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MEMUNIES OF LA T ~IGHI.

Across the gray of last night's skies
The siars ke white narcssus clung,
And, sweedieart, mirrored in your eyves
The haio of their glory hang,
Whaie far aud wide the
Huug,
And 5.« here, In our world apart,
A wove r's sudden muse swuag—
Last migat, sweetheart.

woonlight

The soug below, the stars above,
£ceed but to meet and melt into
fuver symphony of love,

That thrilled ouwr listening eenses
l’lrﬂll;,'.‘l:
And, close within my arms, you knew

The depth of each unspoken thought,
While life for me held only you—

Last night, sweetheart,

And, oh, ¢ n there be more than this
Beyond the mystery of the skies?
A heaven sweeter than your kiss?
And Eden dearer than your eyes?
1 nm not good, nor great, nor wise,
Aud yet by some strange chance Fata
wrought
1 found the way to parndise—
Last night, sweetheart.
—New Orleans Times-Democrat,
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HIS FIRST LOVE
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A LUNELY passenger stood on the

Pruotigunde deck of tie LDeutsch-

silid us the great Hoer cuot its

Yoy Ladvugh the stormy waves of the

Atinrie in thonght

iy e stood leaning agalnst the rall-

g guzing ut the waves which broke

theluseives into seething foam against
the side of the vessel,

Suddenly a young girl's sweet voice
nroused b from his dresins,

“Bo bere you are, doctor! If Miss
Hess kuew that you prefer lstening
10 the waves Instead of to her sing-
Ing It would be all over between you.”

she liughed a  delightful silvery
Inugh and her pretty litte face looked
teasingly at the doctor, who evidently
tried not to weet ber eyes. It wus a
moment before he answered:

“You asked we to-day, Miss Lingen,
I It was only longing for my old home
which takes me buck to Germany after
BiX years in Awerica. At that time 1
evaded your guestions, Now 1 feel
like teding you what drives me back,
I you do not think it will be too tire-
some to listen to a story, which s
proliably of no interest to you."

“No, | am sure your story wlll Inter-
est me, doctor,” she replisd softly.

“It wus seven years ago. 1 hnd just
heen gradusted from college, and was
doing hospitil service at Berlin, As |
thought myself the son of a wealthy
father | enjoyed life in full measure,
never thinking of where the money
was to come frem which 1 so reck-
lesgly spent. One evening 1 acceptesd
the invitation of a friend to be his
guest at A supper In compuny with
some chorus girls from the Thalla
Thenter.

“One of these, a sweet, qulet girl of
16, attracted my attention because of
her diguified behavior, which was In
marked contrast to that of the others,
who were unything but conventlonal In
their manuers. She seemed to me the
embodiment of all womanly beauty
and wvirtues. 1 soon found out that
she hnd gone on the stage only to sup-
port her mother, who was an Invalid,
und that she was anything but happy
at the life behind the fobtlights

“To make a long story short, 1 fell
deeply In love with her with all the
fervor of my 24 years. Then my fa-
ther died suddenly, and Instead of o
fortune left nothing but debts. This
upset all my plans, 1 saw that from
now on I mnst rely only upon myself,
and to marry a poor glrl under these
cireumstanees” nppeared to be wholly
ont of the question,

“1 would not give up my Paula,
however, but told her that we would
have to postpone our wedding, and she
promised to walt for me. She had left
the stage when we became engaged,
and now took a position In an offfice
ut a miserable salary, while I went to
America to seek my fortune.

“In the beginning, we corresponded
every three days, and every steamer
brought me long letters from her, but
In the foreign country my love seemed
to wane, and soon I wrote less regu-
inarly and at last stopped entirely,
though her letters to me told me of
her despair at losing me.

“And at last her letters also censed.
She had become convineed of my
falthlessness, the tie was broken and
1 must admit that I felt It as a great
relief. \

“Then, one evening, about 18 months
ago, I was called to the deathbed of a
poor young girl who had taken poison
becanse her lover had proved faith-
less, Never shall I forget the terrible
sufferings of that poor creature, When
ghe had died and T went home I felt
like a murderer In my own eyes—I,
who had behaved In the same out-
rageous manner to a sweet girl who
loved me with all her heart. The mem-
ory of I'aula followed me everywhere.
It almost drove me Insane, and now I
am on my way back to try to find
her."

