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had clinchad at sight,

Oid Bill made answar: “You

And when that didn't stop 'em wa let

But | lammed him withthe gunswab

= Mﬂﬂd‘d thick,

il The Johnnies hung like bull
i But Longstrest's men were wi
' And when the smoke had lifted we ¥

And Hooker stopped to thank us, and
thought we couldn't hold "em, bu

l mzbhundﬂm for action, for they'd started on the
Where Sykes had bumped on Jackson and their lines

hlld—do-enﬂx:uhlrtsbwumbph\'uplh-hll!.

“You bhald this for Hooker!" he yells at Gaptain Bill,
*And mind you hold it longer than you did at Gaines's Milll"

But wa didn’t break at Qalnes's till all you chaps had run,

And we'll bold this hill for Hooker while we've men to work a gun,”
Across the fleld below us ripped out the rebal ysll

As Longstreet’s line of battle come streakin® up the swell,

And we whipped the limbers closer and opened out with shell
But shell was meat for Longstreet; he ate it with his bread,
And so we changed the menu to canlstor instead,

We pounded ‘em to jelly, but the jally wouldn't jell—
Tha powder scorched their faces but they tock it like the shell
And then they reached our muzzles and tumbled through pell-mell.

It seemad wa'd bast ba goin’, with bayonets so near,
When through the woods behind us, there rolled a roarin’ cheer,
And Captain Bill yelled, “Hold 'am| That's Hooker almost herel”

Wae fought batwaen thes sections just like & gams of tag;
A Johnny jumped my fleld gun and waved a battle flag

had forced us to the limbers, where the teams were

And waere plvoting our pleces to taach us our own trick,
When Hooker's boys came through us, deploying double-quicle.

and feced us breast to breast,
od, while Hooker'd had a rest,

And I'd like to nsk Jim Longstreet if we're quits for Gaines’s MillI*

India Forbilg Entrance of White
Men to Abor Country. =

—

Natives Occupy Slopes of Himalayan
Range and Have Strangs Mode of
Living—Villages Are Well
Fortifled.

London,—The various socts com-

boys must have your fun, F

-the shrapnel spread,

7
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and dropped him like a rag.

%
Y B
ankees held theo crest.

then said Captaln Bill:
t, General, hare's your hill—
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Recall the Days

of Sacrifice
FiftyYears Ago

W TR

ORE than fifty years have

passed slnce the North

and South took up arms to

begin the war which feo-

retary Seward bad de-

elared could not last nine-
&y days. President Lincoln's first
ocall was for 76,000 wvolunteers, and
Jefferson Davip sent agents abroad to
purchase 10,000 stand of arms. In
1861 that was as near as public opin-
fon on both nides came to grasping
the magnitude of the coming strug-
Ele.

It was little else than an armed
mob that went streaming south in
the early days of the war; it waas lit-
tle else than an armed mob that met
those recruits, and the firat battles
were llttle else than bherolc scuffles.
But presently when the hurrah stage
was passed and the sections had set-
tled down to the grim business of
war, there emerged from the chaos
of camp and drill ground the finest
armles that ever shook s continent
with thefr tread.

And out of the first doubtful trials
and experiments with political gen-
erals, lawyer colonels and adventurer
captains, there camoe the foremost
miiftary leaders of the age—Lee,
Grant, Jackson, Thomas, Shefnan,
Bheridan. The raw recrults who had
scrambled out of the way of the
bounding eannon balls on the fleld of
Bull Bun grew Into the geasoned vet-
erans who coolly pinned tags bearing
their namea to thelr shirts when they
went to death ngainst the “Bloody
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" Theso are the reminders to & new
] of . that gigantic strugple
was fought out for the sake of
idenis; of ideals on elther nlde for

which men freely lald down thelr

lves— :
“It fa rather for us to be here dedl

eated to the great task remalining |. g
honored

before wus, that from these

dend we take [ncremsed devotionto
that cause for which they gave the
Jast full measure of devotion; that
we heére highly resolve that these
Gead shall not have died In vain™

John C. Ball, the pioneer shit
manufacturer of Troy; N. Y., is deud
at his home ut Waterviiet st the nge
ol 66 yeats. Mr. Ball sold the first
custom made shirt mpnufacturad in
Troy. He was a native of Milton,
V.

