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A MATRIMONIAL TRAGEDY.

Thecourse that she gave him was'cal-
culated ,to.frighten a,less determined ,man
out of the; field. "Theater £ twice?a \ week,'
with -the '.proper :.accompaniments of
American Beauty roses, ;cabs

* arid suppers
after"- tho tplay, ,\u25a0 automobile 'irides %in;:the
Dark on Sunday; afternoons,! innumerable

\u25a0that' she had enjoyed under, the previous
administration. For. this reason she kept
poor, Alphonse sitting:on:the edge, of the
anxious- seat,- thinking

t that thereby [she
could induce in hlnv'aVchastened? frame
of mmd and ,a<;.due

'
appreciation ;of*the

extent *.; and Importance *of:;his ;.achieve-
ments when he should 'at -last enter into
matrimony.1-.

\u25a0'.<• In'^the;- next^act} the weddinu bells
had;ceased rlnKing,"'and .\u25a0 Alphonse >an<l
Marie Vhad:;;settled {downito;the.quiet
joysloftf tdomestic rlife-^at

-
least \u25a0 Marie

had. >'Alphorise,;,ho .vever* seemed to .be

breach jin? the walls ;of the .'fair 'one's
heart, ;ancl '- that allIhe. hid to:do was
tov march, 'in and' take/possession. ;F.ut
Alphonsehadbeen around la little him-
self,*;arid-some7of -the things that hu'<l
struck -'terror- to* the rheart- ofIMario
were"' not lost upon- him. .";He:knew that
he v/as ;a :sort ,ofc,l\ obson's \u25a0 choice, but
ho" also, knew lthat that fact. \u25a0 rellevq.J
him;of some :,of,his obligations; 'In.the
matter.; '

\ .--"/; •\u0084•-';

the'bat himself.' .; ; :
'

;:
v' One .' morning .;Marie -awakened 1 and
looked in*her/ glass,; as: was her/custom,
by,wayVpf beginning.- the day.. .To > her
horror/v and ';surprise," -

she fcould detect
:symptoms' of \u25a0 wrinkles, and even a hint
or.twoiof a!gray hatr.Y: Clearlys

"
something

would jhave \u25a0toIbe done,"*, and dons quickly,

or.:aliiwould: be\ lost. :;Gray 'hairs, are. a
sign '•% of .-'hdhor s

;aridT^hard !work;in".a
'
man,

but in*a»w<sman,'. especially, inSone :who.- is
still clinging, to"the; familyUree, r,they,are
an \u25a0 indication "ofIwasted \u25a0 opportunities

*
or.

of? an!inability to "detect;;_the;:occasion as
iti'flew./;^..;-,'V \u25a0•\u25a0

'
:V''••.•.'•' • ''\u25a0','.' -""• • •'•'\u25a0":

-Itwas up to Marie- to decide, whether
:..•'\u25a0 •\u25a0•\u25a0\u25a0' '•'\u25a0 . • ' 'r \u25a0\u25a0

'-' •\u25a0: •. :.'.

never value any article that'' is;held too
cheaply. Therefore she proposed to give
a Ions: chase to the man who presumed
to entice hor into the matrimonial corral.
Furthermore, she argued, .matrimony is
an uncertain condition, .especially since
the South Dakota divorces.. have begun
to loss? caste. with the Supreme Coujt.
L-iberty Is sweet,' especially, .after"you
have lost it, and Marie didn't -hanker 1:to
deprive herself of any of the sweets of
freedom until .she could make" a contract
that would guarantee her. all -the rights

she was to continue in her condition of
singularity:;indefinitely or was to semi
out a flag, of truce anil invite..Alphonse

into the camp to discuss terms of peace.
Since air but him:bad fled, she must
make the best terms possible and capU-

ulate with .the honors of war. When
the ease was ..'-tuted *to Alphonse in
diplomatic language no particular men-
tion was maik-oLthe causes that ha-1
inspired Marie" to her, determination,
I)at lie\was Tilllowed .to believe thn t his
superior charms had "at last made i\

novels.of .the-latest pattern and boxes of
chocolate- ad; libitum were; part of the
regimen to which;Alphonse was subjected
by ;the- evanescent Marie. \u0084
;

