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‘A swary handsome in

« “tirned out, was very important be shoald
know. .

311
E

" agreeable age in & young man,” remarked
mother,

g

" charming?” exclaimed Miss Champion,
. with onusoal animation, “Bachelors ul-
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* saddle, mounted himself, and Lidding au

. the conversation on the way, much to

" ity delighted with everything she saw.

MRS, FORRESTER.
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CHAPTER I1.—(Centinued.) ]
“Very well, then, 1 went over to lunch

with Hastings, as you know, and after/
lunéh ‘we had u game of billlands, and |
then went fnto the stables to look at the
horses.  And wuch borses, too! Well, af-|
we had Jeft the stable and chatted a
.he erdered the chestuats round, and

borses did fret, and prance, and rear!
Bat be took it as coolly as pessible, and
and

e lamba. They continued very quiet

7
.g'

vl 'was standing, and then they |
red again, until 1 thﬂuhtl

i
4

was not & bit disconcerted;
th one hand, and with
his hat to the girl as
empress. She was so |
such lovely eyes! 1
ow wha she could be,
vess, Flo, who it was.™ |
know 7" answennd his
ishly. “How provoking you
then, it was our cousin, Miss
1 can tell you she is nothing
ashamed of, either. 1 could sve
admired her, and was just |
to tell him of our connection with
chestauts bolted, and, by
them in hand again, it
my mind. However, the
keog till another time.” |
cried his sister, white 10
rage, “you will not dare to |
low-bora girl is related to
Dot dare?”
knows better than to do amy-
foolish.” interrapted Mrs. Cham-
in ease you should be tempt-
" she added, turning to Im-L
that mot a tithe of that
pounds I promised you for
your last scason's debts shall pass into
that's enough,” re-

well,

nald, salkily. “But [ can

one thing, Flo—1 believe he's tre-

ent with that girl, aod that

&fter her now.”

uttered this remark with

Intention of annoying his sis-

procesded to qnit the room,

T think Reginald gets more unbeara-
day," exclaimed Flora, an-

grily *

: mhmmmhn very
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Abd 30 the fates conspired to keep a
secret from Errol Hastings, which, as it

H-ellld at Hurst Manor the day af-
ter Reginald lunched with him, and se-
cepted Mrs, Champion's invitation to stay

: Champion,” he said, as they sat
In the drawing room, “1 am ge-
ing to beg & favor of you uad’nin Cham-
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sure we shall be but too Iunpr.l
grant it, If it is in our power," she re-
smiliag.
“1 think of giviag n ball at the Court.,”
. Hastings continued; “and befors I
Jssue my havitations | want to secure the
mmlpﬁ e of your prosence and co-opern-l
m"
“A ball at the Court;

»

that will be
ways give such

“If you really have any curlosity to sce
my domals, 1 trust you will not wait for
the ball. Why not ride over this afrer-
noon before dinner? Your brother, I have
no doubt, will accompany us.”

Miss Champion looked st her mother in |
a dutiful interrogative manner, and Mrs, |
memud I;::edjuel::

¥, my , It you persuade
Beginald. You look a little pale—s ride
will do all the good In the world.”

Reglnald being sgreeable, the horses
were ardered round, and Miss Champion
left the room to equip.

Apropos of the ball,” said Errol, “I
am expecting an Influx of visitors to the
ourt, and 1 shall beg of your charity
to come and help me te entortals them.
Bir Clayton and Lady Grace Furquhar
for a fortmight,' umtil their
&t Endon Vale is ready, and she
romised to play hostess for the oe-
sion. Lady 8t. Ego and her daughters
v from Hertfordshire, Mr,
Lady Marion Alton and
severyl bachelor friends,
uo‘?o assistance in my
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I to take place?” in-

on,
I am justified in digni-
og by the name of a
to invite every one ronnd
and as this is stch u
the year, I do not ap-
disappointments. [Indeed,
glving ten daya’ motice.”
“will be enough,” Mrs
agreed; “no one thinks of giy-
country ut this time
Il be quits & boon
1 prophesy your
8 great succesa”
hope s0,” sald Mr. Hastings. “] p»-
you I shall spae no pains to muke
off well."
in at ﬂlhj: Juncture, looking
perfectly fitting
and they all walked out of the
window to the horses, which wepe walt-
Ing at the door. He placed her In the
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revolr to' Mrs. Champlon, they started
for thelr ride, .
Reginald usurped the greater part of

r's annsyance, but she bad no
1 of betruying any ill-humor be-
. they arrived
Court they dismognted, sent
to the stables, and procesded
to the house. Miss Champion pot
only expressed herself, but was in real-