In its successful upeditibn to the
South Pole, the Fram, under Cap-
tnin Amundsen, wnas, it is stated,

.| graves of the soldler dend, let us hén-

gmm&uﬂuuﬁ

Present Gener-
ation Also
Has Its Duties

UCH will be written and

sald of the march to the

rhythmic beat of the muf-

fled drum of the decimat

ing phalanx of war vet

erang In honor of whom,
and more especially In honor of those
comrades who have passed (O eter-
nity, the day has been set aside ns
& memorial.

All honor to the soldier dead. Bao-
red is their memory.

Great honor to the veterans who
have been spared to us and whose
presence should be an inspiration to
better citizenship,

Tremendous was the cost of the
war in homan lives. Awful was the
earnage, yet the result was a united
natlon and a greater nation.

The patriotiem which lnspired the
great outpouring of troops in that
wonderful war should be a c¢entral
fdea about which everything should
clugter because it burns with patriot-
ism.

| It was the most wonderful demon-
stration of self-sacrifice for a nation's
solidarity and benor the world bas
known.

It was a glorious achievement for
principle, and every particlpant in
that magnifleent victory deserves
more than a floral wreath upon his
grave, or, if he be yet with us, more
than a laurel wreath upon his brow.

Certalnly wé Wo-mot honor-the vet-
ernns as we should! .

!  Onme thing we should do to honor
them, among others. We should geek
to mold our lives into good citizen-

" ship inspired by those very principles

for which thay fought. Thuos may we

become the heroes In time of pence
that they were in the dark yeara of
| war,

Today, as the old bugle blows its
solemn and impressive taps over the

or thelr memory In action by making
that {nspiring tips 8 revallle—yes, &
call to arma in the war against greed
and oppression. '

Memoarial day! 3

Oltizens, contemplate {ts true mean-
ing, Homor the soldlers!  Pay ttib-
ute ‘to" the heroes!. in honor

gre them, and be not unmindful of

the duty which devolves vpon you as

one among many to whom thoss he-

lrou of war have handed down this

| magnificent commonwenlth as a herk

tage with Its great duties and tre
mendous responsibilition,

Bennington is the first town in
that county fe--start on the stite

road, A« lnid out, the road will
ran absolutely strarpht 3000 feet
with nr t aver a two per cent. grade.

Edward Walker, the nine year old
son of Clinten J. Walker, of Brat-

fitted with oil-burning epgives, thus
Alinplucing the bulky cond fuel amd
giviag  much  greater  radius  of

uchion,

tleborn, was drowned recently in
the trout pond m Wheatstone brook,

priglng «ne Abor tribe may be sald to
peoupy the slopes of the Himalayan
range in the vicinity of the Dibong
und Dihang rivers, tributaries of the

4] great Brahmaputra as it debouches

from the watershed which divides our
territory In Assam_ from the regions
of Tibet, says the Westminster Oa-
pstte.  Although Abors may at times
be seen In the bazars of SBadiya our
advanced frontier post, no white man

| has as yet penetrated into the Abor

country, the polley of the government
of Indis being the rigld excluslon of
one pod all from this “no man's land™
except the Inwful owners, There are
kindred tribes, viz, the Mishm! Abors
fo the east and the Duphia Abors to
the weSt, which are more or less of
a peaceful charscter; but the Bor
Abora are of n very different nnture,

The Daplla Abors are of somewhat
amall atature, but are very lithe and
netive, with wyery symmetrically
shafed Umbs. They are very scantily

| alad.

The Abor villages are bullt entirely
af bamboo, and this mosiguseful plant
Ig alao brought Into use as a means
of protectlon. Pleces of solld (male)
bamboo are hardened to almost the
Jonalty of atesl by being placed in
hot ashen; they ure then sharpened at
ane end and Etuck Into the ground at
an angle so as to wound the fool of
tn enemy daring to approach. Thesa
are onlled panjees, and sare placed
oy thousands all round the village and
ire generally concenled under leaves,
I'hese panjees are so strong and
sharp that they wiil easlly penetrate
s moft boot 8r galter.

The narrow deflles or gorges lead-
ng to the villages are also guarded
oy huge bowlders of stone, which are
o placed that they can be dropped on
the enemy at any moment as he ad-
rances, v .

