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HOW THE RANCH WAS SAVED.

Jourmey in a Postal Oar Which
Ended in a Smash-Up.

Beramble for a Mall Ponch—8300,000 of
Uncle Sam's Money In Danger—Inter-
view with the Postmasier-General
—An Expedited Feaslon.

' [COPTRIGIIT, 1596.]
“There is no use in figuring, Mandy,
unless 1 get the pension and the back
puy we'll lose the place,” said Mr. Jeni-
fer, gloomily, as he pushed away the
pencil and paper. Mrs. Jenifer looked
At her husband, blankly. “Is it as bad
us that, Hiram?" she asked.

“There is no help for it,” replied Mr.
Jenifer. “The mortgage company at
Omaha will foreelose the mortgage on
the ranch unless the note is paid. The
wheat and the corn are harvested, and
ut outsidg prices won't meet the note
Ly $200."

There waas silence for a few minutes,
broken only by the elick of Mrs. Jeni-
fer's knitting needles.

*What did the pension lawyer at
Vvashington write in his Iast letter
nbout the prospeets of your claim get-
ting throngh?" she asked.

“Why, you know what he wrote,
Mandy. He said there were 3,000 or
4,000 enses ahead of mine, and that the
pension burean is very strict about
considering cases in their regular or-
der. He said it might be over a year be-
fore they reached mine. When it is
faken up though he thinks I'll get the
pension and the back pay—that's about
$3,000, you know—for the proof is all
right, and I have a elear case under the
law.”

“It seems kind of hard that, if the
government is going to give you the
back pay some time, you can't get it in
time to save the ranch from being sold
over our heads,” sighed Mrs. Jenifer,

“Yes, and the hardest part of it is
ihat they do sometimes take up cases
ot of order,” replied her husband, “but
the lawyer sald it requires influence to

* have that dose, or some one must show
the commissioner of pensions that there
ix & special reason for it. T have no in-
fluence away out here on a Nebraska
ranch. I can't even get down to Wash-
ington to plead my own case., There
really seems to be no help for us.”

During the course of this conversa-
tion there had been an interested but
silent listener on the opposite side of
the table, who now arose nnd passed
through the kitchen door. This was
Aleck French, Mr. Jenifer's nephew,
He sat down on the bench outside and
Icoked across the dusky prairie, lying
grim and still in the moonlight. Inone
direction a group of scattered lights
showed the location o fthe railway and
the station,

' “If they only knew all about it at
Washington,” he thought, I am sure
they would take up our case first. Oh!
i 1 could only get to Washington and
tell them!™ A long time he sat there,
thinking, with his chin in his hands,
looking out over the prairie. As he
gazed he maw a light some distance
away, moving rapidly along. He knew
it was the headlight of a locomotive,
for be had often watched them, miles
Away, erceping over the level plain,
‘Soon he could hear the rumble of the
“cars, and by the absence of lighted wins
dows knew that it was not a passenger
train. When it stopped nt the station
the "lowing of the cows and some dis-
cordant sgquawks and grunts told him
it was a stock train bound for Chicago.
Every doy these long stock trains
passed, and sometimes they stopped
while the cattlemen fed and watered
the live cargo. The cattlemen always
accompanied the train, and Aleck had
oiten envied the lot of the young men
who were going to see the great city.
[ Then an idea eame to Aleck—the pos-
wibility of doing something to save the
ranch. He soon stole away to his bed,
where he fell asleep thinking about it,
and took it up again early next morn-
inﬁwheﬂ he went to feed the stock.
| After lLreakfast he went into the
hitehen, where his sunt was washing
the dishes, There he told her his plan,
growing enthusiastic in the recital. He
wanted to go to Washington and tel]
the commissioner of pensions the story
©of their troubles and ask him to act
upon his Unele Hiram's claim at once,
As he talked she, too, became interested,
nml her wan faee was lighted up for a
moment by hope; but she soon beeame
grave again.
! “But, Aleck, we eould not spare even
five dollars to buy your food on the
way, for perhaps your plan might fail.
No, it won't do,” said his aunt, shaking
Bar head,
' Aleck went out of the kitchen with a
heavy heart and walked towards the
barn. When he reached the gate his
own little pony, Brown Bess, came run-
ning to the bars and affectionately
thrust her nose at him to be stroked.
As he patted the mare's head another
idea eame to him. In n moment he was
in the harness room, tugging at his
saddle on the hook; and five minutes
later he was galloping over the prairie
towards the station. Up the principal
street he rode, without drewing rein
until he stopped before the post office,
Mr. Brand, the postmaster, was stand-
ing at the delivery window as Aleck
came im, and seemed surprised to see
him.
“Why, Aleek, there ain't any mail
this time of day,” he began. .
“I didn't eome for mail," Aleck re-
plied. Then he continued, hastily:
“Mr. Brand, you offered me $20 for
JHrown Bess two months ago, and I re-
fused to sell her.”

