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" \ho are you going t' take, Weary
Cal Emmitt lowered his left eyelid very
gently, for the benefit of the others, and
drew a match sharply along the wall just
over his head.

“Myself,” answered Weary,
thougihi ‘twas a dore subject. _

“You're sure going in bum comp’ny,
then,” retorted Cal.

“Who'se going t* pilot the school-ma'am?"

il

sweetly,

“You ean search me,” sald Weary, in
a you-make-me-exceedingly  tired uf.m-.
“She sire ain't going with yours truly.

“Ain't she asked yuh yet? fleered Cal
“She told me the other Jday she was going
t' take advantage of woman’s ]JI‘I\';l‘n‘gP,
this year, and choose her comp'ny. Then
she wanted t° know if I would bring a note
over—but 1 couldn’t. 1 was headed
tother way and conldn’t stop.”

“You wasn't headed toward Len Adams,
was vou?"' asked Weary. softly.

»She’ll be over, all right,” declared Hap-
py Jack. “Little Willie ain’t forgot, yuh
can gamble on that. He's just like Jdar-
ling broiher'

lﬁt this peint Happy Jack ducked pre-
cipitately and a Aapping. four-buckled over-
shoe hurtled past his head, and landed with
cousiderable force upon the unsuspecting
stomach of Cal, stretched luxuriously upon
his bunk. Cal doubled like a threatened
caterpillar and groaned—and Weary feeling
that justice had not been defeated even
thongh he had aimed at another culprit,
grinned complacently.

Weary was notoriously shy of women.
When | say shy, I do not mean that he was
bashful, for he was not. lle did not twirl
his hit in their presence, or get red in the
face, or stammer, or make a fool of him-
self in any other ‘manner. At dances,
where he seemed to feel that there was
safety in numbers, he was, to say the least,
popular. e danced oftenest with the pr-\t:
ty girls, to be sure, but then, the pretty
girls were the best dancers. He did not
sit out any dances with them, however, and |
had never been known to seek a dim rorner |
if it held a feminine figure. Rather, he'r
wonld retreat to the entry and smoke a |
cigaret in untroubled calm. }

But at the leap year ball. given on New
Year's night, when the ladies were Tovited
to “choose your pardncrs for the “Imlll
dance. regardless of who brought yul,” the
schoolma'am had forsaken Joe Mecker,
with whose parenis she beardod. and had |
chosen Weary. The Flying-17 boys had. |
with one accord, gfinned at h'm in a way
that promised many things. So far, every |
promise had been f-ousnnm:-_r::.fly fu‘.'l[pd.i

They brought him many friendly mes-|
gazes, to which he returned unfriendly an-
swers. Ile acetused them openly of trying |
to load him, at which they were shocked. |
They told Lim the schaolma’am said she |
felt drawn toeward him, he im:l-:prl_ S0 l:iioi
her darling brother. who had spilled his|
blood on San Juan Hill. Cal was exceed- |
ing proud of this invention, sinee it seemned
to “go down” with Weary better than most
of the lies they told. ]

Yon will understand from th's
Weary had cousiderable provocation
throwing that overshoe.

“What horse are you

that |
for

going

~ asked Chip, tactfully, 5

“Gilory. I'm thinking of puntting him up
against Bert Rogers's Flopper. Bert's
getting too nifty ever that cayvuse, lw.nm-t!s
to be walked away from once. Glory’s
the 1ad that ‘can learn ‘em things about

ning, if"” ;
mB\'o;:h——if!" This from Cal. who had
pecovered speech. “Yuh got a w::i‘ttr-n guar-
antes from Glory that he’ll ran?” |

“YTIah.” croaked Happy Jack. “If he runs
it'll likely be backwards, if it aint a danc-
in"-hear stunt on ‘is hind feet. Yuh canl!
gamble it'll be what yuh don’t W.ﬂl‘lf.:lntl
ain't got no mm}o_\' op——llmt there's (:lury‘I

om the ground up. |
o “Oh, T don’t knc?w." drawled Wheary, |
placidly. “I ain’t setting him before the
public as a twin t* Mary’s little lamb, but
'l risk him. He's a good little horse, !
.when he feels that way, and he cap run—
and. darn him, he's got t' run!”

Shorty quit snoring and roiled over.
“Betche two t' one he won’t run,” he said,
digzing his fists into his eyes like a baby.

Weary, dead game to the last, promptly
took him up, though he knew he was tak-
ing desperate chances, !

“Betche. even up, he runs backward,”
grinned Happy Jack, and Weary put $5 up |
on that. {

The rest of the afternoon was filled with
Glory, so to speak—and much coin was
hazarded upon his doing every unseemly |
thing that a horse can do at a horse race
on the Fourth of July—except the thing
that he did do—from which you will vn-|
doubtedly gather that Clory was net an
ordinary cayuse, but had a reputation to
mainiain. To the day of his death he main- |
tained it. .

Dry Lake was nothing if not palrionc.}
Every legal holiday—and some that were|
not, was observed in true Dry Lake man-|
ner, to the tune of violins and the swish-|
swish of «lippered feet upon a pelished
floor. The Glorious Fourth, however, was |
celebrated with more elaborate amusements, |
On that day men met, organized, practised
and played a matech game of ball with)|
great dispatech and gusto. After that they
arranged their horse races over the bar of
the =aloon, rode, ran or walked to the quar- |
ter-mile streteh of level road beyond the
stockyards to witness the running, then|
hurried to settle the results over the bhar
where they had drunk to the preliminaries. |

Bert Rogers came early, riding Flopper. |
Men swarmed from the saloon to gather
around the horse that held the record of
heating a “real race horse” the Summer be-
fore.
fore Lim in his shortest dash, the quarter-

mile. and on this day Weary alone seemed | =l
R4 TEN

readv to take up the gantlet,
When the Flying-U boys elattered over

the hill in a bunch, they were greeted with |

enthusiasm, for old Jim Whitmore's “Ilap-
py Family"” was liked to a man. The en-

thusiasm did not extend to Glory, who was | C4ine near saying.
If | 2ines seattered around upon the porch, and
the Flying-U boys had not backed him val- | her hair was down.
blue skirt and what,
| trained, masculine eye, looked like a pink

| gunny

eved askance by those who knew him.

iantly to a man, Glory would not have had
a dollar risked upon him. This not because
he could not rum, but because of his er-
ratic temper.

