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exclaimed, "while yet my gor Is mv
abated and my courage still stroig?"

A MEMORIAL TO GENERAL GEORGE ARMSTRONG CUSTER

MICHIGAN'S MOST BRILLIANT AND DISTINGUISHED SOLDIER.

Bill Has Been Introduced Into the State Legislature Appropriating
$40,000 for a Monument at Monroe, His Former Hme.

into confusion, but Custer quickly ral-
lied and them, and carry
ing their wounded, he dashed off to
a small hill nearby, where he dis

O:

him. So many of his braves were
dead he could not walk among them.
He killed a man when he fell. He was
shot In the shoulder, and sat down. He
took his pistol in his other hand and
shot one of my young men. He was
shot again. Then he laughed."

"You mean he cried out?"
"I said he laughed. He could not

shoot. He laughed and dropped his
pistol. Then he fell over. His hair
was not long. He was not scalped.
The squaws wanted his long hair, but
I forbade. He was a great chief."

All this corresponds to the well
known - fact that Custer bad parted
with his long locks some weeks be-

fore, and also to the number of
wounds his body showed. When he
was shot down not more than a dozen
men of his command were living. In
a few minutes only a heap of slain
men and horses remained Then the
howling squaws moved ver the gory
mound until nightfall, cutting off fing-
ers to get rings, cutting "oft the legs
of cavalry boots to get leather for

A

The unparalellod tragedy of the lit-
tle Big Horn, on June 25, 1876, when
that brave calvaryman. Gen. George
Armstrong Custer, with four of his
nearest kinsmen and the entire com-
mand of nearly three hundred officers
and men were killed In an engage-
ment which lasted but three hours, Is
still a vivid picture In the minds of
all civilized peoples. Nothing can
impress the mind more profoundly
than these Intrepid troopers, with
undaunted bravery dashing Into the
attack upon a force of the most war-

like and brutal bands of savages bead-
ed by the blood-staine- Sioux, out-

numbering their own force ten to one.
It was an unequal battle. It was an
ambush, and into It rode the Immor-
tal three hundred, from which not a
man escaped.

There was absolutely not a white
man left to tell the truth of that aw-

ful hour.
The only narratives and descriptions

given of this lamentable affair came
from the surviving Indians, who par-

ticipated In it, and from scouts who
have attempted to explain the awful
massacre and depict its blood-curdlin- g

scenes. These are conflicting and
often vague, yet the fact remains,
that Custer sacrificed his life and the
brave men who were with him fol-

lowed Into this sacrifice In the dis-

charge of a soldier's duty.
After the lapse of thirty years, the

people of Michigan, recognizing, per-

haps tardily, the eminent propriety-y- ea
an obligation to perpetuate In a

fitting, permanent form the memory of
her gallant son, a movement Is now
energetically undertaken to carry out
this laudable and patriotic purpose. A
bill has been introduced into the state
legislature appropriating $40,000 for
the erection at Monroe, where General
Custer claimed his home, where he
married, and where his parents lived,
a bronze equestrian statue. Every
good patriotic citizen of Michigan will
say "God speed the good work!

The First Movement for a Monument
When the slow news came from the

battlefield that practically the whole
Custer family had fallen before the
rifles and war clubs of the Sioux, the
citizens of Monroe, Mich., where Cust-
er made his home, met and conceived
the CuBter Monument association, of
which Gen. Phil. Sheridan was presi-
dent; Hon. Thos. W. Ferry,

and J. M. Dulkley, still living in
Monroe, secretary. Considerable money
was raised by the slow methods of
those days, and Gen. Custer's body
was exhumed and prepared for burial
In the east. It Wy then learned that
before the general started on his

campaign agulnRt the Indians he
had expressed the wish that when he
died ho wanted to bo burled at West
Point where other commanders he
had known and loved In the civil war
awaited the reveille of the resurrec-
tion.