“Yes, that's s0.”

“Well, I've comc to take your offer.”

% what's the matter now, Mleck,

d

“I need the money,” answered Aleck,
choking back a sob.

Mr. Brand came out and looked at the
horse. After some further talk the
lbargain was concluded, and Aleck
started out of the post office with four
five-dollar bills, Before he reached the
door, however, he turned and said:
“Mr. Brand, is your son George still a
postal clerk on the railway ?"

“Yes, Aleck. His ‘run,’ as they eall
it, is from Chiecago to Pittsburgh.”

As Aleck left the post office he passed
by his pony, still hitched to the rack;
and Brown Bess neighed in an inquir-
ing manner as he went down the street,
as il to say: “Where are you going
without me, Aleck?”

But he hurried on without looking
back. Reaching home, however, he
slipped in the back way, and, elimbing
into the loft of the harn, lay face down
in the hay, and cried as if his heart
would break ns he thought of the empty
stall below him.

Great wos the astonishment of Mr,
Jenifer that evening when his wife re-
vealed 10 him Aleck’s plan; and when
the lad laid the four five-dollar bills on
the table before him his surprise Wwas
complete, Far into the night they
talked it over, for it was a momentous
step in & young boy's life. Finally Mr.
Jenifer settled it. *“I'll let you go,
Aleck; it's to save the ranch, and may
Giod bless you, boy.”

On the evening of the third day nfter
the sale of Brown Bess, Aleck French
wus at Chicago in the office of the di-
vision superintendent of the railway
mail service, George Brand, the post-
master's son, was with him, and they
were anxiously awaiting a reply from
the gray-haired, stern looking official
who sat at the desk before them.

“It i= very unusual to permit anyone

to ride in the postnl ear,” said the su-
perintendent, gravely.

“I know it, sir,” answered Brand,
“but this is a special cage. Aleck would
not ask it, and I would not, sir, if it
were not to save the ranch.”

Here George told the story of Aleck's
sacrifice of Brown Bess in his efforts
to help his uncle, and of the difficulty
he had experienced in getting to Chi-
cetgo. “I only ask that you ‘deadhend’
him to Pittebtirgh in my car,” conclud-
ed Brund in ah appealing voice,

"Well, yout ire & brave boy, and I will
do it,” said the superintendent, “and
Tl make it good to Washington,”

A few moments later the boys left
the room with a pass in the superin-
tendent's own writing. Aleck had come
to Chicago on a stock train in the care
of a neighbor, who was bringing a train
Inad of catile to the market, carning his
passage by helping the men feed and
water the eattle on the way.

When they reached the depot and
climbed into the postal enr, Aleck was
first introduced to the clerks. Then he
nade himself comfortable upon a pile
of empty mail sacks, while Brand, who
was the clerk in charge of the registered
mail, began his work of checking the
pouches, He told Aleck that these
sacks contained money and valumble
packages and that in one of them were
several hundred thousaud dollars going
to the United States treasury. “I'll
keep my eye on that pouch, I tell you,”
laughed Brand; and Aleck's eyes opened
wide at the idea of so much money so
rear him. The next afternoon they ar-
rived at Pitisburgh, and the mail for
Washington was transferred to an-
other car. Aleck was sorry to part with
Drand, but found his new acquaintances
very pleasant fellows. He saw the reg-
imtered pouch with the treasury money
in it stowed away beside the registry
elerk’s rack. That pouch seemed like
#n old friend, and he felt that he al-
most had a personal interest in its safe
delivery.

