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OR a moment there was
gilence in the brightly illu-
minated room. With flush-
ed face and swollen veins
- and twitching, clutching
hands, old Maitland stood there glaring
at the young officer. Before Perry could
speak again, however, and more fully
explain the untoward circumstance,
there came a rush of hurrying footsteps
without, and the sound of excited voices.
The next minute they heard an eager,
angry challenge, and Perry recognized
the voice of the overseer or manager
whom he had met in the morning.

“What do you fellows want here?”
was his brusque and loud inquiry as he
sprang from the piazza and stood con-
fronting the sergeant, who was quietly
seated in the saddle, and the question
was promptly echoed by three or four
hurly men who, in shirt sleeves and
various styles of undress, came tumbling
in the wake of their leader and stood
now a menacing group looking up at the
silent troopers.

If thers be one thing on earth that
will stir an Irishman’s soul to its inmost
depths and kindle to instant flame the
latent heat of his pugnacity, it is just
such an inquiry in the readily recog-
nized accent of the hated ‘‘Sassenach.”
Perry recognized the danger in a flash,
and, springing through the open case-
ment, interposed between the hostile
parties.

“Not a word, Sergt. Leary. Here, Mr.
Manager, these men simply obeyed or-
ders, and I am responsible for any mis-
take. No harm was intended”—

“Harm!"” broke in one of the ranch-
men, with a demonstratively loud laugh.
“Harm be blowed! What harm could
youdo, I'd like to know? If the mas-
ter'll only say the word, we'd break your
heads in a minute.”

“Quiet, now, Dick!” interposed the
overseer; but the other hands growled
approval, and Perry’s eyes flashed with
anger at the insult. What reply he
might have made was checked by the
gight of Sergt. Leary throwing himself
from the saddleand tossing his reins to
one of the men, He knew well enough
what that meant, and sprang instantly
in front of him.

“Back to your horse, sir! Back, in-
stantly!” for the sergeant’s face was fierce
with rage. “Mount, I say!" added the
lieutenant, as the sergeantstill hesitated,
and even the sense of discipline could not
keep the mounted troopers from a mut-
tered word of encouragement. Slowly,
wrathfully, reluctantly, the soldier
obeyed, once turning furiously back as
jeering taunts were hurled at him from
among the ranchers, unrebuked by their

. “Now move off with your
men to the gate. Leave my horse, and
wait forme there. Go!” added the young
officer, sternly; and, with bitter mortifi-
cation at heart and a curse stifled on his
quivering lips, the Irishman turned his
horee's head away and slowly walked him
in the indicated direction.

“Now, Mr. Manager,” sald Parry,
tarning fiercely upon the younger Eng-
lishman, “I have done my best to re-
straln my men; do you loock out for
yours. You have allowed them to insult
me and mine, and you may thank your
stars that discipline prevailed with my
ﬁla’ though you have nothing of the

nd here.”

‘“Your men have cut down our fences,
by your order, I presume,” said the man-
ager, coolly, “and it's lucky for them
they got out of the way when they did.
We have a right to protect our property
and eject intruders, and”—

*I came here to Inquire for a missing
man—a right even an Englishman can-
not deny us on these prairies. We had
excellent reason to believe him injured,
and thought, not knowing you for the
Inhospitable gang you are, that he might
bave been carried in here for treatment;
there was no other place. Your pro-
prietor tells me he is not here, After
what I've seen of your people, I have
reason to be still more anxious about
him. Scant mercy a single trooper
would have had at their hands. Now I
ask you, Do you know or have you heard
of acavalry soldier being seen around
here during the day?"

Perry was standing holding his horse
by the curb as he spoke, facing the par-
lor windows and confronting the angry
group of ranchmen. Within, though
nearer the window than he had left him,
was the bent form of the owner of Dun-
raven, leaning on his cane and apparent-

ly impatiently striving to make himself |

heard as he came forward., Before the
manager could answer, he wascompel-
led to turn about and rebuke his men,

two of whom were especially truculent |

and menacing. Finally ho spoke:

T have heard nothing, but I tell you
frankly that if any of your men have
Leen prowling around here it's more than
probable some one has got hurt. Has
there been any trouble today, men?" he
asked.

“By God, there will be if this ranch

isn't cleared in five minutes.” was the |
| apparently at the southwest angle of the

only answer.

“Don’t make an ass of yourself, Hoke," |

growled the manager.
quick enough.”

“They are going

“I am going,” sald Perry, swinging |
lightly into saddle; “and mind you this, |
sir: I go with well warranted suspicion

that some of these bullies of yours have
been responsible for the nen-appearance
of my stable sergeant. Jf heisnot found

this night you way confidently look for |

another visit. I say that to you also,
Mr. Maitland, and you owe it to our for-
bearance that there has been no blood-
shed here to-night.”

Old Maitland's tremulous tones were
heard but a second in reply when he was
interrupted by a coarse voice from the
crowd of ranchmen, by this time in-
creased to nearly a dozen men. Some
of them were gathering about Perry as
he sat in the saddle, and an applauding
echo followed the loud interruption:

“Give the swell a lift, Tummy; "twill
teach him better manners."

Almost instantly Perry felt his right
foot grasped and a powerful form was

bending at the stirrup. He had heard |

of the trick before.

Many a time has |

the London cad unhorsed the English |

trooper, taken unawares, by hurling him
with sudden lift from below. But Perry
was quick and active as a cat. Seat and
saddle, too, were in his favor. He sim-
ply threw his weight on the left foot and
his bridle hand upon the pommel, let the
_right leg swing over the horse's back un-
til released from the brawny hand, then
back it came as he settled again in the
gaddle, his powerful thighs gripping like
a vise; st the same instant, and before
his assailant could duck to earth and slip
out of the way, he had whipped out the
heavy Colt's revolver and brought its

;

Vi

rough the American Press Association.

butt with stunning crash down on the
ranchman's defenseless head.

There was instant rush and commotion.
1n vain old Maitland feebly piped his
protests from the veranda; in vain the
overseer seized and held back one or two
of the men and furiously called off the
rest. Aided by the darknmess which
veiled them, the others made a simulta-
neous rush upon the young officer and
sought to drag him from his plunging
horse. Perry held his pistol high in air,
threatened with the butt the nearest as-
sailant, yet loath to use further force.
He was still in the broad glare of the
parlor lights—a conspicuous mark; eager
hands had grasped his bridle rein at the
very bit, and he could not break away;
and then missiles began to fly about his
devoted head, and unless he opened fire
he was helpless. While two men firmly
held Nolan by the curb, half a dozen
others were hurling from the ambush of
darkness a scattering volley of wooden
billets and chunks of coal. He could
easily have shot down the men who held

It was sore temptation, for already he
had been struck and stung by unseen
projectiles; but just as the manager
sprang forward and with vigorous cuffs
induced the men to loose their hold on
his rein, there came three horsemen
charging full tilt back into the crowd,
scattering the assailants right and left;
and, this time unrebuked, Sergt. Leary
leaped from the saddle and, with a rage
of flerce delight, pitched headlong into
battle with the biggest ranchman in his
way. And this was not all; for behind
them at a rapid trot came other troopers,
and in a moment the open space was
thronged with eager, wondering com-
rades—full half of Stryker's company—
in whose overwhelming presence all
thought of promiscuous combat seemed
to leave the ranchmen. They slipped
away in the darkmess, leaving to their
employers the embarrassment of ac-
counting for their attack.

