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AN EXCESS OF CAUTION. 

I've Jes' been readin' up about them rapid 
transit wrecks 

- A-sendin' people right an' lef from this 
w. world to the nex'. 
•.i I really ain't a-feelln' quite as envious u 

before, 
An' Mandy ain't complalnln' 'bout the 

,s bay hoss any more. 
* Let others go a-racln' 'round so reckless 
r.; an' so free, 
; Ol' spring wagon's plenty good enough 

fur m*. 

We used to think we'd like to ride inside 
a railroad car; 

» But you git aboard one minute; then you 
ft: don't know where you are— 
k Somebody blows a whistle, or somebody 
g pulls a switch, 
•>'. An' fust thing anybody knows, you've 

landed in a ditch. 
When I start out a travelln' the country 

» fur to see, 
^Oi; spring wagon's plenty good enough 

' fur me. 

' I have longed to take a steamboat an' go 
sailin' far away; 

ft But s'pose she starts a leak—There Isn't 
nothin' more to say. 

It must be fascinatin' to plow the briny 
foam; 

But if there's any breakdown, there's no 
chance to walk back home. 

> Umbrellas ain't no good if once they 
dump you in the sea; 

• Ol" spring wagon's plenty good enough 
fur me. 

—Washington Star. 
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A Daughter 
of the Sioux 
By GEN. CHARLES KING. 

Copyright, 1902, bj The Hobart Company* 
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CHAPTER XXIII.—CONTINUED. *-

And there, in the liaJlway, throwing 
oil his heavy overcoat and '•arctics," 
there, with that ever faithful aide in 
attendance, was the chief they loved; 
dropped in, all unsuspecting', just to 
say good-bye. "I knocked twice," 
began Ilog-an, but Kay brushed him 
aside, for, catching sight of the cap
tain's face, the general was already 
at the door. Another moment and he 

v- had discovered Field, and with both 
hands extended, all kindliness and 
sympathy, he stepped at once across 
the room to greet him. 

<, "1 was so very sorry to hear the 
news," said he. "I knew your father 

«•/ well in the old days. How's your 
wound? What brought you back so 

'// ̂  Boon ?" 
S>/v- And then there was one instant of 

awkward silence and then—Ray 
epcke. 

f '"^hat was my doing, general. I be-
" lieved it best that he should be here 

i' to meet you and—every allegation at 
-! liis expense. Mr. Field, I feel sure, 
i does not begin to' know them yet, es-
• jjecially as to the money." 

"It was-all recovered," said the gen
eral. "It was found almost inl.act— 

: BO was much of that that they took 
• from Hay. Even if it hadn't been, Ilay 
, assumed all responsibility for the 
: loss." 
> With new bewilderment in his face, 
i the young officer, still white and 

trembling, was gazing, half stupified, 
from one, to the other. 

"What money?" he demanded. "I 
. never heard—" 

"Wait," said the general, with sig-
< nificant glance at l!ay, who was about 
• to speak. "I am to see them—Mrs. 
» Hay and her niece, at r.ine o'clock, 
j It is near that now. Webb cannot be 
<; with us, but I shall want you, Blake. 
; Say nothing until then. Sit down, Mr. 
1 Field, and tell me about that leg. Can 
; you walk from here to Iiay's, 1 won-
ii dor?" 

Then the ladies, Mrs. Ray and her 
:• charming next door neighbor, ap

peared, and the general adjourned 
• the confei-ence forthwith, and went 
• with them to the parlor. 
i "Say nothing more," Ray found 
: time to whisper. "You'll understand 
i it all in 20 minutes." 

And at nine o'clock the Utile party 
was on its way through the sharp and 
wintry night, the general and C'apt. 
Blake, side by side, ahead, the aide-
de-camp and Mr. Field close follow
ing. Dr. Waller, who had been sent 
for, met them near the office. The 
sentries at the guard-house were be
ing changed as the five tramped by 
tflong the snapping and protesting 
board walk, and a sturdy little chap, 
in fur cap and gauntlets, and huge 
buftalo overcoat, caught site of them 
and, facing outward, slapped his car
bine down to the carry—the night 
6ignal of soldier recognition of 
superior rank as practiced at the 
tune. 