The Abors are chiefly armed with
oows and polsonad arrows (but now-
idays it Is sald that many even have

An Abor Hut.

cifles or guns), Each man is also
armed with a dhao, or long sharp
knife, and earrfca on his back a flat
banket for provisions,*

Owing to the dense nature of the
forest the climale I8 very damp and
unkealthy, especially during the raloy
sonson, when the streams and moun-
tain torrents are very swollen and
quite impassable, For this reason no
expecditlon could be sent earlier than
the cold season to punish the Abors
for thelr cruel and treatherous mas-
sacre of Noel Willlamson - and Dr.
Qregorson, with thelr party of 85 na-
tives, which took place In the sum-
mer. A force of some 2,600 men un-
der the command of Major General
Bower, commanding the Assam brig-
ode, In, however, to advance into the
country about the middle ot October,
and It Is sald that the Abors are pre-
raring to make stout resistance and
have entered into coalition with the
upper bill Abors for this purpose,

SAVES GLASS; THIEF FLEES

Long lslander Prefors Unbroken Win-
dow Pane to Ghot at Night
Marauder, :

—_——

Baldwin, L, L—Charles Eespel gat at
the foot of. a Night of stalrs in his
home here at 8 o'clock In the morning,
watohing a burglar trying {o enter tha
house and walting patlently for him to
pry open a window, so ‘that he could
shopt-the Intruder with a gun he had
brought from his room. But when a
slight nolse frightened the marauder
;:r‘.lr Kegnel breathed a sigh of re-

“I'm glad something happened {o
prevent me from being a murderer,”
giﬁ th: :unj;trw I would have kil

e fellow t'ns _sure as tiere
had he entered. the house.” !‘gl_‘
- As It wan Kessol opened Kl Bromt
door and fired & shot at  the thief,
which materially asceolerated hin
filght,

Keasel waa aroused by his son, who
had been awakenoed by the nolse the
thiaef made in boring a hole through
a front parlor window to get at the
lock. When Kessel went downstairs
with a sholgun he could plalnly see
the man at work oulside.

“I could bave sbot him through the
window, but what was the use of
wasting a perfectly ,good  pane of

glags,” sald Kessol, |

The Rutlund Busihess Men's Pro-
teclive assochition/expects tosenter-

tain 100 sutomobilists from the Bos-
ton Chamber of Commerce June 12

Franklin county is soon to have
another big industry in the paper
‘mill to he erected this sumumer ot
Shelidon Springs.  The. mill is »
$2c0.000 proposition wnd will give

back of Smith & Hunt's fsctory. J

employment to about 200 men.

THBE 15 JSOLATED

N August, 1862, the
armies of General
Lee and General

oach other on the
Rappahannock
river, in Virginia,
' General Lee had
1\ determined to at-
. v tack Pope, and
concelved a plan as brilllant as It was
daring. He purposed to leave one-
half of his army under Longstreot In
front of Pope, and throw the other
half, under Jackson, by a elrcuitons
murch to a polnt twenty-one miles ex-
aotly between him and Washington.
In pursuance of his plan and to fa-
cllitate Its execution, 8 day or two be-
fore Jackson started Lee determined
to throw his cavalry, under Stuart,
twelve mlles in Pope's rear, at Cat-
latt's Station, a point on the railrond
connecting Pope with his capital.
At that place were encamped the
reserve, baggage and ammunition
tralns of
were his personal effects. Btuart cap-
tored a number of officers and men, &
larga sum of money In a safe In one
of the tents and dispatches and other
papers, but the raig fell in such lor-
rents and the night was so dark that

“It Was Vacant.”

it was not possible for Stuart to dam-
age the railroad to any extent or to
burn the railroad bridges or the acres
of camp wagons that were there.

My command was in advance on
thuat terrible rainy night. I was rid
ing with the leutenant commanding
the pintoon which formed the advance
guard, when I suddenly saw, between
the flashes of lightning, a man run
across the road.

Under the infinence of the spur my
horse In a single bound -reached the
mah, and under the Influence gf a pis
tol held to his head he told me that
he was a servant of General Pope who
was there with his headquarters tents,
which, he sald, were pltched in a
clumyp of pines close by.

1 made him get up in front of one of
the troopers and gulde a squadron,
which T detached from the leading
regiment, to the tents in the pines
On reaching the spot I qulckly sur
rounded the federal headquarters, and,
secing a light In one of the tants, I dis-
mounted and with one of my men en-
tered it.

It was vacant, but filled with a large
number of papers, showing where
somo omne had been recently writing
Thera were also two glasses of toddy
on the table.

