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madness ia, upon ocoasioo!
"March Hutes" is v fanta-sy, a .story

of the way things might happen in a

world where human relations were .sim-
pler than tht-y are upon the i>laiu'l
earth. It is very different In its eon-
ii.itlit Idealism from any tiling else
which its author has written, and yet,

ii is no less good. Mr. Frederic has
already endeared himself to the real-
ists by his dogged adherence to the
tarts of life as shown In previous nov-
els. This new story will commend him
to the incorrigible Idealists as well,
though they may marvel at the ease
with which he slips th<> leash of the
actual ami goes wandering gaily off
nver the green Reids of the Improbable.

As regards the manner of iis execu-
tion, the stoi\ is done with a bewitch-

lijjhtness <*( touch which has not.
heretofore, marked the author's work
li

-
other bonks have strode along at

a sturdy independent ga.lt. This one
has wings and floats on so dexterously

that one is forced to believe flying is
ill Pvederic's favorite method of Hter-

progression, and thai he lias only
w ilked up tn this present out of def-
erence to the generally entertained
notion that it i> a more dignified way
of Retting over the ground. At all
events, he is clearly master of air as
v \u25a0! as of earth a fact which willmake
his future as .inovelist an absorbingly
inti resting study.

(\u25a0•March Hares." by Harold Frederic. New
> , rk. D. \;pleton & Co. $1.25. For sale
b> the St. Paul Book and Stationer} com-
pany, i

Th«- Macmillan company bring out In
a handsome volume, the memoirs o£
:\u25a0'-, Serick A. P. Barnard, tenth presl-

I of Columbia. The material for
the volume was collected by Bar-
nard and her death before the work
was well under way left the editor,
Mr. John Fulton, at a considerable
disadvantage in regard to documents
and questions of detail. His ditnoult
t:i<k. however, i-.as been very satisfac-
torily performed. Dr. Barnard was. In
the editor's happy phrase, one of the
eminent leaders "in the conservative
progress of the higher education," dur-
ing a lons and valuable life. His ex-
perience as an educator was wide and
varied, and included an acquaintance
with the educational field in the South
as well as in the- North. He was called
to the pr< sidency of Columbia in 1564.
and filled that position until years and
increasing ill-health compelled him to
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\u25a0 '\u25a0\u25a0 Martin J. Prlt hard

-'tone & Co., $1.2.".)

the g ....I signs of the
m unprofessional famil-

y- ith Nature is on the increase
.-. People are out-grow-

he notion Uiat the scientist and
\u25a0i are the only people who
: In an acquaintance v.ith

1 i nmlher of us all, and on one pre-
uxl or anortier are striking up per-
sunal friendships with her neglected

ilways affable personality. Hence
null t;«le of little books lntroduc-

us in an off-hand way to the birds,
ects and th-> wild Bowers. The

\ ii..si addition to this kind litera-
is 'Familiar Trees and Their

Leaves." bj F. Schuyler Matthews.
Mi Matthews' opening .statement is• .< that trees may be justly

i among our best friends,
and ii. proceeds to make known to us
several hundred of those to be found

i:e eastern half of the United
\u25a0 inying the Introduction

I' ' s cases with a drawing of
.- md fruit which, together with

th letailed description, will
p n-e ;•\u25a0 iho Identity of any

>k is pre< eded bj a
S >i< i'Pi adequate plan for le;if-

ioH. shov/ing in what chap-
t lass ><;\u25a0 leaf-forms is consid-

Lh« ..ft' labor is evidently one
the book is clearly and pleas-

written, and the author buc-. inspiring tho reader with
\u0084

\u25a0 '.' his, own enthusiasm for
sts. Tho little manual vi!; bea companion for country

rarabJ :•\u25a0 Etfld will doubtless achhieve
•

\u25a0 : tolj \u25a0: a ryes.
\u25a0 ii-!-.-.< and il

'
•!\u25a0 Leaves "

by
F. S.'nni-- Matthews. New York, n Ap-

\u25a0 ii i.. $t.75. Por s;.iv by the St." Paul'
\u25a0 an*? Bt*ttonery company.)