Leary was still fuming with wrath and
raging for further battle and shouting
into the darkness flerce invective at the
vanished head of his opponent. He
turned on the overseer himself, and but
for Perry's stern and sudden prohibition
would have had a round with him, but
was forced to content himself with the
information conveyed to all within hear-
ing that he'd *‘fight any tin min" the
ranch contained if they'd only come out
where the lieutenant couldn’t stop him.
The troopers were making eager inquiry
a8 to the cause of all the trouble, and,
fearing further difficulty, Perry prompt-
Iy ordered the entire party to “‘fall in.”
Silence and discipline were restored in a
monzent, and as the platoon formed rank
he inquired of a sergeant how they came
to be there. The reply was that it had
grown so dark on the prairie that further
search seemed useless, Capt. Stryker and
most of the men had been drawn off by
signals from the Cheyennes up the val-
ley towards the post, and these men who
had been beyond Dunraven on the north-
ern prairie were coming back along the
Monee trail when they saw  the lights
and heard voices over at the lower shore.
There they found Leary, who was excit-
ed about something, and before they haa
time to ask he suddenly shouted, **They’re
killin' the lieutenant. Come on, boys!"
and galloped off with his own party; sc
they followed. Perry quietly ordered
them to leave a corporal and four men
with him, and told the senior sergeant
to march the others back to the post; he
would follow in five minutes. Then he
turned to the manager.

“You will have to put up with my
keeping some of my men with me, in
view of all the circumstances,” he said,
coldly. *‘But after this exhibition of
lawlessness on the part of your people I
do not propose tu take any chances.
want Lo say to you that it is my belief
that some of those ruffians you employ
can tell what has become of our missing
man, and that you will do well to inves-
tigate to-night, As to you, Mr, Mait-
land,” he said, turning to the old gentle-
man, who had sunk into a low easy
chair, “much as 1 regret having dis-
turbed your privacy and—that of the—
ladies of your household, you will ad-
mit now that justice to my men and to
the service demands that I should report
my suspicions and my reception here to
:he commanding officer at Fort Rossi-
er.”

There was no reply.

“I wish you good night, sir,” said
Perry; but his eyes wandered in to the
lighted parlor in scarch of a very differ-
ent face and form—and still there was
No Answer.

The manager came back upon the pi-
azza and stepped rapidly towards them.
Perry quickly dismounted and bent
down over the crouchin figure.

“Why, here!” he suddenly exclaimed,
“your employver is faint, or—something's
wone wrong.”

*‘Hush!" was the low spoken, hurried
answer of the Englishman. **Just bear
a hand, will you, and help me to lift
him to yonder sofa?”

Easily, between them, they bore the
slight, attenuated form of the old man
into the lighted parlor. A deathly pallor
had settled on his face. His oyes were
closed, and he seemed fallen Into a deep
swoon. Perry would have set a cushion
under his head as they laid him downon
a broad, easy couch, but the manager
jerked it away, lowering the gray hairs
to the very lev " of the back, so that the
mouth gaped wide and looked like death
itself.

“Just steady his head In that position
one minute, like a good fellow. I'll be
back in a twinkling," sald the manager,
as he darted from the room and leaped
hurriedly up the hall stairway.

Perry heard him rap at a distant door,

big hiouse. Then his voice was calling:
“Mrs. Cowan! Mrs. Cowan! would you
have the goodness to come down quick?
the master's {IL"

Then, before any answer could he
given, another door opened aloft and
trailing skirts and light foot falls came
flashing down the stairway. Almost be-
fore he could turn to greet her, she was
in the room again, and with quick, im-
pulsive movement had thrown herself
on her knees by his side.

*Oh, papa! dear father! 1 was afrald
of this! Let me take his head on my
arm, 80," she hurriedly murmured; “and
would you step in the other room and
fetch me a little brandy? 'Tis there on
the sideboard.”

Perry sprang to do her bidding, found
a heavy decanter on the great oaken
buffet, half filled a glass, and brought it
with some water back to the lounge.
She stretched forth her hand, and,
thanking him with a grateful look from
her sweet, anxious eyes, took the liquor
and carried it carefully to her father's
ashen lips.

“Can I not help you in some way? Is
there no one I can call?” asked the young
soldier, as he bent over her.

“Mr. Ewen has gone for her—our old
nurse, I mean. She does not seem to be
in her room, and I fear she has gone over
to her son's—a young fellow at the store
house. Mr. Ewen has followed by this
time."”

She dipped her slender white fingera
in the water and sprinkled the forehead
and eyelids of the prostrate man. A
feeble moan, followed by a deep drawn
sigh, was theonly response. More brandy
poured into the gaping mouth seemed
only to strangle and distress him. No

sign of returning consciousness rewarded
her effort.

“If Mrs. Cowan would only come!
She has never failed us before; and we
so lean upon her at such a time.”

“Pray tell me which way to go. Sure-
Iy I can find her,” urged Perry.

“Mr, Ewen must be searching for ber
now, or he would have returned by this
time; and I dread being alone. I have
never been alone with my father when
he has had such a seizure.”

Perry threw himself on his knees be-
side her, marveling at theodd fate that
had so suddenly altered all the condi-
tions of his unlooked for visit. He seized
one of the long, tremulous hands that
lay so nerveless on the couch, and began
rapid and vigorous chafing and slapping.
Somewhers he had read or heard of wo-
men being restored from fainting spells by
justsuch means, Why ghould it not pre-
vail with the old man? He vaguely be-
thought him of burnt feathers, and look-
ed about for the discarded pillow, won-
dering if it might not be a brilliant Iidea
to cut it open and extract a handful and
get it ablaze under those broad and emi-
nently aristocratic nostrils. Happily, he
was spared excuse for further experi-
ment. He felt that life was returning
to the hand he was so energetically
grooming, und that feeble but emphatic
protest against such heroic treatment
wa3 manifest.

“] think he's coming to,” he said.
“He's trying to ptll away. Shall i
keep on?

“Yes, do! Anything rather than have
him lie in this death like swoon.”

Obediently he clung to his prize, rub-
bing and chafing hard, despite increasing
tug and effort, Then came another fee-
ble, petulant moan, and the hollow eyes
opened just as rapid footfalls were heard
on the veranda without and Mr. Ewen
rushed breathless and ruddy faced into
the room.

“Where on earth can that woman have
gone?" he panted. I canmnot find her
anywhere. 1s he better, Miss Gladys?"

“Reviving, I think, thanks to Mr.—
thanks to you,” she said, turning her
eyes full upon the kneeling figure at her
side and sending Perry's heart up into
his throat with delight at the gratitude
and kindness in her glance. She was
suriving with one hand to unfasten the
scarf and collar at the old man's neck,
but making little progress. :

“Let me help you,” eagerly said Perry.
“That, at least, is more in my line.”
And somehow their fingers touched as
he twisted at the stubborn knot. She
drew her hand away then, but it was
gently, not abruptly done, and he found
time to note that, too, and bless her for it.

“1 hate to seem ungracious, you know,
after all that's happened,” said Mr.
Ewen, “but I fear "twill vex him awful-
ly if heshould find you in here when he
comes to. He has had these attacks for
some time past, and 1 think he's coming
through all right. See!”

