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HERE.

Yk heu bight comes brooding o’er me.
Like a prison’s dreary cell:

And its visions rise before me,
With dread no speech may tell; 

When alone with my only longing,
And the darkening spell of fear, 

I watch the sad stars thronging
Till the beams of dawn appear. 

Then, like some silver chimes. 
Home back the old, old times— 

The dear old times, my darling. 
The living, loving times!

Unsleeping, I remember 
The days that all are gone.

Like June dreams in Bee-ember.
Or flowers when summer's done: 

The times that are never over.
For they live in heart and brain, 

And, like kisses from a lover,
Their spell comes back again. 

Like a song of magic rhymes, 
Return the dear Old times—

The old, old times my darling. 
The living, loving times!

This is my lone life’s treasure. 
That none can take away— 

Remembrance without measure 
Of every vanished day,

Of love light round me streaming.
Of ten er lips and eyes;

Awake I lie, yet dreaming.
Nor sleep till day shall rise.

Like a bee in blossomed limes 
i live in those old times—

The times you know, my darling, 
The living, loving times!

Cold are the skies above me,
The earth is wrapped iu snow, 

And if still, as then, you love me, 
Alas! I eau not know—

Silence between US lying 
More chill than w inters cold. 

And niv heart like a baby crying 
For its mother’s wonted hold: 

But I breathe the summer's prime. 
Remembering that old time, 

Though you forget It. darling.
The living, loving time! 

—Rose Tierry, In February Galaxy.

THE PRINCESS BOB.

BY BRET HAKTE.

She wan a Klamath Indian. Her title 
•was, I think, a compromise between her 
claim as daughter of a chief and gratitude 
to  her earliest white protector, whose name, 
after the Indian fashion, she had adopted. 
“Bob” Walker had taken her from the 
breast of her dead mother at a time when 
the sincere volqnteer soldiery of the Cali
fornia frontier were impressed with the be
lief that extermination was the manifest 
destiny o f'th e  Indian raee. He had with 
difficulty restrained the noble zeal of his 
compatriots long enough to convince them 
that the exemption of one Indian baby 
would not invalidate this theory. And lie 
took her to his home—a pastoral clearing on 
the banks of the Salmon river—where she 
was eared for after a frontier fashion.

Before she was nine years old, she had 
exhausted the scant kindliness of the thin 
overworked Mrs. Walker. As a playfellow 
of the young Walkers she was unreliable; 
as a nurse for the baby she was inefficient. 
She lost the former in the trackless depths 
of a redwood forest; she basely abandoned 
the latter in an extempore cradle, hanging 
like a chrysalis to a convenient bough. She 
lied and she stoic—two unpardonable sins 
in a frontier community, where truth was a 
necessity and provisions were the only prop
erty. \Vorse than this, the outskirts of the 
clearing were sometimes haunted by blank
eted tatterdemalions with wham she had 
secret eonlidences. Mr. Walker more than 
once regretted his indiscreet humanity, hut 
she presently relieved him of responsibility, 
and possibly blood-guiltiness, by disappear
ing entirely.

When she reappeared, it was at the ad
jacent village of Logport. in the capacity 
of housemaid to a trader's wife, who. join
ing some little culture to considerable con
scientiousness, attempted to instruct her 
charge. But the princess proved an unsat
isfactory pupil to even so liberal a teacher. 
She accepted the alphabet with great good 
humor, but always as a pleasing and recur
ring novelty, in which all interest expired 
at the completion ot each lesson. She 
found a thousand uses for her books and 
writing materials other than those known 
to civilized children. She made a curious 
necklace of bits of slate pencil, she con
structed a miniature canoe from the paste
board covers of her primer, she bent her 
liens into fishhooks, ami tattooed the faces 
of her younger companions with blue ink. 
Religious instruction she received as 
good humoredly, and learned to pronounce 
the name of the Deity with a cheerful famil
iarity that shocked her preceptress. Nor 
could her reverence be reached through 
analogy; she knew nothing of the Great 
Spirit, and expressed entire ignorance of the 
happy hunting ground. Yet she attended 
divine service regularly, aud as regularly 
asked for a hymn book, and it was only 
through the discovery that she had collected 
twenty-live of these, volumes and hidden 
them hebiud the wood pile that her connec
tion with the First Baptist church of Log- 
port ceased. She would occasionally aban
don these civilized and Christian privileges 
and disappear from her home, returning 
after several days of absence with an odor 
of bark and fish, and a peace offering to her 
mistress in the shape of venison or game.

To add to her troubles, she was now four
teen, and, according to the laws of her raee, 
a woman. I do not think the most romontic 
fancy would have called her pretty. Her 
complexiou defied most of those ambiguous 
similes through which poets unconsciously 
apologize for any deviation from the Can 
cassian standard. It was not wine or am
ber-colored: it anything, it was smoky. Her 
face was tattood with red and white lines 
on one cheek, as if a tine tooth comb had 
been drawn from cheek hone to jaw: anil 
hut for the good humor that beamed from 
her small, berry-like eyes anil shone in her 
white teeth, would have been repulsive. 
She was short aud stout. In her scanty 
drapery and unrestrained freedom she was 

• statuesque, anil her more unstudied a tti
tudes were marred by a simian habit of 
scratching her left ankle with the toes of 
her right foot, in moments of contemplation.

I think I have already shown enough to 
indicate the incongruity of her existence 
with even the low standard of civilization 
that obtained in Logport in the year 18ii0.
It needed but one more fact to prove the 
far-sighted political sagacity and prophetic 
ethics of those sincere advocates of exter
mination, to whose virtues I have done hut 
scant justice in the beginning of this article. 
This fact was presently furnished by the 
princess After one of her periodical d.s- 
appcarances—this time unusually pro
longed—she astonished Logport by return
ing witli a half-breed baby ol' a week old in 
her arms. That night a meeting of the 
iiard-featured serious matrons of Logport 
was held at Mrs. Brown's. The immediate 
banishment of the princess was demanded. 
Soft-hearted Mrs. Brown endeavored vainly 
to get a mitigation or suspension of the 
sentence. But, as on a former occasion, 
the princess took matters into her own 
hands. A few morning afterward a wicker 
cradle, containing an Indian baby, was 
found hanging on the handle of the door of 
the First Baptist church. It was the Par
thian arrow of the living princess. From 
tiiat day Logport knew her no more.

It had been a bright clear day on the up
land, so dear that the ramparts of Fort 
Jackson and the flagstaff were plainly visit 
hie twelve miles away from ttie. long, curv
ing peninsula that stn-tclied a hared white 
arm around the peacetu' waters of Logport 
hay. It had been a clear day on the sea
shore. albeit the air was tilled with the fly
ing spume anil shifting sand of a straggling 
beach, whose low dunes were draggi-il down 
by the long surges of the Pacific, and 
thrown up again by the tumultuous trade 
winds. B it, the sun had gone down in a 
hank of fleecy fog that was beginning to 
roll in upon the beach. Gradually the 
headland at the entrance id the harbor ami 
the lighthouse disappeared, and the willow 
fringe that marked the line of Salmon river 
vanished, and the ocean was gone. A few 
sails still gleamed on the waters ot the bay, 
hut the advancing fog wiped them out one 
bv oue, crept across the steel-blue expanse, 
swallowed up the white mills and single 
spire of Logport, and joining with reinforce
ments from the marshes, moved solemnly 
up the hills. Ten minutes more aud the 
landscape was blotted out; simultaneously 
the wind died away, and death like silence 
stole over the sea and shore. The faint 
clang, high overhead, of unseen brent, the 
nearer call of invisible plover, the lap and 
wash of indistinguishable waters, and the 
inonotiimi. s roll of the vanished ocean, 
ncre tL on'.' •‘ouuds. As night deepened,

the far oft’ booming of the fog bell on the 
headland a t intervals stirred the thick air.