Flora was rather silent as she rode
e. Bhe was thinking how pleasant

ld be to be the wife of a man like
Hustings, and the mistress of a
like Hazell Court. He wes speak-
ia low, earnest tones; and

the Farm did not turn to

1 Asnd Winitred, sitting
“elump of beeches,
looked with wistful eyes
when he had passed sut

ber under those very beeches, and talked
to her in the low, fascinating tones pe
culiar to him when addressing women,
And she had fancied she read love In his
deep bine eyes. They had met more than
onve since the adventure in the woal,
and he bad always stopped to speak to

her. And the previous day, as she had g .
to come over here. How those heon sitting resding in the ganden, she furmers’ duughters.
had heard the prancing hoots, and, look- |

ing up. had seen him poll up his Sery

quicted them, until they Went | ohostnuts, which had frightensd ber so | place immiediately, and never presume to
| an honr before in the lane, and, throwing | enter it agnia!™ and she turned iuto the
a mile, when we came to & g3t 1hg reins to the groom, jump down and  bouse and sbut the door. Then she ran

enter the little gate.
Winifred's heart beat fast as she saw

ve upset us in the ditch. Mr Fastings coming up the ganden to- | cried passionately,

ward her,

“1 have come to call on Mr, Eyre—is
be at home ™ Errol asked,

“No,” replied Winifred: “bo has been
ont sinde two o'clock, and 1 do not ex-
pect him until the evenlng.”

“1 am sorry.” Errol had answered, look-
ing in her face. ae he always did now:

“but it you will allow me to make his |

absonce to-day an excuse for ealling
again, 1 shall not regret it too much.”

*Can | say snything to him for you?”
asked Winifred,

“I am afraid not,” Mr, Hastings sald,
smiling: “it Is on a guestion of & new
method of farming, which 1 fear is too
abstruse for me to discuss with you. But
I am Interrupting your reading—ls your
book very engrossing?”

And sz he spoke he gianced at the
cover of the book and observed with
some surprise that it was an old Freach
romance,

“Will yon let me send yon same books
to read?" Errol asked, gently. 1 make
n point of collecting all the best works,
bath foreign and English, and it wonid
be such a pleasure to me to think some
one besides mysell would take an in-
terest in reading them.”

*“Oh, how kind you are!™ exclaimed
Winifred, eagerly, blushing with delight;
“it would be such a treat to have some-
thing new to read”

“What shall it be?" asked Mr. Hast-
ings—"history, novels, poetry, ar theal-
ogy? When you read Tennyson, look for

.my favorite poem, ‘Oenone:” 1 am sure

you will agree with me in admiring that.
Do you sometimes indulge in romance,
Miss Eyre?"

“Sometimes,” langhed Winifred,
you 't

“Yea,” sald Errol. “T must plead guil-
ty, althongh I am long past the age when
that youthful foible is permiseible. Bat
when 1 am alone I like to sit and Jook
at a beautitul landseape, until my very
power af vision is absorhed in thonght:
and [ like to go back centuries, and live
in the past ages, that from thelr wide
distance from os seem golden. Do yon
ever fancy you wonld like to hare been
one of the celebrities of the olden times?
I should like to have been Alexander, and
conquered the world: or a Leonidas, dy-
Ing gloriously In battle: an undsunted
hero, like Alcibindes: an emperor, like
Caesar; a Mark Antony, beloved by
Cleopatra; or a Launcelot, if you might
have been Guinevere,”

His voice bad dropped while he was
speaking, and as he uttered the last sen
tence in a low, thrilling whisper, his
eyes sought hers with a passionate ex-
pression of admiration,

Winifred colored deeply, and the tone
of her volee was haughty as she made
answer, looking far away into the wools:

“1 would not have been Guinevers to
the noblest Launcelot who ever hreathed,
Had 1 been chosen by such n godlike
knight as King Arthur, 1 think 1 could
have appraciated him too well to requite
his love with falseness.”

*1 beg your pardon, I onght to have
remembered; but for the momeny [ did
not think of her falsencss, 1 only revul
lected that she wus beautifol and churm-
ng."”

Errol had never once taken his eyes off
Winifred's face while he had been speak-
ing. Aud as he watched her, he thought
that of all the women he had ever known,
none had such a sweot grace of womanli-
ness ss this one. He rose suddenly to
flee the temptation,

“Pardon my lutrusion, Miss Eyre; |
have detalned you almeady too long"

And Errol Hastings held out his hand
to her. She put her own thmidly Intg It
aod he clasped it for & moment with
a strong, passionate clasp, looking inte
her eyes the while with a look that
breught the blood roshing to her face,
Then he turned slowly, and went back
to his phaeton, ber cyes looking dresmily
into the distance. [Her reverie was di-
verted by seelpg a young farmer, Mr.
Tom Fenner, sauntering lelsurely down
the road, hitting off the tops of the gruss
viclously with his stick., Bhe had seen
him pass before, when she was talking
with Mr. Hastings, and his presence an-
noyed her. He came deliberately fu at
the garden gate, and walked up to where
she sat,

“Good afterncon. Misa Eyrre," he wald,
putting out his great conrse hand to her,
“] suppose I may come in now you are
dixenguged?”

