
Established in 1844.

RORIJTSOPaRtCJER X VO.
FINE & MEDIUM CLO II 1 X Gr

FOR MEN AND ROYS.

STRICTLY ONE PRICE—NO DEVIATION.
319 S. E. Corner 7th & I). Sts.. WASH 1 XCS'I’)X. I>. i\

I J. JSenJ. .Watthiffhfi
GENERAL AGENT FOR

SOUTHERN MARYI. A X I)

®©•¦* , =—

Passaic Agricultural Chemical Works

LISTER BROTHERS, PropricJors.
I

MANUFACTURERS OF

; Fresh Bone Super-Phosphate of Lime.
AMMONIATED DISSOLVED BONE.

U. 8. PHOSPHATE and CELEBRATED GROUND BCNE.
I

•or the REST FERTILIZERS NOW IN I SE -w

OFFICE AND WAREHOUSES

Nos. 54 and 58 Bachanan’s Wharf Baltimore, Ml.
1 FACTORY—NEWARK. N V

pW“\ have an Established Warehouse at La Plata, on the I! A P It 11 nd -.• a.
ways on hand there a lull line of all grades ot the above Fen izer, te.d ' ;*’•• d-

liyery. References: J. H. Langley, W. M Jameson, Cap*. Ale. Franklin If -B I i.rt

Alex Haislip, John B. H, H Owen and . who have u*- ' .• •)*

We have a moat excelirnl article tor POTATOES and a;l kinds- tt. .) i> n

John elf. Lfoi/r/.
L AGKNT KOR^-,

6. OBER & SON COMPANY.
SIANfKACTTIiEKS HI-

STANDARD DJ IRTIDIZI.I IS,
AM) DKAI.KKS IX

FERTILIZEISO MATERIALS.
OITFICK, Nd J" S. (. t y mi t. i.ii.i i<

MARINE BANK HUII.DINi.

Factory, Locust Point. BA IArIM 01 MG.
v -

Kegular llrands; SPECIAL XO. 1 /7;7.T1/.I V /.’.ill
BOSE ct; POTASH. A .i/.WO A IA TEA) Si PEP PIIUSPHA IE oF

LIME. PIPE HIS. PA H BOXES. PI PE l>ls. PA H ROMS
£ POTASH. PIPE L IS. BOXE. PIPE PA II ELMIMI

HIS. HO XL PHOSPHATE. HIS. li./XE PHOS-
PHATE dt POTASH. mm E HALL PHOs

PH A IE. LOCUST POJXI roMPol XH.
FAPMEPS STAXHAH MUP.ME POT-

ASH. SULPHATE POTASH.
GPO UXH TA AKIXG, AXH

ALLFEPTILIZIXG
MA TEPIA LS.

Before purchasing your Fertilizers for Wheat the coming season, it w ill Ee 10 jour in!, re, • 10
give US a call. All the above brands are strictly reliable, besides we keep in soek ail kit Is . !
the best grade material from which e cun make you any grade Ferii izer you mav need
This House is an old established one, and every thing they sell vou is as represented. As an
evidence of the superiority of our gods, my sales have increased tiom 21 tens pe: annum,
the first year t one thousand and eighiy-tve tons, this tieing my sale, in Cl.iiles and St
Mary’s counties the past year. I shall noi be satisfied until I sell every r.sponsib.r funner in
Southern Maryland, as it is not only tor my own interest 1 wish to do so My greatest nesi ei-

to induce the planters of Southern Maryland to use strictly hist class goods mm can onli d ¦ so
by dealing with a first class bouse. Jl you will buy your goods from the (i ol.er n. >. ns
Compauy you will not regiet it. Mr. W. I. Burch, at Bryaniown, oi .Mr C B. I.iovd, oui

Collector and Sale.-men, will lie g'ad to receive youroiders, and 1 will deiutras mu< h time as

I can in the two counties the coming season id order to iucuee the tanners of South, rn Mary
bind to buy the best Fertilizers offered to the people of any Stale in Union. Al responsible
orders sent diiect to the Company will receive prompt attention.