Glory was an alien, one of a carload

shipped in from Arizona the Summer be-|32m€.

fore. He was a bright sorrel, with silvery
mane and tail and white feet—a beauty,
none could deny. His temper was another
matter. Sometimes for davs he was lamb-

road, and a faint yell came shrilling
through the quiet sunshine, they craned
their necks till their muscles ached.

Like a Summer sand storm they came,
and behind them clattered their body-
guard, the dust concealing horse and rider
alike. Whooping encouraging words at
random, they waited. A black nose shot
out from the rushing clouwd—that was
Flopper. Deside it a white streak, a fly-
ing, silveryr mane, (lory was running!
Happy Jack gave a raucous yell of sheer
relief.

Iifting reluctantly, the dust gave hazy
glimpses of a long, black body hugging
Jealously close (o earth, its rider lying
low upon the straining neck—that was
Flopper and Bert.

Close beside, a sheeny glimmer of red,
a tossing fringe of white. a leaning, wiry,
exultant form above—that was Glory and
his master.

There wers groans as well as shouting
when the wh'rlwind had swept on down
the hill, and the reason thereof was plain.
Gilory had won by a good half length.

Bert Rogers said something savage and

in Arizona. He laid back his ears, shut
his eyes tight and stood still.

There came a grasping gurgle from the
hammock, and Weary's hand was arrested
in midair. The girl’s head was burrowed
in a pillow and her slnispors tapped the floor
while she laughed and laughed.

Weary delivered a parting whack: and
put on his hat, and from his face, he seemel
in doubt whether to laugh or swear. He
conld nearly always see the funny side of
things, however, if there was one, so he
zgrinned sheepishly. In a minute it all
came over him at once, and he sat down
upon the porch and laughed till he came
near crying. :

Then the girl showed signs of recavery.

“Oh, gee, but it was too funny!" she
gasped, sitting up and wiping her eyes.

Weary gasped also. though it was a small
matter—a common little word of three let-
ters. In all the verbal messages'he hatd

liim most. That is where the boys had
shown so much finesse—in the wording of
the messages. ] taid :

Weary mopped his face on a white silk
handkerchief and wondered.

“You aren’t a train robber, or—anything,
are you?" she asked with another gurgle.
“You seemed rather upset at finding the
place wasn’t Jdeserted—though I'm sure, if
vou're a robber running away from the

sheriff, 1I'd never dream of s=tanding i_
vour way. Please make vourself at home.
Weary turned his head and. .looked

strnizht at her. ¢
“You don't appear to remember me, Miss

Satterlv. Sorry I'm not a train robber,

if that's what vou were looking for. I'm

just Will Davidsen, better known as Weary

r—

| ““WEARY DELIVERED A PARTING WHACK AND PUT ON HIR HAT; HE SEEMED IN DOUBT

WHETHER TO LAUGH OR SWEAR.”

|set his weight again the bit till Flopper,
to ride?” snorting and disguosted— for a horse knows

when he is beaten—took shorter leaps,
stiffened his front teet and stopped, turned
antd walked dejectedly back to the fence,
his head hanging shamefacedly.

Giory sa:led on down the road, scatter-
ing Mrs. Jenson’s chickens and jumping
clean over a lumbering, protesting sow.

“Come on—he's going ' set up the
drinks.” shouted some one, and the erowd
leaped, as one man, from the impromptu
grand stand and followed.

But Glory did not stop. He whipped
around the saloon, whirled by the biack-
smith shop, and headed for the mouth of
the lane before any onéd understood. Then
Chip, grasping intuitively the sitvation,
stood in his stirrups and yelled :

*“He’s broke the bit—it’s a runaway !”

Then began the second race, a free-for-
all dash up the lane. At the very start
they knew it was hopeless to attempt
such a thing as overtaking that red streak,
buli they galloped a mile for good manners’
sSHKe,

Then Cal, who was riding between Bert
Rogers and Chip, drew rein.

“No use,” he said, Glory's headed for
home, and we ain’t got the papers t' stop
him. Dance opens up at 6 and I've got a
girl in town.”

“Same here,” grinned Bert.
4 now."”

Chip, who hadn’t a girl—and didn’t want
one either, let Silver out.for another long
gallop, seeing it was Weary. Then he,
too, gave up the chase and turned back.

Glory settled to a long lope and kept
steadily on, gleefully rattling the broken
bit that dangled beneath his jaws. Weary
helpless and amused, sat unconcernedly in
the saddle and laid imaginary bets with
himself on the outcome.

“No use,” he said, “Glory’s headed for
home. Weary figured that, barring acci-
dents, he could catch up Blazes, who was
in the little pasture, and ride back to Dry
Lake by the time the dance was in full
swing—for the dancing before dark would
be desultory. :

But the gate into the big field was closed
and tied securely with rope. Glory com-
prehended the fact with one roll of his
beautiful eyes, and turned away to the left,
where the trail wound like a snake into
the foothills.

Clinging warily to the level where choice
wasg given him, trotting where the way was
rough, mile after mile he covered till even
Weary's patience showed signs of weaken-
ing. Just then Glory turned where a gate
lay flat upon the ground, and galloped stif-

“It’s after

fly up to the very steps of a squat, vine-
So far, he had swept everything be-|

covered ranch house where, like the dis-
contented pendulum, he “suddenly stopped.”

“Ding you, Glory, I could kill you for
murmured Weary, and slid relue-
tantly from the saddle,

The place seemed deserted, but it was
not. There was a girl.

The girl lay in a hammock ; sprawled, I
She had some maga-

She was dressed in a
to Weary's un-

sack.
dainty kimono.
Weary's eves were keen as well as hand-
e had discovered the girl imme-
diately, and it was that same discovery
which gave him a thirst for Glory’s blood.
The girl seemed asleep., Weary saw a
chance of leading Glory quietly to the cor-

It was, in reality, a very

like in his obedience, till Weary was lulled | 2! ‘b"r""’ she ’_‘.“'“ke' Then he could bor-
into the belief that “Glory’s sure turned |’ another bridle and ride back whence

over a new leaf."”
pen. Onece Weary walked with a cane for
two weeks.
miles in the rain. Once he did not walk at
all, but sat on a rock and smoked cigarets
till his tobacco sack ran empty, waiting
for Glory to get up and earrv him home.

