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—_—
GENERAL DIRECTORY |  TRAVELERS' GUIDE.

~ GTATE OFFICERS. | ' | |
S | GAARDINER

STAGH LINH.

~......William P. Lord. |

“D\-ernilr. sannd & ; | |
gecretary of 8'ate. .......H. R. Kineaid. H- Hn Bal'l'ett, Prop!r’|
§ o vvves. Philip Metchen |

asurer. ..o e vt | eav . - . \
:::EP'[- Public [nstruction. .. 3. M. Irwin. | ! N\tﬁ:‘vfl;t':l:!mk‘!;il?-g.\-iihh-‘ 8, Wednes-
! 3 ays. |

W. H. Leeds. | Arrives at Florence Tuesdays, Thurs-
Attorney General....... C. M. Idleman. | days and Saturdays, :
““““““““ R. 8. Bean L-unlntevt:-s with Steamer and Scotts-|

......... F. A. Moore | burg Stage Line for Drain, Also with

'S, B, Wolvedton | Btage Line for Coos Bay. Charge
Judge gecond District. . J. C. Fullerton | reasonable. i
® v Second District. Geo. M. Brown | .

| EUGENE-FLORENCE

: ] %
COUNTY OFFICERS. | STAGE LINE.

| [E. Bangs,  Proprietor.
FE. 0. Potter.

Jodge. oo oroonerssreesert
........ W. T. Bailey
Commissioners { ________ 3.7 Callison |

A C Jenni.ngel;m" arriving in Florence the day

gtate Printer

gupreme Court

Stage leaves Fugene Mondays,
Wednesdays and Fridays at 6 a.|

B e samsh ARRRRAY .
E:fe:ilf. ................. A. J.Johnson  following at 10 a. m,
i‘rmurer ............... A. 8. Patterson Returning--stage leaves Flor-
L AR L S D. P. Burton {ence on Mondays, Wedneslays

School Superintendent...... 0. 8. Hunt} ;.4 Fridays at 3 p. m., arriviag

e W MR gma 0 Aleving day
ice of Peac F. B. Wilson |2t G p. m,
Justice of Peace. ......-- s
Constable. . ..ovennsnens John F. Tanner
|Single fare - - - - $5.00
——————————————————|Round trip - - - - $9.00
ClTY OFFlcERS. '[‘icketa flll' H'd.ll? at E. &IllgS‘H
em— --——_'—'—:i“"”}' barn, Eugene, and at Hurd
r: (& Davenport’s office in Florence, |
Prosident. .. ...oonevaseess F. B. Wilson | I |
O-W.Hnrld i . i 3 v |
Wm. Kyle
Board of Trustees Marion Morris L :
C.C. Beimke‘ Mnnnls HDTEL’ |
RN vevee..d. G, FLINT, Proprietor...... |
Recorder. ..c.ooonssnassees Drew ..e:ery pAcE I P 5 3. |
TrRABUTRE . ..o ocnssrassannss J. A. Pond | ) = i
L3 \\‘eddlei
OUR AIM—To furnish the best |

Marshal....covvenransnnss

accommodations at

SECRET SOCIETIES.

|
| .
- | prices.

|
|
F.& A. M. Florence Lodge No. 107.
A- Regaolar spmmunication on gecond

and fourth Saturdays in each month.
8. L. Roperps, W. M.
1. Kxo1 Secretary.
oty T PRINCIPAL HOTEL  *
. . | ONE BLOCK FROM DEPOT

A. R. General Lyons Post, No. b8, ~——RATES $1.00 Per DAY—

« meets second and fourth Saturdays
of each month,

Mgs, L. L. MarsTERE, Prop.

J. 1. BUTTERFIELD, Commander. | Bugene, Oregon.

J. L. Fupxisi, Adjutant. | - i SR N

. _______|Head of Tide Hotel,
' W.W.NEELY, Prop'r.

0.U.W. Perpetua Lodge, No. 131, |

« meets every 1st and 3d Saturdays| mapleg furnished with all the
pach month. Members and visiting |

| & % v
brethren in good standing are {:oriliuﬂ'_v [delicacies of the season. Wild
:‘“\‘."“‘i'{““ ““[‘{'-“'1' dll G. Kkorrs, M. W. game, fish and fruit in season. Best

M. ' LE ecorder. | ¥ = .
o _|accomodations for the traveling

{public. Charges reasonable.