, Vours very truly,

JO IIS M. LLOYD.
N B—W hat Mr. James F. Mattingly, a large and practical farmer of Cbaptico District, Si

Mary'* county, says of our Tobacco Compouud : He says that be can grow as large Tobacco
from other fertilizers as he can Irom Übtr's, but while Oher’a is just ns good as to qualitv. it
weighs Irom Ito more than any other Fertilizers that he has used. 1 will heie ad t ;In.i Mr
Mattingly is not only a very good and pros|wious fanner but strictly reliable .Mr. Mattingly
has used ourgoodsior several yeursaod says he will list no others both tor \\ heat and Tobacco

JOHN M. LLOYD.

BUGGIES! BUGGIES, BUGGIES!

CARRJA GES ! CA R RIA GES ! I CA RRJA GE !! !

All Kinds at All Prices from foO up.

\@ @ I

’ i A FULL LEATHER TOP BUGGY $73. I j
..

’ and be convinced of what we say.

H. 13. SCHMIDT,
e

rjj®l IS, Liberty Street, UAI/riMOJBE.

J. BOYKIN LEE &CCK

S.MERCHANTS
FOR THE SALE OF

LEAF TOBACCO,^
BAUIWORL

Cliipcliase liros.,
—GESKRAL—-

(Commission Merchants,
for the sale or

Leaf Tobacco, Grain, Wool ft
Country Produce-

lOO South Chorles street,
BALTIMORE. SI D.

We will giv* especial attention to the in-
spection sod sale of all Tobacco consigned
to u. All kinds of

CKRTIIIIERK, Cl OVER SEED,
GROCERIES AXu IMPLEM EXTtt-

furnished al LOWE&T PRICES.
Libornl advances made on consignments.
W have engaged the sere ices ot MR. AU-

GUSTUS V. GRAY to solicit tor u* ia this
county. (April 4-ly.)

Hibam 6. Dcdlet, J. Walter Carpsrtib

William J. Edblbn.

DUDLEY & CARPENTER
GENERAL

COMMISSION I ERCHANTS
FOR THE SALK OK

Tobacco, Grain <fec.
57 Light Street,

B LTIMOHE, MU.

ATTENTION GIVFN TO
O Inapcction and rale of TOBACCO,

and talc of all Country Produie. Consign-
ments solicited. nor 30-ly.

K. D. R. Bean. Marcallus Burch

E. D. R. BEAN & CO.
114 S. Charles St, Second Floor,

Baltimore, Md.

COMMISSION MERCHANTS,
FOR THK SALK OF

Tobacco, Grain, Wool, Hides,
Furs, Iaive Stock

and Produce Generally.
Vr.tigKmen's Solicited and prompt ra

turns in<.de. (jan. 29-1 y.-86.)

ALBINPRIGE & C0.,”
909 La. Ave., A 910 C St.. S. W.

Washington. D. C.

Genl Commission Merchants
FOR THE SALK OF

Horses, Cattle, Sheep, Lambs,
Veal, Grain, Hay, Cord*

WOOD, OYSTERS, POULTRY, EGGS

WOOL, FUR, BIDES, ETC.

pß* Return thanks fur tke liberal patranage
we have received and hope to continue to merit
the aame. ffeb. 5 2-tn.)

ESTABLISHED 1822

JOSIAH H. 1). SMOOT,
DEALER IN

Lumber, Shingles, Laths,
Hails, Lime, Cement,

Calcined Planter, , Ac.

MAKCPACTUBEH OF

FLOORING, DOORS, SASH, BLINDS
FRAMES, MOULDINGS, MANTELS,

BRACKETS, AND ALL KIND

OF WOOD MURK.

i ffice A Yard2l N. Union St.

Factoryl3 & 15 N. Lee St.
ALEXANDRIA, VA.

Lumber and Flooring kept
under cover.

B. F. PEAKE,
MaHufaelurer and Dealer in

Building Materials, Hardware
DOGES, SASH, BLINDS,

Window and Door Frame*, Lime and Cal
dined Plaster, Moulding, Hand Rails,

Paints, Oils, Leads, Cement,
Slate Mantels, Ac.

Cor, King? A Pitt Streets,

J 6 3m ALEXANDRIA, VA.

W. M. MUSCHETTE,
ATTORNEY-at -law,

FORT TOBACCO. MD.