"Oear lady, the stories are the only
> litable things in life. The alleged
rvßiities of existence pass by us or roll

us and leave us colorless and
"mit:. The genuine possessions of our

-the things that shape and dem-
and furnish our sphitual habita-

tionf /cc the things that never hap-
f •\u25a0!. sajs the hero of Mr. Harold
''\u25a0<!!\u25a0!\u25a0\u25a0<= now story t_: the iiei-c/inf. |
Tn y ar>* both quite mad, of course, j

tender his r< signation in ISSB, a year
before his death at the age of four-score. I! was his good fortune to en- !
ter upon his dutU-.s at Columbia at the !
beginning of a period of growth. He i
appreciated the opportunity and labor-
ed to pr< mote the advancement of the
institution to the honorable place which
it now occupies among American col-leges. The tide was with him, but none
the less di ihe ste ••.\u25a0 the craft skillfully.
He early attempted to ext< nd the bene-
fits of Columbia to women, and more
than once recoi ded his unalte rable i on-
v-ictioo ili.iln was the thing to be doi c.
The nann nhich Barnard colleg • b
Stands as a memorial of his strenuous
efforts in tw-half if the Ip '

uti >n
of women.

Jt has l ii the plan of the biographer
to tell the story of President Barnard's
life and work in his own language as
far us possible, and a large part of tin
volume consists of extracts from his
writings and summaries of his i icorded
views.

( Memoirs r.r Frederick \. P. Barnard,"
in Pulton. New York The Maroiillan: ale b :, St/ Paul

\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0-\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0

The 1) es issue in Lippin< ott's seriesof select novels is "A Lonelj Maid,"
by the "Duchess." Against the cus-tomary ba< k-ground of an Irish coun-
try-house ill.- author arrays her host
\u25a0 •I" pretty girls, flirtations wives and
affable though Inane young men. There
is one man more in earnest than theothers and one girl more beautiful
than her companions. There is also l
an old mill with mysterious arrows S
chalked upon its walls, and a k>l of j
missing jewels. The astute reader im-mediately connects these two farts and

'
can hardly condone the stupidity of the j
searchers for the lost treasure in not
digging in the right spot until thetwenty-eighth chapter. The story is
written with The author's wonted
sprightliness, which is setting- a little
time-worn and battered perhaps but
still makes a brave showing-.

("A Lonely .Maid." by tho Duchess. Phila-delphia. J. B. Lippinrott Company.)

Mis. Meade did better work years
ago. before she began to tell us fairy-
tales of the slums, than she is doing
now. "Jill" is the story of a London I
flower-girl of great beauty, honesty,
intelligence, daintiness and a high
sense of honor. We submit that the

'
!

thins which makes a slum a slum. I
and keeps Its inhabitants in it is the
lack in thorn of th^s^ qualifications
for a more fully developed form of liv-Ing. We do noi think very highly ofJill's best young man, but Silas Lynn,
the flower merchant, exhibits qualities
of high-mindedn >ss and heroic eon-

'
sideration for others whose existence ;
In any kind of a human being is' aImatter of doubt. We are willing to be- I

j lieve in the humanity o<
-

Mrs. Mead ;*s
Londoners, but their angelhood is
other matter and leaves us skeptical ;

However, there Is no doubt, that angels
are good company, and whether \u25a0

able or not, Jill's story is agreeably :
written.

("GUI." by Mrs. L. T Meade. New YorkAmerican Publishers' Corporation. '•< cent? ) \—Cornelia AJwood Pratt.

——
."VOTKS,

Tie dories in the Pocket Magazine toi ;he
month are by !I. G. Wells, Gilbert Parker]
Stepbyn Cra:ie, Clinton Rasa ana Francis
Cribble. They arc. as their authors indicate j
sstirrir.t; tad adventurous tales.

The September Issue of Ccsmo^lis is full <\u25a0
of interesting guitar. In tlie English *e<> •

Itfon fiction is represented by a story from ih<? ,
ipen of Violet Hunt. Max .Mulier f'outribuieslan article on "Prehistoric Antiquities ut Ux«

'

\u25a0'fflTkfafcm-o.ionn ftac*!* TVof. Srahaffj writes
ol \u25a0Muir.uth in 18im." but hl« ma; mm
ii-ttr-id from the title and .strays into genera!NHKnerian criticism In a way thai will sat-isfy neither the friends nor the foes of the.master. G. Uernard Shaw consolers "So-cial-am at the lnternationiil Congress" in ah ghly MrterUtatag manner. In spite ofhimself Mr. Shaw's soeialUm is becomin*lifelessly tim-tmeti with ronunon sense.Ino most notable contributions to theuen.-h •se.tipn are HourKefs story of "Nep-tunevai,.;- an appreciation of L«sm X by'™