That night the train was running
down the eastern slope of the Allegheny
mountains, swinging around the curves
at a lively rate, Aleck was still aweke,
tarled up on his pile of sacks in the
registry clerk’s end of the car, wonder-
ing how many pensions could be paid
out of the money in that registered
pouch. Then there was a sudden jar-
ring under the car, and a terrible erash.
The lights went out, and Aleck felt him-
seli rolling over and over, with mail
sacks under and above him. There was
an awful stillness for a moment; then
ihe silence was broken by gronns and
cries of pain.  Aleck tried to raise him-
self, but found both legs pinned down
by a great piece of timber. jle could
see nothing for a few minutes; but
presently, through the twisted mass of
wreckage above, he saw the light of
& lautern and heard voices.

“Help! Help! Here T am!™ shouted
Aleck.

The ring of an ax and the sound of
crashing timber told him that help was
ceming, and in five minutes more a hole
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inerenge in wealth,

passed down to him a saw, with which
be soon severed the bear that held
him. Scramnbling out, he found hinr-
self on top of the ruins of the mail car
wnd the baggage car. The engine and
two cars had jumped the track and
rolled down a steep embankment, bat
the breaking of the coupling had kept
the remainder of the train on the track,
The engineer and fireman were badly
burt, and every man in the baggage ansd
mail ears had been bruised and
seratehed; but fortunately all had been
dug out of the wreck.

It was none too soon, for the wreek
had taken fire, and one ¢nd was now
blazing briskly. While the passengers
ond trainmen were grouped around
Aleck, who was the last one taken out,
the registry clerk came up to tlem ery-
ing: “Oh, where in that registered pouch
with the treasury money? There are
§300,000 in that wreck.,”

Like n flash it came to Aleck that the
pouch was near him when the ear rofled
over. Without a word he dropped back
into the hole from which he had just
emerged, and in a moment he was grops
ing for the pouch.

1% whs not so dark down there now}
for the burning wreckage, not 20 feet
awny, cast o ruddy glow through tha
massof twisted ironand splintered wood,
By this light he finnlly saw the pouch
beneath u heap of sacks, and began
tugging und hauling at the pile. He
had heard the erowd above shouting ta
him to return, and saw the fiames licks
ing up the inflammable wreckage closa
at hand. At last he loosened the ponch,

PUNGENT PARAGRAPHS.

—Crimsonbeak—"1 had to ure
my wife for reckless driving” Yeast
-1 diln't know you kept a horse.®
“I don't. Bhe was driving nails.”—
Yonkers Statesman.

—"“Popper,” the litile boy nsked,
Ywhat kind of a horse is it that they
call a plug?’ “A lalky one, my ron,
They call him that because he is &
stopper.”—Cincinnati Enquirer.

—Johnny Greenlea!—*Tommy Jones
Is learnin’ French now. He told me
lots of things, like cafe-—that means
coffee.” Farmer {ireenleaf (who has
been to New York)—“Does 1? I
thought it meant beer.”—Vogue.

—“The audience it calling for you,”
said the young tragedian’s manager,
“Are you sure I'm the person they
want?” “Of conrse.) “Well, go out
and study the expressions on their
faces and tell me what you think they
want with me."—Washington Star.

—At Cross Purposes.—"“Maud Ethel,
I am getting awfully tired of waiting
up till after midnight for that youn
man to leave.” “Yes, papa, and I thi
he is getting tired of waiting till you
are asleep before he bids me good-
by in the hall."—Indianapolis Journal.

