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QUT OF THE TRENCH,

By F. A. MITCHEL.
{Copyright, 199, by American Press Asso-
clation. )

A few years after the civil war two
men met on Broadway, New York.
The one wore the long hair and som-
brero that marked him for a southern-
er; the other was black as the ace of
spades.

“Fo' de Lawd, Marse Geo'ge!" ex-
claimed the negro, with eyes and mouth
open wide.

*Ben, yo' black rascal, what are you
doing up here in Yankee land?”

“Wha' 1 doin’ up hyar? I wouldn'
be hyar if you war alive!”

“But 1 am alive,"

“Don' know 'bout dat. Spec¢’ yo' may
be yo' ghos. How come yo' be livin®
when de fambly all tink yo' was killed
at de battle o' Sharpsbu’'g? If yo' be
livin’, bow 'bout dat awful rakedown
1 got from Missy Alice?”

“What rakedown?"

“Mebbe yo' doun' know dat when yo'
go off to de wah an' 1 go with you
orstensnately to take keer o' yo' hoss
J war really set up to go by Missy
Alice fo' to take keer o' yo'self, spe-
cially if yo' got sick or wounded. De
night befo’ de regiment marched away
Missy Alice she come to my cabin an'
she say, ‘Ben, yo' infernal niggah' ”"—

*Obh, no, she didn't.”

“Well, enny way, she said: ‘Ben, I's
mighty glad yo' goin' with yo' Marse
Geo'ge. If he sick or wounded yo'
write me ebery day.! ‘I cain't write,
Missy Alice, I says. And she says,
says she: '\Well, get sowme-one else to
write fo' yo' or send me word if he
needs me and I'll come mighty quick
to nu'se him. If yo' stick to him an’
bring him back safe an’ soun' to me
I'll see that yo' git yo' freedom.'! An'
1 says: ‘Missy Alice, I don't keer 'bout
my freedom. 1 don' want my free-
dom. [I's allus lived in this fambly
an’ don' want to live anywhere else.
But I'll watch Marse Geo'ge fo' yo' an’
let yo' know if be needs nussin’. |
don’ promise to bring him back safe
an' soun' to yo', but if he gits killed
or dies o' camp fevah or any o' them
sojers’ diseases 1 promise yo' on my
wo'd o' honah as a Turnoir nigga’ dat
hasn't nevah belonged to no udder
fambly dat I'll bring bis body back fo'
yo' to weep ovah an' be buried in de
fambly buryin’ ground.’

“Den Missy Alice she say, ‘Ben, yo's
deblish fine niggah' "—

*No. she diduo’t, but go on."

you'. If yo' do dat I neber fo'git it.
But if yo’ don' bring him back either
libin' or dead yo'd bLettah nevah been
bo'n.' How come yo' up hyar in New
Yo'k, Marse Geo'ge, when yo' war kill-
ed—1 mean missin'—in de battle o
Sharpsbu’g. an® yo' cunnel said yo'
body was throwed into de trench*"
*Go on with your story. Never mind
my part of it.”
‘] hunted dat battlefield all ovah,
turnin’ ebery man layin' on his face,
even de Yanks, and 1 didn’ see yo' no-
whar, Marse Geo'ge. Den de cunnel
b -— =" Ne sent an orderly fo' me an’ he say:
‘Ben, yo' mastah he been killed, an’
he body must "a’ been throwed into
de trench. Yo' go home an' tell his
people ’bout it. Wha' he know ’bout
me an' dat I war a Turnoir niggah?"
*“I asked him to do all that. Go on.
’ I'm anxious to hear the rest."
: “Yo' tell him to dodat? Wha' fo’ yo'
do dat, Marse Geo'ge?"
“I'll tell you mwy story when you get
through with yours. Go on, | say.”
*“My story’s nuffin mo® ‘o de drubbin®
1 got from Missy Alice. 1 went home
to. de plantation one wmornin’, and
Missy Alice she saw me comin' 'way
up de road. She flied out of de house

an’ run to me, out o' bref, an' she
cried out: ‘Oh. Ben! Is he dead?”
An' I breaked it sof’ly to her. I says.

says l: ‘Marse Geo'ge. he wha' he don’
suffab no mo'. Missy Alice. ’'Deed he
don’t.’ *Wha' is bhe?” she moaned,
stagge'n back. ‘In de trench. | say.
*Dey throwed him in befo' 1 could git
him