WILL attend promptly to all business an-
imated to hii care. Can be found at the

•Sn of K. H. Edclon, Eaq. [jy. 3-ly

For First-class Clothin*,
for Men and Boys, cut and
made in the finest Sty! *

)
and of the best material
both Foreign and Domes
tic, call at Acme HalL-

s You are sure of your
moneys worth every time
and fuller measure for
value than you get else-
where.

AC M K I1 A \A.
"1 lie (ihiss i'l hbhiuii.

No. 209 W. Baltimore Street.
NK VU ('ll V UI. I ~

BALTIMORE.
Mail Order? receive Prompt Attention.

A 1.11 U K inn KAIiLA
For. >1 K!\(. 'llFt \ . EKTIIE-
I.K'S \\ K 1 vVK MAI• E K AKI.V
Fine lASES U'S VEIIAVE
,'H ! Hi I* STY LES N

S I* If 1 > <¦<><>!>>
1

THAT I (¦! ; ! S r •! WK I FK..V
ltd! (illT I.ATKK IUK FII'.-'T I

' - N > cM.V
!*AV' cFF U : \I VfMI Mill I
(T-roMKH' To ITV A LITTLE 1
1> Al>\ W :: t*F M’KIMi. AM* *

i
*F THIS SK,V'((N 1

'

} ir! lI|.(V Shirt if. ¦ I‘frrai >

\V, if V:lr t* in 1 v/rc/ler (r'i;Uw '
\ ¦ I‘j“. i rSfn.-n *,t,„,

11 i’r ' . t\ r (
A • •

/; • . .... u*. ~ i a •... *i i
7r.> i< . IF . '. .*¦ ’ /haunt. MV, 1

> , ;• u u ...

Fh-.fl <,. - li- 1
:

‘ ' ’ ’* ' ! ' !

K '.¦¦¦' s ¦ - ¦ At

JOHNSON. GARNER & CO .

. ili I*.-..tiy I ..... I. (irin.v, Kt.iitli ,lilr. ]

mur TfN Sr. UMM/fVI.Ti.V,/>, l\ I

-Dr.HENLCY'¦ ,

ft i t /

BEEtaiROM.
A Most Effective Combination. 1
rtLKRI ¦ 1 • —¦ arte
Kill • • • - - | g

r .(

i IKM f. r. 1> •' T’ • I tI• ii.fi-to I
In- m .1--1 - N ¦ ¦ i-

! ill. 1 1 -1 .o .1 Mdih 41/ (
T,. .*.vl I*f. i ; r i ute .-f

N. nuu* I ilmiiMlmi.
Mit i*lllft J

Nmialji.
’ I*rfctnti*iof \ f;l ••. t
< I o-H ..f riiy*i<-*ll*ou -r.

Ai. 1 f’! I'nMVi.l'ilN.'-i'VviFiti u.Aii- 1
1

s to nil fi •• j ii-i I fiimil •! -l

¦ ; tuu..-i ••¦(!•• I| !‘ \KF I* b V 1

HANDY &.COX, :
143 N. HOWARD STREET, |

BALTIMORE. Ml*. .

JSlliltl tin REACH If ALL.;
THE HARTFORD LIFE ¦

:

ANNUITY COMPANY,:
I -W-

--1 HARTFORD, CON NT-
-11/7/ In*un'all Hrall/n, snhj>r(s, Male

an'l J-’mialr.

M:E ( (>MFANN w i- iop mi/< d m ISO*; and
I ilni l-iisii.iss ii(• -ii II I' Endowmen! mid An-

nuity Finn unlil the full of 1 1?7V* when they 1 (
adopted the saletr fund system, l.y w hich plan
they can now curry insurance at less than half 1

i H e cost of the old time companies.
The safety fund renders the pin tnenl of every ,

' policy to the very last man, an iihsolule cer-

f taioly. !
’ , A man of (oily years old can carry one

thousand dollars on his life, and thus secure i
| that amount to his family at his death, hy the i
I payment of about ten dollars a year, and when '

lie has paid his U n dollars additional into the

1 gaiety fund, and has htcti a member for five

years, Ids payments will he preatly reduced by
' dividends declared every six months. The ,

* | safely fund is already over $400,000 and is rnp-
[ I idly incre-ninsr. They have a cash capital of

I 5-250,000 and assets amounting; to over one and
ft a quarter million.