Hard by the shore of the bay, and liaif- 
hitlden by drifting sand hills, stood a low, 
nondescript structure, to whose eomposi 
tion sea aud shore had equally contributed. 
It was built partly of logs and partly of 
drift-wood and tarred canvass. Joined to 
one end of the main building—the ordiuary 
log-cabin of the settler—was the lialf-roun’d 
pilot house of some wrecked steam er: 
while the other gable terminated in half of" 
a broken whaleboat. Nailed against the 
boat were the dried skins of wild animals, 
and scattered about lay the flotsam anil 
jetsam of many years’ gathering, bamboo 
crates, casks, hatchets, blocks, oars, boxes, 
part of a whale’s vertebrae, and the blades 
ol sword fish. Drawn up on the beach of a 
little cove before the house lav a canoe. As 
the night thickened and the tog grew more 
dense, these details grew imperceptible, and 
only the windows of the pilot-house, lit up 
by a roasting lire within the hut, gleamed 
redly through the mist.

By this tire, beneath a ship’s lamp that 
swung from the roof, two" figures were 
seated—a man and a woman. The man, 
broad shouldered and heavily bearded, 
stretched his listless, powerful length be
hind a broken bamboo chair, with his eyes 
fixed on the fire. The woman crouched 
cross-legged upon the hroail earthen 
h«^.rth, with her eyes blinkingly fixed on 
her ssnrapanion. They were small, black, 
round, merry-like eyes, and as the firelight 
shone on her smoky face, with its one 
striped clieek of gorgeous brilliancy, it was 
plainly the Princess Bob and no otlier.

Not a word was spoken. They had been 
sitting there for more than an" hour, and 
there was about their attitude a suggestion 
that silence was habitual. Once or twice 
the man rose and walked up and down the 
narrow room, or gazed absently from the 
windows of the pilot house, but never by 
look or sign betiayed the slightest con
sciousness of his companion. At such times 
the priueess, from her nest by the lire, fol
lowed him with eyes of canine expectancy 
and wistfulness. But he would as invaria
bly return to his contemplation of the fire, 
atid the princess to her blinking watchful
ness of Ins face.

They had sat there silent and undisturbed 
for many an evening in fair weather and 
foul. Tliey had spent many a day in sun
shine and storm, gathering the unclaimed 
spoil of sea and shore. They had kept 
these mute relations, varied only by the in
cidents of the hunt or meagre household 
duties, for three years, ever since the man, 
wandering moodily over the lonely sands, 
had fallen upon the half-starved"woman 
lying in the little hollow where she had 
crawled to die. It had seemed as if they 
would never be disturbed until now, when 
the princess started, aud, with the instinct 
of her race, bent her ear to the ground.

The wind had risen and was rattling the 
tarred canvass. But in another moment 
there plainlv came from without the hut 
the sound ot voices. Then followed a rap 
at the door; then another rap. and then, be
fore they could rise to their feet, the door 
was thrown briskly open.

•T beg your pardon,” said a pleasant but 
somewnat decided contralto voice, "hut I 
don't think you heard me knock. Ah ! 1 see 
you did not. May I come in ?”

There was no reply. Had the battered 
figure head of the Goddess ot Liberty, 
which lay deeply imbedded in the sand on 
the beach, suddenly appeared at the door 
demanding admittance, the occupants of 
the cabin could not have been more speecli- 
lessly and hopelessly astonished than at the 
form which stood in the open doorway.

It was that of a slim, shapely, elegantly 
dressed young woman. A scarlet lined 
silken hood was half thrown hack from the 
shining mass of hiaek hair that covered 
her small head; from her pretty shoulders 
dropped a fur cloak, only restrained by a 
cord and tassel in her small gloved hand. 
Around her full throat was a double neck
lace of large white heads, that by some 
cunning feminine trick, relieved with its in
fantile suggestion the strong decision of the 
lower face.

“Did you sav yes ? Ah, tliauk you. We 
may come in. Barker." (Here a shadow in 
a blue urmy overcoat followed her into the 
cabin, touched its hat respectfully, and 
then stood silent and erect against the wall). 
"Don't disturb yourself in the least. I beg. 
What a distressing, unpleasant night. Is 
this your usual climate ?”

Half graciously, half absently overlook
ing the still embarrassed silence of the 
group, she went o n : “We started from the 
fort over three hours ago—three hours 
ago, wasn’t it, Barker I” (the erect Barker 
touched his cap)—"to go to Captain Em
mons’ quarters on Indian island—I think 
you call it Indian island, don't you f" (she 
was appealing to the awe-stricken prin
cess)—“and we got into the tog aud lost 
our way; that is, Barker lost his way," 
(Barker touched his hat depreeafingly) 
"and goodness knows where we didn't wan
der to, until we mistook your light for the 
lighthouse, and pulled up here. No, no: 
pray keep your seat, do ! Really, I must 
insist.”

Nothin

your hair nicely combed and put up so ? 
Would you ?”

could exceed the languid grace 
of the latter part of this speech—nothing 
except the easy unconsciousness with which 
she glided by the offered chair, of her stam
mering embarrassed host, and stood beside 
the open hearth.

"Barker will tell you." she continued, 
warming her feet by the fire, “ that I am 
Miss l ’ortfire, daughter of Major Portfire, 
commanding the post. Ah. excuse me. 
child.” (She had accidentally trodden upon 
the hare yellow tones of the princess.) 
“Really, I did not know you were there. 
I am very near-sighted.” (In confirmation 
of her statement she put to her eye a dainty 
double eyeglass that dangled from ht-r 
neck.) "It's  a shocking tiling to he so near
sighted, isn't it 1”

If the shame faced, uneasy man. to whom 
this remark was addressed, could have 
found words to utter the thought that even 
in his confusion struggled uppermost in his 
mind, he would, looking at the hold, dark 
eyes that questioned him, have denied the 
fact. But he only stammered "yes.'' The 
next moment, however, Miss Portfire had 
apparently forgotten him, and was exam
ining the princess through her glass.

"And what is your name, child I"
The princess, beatified by the eyes and 

eye-glass, showed all her white teeth at 
once, and softly scratched her leg.

“ Boh."
"Bob ? W hat a singular name !”
Miss Portfire's host here hastened to ex

plain the origin of the princess' title.
"Then you are Boh 1" (Eye-glass.)
"No, my name is Grey—John Grey.” 