"Tables are turned with a ven
geance," said the general, with his 
quiet smile. "That's little Kennedy, 
isn't it? I seem to see him every
where when we're campaigning. 
Moreau was going to eat his heart 
out next time they met, I believe." 

"So he said," grinned Blake, "be
fore Winsor's bullet fetched him. 
Pity it hadn't killed instead of 
crippling him." 

"He's a bad lot," sighed the gen
eral. "The little mixture of white 

: blood in his veins has spoiled him 
utterly. Wing won't fly away from 
Kennedy, I fancy." 

"Not if there's a shot left in his 
belt," said Blake. "And Ray is 
officer-of-the-day. There'll be no 
napping on guard this night." 

At the barred aperture that served 
for window on the southward front, 
a dark face peered forth in malig
nant hnte as the speakers strode by. 
But it t'Jjrank back, when the sentry 
cart mrV'O tossed bis carbine to the 
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shoulder, ana briskly trudged be
neath the bars. Six Indians shared 
that prison room, four of their 
number destined to exile in the 
distant East—to years, perhaps, 
within the casemates of a seaboard 
fort—the last place on earth for a 
son of the warlike Sioux. 

"They know their fate, I under
stand," said Blake, as the general 
moved on again. 

"Oh, yes. Their agent and others 
have been here with Indian Bureau 
orders, permitting them to see and 
talk with the prisoners. Their 
shackles are to be riveted on to
night. Nearly time now, isn't it?" 

"At tattoo, sir. The whole guard 
forms then, and the four are to be 
moved into the main room for the 
purpose. I am glad this is the last 
of it." 

"Yes, we'll start them with Flint 
at dawn in the morning. He'll be 
more than glad to get away, too. He 
hasn't been over lucky here, either." 

A strange domestic—(the Mc-
Grath having been given warning 
and removed to Sudsville) showed 
them into the trader's roomy parlor, 
the largest and most pretentious at 
the post. Hay had lavished money 
on his home and loved it and the 
woman who had so adorned it. She 
came in almost instantly to greet 
them, looking piteously into the 
kindly bearded face of the general, 
and civilly, yet absently, welcoming 
the others. She did not seem to 
realize that Field, who had stood in 
silence by the side of Capt. Blake, had 
been away. She had no thought, ap
parently, for any one but the chief 
himself,—lie who held the destinies 
of her dear ones in the hollow of his 
hand. His first question was for 
Fawn Eyes, the little Ogallala maiden 
whose hietory he seemed to know. 
"She is well and trying to be contept 
with me," was the reply. "She has 
been helping poor Nanette. She does 
not seem to understand or realize 
what is coming to him. Have they 
—ironed him—yet?" 

"I believe not," said the general. 
"But it has to be done to-night. 
They start so early in the morning." 

"And you won't let her see him, 
general. No good can come from it. 
She declares she will go to him in 
the morning, if you prohibit it to-
right," and the richly jeweled hands 
of the unhappy woman were clasped 
almost in supplication. 

"By morning he will be beyond her 
reach. The escort starts at six." 

"And—these gentlemen here—" She 
looked nervously, appealingly about 
her. "Must they—all know?" 

"These and the inspector general. 
He will be here in a moment. But, 
indeed, Mrs. Hay, it is all known, 
practically," said the general, with 
sympathy and sorrow in his tone. 

"Not all—not all, general! Even 
I don't know all — She herself 
has said so. Hush! She's coming." 