Old Maitland was certalnly beginning
to open his eyes again and look vacantly
around him.

“Better leave him to Miss Gladys,”
gaid the overseer, touching the young
fellow on the shoulder. Perry looked
into her face to read her wishes before
he would obey. A flush was rising to
her cheek, a cloud settling aubout her
young eyes, but she turned, after a
quick glance at her father.

“I cannot thank you enough—now,"
she said, hesitatingly. *Perhaps Mr.
Ewen is right. Yon—you deserve to be
told the story of histrouble, you have
been so kind. Some day you shall un-
derstand—soon—and not think unkindly
of us.” :

“Indeed I do not now,” he protested.

*“And—whom are we to thank?—your
name, I mean?” she timidly asked.

“I am Mr. Perry, of the —th cavalry.
We have only come to Fort Rossiter this
month.”

“And I am Miss Maitland. BSome day
1 can thank you.” And she held forth
her long, slim hand. He took it very
reverently and bowed over it, courtier
like, longing to say something that might
fit the occasion; but before his scattered
senses could come to him there was
another quick step at the veranda, and a
voice that sounded strangely familiar
startled his ears:

“Gladys! What has happened?” And
there, striding to the sofa with the steps
of one assured of welcome and thorough-
ly at home in those strange precinets,
came Dr, Quin.

CHAPTER VIIL

T WAS very latethat night
—nearly midnight—when
the colonel, seated on his
veranda and smoking a
cigar, caught sight of a
cavalry sergeant hurriedly passing his
front gate. The main searching parties
had long since come home, unsuccessful;
Lieut. Perry had returned and made re-
port that the people at Dunraven denied
having scen or heard anything of
Gwynne, that both proprietor and mana-
ger had treated his visit as an affront,
and that he had had much difficulty in
preventing a fracas between his men and
u gang of rough fellows employed at the
raunch, that Mr. Maitland had fallen
back in a swoon, and that he had left
him to the care of Dr. Quin, who ar-
rived soon after the occurrence.

The colonel had been greatly interested
and sowewhat excited over the details of
Perry's adventure as that young gentle-
man finally gave them, for at first he
was gpparently averse to saying much
about it. Little by little, however, all
his conversation with Maitland and Ewen
was drawn out, and the particulars of
his hostile reception. The colonel agreed
with him that there was grave reason to
suspect some of the ranch people of
knowtng fur more of Sergt. Gwynne's
disappearance than they would tell; and
finally, seeing Perry's Indisposition to
talk further, and noting his preoccupa-
tion and apparent depression of spirits,
he concluded that between fatigue and
rasped nerves the young fellow would be
glad to go to bed, so he said, kindly:

“Well, 1 won't keep you, Perry, you're
tired out. ['ll sit up and see the doctor
when he gets back and have a talk with
him, then declde what steps we will take
in the morning. I'll send a party down
the valley at daybreak, anywany. May I
offer you some whisky or a bottle of
beer?"

“Thank you, colonel, I belleve not to-
night. A bath and a nap will set me all
right, and I'll be ready to start out first
thing in the morning. Guod night, sir.”

But Col. Brainard could notgo to sleep.
The garrison had *turned in,” all except
tho guard and Cupt. Stryker. That officer
had returned an hour after dark, and,
getting a fresh horse, had started out
agaln, going down the south side of
the Monce to search the timber with
lanterns, the Cheyenne scouts huving
reported that Gwynne's horse had come
up that way. He had been missed by
Mr. Perry, who galloped up the trail to
catch the platoon before it reached the
post, and the colonel, now that he had
ueard the lieutenant's story, was impa-
tiently awaiting his return. Up to with-
In a few minutes of midnight, however,
neither Stryker nor the doctor had come;
dim lights were burning in hoth their
quarters and at the guard house. Every-
where else the garrison seemed shrouded
in darkness. Catching sightof the yellow

chevrons as they flitted through the flood
of light that poured from his open door-

way, the colonel instantly divined that
this must be a sergeant of Stryker's troop
going in search of his captain, and
promptly hailed him:

“What is it, sergeant? Any news?”

“Yes, sir,” answered the soldier, halt-
ing short. “Sergt. Gwynne's come
back., I was going to the captain's ta
mpOrtl.l

“How did he get back? Isn't he in-
jured?”

“He says he's had a fall, sir, and has
been badly shaken up, but he walked in.”

“Why, that's singular! Did he see

. none of the searching parties?—see none

of their lights?”

“I can't make out, sir. He's a little
queer—doesn't want to talk, sir. He
asked if his horse got in all right, and
went and examined the scratches, and
seemed troubled about them: but he
doesn't say anything.”

*“Has he gone to the hospital?"

*“No, sir; he'll sleep in his usual bunk
at the stables to-night. He is only
bruised and sore, he says. His face is
cut and scratched and bound up in his
handkerchief.”

“Very well,” said the colonel, after a
moment’s thought. *“The captain will
look into the matter when he gets back.
You take your horse and ride down the
south side of the valley and find the
Cheyenne scouts. Capt. Stryker is with
them. Tell him the sergeant is home,
safe,”

“Very well, sir.” And the trooper
saluted, faced about, and disappeared
in the darkness; while the colonel arose,
and, puffing thoughtfully at his cigar,
began pacing slowly up and down the
plazza, He wished Stryker were home;
he wished Capt. Lawrence were officer
of the day, and, so, liable to come out
of his quarters again: he had heard just
enough about that odd English ranch to
make him feel disturbed and ill at ease.
There had evidently been hostility be-
tween his predecessor and the proprie-
tor of Dunraven, and very probably
there had been bad blood between the
inen of the Eleventh cavalry and the em-
ployes of the ranch: else why should
there have been so unprovoked an as-
sault upon the lieutenant this night?
Then there were other things that gave
him disquiet. Several officers had gath-
ered upon the piazza during the early
evening; they were mainly of his own
regiment, but Capt. Belknap and two of
the infantry subalterns were there; Law-
rence did not come. Of course the talk
was about the incident of the evening,
and, later, the rumors about Dunraven.
All this was new to the cavglrymen:
they had heard, as yet, nothing at all,
and were not a little taken aback by the
evident embarrassment and ominous si-
lence of the three infantrymen, when
the colonel turned suddenly on Belknap
with the question—

“By the way, captain, I had no time
to ask Lawrence, and it really did not
occur to me until after he had gone, but
—what did he mean by saying that Dr.
Quin could tell us something about the
people at Dunraven?” ;

Belknap turned red and looked un-
comfortably at his two comrades, as
though appealing to them for aid. The
younger officers, howerer, would say
nothing at all, and the colonel promptly
saw that he had stumbled on somo piece
on garrison gossip.

“Never mind,” he said, with a kindly
laugh. *I don't wantto dragany stories
out by the roots. The doctor can doubt-
less explain it all in good season.”

“Well, Col. Brainard,” answered Bel-
knap, bulkily, *‘to tell the truth, I really
don't know anything about it, and 1
don't know any one who does, though 1
have heard some woman talk about the
post. The relations between Dr. Quin
and some of the officers of the Eleventh
were rather strained, and he is a some-
what reserved and secretive man. The
stories were set afloat here last fall, and
we had to hear more or less of them un-
til the Eleventh went away this spring.
We know only that Dr. Quin has been
to Dunraven and the rest of us haven't.
Possibly some of the Eleventh were
piqued because they had no such luck,
or perhaps their ladies did not like it be-
cause Quin wouldn’t tell them anything
about what he saw. At all events, he
refused to talk on the subject at all, and
allowed people to draw their own con-
clusions."