With the burial at West Point, the
monument proposition became nation-
al and the Monroe sponsors of tho
movement yielded to the general de-

mand and consented to the erection
at West Point of the monument. The
funds collected were turned over to

August Belmont, treasurer. This ac-

counted for tho movement undertaken
in this state having no fruition here.

The fact that Monroe, Mich., was
the scene of George A. Custer's early
school days, that there he was best
known, that here he did his court-

ing and married his wife, and that the
home more permanent than any his
roving life enabled him to have was
here, makes it peculiarly fitting that
in Monroe the state should rear its
memorial monument. o
The Story of His Last Military Expe-

dition and Its Result.
Lest some have not heard the story

of his life and others forgotten it, it
Is briefly sketched here.

On Monday, June 26, 1876, there
were 29 widows In Fort Lincoln, Neb.,
all bereaved In one massacre, and
amongst thetr. was tho widow of Gen.
Custer the woman who, as Judge Ba-

con's charming daughter, married the
Custer boy in Monroe.

They did not know,, however, the
bereavement that had befallen them,
for the battlo was fought Sunday,
June 25, and It was two days after-
wards beforo tho bodies of Custer and
his officers and 290 menof the Seventh
cavalry were found, for news traveled
slowly lu those days. The newspaper
reporter who followed the command
was found dead with his pencil and
paper beside aim, and not one white
man was left to tell the tale.

Custer le.'t Fort Lincoln, Neb., May
18, of the same rr. to round up and
punish the obsutperous sioux. in a
conference with other commandersat
the Rosebud Indian agency it was
aereed that a junction should be made
with Gen. Terry at the mouth of the
Rosebud river, June 26. Custer pushed
on his way to corral the Indians. In

of deviating from their trail to

ktsp them from returning, as had been
aree4 upon, he f.vlowed the trail
Tilth bit troopers hard and fast. Cus-

ter was smarting under some harsh

and he had stretched himself to-hi- s

full height, and had drawn Vsf, up
his powerful arms, and hejd her

laughingly before him while he de
manded answer.

And she had looked Into bis eyes
and had caught the spirit of his cour-

age and faith. From thatNnoment
she entered Into his plans for the ex-

pedition against Hebron, and had
been, as we have said, the last one

say good-by- , and she was keeping
her vigil there at he lookout post aa
she called it that she might be the
first to bid him welcome ' home and

rejoice over hla victory.
"I am glad Othnlel went witn mm,"

she said to herself, and at the men

tion of the name the color stole into
her face, "for there la no one father
depends more upon in difficulty and

danger than he. Yes," she added,
after a few moment's pause, "had it
not been for bis enthusiasm and help,
father would not have had enough
men to carry out the expedition. Oh,
he is so strong, and noble, and brave," '

and she gave herself up to happy rev-

erie from which shn was suddenly
aroused by the not of a horn, and
looking up quickly ahe saw coming
across the valley below her father
and his warriors.

Springing to her feet she sped
down the pathway and was soon

clasped in his arms, who hastened tor--

ward to meet her, while his men
stood watching the happy reunion.

"And you took the city, father?"
Achsah asked, eagerly.

"Yes, daughter, and I would have
gone against Klrjath-sephe- r, also, had

not' known that you would be anx-

ious about my return."
And Caleb went on to tell her of

this second stronghold of the enemy,
and how Its capture was necessary
before they could enjoy the fruits of
their victory over Hebrdn.

Achsah pursed up her pretty lips,
and a frown settled upon her brow.

Could not I have waited? Did
not I know that God was with you?
Cannot I be brave at home while you
are bravely fighting the enemy?" she
asked, resentment and disappoint
ment sounding in her voice.

"Well spoken, my bravo little girl."
exclaimed the father. "I am half
tempted to go back even aow and lay
siege to the city. What say you,
men?" he asked, turning to his men.

A look of disappointment passed
over their faces at these words, for
they were all eager to get home
again after their fatigue and danger
of the past few days. Caleb noted
the look and then glancing at his
daughter's animated face, a sudden
Inspiration came to him,' and turning
to his men, he said:

"He that smltheth Klrjath-sephe- r,

and taketh it, to him will I give Ach-

sah, my daughter, to wife."
Instantly a half dozen men sprang

forward, and as Achsah stole a shy
glance over her father's shoulder, she
saw that Othnlel was among the
number. .