“Fo' de Lawd, Marse Geo'ge, though
1 broke de news as sof'ly as 1 knew
how, she jis' drop right down wha'
she stan’ with a shivah. 1 belped her
up an’ toted her into de house, Den
when she come to berself she said.
with a voice dat sounded lak a ha'nt
in de tomb: ‘Ben. go “way from me
an’ doan' let me evah see yo' agiin.
Yo's been onfaithful to de trus' | re-
posvd in yo'. Go ‘\\'u.\'.'.\'ou deblish

niggah! Yo' "—

“Hold on. there! Don’t put words
you said to yourself into her pure
mouth."

*Yes, Marse Geo'ge, I said ‘em. a
heap of ‘em—wo'se an' wo'se. An' |

turned roun’, as de men do when de
battery’s sendin’ out shot an' shell an’
grape in their faces, an' | lef' de plan-
ration, an’ I hain't nebber been back
Par frum dat day to this. An' I suf-
fered all this on yo' account. An' yo'
wasn't in de trench atter all. Wha'
deblish bad luck!”

“Ben." said the other, much affected.
*“you've hit it exactly. It would have
been better if 1 bad been put into the
trench. 1 was stupid enough to be-
come the victim of a diabolical story.
There was another girl—well, 1 was
engaged to be married to her long be-
fore—who wrote me that a Yankee offi-
cer who had come down with the FFed
eral army had taken my place. After
Sharpsburg I got my colonel to send
you back with the story that I had
been killed and thrown into the trench
I wished to be dead to every one 1 had
been brought up with.especially to her."”

“It war might’ hard on Missy Alice.
but 1'd rather been Missy Alice than
myself. Marse Geo'ge, yo' go right
back to de ole plantation an’ tell Missy
Alice 'twar all yo' fault. Tell her yo'
m liar an’ I a might’ fine niggah.”

“I'll do it, Ben, and I'll take you
‘with me.”

“She say, says she: ‘Ben, I Db'lieve ‘

AN ELUSIVE MISSION.

By WINSLOW HUNT.
(Copyright, 1909, by American Press Asso-
ciation.|
It was 1 who, after the assassina
tion of the Grand Duke Sergius, was
sent to catch Vera Treperhoff, a young
girl whom the police knew to have
concocted the murder. I will omit how
I tracked ber to the border and take
up the story after she had passed it.
She made directly for Austria and
tbhence for Venice. This indicated that
she would go to America rather than
England and that she would probably
sail from one of the two principal Ital-
ian ports—Genoa and Naples. Genoa
being the shorter distance, I took the
train for that city, hoping to head her

off before she left the port.

The reason for my being chosen for
this work was that I had seen the girl
quite often during her trial on a charge
of having been implicated in another
political crime. Having boarded the
train at Venice soon after its depar-
ture, thinking there might be one
chance in a dozen that Vera Treperhofl
would Dbe aboard, I walked through
the side aisle, looking into every com-
partment. In the middle compartment
of the third car I noticed a youth with
the light bair and eyes of the uorth,
and In a twinkling spotted my quarry.
Not wishing to make myself known,
I passed on. :

I concluded not to make any attempt
at arrest till the girl left the train.
This would necessitate my watching
the departures at every station and
the risk that she might elude me. But
I knew the stops and kept my eye on
her as soon as we slowed up until we
were again well on the way. My in-
tention was to have her arrested at
Genoa or wherever she alighted, since
I could better fulfill the legal condi-
tions at a definite point, Besides, 1
did not believe she knew her danger.

The last time [ saw Vera Treperhoff
was in leaving Alessandrin. The com-
partment in which she sat had been
smptied except by herself. 1 kept my
iayve on her till the train had reached n
ipace of some forty miles an hour.
{There would be no further stop till
we arrived at (GGenoa. and [ felt confi-
;1(-nt that 1 should take the girl back
to Moscow and gain the commenda-
{fion of the government, also a hand-
| some reward.