Any man but Weary would have ruined
the horse with harshness, but Weary ac-
tually seemed proud of the antics and
would laugh till the tears came telling of
some new and hitherto undreamt of phase
of “cussedness” in his pet.

On this day Glory was behaving beauti-
fully. Tle had nearly squeezed the breath
out of Weary that morning, when he went
to saddle him in the stall, and afterward
had snatched Cal Emmett’s hat of and
stood upon it, which raised the boys’ spir-
its wonderfully.

“Let him have his little fling here at
home,” argued Weary. “It's a cinch he'll
be good the rest of the day.”

So the boys took heart and told Weary
they wonld see him through with the deal—
which thev did not.

When Bert Rogers and Weary ambled
away down the dusty trail to the startin
mnnt. accompanied by most of the Flying-U

ys and two or three from Bert's outfit
the crowd in the grand stand—which was
the top rail of the stockyard fence—
hushed expectantly.

When a pistol cracked, far down the

. ; : _ihe came, and he could explain the thing to
Then things would hap [Joe Meeker in town. Joe was always good

Another time he walked loq_almnl lending things, anyway.

He gathered the fragments of the bit in
one hand and clucked under his breath, in
an agony lest his spurs should jingle.

Glory turned upon him his beautiful,
brown eyes, dewy with reproach.

Weary pulled steadily. Glory stretched
neck and nose obediently, but as teo feet,
why they were down to stay.

Weary glanced anxiously
hammock and perspired.

Then he stood back and whispered lan-
guage it would be a sin to repeat. Glory
listened with unrufiled calm, and stood per-
fectly still.

The face of the girl was hidden under
one round, loose-sleeved arm. She did not
move, although the faint breeze, freshen-
g In spasmodic puffr, seized upon the
hammock and set it swaving gently.

“Ob, you, Glory,” whispered
Weary most fervently. But Glory was ac-
customed to being and displayed
absolutely no interest,

Taking his bat—his best hat—he beat,

toward the

head of that cayuse, for

etful tha
dollars, which Glory ha . 2 many

! w for hi
awaited his gathering from tg:y ts lin;
Dry Lake. He did it all silently, except
for the soft thud of felt on ﬂu‘ lo
had been belabored with worse thi than
a soft, gray hat during bis career

struck, cuffed and otherwise maltreated the | o

ry | he had taken varied chan

Willie—Dbetter yet as Weary. We've met
before.™”
The girl eyed him attentively, frankly
pazzled.

“Maybe we have—if you say so. I'm a
wretched hand at remembering strange
names and faces. Was it at a dance? 1
weet so many fellows at dances" she
waved a hand and smiled deprecatingly.

“Yes," said Weary, laconically, “it was.”

The girl studied his profile.

*I remember now—it was at the St
P’atrick’s ball in Dry Lake! You”

“It was not. 1 wasn't at that dance
at all.” Weary fanned his hot cheeks with
hits hat, and gazed away into space.

Miss Satterly, thinking she had offend-
ed him—as she had—blushed.

“Well, it’s horrid of me, I know. But
vou see, at donces, especially among stranz-
ers, one doesn’t think of the men individ-
ually—they're just good or bad partners.
It resolves itself into a question of feet.
Now, if 1 should dance with you again—
did 1 dance with you?'

Weary shot a quick, eloquent glance in
her dirsetion.

“Well, I guess yes,” he drawled, and Miss
Satterly blushed again.

*l was going to say, if 1 should ever
dance with you again, I'd remember you
perfectly."”

“l can’t dance with these boots on,”
grinned Weary, *“or I'd try and identify
my feet here on the porch. 1 guess you'll
have to take my word for it for the pres-
ent,

“Oh, I will. Now, why aren't yon in
town, celebrating? 1 thought 1 was the
only unpatriotic person’in the country.”

“I just came from town,” said Weary.
choosing his words carefully. No man likes
to own to a woman that he has been run
away with. “I—er—bhroke my bridle, back
a few miles—it was fifteen, if it were one
—*"and so I rode in here to get one of
Joe's. 1 didn't wagt to bother anybody,
bll%t"(ilor)' thought this was where he got
o

Miss Satterly laughed again.

“It was funny—you tried to be so still
about it. Is he balky?”

“He was, at that particular time. Ie's
anything that bappens to strike him as
dev—imean."”

“Well, I think you better lead him to
the corral—if he’ll go—and let him rest a
while. You must have ridden him unmer-
cifully. And I'll make a pitcher of fresh
lemonade and give you some cake—seeing
I'm to take your word that we're ac-
quainted.”

Fresh lemonade sounded tempting, after
that ride. And Mrs. Mecker was a famous
cook, and—who can fathomn the mind of
man? Weary laid his hand upon the bridle
and Glory, having done what mischief he
could, walked meekly away beside his mas-
E)e:uk At the corral gate Weary looked

ACK.,
_ “At dances one doesn’t consider men as
individuals—one remembers them by their
feet. Thought I was a train robber—oh,
mamma !”

He pulled the saddle off with a pre-
occupied air and rubbed Glory down me-
chanically. After that he went over and
sut down on the oats box and smoked-two
cigarets, the while he pondered many
things.
_ I can’t tell you his thoughts, but I can
tell you what he did. He stood up,
brushed sundry bright sorrel hairs from his
coat sleeves, stopped and tried to pinch a
crease into each knee of his trousers, whieh
showed symptoms of bagging, took off his
hat and polished it with the sleeve he had
Just brushed so carefully, pinched four big
dimples in the crown, and placed it upon
his head at a studiously unstudied angle,
slapped old Glory affectionately on the
flank, and narrowly escaped having his
hl‘i‘ad ku};ll:ed ;:-il ’l]‘]han he Swung off up
the path, softly whistli ‘In the Good
Old Summer Time.” - i

And the old hen, hovering her chicks in
the shade of the hay rack, eyed him more
distrustfully than at first, and cried
“krr-r-r-r!’” at him in a shocked tone that
sent her chickens burrowing deeper under
her feathers,

Miss Satterly had changed her pink ki-
mono for a fetching white shirtwaist, and
had fluffed her hair into a coil on top of
her head. Weary thought she looked very
nice. «

“I thought you had stolen away over the
hill,” she grected him. !