1\"»J M Emlle Paguefi. «hnlrableiiMini,,of |.r,.M,-h poetry for the year that isp.m. Hie German section contaiaa, amuni;other articles, a tale by l-;llil Fleyae and an
HeuLtefa* 1

"Xn*Vl*h P«»ntllig." by llennilu
;;

A fresh proof that the poet is not as othermen win be round
,„ the' \u0084„-,,,„1 \u0084mb" \u25a0 ,r

brief m, wm
'"

IV lilUs (Vrm:ul *'«* \u25a0
s,

•
i i,

y t
'"

!l'naj»1"X aecoum of him-Mil in the coarse of whi.-u li la stated:He .\u25a0h.-rlshes a black, bitter, benli In.-!I . t,> against that harmless but digninwj
! "m '''. \u25a0\u0084" <1 B®elng "•"•^'\u25a0'\u25a0> >«l womenride through the streets of Boston, he la•"•;' "> curse. Not while he has strength"
"I \u25a0 Wddle In a mill pond, or Intellect\u25a0\u25a0"\u25a0 remaining to count a stack of 1.0! ,i

-\u25a0'.-. will he forsake these Infinite a,n^-
\u25a0 "us for any base utilitarian thing as
"':;ls

-
5!LyCI6S f£! ""''> "'

and<. •\u25a0' ;a ,-i.Ms. The moment a gentleman

S. » er '""' °
f them h0 I"-1'I"™'-"1"™'-" a

,i!,
;<
;."7r .^hfnan h"'5 Ulitt<'» three shortstories for the coming volume of St. Nicholas

him,,-
i

dirVbvs ht 'H Mr- '^•'\u25a0-» and• Vl- mi f?' whl "at w"rk "" th^ Russianovtiiand telegraph, received news oj the

KUT1!"' "f f"» excltJ=« adventureSJETS. N
h
o

evem^A.thNic
8S

""'
iU

'"

Prof I MiffrCV« ,h
U1 an 'ntrodu.-tlou by,

-The Idol-Maker/ b\ \u25a0 a?m im TJv- ,

Ioiu ramillai and on the whole satisfactoryIcover-design, after several norths of t
-

an illustrated article on Granada 7by HP

One of the features of "Music" for the iJ»»» •\u25a0* a ;iyim,i-,,,h,, f1.,-oun. by Karle- !
cketof some American lingers in Lon-.; '. A 1

"'
I'l! l)1 Mrs. Rannie Bloomlield

artist class in piano playing.

.Henry M. Blossom Jr., the author cf* necisers. is a young man. perhaps uotmore man twenty-six years oid.
"

li,. has h- \n°»Peclal raining beyond wbai he has riven
:\u25a0 having nevi r !c. n connec 'i in' a \u25a0\u25a0-

;7' y.-^ J! J°«™*"™»; !' I? said ha<oi . heckers wit Is original with a..man well known in St. l.oui,- who w.ia \u0084 :part, a model for the hero of the Dook 'v.isayings, of course, not i>i his gsr.eral caret r*
The following books are Rnn-iumrsd !.vMessrs. Harper & Brothers, for t>ubli ai oilduring September: "

"History oi German Struggle for Liberty
"

by Poultney Blgelow; lur is1 Constitu'l. ralHistory," Vol. II.; "Literary Land-narksof Venice." by Laurence Huttoi; 'Witi. MyNeighbors,' by Margaret B. Paiigster;
Old Infant, and Similar Storlas," by WillCarleton; "Modern Greek Mastery." hv 1 1Stedman, A. M.. M. I).; "Htrper^' Dictionary
of Classical Literature and Antiquitie.H;>
edited by Prof. Harry Thurstin Peek-"Shakespeare, the Boy/ i>y vvi'.liatn J. Ro'fe;
"Aspects of Fiction, and -Jther Vemurea InCriticism," by Brander Matthows; "Rick
Dale." by TCirk Munroa; '

Lyell's G"? logj
'

edition); "Reminisc tines of an ()<tu-
gcnarian, 1818-1880," by Charles H. Haswtll
and 'liii!vessiioin and \u25a0>\u25a0\u25a0 ionccs

'
h • \V.

