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R [CONTINUED. J 
The doctor sBook his head. Mrs. 

Stannard looked grave, but Mrs. Barry 
never hesitated. "It's the lastthiug she 
would ever have done had it not been 
vitally necessary." The bills were 
placed in au envelope with a few lines 
begging her to be ready to see Mrs. 
Stannard and the doctor and return with 
them without fail if by that time she 
had finished what had to be done, and 
the ragged Mercury trotted away with 
the message clutched in a diu&y hand, 
all Russell wondering the while. 

Half an hour later the doctor, leaving 
Mrs. Stannard with the citrriage at the 
pGXolfice, strolled quietly around to the 
Empire and asked to see the proprietor. 
He wasn't in. Maloney then. He'd just 
gone out and wouldn't be back. Then 
could they tell him where he could find 
Maloney? No, they'd no idea where 
he vNgone. Evidently information was 
lacking at the Empire, but a happy 
thought occurred to the doctor. Hanni-
fin's -was jnst across the way, and to 
Hannifin's h6went, feeling well assured 
that the rivalry between the establish
ments would prompt some one at the 
latter to tell what might be detrimental 
of the other, and ho was right. "There 
had been a drunken row at the Empire 
late last night," said Hannifin, "be
tween toughs that wouldn't be allowed 
in a respectable saloon like this, for in
stance." Two fellows were badly cut, 
and others were wanted by the city 
marshal, but Hannifin could only tell 
that a man called Boston was mixed up 
in it and had been slashed by somebody 
else, and that it was claimed that the 
whole gang were strangers in Chey
enne, only two of them having been 
seen there before last night. Then the 
doctor asked if any of Boston's people 
had been seen, and they hadn't. So far 
as Hannifin knew Boston had no friends 
or relatives, nor could he tell where he 
was now in hiding. Even the police, 
what there was of them, didn't know 
that. 

So the doctor reluctantly turned 
away, and after reporting his ill sue-
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"There had been a drunken row at the 
Empire late last night," said Hannifin. 

cess to Mrs. Stannard it was proposed 
that they should find Backets, the boy 
messenger, and question him again, and 
find him they did £t noon, but not be
fore, and his story was straight as a 
string. The man who gave him the job 
at the railway platform was there to 
wait for him when he got back. He took 
the package, paid the dollar bargained 
for and walked rapidly away up into 
town. Where he'd gone Rackets didn't 
know. Who he was Rackets didn't 
know, neither did anybody at the depot. 
"Him and two other fellers" had 
reached Cheyenne by the Denver train 
the day before. 

Troubled and perplexed, these would 
be rescuers turned their horses' heads 
and drove back into town, hardly know
ing what to do. The one police official 
the doctor had au acquaintance with 
was at the Railroad House and had 
there declared that no one of their force 
of five or six "occasionals" had seen 
anything of the young lady or knew 
anything of the men, but they wero 
straining every nerve to know. "What 
we do know is that there was a knife 
fight at the Empire between these stran
gers and this fellow Boston, who's been 
knocking about here for some ten days, 
but what has become of him is more 
than we can find out. The town is full 
of strangers getting ready for the hills, 
and we're just as apt to run in the 
wrong man as the right one. What we 
hope is to corral them on the night 
train. But where they carried Bostou 
to after he was knifed is what gets me." 

To think of having to return to Mrs. 
Barry with a report so meager as this! 
Mrs. Stannard could not bear it, but re
turn was imperative, for the doctor had 
patients who needed his attention, auo 
he had not seen Maynard at all that 
day. Reluctantly they abandoned the 
investigation after a few more words 
with the police and a promise to retarii 
that afternoon if nothing were heard of, 
the yonng lady in the meantime. 