*‘He probably told his post com-
mander,” suggested Lieut. Farnham,
who, as acting adjutant of the post and
an aspirant for the adjutancy of the
regiment, thought it a good opportunity
of putting in a word as indicative of
what he considered the bounden duty of
an officer under like circumstances.

“Well, no, I fancy not,” replied Bel-
knap. *About the only thing we really
do know Is that, In a somewhat angry
interview last fall, Col, Stratton forbade
Dr. Quin's leaving the post or going to
Dunraven without his express permis-
sion. 1 happened to bein the office at
the time."”

*“Was it before or after that he was
sald to pgo there so often?” asked Farn-
ham,

“Well, both,” answered Belknap, re-
luctantly. *But understand me, Mr.
Farnham, I know nothing whatever of
the matter,"

“I should not suppose that Col. Strat-
ton would care to restrict his post sur-
geon from going thither if they needr 1
his professional services,” said C. 1. Brai-
nard, pleasantly.

“That was the point at issue, appar-
ently,” answered Belknap. *“Col. Strat-
ton said that it was not on professional
grounds that he went,and thereby seemed
to widen the breach between them, Dr.
Quin would not speak to the colonel after
that, except when duty required it.”

The conversation changed here, and
little more was said; but Col. Bralnard
could not help thinking of a matter that
he cavefully kept to himself. It wasnot
his custom to require his officers to ask
permision to leave the garrison for a ride
5r hunt when they were to be absent
from no duty, and only by day. Hereit
was midnight, as he thought it over, and
the doctor had not returned, neither had
he mentioned his desire to ride away,
although he had been with the colonel
well nigh an hour before parade. True,
he had sent the doctor word to 5o and
join Licut. Perry at the gate of Dun-
raven, and that would account for his
detention; but he knew that the surgeon
was several miles away from his post and
his patients at the moment that message
was sent.

Meantime, Perry, too, was having a
communion with himself, and finding it
all vexation of spirit. All the way
home the memory of that sweet English
face was uppermost in his thoughts He
had been startled at the sight of a young
and fair woman at Dunraven; he had
felt a sense of inexplicable rejoicing
when she said to him, *1 am Miss Mait-
land;" it would have jarred him to know
that she was wife; he was happy, kneel-
ing by the side of the beautiful girl he
had never seen before that evening, and
delighted that he could be of service to
her. All this was retrospect worth in-
dulging; but then arose the black shadow
on his vision. How came Dr. Quin
striding in there as though *‘native and
to the munner born?'—how came he to
call her "Gladys™ Perry had been
pondering over this matter for full half
an hour on the homeward ride before he
bethought him of Mrs. Lawrence's re-
warks about the signal lights. One
thing led to another in his recollection of
her talk. The doctor answered the sig-
nals, no one clse; the doctor and no one
else was received at Dunraven; the doc-
tor had declined to answer any questions
about the people at the ranch; had been
silent and mysterious, yet frequent in
his visits. And then, more than all
what was that Mrs. Lawrence said or in-
timated that Mrs. Quin, “‘such a lovely

woman, too,” had taken her childrenand |

left him early that spring, and all on ac-
count of somebody or something con-
nected with Dunraven Ranch? Good
heavens! It could not be "Gladys."
And yet—

Instead of taking a bath and going to

]
—
e -

bed, Mr. Perry poked his head into
Parke's bachelor chamber as he reached
the little cottage they ghared in common.
No Gladys disturbed the junior's dreams,
apparently, for he was breathing regu-
larly, sleeping the sleep of the just; and
8o, finding no one to talk to and beingin
no mood to go to bed at an hour so com-
paratively early when he had so much to
think about, Perr§ filled a pipe and
perched himself in a big chair by the
window seat, intending to thinlk it all
over again. He was beginning to hate
that doctor; he would havechafed at the
idea of any bachelor's being before him
inanacquaintancewith Gladys Maitland,
but a married man knowing her so well
as to make his wife jealous and himself
indifferent to that fact—knowing her so
well as to drive “such a lovely woman,
too," into taking her children and quit-
ting the marital roof—that was too much
of a bad thing, and Perry was sore dis-
comfited, He got up, impatient and rest-
less, passed out to the little piazza in
front of his quarters, and began pacing
up and down, the glow from his corncob
pipe making a fiery trail in the darkness,
He would have been glad to go back to
the colonel and keep watch with him;
but there was ony-Lhing connected with
his visit to Dunraven that he could not
bear to speak of, especially as those
words of Mrs, Lawrence recurred again
and again to his memory, ‘He had not
sald one word—he did not want to tell—
of Gladys Maitland.

And so it happened that Perry, too,
was awake and astir when the footsteps
of the cavalry sergeant were heard on
their way to Capt. Stryker's quarters.
Listening, he noted that the soldier had
halted at the colonel'’s, held a brief con-
versation with that officer, and then
turned baclk across the parade. Instant-
ly divining that news had come of Sergt.
Gwynne, Perry seized his forage cap and
hurried in pursuit. He cvertook the
trooper just beyond the guard house and
went with him eagerly to the stables, A
moment more, and e was bending over
a soldier's bedside in a llttle room adjoin-
ing the forage shed and by the light of a
dim stable lantern looking down into the
bruised and battered features of the non-
comumissioned officer, whom he had pro-
nounced of all others at Rossiter the
most respected and highly thought of by
the cavalry garrison.

“Sergeant, I'm very sorry to see you
go badly mauled," snid Perry. *‘How on
earth did it happen?"”

Gwynne turned his head painfully until
the one unbandaged eye could look about
and see that none of the stable guard
were within hearing, then back again and
up into the sympathetic face of his young
superior.

“Lieutenant, I must tell you and the
captain; and yet it is a matter 1 pro-
foundly wish to keep as secret as pos-
gible—the story of my day's adventure, I
mean."

“You need not tell me at all if you do
not wish to,” said Perry; *4hough 1
think it is due to yourself that the cap-
tain should know how it was you were
gone all day and that your horse and you
both came back in such condition.”

“I understand, sir, fully,” answered
Gwynne, respectfully. *‘I shall tell the
captain the whole story, if he so desire.
Meantime, I can only ask that no one
else be told. If themen in the troop had
an inkling of the true story there would
be endless trouble; and soI have tried to
account for it by saying my horse and I
had an ugly fall while running a coyote
through the timber, We did see a co-
yote, down near the ranch on the Monee,
and I did have an ugly fall: 1 was set
upon by three=of+those ranchmen and
badly handled.”

“Yes, damn them!" said Perry, ex-
citedly and wrathfully. *“I've had an
experience with them myself to-night,
while we were searching for yow."”

“So much the more reason, sir, why
my mishap should not be told among the
men. The two affairs combined would
be more than they would stand, There
are enough Irishmen hers in our troop
alone to go down and wipe that ranch
out of existence; and | fear trouble as it
stands.”

“Whether there will be trouble or not
will depend very much on the future
conduct of the proprietor and manager
down there. Of course we cannot tol-
erate for an instant the idea of their
maintaining a gang of ruffians thero who
are allowed to assault officers or men
who happen to ride around that neigh-
borhood. You were not Inside their
limits, were you?"'