I>. Howells.

mplete novel in the October issue ofLippincott's is "A Crown Prince of Rexa
Idward S. Van Zile. The prince visits

a, falls- in love with a New VurU gir!.
71

'
i Q<3 goes 1 Rght f ir his

throne on the news ol his father's deaf!-.
"Russian •

and Boys at School." Elli n Olney K< rv, rites of "The Last B
in the- galleries of Europe. Prof. W. C. Law-
ton points out "The N'i \u25a0 d nf Local P:

and th<re a
;;,id .inI Eliza Gold.

(h dm- Book Table.
[he Si. Paul Book and Stationery Coni-

panj
1). Appletin £ Co.. "An Outcast of the

[stands." "Town and Country Scenes." 50

I. B. Lippinoott Co. "The Eye and Its
Care." l>y Frank Allport, M. D. ii.'M.
From the E. W. Porter Company

—
F. A. Stopes Co. "Vawfler's Understudy,"

by James Knanp Reeve. T.i cents.
From the Publisher—

ICUSTER BATTLE FED US 11 18 111.
The most tVa^ie battle that has been

fought with (lie Indiana of this country
was that of the Little. Big Horn, on
June 25, LSTti. from which no trooper
of the United States escaped to tell
the tale.

Gen. Georfce A. Ouster, the most
brilliant victim ever offered up on the
altar of eavafee warfare, fell upon that
ensanguined flay with 2<50 officers and
soldiers of his command, and a wave
of mourning such as the country had
not known since the rebellion swept
over the land when the awful reality
became know q.

The other day Istood upon the spot
where Custer rallied his men for the
last .struggle on that fateful occasion,
when all the demons of hell seemed
to have been unloosed Cor his destruc-
tion.

High up above the slumbering val-
ley of the Little Big Horn, whose sin-
uous folds seemed to encircle the
scene, was spread out a long mountain
ridge, in all the dreary desolation of
sun-dried grass, with parched "draws"
and gullies running off in every direc-
tion, ami neither a tree nor any other
natural object to offer shelter. For
nearly a mile this gently rounded ridge
projected itself along the horizon be-
fore it became lost in that intermina-
ble array of other bluffs and foothills
that seemed to inarch through this wil-
derness in a tireless and never-ending
processit in.

Less than an eighth of a mile wide
at any point, this big billow among
these rollingfoot-hills dissolved quick-
ly into other and smaller billows of
yellow clay and dismal Fage brush that
rolled away in the distance until lost
in the shadows of the rugged feet of
distant mountains.

Save for the faint line of foliage
along the little river in the valley, a
mile and a half away, everything Is
bleak, bare and gray, in the very pangs
of thirsty desolation.

Over in the distant valley, gleaming-
white in the glittering rays of the
Western sun, are a score of wigwams
b( longing- to the ('row Indians, whose
reservation is just across the Little
Eig Horn. Half a dozen Indians, re-
splendent in barbaric colors, scurry
across the p!;.>i:i below on their tire-
-1( ss ponies, and, Bred by such a char-
acteristic note of aboriginal life, the
imagination readily peoples Lhis scene

i with the ensanguined hosts who
overwhelmed these dun hills twenty
years ago.

The valley becomes alive with cir-
cling savages. War bonnets, flaming
above the painted bodies of red war-
riors, skulk about in every draw and
coulee surrounding this crest upon
which stand Custer and the remnants
of his Spartan band, looking out over
the broad plains and upon the distant
mountains for the last time.

The last time! What pathos lies buried
in those words. And yet the dashing
Custer, whose helmet, like the white
plumes of Henry of Navarre, had been
seen in the fore front of many a stir-
ring fight, must have known as the
mements passed, bringing no aid from
Reno, Benteen or McDoogal, that his
sun would soon set.

the spot where Capt. Myles Keogh
and thirty-eight men died together,
and so this solemn record of death
.stalks about the flftld, following the
grim reaper and keeping count of his
gruesome work with these imperishable
tablets of marble. One stone glistens
alone at the extremity of the field, as
if the trooper had almost made his
way beyond the circle of destruction,
only to fall at the last moment while
hope was beckoning; him on. Down one
ravine, facing the river, there Is a
steady drifl of these eloquent marbles,
some in pairs, as if old comrades had
fought and fallen together, and others
in bunches, where troopers had stood
back to back until mowed down by the
savages. There was no order of battlu
in this fight upon the open hillside, r.o
chance for entrenchments or defensive
work. A handful of soldiers led into a
trap, perhaps, by lying Indian scouts,
fought desperately against overwhelm-
ing odds, but when the day was done
not one -living thing of ('lister's force
had escaped from that fateful battle^
field, except Capt. Myles Keogh'a war
horse, Comanche.