Then the horses were headed for the 
open prairie, which they reached at a 
spanking trot, and there, far out across 
the breezy level, was trundling briskly 
toward the post the little team of grays 
and the covered spring wagon owned by 
an old retired soldier who bad a ranch 
near by, and before the surgeon's well 
matched bays had covered half the dis
tance the leading equipage disappeared 

.within theaate, and ten minutes later, 

when Mrs. Stannard sadly stepped irom 
the carriage at Mrs. Barry's door, shu 
was accosted by Mrs. Turner, who came 
tripping from Miss Maynard's side to 
meet her and to say with eager dilation 
cf the eye and pursings of the mouth: 

"She's back—she's just got here. 
Where on earth cjn she have been?" 

And turning, unsatisfying, from her 
questioner, Mrs. Stannard rang at the 
Barrys' door and entered and found 
Nathalie soboing her heart out as she 
knelt by Mrs. Barry's side, encircled by 
that lady's loving arms. 

"I declare," said Mrs. Turner that 
afternoon, "there's just ten times as 
much mystery and misery about tliis 

| old post when the men are away as 
' when they're here," for that night the 

doctor had a patient at Barrys' who 
needed all his care—Nathalie's strength 
had given way and she was very ill in
deed. 

And then came stirring, thrilling 
news next day from the front. Bot j 
battalions of the —th, diviug after the 
Cheyennes into the sand hills, had sud
denly been brought to bay. Yellow 
Wolf and his desperate band, finding 
themselves confronted, so said the young 
men sent far out in advance, by strong 
forces of ca%*alry and infantry from the 
northern ageucics, had recoiled to cer
tain well known old fastnesses in the 
deep breaks to the south of the Niobra
ra, and in recoiling had stumbled 
against Stannard's advance, thereby 
bringing on a sharp and rattling light 
that had warmed fclie cockles of the old 
campaigner's heart and shown even his 
recruits to be fellows of excellent met
tle. 

All the same, Yellow Wolf was in no 
mood for a general melee, or he could 
have made it hot for Stannard that crisp 
April morning, for he had only four 
troops, Barry being some miles away to 
the southeast. The two battalions were 
converging as they hastened northward, 
and had Yellow Wolf been a strategist 
he had excellent opportunity to beat his 
opponents in detail. The Indians, how
ever, really wished to avoid conflict 
with the cavalry. Every life was pre-
oions in the long badgered and fast di
minishing tribe, and there was some
thing almost pathetic in the efforts of 
the old chief and leader of the Chey
ennes to get his people, warriors, wom
en and children, safely in touch with 
their kindred of the northern tribe, the 
very thing which the interior depart
ment was most anxious to prevent. 

For an hour his young men had kept 
up their dashing, long range fight with 
Stannard's skirmish line, striving to kill 
and wound as many of the soldiers as 
possible so as to hamper their subse
quent movements. Others at the same 
time far to the north kept watch over 
the slow advance of the force from the 
agencies, while other braves still safely 
escorted the village—the old men, wom
en and children—far in among the fast
nesses of the sand hills to the west. 
There, as among the Bad Lands along 
the Dakota border, were natural fortifi
cations and tortuous, intricate trails, 
along which only in single file could 
pursuers march, and 20 braves could 
hold the passage against a regiment of 
soldiers. So perfectly was this masked 
from the sight of the cavalry, cautious
ly advancing from the north, but still 
nearly a dozen miles away, and from 
Stannard's view, thanks to the interven
ing ridges at which his men were im
petuously dashing, that when, after a 

• long morning of skirmishing with not a 
little loss to officers, men and mounts, 
the major ordered the recall and assem
bly sounded and proper disposition made 
for the care of the wounded, nothing 
whatever had been seen of the flank 
movement of the village. 

An hour later, just about 1 o'clock, 
when the warriors themselves seemed 
to have drawn away from his widely 
dispersed skirmishers now formed in a 
big circle about the pack train and 
wounded, the veteran soldier sent an 
officer and a dozen men to see what 
could be seen from the summit of a 
butte barely a mile distant, and almost 
instantly these began signaling, and 
presently a trooper came tearing back 
at a gallop. "The cavalry from White 
River, sir, the lieutenant says. You can 
see 'em plain not more than six or eight 
miles off to the north." 