She was there! They had listened 
for swish of skirts or fall of slender 
feet upon the stairway, but there 
had not been a sound. They saw the 
reason as she halted at the entrance, 
lifting with one little hand the costly 
Navajo blanket that hung as a por
tiere. In harmony with the glossy 
folds of richly dyed wool, she was 
habited in Indian garb from head to 
foot. In two black, lustrous braids, 
twisted with feather and quill and 
ribbon, her wealth of hair hung 
over lier shoulders down the front 
of her slender form. A robe of dark 
blue stuff, rich with broidery of 
colored bead and bright - liued 
plumage, hung, close clinging, and 
lier feet were shod in soft moccasins, 
also deftly worked with bead and 
quill. But it was her face that 
chained the gaze of all, and that 
drew from the pallid lips of Lieut. 
Field a gasp of mingled consternation 
and amaze. Without a vestige of 
color; with black circles under her 
glittering eyes; with lines of suffer
ing around the rigid mouth and with 
that strange pinched look about the 
nostrils that tells of anguish, bodily 
and mental, Nanette stood at the 
doorway, looking straight at the 
chief. She had no eyes for lesser 
lights. All her thought, apparently, 
was for him—for him whose power 
it was, in spite of vehement oppo
sition, to deal as he saw fit with the 
prisoner in his hands. Appeal on 
part of Friends Societies, Peace and 
Indian Associations had failed. The 
President had referred the matter in 
its entirety to the general command
ing the field, and the general fyad 
decided. One moment she studied 
his face, then came slowly forward. 
No hand extended. No sign of 
salutation—greeting—much less of 
homage. Ignoring all others present, 
she addressed herself solely to 'him. 

"Is it true you have ordered him in 
irons and to Fort Rochambeau?" 
she demanded. ' 

"It is." 
"Simply because he took part with 

his people when your soldiers made 
war on them?" she asked, her pale 
lips quivering. 

"You well know how much else 
there was," answered the general, 
simply. "And I have told you he de
serves no pity—of yours.' 

"Oh. you say he came back here a 
spy!" she broke forth, impetuously. 
"It is not so! He never eaine near 
the post—nearer than Stabber's vil-
lage, and there he had a right to be. 
You say 'twas he who led them to 
the warpath—that he planned the 
robbery here and took the money, 
lie never knew they were going, till 
they were gone. lie never stole a 
penny. That money was loaned him 
honestly— and for a purpose—and 
with the hope and expectation of 
rich profit thereby." 

"By you, do you mean?" asked the 
general, calmly, as before. 

"By me? No! What money had 1" 
He asked it and it was given him— 
by Lieut. Field." 

A gasp that was almost a cry fol
lowing instantly on this insolent 
assertion—a sound of stir and start 

among the officers at whom sh« hart i 
not as yet as much as glanced, now 
caused the girl to turn one swift, 
contemptuous look their way, and itt 
that momentary flash her eyes en
countered those of the man she ha 1 
thus accused. Field stood like one 
turned suddenly to stone, gazing at 
her with wild, incredulous eyes. One 
instant she seemed to sway, as 
though the sight had staggered her, 
but the rally was as instantaneous. 
Before the general could interpose 
a word, she plunged on again; 

"He, at least, had a heart and con
science. He knew how wrongfully 
Moreau had been accused—that 
money was actually needed to estab
lish his claim. It would all have 
been repaid if your soldiers had not 
forced this wicked war, and—" and 
now in her vehemence her eyes were 
flashing, her hand uplifted, when, all 
on a sudden, the portiere was raised 
the second time, and there at the 
door way stood the former inspector 
general, "Black Bill." At sight of 
him the mad flow of words met sud
den stop. Down, slowly down, came 
the clinched, uplifted hand. Her 
eyes, glaring as were Field's a mo
ment agone, were fixed in awful 
fascination on the grizzled face. 
Then actually she recoiled as the 
veteran officer stepped quietly for
ward into the room. 

"And what?" said he, with placid 
interest. "I haven't hear you rave 
in many a moon, Nanette. You are 
your mother over again—without 
your mother's excuse for fury." 

But a wondrous silence had fallen 
on the group. The girl had turned 
rigid. For an instant not a move 
was made, and, in the hush of all but 
throbbing hearts, the sound of the 
trumpets pealing forth the last notes 
of tattoo came softly through the 
outer night. 

Then sudden, close at hand, yet 
muffled by double door and windows, 
came other sounds—sounds of rush 
and scurry—excited voices—cries of 
halt! halt!—the ring of a carbine— 
a yell of warning—another shot, and 
Blake and the aide-de-camp sprang 
through the hallway to the storm 
door without. Airs. Hay, shuddering 
with dread, ran to the door of her 
husband's chamber beyond the din
ing room. She was gone but a mo
ment. When she returned the little 
Ogallala maid, trembling and wild-
eyed, had come running down from 
aloft. The general had followed in
to the lighted hallway—they were 
all crowding there by this time—and 
the voice of Capt. Ray, with just a 
tremor of excitement about it, was 
heard at the storm door on the 
porch, in explanation to the chief. 

