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AN EXTRAOHRDINARY DECADENT
ANOVEL BY A NEW ENGLISH
WRITER.
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madness is, upon occasion!

“March Hares” is a fantasy, a story
of the way things might happen in
world where human relations were sim-
pler than they are upon the planet
carth. It is very different in its con-
fident idealism from any thing else
which its author has written, dnd yet,
it is no less good. Mr. Frederic has
already endeared himself to the real-
ists by his dogged adherence to the
facts of life as shown in previous nov-

¢ls. This new story will commend him
to the incorrigible idealists as well,
though they may marvel at the ease

with which he slips the leash of lh?‘
actual and goes wandering gaily off
over the green fields of the improbable.

As regards the manner of its execu-
tion, the story is done with a bewitch-
ing lightness of touch which has not,
asretofore, marked the author's work.

Itis other books have strode along al
a sturdy independent galt. This one

has wings and {loats on so «I\-xn-x_'nusly
1:g believe flying is

S s
“How 1'efrﬁhmxm’ of 'mrﬂ!‘1

il:at one forced to
V. Frederic's favorite method of liter-
G4ryY Progr m, and that he has nnl:\'
W d up to this present out of def-
crenee to the generally  entertained
notion that it is a more dignified way |
of getting over the ground. At all
vents, he is clearly master of air as
well os of earth—a fact which will make
his Mmture as a novelist an absorbingly
inter study
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by the St Paul Book and com-
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The Macmillan company bring out ‘u!
handsome volume, the memoirs of
derick A. I’. Barnard, tenth presi-
dent of Columbia. The material for
the volume w collected by Mrs. Bar-
nard and her death before the work
was well under way left the editor,
Mr. John Fulton, at a considerable
in regard to documents
questions of detail. His ditiicult
however., nas been very satisfac-

disadvantage
and

performed. Dr. Barnard was, in |
the editor’'s happy phrase, one of the
eminent leaders “in the conservative |

ress of the higher education,” dur-

a long and valuable life.

prog

ing

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 presidency of Columbia in 1864,
and f{illed that position until rs and

increasing ili-health compelled him to
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“Dear es are ihe only
The alleged
existence pass by us or roll
3 and leave us colorless and
smpty. The genuine possessions of cur
souls—the things that shape and deco-
rote and furnish our spiritual habita-
tions—are the things that never hap-
peaed,” says the hero of Mr. Harold
Prederic's new story te the heroine.
They are both quite mad, of course,
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tender his wtion in 1888, a year
his at the age of four-
It s good Tortune to en-

ter upon his duties at Columbia at the
beginning of a period of growth.
appreciated the opportunity and labor-
ed to promote the advancement of the
institution to the honorable place which

it now occu s among American col-
leges. The tide was with him, but none
the 1 did he steer the craft skilifully.
He ¢ attempted to extend the bene-

fits of Columbia to women, and more
than once recorded his unalterable con-
viction that it was the thing to be done,
The name which Barnard college bears,
stands as a memorial of his strenucus
efforts in bebalf of the higher education
of women.

It has been the plan of the biographer
to tell the story of President Darnard':
life and work in his cwn language as
far as possible, and a large part of the
consists of exrtra froem

ind summaries «f his recorded

his
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try-house author arrays her host
of pretty girls, flirtations wives and
affable though inane young men. There

temary ba

others and
than her companions. There
an old mill with mysterious arrows
chalked upon ite walls, and a lot of
missing jewels. The astute reader im-
mediately connects these two facts and
can hardly condone the stupidity of the
searchers for the lost treasure in not
digging in the right spot until the
twenty-eighth chapter. The story is

the author’'s wonted

one girl more

is

written with
sprightliness, which is ge ting a little
time-worn and battered perhaps, but
still makes a brave showing.

and Kkeeps lts inhabitants in it, is the
lack in them of these qualifications
for a more fully developed form of liv-
Ing. We do not think very highly of
Jill's best young inan, but Silas Lv\‘nn.
the flower merchant, exhibits qualities
of high-mindedn»ss and heroic con-
sideration for others whose existence
In any kKind of a human being is a
matter of doubt. We are willing to he-
lieve in the humanity of Mrs. Meade’s
Londoners, but their angelhood is an-
other matter and leaves us skoptical.
However, there is no denbt, that angels

are good company, and whother prob-
story

able or Jill's
written.
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(“A Lonely Maid.” by the Duchess. Phila-
delphia. J. B. Lippincou Company.)