"Damn the cavalry from White Riv
er!" said Stannard explosively. "Where 
are the Indians?" 

"None in sight, sir,'anywhere." 
"Well, then, they've got to their 

holes in the sand hills, and we'll have 
hell to pay rooting 'em out," was the 
old dragoon s disgusted outbreak. 

.And Stannard was a true prophet. 
The news that reached Russell by telo-
graph that fine April evening was that 
Colonel Atherton himself had hastened 
from the railway northward to the 
field, that Barry was ordered to close in 
on Stannard, that tho Indians had got 
into the strongest of their strongholds 
and that war to the knife was the 
least that could be expected. Still, 
with Atherton in general command, 
with two strong battalions such as wero 
led by Barry and Stannard, with the 
strong force from White River, all in 
the field in front of him, perhaps old 
Yellow Wolf might think it best to sur
render, sure as he was of kind treat
ment, and this was the flattering unc
tion laid to the souls of most of the 
wives and mothers at Russell that anx
ious evening when the list of casualties 
oame in bv wire, and this was what 

fixeir infantry friends preaohed and 
prophesied and what they all tried to 
believe—all but poor Maynard, who felt 
sure there would be a sharp fight all be
cause he wasn't there to win his spurs. 
From, more causes than one he was pro
foundly unhappy, feverish and intracta
ble, and the doctor had to chide him 
earnestly when he called later to see 
him. 

"This won't do, sir," was the medi
co's rebuke. "By good rights you ought 
now to be nearly well enough to mount 
and ride, but you've been chafing, fret
ting and retarding your recovery. I'm 
not so deficient in the matter of patients 
as not to be ible to spare a few, and yc.u 
ought to be helping, not hampering me. 
I suppose you know Miss Baird is quite 
ill." 

"Miss Baird?" stammered Maynard, 
his face filling instantly with anxiety, 
his fine yo-ng eyes clouding. Not a 
word had Grace said to him upon the 
subject. 

"Yes. You knew she went to town 
today?" 

"I—heard her say that she would 
go," faltered the lieutenant. 

"Well," continued the doctor, "God 
only knows what that poor child has 
been going through, but she's all un
strung, all broken up, and although she 
has youth and strength and elasticity 
in her favor and will probably recover 
in a short timo she is utterly prostrated 
tonight. Now, if you were only able to 
be about"— 

"I?" interrupted Maynard. "What 
then? You know well enough that I am 
fit for many kinds of work even now.'' 

"Not for trailing the gang of sharps 
that we've searched in vain for today," 
said the doctor. "Even the police could 
not locate them. Yet some one of their 
number has some hold on that poor girl 
—the big, burly tough they call Boston, 
I fancy, and after getting every cent of 
her earnings he gets into a knife scrape 
last night, has been stabbed, sends fo* 
her and asks her to raise $25 more for 
him and then sends her tottering home 
more dead than alive. I suppose the 
money is needed to buy him out of some 
troublo and start him away from here, 
but that's only my theory. She will not 
tell anything about him, which con
firms my belief that he's a jail bird. 

Now, what can a girl like her be doing 
with a man like that?" ' 

Maynard winced as though the doctor 
had used an actual instead of a verbal 
probe. 

"You never heard her speak of any 
such?" asked his visitor, eying him 
searchingly. 

"No," was the short answer, and 
Maynard's face looked white and drawn. 
He arose from his easy chair and limped 
to the window and gazed miserably out 
upon the starlit heavens and the flicker
ing lamps across the dim parade. He 
wished the doctor in <Turicho, and that 
praotitioner was not slow to see it. 