L»est it be
'
supposed that' Alphonse was

lackingMn some of:'the". qualities of true
manhood, it should be stated that he was
something more than four years old and
that he.1thought he ;knew va few. things
about the game himself. He was content
to wait on the.bench'becaus*' ho was rea-
sonably sure that in the course or. time
and Ifeminine events he would come Ito

Marie was a coy maid and exceedingly
hard to keep in eight of. For more yeaif
than itwould be polite or safe to mention
she had had a number of callow youths
trailing around after her. Alphonse being
among these tralleis. It was not that
Marie was fickle or that she. didn't know
her own mind. The. man who thinks that
a woman doesn't know her own mind is
possessed of a V3?t;amount of high^class
ignorance of the sex.

The settled principle \u25a0by which Marie
regulated her conduct was that men

WHEN
the old philosopher ad-

mitted that he was unable to
explain all the ramifications
and subtleties of the ways of
a man with a maid he con-

fessed to a condition of Ignorance that
would have brought the blush of shame
to the cheek of any member in good
standing in the philosophers' unlcn. A
man who had lived as long as he did with-
out finding out the solution to such a
simple problem might &ay« been justified
in asfcuming that he had lived more or
less In vain. Of course there are many
men, and approximately as many maids,
and they all have different ways, but in
the last analysis they all proceed on the
same fundamental principles. It is with
the pious Intention of spreading a large
quantity of expert knowledge before the
world in general and particularly before
the aforesaid old philosopher anent, the
ways of men with maids that we proceed
to tell what happened to Alphonse and
Marie. . .

.ready 'to c?o everything: but settle down.
The nights that he wasn't at his club
he . vert toTsle>ii In h«s chair before 3
o'clock, and . v.-lien.he was awake he
was unable to nnfl any more cheerful
subjf»ct of conversation that the size of
the last month's bills for millineryand
dressmaker's supplies and the advan-
tages of a single Ufa as compared with
his present condition. He never seemed
to find t!ce"to take bis wife out in his
automobile nnyjmore, although It w
rumored that Dotty Highball of tho
Thirtv-four;.Tolly.ValdsCO:npany was
not ,iinne«vialntod with,the number and
speed capacity, of his machine. Roses
and .chocolates never found ,;their way

now.' .'to":Marl*'.-.and when she remon-
strated with,him on the subject he re-
minded fcerrthat; she had had her
inning-" some time previous.

All.In-all. Marie was forced to th«*
conclusion * that whatever matrimony
might be. in the abstract her experience

with.itin tho concrete did not incline
her; to.think that she would . respon.l

with "great VtlacrJty to an encore. if the
chance over,came her way. As it is now.
Alphonse". spends most •<of.ht* time be-
tween his otlioe and his club, and \\larle
sits at home, and wonders .why mar-
riage - Work 3 ;"»uch wonderful 'changes
in men. -The/. Important.; fact which she
overlooked in her plan of campaign was
that the harder aman runs to catch a
train, the. less*' inclined he is to active
exercise 'afterward.
:Copyright.' 1903. ;by Albert Brltt.

How She saved the GeneralEVELYN
MAGRUDER

DE JARNETTE

a bunch of Ivory toothpicks that opened

like a little fan. and a knife. A knife
with two good blades and a corkscrew.
Inever was so astonished.

"Thank you," Isaid. "I'lldo you a
favor some day." \u2666

He smiled at ma again.

"X. mouse saved a lion's life,"Isaid,
very dignified.

He dropped his notes on the porch floor
to dry. Ipressed up to his shoulder to

see him write. \u25a0 .
Itwas my Ink, and Icertainly had a

right.

"Can you read it, little reb£l?" he
asked quizzically; for he was not a bit

in any hurry.
"No, sir," Ianswered; "but Iexpect

Paul can."
He wrote awful bad.
Just then a scheme flew into my head

to send one of these notes to our men
by Paul, for th£ rescue of pa. Paul
says, "Allis fair In love and war.' 1

So Ibrought a gourd of ice water to

the general, and he draint-o it and sa'.d:
"That 1b fine."