Winifred wan compelled to give him her
hand, sorely as it chafed her thar his
conrse, heavy touch should brush off the
tender clasp of Mr, Hastings' lthe fin-
gers.

“Certalnly you may come In," she an
swered, coldly; “you might have done so
when you pleased before. | was not par-
tieularly engaged.”

“Oh! you did see nie, then? 1 thought
Jou were too much occupled with® your
fine new frlend to look at me.”

Winifred was beginniog to get nugry;
this man had never presumed Lo use such
& tone to her before,

“Do you want to see my father?” she
asked abruptly,

“No, I don't; T left him not an hour
ago Io the turnlp feld—1 want to we
run."

“Ob, very well," remarked Winifred;
“but plense let me know at once what
you want of me, it is time to go In anid
see about the tea."

“Oh, you weren't in such & hurry just
now, when you bad that puppy of a
:ll.l;m” bere,” sald Mr. Fenrder, wrath-
ully.

Winifred rose like a young Juno, with
such an imperinl air of amazed lodignu-
tion that her compunion qualled.

“Mr. Fenner,” she suld “bave you
any ides of what yon are talking about?*

“Look here, Miss Winifred!” uttered
Fenner, with great esrnestness—*“it's no
use your pretending mot to understand
me, bacuuse you can't have mistaken my
meaning this last month, [I've loved you
for this yenr back. And so to-day, in the
turnip field, 1 spoke to Mr. Eyre, und
he said be bad no objection, provided you

Do
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[ ked me, 2nd a1t afrald of
that, for you ha. beem s kind
| kn your ways to me, which you woulin't
| havy been IE yon bada't weant as 1 0"
| “How dere you say | know what seu
| meant or gave you vacouragensest!” she
| exclaimed, passionately.
“Because you didl™ he roturmed. with
| temper.  “If yoy dida't mean anything
hy your smiles, and tricks, and ways
you must be as false as fair.”

“Enough of this!" cried Winifred, impe-
| dously, “naderstand, once for all, thay 1
wever had and wever shall bave, the re
trotest feeling of Move for you; and if you
wish me to entertain the slightest regard
for you, you will never again adopt such
A tone (o me as You have done to-day."
| 80" he sald, in a0 tosolent tone, “you
" could be all very woll to Tom Fenner, the
farmer, until your fine new lover came
'aloug: but you must tura high and wigh:y
directly you've leen se¢n with a London
swell, But 1 can tell you one thing,
Mizss Winifeel," he added, with sn iu-
stlting air that was ludescribable, “Hast-
ings of Hazel Court don't mate with

“You lusolent, mean-spirited] coward!™
Cshe crbisd, stamplag her foot; “leave this

up to her room and, throwing herself on
hor knoes by hor bedside, she sobbed and

| At last she rose and went to her plage,

She zat thece untll it grew quite Jdark,
| singing low, sweet sougs to herself, un
til at last the clond was chassd away
from ber face, and bright thoughts be
gan to being smbles in place of tears.

“He wust care a little for me" she
thonght, “or he wonld not have held my
hand so long aad looked into my face
as he 4l

Her thovghts were suddenly interrupts
od by a ring at the bell, and she paused
in her playiog.

"Some books for Miss Eyre, with Mr,
Hastings' compliments,” said a man's
volee, to the servant who answered the
door,

ap and ealled;

“Elizabeth”

“Yes, miss™

“Giive them to me, and bring the lamp,
please.”

And she began with eager delight te
examine the handsomely bousd volumes.
It was a happy evening: ber Dew occus
pation chased all unpleasant  memories
away, and when she went to bed she had
even forgotten the existence of Mr. Fene
ner,

Bat the next day poor Winifred was
plunged into the depths of sadness again,
for Mr. Hastings passed, bending over hig
saddle to talk to her stately cousin, snd
hal never pnee tarned to look for hee,

(1% be continued.)

