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RNUM IN ADVANCE.

ROBINSON, PARKER & 0.
FINE & MEDIUM CIL.LO'TIII N G

STRICTLY ONE PRICE=-=NO DEVIATION,

319 S. E. Corner 7Tth & D. St=., W ASITINGTON, . C.

J. BOYKIN LEE & CO.

ancssiMERGHANTS

OSSN
CRAIN&

FOR THE SALE OF
wooL

LEAF TOBACCO,
z.gampen st BAITINORE.

One deor west of Charles.
Chipchase Bros.,

—GENERAL

Commission Merchants,

YOR THE SaLk OF

Leaf Tobacco, Grain, Wool &
Country Produce-

106 South Charles street,
BALTIMORE, MD.

We will give especial sttention to the im-
spection snd eale of all Tobucce consigned
tous. All kinds of

FERTILIEERS, CLOVER SEED,

GROCERIES AN IMPLEMENTSN.
furnished st LOWEST PRICES.

Liberal advances made on ecnsignments.

We have engaged the servicesof MR. AU-
CUSTUS Y. GRAY te solicit for us in this
ceunty. (April 4-1y5.)

Himan G:_Dt:our. J. Wu.'rn C;irllf‘l_l
WitLiax J. EpzLex.

LUDLEY & CARPENTER

-~

GENERAL
COMMISSION 1 ERCHANTS

TOR THE BALE OF

Tobacco, Grain &ec.

57 Light Street,

B LTIMORE, MD.

A% QPECIAL ATTENTION GIVFN TO
F Inspection and rale of TOBACCO,
snd sale of all Couatry Produce. Cossign-
ments solicited. ___Pov30-ly.
E. D. R. Bean.

Marceilus Burch

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

BALTIMORE, MD.

COMMISSION MERCHANTS,

FOR THE SALE OF

Tobacco, Grain, Wool, Hides,

Furs.JJ.ve Stock

and Produce Generally.

¥ »nsigements Solirited and prompt re-
turss made, (jun. 29-1y.-86.)

ALBIN PRICE & CO.,
909 La. Ave., & 910 C 5t., 5. W.

WasHINGgTON, D. C.

Gen’l Commission Merchants

FOR THE SALE OF

Horses, Cattle, Sheep, Lambs,
Veal, Grain, Hay, Cord-
WO0O0D, OYSTERS, POULTRY, EGGS
WOOL, FUR, HIDES, ETC.

2% Return thauks fer the liberal patrenage
we bave received and hope to continue to merit

the same. (feb. 5 2-m.)
ESTABLISED ..ccccctareeeanccensecencesencanons 1822
JOSIAH H. D. SMOUT,

—DEALER IN—

Lumber, Shingles, Laths,

Nails, Lime, Cement,

Calcined Plaster, &c¢, Kc.
MANUFACTURER OF
FLOORING, DOORS, SASH, BLINDS.
FRAMES, BOULDINGS, MANTELS,
BRACKETS, AND ALL KIND
OF WOOD WOURK.

( flice & Yard :—21 N. Union St.

Factory:—13 & 15 N. Lee St.
ALEXANDRIA, VA.

Wy Seasened Lumber and Ficoring kept
under cover.

B. F. PEAKE,

Manufaeturer and Dealer in

Building Materials, Hardware

DOCRS, 8ASH, BLINDS,
Window and Door Frames, Lime and Cal
clined Plaster, Moulding, Hand Rails,
Paints, Oils, Leads, Cement,

Slate Muntels, &c.

Cor. King & Pitt Streets,

m36-3m ALEXANDRIA, VA.

W. M. MUSCHETTE,

ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,
PORT TOBACCO, MD.
ILL attend promptly to a!l business en-

trusted to bis care. Cun be found at the
offies of R. H. Edelen, Esq. [y. 31y

FOR MEN AND BOYNS.