—*A fellow always feels satisfled
with himself after having taken = lit-
tle game,” said the fellow coming out
of the restaurant. “Well, it all de-
pends on what kind of game he’s been
taking in” replied his frienfl, who
had been out at the poker club,.—~Yonic

and in another moment had clambered
out of the hole, dragging the bag aftes
him,

The postmaster-general at Washing-
ton sat in his office talking to four men
and a boy who were standing befors

BE AW THE POUCH BENEATH A HEAP OF ASHES.

him. The men had bandages around
their heads; their faces were seamed
with court-plaster, and the boy had
strips of court-plaster upon both hands
amd across the bridge of his nose.

“So this is the boy who saved the reg-
istered pouch, is it?” said the postmas-
ter-general, looking kindly at Aleck.

“That's the boy,” replied the registry
clerk, who then related the details of the
story, and told of their arrival in Wash.
ington that morning upon the relicf
train sent to the wreck. The great man
listened attentively, and seemed much
interested in the account of Aleck's
scramble after the treasury pouch.

“But how did this boy happen to be
in the postal car?” he asked. Then
Aleck in a straightforward manner
told his story, from the time he had re-

solved to try to get his unele’s pension,

and in simple language pictured the
trouble hanging over the Nebraska
ranch. “And now I've come to Wash-
ington to try to find =ome one with in-
fluence, to help our pension case nlong,”
said he, in conclusion.

“You shall have it, my boy,” said the
postmaster general; and he took
Aleck’s hand in his own and pressed it
warmly. Then he told his messenger
to call his earriageand drove with Aleck
to the pension bureau, where they
were immediately shown into the pres-
ence of the commissioner of pensi
There Aleck had to tell his story over
again to the commissioner.

“And, now, Mr, Commmissioner,” said
the postmuster general, “I ask you to
take up this pension ease as a favor to
me. This boy has zaved the govern-
ment $300.000, and it i= as little as wa
van do to help him in this way.”

The commissioner said he 1d be
glad to do so, and promised to have Mr,
Jenifer's claim examined at once,

That same night Aleck left for home,
traveling in a PPullman car and on a
pass which the postmaster general pro-
cured for him. There was great rejoics
ing in that little home in Nebraska
when he returned; and when, one week
later, Mr. Jenifer's draft came and was
cashed at the bank, the first money used
was to buy Brown Bess from Mr,
Brand.

He Was a Brate.

It was in the train, and he was tzying
to read. There was the usual variety
of passengers, and nmong them a lady
with a very sprightly little girl that had
blue eyes, a head of glistening gold, and
an inquisitorial tongue. She plied him
with questions and toyed with his
watch chain. The mother, who wasa
widow, fairly beamed upor him. He
was becoming nervous, and, turning to
the mother, said: “Madam, what do
You call this sweet little darling?” The
widew smiled enchantingly, and re-
plied, with a sigh: “Ethel.” *“Please
call her, then.” It was said quietly
enough, but for a moment the other

passengers hall hoped there would be

an accident or something to relieve the
tengion.—Cincinnati Enquirer.

~—'To dream of ﬂ:hr‘ indm great

ers Stat i,

—Hermione—"Isn’t Jack good? Ile
has engaged himself to me, you know}
but he says he will not bind me to
him. 1If I can get somebody else, he
says he shau't interfere,” Blanche
(sweetly)—*It is evident that he feels
perfectly sure of you."—Boston Trans
Beript.

WOMAN'S WEAKEST POINT,
‘Why She Can't Always Compete Buccess-
fully with Men.

1 am not content to merely make
money, for I am a woman of progres-
sive tendencies, and study constantly
in order to perfect myself in every de-
tail of my profession, for the dental
art has made vast etrides during the
last few years, writes Dr. Carrie Wolfs-
bruck, an eminent dentist.

I have no desire or intention to be-
little my own sex—far from it—for 1
believe that they can compete succens-
fully in almost all of the profeasions
hitherto usurped by.men. There are,
therefore, certain limitations, physieal
rather than intellectual, which are to
be considered. A woman should be
fitted by temperainent, inclination and
physical adaptability for the work, or
she is likely to be a failure. Dentistry
fs a profession, not a trade, and there is
always something to be learned.