“Yes, sir," sald the sergeant, paln-
fully, *I was; [ had tied my horse out-
gside and ventured in to get a nearer
look at the bulldings.”

“What time did it happen?”

“This morning, sir; not more than an
hour and a half after you spoke to me in
the valley.” .

“Indeed! Then you must have lain
there allday! Why, Gwynne, this will
never do. I'll goand get the surgeon
and have him look you all over, You
must have been brutally mauled, and
must be utterly exhausted.”

“Don't go, sir,” said the sergeant,
eagerly stretching forth a hand. *“It—
{tisn't as you think, sir. T have been
kicdly cared for. They're not all ruf-
flans down there, and the men who as-
saulted me will be fully punished, I've
been quite as well nursed and fed and
brandied and bandaged as though I'd
been carried right to hospital. Indeed,
I don't need anything but reste T'll be
all right in a day.”

“But 1 think Dr. Quin ought tosee
you and satisfy us you are not injured.”

“Be satistied, sir. The doctor hasseen
me."

“Why, but how?—where? e was here
all day, and only went away ut sunset.
He joined me at Dunraven about 9
o'cloek, and hadnt returned when 1
came in. Did he find you and bring
you back?"

Gwynne hesitated palnfully again:

“The doctor saw me this evening—
down near where I was hurt; but I got
back here without his help, sir., Lieu-
tenant,” said the soldier, suddenly,
“there are one or two things conuected
with this day's work that I cannot tell.
Come what may, I must not speak of
them, even to the captain.”

Perry was silent o moment.
kindly answered:

“]1 do not think any one hero will
press you to tell what you consider it
might be ungrateful or dishonorable in
you to reveal. I will do what I canto
see that your wishes are respected. And
now, if youaresure I can do nothing
for you, good night, sergeant.” Andthe
young officer held out his hand.

“Good night, sir," answered Gwynne.
He hesitated one moment. It was the
first time since he entered the service,
nearly five years before, that an officer
offered him his hand. It was & new and
strange sensation. It might not be “‘good
discipline" to take advantago of it, but
there were other reasons. Gwynne
looked up in the frank blue eyes of his
lieutenant and read something there that
told a new story. Out came a hand as
slender and shapely as that of the young
officer, and the two were silently and
firmly clasped.

“How can I question him?" said Perry
1o himself ay he walked slowly home-
ward. *Is there not sowmething I am
holding buck?—something I cannot speak
of? By Jupiter! can his be the same rea-
sont”

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK.
———co SR LSS

g Night or morning fogs, or in
winter persistent fogs, often signify
a calm and settled condition of the

Then he

| air and the prevalence of fair weath-

er. Heavy dews, especially in au-
tumn, likewise portend fine weather,
but usually of shorter duration. Fogs
appear usually in one of two con-
ditions—either the air is nearly satu-
rated up to a considerable height, or
else is unusually dry, except in a
stratum immediately above the

ground.
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Rliseellancons Keading,
THE WORLD'S PRAYER.

0, Almighty Dollar! our acknowl-
edged governor, preserver and bene-
factor, we desire to nl;prunch thee,
on this and every other occasion,
with that reverence which is due to
superior excellence, and that regard
which should ever be cherished for
exalted greatness. Almighty Dol-
lar! without thee in the world we
can do nothing, but with thee we can
do all things. When sickness lays
its palsying hand upon us, thou canst
provide for us the tenderest of nurses
the most skillful physicians; anc
when the last struggle of mortality
is over, and we are being borne to
the resting place of the dead, thou
can provide a band of music and
a military escort to accompany us
thither ; and last, but not least, erect
a magnificent monument over our
graves, with a lying epitaph to per-
petuate our memories.

And while here in the midst of
misfortunes and temptations of life,
we perhaps are accused of erime, and
brought before magistrates; thou,
Almighty Dollar, canst secure to us
a feed lawyer, a bribed judge, a pack-
ed jury and we go scot free,

Be with us, we pray thee, in all
thy decimal parts, for we feel that
thou art the one altogether lovely
and chea{)est among ten thousand.

We feel there is no true condition
in life where thy potent and all pow-
erful charms are not felt. In thy ab-
sence how gloomy is the household,
and how desolate the hearthstone;
but when thou, Almighty Dollar, art
with us, how gleefully the beefsteak
singson the gridiron; how genial the
warmth the anthracite coal or hick-
ory wood diffuses throughout the
apartments, and what an exuberance
of joy continues to swell every bos-
om.

Thou art the joy of our youth, and
the solace of old age. Thou canst
adorn the gentleman and thou feed-
est the jackass. Thou art the favor-
ite of the philosopher, and the idol
of the lunkhead. Where an election
is to be carried, O, Almighty Dol-
lar! thou art the most potent argu-
ment of politicians and demagogues,
atm(% the umpire that decides the con-
est,

Almighty Dollar, thou art wor-
shipped the world over. Thou hast
no hyprocrites in thy temples or
false hearts at thy altars. Kings and
courtiers bow before thee, and all na-
tionsadore thee; thou art loved by
the civilized and savage alike, with
unfeigned and unaltering affections.

0, Almighty Dollar! in the ac
quirement and defense of human
liberty thou hast placed armies in the
field and navies on the ovean. At
the uplifting of thy powerful hand
their thunders would break and their
lightnings flash. Thou hast bound
continents together by the telegraph
cables, and made the varied pro-
ducts of our country available to all
by a perfect net of railroads. The
forest has been prostrated and the
desert made to blossom as the rose.

We continue to regard thee as the
handmaid of religion, the twin sister
of charity. When the light of thy
shining countenance breaks through
the gloom of famine-stricken Ireland,
the shamrock wears a greener hue,
and the harp resounds in loftier
strains, while weeping mothers and
starving children rise above their
wails of woe, as their hearts and their
heels resound to thrilling strains of
4St, Patrick’s Day in the Morning.”

When our brothers and sisters of
the sunny South are smitten '‘hip
and thigh” by the climate scourge ot
fever, and destitution prevailsin con-
sequence of the cessation of industries
and suffering is increased from lack of
nurses and medical attendance and
they call for the almighty dollar of
the North, thou goest on the wings of
love to their rescue, while the air
that was discordant with groans and
shrieks, becomes redolent with the
ti:l(h},lurati ng melody of *“Yankee Doo-

e.

0, Almighty Dollar! be with us,
we besecch thee, attended by an in-
expressible number of thy minister-
ing angels, made in thineown image,
even though they be but silver quar-
ters, whose gladdening light shall
illumine the vale of penury and want
with heavenly radiance which shall
cause the awakened soul to break
forth in acclamations of joy.

Almighty Dollar! thou art the
awakener of our energies, the guide
of our footsteps and the goal of our
being. Guided by thy silvery light
we hope to reach the “Golden Gate”
triumphantly; enter while angels’
hands harmoniously sweep their gol-
den harps, and we, on the golden
streets, in the highest exhilaration of
feeling, and with jubilant emotions,
strike the Highland fling.

Almighty Dollar, thy shining face

Bespeaks thy wondrous power ;
In my pocketmake thy resting place;
I need thee every hour.

Aund now, Almighty Dollar, in
closing this invoeation, werealize and
acknowledge that thou wert the God
of our grandfathers, the two-fold God
of their children, and the three-fold
Giod of their grandchildren. Permit
us to possess thee in abundanee, and
of all thy varied excellencies, is our
constant and  unwavering prayer.
Amen,

KEEPING THE REMNANTS.