J. Benj. Mattingly,

Passaice

MANUFACTURERS OF

AMMONIATED DISSOLVED BONE.
U. 8. PHOSPHATE and CELEBRATED GROUND BONE.
$3ER S 0oSIE e ——
BEST FERTILIZERS NOW IN
OFFICE AND WARLHOUSES
Nos. 54 and 58 Bachanan's Wharf Batimore, Ml
FACTORY—NEWARK. N. Y

ceee-

s THE USE

"l

A1 have an Established Warehouse at La Plata, on the B & 1" !
wauys on hand there a full line of wll grades of the above Feriiizers read
liyery. References: J. H. Langley, W. M. Jamesen, Capt. Alex Frash
Alex. Haislip, Jobn B. Carpenter, H. H. Owen and «il who !
We huve a most excellent articie tor POTATOES avd wil Kinds

o

John J. Lioyd.

—ga>GEN'L AGENT FOR—Z=>41—

G. 0OBER & SON COMPANY,

MANUFACTURERS OF

STANDARD FERTILIZIZIS,

AND DEALERS IN

FERTILIZING MATERIALS
B e R e ey

Factery, Locust Point, BAITINOI
—_—

Regular Brandszs— SPECIAL Noo L PERUVIAN Lal
BONE & POTASH. AMMONIATED SUPLE PHOSPHATE OF
LIME. PURE DIS. RAW BONES. PURE DIS. RAW BONEN
& POTASH. PURE ['IS. BONE. PURERAW GLNUINE
D1S. BONE PHOUSPHATE. DIS. BONE PHOS
PHATE & POTASH. WHITE HALL PHOS
PHATE. LOCUST POINT COMPOUND.
FARMERS STANDAD MURATE POT
ASH. SULPHATE POTASH.

GROUND TANKING, AND
ALL FERTILIZIN(G
MATERIALS.

Before purchasing your Fertilizers for Wheat the coning seascom, it will be 10 you
ive us & call.  All the above brunds are sirictly reliuble, besides we keep 1o 5 00
the best grade material from which we cun unke you sny grade Fertilizer vou
This House is an old established one, und every thing they sell you bs us repres
evideuce of the superiority of our gocls, my sales buve increased trom 21 tons pa
the first year te ope thousand and eighiy-tive tous, this being my sules in Clasl
Mary’s counties the past year. I sball not be satiefied until 1 sell every responsib e fu
Southern Maryland, as it iz not enly tor my own interest | wish 1o do so. My grewtest o
to induee the planters of Southern Marylund 10 use stiietly first cluss goods und cun only d
by deuling with & first cluse bouse. It ycu will buy your goods frem the G Ober & Sons
Compauy you will not regret it. Mr. W. I. Burch, ut Bryuntown, or Mr. C. B. Liovd, o
Collcctor and Sale:men, will be g'ad 10 receive your orders, and 1 will devote as much tine as
| can in the two counties the coming season io order to incuce the tarmers of Southern Muary
hnd to buy tbe best Fertilizers offercd 10 the people of auy State iu Usnion. Al responsitie
orders sent direct to the Cowpany will receive prompt attention.

Yours very truly,

JOHN M. LLOYD.

S0

hus used our goodsior several yearsand says be will use no others both for W hieat und Tot acc

JOHN M. LLOYD.

BUGGIES! BUGGIES, BUGGIES!

A=-Call and be convinced of what we say.
H. D. SCHMID'T,

|21 N. Liberty Street,

Select Joetuu,

A KNOI OF BLUE.

She hath no gems of luster bright

Fo sparkle in her bair;

No need hath she of borrowed light
To muke her beanty fuir

Upon ber shining locks afloat
Are daisics wet with dew,

And peeping fiom her lissome throat
A little kuot of biue.
A dainty knot of blue
A ribbon blithe of blue,

It 6lls my dreamis with sunny gleans,
That'little kuot of biue.