A few days thereafter I caplured a
squadron of the Federal dragoons, un.
der Major Thomas Hite of the regu-
lar army, whom I had f erly known
when a cadet at West Polnt.

The major sald that he and Lewis
Marshall, the latter belng an alde de
camp of Pope and a nephew of Gener
al Lee, were in one of the tents that
night and that he had been working
all day over his quartermaster papers,
and in view of the fact, am well ns
the tempestuous character of the
night, he proposed to Marshall that
they should take a drink.

“The whisky was brought out,” con- |
tinued the major, “sugar was put in
glnsses with the proper amount of wa-
‘ter, to which a liberal allowance of
whisky was added. I waas just pour-
Ing the toddy from one glass to the
other, thinking how soon the situation
would be improved by swallowing it,
when I heard the nolse of horses’
hoofs, and the report of one or two

shots, I quickly put the glasses
own, saying, ‘T believe that is some
of that 4—— Confederate cavalry.'"”
- At this polnt of the narrative the
major paused, and after looking
around, added, “Gentlemen, If you be-
lieve me, T do not know whether 1
drank than toddy or not, The Rebs’
wera on us sp quick that Marshall and
1 lifted the side of the tent and rolled
down fnto a friemdly ravine, and re-
mained there shivering in the drench:
rain until they rode off.”

t only remains to sny that Hite
and Marshall did not drink the tod-
dies they mixed, but that they rapldly
dlsappenred down the throats of the
two wet Confederates who found them.

Champlon Lazy “Kid.»

Talk about laxy kids, thers Js one
at, the Franklin County Chlldren's
bothe. all ¥ight. He s n perverse It
tle fellow who will not do anything he
"an get out of doing. Recently when
vome sticks of candy were given (o
the children-he had another youngster
bite off pleces of his candy and give
them to him. When the matron asked
Alm why,he had the other child do
this, he sald he wanted 1o be maved

Pope confronted |

Pope's—army. There, too, |

COASIONALLY
there comes to the
writing man m
story ready moade
* from actual hap-
penings before his
— eyes. Or there Is

= %= told to him some
tale that does not
require the slightest movement of lit-
erary machinery (o weave It Into
| ehnpe. 'The woof and warp are aa
| stralght and true and compact as if
it bad required hours of coneentration
to produce the fabric. Actual events
follow in such dramatic sequence that
t almost seems an if art had beeu
. brought to bear upon their presenta-
| tlon,
l The other day a magaszineg writer
visited the new state house {n Boslon
in order to see the decorations that
had been recently placed on the walls,

He was standing looking at the ple-
| ture painted by Mr, Robert Reld, the

ploture of Otls dellvering his flery
lllpmch before the judges, when sud-
. denly a voloe spoke aut his albow.
! Looking round, he saw standing be-

side him a short, slight man in a blne
unlform. It did not take the lttle
. bronze button in the lapel of his coat
to label him as an old soldier. He
l'“ stamped with it from the erect
| earriage of his head and shoulders to
the glince of his keon gray eye,
f s a8 e ]

“You have been through the bulld-
Ing?" he asked suddenly. And upon
being told that It was the writer's first
visit, he politely offered his services
as gulde. They were accepted prompt-
ly. The little man o biue pointed ont
the old Heaslan drumn and sword, the
first musket captured from the British,
and the one that fired the shot at Lex-
ington. He knew stories of the fam-
ous portraits on the walls, and after
having examined the old senate and
couneil ehamber, he led the wvisltor
down to the great octngon-shaped ro
tundn, where, behind their plates of
glass, artfully grouped and festooned,
were the battle fings of the Maszachn-
wetta regiments—npothing but the bare
flagotaffs of some, others more shrels

)

toons, only & few with the colors in-
tact, pleregd here and there with bui
let boles. Stopplog-before the first
corner he began in nls low, well-modu-
Inted volee to expluin about them.
There were two shafts, ahattered and
roughly spliced o few Inohes beldW tha
gllded spear-heads.

“Tho%e two flags,” he began, “weare
glven to thé regiment by two sisters,
who were engaged to be married to
two officers; one a captain, the other
a lHeutensnt. As you see, the flags
were both hit In almost Identically
the same spot, and under them both
officers were killed.” Polnting to an-
other flag he said, “Benenth this flag
seven men were killed and four were
wounded. Tt was decorated with a
medal of honor” Bo It-wont on.
Thoere was a story to almost every one
of the timeworn rellos of the badtle-
flelds. At last the gulde came to the
caso [n the northwedt corner of the
hall, Immediately in front was a sil-
ken banner across whore faded red
and white strips wns a big blotch of
brown. It needed no second glance
10 tell what the blotch meant.