During tho days which followed
Achsah's heart was torn by Its con-

flict of hopes and fears. What If
Othnlel did not take the city, and the
pledge of her father should give her
to another? Oh, it could not be,
for there was no more daring and
brave a fighter than he. . And she
prayed that fortune might favor his
efforts. '

And in the meantime, Othnlel,
nerved by the memory of that shy,
beautiful face, pushed forward, rest-
ing neither day nor night as he
worked out his bold plot for the gain-
ing of the inner walls of the city.
This he succeeded in doing, and when
he bad thrown open the gates of the
city, he found his brethren ready to
aid him in the conquest of the city.

'

And so It was that while Achsah kept
her vigil again at the lookout post,
Othnlel overthrew the city and turned
his face homeward.

Achsah saw him coming at the
head of his men and, after the first
swift glanco of joy, she fled in maid-

enly modesty towards home; but not
before Othnlel's quick eye had caught
the flutter of her robe in the bright
sunlight, and, running swiftly by a
short cut, he reached a point In her
pathway before her.

"Ah! love, you cannot escape me!"
he exclaimed, as he sprang from his
hiding place and folded her in bis
arms.

"Oh, how you frightened me!" she
cried. "I thought you were back with
your men."

"But he who taketh the quarry.
doth it by stealth," he rejoined, with
a laugh. " 'Twas thus I captured Klrjath-

-sepher, and' 'tis, thus I have
taken thee."

Believes In Army Y. M. C. A.
Lord Roberts has Interested him-

self in the extension of the army
Y. M. C. A.' in Canada, which he has
Just indorsed in these words: 'I con-
sider that these associations are doing
a great service to the army; that
their methods are thoroughly prac-
tical and fully serve the purposes for
which they are devised, namely, to
afford the men an opportunity to oc-

cupy their spare time reasonably and
to their own advantage."

Officeholder' Gratitude In Korea.
A Korean who was appointed tax

collector by the late Minister of Yl
Keuntak has determined out of grati-
tude for this great favor to repair th
minister's summer house at consider
able expense. Korea Dally News.

Nation Being Educated.
Ninety-tw- o per cent of the chlldre

In Japan are in school. Attendance
is compulsory between the ages of
8 and 14. Three , language are
taught Japanese, Chinese vt&d Ena
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8ERMONETTE.
This story of Othnlel and

Achsah Is one of the many
beautiful romances found In

God's Word. True marriages,
It has been said, are made In

heaven, and certalny the 'Bible

gives evidence In Its record of

the human race of God's Inter-

est and share In the closest tie
which can draw two hearts and

lives together that of mar--

rlQe
It Is evident from God a

spoken word when he created
man and woman he gave them
to each other that he Intended

them to be one In thought and

purpose and aim, that to so

bear life's burdens together,
and most and best of all, estab-

lish the homjB and raise a fam-- ,

lly about them.
But too many men and wom-

en of y have drifted far
from the Divine thought and
plan for the wedded life." The I

unhappy homes and the records
of divorce courts hear their sad

witness to the havoo which sel-

fishness and sin have wrought.
No longer does there prevail the
same sacredness to the mar-

riage vow. Engagements are a

thoughtless diversion, a mo-

mentary fancy to be entered
Into lightly and to be cast aside
and broken ruthlessly if whim
or caprice so prompt. Marriages
are hastily contracted, or with'

that shallowness of purpose
which never so much as enter-
tains the faintest Intention of
home making and the rearing
of a family.