For First-class Clothin~, =~

anything could ever be, and yet who peaceable and were believed quite in-
every day, almost every hour, of his capable of a bolder crime than petty
little iife added to her cires and her dishonesty. Besides, what motive
anxieties. could tempt them to steal a child,
Her thoughts came back suddenly| whose discovery in their hands would
to the present at & more uproarious be most certainly severely punished,
shout than usual from the children, whileeven his undiscovered possession
and she saw Trottie cantering toward | could not avail them in any way?
her astride of a stick, while half the| It was not long before a soldier was

| pleats of his kilted shirt trailed be-lsent, after a whispered conversation,

hind him. “Oh, what a boy!” she to climb down the bluff at the further

cried. rising to catch him as he passed. end ot the parade-ground, toward |

“Not a boy: Trottie a horse. Lis- Which the ‘mothers in the garrison
ten, mamma.” And with a most life- had been glazcing shudderingly ever
like neigh and a final prance of the Since the news of Trottie’s disappear-
scarlet stockings, he paused before 8DCE. In a terribly short time thﬁ
her |soldier returned, the tears filling his

“Naughty, naughty Trottie,” she kindly Irish eyes, and in his hand

Agricultural Chemical Works

LISTER BROTHERS. Proprictors.

N B —What Mr. James F. Mattingly, a lurge and practical farmer of Chaptico District, St
Mary's county, says of our Tobacco Compound : He says that be can grow ws large co
from other fertilizers 18 be can from Ober’s, but while Uber's is just as good as 1o quality, it
weighs from } to } more than uny otber Fertilizers that be tins used. 1 wili bere add that My
Mattingly is vot only a very good und prosperous farmer but strictly relinbile Mr. Mattingly

BALTIMORE. JNO. T. DIGGES,

You are sure of yow
moneys worthevery time
and fuller measure for
value than you get else-
where,

ACME HAILL,

“The Glass of Fashion,”

No. 209 W. Baltimore Street,

Fresh Bone Super-Fhosphate of Lime. o

BALTIMORE.
Mail Orders receive

\ LHTLE 100 EARLY

Prompt Attentior

=II2INC(: (s OO

\ND

JOHNSON, GARNER & 00,

636 Peuasylvania Avenne, Sonth side,
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A Most Effective Combination,

General Prostrat

Aud al! DERAY

HANDY & COX,
143 N. HOWARD STREET,

BALTIMORE, MDD,

INSTAAREE WITHN REACK (F ALL

THE HARTFORD LIFE
ANNUITY COMPANY,

HARTFORD, CONNT.

Wil Lisure all Healthy subjects, Mal
and Fewmale,

s organized i 1806 and

the Endowment and An-

I of 1879 when they

i svstem, by whick plan

urance at legs than half

IA'”A'l.IHH“
the pay ment of every
man, an absolute cer-
CARRIAGES! CARRIAGES!! CARRIAGE!! W
- 2 s ot thousand dollars on bis life, and thus secure
All Kinds at All Prices from €50 up. e
payment of about ten dotlurs a year, und when
’ he has paic sten doilars addy 1! into J
@@f—*—'rs.«’,—*-—w,-\)‘,\ o o P S o P S o P, A(-((}I; ;”“"'-IV :“i;“!"l‘x‘m\! ;“:} devindn ,“l::,’::,,- ‘,4‘.(,-‘ 'liY‘u:‘
2 R PP P ORI T IPIPPOPI SRR IR RRERY ) years, Lis payments wiil be greatly reduced by
3 2 | g -‘“\‘;dvy.fh nlvr‘ll.‘n:d »‘\'r_\' >w\\ months : The
: A FULL LBATHER rIOP BUGGY $73' : ) safety fund is alrendy over 3400,000 and is rap-
= = £ {idly i g. They have cash capital of
e i} | B ceing e S A

B~ s e~ e~ e~ e~~~ (@ 2 quarter million.

General Agent for
MARYLAND,

B. H. MITCHELL,|
‘M. THOMPSON, ;...

| Examining
) PHyYsICIAN,

Agent for
KLES COUNTY

A Select Storu,
LITTLE, ‘FROTTVIE.