TR

“There Is a story here,” remarked
the visitor, and the lttle man in blue
looked at him keenly.

“Yes, sir, there 18, he replied
*Three men were killed carrylng that
fiag at the battle of Appomattox; as
one wonld fall another would snatch it
op, and still they carriod It forward.
As they went on, in the charge, o shell
exploded over the head of the. lust
man who had camught it, and a frag-
mant struck him In the arm, between
ehoulder and elbow, cutting it off as
by a surgeon's knife. He clazpad the
flag to his breast with the bloody
stump and staggered on. At last, as
he felt himself weakenlng, be turned
about, nud, seeing near him a man in
his company who came from the same
town, he cried, ‘For Cod's sake, take
it, Frank, I can't carry it any longer.' "

The visitor was breathless. “Well,*
he sald, “and then—* .t

“There Is a strange ending to that”
returned the gulde. “I was telllng this
to soms vigltor only. the other day,
end had got as far ns what I am tell-
ing you when a tall man with gray
halr, who was standing about where
you are now, spoke up. ‘Comrade,' he
sald, ‘you're right! | was Frank.'"”

A few minutes later, as they went
down the corridor, the visitor asked
another question. 3

“And what was the namg of the ser-
geant whose blood we scethere?™ he
asked, 3 i

“His name was. Plunkett,” was the

answer, ‘“There he la!™ :
- A noldlerly looking man In the blue
uniform of & messenger of the sennte
came walking down the corridor, ' (The
magnzine writer and his guide turned
toward him. Across his breast was
pinned an empty sleeve—J. B, in Har
per's Weokly.

The Vermont Teachers’ Retire-

| ment Fund association received ma=

terind mid by a lawn party given at
the Bmnttleboro high school. The
sum ol $300 was realized.

As l-l result of active work Burre's
bontil of trade hns boosted its mem-
bership from 140 to over 4oo. The

crmpaign lagted less than a day,

the bother.—Columbus (0O.) Tispateh.
; -“-“ - - e——
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of bunting hanging In pathetle fes.

OWN the Dbroad |

pike leading into
Centerville oame,
all arrayed In rus-
ty hlue, the bLent,
wizened figure of
n little old man, |
An old-raahlnned!
soldier's cap was |
perched jauntily on his head and from |
beneath this fell a few scattering
locks of gray. 'The nged veternn
leaned heavily on his cane. Time
had robbed Ezra Hathway of much of
his endurance,

The ears of the old warrior were nu
longer koen, and he did not hear tbs
honk-hopk of a motor behind bhim. The
touring 'car that swept around the
gharp curve thrust him aslde so rough-
ly and suddenly that he was thrown
unconsclous to the ditch at the slde
of the road,

With barely a perceplible swerve,
the great machine kept to Iits mad
wny. The knocking down of the gray
old soldier was but an frritating o
cldent to the pleasures of - record-
brenking ride. The chiuffeur wns not
one to flaunt the number of his car
in the face of a victim,

Fred Corllss, In his wheezy Iittle
runabout, came In the wake of the
fller to the inert mass of mangled
blue by the roadside.

“Why, Uncle Ezra!"™ he exclalmed,
“what's the matter?"

Uncle Esra Hathway, as he was
familiarly known to all resldents of
Centerville, was a popular favorite

“Who'd a thought,” came from the |
recovering octogenarian, testily, “'that '
I'd a lived to come through th' hor
roré an' evils of war to be downed at ‘
last by one of them pesky bensine
buggies 7™

Young Corliss gave a relleved laugh. |
With his own hiandkerchlef he care
fully stanched the blood emanating
from a alight cut In the bild man's
forechead and assisted the reluctant
veteran toward his own llttle ma-
' chine.

“You shouldn't de this” remon-
strated Corliss, seating himself beslde
the old gontleman apd starting the
maochine. “There s no gense in If.
You have horses and a b y, and the
vtk is too much for you-—let alone
the lability of accldents. The roads
are not what thoy were ten years ago.
Thesa touring cars keep n pedestri.
an’s Hfe in danger, unless hia sense of
hearing I1s wonderfully acute.”

“Huh,"” snorted Uncle Bzra. *1 sece
myself riding into town after wallk
in’ it all these years.”