"Well, I'll leave you, youngster," 
said he patronizingly. "What you've 
got to do to pull out of this is to quit 
fret and worry if you want to get after 
the field column. So long.'' And then 
he went trotting down the stairs where 
feminine voices had been heard for some 
little time in conversation. Mrs. Stan
nard was away with Mrs. Barry. It 
must then be Grace Maynard and her 
now inseparable friend, Mrs. Turner. 
The latter pounced upon the doctor with 
cooing inquiry for "poor Miss Baird" 
and was briefly told that the trouble 
seemed to be nervous prostration more 
than anything else. "What your broth
er1 needs is freedom from worry," he 
began at once. "He is fretting himself 
into another fever," and the doctor 
turned abruptly to Miss Maynard—he 
couldn't bear Mrs. Turner. "Now I'm 
going to send over a sedative that he is 
to take, for he's very nervous and fret
ful tonight." 

With that and blandly unconscious of 
the fact that much of the nervousness 
was due to his own ministrations the 
little man departed. 

"Then I'll go, too," said Mjgs. Turner 
in her drawl of sisterly sympathy. "I 
know you must be longing to be with 
him, but I'll come first thing in the 
morning. Isn't it dreadful?" She paus
ed as the door was opened for her and 
glanced out into outer darkness with a 
shudder. "Isn't it dreadful to have no 
one to walk home with—no man, I 
mean?" she hastily added as Miss May
nard took down the major's cape, which 
she had fallen quite into the way of 
wearing. 

A little later brother and sister were 
alone together. He had been reading 
over a letter and stowed it in the pocket 
of his dressing gown as she entered. 

"I missed the orderly with the mail 
today, Ronald. Did you hear from fa
ther?" she asked. 

He shook his head, but made no other 
reply. 

"Well, wasn't that a letter?" she 
asked, with a glance at the gaping 
pocket. 

"Yes, but not from him, Grace. And 
I must tell you again I am so troubled 
about him. You ought to be there, not 
here. There is no excuse whatever for 
your remaining a burden on Mrs. Stan
nard"— 

"How can you say so, Ronald? Who 
could nurse you wero I not here?" 

"I could do very well, There is no 
further danger. The doctor says I can 
be out in a very few days. Father has 
no one but Aunt Willott to caro for him 
there''— 

"He has Gertrude, who is sweetness 
and devotion itself, whom he loves as 
he would his own daughter, as he hoped 
—as I hoped, yes, and expected, Ronald 
—she would and should be, or that at 
least she should and we should have 
your assurance by this time that that 
was your intention. You know it has 
long been the dearest wish of your fa
ther's heart." 

"I do not know it, Grace, nor do I 
believe it. He never so much as hinted 
at such'a thing. Yon alone," said May
nard, his cheeks flushing and with an 
angry light in his eyes as he rose from 
his chair—"you alone persist in this 
scheme—I don't know what else to call 
it—and I don't think Gertrude would 
t.WiV von in th« least." 

''Gertrude 'had every right short of a 
positive engagement to consider herself 
pledged to you and you to her, Ronald, 
and not until you met this stranger, of 
whom you know nothing that is not 
most unsatisfactory, to say the least"— 

"Grace!" 
"Oh, I know how infatuated a boy 

oan be, and that is why I stand here, as 
I have time and again in your past, a 
shield between you and harm or punish
ment! Ronald, Ronald, for the sake of 
all those years," she cried, softening 
and tearful now as she clasped her thin 
bands and bent yearningly toward him, 
"listen to me, my brother! Don't make 
me say harsh things about an unfortu
nate girl. Don't force from me what I 
know. But do you not understand why 

"Not another word, Grace, not another 
word," he exclaimed. 

I cannot leave you now? It is dread, 
Ronald—dread lest you become utterly 
entangled in that—in that girl's toils 
and bring shame and ruin to us all." 

"Not another word, Grace, not an
other word,'' he exclaimed, angrily 
drawing away from her. In her plead
ing she had caught up the cord and tas
sel of his flowered gown—her own man
ufacture, her own gift—and lie fairly 
snatched them from her hands. "I will 
believe no ill of her. I know everything 
that has taken place today. I know of 
ner going to town to see that fellow. 
He is some blood relation, some luck
less, reckless outcast from home, aud 
I'll swear to it. " 

"Reckless and outcast he may be, 
Ronald, but he is that girl's lover, and 
I know it." 