0.0, F. Heceta Lodge No.111, meets
s every Wednesday evening 1n Lodge |
Hall, Florence, Oregon. Brothers 1n|

good standing invited to attend. H OT E L E U c E N E-

W. H. Weatnezsos, N.
{'l

Mariox Mogrxis, Sec.
-
L

W. 0. ZEIGLER, Proprietor.
EUGENE, - - - OREGON

CHURCH DIRECTORY

RESBYTERIAN CHURCH, E]q{rﬁn;r_le, s AP

Oregon. Sabbath sevvice: Sabbath~ .
gchool, 10 o'clock a. m. Preaching ]1|Elk Prai rie Hotel.
o'clock #. m. and 7 p. m. Sacrament 0 By
the Lord’s supper on 1st Sabbath of ———
January, April, July and October.
Everybody is welcome to all the gervices.
Pastor requests Christians 10 make

themselves known.
I. G. Kxorrs, Pastor.

Twentv-three
Miles West
of Eugene.

ETHODIST EPISCOPAL CHURCH

service. Preaching at Glenada ! o N E U c E N E A " D
and Aeme two Sundays of each lmom.h; FLOR ENO E
Sabhag -Se 8 =
;; .'l'.l :Ill.] ?‘lrlr:.;:ll‘ mu:lvi‘f':g e\'el:;‘ y hurs- STAG E Ro U TEI
day evening at the church. Everybody |

cordially invited. G. F. Rouxps,
Pastor.

Money Saved

= il - — By
. 5TT9R_N E_Y’_B'_____. Patronizing it.
A C. SRS !:(ieo. Hale : Prop.

Attorney at Law, | ——————
Hugene, - Oregon. | BUETINES_S ogmns.

f@~Rooms 7 and 8 Mclaren's Building. | ——
dpecial attention given to collections and pro- |

bate business. AR I FIHST "ATI‘ 'NA I:i B‘\L\' K
: OF EUGENE.

8. 8. EAKIN, Jn, Camese

E. O POTTER. |

7. @, HENDRICKS, Pars.

.. Attorney-at-Law........o--

| - R =
— N .
O | PAID UP OASH CAPITAL, - ::g-ggg
D@~ —Orrice At the Court Honse. SURPLUS AND PROFITS, =~
-  e— -
T R | ACCOUNTS SOLICITED
E. E. BENEDICT, | . .  OREGON

EUGENE, »

ATTORNEY - AT - r..AWl T NOTARIES.

Florence. : Oregon. |~

St A B GUTTOLPY,
| Notary Public, Surveyor
[ ¥ Sk -

' - n.
| morence, - ores=

FRANK B. WILSON-

|
NOTARY PUBLIC.

]

MINNESOTA —&- HOTEL

TRAVELERS' GUIDE

Steamer Robarts
SAILS

On the 1st, 10th and 20th of each
month,

Single trip $3.00. Round trip $5.00

Florence to Yaquina.

For Passenger and Freight Rates

- APPLY TO

Meyer & Kyle,

Florence, Or. |

STEAMER “C00S,”

0 — Will makel——o0
REGULAR DAILY TRIPS
— Between —

Fllll‘ﬂ]lllﬂ ﬂllﬂ Head of Tide.

ORTHERN
Pacific, Ry.

R
U
N

%
S |

reasonable |

Pullman |
Sleeping Cars
Elegant
Dining Cars ‘
Tourist
Sleeping Cars
q‘l‘. PAUL
MINNEAPOLIS -
| DULUTH s
| FARGO
; TO GRAND FORKS
' CROOKSTON
; WINNIPEG
f HELENA and
' T e SRR
THROUGH TICKETS
IOHIOAOO »
 WASHINGTON
 PHILADELPHIA
NEW YORK

lOS_‘I‘Oﬂ AND IL_!. L

POINTS EAST and lﬂl‘l’tl__

For information, time cards, maps and tickets
ete., call on or write

R. MCMURPHEY,

General Agent. Rooms 2 and 4, Shelton Block,
| EUGENE, OREGON.

A.D.CHARLTON,

‘ Assistant General Passenger Agent.