And lie actually achieved a how whose 
awkwardness was rather the air of imper
fectly recalling a forgotten habit.

"Grey ! All. let me see. Yes, certainly. 
You are Mr. Grey, the recluse, the hermit, 
the philosopher, anil all that sort of thing. 
Why, certainly; l)r. Jones, our surgeon, 
has told me all about you. Dear me. how 
interesting a rencontre. Lived all alone 
here for seven—was it seven years? Yes, I 
remember now. Existed quite an nature!, 
one might say. Ilow odd: Not that 1
know anything about that sort of thing, 
you know. I've lived always among peo
ple, and am really quite a stranger, 1 assure 
you. But honestly, Mr.—1 beg Vl,ur par. 
don—Mr. Grey, how do you like ii

She hail quietly taken his chair anil 
thrown her cloak and hood over its hack, 
and was now thoughtfully removing her 
gloves. Whatever were the arguments— 
and they were doubtless many ami pro- 
found—whatever the* experience—and it 
was doubtless hard aud unsatisfying 
enough—l>y which this unfortunate man 
hud justified his life for the last seven years, 
somehow they suddenly became trivial and 
terribly ridiculous before this simple hut 
practical question.

"Well, you shall tell me all about it after 
I you have given me something to eat. We 
: will have time enough; Barker can not find 

his way hack in this tog to-night. Now, 
don't you put yourselvi s to any trouble on 
my account. Barker will assist.”

Barker came forward. Glad to escape 
the >;;■-utiiiy of his guest, the hermit gave a 
few raiiid directions to the princess in her 
native tongue, and disappeared in the shed. 
Lett a moment alone, Miss Portfire took a 
qui' k. half audible, feminine inventory of 
the cabin. “Books, guns, skins, one chair, 
one lied, no pictures, aud no looking-glass!" 
S'.ie took a hook lrom the swinging shelf 
and resumed her scat by the fire as the 
princess re-entered with fresh fuel. But 
while kneeling on the hearth the princess 
chanced to look up, and met Miss Portfire’s 
ilark,eyes over the edge of her book.

“ Bob.”
The princess showed her white teeth.
"Listen. Would you like to have fine, 

clothes, rings and beads like these: to have

The princess nodded violently.
"Would you like to live with "me and have 

them. Answer them quickly. Don’t look 
rouud for him. Speak for yourself. Would 
you * Hush; never mind now.”

The hermit re-entered, and the princess, 
blinking, retreated into the shadow of the 
whale boat shed, from which she did not 
emerge even when the homely repast of the 
cold venison, ship biscuit and tea was served. 
Mies Portfire noticed her absence. “Yon 
really must not let me interfere with your 
usual simple ways. Do you know this is ex
ceedingly interesting to"me, so pastoral and 
patriarchal, and all that sort of thing. I 
must insist upon the princess coming back; 
really I must.”

But the princess was not to he found in 
the shed, and Miss Portfire, who the next 
minute seemed to have forgotten all about 
her, took her place in the single chair before 
an extemporized table. Barker stood be
hind her, and the hermit leaned against the 
fire place. Miss Portfire's appetite did not 
come up to her protestations. For the first 
time iu seven years it occurred to the her
mit that his ordinary victual might be im
proved. He stammered out something to 
that effect.

“I have eaten better and worse,” said 
Miss Portfire, quietly.

“But I thought you—that is you said—"
“I spent a year in the hospitals when 

father was on the Potomac,” returned Miss 
Portfire, composedly. Alter a pause she 
continued, “You remember after the second 
Bull Run-----Rut, dear me; I beg your par
don; of ccurse, you know nothing about the 
war, and all that sort of thing, and don't 
care. (She put up her eyeglass, and quietly 
surveyed liis broad, muscular figure against 
the chimney.] Or, perhaps, your tircj udices
-----But then as a hermit you know you
have no politics, of course. Please don't let 
me bore you.”

To have been strictly consistent the her
mit should have exhibited no interest in 
this topic. Perhaps it was owing to some 
quality in the narrator, hut he was con
strained to beg her to contiuue in such 

.phrases as his unfamiliar lips could com
mand. So that little by little Miss Portfire 
yielded up incident anil personal observa
tion of the contest then raging; with the 
same half abstracted, half unconcerned air 
tiiat seemed habitual to her. she tohl the 
stories of privation, of suffering, of en
durance, and of sacrifice. With the same 
assumption of timid deference that con
cealed her great self control, she talked of 
principles aud of rights. Apparently with
out enthusiasm aud without effort, of 
which his morbid nature would have been 
suspicious, she sung the great American 
Iliad iu a way that stirred the depth of her 
solitary auditor to its massive foundations. 
Then she stopped and asked quietly, 
“ Where is Bob?”

The hermit started. He would look for 
her. But Bob. for some reuson, was not 
forthcoming. Search was made withiu and 
without the hut, but in vain. For the first 
time tiiat evening Miss Portfire showed some 
anxiety.

“Go,” she said to Barker, "anil find her. 
She must he fouud. Stay, give me your 
overcoat; I'll go myself'

She threw the overcoat over her shoulders 
and stepped out into the night. In the thick 
veil of fog that seemed suddenly to enwrap 
her, she stood for a moment irresolute, and 
then walked toward the beach, guided by 
the low wash of waters on the sand. She 
had not taken many steps before she 
stumbled over some dark, crouching object. 
Reaching down her hand she felt the course 
wirv mane of the princess.

•Boh:”
There was no replv.
"Boh. I've been looking lor you; come."
• (Jo ’way."
“ Nonsense, Boh. I want you to stay with 

me to-night. Come."
"Injin squaw no good for waugee woman. 

Go ’way.”
"Listen. Bob. You arc the daughter of a 

chief; so am I. Your father has many war
riors; so has mine. It is good that you star 
with me. Come.”

The princess chuckled and suffered her
self to be lifted up. A few moments later 
and they re-entered the hut, hand iu hand.

With the first red streaks of dawn the 
next day the erect Barker touched his hat 
at the door of the hut. Beside him stood 
the hermit, also just arisen lrom his blank
eted nest iu the sand. Forth from Ids hut, 
fresh as the morning air. stepped Miss Port
fire. leading the princess by the Land. 
Hand in hand also they walked to the 
shore, and when the princess had been 
safely bestowed in the stern sheets. Miss 
Portfire turned aud held out her owu to 
her late host.

"I shall take the best care of her, of j 
course. You will come and see her often. ;
I should ask you to come and see me, hut ! 
you are a hermit, you kuow, and all that 
sort of thing. But ii it's the correct an
chorite thing, and can he done, my father 
will he glad to requite you tor this night's 
hospitality. But don't do anything on my 
account that interferes with youi simple 
habits. Good bye.”

"Good bye.”
The sail was hoisted, anil the boat shoved 

oft'. As the l'resh morning breeze caught 
the canvas, it seemed to how a parting salu
tation. There was a rosy tlusli of promise 
on the water, and as the light craft darted 
forward toward the ascending sun, it seemed 
for a moment uplifted in its glory.