. And when the very thought
and purpose of God Is thus ruth
lessly and sinfully cast aside,
and man and woman enter Into
relations which are not sanc
tified with holy purposes and
desires what can be expected of
the ultimate outcome T

It has been said, and well
said, that the greatest danger
which this country faces y

Is the destruction of the home
life of the nation. What can
be the stamina of the coming
generation of men and women,
If they are not to have the nur
ture and training of the pure
home atmosphere? How the
moral standards of the coming
men and women must be low
ered If they are reared in the,,
fetid atmosphere of all kinds of
social excesses and frivolities,
and are cursed with the decrees
of the divorce courts. But It Is
not so where God has a share
in the romance, and Joins two
hearts In loving helpful union.

THE 8T0RY.
first one to greet Caleb as heTHE with his men victorious

from the assault upon Hebron was his
young and beautiful daughter Achsah.
She had been the last one to bid him
God-spee- as he had departed on the
expedition against the strong-walle- d

city of the sons of Anak, and her
words of faith and assurance that
God would give him the victory bad
cheered and strengthened him in all
the fierce conflict of the days that
had followed, and while he had been
warring on the city, Achsah had kept
watch for his return, and that morn
ing had gone out along the pathway
which led from her home to the
high knoll which looked out over the
valley through which her father
would pass. It had been five days
now since his departure, and she felt
he must return that day, for he had
said as he waved her a last good-b-

that he would be back surely in four
days, and here the fifth day was near-
ly half gone.

"Can it be that disaster has come
to him?" she asked herself, as Bhe
looked out across the valley and
sought to penetrate the rugged path-
way that led up Into the rocky
herghts whare Hebron was situated.
"No," she exclaimed, half guiltily, be-

cause of the doubt that had crept into
her heart "No, that cannot be, for
did not God promise him this city as
an inheritance? He tarries that he
may win a yet greater victory. But
he will surely come she add-
ed, as she settled herself at the foot
of a rock comfortably and gave her-
self up to joyous anticipation.

When the division of the land had
been made under the direction of
Joshua, ahe had felt soemwhat rebel-
lious that such difficult portion should
be given to her father. "Why," she
had asked, petulantly, "did they not
give you inheritance in the fruitful
valley of the Jordan? You have
fought hard and served long in be-
half of Israel, is It not time that an
easy portion were given you?" And
her father had drawn her close to his
side and had retold to her all the
thrilling early history of Israel. How
as one of the spies he had declared
that they were able to overcome the
strong city of Anaklm, and that God
had promised that city and the coun
try round aa us inheritance; "And
do I need an easy portion?" he had

treatment from President Grant, and1
may have decided to strike a sensa-
tional blow to restore himself to fa-

vor. With him was Col. Reno.
In Sight of Indian Village.

Trotting up a hill one Sunday morn
ing be saw the big Indian village he
had been seeking. He estimated their
number at 6.000, half of whom were
warriors. With him were less than 500
men. He dispatched Col. Reno by a
circuitous route to head off their
fight, for the Indians were racing
whole regiments of ponies and raising
a tnicK cioua or ausi io give uusier
the impression they were running
away.

The Indians first engaged Reno, but
finding him so easily handled, they left
a handful of warriors and. a lot of
howling squaws to keep him at bay,
while 3,000 of them assailed Chief
Long Hair, as the Indians loved to
call Custer In token of his golden
ringlets and his dashing fighting qual
ities.

Then followed a massacre and exhi
bition of bravery that horrified and
astounded the world, and raised the
name of Custer, Michigan's soldier,
above the power of time to mutate.

Let the story of the battle be told
by two chiefs, for no white man save
he whose story is given further along,
lived to tell the tale. Thus

a chief who fought in the
battle: "Two years before the battle,
an Indian maiden dared him to ride
45 miles to Fort Lincoln, kill a white
soldier and bring her back his brass
buttons for her shawl. In spite of the
tremenduoua difficulties in the way,
he did, and the next winter he was
arrested by Capt. Tom Custer, the
general's brother.