"Moreau, sir! Broke guard and 
stabbed Kennedy. The second shot 
dropped him. He wants Fawn Eyes, 
his sister." 

A scream of agony rang through 
the hall, shrill and piercing. Then 
the wild cry followed: 

"You shall not hold meN Let me 
go to him, L say—I am his wife!" 

s?v#'. %: 

?' ? • 1 CHAPTER XXIVl 
That was a gruesome night at 

Frayne. Just at tattoo the door lead-
ing to the little cell room had been 
thrown open, and the sergeant of the 
guard bade the four prisoners come 
forth—all warriors of the Ogallala 
band and foremost of their number 
was Eagle Wing, the battle leader. 

"THE SECOND, BETTER AIMED, 
PIERCED THE VITALS." 

Recaptured by Crabb and his men 
after a desperate flight and fight for 
liberty, he had apparently been plan
ning ever since a second essay even 
more desperate. In sullen silence he 
had passed his days, showing no 
sign of recognition of any face among 
his guards until the morning Ken
nedy appeared—all malice forgotten 
now that his would-be slayer was a 
helpless prisoner, and therefore did 
the Irishman greet him jovially. 
"That man would knife you if he had 
half a chance," said the sergeant. 
"Watch out for him!" 

"You bet I'll watch out," said Ken
nedy, never dreaming that, despite 
all search and vigilance, Moreau had 
managed to obtain and hide a knife. 

In silence they had sliuilled forth 
into the corridor. The heavy por
tal swung behind them, confining 
the other two. Another door opened 
into the guardroom proper, where 
stood the big, red hot stove and 
where waited two blacksmiths with 
the irons. Once in the guard room, 
every window was barred, and mem
bers of the guard, three deep, 
blocked in eager curiosity the door
way leading to (he outer air. In 
the corridor on one side stood three 
infantry soldiers, with fixed bayo
nets. On the other, facing them, 
three others of the guard. Between 
them shuffled the Sioux, "Wing" lead
ing. One glance at the waiting black
smiths was enough. With the spring-

of * tiger, he hurled himself, head 
foremost and bending low, straight 
at the open doorway, and split his 
way through the astonished guardm 
like center rush at football, scat
tering them right and left; then 
darted round the corner of the 
guardhouse, agile as a cat. 

And there was Kennedy confront
ing him! One furious lunge he made 
with gleaming knife, then shot like 
an arrow, straight for the southward 
bluff. It was bad judgment. He 
trusted to speed, to dim starlight, to 
bad aim, perhaps; but the little 
Irishman dropped on one knee and 
the first bullet tore through the 
muscles of a stalwart arm; the sec
ond, better aimed, pierced the vitals. 
Then they were on him, men by the 
dozen, in'another instant, as he stag
gered and fell there, impotent and 
writhing. 

They bore him to the cell again— 
the hospital was too far—and Waller 
and his aides came speedily to do all 
that surgery could accomplish, but 
he cursed them back. He raved at 
Ray, who entered, leading poor, sob
bing little Fawn Eyes, and demanded 
to be left alone with her. Waller 
went out to minister to Kennedy, 
bleeding fast, and the others looked 
to Ray for orders when the door 
was once more opened and Blake 
entered with Nanette. 

"By the general's order," said he, 
in brief explanation and in an in
stant she was on her knees beside 
the dying Sioux. There and thus they 
left them. Waller said there was 
nothing to be done. The junior sur
geon, Tracy—he whom she had so 
fascinated only those few weeks 
before—bent and whispered: "Call 
me if you need. I shall remain with
in hearing." But there came no calL 
At taps the door was once more soft
ly opened and Tracy peered within. 
Fawn Eyes, rocking to and fro, was 
sobbing in an abandonment of grief. 
Nanette, face downward, lay prone 
upon a stilled and lifeless heart. 