255 Morrison 8t. Cor. 3d.
| Portland Or.

| The Funk)& Wagnalls
Standard  Dictionary
j Of The

ENGLISH LANGUAGE

' COMPLETE
' SUCCIENT
I AUTHORITATIVE

| 301,865 Vocabulary Terms
| 247 Editors and Specialists
533 Readers for Quotations L
sooo llustrations
| Cost over $960,000
Appendix of 47,468 Entries

|
The full number of words and terms in

different dictionaries for the entire alphabet is
as follows: BvORMONTH, 50,000; WORCHESTER

106,000; WEBSTER (international), 125,000; CEN-

Tury, (six wolumes, complete,) 225,000
STANDARD, over 300,000
fairaple Pages Free........

'AOENTB WANTED.

——

E. D. BRONSON & CO,

Pacific Coast Agents
SAN FRANCISCO, CAL.

933 Market St.

TRADE MARKS,
DESICNS,
COPYRICHTS Aos

sacertal lrl!..r an in m-.l;
Srobatly A-F-no-' strictly
in America Wa " A @gﬂ-
hun‘umngmuil— O . receive
ppecia. notice in
SCIENTIFIC AMERIGAN,
beautif 1Tt e u.:‘
ﬁ:’u n':':rn l-t-t.ul. (- “
. & CO.
961 Breadway, New iuiq

Anyone sending &

| easily and thoroughly.

. The ouly Pill to take with Hood's Sarsaparilla.

| THE CHRONICLE ranks with she greatest
| mewspapers in the United States.

Liverlll

Like biliousness, dyspepsia, headache, consti-
pation, sour stomach, indigestion are promptly
eured by MHood's Pills.. They do their work

-
Best after dinner pills, P I I I s .
25 cents. All druggists,

Prepared by C. 1. Hood & Co., Lowell, Mass. |

CORNER DRUG STORE.

VINCENT & WALTON,

(SUCCESSORS TO V. HEMINWAY.)

Drugs, Medicies, Chemicals,
ACoﬁ.;;l.e;:DLll;\le of Drug !i

Sundries and Toilet Articles. |

it ; 5
Corner 9th & Willamette Sts, !

Eugene, H - : Ore. |

| pected to enjoy the mountain air avd i ;
| the morning. June was in the moun- | her. The past to her was veiled in dark

| the high peaks. The yellow river, soil-

"7

-l
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A VOYAGE AT DUSK.

From Lapland to Napland the way ia not long,
And the anchor we lift to a lullaby song,

And the rhyme of our music goes 1inging away
To shores that lie over the luminous bay.

A moment we linger and drift with the tide,
Then out of our gay little harbor we glide.
Our eargo is snug and our sailors are here.
We are rocking away on our journey, my dear.

From Lapland to Napland the way is not far,

And our vessel wo point to s fair ev'niug star,

And go winging along to a haven that lies

In the magical light of my little one's eyes.

For our sails are unfurled, and the breezes are
fair,

And the name of our ship is the Rockaby Chair.

0'er the billows it rides, and its rhythmical
awl

| ng
| Is an answering lilt to the song that we sing.

From Lapland to Napland the way is not oold.

There are shelter and warnith in the arms that
infold,

And the weary one finds on the welcoming
breast

A harbor of pesce and a haven of rest.

From Lapland to Napland the journey is past,

And the Rockaby vessel is anchored at last,

And the song that we murmur grows fainter
and dies

On the pillows of down where my little one lea

—ATMH. B. Paine in Youth's Companion.

WAKALONA.

The old engineer and I had dragged
our chairs round to the south side of |
the hospital and were enjoying as well |
as the weak and wounded could be ex- |

tains, but the snow was still heavy on |

| ed by the Leadville smelters, and still

THE CHRONICLE has no squal on the Paclfio
Coast. It leads all in abllity, enterprise and news
| THE CHRONICLE'S Telagraphic Reports are
| the latest and most rellable, its Local News the
| fallest and spiciess, and its Editorials from the
| mhlest pens In the country.
| THE CHRONICLE has always basn, and slways
will be, the friend and champlon of the psoplo as

- st m AL a

q corpor
| oppressions of any kind. It will be lndependsnt
la sverythlog neutral la nothing,

THE DAILY

By Mall, Postage FPald,

Onlyi $6 _Z Oalear
The Weekly Chronicl

The Greatest Weekly ia the Conalry,

P$1.50 1 lu

| (Including postage) Lo Ray part of the United
| Btates, Canada and Mexico

THE WEEKLY CHRONICLE, the brightest
and most complete Weekly Newspaper lu ihe
world, prints regularly B84 ecolumus, or twalve
pages, of Mews, Literature and General Informas-
| thon;also s i Agrical | Department.