There lived in the northern part of
the kingdom a man whose name was
David. Now, David was a cunning
workman in cutting and making all
kinds of garments whereby men are
clothed. And not only was he fa-
mous for his skill in making these
garments, but likewise in looking
after his cabbage, otherwise called
remnants.  Now this wasa continual
source of trouble between him and
his customers, who always wished to
have theremnants for repairs.  Now,
David declared that if he exereised
his skill in cutting a garment out of
the regular amount of cloth, he was
entitled to the remainder. Now it
came to pass about this time that a
certain man well skilled in the laws
of the nation, desired to havea coat
made. So he went to them that sold
and bought the material wherewith
to make it ; and he sent 1 messenger
to David, desiring him to bring his
measuring line that he might meas-
ure him therewith, And David arose
and took his staff in his hand, and
aume unto the house of the lawyer
and saluted hini, The lawyer said un-
to him—**Now, David, I have heard
it said that thou art in the habit of
keeping all the remmants. Now,
thou knowest that T am well skilled
in all the laws of the nation, and
there is no law whereby thou canst
withhold that which is not thine
own. Iereis a piece of cloth, from
which I desire thee to make a coat ;
and here also are buttons and thread,
and all that thou requirest ; and I de-
mand of thee that thou bring back
every remnant of thread, lining and
cloth, and every piecethat thou hast
left over; then [ will pay thee.”
And David answered :m(\ suid unto
him, “I will do even as thou sayest.”
Thereupon the lawyer brought out
his balance and laid his hundle upon
it, and said unto David, *Sce, I have
weighed it and thou shall have to ac-
count for every ounce of it.” And
David answered and said unto him,
41 will do even as thoudesireth me.”
And David took the bundle in one
hand and his staff in the other, and
gat unto his own house.  Now, there
were none in the land filled with
wisdom like unto David, and he said
within himself, “I must show this
crafty lawyer that I wm as erafty as
he.”

So David arose early in the morn-
ing, and after divers measurements
he not only cut the coat out of the
cloth, but the front of a vest for him-
self as well. 'Then hetook a piece of
money and gave it to the servant

saying, “Get me some lead drops for

aLumnmrrinl Interests of the South.

this piece of money and the servant
did even as he was told. Now Da-
vid took these dropsandsowed them
in the border of the garment to make
up the weight thereof. And when
he had finished the coat and tied it
up in a bundle, he i;ut on his new
vest and went to the house of the
lawyer, who rejoiced to see his coat
made so quickly and exactly to his
mind, Then the lawyer asked for
the remnants, and David showed him
divers triangles and rectangles of
cloth, and lining, and various small
pieces of thread. ~ Thereupon the law-
yer placed all upon the balance, and
found that they agreed with the
weight which he had given unto
David, and said unto him* “Thou has
done even as I desired thee,” and he
gave him a piece of money for his
labor, Then David said unto the
lawyer, “Art thou perfeetly satis-
{lec} 2 And he answered ‘‘Perfect-
¥ o
coat and said, “See here, then, I have
ot a vest out of thy cloth.” Then
the lawyer said, “Tell me how thou
hast done this.”” Then David whis-
pered into the ear of the lawyer,
“Canst thou keep a secret?” The
lawyer said, “Yes,” David said,
“So can 1." So David took his de-
parture.

A CURIOUS COINCIDENCE.

“T used to travel around the coun-
try with a patent hay-fork,” said the
man with the green patch on
his left eye, as it came his turn to tell
a story. “} am not going to say any-
thing about that patent more than
that no farmer ever got any benefit
from it. What I wish to bring out
is what might be called a curious co-
incidence, and one that I have kick-
ed myselfover a dozen times,

“It was in this way,” he continued,
as he got settled back on his seat.
“Farmers have their weak spots the
same as other folks. You can hit
some of them by praising their build-
ings, othersby admiring their horses,
others, again, through their hogs
or calves, I had a way of hitting
them all, and it worked to my great
profit every time. When I got upin
the morning, after staying all night
with a farmer, I got off something
as follows:

“] had a very curious dream last
night. I dreamed that I was dig-
ging out behind your barn, just on a
line with 2 big knot-hole in the sixth
board from the west end, and I un-
earthed a tin box containing two
thousand dollarsin greenbacks. The
dream wasso vivid that I almost feel
the box in my hands. There’s noth-
ing in adream of course, but I never
had one that seemed so real.” '

“Mind you, I had taken notice of
the knot-hole the evening before.
Sometimes I fixed a place behind the
barn and sometimes neara stump, or
so many paces from a certain tree or
straw-stack ; but it was all settled on
beforehand. It wasn’t one time in
twenty that a farmer would charge
me for my lodgings after giving him
this dream. It hit’em plumb centre,
and they were only too anxious to
et me out of the way so they could
begin digging.”

Yo on,” said several voices, as he
made a long pause.

“Well, one morning, after lodging
with a farmer all night and getting
his note for fifty dollars for a hay-
fork, I related the usual dream in the
usual way. This time it was buried
treasure beneath a stump near his
barn. Isaw that he was hard hit at
once, and he left me eating breakfast
and went down to dig. I was chuck-
}in[i’; over his greenness, when hecame
walking in with a tin box under his
arm.” .

“You don’t say "’

“But I do, and it was a box he
had dug out a foot or so below the
surface. It was broken open right
then and there, and may I be drown-
ed for a yaller dog if the contents
didn’t pan out $4,625 in just as good
greenbacks as ever you saw.”

“But—but—"

“There were no buts about it. He
found the money and kept it, as was
his right, and no one ever came to
claim it. This two dollar bill was a
part of it. Ie gave it to me as a
reward for my dream, and I am keep-
ing it as a relic to show what a fool a
man can make of himself. That’sall,
gentlemen—all except that I want
some of you to kick me as soon as
convenient.—[New York Star.

2 CHINESE ECONOMY.

An example of careful, calculating
economy is the construction of the
cooking pots and boilers, the bot-
toms of which are as thin as possi-
ble, that the contents may boil all
the sooner, for fuel is scarce and dear,
and consists generally of nothing but
the stalks and roots of the crops,
which make a rapid blaze and disap-
year. The business of gathering fuel
is committed to children, for one
who can do nothing else ean at least
pick up straws and weeds. In au-
tumn and winter a vast army of fuel
gatherers spread over the land.
Boys ﬂﬁ(}(}lll{ trees and beat them
with clubs to shake off the leaves;
the very straws get no time to show
which way the wind blows before
they are annexed by some enterpris-
ing collector. Similarly profession-
al manure collectors swarm all over
the roads of the country.

Chinese women carry this minute
economy into their dress; nothing
comes amiss to them if it is not used
in one place it is in another, where it
appears a thing of beauty, Foreign
residents who give their cast-off
clothes away to the Chinese may be
assured that the career of usefulness
of these garments is at last about to
commence.

Chinese wheelburrows squeak for
the want of a few drops of oil ; but to
people who have no nerves the
squeak is cheaper than the oil.  Sim-
ilarly dirt is cheaper than hot water,
and so, as a rule, the {}enpie do not
wash; the motto, “Cheaper than
dirt,”” which the soap dealer puts in
his windows, could not be made in-
telligible to the Chinese. To them
the average foreigners are mere soap-
wasters.