Flint and his escort duly went their 
wajr, and spread their story as they 
camped at Laramie and "the Chug." 
The general tarried another week 
at Frayne. There was still very 
much to keep him there; so, not until 
he and "Black Bill' came down did 
we at other stations learn the facts. 
The general, as usual, had little to 
say. The colonel talked for both. 

[To Be Continued.] 

A PnatlnK Traveler. 
It is almost impossible in Mace

donia to get anything to eat on St. 
John's day, because a fast is kept 
there in commemoration of the be
heading of St. John the Baptist. 
The author of "The Tale of a Tour 
in Macedonia" says that at Serres lie 
found 'a state of things he had never 
expected to encounter: a whole town 
in a starving condition. He went to 
the hotelkeeper and remonstrated 
with him humorously. 

"My dear sir," said he, "is it just, 
is it right, is it saintly, is it even 
reasonable that# I should condemn 
myself to the worst of deaths be
cause St. John, some 2,000 years ago, 
had his head cut oft?" 

"It is not lawful to argue about 
such matters," was the serious reply. 

"I do not wish to argue. I wish to 
cat." 

At length, by dint of money, pa
tience and persuasion, the traveler 
managed to obtain a little bread 
and cheese and some grapes, and 
with these he had to be content un
til the fast was over.—Youth's Com
panion, 

Morliid Mental State*. 

Misanthropy, selfishness and nar
rowness are productive of disease. 
Misers are almost always melan
choly and dyspeptic. Thousands be
come ill by centering their minds 
upon themselves and attaching too 
great significance to minor symp
toms. The writer once met a man 
who was quite terrified, thinking he 
was likely to suiter from an attack 
of apoplexy at any moment, simply 
because he now and then felt a pe
culiar tingling or other sensation in 
one of his legs. Persons suffering 
from neurasthenia are very likely to 
aggravate their maladies by intro
spection. The mind should be helpful
ly occupied by useful employment. 
An active interest in philanthropic 
work of various sorts is a useful 
means of counteracting the tendency 
to self-centering which often accom
panies chronic invalidism. Thus one 
may help himself by helping his 
neighbor.—Good Health. 

Dy (he Short Cat. 
One of the great newspapers is 

printed in an office that has three 
full stories below the ground level, 
the enormous presses, resting on 
foundations even below this, depth. 

An "old subscriber" anne to look 
at the establishment one day, and the 
business manager showed him round. 
They had inspected the editorial and 
composing rooms and the business 
offices, and last of all they went to 
look at the engines and presses. 

The stairway leading down to the 
basement had several landings, and 
to the visitor it seemed that the 
journey would never end. 

"Well," he gasped, as they stood at 
last on the very bottom floor, "I see 
you have arranged to get your news 
from China by the shortest route!" 
—Youth's Companion. 

Story of n Family Name. 
There is a family named Fennen 

living in the north of England whose 
original. name was Purvis. Two 
hundred years ago Frank Purvis 
turned pirate and was killed fighting 
on hi« ship. The family then decided 
to relinquish the name of Purvis and 
take that of Fennen and ever since 
the eldest son of the family on at
taining his majority signs a pledge 
that he will not resume the name of 
Purvis. The pledge has been handed 
down from father to goil and hear* 
some fifty signature^. 

Working Woman and the Home 
By MISS JULIA C. LATHROP. 

HE OLD patriarchal idea of family life has already disap-fp| 

Tpeared. There was a bond of economic unity when the|§§ 
head of the household was the only support of the family, 
and when the arts now in the hands of men and carriedgj! 
on in factories were peculiar tc^ the household and con
ducted by women. Now, when daughters work in these|t§ 
factories and although able to live independently, bringtfl 
their wages to swell the family bank account, there is ai, ̂  
voluntary unity, together with individual independence^! 
which is a much higher and finer thing. 

It is quite another matter for mothers to work to. 
help support their families. This is almost always disas-

„ trous to family life, whether it is caused by the death or 
desertion of the father or by the smallness of his earnings. We ought 
to be wise enough to recognize that a woman who brings up a family 
performs an invaluable and most exacting task of citizenship, and should 
be unhampered in its performance by the necessity of earning a living. 