Idropped the empty gourd on purpose,
and picked up a note along with it.

Then Iflew to find Paul, who was down
in the thickets abou? his trapi; and I
knew he was brooding scheme?, too, for
we both knew pa takes mighty poor
care of himself, and we look after him.""

He was on his knees and Ithought in
great despair or at prayer.
,But Paul was scratching eggs out of

. the guinea nest. Iflew at him.
"It's my nest," Icried.

"Ifound It!"he said.
"Iwatched the guinea, sir!"
"You watched the guinea rooster; you

can't tell them apart, miss!"
Isprang and pulled his hair. He

squirmed round and pulled mine, which
was cut short and exactly like his. We<
tussled and rolled and * scrambled till
every guinea egg was smashed. Icould
not bogs Paul and he could not boss me,
for we were twins, and the very same
age.

Then we sat up and glared. Itore my
handkerchief and threw him half to mop
his bloody nose," and bound up my skint
wrist with the rest.

"Paul," Isaid, "Iam perfectly ashamed
of ourselves. To waste ail this good
fighting-that might have slain a Yankee!"
"Virginia," sneered Paul, "you are not

such a great fighter. You can make a
fellow's nose bleed, and that's about ail."

"What's the matter with my flying a c
the big general's nose then, while you
stab his back in the fifth rib?

"

"I'm too honerble!" said Paul haught-
ily. "Stab even an enemy in the back-
never!"

Myconscience hurt me for planning the
death of that good, kind general. Ifelt
that Imust have a mean heart.

"Paul," Isaid,' "you are noble. You
ought to go along with the Prince of
Whales and lvanhoe and Richard Cure-
the-L»ion."

That flattered. Paul, and he smiled.
Then Isaid eagerly: "The Job of rescu-

ing our poor pa, pacing like a—like a
wounded bison, would suit them exactly.
If we could only send word to them 1
know they would come with their vas-
sals."

"Virginia, they are dead," said. Paul,
quite solemn. "You stem to get things
mixed half the time.",

He shook his head in great botherment.
"Your schemes are always flighty, Vir-

ginia. You nearly killed me once. That
time you tied my aching tooth to the
string and an apple to the other end and
made the old sow run away wi«h it."

But when Ishowed Paul th > dispatch

hls^yes glowed like lightning bugs.

"ft•Stonewall Jackson gets this, Vir-
ginia, he'll come. Iknow he'll come. He

is out on the rampage now. Unc' Black

Dan cays so. He is here to-day and there
to-morrow; swift as a weaver's shuttle.
He is on the old Furnace road now' on the
rampage." ry

"How does I.'uc'V Black Dan know,

"He heard.it by ihe underground^ rail-
road

—
last night."

"How?"
"Oh, that's what they call it. Don't

you know colored folk find out things
long beforehand ?''

"Paul, that Is perfectly sylendid. You-
carry the dispatch, and tell General Jack-
son Isay our porch and yard are full of
Yankees."

" .
"Why should 1tell General Jackson you

say. Virginia?
"

"Oh, well! Just tell him you say.

I'llrun and get you a pass like Colonel
Carter gave, and you'll ride Firefly, and
I'll meet you with Itat the old Mine
Pit."

by the S, S. McClure Co.)

yES; Idid save the general's life-
saved ittwice. Just let me tell you.
First, thfcre was pa—a perfect
prisoner!

Isaid, "Oh, my poor pa! Do you

think they will cut you In four pieces

end hang them over the gate posts and
horse rack, like King Edward done Sir
William Wallace. V

"Say did. Virginia. Oh. no. child; who
cares to murder an old. gray-headed
preacher like me? Iam under guard;

that Is all. You poor little flltter-head
sparrow!"

Pa tried to smile, but be did not deceive
me In the least.
Iknew he was held a prisoner of the

deepest, darkest dye
—

a prisoner of war

in his own very house. Yankees with
guns and weapons at both doors and pa

pacing up and down, backward and for-
ward, v© and down the long ha.ll with
that pitifullook on his face, like a bug

on a log and both ends burning, and
hands classed behind over his coat tails.