Overcome by the emotion that must
stir any patriotic aoul when standing
on such historic ground as this, a
scene overwhelmed with tragic associa-
tions, Ihave neglected some prelimin-
ary and practical details calculated to
fix the location of the battlefield, and
to recall the incidents leading- up to
the fight in which Custer's force was
annihilated.

It was not far from the southeast-
ern corner of Montana that Ouster
found the enemy. Coming- south from
the Yellowstone river along the valley
of the Rosebud, he crossed the divide
into the valley of the Little Uig- Horn
twelve miles above its confluence with
the Big Porn at the point now known
as Fort Custer. and here discovered the
Sioux encamped in overwhelming num-
bers. The Northern Pacific railroad
was not extended far beyond Bismarck
at that time, but today the visitor to
the battleground may leave the North-
ern Pacific train at Custer sinlion and
go overland by stage up the valley of
the Big Horn to the Crow agency forty
miles away. This, however, is an ar-
duous trip in dry summer weather, as
the dust is stifling and there is scarce-
ly any relief from the sun's rays over
the entire route. The completion of the
Burlington road to a junction with the
Northern Pacific at Billings, Mont.,
affords much more comfortable access
to the I>hU!i field, which from this point
is seventy miles distant. The train
hulls first at Fort Custer, which, lo-
cated upon the top or: a lofty butte,

•or mesa, as they would call it in Mex-
ico, is the most military appearing
post T have seen anywhere in the West.
The rule seems to have been that army
posts in the* far West must be located
upon some desolate, sunbaked plain,
away from water, destitute of all con-
veniences, and suggesting only the
propriety of suicide for those unfor-
tunate enough to be assigned to such
arid wastes. Ten miles south of Fort
Custer, after running through a fer-
tile valley covered with irrigating
ditches and other conveniences for the
Indians, the train stops at Crow agen-
cy, which i.s the central point upon

! this great reservation where 3,500 Crow
Indians are herded in the hope they
may be taught the arts of peace. The
little station house, broiling under an
August sun. a typical water tank fed
from the Little Bis? Horn, an agency
building", two or three school houses

Tt was a splendid sacrificial altar
hanging almost among the clouds, and
thus the her.>ie spirit, seemingly a
remnant of that old chivalry which has
been well-nigh extinguished in these
prosaic days, went boldly, bravely and
with impetuoiis courage into the un-
known. With utter disdain for these
skulking savages, who outnumbered his
force ten to one, he refused to fly or

a hiding place among the inks
\u25a0•

'
stones wlwrnce he had come. But

1 fighting manfully in the open, with the
ei> rnal hills batJeeG in tiu- light of cen-
turies looking down upon him, he smiled
good-by to the sweet day-time, and
with Yates, Van Reilly, Smith. Tom
Custer and two score brave men all

ut him in death, as they had been
in life, lay down to the dreamless sleep
of eternity.

It is difficult when standing upon this
battleground nven now, after two de-
cades have faded away since the tigtit,
to look about and ivalize the silent
pathos <>f the scene without the liveliest
emotion. A dreamy desolation seems
to have settled down upon this bit of.Vmertcan Book Company. "The Autobi- Over in the distance, two miles and a

ClSIKH'S LAST RALLY'—THE HOM'ME NT.

The cross in the middle distance marks the spot where Custer died. The other stones Indicate where many of his officers arid sol-
diers fell in the last struggle against overwhelm ing r>ads.

ography of Benjamin Franklin." 50 cents.
The Princess," by Alfred Lord Tennyson.

:'.it cents. "Homer's Iliad." translated by
Alexander Pope. 25 cents. "Legends of
the Middle Ages," by H. A. Guerber. $1.25.

$100 REWARD $100.

The readers of this paper will be
pleased to learn that there is at least
one dreaded disease that science has
boon able to cure in all its stages, and
that is Catarrh. Hall's Catarrh Cure
is the only positive cure known to the
medical fraternity. Catarrh being a
.•\u25a0institutional disease, requires a con-
stitutional treatment. Hall's Catarrh
Cure is taken internally, acting direct-
ly upon the blood and mucous surfaces
of the system, thereby destroying the
foundation of the disease, and giving
the patient strength by buildingup the
constitution and assisting nature In
doing its work. The proprietors have
so much faith in its curative powers,
that they offer One Hundred Dollars
for any c*se that it fails to cure. Send
for list of testimonials.