PY FO FAVED MOTHERS

e ug brilliantly at the
Fort Fletcher as
earthly paradise in

) '
Jrounas at

t was un

stead of a bleak and ugly bit of Mon
tana prairie cut ofl from 1ts pareot
wilderness by some rough defenses
ind two rows of sufliciently ill-bailt
jnarters. It was quite deserted at
this hour, except by ha!f a dozen ol
garrison children, who—being of
AN ag enjoy the sunshine uudis-
] | by any arricre pensee a8 to the
ugi Uss shone uj -Wele &MuUusiig
thems s immensely and filling th
alr W 1 outs and shrill

€ fection

i
ng the

d by warnings and pun
upper

necessi'y

Keeping to the
le, far away from a

“

Luu L)

ertain one wall behind which a
uil, d lv attr ive to youth-
| ent or g the Yellow-
Mabel Heriot, sitting in the small

porch in front of | hiusband’s quar-

ters, her fingers busy with some huge

iarns in oa pair ol .,-v'x' et stocwings,

turned her pretty, discontented eyes,

often thun was good for the pro
gress of ber work, to another pair of
HENES Fing flashed 10 and
among t 2 f children with

A vity whieh promised her more
i g luture, for they
~on;and 1gh

was v v years he

{ . A positive genius

Wesr & g hia ow mn

, us al ies, o

4 v cheer

! sdmiration and
said to
half a

httie

and
qul AL
t how much less

take care of hun.

e

to Keep his
e grows rougher

1 this uncivilized

o was darviong

i, her thoughts

s
= she had been wateh

ack, as they were apt

e four ye of her

i all its poverty, its pri-
s dreary exile in this far
back to the days of her
the tender light which

ast by the knowledge

i no possible fu-
<1 days had grown to
ery shadowless to Mabel Heriot.
1l £0 €W4sY,—N0 CATes, DO
anxieties,—while
rirl conld desire of lux-
and admiration had
| upon ber as the adopt-
ighter of a wealthy and generous,
hough rather tyrannical, uncle. It
had all been quite perfect until she
ed with Tom Heriot at a West|
Point ball and read something in his

heard something in  his
pleasant voice that stirred her heart!|
with the conviction that, charming as

gfe had bee

isement

been showere

dani

!1!!1'- eves,

ber lif. had seemcd, 1t would hence- |
forward be very empty and desolate if
she must banish those eyes and that

vole

e from her; a conviction strong e-
nough to support her through all the|
stormy scenes which followed her un-|

cle’s bitter opposition to her engage- |
to a penniless licutenant ;strong
‘nough to make her reply to his tinal
leclaration that she must choose be-

Hient

(

tween her lover and him by putting
her hand ia Tom Heriot's, with the
passionate protest that where he went

there she must follow, even though it
was to the worlil’s end.  Nor has she|
vet, even to her own heart, said that|
siie repented her choice; ounly, like
many another unheroic women, she
had discovered that it is not the great
erises of life which are the most difti-
cult to meet Leroically, and that ae
mong the most proetical and prosaie
of every-day hardships her fancy was
apt to stray, niore than was loyal to|
Tom, to dreanis of what might have
boen if she had chosen ditferently. |
Oh. that “if!”  She little knew, when |
admiring the patience which kept her|
lips silent, how often Tom had seen |
that *if”” in her eyes, and had turned
away, a weight of self reproach on his
faithinl heart that he had aceepted
from her girlish tenderness the sacri-
fice of a future which might have
been so muech fairer than he could
make it.

And now there was Trottie—Trot- |
tie, whose every curl of red-gold hair

was dearer to his mother than she had|

believed in those idle youthful days'

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

As she freed herself smiling and
frowning and holding the little cling-
ing hauds in hers, somsbody close be-
side them sighed o heavily that Ma-
bel turned, rather startled

An Indisn woman, with a basketful
of bead-work strapped to her back,
stood guzing at the mother and child
with a look of yearuing sorrow in her
¢yes which half-touched, half-fright-
ened Mabel. “What do you want?”
she asked quickly.