In front of the Horton domiclle, Just |
skirting the town, Uncle Eara nuo|
cumbed to & sudden [alnting spell, and |
crumpled agalnst his companion with
closed eyes and pnllid countenance,

This was doubly unfortunate.

The Hortons were the last people
In the world of whom Corliss cared
to ask favors. Sioce the engagement

Assisted the Reluctant Veteran, |

between vivaclous Dolly ‘Horton and .
Fred had been broken off by mutual
consent—an engngement planned (n
the infancy of the two by thelr par-
ente—the youth had felt a strange
sonse of aggilevance, although, previ
ous "to this, he had believed that his
futura was spolled by this prearranged
match, |

“No one could have ecause to com-
plain of a lack of charms In the young
woman In question. This was evident
as she came tripplog to the door In
response to Horton's knoeclk, s

“You!” she said, and the carecless
laggh In her volce was moftened by
[the vivid touch of red dotting her
cheeks, =

“Yes, it i3 1, bo answered shortly,
his proud hend alert, and his strong
Jaw thrust out at & more determined

— "
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angle, “I am not here, however, |
eull"—he could not resiat the thrust
“but to ask a favor. Uncle Exra Huuy
way bas met with an accldent, un
seems to be serlounly hurt—how wer
ously 1 don't know, He fell Into
faint, or stupor, just as we were g
posite this houme, and wo I must ay
you to cara for him while I go for
dootor,”

As the explanation progressged, t
expression on the girl's face unde
went a change, The coguetry die
from her eyos to give a chance to
womanly look of grave conoern,

“Father,” she ocalled, suddeul
“Come hore”

An elderly man came lelsurely ol
of the house, and, In & second, th
situation was made clear to him. ‘I'h
unconscious veteran wan lifted cuar
fully from the runabout and taken |
to the house. From afar came i)

“Why, I=I Thought You Wished It 8o/

stirring rhythm of drum and fife, I'h
comrades of the old man were gathe
ing to do honor Lo thelr hero dead,

On his way to the nearest doctor
the brain of Corliss wns & road jum
ble of riotous thoughts, all thinly ve
ing the keen sorrow he felt at Uncl
Eara's predicament. 1t had suddenl
come to him-—nnd with startling o
phasis—that this fiulfy, furbelows
girl with the gold In her halr wi
vitully essentinl to his future happ
nees. Hls black eyes took unto them
pelves & tender Hght bitherto unussg
elgted with thoughtn of the mnid, b
his knowledge of her would not allg
him to belleve that she would com
back to him without a struggle. |
fact, he was sure that she did ng
love him at all. It was she who hi
suggested that the lifelong enpog
ment be broken.

The doctor, a luesy lttle perse
with straggly muttonchop whiske
steel-bowed glasees and a double chi
hurrledly entered the machine and th
return trip was made in record tim
From behind eame onto them th
musiec of mufled drums, and th
plaintive minor of the fifes. Th
march to the cemetory had begun.

"He s badly shaken up,"” diagnone
the Httle doctor, “He wionts rest o
quiet, otherwige there s nothing mo
serlous the matter with him—no !rag
tures, nor anything In the nature ¢
brulsed bones. However, ke must no
be moved for several days.”

“An' to "think,” complatned the o
togenarian, who lhad now recovere
consclousness, “thet, after all th
trouble I'm a-goin’ to miss the doln
today for the first time since
war."”

“Pon’'t feel bad.” soothed Dolly,
tender note in  her volce, as &
placed a cool, soft little hand on
brow of the old woldier. He was no
in bed In the Horton home,

Corliss gazed at the girl wiatfoll
Every mément it-was belng brous
home to Bim that he had lost a jewd

“Darn “such luck!" grumbled
discontented Uncle lzra, -

The eyes of the.repentant Ilov
sped a telegraphic message to
brain of the mald dnd, responding |
this, she torned her head ang looke
at him and—blushed.

On the broad veranda, as the youl
mnn was taking hia leave, ho ®
denly turned. to the pretiy girl i
bad accompanied him,

“Must the engagement
broken?” e miked plaintively.

“Why, I—I1 thought you 'wished
80, she replled, eyes camt down, "l
it you don't, why, of—af couree—"

To the ears of the Jubilant Corl
spoeding homeward pome mounen
later, game the stirring notes of *
Girl | Left Behind Me” The
eyans were toming back.
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