SAMPLE COPIES SENT FREE.

DO YOU WANT THE
CHRONICLE

Reversible Map?

BEHOWING

The United States, Dominion of
Cansda and Northern Mexico

ON ONE SIDE,

1 ~ And the
Map of

the World

ON THE OTHER SIDE.
Send $2 and Get the Map and
Weekly (hronicle for Ono Year,
postage prepaid on Map and Papor,
ADDNESS
M. H. de YOUNG,

A F. Chrenicls,
BAN FRANCISCO, CAL

MEN

for re-

w.\‘ZTFD—F.\ITHFFL

or women to  travel
eponsible estahlishied hinnse in Oregon,
Powition

Salary 1780 and expenses,
permanent. Reference. Enclose self
addressed  stamped  envelope.  The

National, Star Insuiance Bidg., Cliicago.
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| freighted with floating mush ice, splash-

| wild.

The Chromicle Building. |

ed by ou its way to Puebloand the terre |
caliente.
surgeon came along presently and tola
Frank that he might go home on Satur

| day, and that made the old engincey,

usnally a little mite cranky and irritu
ble, as happy as a boy about to be lovscu
from school.

“Say, Frank,' I began, **have you
ever known an Indian girl who cculd

by any stretch of imagination be cou- |

Pl

gidered handsome
““Yes,'" he said thoughtfully, placing
his well foot on top of the railiug and

| frowning from mere force of hubit

“‘We were at North Platte at the time,
that being the end of the track, and
there I knew a Pawnee maiden who was
really good to look npon. 1 never huew
her name. Wo called her Walk Alone

at first, because she seemed never to |

mix up with the other squaws, but
when Slide MoAlaster, the head Lruke
man on the constroction train, began
to make love to her he named her Wa-
kalona, which he thought a mcre fit-

ting title, inasmuch as she had already

been called by Colonel Cody the Priv-
cess of the Platte.

“Wakalona's father, Red Fox, was
one of the bravest of the Pawnee scouts,
and his danghter was natorally some
thing of a belle among her people. She
was tall, tawny, graceful, willowy and
It was a long time before s..de,
big, blond and handsome as he was,
could gain the confidence of the stately
princess, It was mouths before she
would allow him to walk with her, aud
even then the feathered head of a jeal

| ous buck could always be geen preping

from the high grass and keeping con-
stant watch over the girl.
““Wakalona, like the other women,

| worked in the fields when there were
| any fields to be worked and at other
|timeﬂ made herself useful about her
| father’'s tent Her mother was dead

She was the only child ber father bhad,
| and he was very proud of her. In a bat-

|! tie between the Sioux and the Pawnees,

| near Ogalalla, the Sioux had cnptured
Wakalona, and her father and Buflalo
| Bill had rescued ber almost miraculous-
| ly from four of their foemen, turee of
| whom they had slain. After that the
| Bioux had marked Red Fox aud his
daughter as their own, and many lures
| had been set to ensnure them.
| At North Platte Red Fox had plant-
ed a little field of corn, and it was here,
| when the sun was low, that tlide used
| to woo the dark eyed Princess of the
Platte. I used to watch her working in
the field, and when we whistled she
would always pause in ber labors aud
look up to make sure that it was the
| whistle of No. 49, although she never
Jooked up for the whistle of any other
engine. I think, as she began to lose
her heart to McAlaster, that she came
to know the sound even of the bell and
the rattle of the spring hungers on the
old work engine. Jim was MoAlaster's

real name, We called him Slide because |

he could pever sot a brauke if he used
both hands without twisting it up so
tight that the wheels wounld slide, 8o
marvelously strong were his long, siu-
ewy arms. When we were coming into

the Platte on a sumnmer’s evening, Slide |

used to jump off the engive, where be
always rode, open the switeh, close it
behind the cuboose and then stroll over
into the little cornfield where Wakalonn
worked

“Now, she always knew he was com- |

ing, but, like her white wisters, she
liked to play that she didu's, an ' when
he would steal np behind ber and cutch
her in hia arms (if no one was lookiug)
she would start and shudder as natural
ly a8 a country schoolma'am.