Weary laughed light-heartedly. “I pever
ran away from a good thing yet,” he re-
sponded, and sat down with the air of one
who felt at peace with his surroundings.

Miss Satterly could make excellent lem-
onade, he discovered, and she proved her-

If a very ~ntertaining young woman. An
hour did nc: seem half as long as it should
be. He found himself telling bher all about
the race, and she helped him to reckon his
winnings, which was not easy to do, since
ces, and covered

every bet offered him, and 1d
remember them all. - With ‘gn.uuc:{c;g

received, it was the precise, school-gram-|
mar wording of them which had irritated

draw a lo

sﬂ‘hoo!ma"n: he found that, if Glory had
Hot rum ¥on, He Would have Deen just
three hundred aud sixty-uve dotlars to the
Dau.  Sisd sned beswas norribly reckless w
sunble dke that, and it was a mercy he
didn’t lose—though wituoyt douvt he needed
chastening. ! '

Aller that matter was settled, he learned
that suigs Natterly bad remammed at home
tu - enjoy.the Juxury of a whole day to her-
self, a aay in which she could read, or sleep,
or just [ie in the hammock and take sohd
comtort. !

“And I came and broke into your bunch
of quier gnd stampeded the solid comtort,”
nnished Weary tor her, look.ng at the
white shiria®aist and at the coiled hair.

“th, ild hdd enough by that time,” she
laughed. 1 1 ‘was beginoing to wish I had
gone to the-dance.” {

“Theré's sime enough yet,” suggested
Weary, insinuatingly. i

“Ye-s, but’ ——

“Pon't you think we're well enough -ac-
guainted ?'

“Well, yon know we aren’t exactly old
friends.” : ;

“We will be,” declared Weary with con-
siderable emphasis. “Would you go -if 1
was—well, suy your brother?”

Miss datwerly rested ber chin in her
palms and regarded him reHectively.

"“Brothers usually take ‘some other fel-
low's sister, don’t they? 'I never had one
inyself—except, that is, three or four that
I—er—adopted, at one tune or another.
I've heard that the real thing is different.”
She' smiled demurely up at himl
- Weary ‘made a mental note for the bene-
fit of Cal limmett. *Darling brother” was
a -myth, then. He might have known it
all along. And if that were a myth, why
#0 was all the rest of it—except, of ceurse,
the schoolina’sm herself ; she was a very
present—and pleasant-—realily. ' Oh, the
things he would do to that gung. ! 3
“Well, whal are you grinuing about?"

‘| demanded she, abruptly; and Weary put

away revengetul thoughts,

**1 was wondering if you wouldunt adopt
me, so we could go to the dance. It's a
cinch you would go with an adopted broth-
er. - You know you'd trot right along and
bave a good time. Beside,” he added, art-
fully, when he saw signs of relenting, “it's
a sin 1o waste the music they've got, a
harp, two mandolins and a violin. It's out

Jof sight; there’s no getting around it—we

ought to be there using it.” .

“Meekers have taken both rigs,” ob-
jeected =he, weakly. .

“I neoticed a side saddle -hapging in the
stable. 1 can easy rustle a cayuse to put
iL on.’

“I'd ruin a dancing dress, riding. You
surely wouldn't want me to blow in upon
them in a sateen riding skirt, would you?”

“That wouldn’t bother me any, so yon
went. What's the matter of tying up your
dapcing togs in a bundle. The way Glory
and I'dl-ecarry 'em in for you wouldn't
be slow."

“I expect it wouldn’t,” retorted the
schoolmaam, and relapsed into silence, dal-
Iying with temptation.

“AVell,” she said at last, “I hereby adopt
you gs a well meaning, nseful sort of broth-
er—and I'll go. It would be creepy staying
liere alone, any way. That chunky little
gray in the pasture is the horse [ ride.
I'll be ready by the time you are—now
hike.”

She was ready when he rode up to the
house leading the little gray, and caine
down from the porch with a large, flat
pasteboar8. box in her arms.

“Dont get off to help me,” she com-
manded..’ *I 'can monnt from the ground
very easilv.  Take this box—it's going to
be awkward to carry, I'm afraid, but it
was the best 1 could do.”

Weary took the box and prudently re-
mained in the saddle. Glory, having the
man he did for master, was unused to the
flutter of a wpman's skirts around his feet,
and rvolled hiz eyes till the whites showed
all around. Moreover, he wondered what
was that big, white thipg in Weary’s arm.

He stood quite still ‘umtil the school-
ma’'am was settied to her liking in the
saddle and had tucked her skirt down
over the toe of her right foot. He watched
the proceeding from, the tail of his eye
with much interest, as did Weary. Then
he walked sedately from the vard, eantered
through the sand of the creek bottom and
up the slope beyvond, till he. felt Weary
breath of relief, when he im-
mediately thrust his nose hetween his white
front feet, and entered his little protest
against the arrangements. Encumbered as
he was with the ball gown, Weary could
only cling and pray for deliverance,

*Oh, gee,” ecried the schoolma’am, under
stress of deep feeling. “Give me the box!”

But Weary couldn’t, Already he was
half way to the gate, the box tightly
clasped under one arm, and his coat stand-
ing straight out behind.

The little gray was no race horse, but
his wind was good, and with urging he kept
the flecing Glory in sight for a mile or
more. Then, horse and rider were briefly
silhouetted against tlie sunset as they
topped a distant hill, dipped quickly over
the crest and were seen no more, and the
schoolma’am rode by faith, in great mental
distress over her gown, which was a new
one.

At the gate which led into the big field
she overtook them. Glory was nibbling a
frayed end of the rope, and Weary, the box
balanced across the saddle in front of him,
was smoking a cigaret,

“Well,” said the schoolma’am, rather
tartly, “is this a hare and tortoise race?”

Weary shook his head as one who de-
spairs of solving a puzzle.

“Miss Satterly,” he began, deprecatingly,
“Glory and I ain’t used to escorting young
ladies. We're accustomed to getting right
out and burning the earth when we want
to go anywhere.”

I see,” said the schoolma’am, laconie-
ally. Then she added, quite as if she
meant it, “If it hadn’t been for my new
dress, I'd have gone back home.”