THE PASSPORT IN RUSSIA.
You Cannot Move About the Couniry
Withont the Document,

The train slows down a8 it crosses
the frontier, and creeps gently up to
the platform of the first statlon on Rus-
sian soll. Furtively peeping out of
the window, you Lehold a vumber of
stalwart wen unlformed (o the Russian
style, and wearing the pecullarly Rus-
slan top boots. The polite condumor
comes to the compartment and bids you
get the passport ready.  After a few
minutes of walting, durlng which anx.
1wty Is not diminished, an oflicer in
smart gray-blue unlform cowes along,
attended by a soldler with a wallot. He
| demnnds the preclous docuvment, and,
| noting Its foreign origin, ecasts upon Its
possessor a keen, searching glance,
Then he looks for the all-important visa
or Indorsement of the Russian officlal
in the country of issue; and on fihding
It he passes coldly on without n word,
All this Is very formal and Impressive;
you feel as o prisoner fecls when the
chaln of evidence Is tightening around
him; your thoughts wander back to the
past, and you wonder whether any in.
discretion of your lusignificant youth
may not pow be brought up In testi-

mony aganinst you.

The utmost care Is tnken In the study
and reglstration of these documents;
every Russlan must nve his passport;
every forelgner entering or leaving the
country must bhave It teo. Whether nn-
tive or allen, you cannot move sbout
the couutry without the document;
when you arrive In a town It muost be
submitted to the loeal police; when you
leave that town the police must Indurse
the pagsport with thels sanction to the
journey. The system glves the authorl-
tles the Armest holl over the people;
and wise Is the gtranger who complies
earefully with every part of the formal-
Ity.~Chambers’ Journal,

DREADS FIRST INHALATION,

A Cigarette Victim l'cicribes I focta
Camsed by the Habit,

“Sowetimes I wonder If all clgaretts
emokers have the sate symptotms ne
mysell,” sald a rather robust  young
man, accordivg to the Philadelphia
Keeord, L put off the lighting of my
first clgarette to as late an hour in the
day ns possible; often It Iy evening be-
fore I Legin to smoke. And this | do
because I dread the day's first tnbalne |
tlon. For that Introductory whift, go
Ing down Into my lungs, gives me nn
Inetant and unbenrable rensation of un-
lappiness and of weakness—almost of
collapse.  Boon It pases uwny, but It/
I8 horeible while it lnsts, and day after
day It must be endured before I got
properly, so to speak, lnto my smoking
hinrness,

“Another thing I suffer from s a cold
persplration of the palms of my hands,
4 sure slgn that I am exceeding my |
temperate allowance of eight elgaretios |
dully,

“At thes | glve up smoking for a
week or two. My appeilte then be-
comes fmmense, [ oean eat a square
medl  every  three liours, nand in one
week, wlthout smoking, 1 have ul’l{su'
galned as much as cight pounds, My
splrits, too, get very high when | don't
emoke. [ want to tuke lots of u:errlue.l'
nnd 1 feel extromely happy and lnaus-
tricus.  But jt I lmpossible for me lol
glve up elgurettes altogether, though [
biye o doubt that they do me o grent
Ueal of barm,”

Regnlar Thing Now,

Btranger (In PMacific const photograph
gollery)—Why have you got this enop
mous stuffed fish bunging here?

Photographer—That Is for the yse of
persons  who wish to send to their |
friends In the East a pleture of the
250-pound  Ken  bass they have just
cnught with a hook and lne.—~Cllcago
Tribune,

Galety 18 not a proof thut the heart
Is at ease, for often In the midst of

When it was closed agnin she jomped |-

£

AT

B R I PSPPI S

THE:GRAND-ARMY- Of* THE: REPUBLIC -

]

High Wy your chbddivn,
thele youug oves behold
A dying a
and w )

Rhat they wave,
Soe the worn hands saluting!
ute the grave!

Lt

young volees cheer

The brave old hearts that slowly
Ainl ks ppear
must ring ot so fast,

st

falt'viug tread

mighty dead!
Aye, Uright swd splendld  spivits
bottle Hites are drawn,

gates of dawn,

RIGHT ABOUT FACE!

MEl Akl N KNaal.
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“Io, here comes old Waddy with his
drug store, boys; lét's bave sowe fun out |
of hin!™

More than a dozen boys on thelr way
home from school, with noiky jests, sur
rounded an okl man who was limping
along with a busket ov bis arm. 1le
turned a curlously vacant looklng, )’l'llr
smiling face on the bovs, and stopped,

“Hello, Waddy! what ge-rate, ga-rand
medicine have you got In your busket
to-day "  “Haow's yer llver, \\'ad-l)‘?"l
“Why den’t yoo swaller somie of that
stull and cure yerself, you old guack |
you ' were some of their goestlons,

He walted patiently till there came a
lull In the storm, then began: “Hoere,
young gentlewen, ls that mest wonderful
prepercation, Balm of Heallng, certain
retsedy for chills, fever, heuralgla, lum
bugo, gout, pleurlsy i

“0, glve us a rest, we've heard all
that before; haven't you angthing else?"