Miss Portfire kept her word. If thought
ful care and intelligent kindness could re
generate the princess, her luture was secure. 
Anil it really seemed as if she were for the 
first time inclined to heed the lessons of 
civilization, and profit by her new condi
tion. An agreeable change was first no
ticed in her appearance. Her lawless hair 
was caught in a net, and no longer strayed 
over her low forehead. Her unstable bust 
was stayed and upnehl by French corsets; 
her plantigrade shuffle was limited by 
heeled hoots. Her dresses were neat anil 
clean, and she wore a double necklace of 
glass beads. With improvement there also 
seemed some moral awakening. She no 
longer stole nor lied. With the possession 
of personal property came a respect for 
that of others. With increased dependence 
on the word of those about her came a 
thoughtful consideration of her own. In
tellectually she was still feeble, though she 
grappled sturdily with the simple lessons 
which Miss Portfire set before her. Blither 
zeal and simple vanity outran her discretion, 
and she would often sit for hours with an 
open book before her which she could not 
read. She was a favorite with the officers 
of the fort, from the major, who shared his 
daughter's prejudice, and often yielded to 
her powerful self-will, to the subalterns, who 
liked her none the less that their natural 
enemies, the frontier volunteers, had de
clared war against her helpless sisterhood. 
The only restraint put upon her was the 
limitation of her liberty to the enclosure of 
the fort anil parade: and only once did she 
break this parole, and was stopped by a seu- 
trv as she got into a boat at the landing.

riic recluse did not avail himself of Miss 
Portfire's invitation, but alter the depar
ture of the priueess he spent less of his 
time in the hut, anil was more frequently 
seen in the distant marshes of E d  river, 
and on the upland lulls. A feverish rest
lessness, quite opposed to his usual phlegm, 
led him into singular l'rcaks. strangely in
consistent with his usual habits aud reputa
tion. The purser of the occasional steamer 
which stopped at Logport with the mails, 
reported to have been boarded, ju st inside 
the bar, by a strange, bearded man, who 
asked for a newspaper containing the last 
war telegrams, lie tore his red shirt into 
ii.n row strips, and spent two days with his 
needle, over the pieces and the tattered 
remnants of his only white garment; and a 
few days afterward the fishermen on the 
hay were surprised to see what, ou nearer 
approach, proved to he a rude imitation of 
the national Hag floating from a spar above 
the hut,

the door. The blood which had at first 
rushed to his face now forsook it, and set
tled slowly around his heart. He tried to 
rise, but could not. Then the door was 
thrown open, and a figure with a scarlet 
lined hood and fur mantle stood on the 
threshold. With a mighty eff ort he took one 
stride to tlie door. The next moment he saw 
the wide muuth and white teeth of the 
princess, and was greeted by a kiss that felt 
like a baptism.

To tear the hood and mantle from her fig
ure in the sudden fury that seized him, and 
to fiercely demand tlie reason of this mas
querade, was his only return to her greeting.

“Why are you here ? Did you steal these 
garments V  Hie again demanded in her gut
tural language, as he shook her roughly by 
the arm. The princess hung her head. 
“Did you?" he screamed, as he reached 
wildlv for his rilie.

“ I did.”
His hold relaxed, and lie staggered hack 

against the wall. The princess began to 
w himper. Between her sobs, she was try 
ing to explain that tlie major anil his 
daughter were going away, aud that they 
wanted to send her to the reservation: but 
he cut her short, “Take off' those things.” 
The princess tremblingly obeyed. He 
rolled them up, placed them in the canoe 
she had just left, and then leaped into the 
frail craft. She would have followed him, 
but with a great oath lie threw her from 
him, and with one stroke of his paddle 
swept out into the fog, anil was gone.

“Jessamy,” said the major, a lew days 
after, as he sat at dinner with his daughter, 
“I think I can tell you something to match 
the mysterious disappearance and return 
of your wardrobe. Your crazy friend, the 
recluse, has enlisted this morning in the 
Fourth artillery. He's a splendid animal, 
and there's the right kind of stuff' for a sol
dier iu him, if I’m not mistaken. He's in 
earnest, too, for he enlists in the regiment 
ordered back to Washington. Bless me, 
child, another goblet broken! You'll ruin 
the mess in glass ware at this rate!”

“Have you beard anything more of tlie 
princess, papa!”

“Nothing; but perhaps it's as well that 
she has gone. These cursed settlers are at 
their old complaints again about what they 
call ‘Indian depredations,’ aud I have just 
received orders from headquarters to keep 
the settlement clear of all vagabond abor
igines. I am afraid, my dear, that a strict 
construction of thu term would include 
your protege.”

The time for the departure of the Fourth 
artillery had come. The night before was 
thick and foggy. At one o'clock a shot on 
tlie ramparts called out the guard aud 
roused the sleeping garrison. The new 
sentry, private Grey, had challenged a 
dusty figure, and, receiving no answer, had 
fired". The guard sent out presently re
turned, bearing a lifeless figure in their 
arms. The new sentry's zeal, joined with 
an ex-frontiersman's aim, was fatal.

They laid the helpless, ragged form be
fore the guard-house door, anil then saw for 
the first time that it was the princess. 
Presently she opened her eyes. They fell 
upon the agonized face of her innocent 
slayer, hut liaply without intelligence or re
proach.

“Georgy!" she whispered.
"Bob!” '
“All’s same now. I get plenty well soon. 

Me make no more fuss. Me go to reserva
tion."

Then she stooped, a tremor ran through 
her limbs, and she lay still. She had gone 
to the reservation. Not that devised by the 
wisdom of iuau, hut tiiat one set apart 
from the foundation of the world for the 
wisest as well as the meanest ot His crea
tures.

[From the Kansan Magazine.) 
DIALECT PO ETRY .

The demand for dialect poetry has de
clined to a tolerably low point, and we do 
not care to aid in keeping it before the pub* 
lie. The subjoined specimen, however, in
troduces a new character, and one who 
seems to have been entirely neglected, viz : 
The Texas cattle herder. As a matter of 
justice to him, and also to show that such 
poetry can he written in Kansas as well as 
elsewhere, wc give his " Tale” as he told it 
to one of our Iroutier correspondents:

It’s lonesome, ell, a-lierdin’ steers 
Away out ou Saline 1

Wall, stranger, no—wheu weather’s fair,' 
But roughish when it’s mean.

You can't go foolin’ round and keep 
Five hundred steers ail r igh t;

.1 ust try  them broad borus once yoursel 
Some ugly, stormy night.

Stampede, eh ! Well. I s’pect they do,
You never seed it, eh ?

It ain’t wliat you've been usen'd to.
It's niore’n ual'ral stray:

Cliee-hoop! they're off, with tails sot straight, 
A tearin' out o’ sight.

It's bad in daylight, but it 's  jest 
Infernal after uight.

Ride round 'eir., eh, and head e'm back ?
Head back them Texas steers t 

Strauger, when you was made was stuff 
A-runnin short for ears ?

But. then, you’ve had no show to l’arn, 
Jest cornin' out this fall;

You’re like them Yankee chaps that gits 
Round here, and knows it all.

Tlie storm, you say ! Well, Friday last 
We had a little muss.