“It's a good thing I've got it, then,” said
Weary, placidly. “I'm going to take it to
the dance. You can come along and wear
it, if you want to—but [ tell you right
now this dress is going, if I have to wear
it myself.” ; -

The schoolma'am laughed, which was
what Weary wanted, and the air cleared.

_“Let’s be going, then.” she said, glancing
significantly to the purplish glow where the
sun_had been, .

“That’s as Glory says,” sighed Weary,
gathering up the reins, *“Ile seems t’ be
liead push, to-day. Coming out I didn’t
have a bit in his month at all. Going in
I've got one of Joe Meeker's teething rings,
It wouldn't hold a pet turkey. Please trot
s(l‘l;mg to town with Miss Satterly and me,
zlory.

Glory put up his ears and considered the
matter, turned at the familiar touch of the
reins on his back, and ambled decorously
away toward town beside the little gray.

There was consternation among the mem-
bers of the Happy Family when Weary
walked calmly in with the schoolma’am,
all in shimmery white, beside him.

_ Cal edged over to where Chip stood lean-
ing against:the wall in the corner,

“D'yvuh.see that Chip?” Chip nodded.
“Old Weary's too many for me,” he said.
“The chances are he’s been running her
all along, on the side.” -

“She’s, a, gwell looker, In white, ain’t
she?"" remarked Cal.

“1'd tell.a man,” said Chip. “If I'd
a-thought The'd like

play us a trick

that" ——
Wes:r".{ inned significantly at them as
he whirled the schoolma’am by the corner

in t-heir‘ﬁ'r"st waltz.

1 I fh;t Proud of Its Corps.

To Staunton W. R. C., Greeting: The
following resolutions introduced April 15,
1904, Wer$ unanimously adopted:

“Whereas, our worthy sisters of Staun-
ton W. R. O. have been so eonspicuously
honored by the Department of California
and Nevada at its recent gessfon in Los
Angeles in the election of Sister Lizzie
Bell Cross to its Presidency and in the
endorsement of Sister Mary E. Hartwell
for National President, therefore be it

“Resolved, That Staunton Post, their
fond and appreciating brothers, sincerely
and. enthuainutm&ll{ congratulate them on
their worthily bestowed honors, realizing
that whatever honors unton Corps
honors Staunton Post.

“Resolved, That a copy of these resolu-
tions be spread upon our records and a
copy forwarded to Staunton W. R. C.
with the sincere compliments of this Post.

“J. W. VAN Hoan

2 “Commander of 8. O. V. ‘i."
—MARGARET G. WRIGHT,
" respondeat, M-aguf,;'.oﬁfm 7
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PERSONAL.

Another hero passed on when Comrade
Charles E. Brown died at his home in Cin-
cinmati, 0., on Sunday, May 22, of infirm-
ities resulting from wounds received In
battle while defending the Union. Gen.
Brown had attained the age of 70 years,
and every yecar was one of beauty in
character. In August, 1861, he entered
the volunteer army as Captain in 63d
Ohio. He served with Pope in Missouri;
was at New Madrid, Island No. 10, siege
of Corinth; under Rosecrans at Tuka and
Corinth. At Corinth, the 63d Ohio, on the
right of Robinct's Battery, was withont
protecting works of any kind. and repulsed
the savage and determined charges of the
enemy repeatedly by its intrepidity and
valor in resistance. Comrade Brown was
the only officer of the left wing of the 63d
Ohio who came ont of that engagement
alive and unwounded. He then, for a long
time, as Senior Captain. commanded the
regiment, and was promotell to Lientenant-
Colonel, to Colonel, and, finally, for con-
spienous wvalor, was brevetted Brigadier-
General. In official reports he was com-
mended for ‘gallant and meritorions
serviees” in action and on the field. On
the Atlanta Compaign he commanded the
regiment until wounded in the battle of
July 22. The wound resulted in the am-
putation of his leg so close to-the body that
he counld not use an artificial limb, and
therefore always afterward went on
crutches, He remained in  commission;
and, not being able to return to the field,
he was detailed as Provost-Marshal in
Ohio, till mustered out after the Union
was saved. Hesuming his practice of law,
he was appointed in 1872 U. 8. Pension
Agent—by President Grant—and served
as such at Cincinnati till 1877. In 1884
he was elected to Congress as a Repub-
lican, from the Second Ohio District, and
being reelected served till 1889. He was a
member of the Ohio State Senate at the
time of his death. His wife was Anna E.
Hussey, daughter of Dr. Ziniri Hussey, of
Chillicothe, O. They had six children,
five of whom gurvive. He was born in
Cincinpati and graduated from Miami in
1854. He was a classmate and roommate
of the late President Benjamin Harrison.
He was a genial, high-toned gentleman,
mild, gentle and refined in manner, tone
and expression; in war a soldier of demon-
strated bravery and an officer of abilities
conspicnonsly more than the ordinary—a
hero, a model, a brother in the hearts of
the survivors of his regiment; and in civil
life an efficient, able lawyer and counsel-
lor and a statesman wise and patriotic.

Gen. H. W. Sloenm attained the high-
est rank of any man that went from
Brooklyn, N. Y., into the army. The eity
very properly decided to give him a statue,
and this, the work of Macmonies, is a su-
perb artistic ereation, but the municipal
anthorities have heen treating it with
shameful neglect. For more than a year
it lay on the ground under a rude shanty
near Prosgpect Park, where it was to be
erceted, It was at length put up and, has
for months stood, surounded by a rough
board fence, and swathed in burlaps, an
obstruction and an eyesore, owing to a
dispute as to whether the site selected is
the best one.

Gen. Joseph H. Lewis, who was one
of the Kentuckians who were determined
to secede whether their State did or not,
dropped dead in Frankfort, Ky., July 6.
He entered the (‘onfederate army as
Colonel of the 6th Ky. (Confederate), and
became famous as ecommander of the
“Confederate Orphan Brigade,” of which
Gen. John C. Breckinridge was the organ-
izer, Gen. Lewis had been Chief Justice
of the Kentucky Court of Appeals for over
20 years.