“And here are the miraculous Electrie
Pads. By thelr use paralytics nee cured,
club feet straightene /i

“Well, I guess we won't take any to
day, ns none of ds nre paralyzed or club-
footi.  Just give as one of your won-
derful exhibltions of ventriloguivm and
then danee n Jig!" and the poor, simiple
old man tried to do an they asked, and
when ha had ceased the curious gutteral
sonuds and shrill calls, he acvepted their
boisterous ridicnle and almost deafening
shouts for bonest applagse. “Now the
Jig. Waddy,” they cried, and setting
down his basket, lie began hopping brisk I
iy around on the ground. The wind ear
ried naway his hat and blew his long
beard about bis face, but he was In-
terested nud did not pause.  “Let's dance
too,” ecried the boys, and they began
capering wround, bumping againat the old
man and esch other with sach foree that
three of them were knocked down and
fell in a heap ou the basket. There was
n sound of smashing glass and logd hur
ralis from the rolling, struggllug boys,

“0, you have broken my bottles and
spliled my preclous mediclues; even my
basket Is ruined,” said the poor old fel-
low, and he hegan to ery like n ehlld.

“Ho, he's blubherin® like a baby; I'd
be ashamed,” ssid some of the boys, A
few of them looked ashamed of them-
selves,  Just then, around the ecorner
came IHerbert Page, one of the tall high
school hoys, He stopped at sight of the
crowd and seeing lils own brother Char
He there, asked: “What's the trouble,
youngsterm "'

"0, nothing, only old Waddy's basket
got smashed,” sald one.. “We were help-
ing him dance a Jig and fell on it,"" said

ther.

“Yes, I think T uonderstand, Here,
Mr, Wadsworth, let me see your banket.
How many bottles were broken? Four?
Warth two dollare, eh? Well, you young-
sters can rafse two dollars to pay for
your mischief, 1 guess.”

“Pay old simpleminded Waddy! 1
guens not.”  “Mr, Wadsworth, indeed,”
#nid one boy, scornfully.

When Herbert had prersed the basket
into shape mud placed the “Electric
Puds” In It, he sald, *I've only a half
dollar with me. ‘Wl it pay for Charlie’s
ahare In this mischief?’

The old man took it thankfully, and
went away with a sad facw

The boys wers very quict as Herbert
looked soberly at them, They bogan to
o that they lind been rude ond thought:
lenw,

“Do you know who that poor old man
in?" asked Herbert.

“Why, Old Waddy, of course; he's
linljr'll! minded. I've known him all my
life.” .

“He in Barton Wadsworth, & veteran
soldior, nnd ut Gettysburg he received
the injurios that mude him what he |s
now. e gotw n emanll pensjon, bat it will
liardiy keep bim in the plainest food and
elothing, and keep a shelter over him, so
lie triew to enrn & little money by selling
those medieines you boys have destroyed,
I noticed wome of you fellown taking part
in the exercires on Decoration Day with
great enthuslasm. Now It strikes me
that there would be as much patriotium
in showing honor und respect to llving
soldlers aw to dead ones, and I'm perfect-
Iy wure that 1 wonld as soon die for my
eountry as to have my mind so Injursd
that every Loy 1 met would make fun of
me,"

Then FTerbert went on and left a

laughter ‘he heart s sad.—De Genlie

thoughitful group of boys Instend of the
nolsy, becdless crowd he had found.

| DECORATION - DAY- M
v . N v .

s borat
:f marching, thoe vaten, spent

A they todl Ly, an tattered as the banners

High et your chilidren, mothers! Let thele

Thin riuks that froot the shadows, muks

Tis a phantow ary that soletinly drifts

A fading army marchitg with weak and
But pressing all around It there throng the
! Tuelr
And Commmde walts for Comrade bealde the

-J. W. MULLER.
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They wa

draw on

"1 say, fellows,”" wald oie lid, oking
up from the bole he had been digging
with bis tows.  “Old Wa—Mr. Wads
worth, I mewn—does show signe of bay
g been & gentlanan once, Ever notlee

always are?”