Mis. Meade did better work years
ago, before she began to tell us fairy-
tales of the slums, than she is doix;g
now. “Jill” is the story of a London
flower-girl of great beauty, henesty, |
intelligence, daintiness and a hig:h
sense of honor. We submit that the
thing which makes a . slum a slum,
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The most _thiglt- battle that has been

fought with (he Indians of this country

was that of the Little Big Horn, on
June 235, 1876, from  which no trooper
of the United States escaped to tell
the tale,

Gen. George A. Custer, the most
brilliant victdm ever offered up on the
altar of savage warfare, fell apon that
ensanguined “day- with 260 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 known.

The other day 1 stood 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 for his destruc-
tion.

High up above the slumbering v:
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, and 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 march through this wil-
derness in a tireless and never-ending
proce on.

Less than an eighth of a mile wide
at any point, this big billow among
these rolling foot-hills dissolved quick-
ly into other and smaller billows of

| yellow clay and dismal sage brush that
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Custer, whose
plumes of Henry of Navarre, had been
scen in the fore front of many a stir-
ring fight,
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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 bhalf 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 scorz of wigwams
belonging to the Crow Indiansz, whose
reservation is just across the Little
Horn. Half a dozen Indians, re-
lendent in barbaric colors, scurry
their tire-
ponies, and, fired by such a char-
istic note aboriginal life, the
ination readily peoples (his scene
2gain with the ensanguined hosts who
overw these dun hills twenty

of

The alive with ecir-
Var bonnets, flaming
above the painted bodies of red war-
riors, skulk about in every draw and
coulee surrounding this crest upon
ch stand Cnster 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
those words., * And yet the dashing
helmet, like the white

becomes

valley
savages

must have known as the

Reno, Benteen or MecDougal, that his

sun would scon set.

It was a s ndid sacrificial altar
hanging almost among the clouds, and
thu the heroie spirit, seemingly a

remnant of that old chivalry which has
b

well-nigh extinguished in these
ic days, went bholdly, bravely and

impetuous courage into the un- |
own. With utter disdain for these
1lking savages, who outnumberced Lis
force ten to gne, he refus to or

¢k a hiding place among the racks
! stones whence he had come. Rut
1ting manfully in the open, with the
i bathed in the light of cen-
hg down upon him, he smiled

o the sweet day-time, and
with Yates, Van Reilly, Smith, Tom
e r and two score brave men all

him in death, as they had heen

bin life, lay down to the dreainless sleep

f eternity.
It is difficult when standing upon this
battleground even now, after two de-

to look about and realize the silent

# cades have faded away since the fight,

pathos of the scene without the liveliest

emotion. A dreamy desolatlon seems
to have settled down upon this bit of

the spot where Capt. Myles Keogh
and thirty-eight men died together,
and so this solemn record of death
stalks about the fleld, followlng 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 hisg
way beyond the cirele of destruction,
only to fall at the last moment while
hepe was beckoning him on. Down one
ravine, facing the river, there is a
steady drift 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 battle
in this fight upon the open hillside, no
chance for entrenchments or defensive
work. A handful of scldiers led into a
trap, perhapg, by lying Indlan scouts,
fought desperately against overwhelm-
ing odds. but when the day was done
not one-living thing of Custer's force
had escaped from that fateful battle~
field, except Capt. Myles Keogh's war
horse, Comanche,