F. E. MacMahon died suddenly at New-
market, Eng., July 5. He served in the
navy during the war of the rebellion, and
was with Kdmiral Farragut at the ecap-
ture of New Orleans. He invented the
tape ticker, the utility of which was first
demonstrated publicly by sending the
news of the winning of the Derbhy by
Iroquois in 1881 from the course to the
cable office. On this occasion Mr. Mae-
Mahon explained the mechanism to King
Edward, who was then the Prince of
Wales.

Capt. William F. Campbell, of Allen-
wood, Pa., who served in the 51st Pa.,
discovered on a recent visit to the Na-
tional Cemetery at Fredericksburg, Va., a
headstone bearing his name and stating
that he had been killed at Spotsylvania.
He was taken prisoner at that battle, and
the body of a man resembling him was
buried for him.

Depariment of Delaware.

The Department of Delaware Encamp-
ment was held at Wilmington, May 5. The
new Commander, in his first order, named
Past Department Commander J. S. Lltz-
enburg as A. A. i, and A. Q. M. G., and
announced that Headquarters will be at
1205 W. 4th street, Wilmington. The
order admonishes comrades to recruit the
Posts and Lo make special efiort to have
negligent comrades restore themselves to
good standing and dropped comrades re-
instated,

(General Order No. 2 promulgates the
roster of Department officers, elected and
appointed: Commander, Wm. Kelly, jr.,
Wilmington; 8, V. C., Geo. P. Culleny,
Seaford; J. V. C., Nero Backus, Wilming-
ton; Chaplain, L. V. Aspril, Odessa: Med-
ical Director, Ridard Heritage, Wilming-
ton; Judge Advocate, Samuel Lewis, Wil-
mington; Inspector, D. R. Enniz, George-
town; Chief Mustering Officer, A. M.
Higer, New Castle; Chief of Staff, Jas. H.
Porter, Wilmington.

>
Sons of Veterans in the South,

The Alabama and Tennessee Division,
Sons of Veterans, held its 16th Annual
Encampment May 26, at Chattanooga,
and elected Commander, Jos. H. Lari-
more, Birmingham, Ala.; 8. V. C., John
8. Cooper, Knoxville, Tenn.; J. V. C., C.
D. Thomas, Birmingham.

Division Commander l.arimore appoint-
ed on his staff Adjutant, M. D. Friedman,
Birmingham; Chaplain, L. A. Judkins,
Atlanta, Ga.; Q. M., Valentine Gilb, jr.,
Birmingham; Judge Advocate, Elmer E,.
Carter, Knoxville; Serg't-Maj., Oran C.
Chapman, Birmingham. Division Head-
quarters has been established at 2400
Fifth Ave., Birmingham. The Order is
in this Division, in a growing and healthy
condition.

Encampment Rates From California.

Comrade C. T. Rice, Department Com-
mander, Department of California and Ne-
vada, in General Orders No. 5, informs
comrades that a round-trip rate, good for
return for 90 days, has been secured from
California to Boston, $92.60. Sleepers
will be additional, regular standard Pull-
man, $19.50; tourist sleeper, $7.50.

The order announces appointment of a
}ant;rg number of Aids on the Commander's
staff.

Comrade Charles H. Allen, John A.
Dix Post, 42, San Jose, is appointed Aid
in Charge of Military Instruction in
Public Schools.

Cut the Corpse Down.

EDITOR NATIONAL TRIBUNE: BSeveral
years ago I read in The National Tribune
an inquiry if the comrade was alive who
found a man hung on Sherman Knob, in
front of Atlanta. I am the boy who cut
him down and buried him. I would like
to hear from some of the boys who were
there, 1 was a member of Co. F, 84th
Ind., Whittier'’s Brigade, Fourth Corps.—
JorN H. SMiTH, Marion, Ind.

Catarrh

~ Whether it is of the nose, throat, stomach,
bowels, or more delicate organs, catarrh is
always debilitating and should never fall of
attention.

It is a discharge from the mucous mems-
brane when kept in a state of inflammation
by an impure, commonly scrofulous, con.
dition of the blood.

Hood’s Sarsaparilla

permansntly — it removes the cause and
overcomes all the effects. Get Hood's. o

MICHIGAN AT ANDERSONVILLE.

Elogaent Address of Gov. Bliss at the Unvail-
ing of the Monument.

Mr. Chairman, Members of the Anderson-
ville Prison Monument Commission,
Ladies and Gentlemen:

This is sacred ground, consecrated by
the suffering of men who here gave “‘the
last full measure of devotion.”

Theirs was not the glory of death on
the firing-lines; the reaper touched them
not amid the roar and the shock of battle,
Pemned in by the dead-line, wasted by dis-
ease, far from home and loved ones, they
were mercifully mastered out, leaving as
a heritage to the Nation the memory of a
devotion as limitless as eternity itself.
Kueeling beside these silent mounds we
may learn anew a lesson of patriotism,
and take fresh heart for the duties and the
responsibilities that confront us. Brave
men were these prisoners of war, and pa-
triots to the kast drop of blood throbbing in
their hearts. It was good biood, teo, the
blood of a race true to its ideals, and these
men whom fate had destined to an awe-
some death met their end so devotedly that
the grimness of it, the terror of it, had
power only to place their mortal bodies in
mother earth. 7Their souls go marching
on.

Nearly 700 men from the Peninsular
State are entombed within the precincts
of the war-time prison, and we of Mich-
igan are here, this Memorial Day, to dedi-
cate to their memory a granite monument,
testifying for all time that a great people
do not forget their heroes, and to proclaim
the pride we take in the faithfulness of
those dead sons of our (Commonwealth.

Nearly 40 years have passed since the
passion of civil war ran hot in the veins
of the North and the South. QOut of the
ashes of that gigantic strife has arisen a
recreated Nation whose foundations have
been cemented in the blood of a new gen-
eration shed on the battlefields of Cuba.
The mutual sacrifices of a reunited people
have added another and a greater glory
to the stars of a common Flag. Gray-
headed men once foes bLave mingled in
bonds of fraternity again and again, and
the years have made it possible for the
representatives of onr far Northern
State to come here in the hospitality of
this far Southern State, and dZdicate a
memorial to patriotic devotion that nei-
ther may forget,

The war and its suffering, the anguish
of erucified hearts, and the buordens of
those days belong to the dead past, but the
lessons, the memories and the patriotism
are a living part of the National life. A
monument to the soldier of either army is
a monument to the American soldier, and
true men and women everywhere proudly
acclaim it in that wider, larger charity,
that far-reaching, love of country
which constitntes a great Nation. We feel
that this monument in its greater signifi-
cance will to the end of time teach the
Nation, our Nation, that we are one pero-
ple and that the sacrifices of those Michi-
zan soldiers are for the common glory as
they were for the common welfare.