R. H. MITCHELL,r!“^Vffi;.ror i
M. THOMPSON,Iot.v^r^NTv 1

..JNO. T. 1

m port ilobrtfro ffimes
AJNTD CHARLES COUNTY ADVERTISER.
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trlrff iJarhij.
A li\Ol OF KU K.

She hath no of luster bright
To ppai klr in her f air:

No neel bath she of borrowed light
To make her beauty fair.

I pon her shiuiog lo* k< utio.it
Are daisies wet with dew.

And peeping f om her lissom* throat
A little knot ot blue.

A d ainty knot of blue,
A ribbon blithe of blue, —

It fills ilia dreams with sunny gleams,
Th I little knot of blue.

I met her d*wn the shadowed lane
Ben inih Ihe *u pie-tree.

The balm v I lossotus tell iike rain
I pon m\ love uml me

And v'hal I said or wt tit I did
That morn I never knew.

But ?o my breuft there came and hid
A lill.tknot of blue.

A litl! knot ut tine,
A lore k' ul strong u•! true. —

T hold mv brail till life shall part,
That little knot of blu*.

Simuel Minium Peck, in Century.

|t s-flrrl
I.ITTI.K TIiOTTIE.

V MloH I >1 ¦ U\ Kill; Ilf I;KWKII MoTIIKIM.

I 31111 ill.>no us brilliantlyat the
pantile grounds at l-’ort Fletcher as
t‘ >. ;_-h it was an earthly paradise in
stead >!’ a bleak and ugly hit of Mon
tana prairie on! < if from its parent
wilderness by some rough defenses
and two rows of sufficiently ill-built
quarters. It was quits deserted at
this hour, except by half a dozen ol
the garrison children, who—being of
an age t<‘ enjoy the sunshine undis-

nrbed by am tirro/v jtntre as to the
ugliness it shone upon —were amusing

theinseli' s immensely and tilling tin
cle.r air with joyful shouts and shrill
laughler, tie only imperfection in
;he-r happim - Uni.g the necessi'V
'trictlv • iil'tc d t>v warnings and pun-
ishment#—of keeping to the upper
end of the parade, far away from a

certain low stone wall behind which a

h.'ntr, dangeron-dv attractive to youth-

ful enterprise, overhung the Yellow-
stone river.

Mabel Ileriot, sitting in the small
porch in front of her husband’s quar-
ters, her lingers busy with some huge
darn# in a pair ot scarlet stockings,
turned her pretty, discontented eyes,
moire often than ws good for the pro-
gress of her work, to another pair of
-.. i : I. h;c': fla-h“d in and

at among the group of children w ith
in activity w ich promised her more
darning , i t!.e ie ir future, f.>r Ihev
i> ioi.geil ;>> .r mi ill -on ; and though
I ruitie w.ts oniv three year* ol i. he
had eail. mam!- -.tel a j.s:!!ve genius
f>r wear ii. I tear, holding lu# own in

yish attributes, •

nnn.e r children with a cheer
ful self i oitideuce winch tilled his
mother w.th mingled admiration and
regret.

‘ He is such a rial boy!" she laid to
herelf w th t all’ a sigh and half a

-mile. **lf he was only a quiet little
hllow !ik- II irrv >coit li >w much less
work it w uld h-‘ tii take care of him.
1 s: all I.over he able to keep his
clothes mended as he grow# rougher
a; 1 more heed! - m this uncivilized
place."

Then the stockings she was darning
dropped u |;,-r lap. and her thoughts
left the stocking* she had been watch

.1 g and -hppei hack, as they were apt
to -in, lck over the four years of her
man.age. with ail its poverty, its pri-
vations and its dreaiv exile in this far
U • *tern post, hack to the dav# of Her
girlhood. In the tender light which
i- shed on tl.e past hv the knowledge
that it can return in no possible fu-!
ture those girlish days hail grown to
look very shallow less to Mabel Ileriot.
Life had been so easy, —no cans, no
responsibilities, no anxieties, — while
virytliing a girl could d. sire of hu-