He had finished his story and the
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RIP VAN WINKLE'S LAST SLEEP.
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There have been few actors who bhave had so large a measure of
popularity as that enjoyed by Joseph Jefferson, says the Chicago Dally

News.,

Amerlean

It may be doubted If among them all there has been one whose
relatlons with the public were quite so close and cordial.
theater-goers toward the venerable

The sentiment of
Impersonator of Rip Van

Winkle und Bob Acres was much like that of personal friendship, and the
news of his death wlll awaken a feellng akin to that of personal loss. It
I8 a question whether In Jater years It was the publie's admiration for Mr.
Jefferson’s art or Its regard for the man that caused him to be so heartlly

welcomed in all parts of the country,

It is one of the noteworthy features of the veteran actor's long life that
throughout his eareer he clung steadfastly to his own ldeas, uninfluenced
by passing fads and employing methods as far as possible removed from
mere theatrleallsm. From the beginning, apparently, his aeting was marked

by a qulet naturalism in which his pec
humor found its best ehanee for expression,

wllarly genial temperament and sunny

Fashions in acting and fash-

lons In playwriting have come and gone, but they left hlm unchanged. It
1s n vindication of the resal worth of his art and of his own judgment there-
of that the last few years found him still echarming large audiences In the
same great old plays whereln he won his fame.

The deep and widespread begret with which his death has been recelved

Is tempered by the consolatlon that always com

in the contemplation of

a long and bappy life that has been filled with successful achlevement and
has exceeded the allotted span of years,

young girl, who had not Interrupted
him once, remaiped silent. After a
few moments' silence be sald softly:

“Have 1 lost your good opinion,
Miss Lingen? WIIl you now think of
e as a heartless scoundrel, who has
rulned the life of an innocent girlt"

She looked Into his eyes for a mo-
went, and gald, evidently deeply touch-
e ot what she hnd just heard:

“No, doctor, As [ see how much
von suffer now 1 eannot condemn you.
You have made a grave mistake, but I
hope that you will not fjud it too late
to manke It good again. 1 wish you
luek with all my heart.”

The steamer bad arrlved at Ham-
burg and the passengers had left for
#ll parts of Europe, By accldent, Mrs,
Lingen nnd bher daughter spent an-
other day with Dr, Bernhard Walten-
rath. They found themselves at the
same hotel, a8 pone of them could get
a train until the next day.

In the evening the ladles accepted
his Invitation to visit the theater. On
the program the star of the evenlng
appeared under tlie name of Paula
Wildt and it was easy to hear even
before the curtaln rose that she waas
n great favorite with the andience,
Her name was on everybody's Hps and
n storm of applause greeted her ap-
pearance on the stage.

As alie came forward to the foot-
lights, and the light fell on her beautl-
ful girlish face and form an expres-
slon of surprise escaped the doctor's
lips and when Mliss Lipgen turned to
look at him she saw that he was dead-
Iy pale,

“"For (God's sake, doctor,” she whis-
pered, “are youn 111?"

But he only took her band and sald
In a voice hnlf suppressed with emo-
tion:

“It s she—Paula!"

Ada Lingen turned pale now In her
thrn and tried to conceal the tears
which rose to her eyes.

The curtaln went down, but the au-
dience wonld not stop applanding and
ealled loudly for “Frau Wildt.”

Turning to a gentleman near him,
Dr. Waltenrath asked:

“Is she then married?"

“Why, of course she 18,”" was the re-
ply; “she married a wealthy merchant
five years ago and s the happy moth-
er of two beautiful children.

The Doctor commenced to applaud
wildly. Ada Lingen sat still, an ex-
pression of unspeakable happiness In
her pretty, girlish face.

Never had Dr. Waltenrath enjoyed a
play as this, and when he later placed
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‘tractive to her husband than any club

the cloak upon Ada's shoulders, he
whispered Into her ear:

“How lucky It 1s not everybody who
commits sniclde from unhappy love.
She did not look as If she was still
mourning the loss of her first love."

It I8 hardly necessary to add that
the little party did not separate the
next day, and that when the Doctor
crossed the Atlantic a  couple of
months Iater he did not cross alone,

MRS, STEPHEN B, ELKINS,

One of the Most Eplendid Types of
American Womanhood,

In this land of splendid homes none
possesses a greater charm of hospital
Iy, or Is more thoroughly apprecinted
anid enjfoyed by (ts
Inmates, than where
Senator and  Mrs,
Stephen B, Elkins,
of  West Vieginia,
muke thelr dwelling
There are seversl
pluces  which they
can properly  enll
“lome,"”  the two
J principal ones being
al Washington and
ut Elking, W. Va.