“Me want nothing white mother
can give,” the squaw answered grave-
Iy, luying one brown hand on Trottie’s
bright hair. “Him pretty boy,” sbe
said slowly, a hard breath between
each sentence. “Me have pretty boy
® big. White mother very happy;

beside his wife’s chair, laid his head
on her knees and sobbed.

It was Mabel who spoke, almost at
once, in a strange, strained voice that
yet was instinct with energy, and
something which, 1f it was not hope,
yet was resolved that it would not be
despair.

*“Tom, darling, do not give him up.
Our boy never went near the bluff.
He promised me again this morning
that he would not, and he would no
more break a promise than you would,
Tom. That Fndian 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 wothing was left of it but
some burned out tiree Something of
his wife's strong convictios seemed to

shie keep her boy.  Great Spirit take
my bos.”  Then, with a gesture of de-
spair which all her wonderful savage|
endurance could notsubdue, she clasp |
ed both hands before her face sud|
«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
their near neighborhood, striving with
compassion for the griefl which moat
Jpr-uls to a woman's sympathy =

Jut no doubrs troubled Trottie |
Giriel was evident in every line of lhei
bent, trembling tigure, and for every|
griel in his experience thera wus one|
remedy sure and unfailing. He ap |
p.‘lﬁl 1t at once, l

“Not cry any more,” he said in his|
little voice, and kissed the|
mly bit of brown cheek which her|
clasped han s left vi-ible. |

She turned ss though she would|
have flung her arms about him, but|
Mabe! had clasped her boy fust, with
4 zudden terror, sharp though indefin-
able.

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

“Pretty boy very good to me; white
mother not be afraid me huart him,”
shie said, and walked away with a
grave dignity which brought a shamed
color to Mabel's face.

She stepped forward with an im-|
pulse to say something kind bat
pauscd with a smile at berself, half-
shy, balf amused. What could she
say of counsolation that un Indian wo- |
man could understand, whose r.ligi-|
ous fuith was probably even more
vigue than her knowledge of English?
Aund she shrank from offering a grief|
that was so real and so dignified the|
usual and very substantial cure of)|
squaw troubles No, Trottie, had |
done all that could be done to show
their sympathy. Poor soul! whatever
else she might fail to compreheud, she
had understood the touch of those
baby lips.

With a Kiss that was even more ten-
der thun usual, Mabel Heriot took her
boy on her kneees and told him fairy
storiez until dinner time, to the utter
neglect of the undarned stockings and
the torn skirt.

All that day Mabel felt strangely
anxious and restless whenever Trottie
was out of her sight. DBut 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
en the parade ground. Attwo o’clock
the maid was sent to bring him in to
dinner, he baving failed to appear as
hungrily prompt as usual. ln a quar-
ter of an hour she returned, full of
mingled excitement and fright, and
and said that not finding Trottie on
the parade ground, she had gone to
the houses of the officers’ children
only to be told that Trottie was not
with any of them ;nor had he been
seen for gome time. T'hen Mabel—a
terrible certainty stabbing her heart
with a pang that made her face look
suddenly gray and aged—cried sharp-
ly:

" ¢That Indian woman
him! My baby! my baby!"”

In vain Tom Heriot assured her
that their naughty boy, who was a
great pet in the regiment, would be
found in one ot the soldiers’ quarters,
feasting his eyes and ears with strange
sights and sounds.

“Go and see,” she said houarsely;
“but you will not find him unless youn
find her.

When he came back presently, very
white and quiet, from this useless
search, the alarm had spread, but
there were kind faces and anxious
suggestions and offers of assistance in
Mabel’s pretty little drawing-room
which suddenly looked so desolate.

Nobody but Mate! gave the Indian
woman more than a thought, for they
were all used to daily visits from In-
dians, who had long been perfectly

cheealul

has taken

pase into Tom Heriot’s heart at the

{sight of that suddenly deserted camp.

“We must make 'u? geveral parties
and search for them,” he said briefly
to the officer with him as they rode
back to the fort; but there was the
light of new hope in his eye.