Searcely any tool can be got ready-
made; it is so much cheaper to buy
the parts and put them together,
for yourself, :mtll as almost every-
body takes this view, ready-made
tools are not to be got.  Two rooms
are dimly lighted with a single
lamp deftly placed in a hole in the
dividing wall.

Chinese, in fact, seem to be capa-
ble of doing almost anything by
means of almost nothing.  They will
give youan iron foundry on a nii-
nute seale of completeness in a back
vard, and will make in an hour a
cooking range, of strong and perfect
draught, out of a pile of mud brieks,
lasting indefinitely, operating per-
feetly and costing nothing. The old
woman who in her last moments
hobbled as near as possible to the
family graveyard in order to die so
as to avoid the expense of coftin bear-
ors, was Chinese.

A TExasSENAToR—Senator Coke
of Texas does not care arap about
any formal observance, except the in-
stance that he shall not be interrupt-
ed in business.  Absorbed in writing
one day, he was rudely slapped on
the shoulder by a stalwart greaser:
“Hello, Dick Coke, how you was?"’
“Who are you and what do you want
here?” demanded the senator, as if
he took the fellow fora burglar. “I'm
Bill Snaggs from Coyoteville. I
walked in, and seeing that these here
rooms belong to the State of Texas,
I thought I'd just drop in and make
myself at home, and you needn’t be
putting on any — airs with me."”
“Since you have done me this hon-
or,’ replied Senator Coke, begin-
ning to be inwardly amused, I will
jnst give you a little lesson in Wash-
ington manners, Just go out by that
door through which you came and
inquire at the hotel desk if Senator
l'u]-:e is in. I they say yes, come

Then David unbuttoned his
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hack, knock at the door, and ask the
person who opens it the same thing.”
The Taxan hesitated, but secing
fire in the senator’s eye, complied
with his directions. Coke was alone
in his apartment, hence when he
heard the knock he opened the door
himself. *IsSenator Coke in?" ask-
ed the visitor, looking dazed. *Not
to callers ; he is occupied with some
matters of special importance to the
State and cannot be interrupted by
visitors to-day. Sorry. Call again.”
As the fellow stalked off he was
}I?U;E(I to mutter: *“Well, I'll be darn-
e( = -
—_————.—. — ———

EDISON'S BlG CHECK.

When Edison had finally sold his
patent on the gold and stock indica-
tor to the Western Union Telegraph
company for $40,000, he came over to
New York to get his money.

He had heard of Wall street and
its bulls and bears, and had been told
that it was full of “sharks,” who
would fleece a man very quick. So
he made up his mind that Wall street
was a very dangerous place, and that
if he ever had occasion to go there he
would be lucky if he got away with-
out losing his overcoatand umbrella.

At that time General Lefferts was

resident of the Western Union.

)ne morning Edison came into the
company’s general offices to close up
the sale of his patent. After a few
preliminaries he was given a check
for $40,000.

He looked at it curiously for a mo-
ment or two and apgmred to be puz-
zled what to do with it. He knew
that he had sold a patent to the West-
ern Union company for $40,000, but
he did not see any money. Observ-
ing his perplexity, General Lefferts
told him'that if he would go to the
Bank of America, in Wall street, he
would get the check cashed. “Sol
started,” said Edison, “after carefully
folding up the check and went to-
ward Wall street.”

On arriving at the Bank of Amer-
ica he hesitated about entering, fear-
ing still that something mip;ht be
wrong. At last, however, he mus-
tered up courage and half trembling-
ly shoved his check out to the cashier.

‘he latter scrutinized it closely, gave
Edison a piercing glance and said
something which Edison could not
understand, as he was hard of hear-

ing.

%hat was enough. He was now
more than ever convinced that his
“check” wasn’t worth $40,000, and
thought as he rushed out of the bank
with it, that any man who would
grive him $2,000 could walk away
with the check. He hurried back to
the Western Union offices and said
he couldn’t get any money. General
Lefferts senga man with him to iden-
tify him. He said: “This man is
Mr. Thomas A. Edison, to whose or-
der the check is drawn.”

“Why, certainly, Mr. Edison,”
said the cashier, obsequiously, “how
would you like your $40,000—in what
shage i
“Oh! any way to suit the bank.
It doesn’t make any difference to me
so long as I get my money.”

Edison was given $40,000 in large
bills. After dividing the roll into
wads of $20,000 each, he stuffed one
into each trouser’s pocket, buttoned
up his coat as tightly as possible, and
made a break to get out of Wall
street as quick as he could. The next
day he began work on his first labor-
atory at New York.

——-—

POSTAGE STAMPS.

Congress first authorized the issue
of postage stamps in 1845, says the
Rochester Herald. Previous to that
time postage was paid in cash. The
first stamps were issued in 1847, and
were of the denominations of five and
ten cents. The five-cent stamp had
a picture of Benjamin Franklin and
the ten-cent the head of Washington
as the principal figure in the design.
These heads have continued to adorn
the postage stamps of our country
from that day to this. The stamps
first issued were a little larger than
those now in use, In 1831 the car-
rier system was introduced in all
large cities, and stamps of a peculiar
design, costing one cent each and
known as carriers’ stamps, were Is-
sued for the purpose of providing
Frepaid delivery. In that year the
etter postage was reduced to three
cents, and theold brick dust red three
cent stamp came in. At the same
time the issue was enlarged to eight
stamps, the largest denomination
being ninety cents. The portrait of
Jefferson was introduced on the five
cent stamp, but the other seven bore
the heads of Washington and Frank-
lin in differentdesigns. Thesestamps
were the most popular ever issued by
the department. They remained in
use ten years.

Among the rarest American stamps
are some which were not issued by
the government. 'When congress, In
1845, authorized the use of stamps, it
neglected to make such provisions as
warranted the postal authorities, in
their estimation, in the issue of
stamps. During the period of two
years preceding the issue of govern-
ment stamps the principal cities of
the United States issued what were
known as postmasters’ stamps. They
were intended for the convenience
of business men who desired to mail
letters after the closing of the post-
oftice, for the postoffice did not re-
main in operation all night in the
primitive days of the postal service.
These stamps were used by postmas-
ters at New York, Philadelphia,
Washington, Baltimore, St. Louis,
Providence, Alexandria and a great
many other places. Some of these
stamps were mere slips of paper bear-
ing t-'m signatures of the postmasters.
('ollectors value the Baltimore stamp,
which is of this character, at 200,
A stamp which was issued by the
postmaster of New Haven. is worth
on an original used evelope $300 and
more. A postage stamp issued by
the Milbury postmaster, which was
of elaborate design for those days
and bore the head of Washington,
brings easily $£300 to 3500,

Cu e ror Conp FEET.—An Indian
of the Cheyenne Ageney had one of
his legs injured, making amputation
necessary to save hislife. Dr. Daniel,
of the agency, urged him to have an
operation performed, but the noble
red man thought he would cut but 2
sorry figure with one leg, and said
he would rather die. Arguments
were unavailing. The doctor then
thought of a good scheme to gain his
consent. He hied himself to Pierre,
where he secured the service of a
friend who journeys through life on
one leg of flesh and another manu-
factured from the bark of the cork-
tree. Together they started to the
reservation, and, after the doctor’s
friend had given the brave an exhi-
bition of how he could fly around-on
his cork member, the Indian was sat-
isfied and even anxious to submit to
the operation, and told the doctor
that he might cut off both legs, as he
was habitually troubled with cold
feet every winter.