Jest rain, and wind, aud sleet, aud snow—
I reckon it couldn't be wusg.

Come dark, them critters went. ‘‘Old boss,' 
Jays I, "jest let ’em rar!

Go bumpin' to tlie Smoky now—
I s’liect you'll find us t lia r!”

It wasn't rnor’n forty miles,
I gues«, the way we inn.

I fuller'd, e li! I went along; 
You’ll alius couut ou ouc.

By daylight we was tliar, you bet,
> [Ml....................In the bottom bv the bluff ;

And through the Boatin' snow I seed 
We bad ’em sure enough.

Cold, stranger ? Well, it wasn't warm;
One o’ them coolish days.

Five men all froze to death was found 
Anil broughteu into Hays—

Besides a Cozen more with feet.
Aud hands, and other parts 

Used up—and only a little  life
A-creepiu’ round their hearts.

rough !Exposure, e li ! You mean it’s 
I can't dispute your word.

But, then, I’ui not the sort of man 
To flunk, aud lose my herd.

I ii red out to teuil them steers.
Tlie psy I It ain't so high;

But. stranger, you may bet your life, 
I’d herd 'em till I'd die.

Prince Louis Napoleon's Life in England.
On liis return to London in September, 

1SH8. he devoted much of his time to the 
studies that had previously engaged his at
tention. the first result of which appeared 
in the well known work. “Les Idccs Napo- 
leoniennes," published in the following 
vear He resided at this time in Carlton 
Terrace, and his mode of life combined the 
seemingly inconsistent habits of the recluse 
student and tlie dissipated man of the 
world. He generally rose at about six in 
the morning and worked m liis cabinet till 
noon, wheu he took a slight breakfast, read 
the papers, and resumed his studies till 
two. wheu he was ready to receive callers. 
From tour to five he attended to his pri
vate affairs, and then mounted his horse tor 
a ride in the park, or whiled away the time 
among tlie loungers at Tattersall's or the 
club. He usually dined at seven, and. al 
though by no means unoccupied in the 
pleasures of the man about town, often con
trived to spend part of the evening in 
study. His manner at this time was grave 
and abstracted. Ho dressed well hut 
plainly. and seemed too absorbed 
in his plans lor the future to 
feel much interest in the passing 
events of tlie present. The author of the 
“Letters from Loudon." who was evidently 
strongly impressed in his favor, was struck 
at first sight with his resemblance to Princ 
Eugene anil the Empress Josephine, hut 
di<l not observe a likeness to the Emperor 
Afterward, however, he saw or thought he 
saw the features ot the man of Austerlitz 
reproduced with astonishing fidelity in the 
adventurer of Strashurg. The truth that 
men sec in objects what they wish to see. is 
illustrated in his remark tiiat lands Nape 
leon's head is so full of the Napoleonic air 
as to make a soldigr of the Old Guard 
thrill at the sight. This is hardly re
concilable with the well known inci
dents of liis attempt at Strashurg, wl.eu. 
though arrayed in the historic cos
tume of the hero of Austerlitz, and sur
rounded by meu personating an imperial 
staff, the Prince was yet unable to convince 
the garrison that the "nephew ot liis 
uncle" really stood helore them. The 
writer describes the expression of Louis 
Napoleon's features as nolde and grave 
without being harsh, and his countenance 
as characterized by mildness and 
benevolence. Yet there was nothing 
effeminate in liis appearance, iu the opinion 
of this observer, who discerned an energetic 
nature iu the dark shadows of his counten
ance. a tinge of melancholy aud thought
fulness iu liis slightest movements, aud a 
keen glance and assured look which not 
only indicated a disposition to meditate on 
great things, but ability to accomplish 
them .—February Culuxy.

Tlieir families ? Well, it's like enough.
I reckon they had kin, 

lint we could only dig their graves,
And lay ’em softly in.

I s fellers—well, I s’pose we’re rough, 
But still we re human men;

And we'd l>e cryin* yet if ’t would 
Bring back them boys again.

Their lot was hard ? Why, bless your soul, 
There ain 't no lot out tliar;

Just frozen graves iu the prairie,
)*or it’s prairie everywhar.

You mean it's bad to die that way \
Well, stranger, so we thought;

Five men a-dyiu’ in their boots—
Five men—and na’rv a sho t!

I'll go right back again, uncle—indeed I

My feelings during this brief speech had 
been very painful. I gradually awoke to 
the fact that it was all a blunder—that the 
visit of this angel was not intended for me, 
and 1 felt very bitter over the discovery;
but my duty was plain.

-My dear child, ’ said I, humbly, “will 
you have the kindness to inform me what 
Votir name is ?”
" She opened her eves and then laughed.

“ Wbv,” she said, “surely you can not 
have forgotten me? Little Bess, you 
know ?” ,

“Little Bess 1” I repeated.
“Bessie Ludlow,” she said gravely, Y our

HOW I WAS CAPTURED.

A Miserable Reprobate.
Says the New York Commercial Ada

li.1 l

One evening as the fog began to drift 
over the sand bills, the recluse eat, alone iu 
his lint. The fire was dying unheeded on 
the hearth, lor lie had been sitting there 
lor a long time completely absorbed in tlie 
blurred pages ol an old newspaper. Pres
ently he arose, and refolding it—an opera
tion of great care and delicacy iu its u t 
tered condition—plaeed it under the blan
ket ot his lied, lie  resumed his seat by the 
fire, hut soon began drumming with his 
fingers on the arm of his chair. Eventually 
this assumed the time anil accent of some 
air. Then he began to whistle softly and 
hesitatingly, as if trying to recall a forgot
ten tune. Finally this took shape iu a rude 
resemblance, not unlike that which his flag 
bore to the national standard, to “Yankee 
Doodle.” Suddenly he stopped.

There was an unmistakable rapping at

What a miserable reprobate the preachers 
all make Fisk out to he ! And they are 
right. Why, tlie scoundrel actually stopped 
his coupe one cold, dreary night, ou Sev
enth avenue, and got out, inquired where 
she lived, aud gave a poor old beggar wo
man a dollar. He seemed to have no shame 
about him, for the next day the debauched 
wretch sent her around a barrel of Hour and 
a load of coal.

One day the black-licarted scoundrel sent 
$ld and a bag ot Hour around to a widow 
woman with three starving children, and. 
not content with this, the remorseless 
wretch told the police captain to look after 
all the poor widows and orphans in liis 
ward aud send them to him when they 
deserved charity.

\ \  hat a shameless performance it was to 
give that poor negro preacher 8-0 unit send 
him oil to Howard University ! And how 
the black-hearted villain practiced his 
meanness on the poor, penniless ohl woman 
who wanted to go to Boston, by paying her 
passage and actually escorting her to a free 
stateroom, while the old woman's tears of 
gratitude were streaming down her cheeks.

«>li. insatiate monster! thus to give money 
to penniless negro preacher.- and starvin’* 
women and children.