Address, F. J. CHENEY & Co.,
Toledo, O.

Sold by druggists, 76c.

"fame' 3eternat carttping ground," which
lies so quletlj* ofij in the wilderness,
overlooking the valley of the Little Big
Horn. A fai!fvajHtrain crawls along
in the distai be, ? taving skirted the
frowning- pali ed^jsi of Fort Custer to
find ita way fb tfte door of the Crow
agency, a f(#lcirj§i huddle of schools
and frontier jtorfM, above which the
•Id flag flutter* la^uidly, as ifthe task

of floating ovejKf^fieg-adp Indians, hope-
less in manners 4fnd morals, is not to
its taste. Bu^no"*other note from the
great world lyingoutside of these soli-
tudes reaches this; sacred ground, which
is fitly set apirt a!s a silent and per-
petual memorial of brave m^n. The
white headstoues scattered about here
and there over the field, each marking
the exact sp>>t where a soldier fell,
though voiceless. teU a tragic tale that
no words could approach in eloquence.

Away at one extremity of the battle-
ground, as if on picket duty, Lieuts.
Crittenden and Calhoun. with two or
three comrades, met their fate, while
all along the western slope are tell-
tale head stones, here one, there three
or four, and again half a dozen mute
testaments of the heroic though hope-
less running fight from which these
ambushed men sought to extricate
themselves. A large group of stone*
farther up toward Custer Hill mark

half away, rises Ouster's Hill, with the
grim granite monument outlined dimly
against the sky and with no other ob-
ject to break the sky l!n<* except the
house of the care-taker, which stands
bleak and unadorned near the scene of
Custer'a last rally. Taking- a guide
and entering- one of those ramshackle
vehicles, seen all over the West, that
seem on the point of dissolution and yet
endure untold hardship? without ap-
pearing the worse for it,we drive along
the valley for a little space, ford the
Little Big1 Horn and pass by the site
of the old Indian camp among the wil-
lows where the Sioux and their aliies,
the Og-alailas. Cheyennes, Minncou-
joux. Unrpapas. Blackfeet, Arapahoes
and Nez Perces awaited Ouster's com-
ing-, confident in their ability to over-
whelm his inferior force. I>ast year
the Pioux Indians from, T think, the
Standing Rock agency, wore permitted
to camp at this point while on a visit
to the Crow Indians, from whom they
have exacted tribute for years, and the
debris of their camp, still remaining-,
undoubtedly restored this locality to
very much the appearance it presented
when the Sioux hurried away after the
Custer battle to escape from Terry's
avenging troopers, hastening south
from the Yellowstone. Here and there
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for the Indian children, and several
low rambling buildings occupied by
post traders, constitute the physical i
features of the Crow agency. A few |
patient Indian ponies fight the flies j
under the lee of one of the stores, a
disheveled freighter's outfit has strand-
ed just off the trail and the worn
horses free from the galling harness
are attempting to pick up a little sue- j
tenance from the plain, which to the |
uninitiated seems as free from herbage
as a street in the midst of Chicago. |
Dusty roads point out in every direc- !
tion toward the Indian 'camps and set- j
tlements, and the Indians, still be- j
decked in semi-savage attire, come and i
go in wagons and on horseback, an j
occupation they much prefer to the i
less entertaining uiity of tilling- the j
soil.
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all over the open plain and among the
willows along the stream were tent
stakes sticking- into the ground, and
the bleaching bones of animals were
strewn about as thickly as garbage in
a typical Chicago alley. The road
winding about among these suggestive
relics moved toilsomely up the steep
grades amid prairie dug settlements
and stunted buffalo grass, until the
gateway of the battle ground, now a
wire inclosed cemetery, was reached.
Within the inclosure the road becomes
but little more than trail, and one ob-
serves that this long sloping ridge sat-
urated with tragic memories has been
permitted to remain in its natural
state. The monuments shut off from
approach by a high iron fence, and the
pathetic little headstones to which al-
lusion has already been made, are the
only additions to the field since the day
of the fight. It has been dedicated as
a national soldiers' cemetery, and at
two or three points an orderly array of
tombstones mark the spot where
soldiers from all the Western posts
have been buried since this field be-
came God's half-acre for the bodies of
the houseless, homeless, and sometimes
friendless private soldiers of the re-
public. The care-taker's house, a solid
stone structure standing on the bleak
hillside, without a tree or a shrub
about it, seemed almost as stern and
forbidding as the lonesome hills them-
selves. But entering t! eflce to reg-
ister we found a bluff old soldier who
apologized for the heat with as much
concern as ifhe were in some manner
accountable for the solar eccentricities.
On his desk there lay a little moldy col-
lection of rifle balls and spent cart- |ridges that had recently been tin- I
earthed In the battlefield by a big rain-
storm almost resembling a waterspout

