape is sometimes copied in colors, but is not so
effective as in the black.

%
* *

Oceasional descriptions of luncheons where
the gleaming mabogany was vailed with pink
or green chiffon are read in the papers. It
sounds very festive—chiffon tablecloths; per-
haps they are fashionable, bat there is a strong
prejudice among our foremost citizens for white
linen tableeloths. There is a genoral reaction
against the lavish use of color in dining ar-
rangements, and all-white linen with color

1

effects confined to the flowers or to a daintily- |

flowered centerpiece and tiny doylies are much

preferred.

In ironing tablecloths it is better not to fold
them so often as is the general rule. To fold
them once, lengthways, and iron the fold
smooth with a hot iron, then fold the ecloth
lightly, is the best plan, Then, when the table
is covered, there will be only the long crease
down the center, The gloss and pattern of a
pretty cloth show to much better advantage
when not folded so often.

The following i3 a recipe for a dessert known
as " Surprise pudding.” The foundation is of
angel-food cake and a quart of whipped eream.
Cut the cake erosswiso in threo layers. Iutoa
pint of the eream stir a handful of candied
chorries, a shred or two of citron, several
blanched almonds cut up into little pieces, a
few of the best raising (these, of course, should
be seeded, and they also might be chopped), a
half dozen marshmallows cut in dice. Any
other candies or nuts preferred might be used.
Spread this mixtore between the cake layers,
ica the whole thing, and det the icing with
candied cherries. Serve it with the other piunt
of whipped ecream, It is a very fanciful des-
sert, but a delicious one. It should not stand
long after it is prepared, or it will become

SOgEY-

A pretty leghorn hat for a young girl has the
wide brim held away from the face a little by
a row of pink roses next the hair. The brim
facing is of black velvet. On top, the hat is
trimmed entirely with white ribbon. Heavy
wide satin ribbon is tied in a big bow for the
front. One or two of the loops are wired ; the
others keep in place beecause of the heaviness
of the satin. A twist of tho ribbon is around
the crown and bows of it hide the stitches,
catching the brim up in the back.

Wide-brimmed leghorns of white straw are
prettily trimmed with light-blue and white
ribbon, When this pretty color is very becom-

Thrall, Genersl Passenger Agent North vestern
Line, Chicago,

ing,a bandeau of twisted-velvet is put pext

the hair. For some a red velvet facing would
be more becoming than the biack.

.
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Spring chicken breaded is one way of pre-
paring this popular edible. Cat np the chicken,
dip the pieces first in egg, then ia bread-
Seasoun with pepper, salt and
sage, parsiey, or according to
Pat in & pan with a little warer and

o '_..._._. .

anion,

lake slowly, basting often. Maks a

with the juices left in the pan, to w

been mdiled, and thic

- 21
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or cream has
bread.ernmbs,
fore serving.
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Chicken-stew with rice is a popular combi-
uation.
™
* *
m dish o
serve to Ministers, rogardless of denomination,
Wherever thoy go they find this fowl prepared

Chicken has bocome the regulat

¥ to
arrive at a place unexpectedly and find beef-
steak, or codfish, or Irish stew, in place of the
inevitable ehicken—{or sweot variety’s snke.
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German mothars must expect a great deal
from their daughters if the following acenunt
ean ba comsidered as expressing the gener
sentiment, It was writtsn
tron and published in a publieation for house-
wives. Tho duties of & 17-vear-old gir! ara
1

r-

must be a relief ocemsionall

"
ut

ww 8 German ma-

self and bhave helped the younger children
get ready to go to school. After |
uutil 10 o'clock, she does honsework, makis
her own bed and patting in order the
tire honse; cleaning and dasting wherever
is necessary. hree days in the week s!
spends the hours between 10 and I2 at ti
dressmaker’s, learning to make her clothes,
The other three days she practices on the piano
and studies English during these hours. Twice
a week she has her musiec lesson from 12 until
1. At 1:30, the mid-day meal bsing over, she
helps in the work of clearing up and putting
away the food. Then she is allowed to havas
fun—reading or playing dominoes with hep
father—auntil 2:30. For an hoor and a hailf
uutil 4 o'clock, she isexpected tosew; then theo
family have a light luncheon which they eall
“eoffee.”” Perhaps after this she goes out with
the family for a littla walk, being home again
at 6 in order to do what her father requires of
her. He gives her some subject—Iliterary, geos
graphical or historical—and she writes down all
she knowsabout it without consulting any refars
ence books. This over in time to help prepars
the 7 o'clock supper; that meal finished, she
sews or embroiders or crochets during the long
evening, while the members of the family taka
turns in reading aloud some book. AL 9O
promptly the young lady is sent to bed, and
ber day is completed. This schednle seems to
allow no time for accidental needs that may
arise, nor for individual tastes, and there bardly
geems time even to get from one duly to the
other. How long this discipline is kept up, or
whether it is lightened when there are two
daughters of nearly the same age, is not stated
by this energetic motber. The sccount is ine
teresting to compare with the duties of & 17
year-old daughter here.
Eisie Poumeroy McELrov.
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the proper construec-
tion of Planos and
Organs. Weshipon
test trial, ask mno
cash in advance.sell

on instalments, give
reater valume for
hemoneythanany
other manufactmares
Sepd for this book
at snce to

BEETHOVEN ORGAN CO,
WASHINGTON, N, Js

P. 0, Boz 1006.
Mention The Kational Tritand

LIMBS

Artificial.
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Cause, treatment and URE.
Book mailed FREE.

ELASTIC STOCKINGS, &c.
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“Fortune Kaoccks at leasi Onea af every
one's door.” This Is Your Cali,

We can put vou in the way to make $250.00
per month without avy risk, all that is requrred 1s
1 little Pluck and Push and you can make it
We want a live party torepresent us i your

ity and to sell our household goods by sam
peddiing, our goods are new and in great d

and you have the chance to establish a bu
that will pay you handsomely. We will p
salary or commuission as you prefer.
interested write for particnlars to-day,
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25.00 Carriage for 50

An 818.00 Carriage for......R0.75
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A %6.00 Carriage for.........52.95

Latest styles. All carringes [uliy

warranted and shipped anywhore to
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OUR PORTRAIT CARDS.

that Every
Should Have.

Nothing has been so popular with the
veterans as THE NATIONAL TRIBUNE Pore
trait Cards, which, in addition to being &
beautiful G.A.R. card, ¢outain an admirable
picture of the comrade, with his name,
address, regiment and G.AR. Post.

The portraits on these are etched in the
highest style of art, dircetly from photographs,
and printed on heavy, satin-surfaced card-
board. Each package is sent in a neat pastes
beard box, postage paid, to any address in
the [nited States. They are the handsomest
and most desirable cards made anywhere in
the country.

The price of these is but §3 for the firsé
100. This is very cheap, as the usual prica
for plain cards is $2 per 100. An sdditional
number, if ordered at the same time, will ba
furnished at $1 per hundred. A good p!xo-
tograph must accompany the order, which
will be returned if desired.

All orders sent out within a week aftes
being received.

Seud for samples. Address

THE NATIONAL TRIBUNE,

1729 New York Ave.,
WASHINGTON, D. C«
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