Overcome by the emotion that must
stir any patriotic soul when standing
on such historic ground as this, a
scene overwhelmed with tragic associa-
tions, T have neglected some prelimin-
ary and practical detalls 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 Custer
found the enemy.
the Yellowstone river aloag the valley
of the Rosebud, he crossed the divide
into the valley of the Little Big Horn
twelve miles above its confluence with
the Big Horn 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 inay leave the North-
ern Pacific train at Custer station and
go overland by stage up the valley of
the Big Hiorn to the Crow rency 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 comfortahble access
to the battlefield, which from this point
is seventy miles distant. The train
halts first at Fort Custer, which, lo-
cated upon the top of a lofty butte,
<01 mesa, as they would call it in Mex-
ico, is the most military appearing
post 1 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 watcr, 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 is the central point upon
this great reservation where 3,500 Crow
Indians are herded in the hope they
may be tavght the arts of peace. The
little station house, broiling under an
August sun, a typical water tank fed
from the Little Big Horn, an agency
building, two or three school houses
for the Indian children, and several
low rambling buildings occupied by
post traders, constitute the physical
features of the Crow agency. A few
patient Indian ponies fight the flies
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 attemptling to pick up a little sus-
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-
tlements, and the Indians, still be-
decked in semi-savage attire, come and
go in wagons and on horseback, an
occupation they much prefer to the
less entertaining dauty of tilling the
soll.

Over in the distance, two miles and a
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will be
pleased to learn that there is at least
one dreaded disease that science has
been able to cure in all its stages, and
that is Catarrh. Hall's Catarrh
is the only positive cure known to the
Catarrh being a
constitutional disease, requires a con-
Hall's Catarrh
Cure is taken internally, acting direct-
13 upon the blood and mucous surfaces
of the system, thereby destroying the
foundation of the disease, and giving
the patient strength by building up 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 case that it fails to cure. Send
| for list of testimonials.
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lapguidly, as if the task
tefiegade Indians, hope-
1d morals, is not to
other note from the
great world lying outside of these soli-
tudes reaches thisisacred ground, which
is fltly set apdrt 'a% a silent and per-
petual memorial of brave men. The
white headstones scattered about here
and there over thé fleld, each marking
the exact spgt where a soldier fell,
though voiceless, tel 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 stones
farther up toward Custer Hill mark
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indicate where many of his officers and sol-
overwhelm ing odds.

Al

half away, rises Custer's Hill, with the
grim granite monument outlined dimly
against the sky and with no other ob-
ject to break the sky lne except the
house of the care-taker, which stands
bleak and unadorned near the scene of
Custer's last rally. Taking a gulde
and entering one of those ramshackle
vehicles, seen all over the West, that
seem on the point of dissolution and yvet
endure untold hardships without ap-
pearing the worse for it, we drive along
the valley for a little space, ford the
Little Big Horn and pass by the site
of the old Indian camp among the wil-
lows where the Sioux and their allies,
the Ogalallas, Cheyennes, Minncou-

and Nez Perces awaited Custer's com-
ing, confident in their ability to over-
whelm his inferior force. Last vear
the Sioux Indians from, T think, the
Standing Rock agency, were permitied
to camp at this point while on a visit
to the Crow Indians, from whoin 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

joux. Uncpapas, Blackfeet, Arapahoes !
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A Trifle Cool....
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Suppose you get ready for cold weather in time.
We are prepared to help you, and have a selection @

of Heaters which are adapted for this climate.
ave EXCLUSIVE AGENTS for

$23. 50

3. 00,

Large Double Heaters,

ers, $3.50. Cannon heaters, $3.00.
take them in part payment.

see it in operation.

Favorite “Oak,” coal or wood, $5.95

The WALLBLO

g 400-402 JACKSON STREET.
e e et a et e e e 2ae 2% aTetstet et ate

- Brick-lined sheet iron coal heat-
We exchange new stoves
No charge for setting up stoves,
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the exclusive agents for “THE WONDER” wood burner,

We

The Favorite
Heaters,

the renowned fuel
and heat developers.