1 coming down the 
■d with pig lead, 
a shoal piace the 

cave the lead. The 
a green Irishman, 
the lead ?” "Is it 

” “Over- 
Irishman

The steamer Fanny wa 
Upper Mississippi, ‘loadt 
As she was going over 
pilot gave the signal to hi 
only man forward was 
“ 'Why don’t you Uc-av 
the lead, your honor ? Wher 
hoard, you blockhead!" Ti 
snatched up one of the pigs of lead and 
threw 11 overheard : the mate, in endeav- 
onng to prevent him, lost Li- balance and 
jell into the river. The captain running 
to the dccv asked. “ \\ by don't you heave 
the lead ami sing out how much water 
there i s . '  “The lead is heaved, your 
honor, and the mate s gone down to see 
how much water there is."

A widow in Liverpool, England, has re- 
co\ered ®I.>00 iii danjages lroin the owner 
of a mad dog, through whose bite her hus- 
bana died.

I was sitting in my study, reading Mo- 
liere, when she entered the room—perfectly 
unannounced at that.

I look up, and saw an angel in white 
Marseilles, llouueed; iauuty blue hat, about 
tlie size of a saucer, tipped" to one side in a 
most hewitcliingly heartbreaking manner; 
aud she wore cream colored kids, aud car
ried a white pongee—taken all in all, a 
l'airy!

Siie smiled at me, and held out her hand. 
I took it mechanically. What did this 

mean!
She pouted—ah! those cherry lips—she 

stamped her little No. 1, impatiently on the 
floor.

“ You don’t seem very glad to see me," 
she said, pettishly.

I murmured that I was delighted—en
tranced. So I was—such visions were not 
an every day occurrence to me.

“ Well,” said she. gleefully, “ that's a com
fort! Now, they told me tiiat you wouldn't 
receive me—that I would he turned out of 
doors."

"Reptiles!" said I.
"But I came—aud you are not angry !” 
“Angry ?"
I could say no more.
Then she walked up and down the room. 
"How do you like my dress ?" she asked, 

revolving before me as if ou a pivot.
1 murmured something about " angelic 

superhuess.”
"I did intend." she said, half doubtfully, 

“ to get a dress of gray satinteeu. with the 
underskirt eut as usual, and trimmed with 
deep plaiting—the spaces to he tilled with 
bias folds above the plaitings in a hand of 
velvet siik: the overskirt quite in front, and 
square; the side gores rounded up four 
inches longer, and looped up into a jonnier. 
That, with a pretty little sacque, with open 
sleeves, trimmed to match the underdress, 
would he nice, wouldn't it ?”

1 murmured an unqualified assent—not 
that 1 understood what she was talking 
about, for she uttered the full description 
in one breath; hut then I didn’t know what 
I was saying.

“But." said she, "I bought this Marseilles 
because I like it. Don't vou ?"

"I admire your taste," 1 said faintly: for I 
was fast losing my senses, though wonder
ing as to who aud what she was.

"You're a dear good fellow,” she said 
rapturously; anil I kuow we'll get on fa
mously together.”

So she intended to stay here. I was get
ting into very deep water.

"Now, then,” she continued, “show we 
some place to put my things, aud then you 
and I will have a talk."

I mechanically pointed out a small room 
opening out of the library. She hurried in.
I sat like a statue carved from adamant. 
Deeper water.

Presently she returned, divested of little 
hat, pongee and kids.

She cast a searching glance around the 
library.

“ Horrid d irty !” she said, disdainfully, 
“when lias it been cleaned !”

“About a year ago!" said I, meekly.
She gave vent to a pretty little scream.
“A year? Shocking! Oh, I couldn't- 

sit down in a room that hasn't been cleaned 
lor a year ! This must be put to rights.”

>he said this in a very determined tone, 
and went to work. She converted my linen 
coat into an apron, tied a cunning" little 
handkerchief over that pretty head, and, 
snatching up a fly-duster, dusted away 
valiantly—raised a cloud of dust in which ! 
sat gazing on the vision. What did all this 
mean ! 1 consulted Moliere, my standiii" 
authority, hut Moliere could give no expho 
nation. Could she he an angel, sent to 
cast u ray of light over my dismal path of 
life. Perhaps! But did angels wear white 
Marseilles, ami talk about satinteeus ami 
jonniers? Impossible! It must he a 
dream.

She suddenly paused, anil came to me 
through the cloud, and held out her anus 
and said:

"Roll up my sleeves, tdcase. I can work 
better with them up.”

I did roll the white sleeves up, anil then 
immediately scouted the idea of its bein'* 
a dream. Couldn't dream of such anus! 
with a beautiful dimple in each elbow.

Certainly not! They were real! I did 
not think that a sculptor would have been 
proud to have them tor a model, because I 
was^ morally certain that any sculptor 
would have been distracted at" the sight, 
and have drooped his chisel, despairim* of 
ever doing them justice.

And then she dusted, and while she 
dusted she sang. What a voice! Don't 
mention Nilsson—I won't hear it.

And then she drew up a cnair, and sat 
•own beside me, having first removed the 

handkerchief and the improvised apron. 
Then she shook her curls and addressed 
me:

My dear uncle, let us have a talk." 
lei' ,I1K'le ! If my heart had suddenly 

changed to a lump of lead, it couldn't have 
sunk any quicker than it did then.

"You know,” she continued, “ that you 
wrote uie a letter asaying that you con
sidered it best for iue to stay at the (arm 
until you wrote again. But, then, I didn't 
want to stay; I lelt so lonely away out 
there, hardly seeing a new lace once a 
month for the twelve years I have been 
there—tor you know you left mo there 
when 1 was six years old. Well, I thought I 
would come up to the city, so I took the 
fifty dollars and bought this suit. Mrs. 
Marsh picked it out for me. You kuow she 
has been in ihe city, and so I came; and you 
are not angry, aro you? Because, if you are.

niece. . T,
“No,” said I, sadlv; “not my niece. I have 

no niece! There has been some error. My 
name is Floyd.” . ,

“ Then,” said she, “ you are my uncle, Mr. 
Richard Floyd. I saw the name on the 
door, and I came in. Now you remember 
me, don’t you ?” „

" Sorrv to disappoint you. Miss Ludlow, 
said I, calmly, “ but I am not your uncle. 
Y ou saw the name of ‘ R. Floyd' on the 
door. Mv name is Robert.”

•• Then/’ said she, helplessly, “ where is 
mv uncle 1”

I felt bonnd to confess my ignorance, 
whereat she sat looking incredulous. I ex
plained that, strange as it might seem, I did 
not kuow everybody personally who hap
pened to rejoice'in tLe same surname as my
self.

“ But,” I said, cheerfully, seeing her look 
blank, “ wc can soon find out. Here is a di
rectory. Now, your uncle's name is Richard 
Floyd?”

“ Yes.”
“ His occupation or profession ?”
“ Eh ?”
“ What does he do for a jiving ?”
“ Nothing. He’s rich—awful rich !”
“Ah ! a gentleman ! Behold ! two Rich

ard Floyds, both gentlemen. Let us hope 
they are. Now, get ready, and we'll go 
and find your uncle.”

She stood by by my side in the street, 
and looked ten times more bewitching than 
ever. We walked along the streets, and 
how male friends stared, and wondered, 
and envied me.