'

There wer^ also v few fragments of
soldiers 1 shoes, all curled, twisted, and:
misshapen, "properties" as stage peo-
ple would call them, which at once put
us in touch with the grim happenings
of twenty years ago.

Falling into a brief conversation with
this ancient gravedigger, whose du-
ties cannot be very burdensome in thiscity of the' dead, where recruits arefew, Ilearned of the present disposi-
tion of the battleground and the ar-
rangements for its preservation. But !my informant was not as good a gos-

'
sip as the first gravedigger in "Ham- :

let," so we presently went away withthe guide and journeyed quite around
the field of strife now lying so peace-
ful under the heavy rays of a mid-
summer sun. Reaching the uttermost
limits of the battle ground, the guide
pointed over among the distant val-leys some miies away, and said:

"There Is where Custer divided his
forces on the morning of the battle. :

keeping 225 men under' his own com-
mand, giving Item. 125, Benteen 135
and McDougall (in charge of pack
train) 45. Reno, marching several
miles away from Custer, found thb
enemy first and scrambled back intohurriedly prepared intrenchments, but
Custer either careless or unconsciousof the danger, plunged forward through
the ravine and up the hill, where he
was to make his last stand. Once here
and observing that a trap had been
.sprung for him by the Indians of
whose numbers he had no adequate
idea, Custer was either too proud to j
retreat as Reno did, and ]
done, or else, with a supreme confi-
dence in his troops, he believed that
he could cut his way out. At all
events, he would not retreat. Right
here at the farthest point away from
the final rally he dismounted his men
and ran a skirmish lino across the
brow of the hill. The rest is soon
told. No reinforcements came, and
within half, or at the most three-guarters of an hour, all was over. The
stones tell you how the boys fell, scat-
tered all over the field."

Iasked the guide, what the local
theory of Custer's generalship in this
campaign was, but there did not ap-
pear to be any definite opinion on that
point. Custer was always a brave and
sometimes a rash man, and it may be
that, smarting under certain uneom-
firtable events occurring in Washing-
ton shortly before the ill-starred cam-
paign was Inaugurated, he was deter-

'
mined, as Capt. Charles King has ex-
pressed it. "to have one battle royal i
with the Indians, In which he and the ;
Seventh cavalry should be the sole
participants on one side, and by con-
sequence the sole heroes. The idea of
defeat seems never to have occurred to
him."

Thic.- latter Impression is confirmed by i
the testimony of a trumpeter who wpm

sent awa> by Custer with a message
Just before the battle began, and who
consequently was the last man among
the living to look upon the face of Gen.
'"tisier. His testimony wa.-; that when I
Custer looked down upon the Indian
village, apparently asleep, in the quiet
valley of the Little BigHorn, he pulled
off his hat. waved it above his head |
and shouted:

"Courage, boys! We have got them. ;
As .soon as we get through we willgo
back to our Bt&tiun."

But that station, way baeV at Fort
Lincoln, on the Missouri, where more
than a score, of wives were waiting ii:
agonizing suspense for new* of the ex- !
j>edition, waa never to Bee these brave
men again. Whether the commander
blundered in dividing his troops in the
fi-ic- of a numerous enemy or Reno
blundered in his precipitate attack and j
retreat tamy never b<> definitely deter-

'
mined. Certain It is that 265 men were
killed and fifty-two wounded out of that i
little army r>f invasion numbering ,'4O
soldiers. Custei 'a immediate force, waa
wiped out, and Reno lost more than a
third of his available fore- up to the
time when the fusillade of the Indians

was hushed by the arrival ofTerry andreinforcement a .Sitting Bull, Gal] andCrazy Horse were the leading spirits
on the Indian side of this fight and
their losses aiv believed to

'
v< ry large. The savage auth
mitted Ur-n 163 de; d [ndiana
lying in front of Custer*s final p.
on the highest point of the riIge. II
this be true- the heroic baj - than
forty men who \u25a0

\u0084\u25a0 :Lt
the last moment ex ity of
four savage live* I \Tho
bit the dust.