*'We weunt in the ditch one day, Slide
had bis ankle sprained and was ol liged
to ride in that evening in the culoose.

I whistled as usnal for the static ., and

in the twilight saw the Indian; ..} il

working in the field and wait.ug for
the sweet surprise for which she bad
As we pulled in vier
the switches | glanced out iuto the tieid
again, feeling sorry for Slide and for
his sweethe:yt as well, but now she wa#
pow here to be seen. When we had made
the big brakeman comfortable in the
hospital tent, he gignaled me abead,
and when I bent over him he pulled me
down aud whispered ‘Wakalona,' and 1
knew what he meant. I found her fa-
ther and told him that the brakeman
had been huort and asked him to allow
his daughter to see the sufferer in the
surgeon’s tent. Red Fox was much sur-
prised. Wo had been an hour late com-
It was now dark,
apd Wakalons had uot been seen by any

learned to wait,

ing in that evening.

g

da

The little gray, glad faced |

of her people since the setting of the
sun. I told the warrior that I had seen
her werking in the field as we were
nearing the station, and how, when 1
looked again a moment later, she wus

gone.

““With a start the brave chieftain
threw up bis bands, and then, control-
ling bimself with a great effort, he
signea to me and I followed him out
into the field. The Indian put his face
close to ti™ ground, and when heo
straightened up he looked all about him
and said, ‘Sioux.’ 1 bromght a white
light from the locomotive, and by the
light of it the wily Indian made ent
that two of the hated tribe had slipped
up bebind the helpless girl and seized
her and carried her away. Presently he
brought a blade of corn to me, and npon
it there was a tiny drop of blood, anl
yet he insisted that his daughter had
pot been killed. Later he assured me
that she had not been carried, but bad
walked away, taking a different diree-

tion from that taken by the Sioux. Now |
| I saw it all. She had bheard our whistle,
| and while she waited for her lover the
pantherlike Sioux bad stolen upen her.

“What mental anguish must bave

| been bers when she realized that, instead

of the protecting arms of her fair god,
the arms of murderers were around her!
Love, like the locomotive, is a great
civilizer. Wakalona had tasted the joy
of love, and life bad become dear to
| mystery, the future was little better,
but aiready sbe had begun to feel that
| beyond it all there must be a brighter
and better world. Once she had arsked

!HoA]amr about the future, and he,

touched by the earnestness of her na.
ture, had told ber in his own way n
story his mother had told to him many
a time—the story of the Chriat. ‘Think
of a big, a%kward clown like me,’ said
Blide, ‘trying to nunravel the mysteries
of tke future—trying to convert this
| white sounled woman who,without know-

ing it, bas been the meaus of making

| me & better man.’

“I've noticed all along, though, that
| love of & pood woman always makes a
man gentler, braver and better.

“When Red Fox bhad explained to me
that Wakalona had not been killed, but
bad wandered away, I urged him to
call the scouts and search the plains for
her, but he shook his head. ‘It is troe
that my child has not been killed,’ he
said sadly, ‘but she is dead. It ™ troc

the great Lrave bowed his head in si:
lent sorrow.

dead, and 1 knew then what had hap-
pened to the Princess Wakalona,
‘‘How best to break the news to poor

pondered on my way back to the camp
He was strong and sensible.

tion. He had been in more than one In

tale such as I migbt tell.

over the prairie.

dread of it, but for the love of life.

faced brave.

ple were so strange.

about her, and then she started up #ud
denly, putting her hand to her head, auc

her heart sad, and soon she slept again

she went down to the river

not.

that she still walks the earth, but she
is dead tome and to all her people,’ and

*“Then I remembered having heara
that an Indian who had lost his scalp
was looked upon ae oue demented or

McAlaster was a question over which 1

He had
seen many a comrade pulled out of a
wreck mangled almost beyond recogni-

dian fight, but he bad never lain help-
less upon a stretcher und listened to n
Aund while 1
framed a story of how Wakalona had
gone that very day to visit a neignhbor-
ing camp the poor princess wandered
All night she walked
| the trackless wilds, and when the stars
paled ske lay down upon the damp
earth to sleep. She knew that she was
expected to die, that she ought to die,
but she shunned death, not from any