"Yea," mald Charlle Page, "atid he
never forgets to lift his hat when he
meets u lady he knows, mother sayn"

“Let's pay blm for those bottles we
smashed,” sald avother,

The old fellow was as grateful when
the boya went to his poor room to pay
what thoy owed an If thay had made
bl a maguifiont present,

They bad had a taste of dolng right
and relished It, It was “About face.”
with a right good will. Inatend of fol
lowing him with Jests and ridicols and
making a Joke of his infirmlties of mind
wind body, they took palns to trest him
with respect and kindoeas

After o while some of the fathers of
these boys began to notios the great
change In their treatment of the ol wan,
ad thet to feel wn interest In bl them
Then the necessary stops were
Inereare of
the peusion, and now he no louger carries
i basket of medicine to sell, and he would
wlmont lay down bis life to serve one of
those hoys —Nurmal Instractor,

— ]

Memortal Deay.
Gutbered ofice more In the “City of Kl
lence,
Comralen, and friends, with our flags and
liright fowem,
Uneoverid beads, as & token of homage,
Honor we glve these doad heroes of ours.

Heroes, who fought on the land, or the
waler,
Boldlors, who eame st thole countey's At

call,

Sboulder to shoulder, they marched Lo the
eotifiler,

l.-t-mlmfl thelr loved ones, thelr hoties and

thelr all

Yenrn have passcd by sluce the seldiers
froim hattle

Marched to thelr homes,
ﬁunlluﬁ Bnr,

Opoe me ey meet, I the “Clty of Bt
oo,

Hadly, to kevp a Momorial Day,

with the fugs

Yeur after year, an owr convntry grows
older,

stmn;ﬁ: thelr love fur the Red, White and
e,

Dowpur the ﬂ-viln! of apprecintion
For onr Lrave soldiars, wo loyal wod true,

Comraden nre gone, who wore with us jast
May the,

Taps wounded enll, for the last Bivouse,

Over the river our soldiers are gathervd,

Bafe Iatnlcumn bt they may wot come
e

Though the Grand Army may lossen (o
numbers,

Footsteps may falter and vet'rduy Krow
ey,

Homage {u thelrs from n thries grateful

*‘nlhn
Lovingly keeplng Memorial Day,
-—M;‘unm rl Darling, In {ln Molnes
Wa

When Antletam Wan od with Blood.

Doubly miered to the hearts of many
woestern famillen are the waters of An
tistam, because those waters were crim-
saned by the blood of fathers, brothers,
bhusbands and sona during otie of the
mont sangtinary battles of the Clvil War.
The aketclies herewith given will be of
specinl interest to the veterans of the

ighth 1llinols cavalry, the Pirst, Bee
ond, Third, Fourth, Fifth, Sixtoenth,
Bevsuteenth, Twentleth and Twenty-
fourth Michigan Infautry; the Baventh,
Fourteenth, Nineteenth and Twentiath
Indlana  volunteers, und the Recond,
Third, Bixth and Beventh Wisconaln vol-
unteor Infantry, for they were all most
terribly mixed np In the muny blosdy en-
counters of the 16th and 17th of Beptem-
ber, 1842, along the Antletam from Ha-
gerstown to Bhurpshnurg.

Giod alone knows who owned the good
right arm, that was found In the corn-
field, but it probably belonged to one of
Gen. Bedgwick's commands, who made
thelr famous charge through the cornfield
Just north and east of the historle Dup-
ker Church, for It was plowad up In this
field five years after the battle, and hix
been sinee that thme In the ofce of Drs,
D. Fahrney and son of Hagerstown, Md,
Its wonderful state of prerervation can:
not be secounted for an & chemical analy-
sls of the soil In whieh It wan found
shows no preserving or mummifylng
qualities,

The old mlll and falls near the stone
bridge was the scena of a Lloedy confiict
between the Féderals, who were defend-
Iag Hagerstown, and the Confederstes,
who were endearoring to galn possession
of the town. It s sald the slaughter of
horss and men was stich at this cavairy
fight that the Antletam rmn blood for
several hours balow these falls, The
ground In this locality, especinlly “.:R!
the banks of the stroam, Is almost

|ruck. and the blood ean rapldly luto the
crewk,

| There ls a gentleman In Chleage hav
Ing an oMee in the Roand of Trade hulld
Ing, who wan a mafor ln the Federal

b how teat and clean bls hands sod clothes | army and provost marshal of Ilagers

town at that thme.

| Just over the hill back of the little
[ brick house ls & female weademy, from
the balcony of which the Confederste
sharpshooters were Aring upon the Unloy
afficers down In the city, and thers are
to this day many musket balle bedded
[1o the walls sround the publie Square ot
the crossiog of Washington and Potomae
ntreels.