They let me run about, free as a house
cat. and Iwas excited. Me and Paul,

we're not afraid of any Yankees': Ifelt

brave and heroic, and Idared them (not

out loud) to slay me or chain me in

Irons:
Iknow a great deal from Paul's reading

so much. Ihate books myself, Lut Paul
gloats on them and tells me the tales
till my head is stuffed full as an eg?

with schemes, stratagems and all sort?
of expedients.

Poor pa never pays the last *itention

to iii.-' advice, and is too good" ami poke-

easy to make any effort for himself, orI
\u25a0would have whispered:

"Pa. make a sudden dash and butt the
\u2666entry off the back porch and escape,

f
while Ifly to the front door and lock it!"

Instead, 1 Just held his dear hand and

tried to amuse and cheer him up with a

triddle.
"Pa," Isaid, "yard full, porch full,

can't get a dishfull"
—

meaning enemies,

of course, though the true answer is

smoke.
Pa never even heard me. He kept on

looking sorrowful. He darsn't get him-
self a drink, so Ibrought him the
gourd, and his dear hand quivered till

he spilt the water. 1 began to feel
uneasy they would behead pa, so Ihur-

ried back to the porch to watch. I

made up my mind they should trample

over my dead body before they hit pa

a lick.

1 counted between Jihirteen and four-

teen troopers. They moved about con-
tinually and orderlies held spirited
horses that champed and looked splen-

did.
-

1 did bope and trust they had not
\u25a0

Ciiplured Firefly, Paul's colt. He and

1 had hid her in the old Mine Pit, back
of Hazel Spring, in the woods.

Whenever we heard talk of Yankees
coming, me and Paul hid our valuables
*>afe and sound. The woods back of

the spring is fullof old pits where they
dug for gold about a thousand years

ago. There's mighty little in these old.
Spottsylvania wilds me and Paul don't
know.

Our i>oor ma had been enjoying her-
self up with the angels ever and ever
ssu long,, and pa, preaching every which-
awa j, left me and Paul to raise our-
eelves to suit ourselves

—
-we are twins.

The servants managed some sort of
•hackly way, but we all kept care of
pa and loved each other very dearly. ;

Paul is more honorable and toplofty

than me, but Ihave got a great deal the

Well, Isat in the porch corner and
watched. 1 knew one of the officers
was a general by his straps and but-
tons skipping.

He looked very fiery and noble and
wrote notes occasionally, which splendid
couriers would take after saluting and
dash away galloping. There was not any

battle going on, but some kind of'a

1 know all about battles, and the lit-
tle puffs of smoke now and then were
just to let folk know they were about,

Isuppose. There was not nt-ar so much
uproar as our Colonel Carter had kicked
up when he camped on Racoon Branch
and Jet Paul have the skins from the
beeves.

And Unc' Black Dan made oa lovely
preaching boots out of Paul's skins, with
criers that would screech all the way

from the door to the pulpit, and Unc'
Dan—he could do anything. He made me
*nd Paul little cowskin shoes. Not very
preitj'. and stumpy, but comfortable.

And pa was always sending a servani*-
U» "see what the children were doing and

. tell them to stop." Of course, me and j
Paul did not pay much attention to mes- \
sages, but when we heard those boots
come a-creaking we stopped.

'
For we love him dearly and do not like

'
to fret him.* Well, this general was dressed in pis- (

tois and a gold-hilted sword, like Ex Cai-
ibur.

When 1 tituugbt of pa's suffering Ihad
a great mind to snatch a pistol and clap

H to his fifth rib and exclaim:
"Die. Vandal!"
That's what Paul called them. "Van-

Oa:s and De?pot-hcels." Or, better still.
Id swirl the gold-hilted sword and with

rfne fell swoop send his proud head skip- ,

ninff nine ells into our front yard. ;
Ididn't really snatch either, but my ,

arm Ehot out in a terrible manner, and 1

.hissed:
"Per-r-risb, tr-r-aitor!" :
Isuppose Ifrightened the general, for \

he upset his ink, and cussed awful.
Iran and got our bottle me and Paul

had made out of elderberries and oak
'

galls. It wrote lovely, but. was .very
'

sticky.