Elkins Is a con-
splevons example of
the self-made Amerlean—money-muk-
er, thinker and worker, He 1§ one of
the rich men of the country, Hls good
fortune Is not due wholly to his own
energy, though that has been the chlef
factor In his success. He has had the
ald of an exceptional wife, Mrs El-
kina hdas made her home far more at-

MRS, ELKINS,

could be, Bhe s possessed of culture
and intelligence that make her a con-
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HISTORIC GROUND.

THE CROW INDIAN RESERVATION
IN MONTANA.

Great Tract Which Is to Be Thrown
Upen to Hettlement by the Whites,
Countulne the Hattlefield Upon Which
Caster Fell A Kich Kegion.

Notwithstanding the fact that there
are 473,000,000 acres of vacant unap-
propriated land, excluding Alaska,
open for settlement, pressure is con-
stantly being brought to bear upon
Uongress for the opening of lands hith-
erto set aside for the Indians. One
reservation after another is Dbeing
thrown up to settlement, the aborigin
ul occupants belng glven farms in sev-
eralty if they desire to live the lives
of white men, or belng compelled to
take clrcumscribed quarters If they
wish to live the tribal or blanket life.
Last year the greatest reservation
openlug was that of the Rosebud, In
South Dakota. This summer two res-
ervations will be thrown open to a cer-
taluty—the Crow, In Southern Mon-
tana, and the Ulntah, In Eastern Utab,
To these will probably be added the
Wind River or Shoshone reservatlon,
in Wyoming. All these reservations
offer vast opportunities to the white
man, The Ulntah and Wind River res-
ervations are rleh In minerals, but to
the genuine homeseeker—the man who
wishes to carve his fortune with no
other Instrument than the plow—the
Crow reservation will make the moat

nfontivn annanl
34 1D

A Rich Region,

The Crow reservation Is just over
the northern boundary of Wyoming, In
Montana. It Is one of Yhe greatest
reservations In the country, and has
long been coveted by the white man,
The Brush-Alliance branch of the Bup-

der will be used for grazing purposes
Thus the individual who draws =
homestead will be doubly lucky, for
not only will he have 160 acres of as
fine agricultural land as there is in the
West, but he will also have the privi-
loge of using a vast acreage of grazing
ground which eannot be irrigated, bot
which is rich in succulent grasses and
which has been used as & pony range
by the Crows for generations, The
main eanal to irrigate the homesteads
will be taken from the Blg Horn, and
the supply of water is Inexhaustible,
The proceeds of the sale of the land
will be used by the Crows to benefit
their own lands and herds.
On Historic Ground,

The bomesteader who settles in the
Crow reserviation will ind himself In
historie ground. The chief place of In-
terest on the reservation Is Custer bat-
tlefield, at Crow Agency. The Custer
monument can be ween from the rall-
rond trains, on top of a knoll, about
six miles from the station. It was
here that the redoubtable Ralin-in-the-
Face and other Bioux chieftalns over-
whelmed Custer's detachment of 270
brave men, leaving not one to tell the
story. White headstones are scattered
about the monument on both slopes of
the hill, showing &actly where the
men lay when thelr bodles were found.
Near at hand are many other head-
stones, as Custer fleld has been tarned
into a national cemetery, and here are
buried the victims of the Fetterman
massacre and many others who lost
thelr llves on the plaing fAghting for
the flag. The fleld will always re-
maln one of the most Interesting spots
In Ameriea. Only four miles away Is
Iteno's battlefield, where one may yot
see the bones of the horses used as
breastworks by the troopers who, ac-
cording to many military eritics,
shonld have come to Custer's ald.