The fact that an able bodied man's wages are not always enough to 
support his family opens up a question in economics too complicated to 
be discussed here. 

The lack of family unity which is displayed in divorce courts' 
appears to be seldom caused by a woman's power to earn an honest, 
independent livelihood in any walk of life. 

No movement can as yet keep pace with the growth in the ranks 
of working girls. A well-known economist has suggested with grim 
humor, in noting the increasing employment of young women and girls, 
that the present tendency is toward an era when the work of the world 
will be done by machines and little girls. The various kindly efforts in 
the way of clubs, lunchrooms and classes are valuable, partly because 
they temper the situation for many individuals and partly because they 
have helped to draw public attention to the interests of working girls. 
We all begin to see the ned of factory legislation and sanitary regula
tion, and especially the necessity for a clearer understanding on the 
part of working women of their relation to the industrial world. 

The present generation of women does not trust so much to suffrage 
as did the last, partly because men have disillusioned them as to the auto
matic power of the ballot to keep the world good and happy, and partly 
because concrete questions of social, industrial and educational reform 
have attracted their attention from the more abstract effort for the ballot. 
Presumably women will ultimately obtain the suffrage. 
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Gum Chewing Indefensible 
6y RT. REV. F. D. HUNTINGTON, 

Bishop of Syracuse. ' 

Chewing gum is an indefensible habit 
on every ground and evidences bad man
ners. I consider it one of the forms of de
terioration of society. There is no justi
fication for it, and it descredits good breed
ing. Its unnatural action distorts the jaws, 
and in time cannot but affect the looks of 
the perpetual indulger. I should think that 
that alone would be enough to deter any
one from indulging in the habit. They say 
that it whitens the teeth, but I do not be- 7 
lieve it, and I never heard from a medical 
standpoint that it was good for anyone. 
The indefensible and low-bred habit of guni ,-,, 
chewing seems to me to be on the increase. : 

; It seems to me that to-day there is a tendency to frivolity and to 
amusement, though there are many points in which the world is bet
ter. Besides the idle class there is a class of the honorably employed 
who plunge into amusement the moment their duties are over. That 
is not the way to make chraacter. Character is not made in public. 
Solitude and thought are what do it. It is wholesome to be alone at 
times and quiet. I tremble sometimes for the results of our home life. 
We have no family life now, the family is so scattered. There is nc 
family circle. It is due somewhat to the way that the houses are heat
ed now. There is no hearthstone, no fireside to gather about, and no 
family life. Those sacred terms jdo not mean now what they used to 

Lawlessness and Education 
By PRESIDENT HADLEY, 

* of Yale University. ; * 

The root of lawlessness lies deeper than mere 
ignorance of consequences. The chief source of 
crime is moral per.verseness rather than mental de
ficiency. If you improve a man's intellectual capacity 
without correspondingly educating his moral nature, 
you are likely to change the direction in which his 
criminal or vicious instincts seek their outlet, rather 
than to destroy those instincts themselves. When 
you teach a man to write you make him less liable, 

to cornmitt larceny, but you make him much more liable to commit for
gery. When you teach a man political economy and law you lessen th<? 
temptations and opportunities for acts of violence, but you do not les
sen those for acts of fraud. 

Few of us whe have looked into the statistics of education and crime 
are optimistic enough to deny that they are quite disappointing. The 
improvement due to the removal of illiteracy amounts to something; 
but it does not amount to so much as we should like to see, or as was 
promised by the early advocates of our public school system. 

Money in Politics 
By HON. EDWIN WARFIELD, 

< •" Governor of Maryland. 

*T<> HE greatest menace to-day to a republican form of government 
.1 is the power of money, corruptly used for the purchase of voters. 

The evil has grown in every state in the union. The further 
debauching of the electorate by corrupt practices should be 

stopped. The most effectual way to prevent this corruption of our citi
zens is to cut off the source of supply by the enactment of a law which 
will prohibit the contribution of money by corporations, individuals, or 
candidates, except for legitimate election purposes and reasonable cam
paign expenses. \ 

Every legislature should promptly pass a law directed against this 
evil that will be sufficiently conservative to be enforceable and stringent 
enough to be effective. 
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