The. general thanked me like any other

person, and bad such a kind, sweet smile <

Iwas glad Ihad not killed him. «'
He rummaged his pocket and gave me

:". \\Ye had swapped clothes so often,

just for fun, to fool, people, Ifelt as
easy .in his ,as. my own, and pa .was
the only one who could always tell us
apart. .". »
Icrept down the back stairs, got out

"You;can't>,get any pass, Virginia.
They, don't give passes to girls."

"Just look at you now. Always ob-
jecting. I'llget the pass from my dear,

kind "general. "You go saddle. Firefly,

and waitfor meat the Mine,Pit. ":
'\u25a0\u25a0 Then Iflew like a flash. Indeed. There
was the! sentry, there was pa. "Lean
your head down, my poor pa," Isaid,

Ihugged him tight and bade him
"cheer flip" and' "never despair" and
only trust; in me and Paul and the
Heavenly Father.
; Then Iran up the long stairs and

threw off my.gray homespun dress and
red flannel petticoat In a little pile on
the floor and ]hurried into Paul's other
suit.

He wrote on a piece of paper and
handed it to.me. Hem.' such a splen-

did, good general. Iwas gladder than
ever Ihad not slain him.

AsImade my way toward the woods

\u25a0 1 jogged him again.
*

."Please *slr, gimme a pass, or they'll

'Shoot me like a crow."

Itswung up on the ,low porch and

touched his arm. Iwas In such a hurry:

no time for swapping knives.
"Please, sir, let me have the skins at

Hazel Spring, where the beeves are

killed?" Iasked. They were the very

'words" Paul had 'said to Colonel Car-
terl
'
"Yes, sonny, a? many as you .want,"

hf said, and went on talking.

through the apple icellar window and
went round to my general.

He was leaning against the porch

pillar, looking very grand and noble,

busy talking. ••-• ' ;"..

It's a proud thing to save a fellow be-
ing's life, and- Ive got his toothpicks

'andthe knife yet, though both blades
are brt>ke. Ihe corkscrew 13 all right.

Nobody gave me any horse or any-
thing, except my dear, kind, sweet,
good general.

How gladIamIsaved his life. Saved
it twice. First by.not 'killing:him with
his own pistol and then when Ifainted
and made him si 'op over to pick me up.
just in time to dodge the mlnie ball
aimed at his head.

Paul stayed in the camp "hospital till
he got patched up and they sent him
home. They praised him up, too. But
nobody praised me at 'all. They said I
came within the ace of spades of being
th» death of both pa and Paul with
meddlesomeness.

More bullets cams flying out from tho
thickets; then a volley. Pa said It was
pandemonium let loose. The rebel yell
reverberated through the thickets.

"Yl-yi-yeli-yl! Yi-yee-I-U!" and all in a
moment, like a swarm of bees, there were
thousands of gray jackets.

Our premises were cleared of tha enemy

-in a twinkling. The peach orchard. In

full bloom that morning, had not a blos-
som left the next day. The trees were
stripped of their branches by shot and
shell.

Pa says "the battle was fought glor-
iously and we won the field."

My pass did not do Paul a bit of good.

-Before he had gone a mils. a soldier
halted him. but Firefly did not stop
iquick enough. Poor Fireflyalways would
1 manage Paul, and so she was shot and'
rolled on him.

i He was mashed some, but the soldier
idid not bother him when he saw what
1 a small chap Paul was. So Paul limped
|along till he met one of -Jackson's
, scouts and he carried him to Jackson.. And Paul gave him the note and told
him what Itold him to tell him about'
our porch and yard full of Yankees.

"My God! The kid has saved my Ufe!"

"Poor little rebel! Poor Uttls- kid!"
At that moment a riflo ball tore a hols

through the pillar wh-re tho general's
head rested the Instant before. He ex-
claimed:

"Oh, do not shoot my pa! H» Is Inno-
cent as you. Itook the note. Shoot ma.