FRsS

Tug UNITED STATES Inac.—It
is astonishing when one considers
how very few persons, native Amer-
icans too, who are acquainted with
the composition of our national flag,
said n naval officer, recently. In
engravings and pictures I daily sce
misrepresentations of the flag, and
even upon poles or in processions
on holidays. They are made with
more than the required number of
stripes, more or less stars in the
union than there should be, or the
arrangement of the strifms as regards
colors is not right. Then again the
flags are not made of proper dimen-

| sions.

The ofticial flag is made as follows:
There should be thirteen stripes, rep-
resenting the original States of the
Union, border stripes of red; the
union, of blue, should be seven
stripes square, resting on white, with

four red and white stripes on the
sides; the entire flag should be twen-
ty-one stripes long and thirteen
stripes wide. Very often flags are
seen with fifteen to twenty stripes
and over fifty stars in the union.
Aside from these irregularities, it is
quite common on holidays to see

ags with the union down. By the
union down is meant having stripes
where the union should be, It
should always be uppermost. If it
is down, it signifies distress.

All good Americans ought to know
these things, but from observation
and inquiry I find that hardly one
in fifty understands the composition
of our emblem, or even knows how
to display it.

—_——-————————

INTERESTING SURGICAL CASE.—
A distinguished physician of this
city tells of a recent case in his prac-
tice that has certain features of inter-
est. In a household of this city there
was a boy of twelve who possessed
many excellent qualities, being ami-
able, truthful and upright. Passing
along the street one day a piece of
board fell from the second story of &
house that was being built, and struck
him, inflicting a wound on his head.
After a time the wound healed and
left merely a slight scar. But it soon
afterward appeared that the boy had
undergone an unaccountable change
of character. He had become a liar
and a thief, and was almost brutal in
his nature. At last the parents con-
sulted the qhysicizm to whom we
have referred, and who made a study
of the case. He finally suggested
that the boy should be trephined, in
order to ascertain if any injury had
been done to the brain when the
skull was struck.

When the operation had been per-
formed in the vicinity of the scar, it
was found that a splint from the in-
side of theskull had pierced the brain,
After the splint had Ibeun carefully re-
moved and the wound propergf
dressed, the boy rapidly recovered.
To the delight of his parents it was
made apparent that the evil traits
which had been brought into play
by some unknown means had disap-
peared. He was changed again, and
was once more the amiable, truthful
and upright boy that he had been be-
fore he was wounded. “This case,”
said the distinguished Phyﬂicinn who
narrates the facts of it, *‘would be re-
markable if the medical books were
not full of similar cases.”’—[New
York Sun,
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SILENT Forces.—Workmen in the
stone quarries often find a very hard
kind of rock. They pick little
grooves for the iron wedges, and then
with great sledge-hammersdrive and
drive the wedges into the flinty rock.
And yet once in awhile they fail to
divide the solid mass. The iron
wedges and the sledge prove useless,
and the workmen wonder at the stub-
born rock. But there is yet another
way. The iron wedges are removed
from the narrow grooves. Then lit-
tle wooden ones of a very hard fibre
are selected. The sharp, well made
wooden wedges are first put into wa-
ter. They are then inserted in the
grooves tightly while wet, and water
is kept in the grooves, and nosled
is needed to drive them. They would
break under the severe blows of the
ponderous hammer. But the work-
men just let the wet wedges alone.
They will do what the driven iron
failed to do. How s0? The damp
wood swells, the particies must have
room to enlarge,and the granite heart
of the rock cannot withstand the st-
lent influence. In alittle while the
solid rock parts from top to bottom,
and the workman’s will is accom-
plished. It is so, often in other
things., What noise and visible ef-
fort fail to do, some quiet power,
when applied, will surely accomplish.
Teachers may remember this fact in
mechanics, and manage some very
stubborn natures by the application
of the silent forces. The iron and
the sledge-hammer often fail, but
tears, prayers and a patient example
never fail.

EvErRY MaN A Brick.—Very
few of the thousands who use the
above slang term know its origin or
its primitive significance, according
to which it is a grand thing to say of
aman “He's a brick.” The word,
used in its original intent, implies
all that is brave, patriotic and loyal.
Plutarch, in his life of Agesilaus,
king of Sparta, gives us the meaning
of the quaint and familiar expres-
sion. On a certain occasion an am-
bassador from Epirus, on a diplomat-
ic mission, was shown by the king
over his capital. The ambassador
knew of the monarch’s fame—knew
that though nominally only king of
Sparta, he was ruler of Greece—and
he had looked to see massive walls
rearing aloft their embattled towers
for the defense of the city, but found
nothing of the kind. He marveled
much at this, and spoke of it to the
king. “Sire,” said he, “‘I have vis-
ited most of the principal towns, and
I find no wall reared for defense.
Why is this?” “Indeed, sir ambas-
sador,” replied Agesilaus, ‘‘thou
canst not have looked carefully.
Come with me to-morrow morning
and I will show you the walls of
Sparta.” Accordingly on the follow-
ing morning the king led his guest
out upon the plain where his army
was drawn up in full array, and,
yointing proudly to the patriot host,
}m said: “There thou beholdest the
walls of Sparta—ten thousand men,
and every man a brick.”

OriGINy oF TiE Grie.—The grip
has been traced by the London Times
with reasonable certainty to Eastern
Asia and the floods, followed by fam-
ine and malaria, which occurred in
the Hoang-1Io, or Yellow river, of
Ching, two years ago. Similar out-
breaks of influenza have originated
in the same region from the same
cause, or at least the disease has
spread west through Siberia just af-
ter overflows of Chinese rivers which
produced famine and fevers. The
great streams of the Celestial empire
support a teeming population, and
when the mud deposits destroy the
rice crops and breed malaria the
people die by hundreds of thousands
and epidemic makes its career of con-
quests westward_just as the ancient
Seythians did.  Until China and oth-
er Oriental countries receive our
seienee and put in practice modern
notions of sanitation, there is no pre-
ventive means that can stay the
progress of the red, black and other
deaths that issue from that cradle of
destruction.  All that ean be done is
to lessen the evil by proper treatment
and quarantine closely against the
deadlier pestilences.
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Boost YounrseEnr.—A small boy
was endeavoring to climb a tree, and
was standing with arms and legs em-
bracing it, when he saw another boy
passing on the other side of thestreet,
and called out to him :

“I say, Bill, come over and give
me a boost!”  Bill's answer was not
polite or helpful, but it contained &
full bushel of common sense. ‘‘Boost
vourself !” he said, sententiously, and
walked on about his business, Per-
haps it would have been better for
him to go across and help a fellow,
but he spoke a sentence of sound phi-
losophy in those two words,

There are man&' in this world wait-
ing for somebody to give them a
boost, when what they need is to
boost themselves. It will often do a
hoy more good to make his own start
in life than to have some other person

start him. Find your own place, and-

then you will have your own power,
and not some other man’s influence.
There are plenty of Micawbers wait-
ing for something to turn up, when
they ought to go out and Eu.rn up
something, Find a tree which bears
fruit worth climbing after, take a
firm hold and then boost yourself.
—[Our Youth.
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