There is this much of resemblance
to a family in such a small and isola-
ted community as the garrrison at
Fort Fietcher, that, however much
they may quarrel among themselves
in prosperity, the touch ot a great
sorrow on one of its wembers effaces
all asperities for the time in the re-
membrance of how close and entire is
their mutoal dependence ou each other,
From the Colouel down to the latest
arrived recruit there was no heart in
the regiment that did not feel a pang
at thethought of the blue fearless eyes
and straight baby-tigure which, whe-
ther carried away in the swift rush of
the Yellowstone or across the prairie
to some Iudian hiding place, they had
little hope of seeing again. There
were more volunteers than were need-
ed for the searching parties as soon as
Tom asked for them, and with the
last ane to set out Tom went himself
after & sharp struggle between his
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, clinginﬁ
to him with trembling fingers an
looking at him with piteous, eotreat-
ing eves. “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 anfl repining, though I bhad
you both safe, my precious ones; God
has punished me. Say you forgive
me—just once, Tom—and He may for-
give me, too, for your sake and let me
have my boy again.”

Holding her close to his loyal heart
—which indeed bad never doubted her
perfection —he assurred her that nev-
er wife or mother had been more per-
fect, uttering the forgiveness for
which she pleaded so passiouately in
such tender words as made it sound
more like a blessiog than a pardon.

Before midnight they were all gone,
and Mabel was left to wear through
the hours of waiting in the rooms
where all Trottie’s life had been spent,
and where every chair and table grew
precious to 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
lived through her suspense as women
live through such agonies,—sometimes
on her knees, sometimes pacing up
and down, answering when she was
spoken to, eating and drinking when
she was told to do so by the friends
who took it in turn not to leave her a-
lone. But whatever she did, her
whole heart, her whele soul, was one
wild prayer; such a prayer as most of
us make in our bitterest needs, and
whose passionate rebellion against
what may be His will the God who
made human love so strong must
sarely forgive, even if He does not
heed it.

It was nearly sunset on the follow-
inz day when Mabel arose suddenly
from her knees. “Listen!” she suid
sharply.

There were hurried steps coming a-
croas the parade-ground, and it flash-
ed through her heart that no one hur
ries to tell bad news. The door was
pushed open by a soldier, for once too
eager to remember ceremoney. ‘The
squaw has brought him back!” he
cried.

“Yes, she had brought him back;
for there she stood in the doorway,
hollow-eyed and dust-stained with her
long tramp over the prairie, while out
from her blanket, where she had car-
ried him papoose-fashion, looked Trot-

Voiume XLIII.---No. 2.
|

tie's tired little face and anxious blue
| eyes.

For a while there was a breathless,
blissful confusion of kisses and sobs
and tender half uttered words us Ma-
bel with eyes and lips and fingers as-
sured herself that her boy was safe
and sonnd as when he had been taken
from her. Ah! surely there ar: mo-
ments of this sad world whose joy
| Heaven itself cannot surpass, and no
angel’s song will ever thrill Mabel’s
heart with more perfect rapture than
did the weary content 1n Trottie’s lit-
tle voice as he tucked his head down
close under her cheek and murmaured :
“Trottie does love his own mamma
more dan tongue can tell.”

fG"M({n &nd Bovs,cut ‘?\Ild | said, quite declining to give his pvr-szme'O Illltle fez, 'hlc!l he found “Pretty boy bappy now,” said the
B . 7 . ' . formauce the smile its realism desery-|Nalf way down the bluff. just where 4| [ndian woman abruptly, yet with a
GENERAL AGENT FOR made in the finest Sta X : : d ed. “See this great rip, which mam.|rock overhung the swift Yellowstone. | certain grave satisfaction in her harsh
o . ‘ faste i b ma only mended last night.” |A great silence fell upon the fort,|tones. They were the first words she
SOUTHIERN MARYILAND and of the best materia el nicunss IO “Trottie sorry,” he cried, looking|which had been so full ot excitement,|had uttered as she stood silent and
= s L ikt = s =R h o D Selediatvibagshi fnoiiins e up in her troubled face,and then with [#nd the voices which had spoken of | qry..yed among all those happy, tear-
both For eign and omes\ I'n S Rwges i a spring he clagped both arms about| hope and courage to Mabel were hush- | fy| women, and as she spoke she turn-
M co e tic. call at Acme Hall.- S Vinturn I'eck. in Contusy.  ber neck as shebent over him to gath- |¢d when Tom Heriot, sinking down |ed as if to go, but Mabel’s voice stop-
- “w “ .