1 must lay peculiar stress on the in-
capacity of women for enduring fa-
tigue, for that is the weakest point in
the armor of our sex. With hygienio
living, aided by physieal training, the
next generation will probably be equal
to ell emergencies, and will be capaci-
tated physically as well as mentally
to compete side by side with their male
competitors in whatever calling they
elect to enter.

Young girls frequently come to me
for advice. I give them the benefit of
Iy experience, and, while I do not dis-
courage them, I dislike to advise the
taking up of a profession which, while
it may prove lucrative, is exacting in
tke extreme, taxing the mental and
physical ecapacity to the utmost lmit
of endurance.—Godey’s Magazine.

FOR THE BABY.
List of Gifts Which Are Always Accept-
nble.

Baby's pusher is a little table ap-
pointment in the line of neatness and
good manners, and is very pretty with-
al. Its delicate handle, fiower-deco-
1ated, is readily clasped by the little
hand to aid in putting the food on
fork or spoon, thus =aving the use of
the fingers, which in turn would soil
bib and mask. The medern baby is not
without perquisites.

The bib clasp is either in gold or sil-
ver, in design a flover, butterly or
baby face, and in method of service
much like the ordinury stocking sup-
porter—an ornamental center connect~
ing by links two clasps, _

The latest teaspoon, also used as a
nursery gift, is very beautiful and
onique in shape, the bowl in grooves
like a mandolin, the handle Beaded in
an arabesque design.

The eterling silver porringer is a
favorite bestowal of godparents from
the fact that it ean be kept and handed
down through many generations,
Flain silver is now the fancy, and es-
pecially noticeable in the porringer,
which is with heavy, smooth bow), and
short ornamenial side handles.

The bowl and plate for actual servies
s also with smooth, highly polished
surface, and richly bended edges. The
wilver cup, if up-to date, is an exact re-
production of the common tin kitchen
cup, except in pricel Its convenience
of shape to drink from, the polished
surface easily kept bright and its odd
nppearance have made it popular as a
taby appointment. — Chicage Inter
Ocean.

The Kind of Enife He Wanted.

We teil this story on the authority
of John E. Russell, whose father was s
manufacturer of cutlery: Having oe-
casion to travel on the Mississippl
river occasionally, the latter became
very well acquainted with the eaptain
of one of the steamers. One day the
captain asked Mr. Russell if he would
make a knife for him. “Why, yes;
what kind of a knife ?" was the answer.
“l want a good, stout handle with a
spring in it, so the blade won't give,”
explained theé captain. “I'd a little
rather have the blade ground on both
edges.  And 1 doun’t want one of thoss
crosspieces, or guards, or whatever
they call them. 1 want a knife I can
#tick into s man and twist it, and when
i pull it out it won't eateh on his blnyped
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Drzwr —“What's in that bottle—polson "
Dooby—*I guess there must_be; there isn't
any label on it."—Roxbury Gazette.

=

Sour

Stomach, sometimes calied waterbrash,

‘nlml‘bnrnlngplh.dhtrm

nansea,
dyspepsia, are cured by Hood's Sarsa~
parilla. This It sccomplishes becauss!
with its wonderful pawer as a blood
purifier, Hood’s Barsaparilla gently
tones and strengthens the stomach and
digestive organs, invigorates the liver,
ereates an appetite, gives refreshing
sleep, and raises the health tone. In

gr ceses of dyspepsia and Indigestion it

seems to have ' a magic toneh.”
#For over 13 years I suffered from sour

Stomach

with severs pains across my shoulders,

- and great distress. I had violent nausea

which would leave me very weak and
faint, dificult to get my breath. These
spells came oftener and more severe. I
did not receive any lasting henefit from
physicians, but found such effects:
from a trial of Hood's Barsaparilla, that T

Sarsaparilla

In the One True Blood Purifier. All druggists. B
=
Hood’s Pills §g o Liver Tia and
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Walter Baker & Co.’s
Cocoa is Pure—it’s all
Cocoa—no filling—no
chemicals.
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