llrv. amust-ment and admiration had
be,-n showered upon her as the adopt-
ed daughter of a wealthy and generous,
though rather tyrannical, uncle. It
had all been quit* perfect until she
d-inced with T in Ileriot at a West
Point bull and read something in his
blue eves, he,id something in his
pleasant voice that stirred her heart
with the conviction that, charming as
her 1 1 f. had seem, d, it would hence-
forward he very empty and desolate if
she must banish those eyes and that
voice from her; a conviction strong e-
nough to support her through all the
stormy scenes which followed her un-
cle’s hitter opposition to her engage-
ment to a penniless lieutenant; strong
enough to make her reply to his filial
declaration that she must choose be-
tween her lover and him by putting
her hand ia Tom Herior's, with the
passionate protest that where he went
there she must follow, even though it
was to llie world’s end. Nor lias she
yet, even to her own heart, said that
she repented her choice; only, like
many another unheroic women, she
had discovered that it is not the great
crises of life which are the most ddli-
cult to meet heroically, and that a-
mong the most practical and prosaic
of every day hardships her fancy was
apt to stray, more than was loyal to
Tom, to dreams of what might have
ben if she had chosen differently.
Oh, that “if!" She little knew, when
admiring the patience which kept her
lips silent, how often T>m had seen
that “if”in her eyes, and had turned
away, a weight of self reproach on his
i'aithiul heart that he had accepted
from her girlish tenderness the sacri-
fice of a luture which might have
been so much fairer than he could
make ir.

And now there was Trot tie—Trot-
tie, w hose every curl of red-gold hair
was dearer to his mother than she had
believed in those idle youthful days

anything could ever be, and yet who

every day, almost every hour, of his
little life added to her c>res and her
anxieties.

Her thoughts came back suddenly
to the present at a more uproarious
shout than usual from the children,
and she saw Trottie cantering toward
her astride of a stick, while half the

[ pleats of his kilted shirt trailed be-
hind him, “Oh, what a boy!” she
cried, rising to catch him as lie passed.

“Not a boy; Trottie a horse. Lis-
ten, mamma.” And with a most life-
like neigh and a final prance of the
scarlet stockings, he paused before
her

“Naughty, naughty Trottie,” she
suid, quite declining to give hie per-
formance the smile its realism deserv-
ed. “See this great rip, which mam>
nm only mendtd last night.”

“Trottie sorry,” he cried, looking
up in her troubled face, and then with
a spring he clasped both arms about
her neck as she bent over him to gath-

¦ er up the torn pleats, and gar# her
such a bug as small arms know how
to give. “Trottie big bear now,” he
laughed between two ferocious grunts.

As she freed herself smiling and
frowning anil holding the little cling-
ing hands in hers, somebody close bo-
side them sighed so heavily that Ma-

. be! turned, rther startled
! An Indian woman, with a basketful

of bead-work strapp'd lo her back,
stood gazing at the mother and child

I with a look of yearning sorrow in her
j i jt-s which half-touched, half-fright-

t ened Mabel. “What do you want?”
t -he asked quickly.
I “Me want nothing white mother
f can give,” the squaw answered grave-

ly, laying one brown hand on Trottie’s
. bright hair. "Him pretty boy,” she
> said slowly, a hard breath between

each sentence. “Me have pretty boy
I Mg. White mother very happy;
i she keep her h >v. Great Spirit tak<

mv boy.” Then, with a gesture of de
spair which all her wonderful savage
endurance could not subdue, she clasp

, ed both hands before her face and
i -ank on her knees, shaking with sobs

which she still strugged to silence.
The tears filled Mable’s eyes, but

she stood hesitating what to do, her
aversion to Indians, which was the
natural result of four years spent in
t heir nenr neighborhood, striving with
compassion for the grief which most

appeals to a woman’s sympathy
Hut no doub's troubhd Trottie

Grief was evident in every line of the
bent, trembling figure, nd fur every'
grief in his experience there was one

remedy sure and unfailing. He ap :
plied it at once.

“Not cry any more.” he said in his
cheeafni little voice, and kissed the!
only hit ol brown cheek which her
clasped han-’s left vi ihle.

She turned as though she wo;ild
have flung her anus abut him, but.
Mabel hail c!as|ed her hoy fast, with
a :udden terror, sharp though indefin-
able.

The Indiin arose slowly, her face
recovering its usual calm as she did so.