"I told Little Hair (Capt. Tom Cus-

ter) that I would get away, and when
I did I would cut his heart out and
eat It." is the' way e

Verfaced his story.
(See Richard Roberts' revision of

this.)
"Ugh, when we met, their guns

wouldn't work, so we saved our bul
lets and used war clubs. It was Just
like killing sheep. I had a band, of
Uncapapas. When the Long Swords
came in sight we knew their ponies
were tired out. We saw them trotting
along, and let them come over the
bluff. Then we showed our long line
of young men and the Long Swords
charged. Our young men had crept
behind them and fired. Then I saw
the Long Sword chiefs talking and
pointing. We heard the Rees scouts
singing their death song they knew
we had them.

The Long Swords Dismount.
"AH the Long Swords dismounted

and every fourth man held the ponies.
Then we closed around them. Wo
shot the s and stampeded
the ponies by waving our blankets in
their faces. Our squaws caught them
for they were tired out. I had sung
the war song. I had smelt the ponder
smoke, my heart was bad. I was like
one who had no mind. I took my war
club and brained the Long Swords
flagman. His blood and brains splash
ed in my face. It felt hot and ran in
mv mouth. I could taste it. I was
mad.

"Just then I saw Little Hair. I re-

membered my vow. I was crazy; I

feared nothing. I knew nothing would
hurt me, for I had my white weasel
charm on. I don't know how many I

killed trying to get at Little Hair. He
knew me. I laughed at him and yelled
at him.

"I saw his mouth move, but the
noise did not let me hear him. He
was afraid. When I got near enough,
I shot him with my revolver. I leaped
from my pony and cut out his heart
I bit a piece out of it and spit it in
his face. Then I got sick of fight
ing."

This is only part of the story of
and he was only one

of the 4.000 devils Custer and his
handful of men met that blazing Sun
day noon.

Sitting Bull was the chief who made
the "medicine" for tho big fight and
who directed the strategy of the bat-ti-

The chief opened his discourse
with this tribute:

"Long Hair" a Great Chief.
"The Long Hair (Gen. Custer) he

was a great chief. He led his war-

riors.
"What happened? Hell. I mean a

thousand devils. Tho squaws were
like flying birds. The bullets were
like humming bees. But the Long
Hair braves were like trees that
tremble. They trembled when they got
oft their ponies. They were too tired.
Some of them staggered under the
weight of their guns. They began to
Tight at once. They fought so bravely
I thought we were beaten and or-
dered the squaws to take down the
lodges. But my braves were like
devils and began to run around them
In circles. Then I saw they were
weak and half of them killed.

"No cowards on other side ugh!
All died on foot. Chief Long Hair
was not on his pony. He stood like a
sheaf of corn with all the ears fallen
around him. Only a few stood "with

He smacked his Hps several times,
as if to be assured of the taste.

"Um, urn!" he said, critically. -
wus a t'lnkln' hit didn't somehow tas's
ez sweet ez dem yar pullets Emph'um
done fotch In tudder mawnln'."

It Is hardly necessary to state that
Ephralm hadn't bought his. Judge.

Might Hold Wealth of World.
A New York bank has a safe 40 feet

long by 20 feet wide ,

mounted his soldiers and formed them
for battle. The Indians followed and
surrounded the troops and in less than
an hour the battle was all over."

The letter corroborates the state-
ment of Indian scouts that there was
a white man amongst the Indiana.

The movement for a monument
ought to "attract support from the
great nuuber who are familiar with
Custer's v exploits and who are not
willing that his name should die out
of Michigan. Monroe, as his early
home and the place where he spent
his infrequent leisure, is a fitting place
for the monument that shall be raised.

Mrs. Custer is still living and is at
present in Europe. Custer was not
rich in this world's goods; indeed, far
otherwise. The Monroe home belonged
to his wife, although Custer's parents
lived in it for years. It was over
the gate of this house, still standing,
that his wife then a little girl used
to look with wonder on the antics of
the Custer boy,

Her father, Judge Bacon, left her a
little property, uen. Custer carried a
life Insurance policy of $25,009, her
literary works have netted her some- -

thing, and some charmingly kind
friends she has made see to it that
a widow of a brave general does not
lack,

In the battle of the Little Big Horn
Gen. Custer's sister lost a husband,
three brothers and a nephew and the
way the news was received in Monroe
is remembered to this day.