We found the first Mr. Floyd just step
ping into his carriage iu front of his house. 
He was big, pompous and vulgar. I tapped 
him on the shoulder.

Your niece, Mr. Floyil.” I said, and I 
commenced to explain, when he cut me 
short.

Nothing of the kind—not my niece, an 
adventuress, no doubt. Y’ou're a swindler,
I suppose. Drive on."

I inwardly vowed to assassinate that man 
some dark night. My companion grasped 
her pongee fiercely,

"Oh, I could beat h im !" she said sav- 
gely.
I trembled at this outburst.
“But, however,” she said, laughing, 

that’s not my uncle. He's a very quiet 
man I saw him about eleven years ago. 
He only came to see me once—I suppose be
cause I am a poor relation."

Here she laughed as if being a poor re
relation was something funny—which it

present sad situation with happier 
of the past, associated with his itn!!̂ *,,,, 
song.^ At length he ventured to a d d r* ^

“ You have an excellent voice 
man.” '

"Well, yes,” he replied; “I can i”  CD, .jvo, uu lupucu, 1 "«Q 61Q? a
siderable of a stave when I try.” " ®c°!l- 

"You sang 'Home, Sweet Home/jp^
remarkably well.”

That’s because I like that song 
ever I sing it it makes me feel
how. - led  g00d’ * 5

"Do you know who wrote i t !”
“No, I don’t know who rit it, but he 

a’ been a monstrous smart man, whuev '̂  
was.” Veth

'You will, perhaps, be surprised 
inform you that the author of that go ■ 

Ilressing you.” 80I1J inow addressing you.
“W liut!”
“I am the writer of the song 

sung " yon
At this statement the young mountain ,̂ 

with a loud laugh, lay "back in his

out of the ‘Western Songster’ niore'n 
ago.” •***

I t was useless after that for the nut 
make any explanations. The "YVw* 
Songster” settled the question of
ship! aud Mr. Payne was glad When'S!!! 
incident changed the topic of converr̂ ®*
and he ceased to be the object of theeJSS 
ridicule of liis rude and unfeeling bS? 
cutors.

The writer heard Mr. Payne relate tl 
incident to the late Dr. Longstreet, in a 
gusta. only a few days after its occurrenw 
We should state that Mr. Payne, after W  
conveyed to the camp of the Georgia Guarrf 
was detained there a day or two until R 
real character was ascertained. His am* 
was much regretted by the people 
Georgia.

TWENTY YEARS DISGUISED, 

Extraordinary career or an Engini

Then we tried the second Mr. Floyd; he 
was the uncle. We found him reading a 
hook of sermons.

1 accosted him, and introduced myself 
and his niece. Then I explained every
thing. and turned to go.

He stopped me, and inquired if I would 
do him a tavor.

I answered tiiat I would.
“Then,” said he. calmly, “ take this 

young lady and put her on the cars. I 
desire her to return immediately to Cedar 
Farm.”

"Uncle !" said she.
"Niece!" said he, "do as I hid you. I am 

your only friend. Don't make me your en
emy by foolishness. Stay a t Cedar Farm, 
and I am your friend: leave Cedar Farm, 
and you may regret i t ! Go!"

We went.
She sobbed. (Looked prettier than ever.)
"I can't go hack." she replied. “They 

don't know I left. I'm afraid to go back."
"Then.” said I, “wliat will you do?”
"I don't know," said she defiantly (pret

tier still). “But I won't go back!"
I found myself in a nice predicament—a 

vouug lady, aged eighteen, on my hands, a 
bachelor aged thirty.

A sudden thought! I would !
"My dear,” said I. “ I will take care of 

you."
"Y'ou !" (Astonished and prettier.)
"Y'es. I ! Marry me ! Instead of my niece, 

he my wife; will you ?"
She could not give an answer immediate

ly. Such important questions require de
liberation. She was silent about two min
utes. and then said:

”1 like you."
“ Bless you," said I.
"And you want some one To take earc of 

von ?"
‘ "I do."

"I will marry you. for that room isn’t 
half dusted.”

She was angelic ! She wa* an angel! I 
embraced the angel ’

"And that little room is such a cunning 
little oue!”

Words fail to express how handsome she 
w as!

We are married.
Aud that's the way it happened.

Career of  an 
Woman.

rFrom the North British Daily Mail.;
During the la tter part of last Bumniei 

there was working iu the ship-building yard 
of Messrs. Henderson. Coulboru i  ft) a. 
Renfrew, a person who was known to their 
workmen as John Campbell. He was en
gaged a t the forge in company with three 
others, and won the esteem of all around 
him by tlie handy and intelligent mannu 
in which he executed any task allotted to 
to him. On the twenty-ninth of November 
“Johnnie," as he was familiarly called, fen 
sick iu the house of Thomas Early, laborer 
Pinkerton lane, where he lodged "duringhjj 
stay in Renfrew, and Dr. Allison was called 
in. He at once pronounced the malady to 
he small-pox, and intimated to the patag- 
tha t a removal to the Paisley Infirnari 
would be requisite. The patient diit! 
proved of tha t step, but the doctor pointed 
out that it was impossible that m 
person labor'ng under such a disease coni 
remain in such a dwelling. Seeing that tie 
medical gentleman was so determined,tie 
patient wished to be clothed to leave th 
town. This raised the curiosity of Dr. U 
lison. and he at once put the questiot. 
“Was it because of sex ?” The reply »a 
in the affirmative, and the subsequent e 
planation was that the supposed "Johnnie 
was a lassie, and had worn male atta 
since she was thirteen years of age, fors» 
other purpose than keeping "dear o'due 
blackguard men.” Her present age u  
about thirty-two. The doctor apprisedtb 
landlady, Mrs. Early, of his discovery,aj 
to her surprise informed her that she mar 
get women’s clothes in which to dress te 
lodger, so that she might be admitted! 
tlie Paisley Infirmary as none other tie 
Marie Campbell. This was done, and Mir- 
has at last recovered from the disease fna 
which she has been suffering. Her biz 
sojourn, however, in the infirmary j» 
not been without its iuterruptions si 
further remarkable disclosures. Asthet* 
month was drawing to a close, the r^sm 
medical officer of the infirmary, l)r. Len 
received a letter from the inspector of ic 
poor for the pari:-ii of Kirknewton. ism 
vicinity of Edinburgh, stating that thet 
tentiou of the parochial board of that pi* 
had been drawn to the case of his pa tic 
Marie Campbell, and they believed £ 
might he the person wanted by the pais 
since May of 1870. Dr. Lewis having rep!», 
to the letter, the inspector of Kirknewa 
visited the infirmary in company will 
woman named Mary Ann McKennan. Tb 
led to a complete identification o f ’ Man 
with the John Campbell who, in Deeeml* 
lSfi:'. married McKennan, anil aftenrui 
resided with je r  in the village of Es 
Calder for a time. Subsequently, they s 
moved to Kirknewom, and to all apr-et 
anees they lived happily together till l̂ir 
1870. when “Johnnie" disappeared. Ti 
wife at the time raised the cry that her hot 
hand was a woman, hut her testimony wz 
not credited, and she having had tv: 
illegitimate children before the mat 

with Campbell became chargeabi

JOHN HOWARD PAYNE.