“i’retty boy very good to me ; white
mother not be afraid me hurt him,”
the said, and walked away with a
grave dignity which brought a shamed
color lo Mabel's face.

She stepped forward with an im-
pulse to say something kind, but
paused with a smile at herself, half j
shy, half amused. What could she |
sav of consolation that an Indian wo- 1
man could understand, whose religi-
ons faith was probably even more
vague than her knowledge of English?
And she shrank from olferiiiit a grief
thut was so real and so dignified the
usual and very substantial cure of
squaw troubles No, Trttie, had
done all that could be done to sltuw
their sympathy. I’oor soul! whatever
else she might fail to comprehend, she
had understood the touch of those
baby lips.

With a kiss that was even more ten-
der than usual, Mabel Ileriot took her
boy on her kneees and told him fairy
stories until dinner time, to the utter
neglect of ihe umlarned stockings ami
the torn skirt.

All that day Mabel felt strangely
anxious and restless w henever Trottie
was out of her sight. lut by the
next day common sense had got the
better of imagination, and, absorbed
in her every day duties, she allowed
him to play with the other children
an the parade ground. At two o’clock
the maid was sent to bring him in to
dinner, he having failed to appear as
hungrily prompt as usual. In a quar-
ter of au hour she returned, full of
mingled excitement and fright, and
and said that not finding Trottie on
the parade ground, she had gme to

; the houses of the officers’ children
' only to be told that Trottie was not
with any of them ; nor hd he been
seen for some time. Then Mabel—a
terrible certainty stabbing her heart
with a pang that made her face look
suddenly gray and aged—cried sharp

' lj"
“That Indian woman has taken

him! My baby! my baby!’’
In vain Tom Ileriot assured her

: that their naughty hoy, who was a
great pet in the regiment, would he

i lound in one ol the soldiers’ quarters,¦ (casting his eyes and ears with strange
sights and sounds.

i 1 “Go and see,” sh said hoarsely;
“but you will not find him unless you

i find her.
1 When lie came back presently, very

; white and quiet, from this useless
1 search, the alarm had spread, but

there were kind faces and anxious
? suggestions and offers of assistance in

1 Mabel’s pretty little drawing-room
which suddenly looked so desolate.

Nobody but Mate! gave the Indian
r woman more than a thought, for they

1 , were all used to daily visits from In-s dians, who had long been perfectly

• tie’s tired little face aud anxious blue
J eyes.
j For a while there was a breathless,
, blissful confusion of kisses und sobs
I and tender half uttered words as Ma-
, bel with eyes and lips and fingers as-

i sured herself that her boy was safe
*and sound as when he had been taken

b | from her. Ah ! surely there are mo-
,l ments of this sad world whose joy
rj Heaven itself cannot surpass, and no

1 angel’s song will ever thrill Mabel’s
i heart with more perfect rapture than

r did the weary content in Trotlie’s lit-
- tie voice as he tucked his head down
8 close under her cheek and murmured:
s “Trottie does love his own mamma

1 more dan tongue can tell,”

1 “Pretty boy happy now,” said the
• Indian woman abruptly, yet with a
• certain grave satisfaction in her harsh

tones. They were the first words she
had uttered as she stood silent and

f dry-eyed among all those happy, tear-
• ful women, and as she spoke she turn-

-1 ed as if to go, but Mabel’s voice stop-
I ped her.

“Why did you bring him hack to
t me ?”she asked, holding her boy tight-
t ly to her breast; a passionate wonder

• that any woman having once possessed
• him could give him up again overcom-

ing all her shrinking honor.
“Him pretty boy, but not mine,”

; the Indian answered. And then, lay-
• ing one hand on her breast, “Me not

> want white mother to feel ache here
> like me feel; so m bring her boy

back to her.”
“But why did you take him, then ?”

cried one of the ladies eagerly.
“Menot take him,” she replied ; and

' vry briefly, in her own imperfect
> English, she told them what had hap-

¦ pened.
> On her return to their camp the day

’ that she had first seen Trottie she hail
1 told her husband that he reminded

her ef their dead boy, and her husband,
• believing that the child would com-

‘ fort her, had gone to the fort the next

morning, without saying anything to

i her of his purpose, and had managed
r to get Trottie under his blanket when

• when he was pUying quite alone on
: the parade ground,and had persuaded

the child, who was as little afraid of
¦ an Indian as of a white man. that if

ha would keep quiet he would take
: him to see a wonderful sight. In this

i way, after having thrown Troltie’s fez
i down the bluff to avert suspicion, they
t had passed the sentry without diffi-