To describe the campaign leading up
to this tragic event, or enter into mi-
nute details of the battl •, is no part of
the present purpose. Ivisited the bat-
tlefield to ascertain it.-- ndi-
tion and to revive memoi i
event that must always rank with the
most startling tragedies or American
warfare. A new generation has come
upon tht- field of action since the Cus-
ter battle, and it was presumed thai
some hurried reminisce] a of th-
event would not only Interest those
among the younger persons who are
thoughtful and studious, but might in-
spire old soldiers and old citizens alike
with some proper sense of the sacri-
fici s that have been made i \u25a0

a government which silver fai
now attempting- to wreck with
cheap and surprising sophistry.

But there is one moi r to
be added, In order to con nar-
rative. For three years prior to
fateful expedition from which he
returned Gen. Cv er ha
at Fort Lincoln, on the Missouri, near
Bismarck, at that time the end of th-:' Northern Pacific road. His
pedition In thi the

I purpose of protecting the.'
then engaged in surveying

j the extension of the Northern Pacific
from Bismarck to the Y<
river in Montana, and subsequenl cam-
paigns carried him over the same ter-
ritory, then in the very heart of the
Indian country. Early in the yeai

1 I*7B the hostile Indians were so fear-
!less that it became necessary to teach
ithem a lesson. Sitting Bull refu;

enter into any treaty with the govern-
ment, and his cutthroat band invaded
the settlements and murdered the pio-
neers until patience ces sed to
virtue. Then the expedition of 1.20 C
brave men march) 1 out from Fort

ILincoln, many of them never to re-
turn, leaving the women behind, to
be uften desieged by bad Indians and
haunted by tears for the safety ..[
their husbands who were in the

of this gloomy time Airs. Cv
speaks in touching language, in her
book, "Boots and Saddl
tic record of her husband's •
in the Northwest.

"<>ui own post,'! she says,
stantly surrounded by sava
the outer pickets were continually sub-
jected to attacks. Tt was no unusual
Hound to hear the long roll calling out
the infantry before dawn to defend
the garrison. We saw the i";i is of
the officers blanch, brave as they were,
when the savages grew so bold ;is t<
i!:i'>>' a daytime sorti'i upon our outei
guards."

The sense of impending da
the absent soldiers reached its height
on the very day of the Little Big Horn
battle, and it is in thes that
Mr?. Custer describes the heart-rend-
ing situation:

"On Sunday afternoon, the 25th of
women, borne down with one con.

;t of anxiety, sou;
gathering together in on We
tried tv find some slight -

from
trouble in the old hymns; some of
them dated back to our childhood's
days, when our mothers rocki
sleep to their soothing strains. 1 re-
member the grief with which one fair
young wife threw herself upon the car-
pet and pillowed her head in the lap
of a tender friend. Another sat de-
jected at the piano and struck *oft
chords that melted into the notes of the
voices. All were absorbed in the same
thoughts, and their eyi m were tilled
with far-away visions and longings.
Indescribable yearning for the absent
and untold terror for their safety en-
grossed each heart. The words of the
hymn

—
'E'en though ft crosa Itbe,

Ntarer my God to tbee
—"

came forth with a sob from every
thn.at.

At that very hour the fears thai our
tortured minds had portrayed in im-
agination were realities, and the :;"u's
of those we thought upon were as<
ing t>. meet their Maker.

•on July 5, (ten days after the battle,
for it took that time for the news to
come), the sun rose on a beautiful
world, but with its eaili^si beams came
the first note of disaster. A steamer
came down the river, bearing the
wounded from the battle Little
Hig Horn, of Sunday, June 25. Thla
battle wrecked the lives of twenty-six
women at Port Lincoln, and orpl
children of officer:-; ami soldiers joined
their cry to that of their bereaved
mothers."

What more con bp said of this tra-io
battle and its pathetic ending? Not all
the killed and won Included
In the official bulletins \u25a0-><• any engage-
ment. There are wounds deeper and
mere desperate than those Inflicted by
the bullets of the enemy.—

Lyman It. Glover.
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