An Incident in the Life of the Author ot 
"Home. Sweet Home.”

The Savannah (Georgia) Xeies is remind
ed of an incident in the life of the author of 
"Home, Sweet Home," which occurred in 
Georgia many years ago, and which proved 
tiiat the question of the authorship of that 
world-popular lyric is not confined exclu
sively to the literati of either Europe or this 
country.

At the time of the troubles in this State, 
growing out of the removal of the Cher
okee Iudiuns about the year 1836, John 
Howard Payne, then iu "search of mate
rial for a coutemplafed work on the abo
rigines of America, was a guest of John 
Ross, head chief of the Cherokee nation,

to the parish. The woman JicKennn 
had another child a few weeks ago, u( 
difficulties arose with regard to the regis 
tration. At the infirmary Campbell main
tained that McKennan knew her sex be 
fore the marriage, and that there was» 
mutual understanding in the matter, bo; 
tl;e la tter declared that she was not aware 
of the truth till some days alter the cere 
uionv. The climax was reached on YVeikee 
day. Acting Superintendent Stewart, oi 
the Paisley police, received a warrant from 
the Edinburgh county police authorities 
with a request that lie would at once ap
prehend "Johnnie," alias “Marie” Camp
bell. on a charge of contravening therega- 
tration act by making, or causing to is 
made, a false entry in the register at the 
time she was married to McKennan, If 
representing herself as John Canipbt* 
This was done, and the patient, whohti 
recovered from her illness, was re mo veil 
custody to Edinburgh. T he woman Ms 
Early, with whom Campbell lodged in Kft 
frew, states that she knew Campbell os!) 
as a man five years since. The latterw 
then engaged as a farm laborer at ailw 
called IIowden-o'-tbe-Brig, iu the neighbor 
hood of Tranent. 8lie came to the 111®

«•),-. i .̂i *r__ . -------,-* ulace, attracted by the high wages given®

Georgia line. A troop called the Georgia 
Guard, uuder the command, we believe, of
Colonel (afterward General) Bishop, had 
been organized for the protection of settlers 
ou the Indian frontier. Northern emissaries, 
pretended missionaries, had been among the 
Indian tribes stirring up trouble, and insti
gating them to hostilities against the
whites. News reached tlie camp of the 
Georgia Guard that one of these characters
was at that time at Ross'house endeavoring 
to persuade the Indians not to leave the 
State iu compliance with the federal govern
ment. Such interfereuoe being regarded as 
dangerous to the peace and safety of tin- I 
white settlements, a detachment of the i 
mounted guard proceeded in the night to | 
Ross' house, where they surprised Mr. I 
1 ayne, aud, regardless ot his explanations i 
and protests, took him prisoner. In the | 
dark and stormy night lie was made to ' 
mount his horse aud accompany the guard 1 
some ten or lit'teen miles through a wild. 1 
mountainous country to their camp.

1 he troop was composed of vouug moun
taineers, who, with their strong prejudices 
against the Yankee missionaries, as tliev 
Mere called, were not inclined to bo very 
m  il or obliging to their captive. From 
them Mr. Payne could learn nothing satis- 
lactory iu regard to the charges against, 
linn, xvhv he was deprived of liis lihertv. 
nor what disposition they designed to make 
ol lam. I mler these circumstances, as ins 
horse stumbled and plunged in the thick 
darkness over a rough path, while his can
tors sang their boisierous songs or enjoyed 
their rude jokes, otten at liis expense, his 
meditations were of a sombre and tin lun- 
choly character. At one time u natural vo
calist broke forth in "Home. Sweet Home." 
Ho sang it remarkably well, and as the rich, 
pure tones of liis tine tenor \ nice swelled 
upon the midnight air. and woke the echoes 
ot the silent woods, ins e-nunauions ceased 
their boisterous conversation, while some 
good voices joined in the chorus. If th*> 
touchin melody "soothed the sava-*e 
breast." and struck a sympathetic chord 7u 
the hearts of his rude captors, it stirred the 
profoundest sensibilities of the unhappy 
eaptive, and all unseen by them the tea rs  
flowed down his cheeks as lie "rode forward 
in silence.

As tlie song ceased and the echoes of the 
chorus uied away in the distance, the poet 
checked his horse until the sin *ci- came up 
with him.

They rode along side In side for a few 
yards, the young man still humming the 
air he had ju s t been singing, while Mr. 
Payne s mind was, perhaps, c> atra
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faceman between Dalkeith ftm] OnnistK- 
She remained as a lodger with Mrs. Ett-i 
for about six months, and though occas* 
ally exciting suspicieu regarding her*! 
cleverly dissolved any doubts by hw 
conduct. During the greater part of* 
time she lodged with the Earlys, she si* 
with a fellow-male lodger. Campbell if 
in love with a Highland lassie named KP 
Martin, aud conducted herself toward 9 
young wimnan with ali the usual ardor- 
an affeet^Bato beau. On one occasion® 
took Kate to Edinburgh, and when the t*1 
returned in the evening they h® 
stayed at Campbell's lodging. There hei 
only two beds in tlie house, the £ 
slept w ith Mrs. Early, and Campbell resit 
that night in bed with the uususpecth 
landlady's husband. In Renfrew sue 86 
adhered to the old habit of loving and W* 
dating with the lassies, and. ill a spirit) 
opposition to a fellow lodger, displayed* 
affectionate regard for a girl in the to*® 
At all times Campbell would make horse- 
so handy in household matters, and Mi* 
daily  in sewing and mending the folio* 
lodgers'clothes, that she gained the .'lJ® 
tion of all around her. YViien Mrs. EOT 
was ill on one occasion Campbell wa-- ® 
obliging iu her conduct to the sick wain® 
that some ot the neighbors, who only 
lu-r as "Johnnie," were kind enough tocw 
cuiate very unkind stories, wliicheausfdj® 
husband to issue his instructions lor""** 
uie" to leave. This hud almost wf! 
to pass when the scen t of "Johno®*, 
sex oozed out. Campbell's explanation 
her extraordinary pro.edure is. that iu cc 
sequence of had usage wiu-n she wasaW ; 
thirteen years ot ago. she loft her P11®*?' 
home to shift for herseif. Some tiuioa*“ f 
ward her brother, when he was dying. ^  
for her, and requested her to take ® 
clothes and wear them, as that 
probably enable her the belter to tuak* W 
way in the world. 8ln-complied, and 
the"garments wore out she renewed tiff®; 
and became so accustomed to the garb ti*’ 
habit became a second nature, fk*1'" ” 
some talk of the workmen in Rethrew g* 
ting up a subscription for Mane, as they ® 
acknowledge that while she deceived tw® 
as to her sex, a more kiudly and oblis1®? 
worker never was engag. ii in the y»1Jj 
T hey will regret to hear of her unfortuns* 
apprehension.

The editor of the (Yinalia lire is 
Rosewater. There was sting enough in 
of his articles recently, however, to indm® 
some gamblers to give him a thrashing; *** 
then ho went and did it again.
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