> cuKy. When he brought the boy to

¦ her and she tried to make him nnder-
i stmd that neither she nor Trottie

. would be happy together he had or-
; dered her to be silent, forbidding her

i to return the child to the fort. The
; camp bad been broken up at once, and

i through all their march that night he
had kept such strict watch of her that

r she could not carrry out her plan of
escape. But when, luring reached a
hiding place he thought safely dis-

i taut, he left ber to hunt some game,
she seized ber opportunity, and tak-
ing Trottie on her back, set out across
the prairie.

r Short as she made her story, Trot-
i tie, tired out with so many griefs and

; joys, was fast asleep on his mother’s
• breast; but when the Indian paused

s and turned again in her swift, silent
fashion to leave the room, Mabel arose

. and came toward her with him iu her
r arms.

i “God bless you, good woman!” she
, s*id softly. Then, with all her voice
, shaken with tender joy and the man-

-1 ner of one who would fain share it, if
1 she could, with the other desolate mo-

i ther, to whom no one would ever

, bring herchild on this sideof Heaven:
1 “See how happy he looks. You .may

I kiss him ; he will not awake.”
, They kept her a few hours; they

. made her rest and eat a little. But
, when Tom Heriot, in the first joy of

his return, would have bestowed upon
t, her all sorts and kind of rewards, she
¦ would take nothing.

“Me want nothing white mother
, cm give,” she itiswered gravely, as
. she had answered Mahel on the day

she had first seen her. And then
waiving her hand toward the prairie,
“Me go back to him out there. Him
very good man to me.”

And so she left them.
i

Sharpers Who Oot Left

There is a sharper’s game which has
1 been played for the last 100 years, and
1 as the turning point is avarice the
game works forty nine times where
it fails once. Two sharpers set out a
few weeks ago to play it on a Wayne

“ county farmer. One of them caaie a-
> long one day and wanted to buy the

> farm. As the farmer wanted to sell,
• it was quite easy to strike a bargain,

i The price was to be $4,000 in cash,
i and the man handed $250 to hind the
i bargain. Within two days a second

• stranger came along and wanted the
r farm. He wanted it so bad he could
i not stand still. He found indications
f of coal, natural gas and coal oil, and

I he was willing to give $6,500 for the
1 place. The idea was, of course, that

> the farmer would be awful sick of his
t first sale and seek to buy the man off.
t It would pay him to offer the man sl,-

500 to release him.
The second stranger was only cut of

' sight when the first one turned up a-
-1 gain. His mouth watered over the

prospect, but not for long. The far-
¦ mer explaindd that he had been offer-
• ed $2,500 more, and added:

“But I don’t care for money. The
3 $4,000 is enough for me, aud its all
) the old farm is worth. When you are

s ready to pay the balance we’ll make
8 out the papers.”

The purchaser offered to release him

; for sl,ooo-s7oo—ssoo—s3oo, but the
, farmer didn’t want to be release!. He

r hung to the bargain money and he’s
t got it yet, while the pair of sharpers
• rave and gnash their teeth every time
- they think ofthe thickness of his skull.

) peaceable and were believed quite in-
s capable of a bolder crime than petty

r dishonesty. Besides, what motive
could tempt them to steal a child,

ir whose discovery in their hands would
i be most certainly severely punished,
, I while even his undiscovered possession

1 could not avail them in any way?
? It was not long before a soldier was
-1 sent, after a whispered conversation,
e to climb down the bluff at the further
. end ol the parade-ground, toward
. which the mothers in the garrison
. had been glancing shudderingly ever
e since the news of Trottie’s diaappear-
t ance In a terribly short time the

soldier returned, the tears filling his
e kindly Irish eyes, and in his hand
. Trottie’s little fez, which he found
. Half way down the bluff, just where a
. rock owerhung the swift Yellowstone.