(TO BE CONTINUED.] 

Ivory on the Kongo. 

Before the arrival of the Arabs 
ivory had no value. The natives 
often did qot store it. Having killed 
an elephant, they took only the 
meat, and when the Arabs came 
and, pointing to the ivory, wished 
to buy the natives hunted about in 
the woods for ivory of elephants 
dead a long time, and big points 
were sold for a handful of beads or 
a copper or brass ornament. Ki-
bongo was the first to settle after 
Stanley's passage. He is said to 
have bought immense stores of 
ivory, but all seem to have spent all 
they had. All the natives along 
here joined Tippu Tib on his way to 
Stanley falls to establish himself, 
and they fought • and took part in 
raids for him. —Journal of Late 
E. J. Glave in Century. 

StUl Ignorant. 

"Pa! Pa!" little Johnny began. 
"Now, what do you want?'.' asked 

his suffering father, with the em
phasis on the "now." 

"Will my hair fall off when it's 
ripe like yours i'' 

When the flat ruler had ceased 
falling on Johnny, his thirst for 
knowledge had disappeared.—Pick 
Me Up. 

Wasted Talents. 

"If you had only employed your 
great ability in some honest line of 
life," said the sociologist, "don't 
you think you could have had just 
as much success?" 

"More," admitted the confidence 
man. "There isn't half the compe 
tition in an honest life."—Cincin
nati Enauirer. 

Did You Take 

Scott's 
Emulsion 
through the winter? If so, we 
are sure it quieted your cough, 
healed the rawness in your 
throat, increased your weight, 
gave you more color, and made 
you feel better in every way. 
But perhaps your cough has 
come back again, or you are get
ting a little thin and pale. 

Then, why not continue the 
same helpful remedy right 
through the summer? It will do 
you as much good as when the 
weather is cold. 

Its persistent use will certainly 
give you a better appetite and o 
stronger digestion. 

It will cure your 
weak throat and heal 
your inflamed lungs. 
It will cure every case 
of consumption, when 
a cure is possible. 

Don't be persuaded 
to take something they say is just 
as good. 

AU Druggists, joc. and $i. 
SCOTT & BOWNE, Chemists, N. Y.. 
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THE SUGAR KING, HENRY O. HAVEMEYER 
Mr. Havemeyer, the sugar king, controls the price of all the sugar used by 

JB, 000,000 of people iu this country, and it is said that his trust nets $20,000,-
000 a year. Arbuclcle, the coffee king, recently began making sugar, and there 
is now a bitter war on between the rival millionaires. 
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THE COFFEE KING, JOHN ARBUCKLE 
Ar buckle of Brooklyn fixes the price upon every pound of coffee need 

In the United States. He controls the business and is called the coffee king. 
Not long ago his company began making sugar, and he is now engaged in a 
very spirited war of competition with the sugar trust, officially known as the 
American Sugar Refining company. 

GRANT COULDN'T TELL HIM. 

One Thing About Which the Great Gen
eral Knew Little. 

The late General La Fayette Mc-
Laws enjoyed an intimate friendship 
with Grant, both as general and 
president. They were students to
gether at West Point, and it was 
there the friendship that ripened in 
later years was first begun. Mc-
Laws as a eoldier fought Indians in 
the west in many campaigns. He 
was on the frontier under Taylor 
during the Mexican war. When the 
civil war broke out, he cast his lot 
with the Confederate cause, and 
finally attained command of a divi
sion under General Longstreet. 
During the four years of strife 
Grant never forgot his friend. Like-
Vise McLaws cherished the friend
ship for the Federal general. 