Mr. Richard Roberts, a correspond
em ior me new ionc sun, accom
panied the expedition of Gen. Custer,
had a most miraculous escape from
sharing the horrible fate which over
took the command. His story as told
the writer when he returned to Mon
roe in 1876 is intersting in this con
nection.

Mr. Roberts' Narrative.
He was with Custer'a command oa

this expedition until it arrived at the
Rosebud river, about seventy miles
from the scene of the conflict, at which
point bis horse gave out, and he was
obliged to fall behind, but afterwards
joining nis brother who was in Col.
Kenos command. His information at
to facts concerning the battle Is sub
stantially the same as has already
been given, gathered as it was from
the scouts who first brought the news
of the massacre. He, however, coi- -

rects the erroneous statements that
was the one who killed

Gen. Custer; it was in reality Red- -

hand, as asserted by the scouts. It
was who took out the '

heart of Col. Tom Custer and had a
war dance around it He was a bloody-- !

handed fiend and his name was well
bestowed, who had threatened to take
out Col. Tom's heart and dance on it,
in revenge for an arrest made by him
in 1873. The warrant was issued for
a murder committed by this savage,
and two companies of cavalry were
Bent to aid in the arrest. Tom, who
commanded the troops, made the ar-
rest personally, going among the In-

dians, who were ugly, and taking Red-han- d

by the arm, dragged him out.
This Indian was taken to Fort Lin-

coln, but afterwards escaped from the
guard house.

The Burial of the Dead 8oldlers.
Mr. Roberts stated that Gen. Cus-

ter, his officers and men, were burled
Just where they fell. Reno's command
had but two or three spades and
shovels, and while these were used to
dig the graves, the men filled them
by using such utensils as they had,
tin plates, cupB, pans, knives; others
used their hands in performing these
last sad rites for the unfortunate fel-
low soldiers. The graves were care-
fully marked by driving at each head
a hollow stake containing a roll of
paper with the name and company,
then tightly plugged up; a number was
then burned into the stake and driven
out of sight. Corresponding numbers
and memoranda were prepared and
placed in the keeping of Capt. Nolan,
of Custer's regiment. Mr. Roberts
states that the number killed corre-
sponded with the roll, showing that
not a man escaped, nor was one miss-

ing.
The Association formed at Monroe

for the purpose of carrying forward
the project as announced have select-
ed the following committee:.
Hon. J. C. Burrows Kalamazoo
Hon. Wm. Alden Smith. .Grand Rapids
Hon. RuBsel A. Alger. , Detroit
Hon. Chas. E. Town send Jackson
Hon. James B. Angel. Ann Arbor
Hon. Flagget .Trabblc Erie
Gen. C. W. Harrah Detroit
Gen. Wm. O. McGurrln. .Grand RapidsRt Rev. John S. Foley, D. D.. Detroit
Hon. James V. Barry." Lansing
Hon. H. A. Conant.... Monroe
Hon. Burton Parker Monroe
John M. Bulkley (historian). .Monro
F. A. Nlms .....Monroe
Capt Irving Harrington Monroe
Mayor Geo. F. Heath Monroe
A. B. Bragdon, Sr Monoo
Chas. E. Greening, secretary. .Monroe

THE TRUTH.
"I'm sure you lied about the cow,"

he said.
"Not a bit of It," replied the man.

"Every time I was asked If she was
a good milker, I simply said: "You'll
get dead tired of milking before
you've got all her milk.' They asked
me no more questions so that I
didn't volunteer any more answer."

C Time Gone Forever.
Time misspent Is not lived, but lost

moccasin soles, and mutilating the
dead horribly.

Dead Lay Under Open 8k y.
All that night and the next day and

until noon the day after the mass of
dead men and animals lay under the
open sky, until Gen. Terry's comman fl
trotted over the same bluff and di:
covered the horrible scene.

They first found the severed head of
a cavalryman. A little farther on they
came to some bloody underclothing
stamped with the name of Lieut Stur-gls-.