A great silence fell upon the fort,
r which had been so full ol excitement,

j and the voices which had spoken of
t hope and courage to Mabel were hush-

. ed when Tom Heriot, sinking down
r beside his wife’s chair, laid his head
r on her knees and sobbed.
. It was Mabel who spoke, almost at
' once, in a strange, strained voice that

I yet was instinct with energy, and
something which, if it was not hope,
yet was resolved that it would not be
despair.

“Torn, darling, do not give him up.

I Our boy never went near the bluff.
He promised me again this morning

j that he would not, and he would no
. more break a promise than you would,

Tom. That Indian woman has him.
, Find her—find her quickly, dear ; I

cannot wait much longer.”
More to sooth her than from any

hope of finding her belief true, Tom,
; with another officer and a few sol-

diers, rode to the little Indian camp,
about a mile from the fort, only to

, find that nothing was left of it but
. some burned out tires Something of
’ his wife’s strong couvictio i seemed to

pass into Tom lleriot’s heart at the
sight of that suddenly deserted camp.

“We must make up several parties
[ and search for them,” he said briefly

i to the officer with him as they rode
back to the fort; but there was the
light of new hope in his eye.

• 1 There is this much of resemblance
.i to a family in such a small and isola-
ted community as the garrrison at
Fort Fletcher, that, however much
they may quarrel among themselves
in prosperity, the touch of a great

| sorrow on one of its members effaces
all asperities for the'time in the re-
membrance of how close and entire is

: their mutual dependence on each other,
i From the Colonel down to the latest
arrived recruit there was no heart in

; the regiment tint did not feel a pang
at the.thought of the blue fearless eyes
and straight baby-figure which, whe-
ther carried away in the swift rush of
the Yellowstone or across the prairie
to some Indian hiding place, they bad
little hope of seeing again. There
were mon volunteers thau were need-
ed for the searching parties as soon as
Tom asked for them, and with the
last one to set out Tom went himself
after a sharp struggle between bis
restless desire to be doing something

, toward finding his boy and his sense
that he was leaving Mabel to bear the
heaviest burden of suspense alone. It
was she who sent him away in the end.

“Go, Tom.” she murmured, clinging
to him with trembling fingers and

, looking at him with piteous, eotreat-
ting eyes. “You have been always so
good and patient, perhaps God will
let you find him. I have been a bad
wife, a bad mother. Hush! I must

• say it before you go. I have been
. wicked anQ repining, though I had

• you both safe, my precious ones; God
lias punished me. Say you forgive
me—just once, Tom—and He may for-

. I give me, too, for your sake aud let me
, j have my boy again.”

Holding her close to his loyal heart
I —which indeed bad never doubted her
perfection—be assorted her that nev-
er wife or mother had been more per-

fect, uttering the forgiveness lor
- which she pleaded so passionately in
i such tender words as made it sound

more like a blessing than a pardon.
Before midnight they were all gone,

. and Mabel was left to wear through
. the hours of waiting in the rooms
, wbersall Trottie’s life bad been spent,
[land where every chair and table grew

I pneious t>> her in that long watching,
! because they seemed to assure her,

with the dumb force of every day as-
, sociation with him, that it was impos-
. sible he could really be gone forever.

All that night and the next day she
f lived through her suspense as women

1 live through such agonies,—sometimes
i on her knees, sometimes pacing up
i and down, answering when she was

i spoken to, eating and drinking when
: she was told 10 do so by the friends

who took it in turn not to leave her a-
i lone. But whatever she did, her

whole heart, her whole soul, was one
wild prater; such a prayer as most of
us make iu our bitterest needs, and
wiiose passionate rebellion against

i what may be His will the God who
made human love so strong must

• ssrely forgive, even if He does not
i heed it.

¦ It was nearly sunset on the follow-
, ing day when Mabel arose suddenly

from her knees. “Listen !” she said
sharply.

; There were hurried steps coming a-
i cross the parade-ground, and it flash-

ed through her heart that no one hur
r ries to tell bad news. The door was

i pushed open by a soldier, for once too
: eager to remember ceremoney. “The
i squaw (has brought him back !” he
i cried.
i “Yes, she had brought him back;

for there she stood in the doorway,
j hollow-eyed und dust stained with her
j long tramp over the prairie, while out

- from her blanket, where she had car-
f ried him papoose-fashion, looked Trot-