Just before reaching Genoa 1 took
{my hand baggage to the compartment
{where Vera Treperhoff sat, with the

Intention of remaining there till the
trnin pulled up at the station. She

was not in the compartment. She was
not in the car. | went through the
train frem front to rear, opening every
*loget, bhut nothing could 1 find of the
girl 1 wanted. 1 scrutinized every pas-
senger, man and woman, boy and girl.
but Vera was not among them. Short-
|y before we slowed up for Genoa |
made up my mind that she had, after
all, recognized me and preferred death
by jumping from the train to the hor-
rors of Siberia.

At Genoa 1 engaged a special loco-
motive to go over the route to tind the
body or any trace of the culprit. I in-
vestigated every kilometer of the track
petween the terminus and Alessandrin.
but found nothing to give me the
slightest clew. [ was informed that
the rate of travel over the section
where 1 had missed the girl was fifty
miles an hour. No one could have
jumped from the train and retained
sufficient life to crawl away. 1 offered
a reward of 10,000 rubles to any one
in the vicinity who would give me any

ports of a girl limping through the
sountry. but they all proved to have
been made up.

Never in all my official experience
have I been so utterly incapable of
forming a theory uas to any escape
from my clutehes. Familiar with every
device that could have been adopted.
I went over them carefully and elim-
inated all of them. That a young girl
not over twenty years old could have
left a train going at a rate of fifty
miles an hour seemed incredible. To
assume that she could have passed
from it later i disguise would be an
insult to my professional skill.

I feared to return to Russia and tell
the truth lest 1 should be accused of
ronniving at Vera Treperhoff's escape,
and if 1 lied 1 would be detected. |
rhose the alternative of going to Arer-
fen to make a new home. 1 saled
from Genoa. and, going on deck one
morning, there iu a steamer chair in
excellent health was Vera Treperhoff.
Approaching her, 1 informed ber that
1she had nothing to *fear from me and
asked ber how she had left the train
This was her reply:

*1 recognized you the moment I saw
you and knew your errand. Between
Alessandria and Genoa is a Y in the
railroad conpecting it with the read
to Piacenza, 1 knew from my time
table. that there was no further stop
till Genoa and you would arrest me
there. While on this Y a train going
in the same direction and nearly at the
same speed occupied the next track.
In a twinkling 1 was out through the
window on the footboard and stepped
to the footboard of the other train.
Passing over it till I came to na vacant
rompartment, I climbed in. The train
[ was on soon stopped. I alighted and
took a later one to Genoa.”

This may all seem very strange, but
there is one thing stranger still. Vera
Treperhoff converted me to the revolu-
tionary cause, and within a few weeks
of our landing the girl whom 1 had
30 nearly taken to:Russia to endure
the tortures of Siberia became my
wife. [ never awake in the mdrning
and look at her and our little ones
sleeping’ peacefully without a groan at
what might have been.

information whatever leading 1o a,
clew. The offer brought many re-

A Prayer for the Idle,

The September American Maga-
zine opens with the following prayer
by Walter Rauschenbusch:

“0 God, we remember with pain
and pity the thousands of our broth-
ers and sisters who seeck honest work
and seek in vain. For though the
unsatisfied wants of men are many,
and though our land is wide and calls
for labor, yet these thy sons and
daughters: have no place to labor,
and are turned away in humiliation
and despair when they seek it. O
righteous God, we acknowledge our
common guilt for the disorder of our
industry, which thrusts even willing
workers into the degradation of idle-
ness and want, and teaches some to
love the sloth which once they feared
and hated.

“We remember. also with sorrow
and compassion the idle rich, who
have vigor of body and mind and yet
produce no useful thing. Forgive
them for loading the burden of their
support on the bent shoulders of the
working world, Forgive them for
wasting in refined excess what would
feed the pale children of the poor.
Forgive them for setting their splen-
dor before the thirsty hearts of the
young, luring them to theft or shame
by the lust of eve and flesh. For-
give them for taking pride in their
selfish lives and despising those by
whose toil they live. Forgive them
for appeasing their better self by
pretended duties and injurious char-
ities. We Dbeseech you to awaken
them by the new voice of thy spirit
that they may look up into the stern
eyes of Christ and may be smitten
with the blessed pangs of repentance.
Grant them strength of soul to rise
up like men from their shame and
give a just return of labor for all
they receive and enjoy.

“*And to our whole nation do thou
grant wisdom to create a world in
which none will be forced to idle in
want, and none shall be able to idle
in luxury, but in which all shall
know the -health of wholesome work
and the sweetness of well-earned
rest,”

CAPT. J. L. GOODING

Kellerton, lowa.