For generations the Crows have

elnug to the lands on which they are
now located, Occaslonally they were

IIlmmm Railrond, connecting with the
Northern Paclfie, extends entirely
throngh the reservation, There I8 a
southward branch of the Burlington,
nt Toluen, extending to Cody, from
which one ean make n delightful Jour-
ney through the rezervation by the
new “slde door ronte” to Yellowslone
'ark. Travelers who fourney through
the reservation by trall arg astounded
at the fertility of the scene that meots
thelr eyes. Under the magie touch of
lirrlgation, rich farms dot the landscape
|of bare, brown hills, But for the te.
peea that ralse thelr smoke-hrowned
tops on either slile of the track, and
the Indiang who are seon riding or

MABSACRE MUNUMENT.

genlal companion for a braluy hus.
band. The daughter of a former Sen-
ator and a multbmilllonaire, Henry (.
Dayls, there are none of the graces nf;
womanhood she has not acqulred. As
Hallle Duvis she was a popular glrl.:
As Mrs. Elkins she has won many new
soclal laurels, Her country house, Hal- |
llehurst, at Elkins, 18 one of the finest
places In the South.

Navy of the Lord.

_ 'The Moberly, Mo., Democrat tells of
a negro exhorter who shouted: “Come
up en jine de army of de Lohd," “Ise
done jlned,” replied one of the congre-
gatlon, “Whar'd yoh Jine?" asked the
exhorter. “In de Baptls' church”
“Why, chile,” sald the exhorter, “yol
ain't in de army; yoh's In de navy.”

The little red radisbes in a dish of
cracked lce look nlmost good enough
to eat.

driving along the roads, one might im-
ugine he wans pursuing his  way
through & peaceful nand  prosperous
Western agricultural community, Mosl
of the farms ure leased by white men,
a8 the Indinn owners are not yet suffi-
¢lently skilled In the white man's
methods to be a success a8 ngricultur.
jsts. But these farms in the valley of
the Big Horn show that the.Crow res-
ervitlon can be made to blossom s
the rose when once It I8 dominated by
the white man's toueh.

For over & year the government has

hiad surveyors at work In the northern
half of the Crow reservation, making
surveys, Not all of the reservation
will be thrown open, The Crows have
ceded 1,150,000 acres to the govern.
ment, and thig ix the portion to be
taken up by the white men. The land
les along the valley of the Big Horn,
and It Is estimated that sbout 800,000
acres can be cultivated. The remain-

BATTLEFIELD OF THE LITTLE BIG HORN.

driven off by the warllke Sloux or
Cheyennes, but always they came
bnek., In the days of the fur traders
they were friendly to the white men,
and have been so In the years that
have followed, In fact, there ing been
no  Indian tribe so  consistently at
friendship with the white people as
the Crows, They mlght have progress-
el more had they not been so frlendly,
for ft 1s a lamentable fact that the
white men who have come most In
contnet with the Indinn have not al-

ways heen the ones fitted to do the

red man the most good.  To«lny there
are only about 1500 members of this
onee mighty tribe.  They are strog-
gling to learn the white man's wnys
ns best they can, Barnest, sineero
whilte men are working among them,
and good resultg will certaluly follow.

Women Dance for Mouso,

At exuctly 9:#0  e'clock ‘Thursday
morning a Httle brown mouse gtole ont
from the maln corridor of fhe Misson-
ri-Lincoln Trust bullding at. Seventh
and Ollve streets nnd ook o short con-
stitutlonnl of abont twenty-five feet
west In Ollve, says the St. Louls Post-
IMspateh.  In the course of that Inno-
cent Juunt he frightened 8o many
women that a feminine panie ensued
and so much sereaming and Rcamper-
ing about was done that the mouse
started back for the more mascullne
enlm of the Missourl-Lineoln Trust
bullding. >

A# he galned the entrance, however,
o large and formidable-looking wom-
nn expled him, and with a wild shriek
and a frenzgled grasplag of the skirts,
began exeenting such a remarkable
danee on the sl of the big skyscraper
that the mouse lost his head and scur-
thed clear across Olive stret.

Arriving at the curb on the south
gide, he passed under a earvlage from
which two wowen were alighting: and
emerged on the sldewalk simuoltune-
ously with them. At once they set
up an outery and clreled around on the
pavement In a dismayed minuet such
u8 has never hefore been seen In St
Louls, DBy this time a blg erowd had
gathered, and the laughter of men and
bhoys mingled with the shrieking and
screnming of women amd girls,. The

uproar beeame so appalling to  the

monse that finally, reckless of conse-
quences, he precipitated blmself
through an open grating lnto a cellar
and hns not been seen since, His un-
usunl and uncommon experience while
In quest of a little freah alr lasted just
five minutes.
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