Iam the guilty one—l!**
Then Itoppled over and did no* know

anything more at all.
Wow Ihay« to tell the tals as pa told

it later.
The general stooped down to liftms ujy

and said: t

Ihad on Paul's coonskin cap and some-
body must have taken me for a varmint.
When Igot near the house Ifelt very
curious. Iwalked sorter onesided-

A soldier came to meet me and pulled

me along roughly.
"You pitiful little rascal!" he said.

"Come and report your deviltry!Dressed
up as a boy. are you?" Bs*9§e

Just as Iexpected. No sooner was my

back turned than poor pa got In trouble.
With his back against the bell-pear tree.

stood pa, trembly as a ghost, between, a
line of soldiers, who stood at 'tentlon.

The general was leaning against the
white porch pillar and the officers stood
near.
•Ido believe they were having a court-

martial off my poor pa.
Just then Istaggered into rlaw. for 1

was in great pain.

Pa exclaimed: "Oh, Virginia, Virginia,
have you come- at last?" . ';.X'
Iclasped my hands to the general and

cried out:

Then he climbed up in (he little saddle
pa had made for him Christmas, and I
sat on the stump and watched him and
Firefly trotting away through tha pines
and dogwood bushes, and realized he
was Just a little boy.

That was the last Isaw of Paul for a
long, long time.

-
The fat German eyed me very keen as
Icame

'
back. Iput my hands In my

pockets and whistled to let him know I
was a boy.
Iwas terribly afraid he would call for

that pass again, but he did not.
He pointed to a bloody hide and said.

"Dere ish your skin, leetle poy!"
And—oh-h! it was the skin of my own

little Spotty heifer!
Iburst out crying. "You are- a thief!

I'll report you! I'll tell the general. Oh!
my dear calf Iraised myself!"

It does hurt anybody so awful to kill
their heifer they raised themselves.
Idrew her little front paws over my

shoulder and dragged her skin sadly
along.
Icould not stop crying about Spotty,

and dragged her poor skin halfway home,

without being bothered, till In the edge

of the thickets there came a puff of
smoke, and my left arm stung 1 and
dropped the skin, and Ibegan to hurt all
over.

How can man die better
Than facing fearful odds?

"What a little fellow you are. Paul," I
said, noticing it all at once.
"Iwas just thinking what a little, small

chap you are yourself. Virginia."
It was time now for me to ba hurrying

back, for Ifelt sure pa would get into
some mischief without me.
Itold Paul. "Be sure not to catch cold,'*

and we kl?sed.

To every man upon the land
Death cometh soon or late,

"Paul."' Isaid, "would you rather gO
enjoy yourself with ma* or scuffle it out
here?"

He answered sorter alow: '•Wnat is good
enough for angels is plenty good enough
for me, but Idon't see how you and pa
could" get on very well without me, Vir-
ginia."

Firefly rubbed up between us, and we
all put our arms around one another's
necks. ;\'".

Paul said some of that piece we like io

well:

soldiers halted me, called me "Johnny"
and "Reb," and by the timeIreached the
springIhad showed my pass three times.

The fat Dutchman in charge of the

beeves said, "Dat vash all vreet!" ,'X
watched the man tor a while- FresewOr I
sapped away and dodged about in the
bushes tillIwas clean out of sight. Then
Ifairly cut for the old Pit.

Paul was "waiting.He had gone a rotn-s^
about wayby the dry ravine and over our
big arbutus patch. Firefly was ruboi~T«
her nose on his shoulder and was very
glad to ace us.

We were ")oth pale and began to realize
somebody might get hurt. So many ene-
mies lurked around who did not care at
all who they shot.

Myheart beat withgreat bumps agaHwc
my side, and Paul's gray blousa fluttered
like a bird was in his bosom.
Ihanded him the pass.
"Oh, Paul." Isal<l. "does your courage

hold—do yon dare?" SSi
"Itdoes. Ido. Ido, Virginia, I'llnever,

turn back!" He clasped his hands and

looked noble and solemn.
•""If the worst comes to the worst, Vir-
ginia,'^ he said, trying to cheer me. "we
Kill joinpoor ma and the angels."
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