The Righth linols cavalry was en-
gaged (o these akirmulshes, and many
memnbers of that organisation, which was
under command of Col. W. Gamble, will
edll to mind the bot time In that old
town,

| Uirll War Desertions.
| The actunl number of desertions from
the United States army during the late
Olrll War Is unknown, but it hoas beon
| estlinnted by the record and pension of
flow, from the best data obtainable, that
the number of sctunl deserters at large
| nt the close of the war (making dus al-
luwanice for those Incorrectly reported as
desarteral wan 117,247,

Many oharges of deaertlon have been
removed by the War Department on the
ground of manifest error In the record
under the acts of July 8, 1884: May 17,
| 1R88, and March 2, 1880, and the sets
| amietidatory thereof. No record hus beeu
| kept showlog the number of cases In
| which the charge of desertion has been

| removed by the War Department, and
It wonld be impossible to determine that
number, even approximately, without ex
amiuing the records of the department
from the war perlod to the present tme.

Origin of Memorial Day in Bouth,

An mssociation known as the Lndien'
Ald Soclety wan orgnnteed Iy 1841 for
fouklng after soldiors who disd In Colum-
fiis hospltals. They wers buried under
the direction of thewe lndies, win thore
nfter tonk charge of thess Kraves, making
It & practice to go In a body to esre for
and beautify them with plants apd flow
orn,  Upon the vccmsion of one of thesn
visite, o Januwry, 1808, Ming Lilzale
Rutherford, o member of the roclnty
wde the suggestion thut o speeltled dl;
should be ndopted upan which a metho-.
rial service should be held for the pur-
pose of decornting the Confederato
graves annually. The proposition met at
onice with the greatest favor, and g let-
ter wis pddrested to each of the chapters
In ather citles and towns Miggeating sim-
llur actlon on thelr part.

Thuse lotters were written In March,
1800, and from their publication reanlte]
the olmervance of April 20 as Momaorisl
day for the Confederate doad In e vipnl
Southern Atates—Mra. V. Jofforson Da-
¥h In Woman's Home Companion,

A Flag Day,
Weava your garlands Lelyht
Hefore the May time closea;
Panudes blue and white
Aud bluwhilug budn of rosea.

Blun and white and req,
The lonely graves they'll cover;

And o'er sach grasay bed 5
The stars lnf.ltrfpm shall hover,

Lot this work he wrought
Refore the lr-tlml Clowes,
And bring your loving lhmmﬁt.

More preclons than the rowes,

In Battle with the Merrimao.

Boldiers of the Twentioth Indluna [n.
fantry were once & thorn In the fleah of
the Coufederates on the Merrimno, Thuy
pansed a winter at Fort Monros, They
also encamped at Newport Nows, whers
they were at the thoe the Merrlmue
fonght the Congresa. The Confedorates
wanted to take possesslon of the Con-
grens, but the Hooslers deployed on the

vented the enemy from
In Muy of 1802 they
folk,

Let No Soldier Be Fergotton.
The significance of the day should
Inaplre every veteran soldler and sallor
to pny homage to the wvalorous deeds
of thair comrades of 1808, The anbnly
of our country have been made glorlotis
by the noble and berale macrifices of hee
nOTR,
It s our duty to keap ever prosant n
our m.Lmrm the historle deeds of the
patriotic dead—our country's dend,

knining the prige,
went over to Nor-

Manloare parlors and Turkiah biths
for dogs have been established |n New
York. A great many people In that elty
are beginning to wompect that it iy un
lucky te be born s buman belug,

Bhe-Jack wants a qulet weldding

Her Chum - Well, let him have it 11's
the lnst quiet day be'll ever have
New Yark Journal

Anxlous Mother—Tell me, doctor, s
It oa dangerous  case?  Physiclan L
Ferrp It In.  Ele has breskfostfoodiis iy
In wn advanced stnge - Judge,

Miva Btayler- Everybody says |
don't look my age, Misn Pertloigh -
Of courme you dou't, dear. It woul)
be lmpossible, ~ Doston Teanmeript,

“AND wo Professor Gustavos hoas dt
last  discoversd  the issing k!
Where did he Bopd 0 “Under the ba
renn, I understnnd,” - Balthmore News,

Father- Are you and this Mre. Shup
won congeninl, dnughier? Daughter -
Ob, yes, pa; le Hkes to hear e talk
about mywelf, apd | lke o bear Lo
talk about Blaself,

Misy Whyley -1 wonder If that Jones
wortay Is married of single,  Miss No
Use Oh, she In mareisl, for two Eas
tees she has bad the same bat -~ Woui
ni's Howme Companion.

Ewployer-Yes, | advertised for a
stroug boy.,  Think you will 0l the
LY Appleant-Well, 1 Jusi Bolslisd
Hekin' wluetocn other applicanta out
in do hall. -8t Louls Star

Polnt of  View —"See¢ here, young
mai,” sald the minister, “you uever

banch In face of u hostile fire nnd pre.

puld mw that fee for wareying you ™
"You're mighty lucky | haven't sud
you for damages” T Hits,

Judge You  deny  persistently  that
you comnitted the act, and yor the
deseription fits you exactly; & beautl
| ful face, youthful sppenranee, pretty
| Hitle foor,  Wonsn Dofendant  Judge,

I confess all,

Erule-Why are you crylog, dear?