It seems as but yesterday that the stock-
ade reared its head about these grounds
and the dead-line warned *‘thus far and no
farther.” 1 can see the dense masses of
prisoners, and, entering into their daily
life, know, as only experience can know,
the life of a prisoner of war. It is one
thing to serve as a soldier in the field, to
endure the privations of camp and march,
to face the madness of battle, and endure
its earnage; it is another thing to be
herded behind walls whose never-sleeping
eves are loaded muskets, to exist beneath
skies that are pitiless, dropping alternately
secorching heat and the chiil of rain, and to
suffer day by day, to see death strike
right and left, and to realize that one is
helpless to do aught but endure it all as
best one ean, while ontside the walls
marches are made, battles are fought and
deeds are done for home and flag. The
wonder is that men can withstand so mueh
and live. And yet God watched over An-
dersonville, for if he had not, in the full-
ness of time, the miraculons spring would
not have given of its waters.

In behalf of the two and a half millions
of people who are the State of Michigan
[ aceept this monument, and most solemn-
ly declare it dedicated to the memory of
the dauntless sondg of the Commonwealth
whose dust forever hallows this ground.

With Linecoln, I say, “The brave men,
living and dead, who struggled here, have
consecrated it far above our poor power to
add or detract. The world will little note,
nor long remember, what we say here, but
it can never forget what they did here.”

The Utah G.A.R.

The Department of Utah, G. A. R..
held its Annuwal Encampment at Park
City, June 22, at which Henry P. Burns
was elected Department Commander.
Resolutions were adopted thanking the
Mayor and officers and the patriotic peo-
ple of Park City for their cordial and
handsome reception. Appreclation was ex-
pressed for the part taken by the comrades
of the Spanish War Veterans, and thanks
to the women of the W. R. C. and the
Ladies of the G. A. R. Order 78 was
unanimously indorsed, and the passage of
the service pension bill requested of Con-
gress. Opposition was expressed to a re-
peal of the act of Congress, which permits
officers and enlisted men to wear on all
oceasions of ceremony the badges of the
military societies of which they are mem-
bers. Thanks were extended to Senators
Kearns and Reed Smoot and Representa-
tive Joseph Howells for their activity
and efficiency in the matter of attending
{? t:e pension claims of the comrades of

tah.

Morris F. Ellsworth.

If Comrade Morris F. Ellsworth, First
Lieutenant, Co. F, 95th Ill., will send his
address to The National Tribune, a copy
of an aflidavit relative to his claim for a
pension rerating will be returned to him
as not available for publication as a mat-
ter of news.

RECENT LITERATURE

BATTLES OF THE N. Y. STATE
FOOT VOLUNTEERS:; Third Brigade,
Sixth Corps, Second Division. Mustered
in Nov. 23, 1861; Mustered out June 27,
1865. By One of the Boys.

Such is the title page of a little volume
that any veteran of any State wonld en-
joy reading. It needs no explanation as
to its contents, beyond its title page. It
is a little book of the soundest loyalty and
it is history. The T7th N. Y. holds its
Annual Reunions Sept. 22, the anniversary
of Fisher's Hill, where Early received
some lessons in which the regiment partie-
ipated as instructors. H. H. Fuller, Sar-
atoga Springs, N. Y., is Secretary of the
Regimental Association.

BELGIAN LIFE IN TOWN AND
COUNTRY. By Demetrius C. Boul-
ger. Published by G. P. Putnam's
Sons: New York, N. Y.

This is the 11th book published by this
author of the series called “Our European
Neighbors.” It is a very full and inter-
esting history of Belgium and the Bel-
gians, and iz most attractively illustrated.

Magazines and Notes.

The Midsummer Scribner's contains a
very interesting article on the negro ques-
tion, by Thomas Nelson Page, who gives
in a vigorous manner the resunlts of his
investigations on this impertant subject.

In the July number of the Century An-
drew D. White countributes an article on
“Russia in War time,” in which he shows
that corruption among the officials was
the cause of Russia's defeat in the Cri-
mean War, as it undoubtedly is the cause
of her lack of success in the present war
with Japan,

Lippincott's for July has for its long
story “The Love Affair of a Princess,”
by Lafayette McLaws. Among the nine
short stories is one from the pen of George
Moore, the well-known English writer.

McClure's for July is fertile in fiction
for lazy Summer days.

The July number of Everbody’s con-
tains the first installment of Hall Caine's
new serial called ‘“The Prodigal Son.”

Booklover’s for July has several articleg
of adventure and recreation, especially
gra for warm weather reading, when
th:.tl.nurut needs to be whetted some-
W) ' :

from first page.)

ington; but the direct line of march by
the Bhenandoah Valley had been left m
to the advance of a bostile force b -
Hunter, who, after his defeat before

burg, had taken uevan eccentric line of
retreat by way of Western Virginia. The
effect of this was completely to uncover the
frontier of the loyal States,

The force detached by Lee for this ex-
pedition consisted of a body of 12,000 men
under Gen. Early. Following the beaten
track of invasion, EII‘? marched rapidly
down the Shenandoah Valley, lrriving be-
fore Martinsburg the 3d of July. igel,
who held post there with a small force,
al once retreated across the Potomac at
Shepherdstown. Gen. Weber, in command
at Harper's Ferry, evacuated the town and
retired to Maryland Hights. Hunter, who
had made a toilsome march t the
Alpine region of Western Virginia,
rienced great delays in transporting ='u
troops to Ilarper's Ferry, owing to the
lowness of the river and the breaking of
the railroad in several places. He was
therefore not in position to check the ir-
ruption of the enemy into Maryland, and
the Confederates, the way being thus open,
passed the Potomac, and marching by

of lagerstown, on the Tth, reached rﬂ
erick—a central Toint whence they might
threaten both Baltimore and Washington.

THE FIGHT AT MONOCACY.