When General Grant was elected 
president, the friends of McLaws 
urged him to apply for the Savan
nah postoffice. The Confederate 
general hesitated for a time, feeling 
that by doing so he would incur the 
censure of southerners. Like Grant, 
however, he was broad minded and 
had accepted the result of the war 
like a soldier and a true type of an 
American citizen. He thereupon 
decided to make the application for 
the office and took the train north 
to see Grant in person. The presi
dent had left Washington for Long 
Branch. Going there, McLaws 
sought him at his cottage. He had 
some misgivings as to how the presi
dent would receive him. They had 
not met in years. McLaws won
dered if the accession to the high 
office of the nation had "swelled" 
Grant's head. Approaching tho cot
tage, the Confederate general found 
the president sitting on the veranda, 
with his feet upon, the balustrade, 
smoking one of those cigars which 
finally helped to end his life. Like 
all other presidents, Grant had left 
Washington to avoid the office seek 
ing pest, and lie did, not want to be 
disturbed in his retreat. 

"Hello, Mac! Where did you 
come from?" was the greeting that 
the president gave the Georgian as 
he drew near enough for recogni
tion. 

"I am truly glad to see you. I 
came over here to esoape the office 
seekers. Pull up a chair and tell 
me how you have been getting along 
and all about yourself since we last 
met," Grant continued, with that 
warm, pleasant and affable air char
acteristic of him. 

The greeting was eo cordial, de
spite the remark about the office 
seekers, that General McLaws final

ly found it an easy'thing to bring 
up the Savannah postoffice matter 
and announced his candidacy for 
the appointment. General Grant 
assured him that he should have it 
and that it would give him a great 
pleasure to make the appointment. 
Then they talked about their life at 
West Point and reviewed their ex
periences covering the years up to 
that time. 

In some respects they were alike. 
Neither had the faculty for accumu
lating and saving money. General 
McLaws confessed that he did not 
have it and addressed the question 
seriously to the president: 

"Can you tell me, general, how 
to make and save money?" 

"My dear Mac, I have not the 
slightest idea in the world," replied 
Grant. 

It was true, for Grant never could 
save money. He had no business 
instinct. Before the war he had as 
hard a struggle as any man in the 
country, and even after he left the 
presidency he was an easy victim 
for schemers, who used him in 
swindling schemes which he thought 
honest until their dishonesty was 
exposed. 

When General McLaws returned 
to Savannah, he received the ap
pointment as postmaster, and the 
friendship between the two lasted 
until death.—Chicago Times-Her- 4 
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REGENERO. 
Restore* 

Lost 

Vitality. 

makes 

COMPLETE 
BLISS 

The Great 

PHE5NCH REMEDY 
Id now within eo*v rench of every American. 
•W days treatment is positively Ruanmtwil to euro 
the most complicated euse of Nervous Mobility, or 
Wasting Disease. It acts powerfully and <;-ik klv. 
A new Man. Physically Perfect, i* the result 
of the use of UEUEKGKO. Young men win re
gain their lost manhood, and Old Men will mover 
their'youthful vigor. It Invigorates and restores to 
full life and vigor, all sufferers from Seminal Weak
nesses, Impotency, Varicocele, Spcrmattorhca, 
Nightly Emissions, Lost Hraln ami Muscular Power, 
Weak Memory, Wakefulness, Evil Dreams, Despon
dency. Lack of Confidence, and all effects of self-
abuse, or sexual excess and indiscretion, which unfits 
one for business, study or marriagr. KEG KM-: ICO 
goes  a t  once  t o  t he  roo t  o f  t ho  d i s ea se—tha t  i s  w h y  
It cures, it Is the greatest Nerve Tonic in fhc world 

that is why it gives Vluorand Action and r 
the Fire of Youth. It Is a marvelous Dlood Puri
fier—that is why the Pink <»!ow comes l»n<*>t i«I 
the pale cheeks. Inslstupon having KKIiEM'.ltO. 
Can be carried In vest poc ket. Hv mail ;»• v 
box, ot six for &5.00. We rhccrfiillv n fmil 
the money where six boxes do not ertW'i ;• i .n - . 
Circulars free. Address tho () f 

BORDEAUX MEDICAL CO, 823«w;o" 
Sold by C. W. Houston, Exira, Iowa 
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