Bt e Just sald 1 owas all the

world to him,  Eroto - Bat that Is very

affectionnte,  Edith- Yes, but a yoar
Lage be sald | owas @l the unlyeine Lo
| bibm Philadelphia Record

| Quite Unlike: “Why, Gieorge, what
i nn enormious plle of letters!” exclalne)

the belde of n week, billets doux, 1
Illlmltur." “No, iy dear,” replis! the
other balf of the sketeh; “they are lnl-
Hew overdoe  Chlcuge News,

A Query. e Here's a pugale for
yoi. Bhe-Let's have It He Glve a
wornan a bunch of photograjtis (o ex-
nidne, Incloding one of  her  own,
which one witl she ook at the lougest
and why T Philadelphila Ledger.

Kitty- You didu't look a bit pleased
whey Fred told yon you were the best
girl 1o nll the workld.  Esther- Had 1
shown how pleased | was, 1t would
bave so tlekled his vaplty thnt Ww'd
bie sityitg the same thing to every givl
I mwt

|
|
|

The collar of oup
What are yon

Tenant (angrily)
Louse 1s full of rats

golng to do about 1LY Lavdloed (vl
Iyp-Nothing. What o yon eapect for
seventoen dollors a wonth, nogwiay a
eeling Moll of  white wlee? Chhugo
Dally News,

s Miseve: 1 would be happy If |

wight Just sit nud Jook at you all
day,” he sabl. "That's vothing.” she
replicd; “1 know people who woull be
gl IF thoy mlght Just sit around and

stare ol nothiug all  dey.” Chicago
Recond Hvrald,
Poxitively  Brotal,  SBhe-Just  woe

how much your litle wile loves you,
She made this coke for you all by her
welf. Mo~ Yes, darliug, and now If
You will eat It all by yourself | shall
possess Indisputabile proof of your de-
votlon.—Chiengo News,

Young Lady Customer—1 don't know
Just what | want, Can't you suggest
sometbing?  Clerk - HMere's a book 1
think It might plense you. It stnris
out with the scepe Inld In England
nnd Customer O, 1 don't cure
how I starts,  How doos It end?-
Knnsag Clity Journal

“Yeu" wnld the wan from Georgla,
reminiseontly, “l rewember the the
when slives were worth three thou.
sand dollors 0 bead.” “Ob, that's noth.
Ing," sneered the New York wexton;
“what do you suppose the slaves of
fashilon (n my church were worth per
head on Easter '~ Judge

Apprecintsd: There was n very small
andlence present, and it wan rapldly
dwindling away. On the winge, the
hero and herolne fre holding n rens
dezvous.  Hero (to herolne)--Are wa
ulone? Ieroloe (thinkiug of the audis
euce)—Not yet. There are two fellows
near the door who look as If they
might be able to it through spothoe
act ~Tlustrated Bits,

Rural Bport: “Yes," remarked the
cltlzen of Sundy Late, “our parson
clntms that these here raclug antouo
blles nre keeplng some of bix fAock
nwiy from meeting.” “You don't menn
to sy nny one owns n raclog nutouos
bile around here?' paked the drummor,
I wurprise,  “No, they don't own
them, but they sit ou the fence nll dny
Bundny nnd throw stones nt those thnt
pane"—Chlengo Daily Nows,

Bome one tells uw of o dude In &
horse cur, who, seelng n yonng Iady
Whotn ho thought to be Impressed with
his personal chnvms, orossed over nml
took a sent beslde Ner, nod  wnld:
“Haven't I wet you somewheps hee
fore®™ To which ale replled, In
volce henrd by the othorp [HASSEg O
“I'm not quite sure, bhup | think you
are the man that stolp oyp Apoons.”

Tho passongers lnughed ang the dule
loft the ear,

Love Nt Necowsnry to Exlutence.

Any man or ANy wompny mny, con-
| frary to recolvedd oplnfoy, live to ripe
nge without loving or bolng loved In
the romantle sense, We upo no Mo
predestined to romnutle Jove than wo

are to the smallpox or any other dis-
case,

ST

Mren. Btubbw—Thoy have ciptured the
clevorest hotel robbor I the countiy,
my dear, Mr, Btubbs—Indeed! Which
hotel did he keep?

If you would predict o man's Futorg
gt the proper tocus on lils pust, |
Los £
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