The Sunshine
Heaters,

acknowledged
users as the best,

The Brilliant
Heaters,

in every respect, like their
name:
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savers
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by many

In addition, we handle the
WEST POINTS and an im-

mense assortment of other heat-
ers. To begin the season, wvre
offer:

Base Burners, self-feeders, $11.30.

for old, or
We are
Call and

FURNITURE AND
CARPET CO.,
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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 prairle dog setilements
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 headstcnes to which al-
lusion has already been made, are the
only additions to the fleld since the day
of the fight. It has bheen dedicated as
a national soldiers’ cemetery, and at
two or three points an orderly array of

tombstones mark the ot where
soldiers from all the Western posts

have been buried since this field be-
came God’s half-acre for the hodies of
the houseless, homeless, and sometimes

friendless private soidiers of (he 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 lon: h them-
selves. But entering » ofil 1o reg-
ister we found a bluff old soldier who
apologized for the heat with as much

concern as if he were in some manner
entricities

accountable for the solar ecc
On his desk there lay a litile moldy

O

" the

lection of rifie balls and spent cart- |
ridges that had recently heen un-

earthed in the battleficld by a big rain-
storm almost resembling a waterspout.
were also a few fragments of
soldiers’ shoes, all curled, twisted, and
misshapen, ‘“properties” as stage peo-
ple would call them, which at onee put
us in touch with the grim happe nings
of twenty years ago.

Falling into a brief conversation with
this ancient gravedigger, whose du-
ties cannot be very burdensome in this
city of the' dead, where recruits are
few, I learned 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 with
the guide and journeyed quite around
the field of strife now lyving 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
leys some miles 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 Reno 125, Benteen 130
and McDovgall (in charge of pack
train) 45. Reno, marching several
miles away from Cuaster, found the

enemy first and scrambled back into
hurriedly prepared intrenchments, but
Custer_ either careless or unconscious
of the :fanger. plunged forward through
the ravine and up the hill, where he
was to make his last stand. Once here

was hushed by the
reinforcement s
Crazy Horse wer

arrival of Terry and
ting Bull, Gall and

the leading rits

on the Indian side of this fig and
their losses are believed to have heen
very large. The ¢

mitted that 163 ds

lying in front of

on the highest j

this be true the hei

forty men who ralli
last moment exacted a p
four savage lives for each soldi
bit the dust,

To describe the campaign le
to this tragic event, or ¢

g up

mi-
nute details of the battle, no part of
the present purpose. I visited bat-
tlefield to asce its p1 ndi-

tion and to revive memories an
event that must always rank with the
most startling tragedies of

warfare. A new generation has come
upon the field of action since the Cus-
ter battle, and it was presumed that
some hurried reminis of the
event would not only interest those

among the younger persons
thoughtful and studious, but
spire old soldiers and old cit
with some proper
fices that have been n
a government which sil
W

sense of

now attempting to
cheap and surpri
But there is o1

he added, in order to ¢
rative. For three yes
fateful expedition fi
returned Gen. Custer he

at Fort Lincoln, on the Missouri, neail
Bismarck, at time the end of the
Northern Pa« I ex-

pedition in s t
purpose of protec
then engaged
the extension of
from Bismarck to the
river in Montana, and s

in

ubs

paigns carried him over the sm ter-
ritory, then in the heart of the
Indian country. in the year
1876 the hostile Indians were so fear-

less that it became necessary Lo teach
them a lesson. Sitting Bull refused to
enter into any treaty with the g

ment, and his cutthroat bana invaded
the settlements and murdered the pio-

neers until patience ceased to be a
| virtue. Then the expedition of 1,20¢
brave men marched out from Fort
Lincoln, many of them mnever to re-
turn, leaving the women behind, to
be often desieged by bad Indians and
haunted by fears for the safety of
their hushands who were in the field,

Of this gloomy time Nirs. Custer

val- |

and observing that a {rap had been
sprung for him by the Indians, of
whose numbers he had no adequate
idea, Custer was ecither too proud to
retreat as Reno did, and he mieht have
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 line across the
krow of the hill. The rest is soon
told. No reinforcemenis 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 fleld.”