The only force at hand with which to
dispute Early’s advance was a body of a
few thousand foot artillerists, hundred
days’ men and invalids under (Gen. Wal-
lace, then in command at Baltimore. But
on learning the irruption of the enemy
across the Potomac, Gen. Grant detached
the Sixth Corps from the Army of the
Potomac and forwarded it by transports to
Washington. It happened, too, at this
juncture, that the Nineteenth Corps, un-
der Gen. Emory, which had been ordered
from New Orleans, after the failure of the
Red River expedition, bad just arrived in
Hampton Without debarking it
was sent to follow the Sixth. The ad-
vance division of the Sixth Corps, under
Gen. Ricketts, having arrived, Gen. Wal-
lace, with that added to his own heterogen-
eous force, moved forward to meet Early,
and took position on the Mo . Here
he received battle on the 8th, aﬁ though
he was discomfited, the stand he made
gained time that was of infinite walue,
Wallace fell back on Raltimore, and the
route to Washington being clear, Farly
at once pushed forward in that direction—
sending toward Baltimore a cavalry force
that destroyed a long stretch of the North-
ern Central Railroad and burnt the via-
ft of the Baltimore & Ohio Railroad,
thus effectually cutting of communication
with the North and securing the Confed-
erate rear.

EARLY BEFORE WASIHINGTON.

Advancing by the great highway from
Frederick to Georgetown, his column on
the 9th reached Rockville, 14 miles from
the Federal Capital. Bivouacking here, it
next day resumed the march, and on the
morning of the 11th Early's van reined
up before the fortifications covering the
northern approaches to Washington. By
afternoon the Confederate infantry had
come up, and showed a strong line in
front of Fort Stevens. Early had then an
opportunity to dash into the city, the works
being very slightly defended. The hope at
headquarters that the Capital could be
saved from capture was very slender. But
his conduct was feeble, and during the day
the Sixth Corps arrived, and was soon fol-
lowed by the Nineteenth.

EARLY COMPELLED TO RETIRE.

After this, no one of sound merves had
any fears for the safety of Washington.
The Confederates still held their position
during the 12th, and that afternoon warm
skirmishing took place, though without
vigor on the part o{ the enemy. A brigade
of the Bixth Corps made a sally from the
lines and fell upon and drove the enemy for
a mile, suffering a loss of near : in
killed and wounded, but inflicting heavier
damage on the enemy. That night Early
withdrew his force and retired across the
Potomac at Edward's Ferry, taking with
him much booty, but little glory. Next
day Gen. Wright began pursuit, but did
not overtake the enemy till he reached the
Shenandoah Valley. After a smart skir-
mish at Snicker’s Ferry, llarly beat a re-
treat southward. The Sixth Corps was
then drawn back to Washington, but as
shortly afterward the Confederates showed
'signs of repeating the invasion, it was,
with the Nineteenth Corps, returned to the
Shenandoah Valley. Here Gen. Sheridan
soon afterward took command, and opened
a brilliant campaign, to the details of
which I shall shortly return.

In this enterprise Gen. Lee founded his
expectations less on what might be accom-
plished directly by the expeditionary force,
than on the effect he supposed this menace
to Washington would have on the army
beleaguering Petersburg. He reasoned that
as Gen. Grant was a man who believed in
overwhelming numbers, he would find him-
self, after the detachment of & sufficient
force to meet the column of invasion, so
reduced in strength that he would remove
his remaining corps altogether from Peters-
burg.(14) The siege would thus be raised
and Richmond relieved.

But Lee's reasoning was falsified the
fact. The opportune arrival of the Nine-
teenth Corps from New Orleans enabled
Grant to provide a sufficient force to meet
Karly by the detachment of a single corps,
the loss of which had no sensible influence
on operations against DPetersburg. There
iz little doubt that at an earlier period
of the war the result would have been very
different and would have fully met Lee's
expectations. As it was, it required all
Gen. Grant’s moral firmness to withstand
the severs pressure brought upon him by
the Administration to remove his army
from the James River to the front of Wash-
ington. The persistency which has been
often pointed out as that commander’s dis-
tinguishing trait was never so happily
illustrated.

14. I derive this statement of Gen. Lee’s
views from Col. Marshall, of the staff of
the Confederate commander,

(To be continued.)

Ladies G.A.R. Install.

George A. Wilson Circle, L. G. A. R,
Peoria, Ill., publicly installed officers for
the current term, Department President,
Sarah M. Boyd, officiating, assisted by De-
partment Counselor Louise Owens and De-
partment Inspector Bessie Howells, of her
staff. The officers installed are: Mrs. £m-
ma P. Wonder, President; Emma M.
Sloan, 8. V. C.; Mrs. Alice Neff, J. V. C.;
Mrs. Helen M. Wilson, Secretary; Mrs.
Sarah A. Coleman, Treasurer; Mrs.<€Emma
M. Conrad, Chaplain.

Souvenirs were presented to the Depart-
ment officers and the Circle presented to
the retiring President., Virginia MeClure,
and to Secretary Helen M. Wilson, each,
an imported hand-carved clock. There were
speeches by visitors, by officers of Bryner
Post, G. A. R., and by others.

The Day at Long Branch

There was a general and patriotic ob-
servance of Memorial Day at Branch
N. J. James B. Morris Post, ﬂioexremre(!
the people for the day and indu an ap-
preciative public sentiment by aspealin( to
them through an eloguent an touchin{
circular to which was appended the day
program, that it might be generally sought
and read.

HEART HEALTH.

Information that Resulted in the

~ Cure of Alice A. Wetmore from Chronie
Heart Diseasq Sent You by Mail Absolutely
Free.

Alice A. Wetmore‘ Box A 67, Norwich,
Conn., wishes to tell every reader of The
National Tribune that if they suffer from
Heart Disease of a form she will, on
receipt of their address, without any
charge whatsoever, direct them to the per-
fect Home Cure she so successfully used,
Coming as it does in the face of guack-

ery and deceit, this informati 80 freely
given, must be gladly wel those
who wish a simple, inexpensive withal

a genuine cure. To escape this most ter-
rible of all diseases, should be the object
of every sufferer, for to delay or to take
dangerous mostrums may, at any
mean a fatal result, Our advice is to
this life-saving information at onece
while it may be had coat.

ARMY OF THE POTOMAC.