The Auctioneer

Who Makes Your Sale a
Money Maker.

Telephone or wire for dates

at my expense.

Ball Bearing Carriage
Reversible Tabulator Rack
Simple Stencil Cutting Device
Drop Forged Ty,

Perfect Line

Plichrome Ribbon

Uniform Touch

Lall Bearing Type Bar
Column Finder and Paragrapher
Decimal Tabulator

Visible Writing

A Key for E.vc? Character
Perfect Erasing Facilities
Interchangeable Carriages

Swinging Marginal Ra
Protected Ribbon
Gear Driven Carn

Perfect Dust Guard
Back Space Lever
Carriage Retarder
Improved Marginal Sto,

advantages.

Complete, Straight Line Keyboard
Removable and Interchangeable Platens

Right and Left Can'imgcek Release Levers

Ribbon Conlro“cdnﬁ":m Keyboard
Variable and Universal Line Spacer

Escapement, Speediest Evet Devised

These are features which make the
Smith Premier the choice of the

man who investigates comparative

WHEN HER BACK ACHES.

A Woman Finds all Her Energy and
Ambition Slipping Away.

Leon. women know how the aches
and pains that come when the kid-
neys fail make life a burden. Back-
ache, hip pains, headache, dizzy
spells, distressing urinary troubles,
all tell of sick kidneys and warn you
of the stealthy approach of diabetis,
dropsy and Bright’s disease. Doan’s
Kidney Pills permanently cure all
these disorders. Here’s proof of it
in a Leon woman’s words:

Mrs. J. P. Hamilton, Leon, Iowa,
says: ‘““A short time ago I suffered
from an acute attack of lumbago. It
came upon me suddenly, and on ac-
count of intense pains in my back
and hips, I could not stoop or arise
from a’ chair after sitting for some
time. Gradually the pains became
so severe that I could hardly stand
them. Hearing about Doan’s Kidney
Pills, I procured a box, and after
taking them a short time, my trouble
disappeared and has not returned
since. I feel unusually well now and
I attribute my health entirely to
Doan's Kidney Pills.”

Ior sale by all dealers. Price 50

cents. Foster-Milburn Co., Buiffalo,
New York, sole agents for the
United States.

Remember the name—Doan's—

and take no other.

A girl puts on prettiness very fast
when you tell her 8o.

Doan's Regulets cure constipation
without griping, nausea, nor any
weakening effect. Ask your druggist
for them. 25 cents per box.

The Range Season|

Is now with us again, and we wish to call
your attention to our line of ranges in a gen-

eral way,

which were so popular with us last year.
This year they are even more attractive
than ever

We have complete lines of the

GREAT MAJESTIC
GARLAND RANGES

before. Whenever you buy a

MAJESTIC or GARLAND RANGE you are buy-
ing a range with a reputation which is second
to ngtne. and fully guaranteed in every re-
spect.

Call and investigate before you buy elsewhere,

Wm. Crichton & Son

First National Bank

Grand River, lowa
Capital $25,000.00

A. L. AckerLy, President.

Patrick GrirriN, Vice Pres.
J. C. BroTHERS, Cashier.
J. E. Fi1ERCE, Asst. Cashier.

Exchange National Bank

Ledn, lowa

Capital and Surplus $42,500.00
J. P. HaMiLToN, President.
A. L. AckerLy, Cashier.
S. G. MircHELL, Asst. Cash.
CArRL MoNRoE, Asst. Cash.

A great many discriminating people prefer to deposit their surplus money in
NATIONAL banks. To those we offer the facilities of these two strong NATIONAL
‘banks. 4 per cent per annum allowed onsix months deposits and 5 per cent on
twelve months deposits. We issue demand certificates without interest and wel-
come checking accounts. You can deposit with either bank by mail.

€€ ECEEEEEEEEEEEEC T Ieee!

All necessary operations m
writing, billing or statistical work
are accomplished from the key-
board of the light running, easy
action Model 10 (Visible)

Write for information to

- The Smith Premier Typewriter Co., Inc.
4 Syracuse, N.Y.. Branches everywhere.

~

>

"

A

'

!

| x

|
’
x
]
)