I asked the gulde what
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 uncom-
fcrtable events occurring in Washing-

the local

I voices.

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

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 seecmns never to have occeurred to
him."

This latter impresslon is conflrmed hy:

the testimony of a trumpeter who was

sent away by Custer with a message :

just hefore the battle began,
consequently was the last man among
the living to look upon the face of Gen.
Custer.
Custer looked down upon the Indian
village, apparently asleep, in the qulet
valley of the Little Big Horn, he pulled
off his hat, waved it above
and shouted:

“Courage, boys! We have got them.
As soon as we get through we will go
back to our station.”

But that station, way bacVk at Fort
Iincoln, on the Missouri, where more
than a score of wives were walting
agonizing suspense for news of the ex-
pedition, was never to see these brave
men again. Whether the commander
blundered in dividing his trcops in the
face of a numerous enemy or Reno
biundered in his precipitate attack and
retreat may never be definitely deter-
mined. Certain it {s that 265 men were
killed and fifty-iwo wounded out of that
little army of invasion numbering 540
scldiers. Cusier’s immediate force was
wiped out, and Reno lost more than a
third of his available force up to the
time when the fusillads of the Indians

n
n

and who |

His testimony was that when |

his head |

i the

speaks in touching language, in her
book, “Boots and Saddles,”” the
tic record of her husband's camp:
in the Northwest,

“Our own post,” she say
stantly surrounded by
the outer pickets were continually sub-
jected to attacks. It was no unusual
sound to hear the long roll calling out

aomes-

ignas

8¢

the infantry before dawn to defend
the garrison. We saw the faces of
the officers blanch, brave as they were,
when the savages grew so bold as te
make a daytime sortic unon outer

guards.”
The sense of impending danger for
1t

the absent soldiers reached
Sred

on the very day of the 1 € 23
battle, and it is In these words that
Mrs. Custer describes the heart-rend-
ing situation:

“On Sunday afternoon, the 25th of
June, our little group ) f saddened
women, borne down with one common
weight of anxiety, sought ¢ » i
gathering together in our hou
tried to find some slight surc ¢ from

trouble in the old hymns; some of
them dated back {o our childhood’s
days, when our mothers rocked us to
sleep to thelr soothirg sty 1 re-

*h one fair
m the car-

miember the grief with whi
young wife threw herself up«

pet and pillowed her head in the lap
of a tender friend. Another sat de-
jected at the piano and struck soft

chords that melted into the notes of the
All were absorbed in the same
thoughts, and their ecyes were filled
with far-away visions and longings.
Indescribable vearning for the absent
and untold terror for thelr safety en-
grossed each heart. The words of the
hymn—

““E'en though a cross it be,
Nearer my God to thee—"’
came forth with sob from eve
throat.

At that very hour the fears that our
tortured minds had portrayed in im-
agination were realitics, and the souls
of those we thought upon were ascend-
ing to 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 bheautiful
world, but with its earliest beams came
the first note of disaster. A steamer
came down the river, bearing the
wounded from the battle of the Little
3ig Horn, of Sunday, June 25. Thisg
battie wrecked the lives of twenty-six
women at Fort Tincoln, and orphaned
children of officers and soldicrs jolned
their cry to that of their bereaved
mothers.”

What more con be said of this tragic
battle and its pathetic ending? MNot all
killed and wounded are ineluded
in the official bulletins of any engage-

a ry

ment. There are wounds deecper and
more desperate than those inflicted by

the bullets of the enemy.
—Lyman B. Glover,

e
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