Then they found the heap of the
slain, and the tired frontiersmen cov-
ered their eyes.

Under the bodies of the last dozen
men who died they found Gen. Custer,
witn a peaceful smile on his lips. He
was burled on the field and afterwards
in WeBt Point.

The only white man living who may
have been a witness to the massacre,
has recently came forward to describe
it. It was one J. W. Drane, of Peters-
burg, Tenn., who Btates that he went
west in 1875 to avoid the consequences
of a dangerous feud in the mountain
districts where he lived, and engagedss hunter for the White Horse Ranch
In Arizona. The story of the moun-
taineer will be read with thrilling in-
terest in the letter written to Mr. J.
M. Bulkley, of Monroe, at his request,
which is given below:

Mr. Bulkley was a close friend and
associate of Gen. Custer and has
traced every clue that promised

regarding Custer's last ter-
rible fight. The story of the Tennes-
see man: ,

"Dear Mr. Bulkley Will say I left
my shack on the Arkansas river in
the early spring of 1876 to hunt cat-
tle In the hills of the Upper Yellow-
stone river for the White Horse ranch
located on the southeast border of
Arizona, near the Gila river. In tho
middle of the afternoon one day with
a party of cowboys we ran into a
band of Comanches returning from
a thieving expedition in the Sioux
country with some ponies and a cap-
tive. After a lively brush with them
in which no one was hurt we scattered
the ponies and rescued the captive,
who proved to be a young son of Sit-
ting Bull.

"Against the protest of my com-
panions, I took the young Indian and
set out to restore him to his tribe.
JuBt before, sundown of the third day
we rode into the upper village ot the
Sioux in the Big Horn valley. When
we reached the center of the village,
the war cry rang out and I was quick-
ly surrounded by , yelling Indians. I
wished then I had heeded the advice
of my companions, but the boy kept
making signs and Jabbering to the
warriors and they calmed down. I
was still quaking from my experience,
when a tall,, feathered Indian walked
up and took the boy in- his arms,
asking him questions and pointing to
me. Then he turned to me and said:

"How, how, white brother."
I learned then he was Sitting Bull.
"On June 25, I was with those In-

dians when they killed Custer and
his men. I saw the entire battle.
Reno had made a detour to attack the
upper villages of the Sioux and drive
them down the. valley towards Cus-
ter, but he was repulsed by Black
Dog, and driven far back among the
hills. The Indians by some means
knew of the nature of the attack to
bo made on them, and Black Dog
called off all his warriors, except
enough to keep Reno on the move, and
took them down the valley to help
Crazy Horse against Custer at the
lower village.

"They feared Custer with three
companies more than Reno with seven.
Just below the lower village in a
cedar thicket near the trail over 1,000
warriors went into ambush to await
Custer. The last Indian had hardly
crawled into the thicket when Cus-
ter appeared trotting down the trail.
When they arrlvedopposite the am-
bush, the Indlansi "fired on them,
emptying many satwles and killing a
number of horses.

Battle Was Very 8hort.
"The whole command was thrown

AND IT WAS
A worthy squire had a cow that

always kicked and reared when milk-
ed. He decided to get rid of it, and,
calling one of the farm hands, told
him to take the animal to market

"Sell the brute,"--h- e said, "but mind
you, tell no lies. I've been unlucky
in my purchase, but that's no reason
why I should deceive others."

Two hours later the man returned
from market with a larger suu than
the squire had expected.

THE S WEETEST MEA T.
When Undo Silas sat down to sup-

per that ovenlng. his wife Chloo had a
nice dish of savory fried chicken for
htm. The old man's eyes sparkled and
hU mouth watered as he gazed fondly
at the tempting viands and he could

scarcely wait to Invoke tho dlvlno

blessing. After an eager mouthful or
two he looked over at his w!fo.

' "Wha you done git dis yer fowl,
Chloe?" he asked, suspiciously.
"I done buyed hit outen a wagon,"

ttut replied with honest satisfaction.
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