ped her.

“Why did you bring him back to
me ?” she asked, holding her boy tight-
ly to her breast; a passionate wonder
that any woman having once possessed
him could give him up again overcom-
ing all her shrinking horror.

“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 fee!; so me bring her boy
back to her.”

“Bat why did you take him, then ?”
cried one of the ladies eagerly.

““Me not take him,” she replied ; and
very 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 had
told her husband that he reminded
her of their dead boy, and her hngband,
believing that the child would com-
fort her, had gone to the fort the next
morning, withount saying anything to
her of his purgose, and had managed
to get Trottie under his blanket when
when he was playing 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
he would keep quiet he would take
him to see a wonderful sight. In this
way, after having thrown Trottie’s fez
down the bluff to avert suspicion, they
had passed the sentry without diffi-
culty. When he brought the boy to
her and she tried to make himn under-
stand that neither she mor Trottie
would be happy together he had or-
dered her to be silent, forbidding her
to return the child to the fort. The
camp had been broken up at once,and
through all their march that night he
had kept such strict watch of her that
she could not carrry out ber plan of
escape. But when, having reached a
hiding place he thought safely dis-
tant, he left ner to hunt some game,
she seized her opportunity, and tak-
ing Trottie on her back, set out across
the prairie.

Short as she made her story, Trot-

tie, tired out with so many griefs and
joys, was fast asleep on his mother’s
breast ; but when the Indian paused
and turned again in 'her swift, silent
fashien to leave the room, Mabel arose
and came toward her with him in her
arms.
“God bless you, good woman !” she
said softly. Then, with all her voice
shaken with tender joy and the man-
ner of one who would fain share it, if
she could, with the other desolate mo-
ther, to whom no one would ever
bring herchild on this sideof Heaven:
“See how happy he looks. You may
kiss him ; he will not awake.”

They kept her a few hours; they
made her rest and eat a little. But
wien Tom Heriot, in the first joy of
his return, would have bestowed upon
her all sorts and kind of rewards, she
would take nothing.

“Me want nothiog white mother
can give,” she xnswered 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.

o

Sharpers Who Got Left.

There is a sharper’s game which has
beer. played for the last 100 years, and
as the turning point i3 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 cawe a-
long one day and wanted to buy the
farm. As the farmer wanted to sell,
it was quite easy to strike a bargain.
The price was to be $4,000 in cash,
and the man handed $250 to bind the
bargain. Withio two days a second
stranger came along and wanted the
farm. He wanted it so bad he could
oot stand still. He found indications
of coal, natural gas and coal «il, and
he was willing to give $6,500 for the
place. The idea was, of course, that
the farmer would be awful sick of bis
first sale and seek to buy the mar off.
It would pay him to offer the man $1,-
500 to release him. il
The second stranger was only cut of
sight when the first one turned up a-
gain. His mouth watered over the
prospect, but not for long. The fara
mer explaindd that he had been offer-
ed $2,500 more, and added :
“But I don’t care for money. The
$4,000 is enough for me, aud its all
the old farm is worth. When you are
ready to pay the balance we’ll make
out the papers.” :
The purchaser offered to release him
for $1,000— $700—$500—$300, but the
farmer didn’t want to oe released. He
hung to the bargain money and he’s
got it yet, while the pair of sharpers
rave and gnash their teeth every time
they think of the thickness of his skull.