*“No doubt she fully intended to die,
but she would put the thought of it by
for a little longer and dream of the pale-
Ah, he might love her
still; who could tell, for the white peo-
She slept and
doubtless dreamed of the little field, of
| her father, of the twilight time and of
the sweet surprise of ber lover's arms

the recollection of her misfortane made

“*When she awoke, the sun was high
in the beavens. She was hungry and
| thiraty. The blood had dried, and now
todrink and
bathe ber fevered face. Then she sat by
| the river for a long time, trying to
| make up her mind to die, but she could

“She knew that she was counted

NO 18,

focd, and from  his medicine chest,
which in those days was furnished to
all agenty, and conductors by the com-
pany, ho bronght medicated bundages,
which he bouud about ber torn ankles,
{and ointment which be put upon her
wounded head. After that she continued
to come to him every day to accept a
meager meal and at night to steal away
aud sleep upon the prairie with only
the stars above her., At the end of &
fortnight she was almost well again.
Now the woman that wus in her natare
caused her to long for some one to
| whoin she might tell her story, in whom
she might confqe, and she told it, as
well as she could, to the agent. He
helped her to arrange her hair so as to
hide the hateful sear at the top of her
| head, and persuaded her to retorn to
| her people. ‘If the white man loved you
once, he will love you all the more now
| und will save you from your people if
they try to molest you,' was the agent's
| enconraging advice, and she determined
| to return.
| *'Slide McAlaster's severely sprained
| ankle had become strong, and he was at
| work again, The name of Wakalona
was never wentioned hy the Indians,
for to them ghe was dead. It was never
mentioned by the whites when it could
be avoided, for no cne cared to tell the
awful story to the brakeman, and so he
lived {rom day to day, expecting her
to come home. His was the only cheer-
ful face in the camp during those two
weeks, He was happy in the morning,
| hoping that the day would bring her
back, and happy again at night, for
there was one day less of waiting for
her rvetarn. And she did come back.
One night when the rain was pouring
down she opened the door of her father's
tent and waited to be welcomed home,
““The old scout was pacing his tent,
for he had not ceased to grieve for his
daughter, but now that ehe had return-
ed to him, as one from the grave, her
coming served only to augment his mis-
ery. At sight of her he had taken a step
or two toward the tent door, and then,
pausing to look upon her for the last
time, his face grew grave as he pointed
a long arm down the darkness. In a
hoarse voice he uttered those ominous
words, ‘The shadows lie upon the ghoro
—to the river be gone." With a despair.
ing look the princess turned back into
the rain swept night, and now a new
danger confronted her. The guards had
scen her at the tent door, by the dim
light of a grease lamp, and now they
seized and bound her. Her father had
left to her the cne chance of flight; the
guards had shown less pity, and while
ghe sat, bound and guarded, in a dimly
lighted tent, her lover slept and dream-
ed of her coming, not 100 yards away.
The day dawued grudgingly, the dark-
ness seemed reluctant to leave the earth,
the sun remained behind the dark
clonds, from which the rain continued
to fall in torrents. At mnoon the rain
censed, the sun came out, meadow larks
caroled free in the blue nbove, but the
hapless Wakalona lay fettered in a rain
gonked tent. The story of her capture
was kept a profound secret, for the
Indiaus kunew that the United States
army officers would interfere if they
learned that the princess was to be pus
to death. In the darkness of their igno-
rance they believed that they were do-
ing their duty.

“‘On account of the rain we had not
gone out that day, but late in the after-
noon an order came from the dispateh-
er for us to run light to Omaha to bring
out a train of steel. As we pulled out
over the switches I noticed a great
crowd of Pawnees down by the river
pear the railroad bridge. As we ap-
proached we could see that they were
waving their bhands and putting up
weird signals. Now, as the engine, still
creeping along, working the water out
of ber cylinders, neared the bridge, Mc-
Alaster suddenly eried, * Wakaloval” and
leaped from the engine. 1 stopped the

-| engine, and, looking over, saw Walkalo-

1| na seated in a conoe, with her head bow-

ed down almest to her knees. A stal- .
wart Pawnee sat in one end of the ca-

poe, holding a single oar, while anoth-

er Indiau, equally well proportioned,

gat near the girl, whose feet were fet-

tered and whose hands were bound be-

hind ber back. Now the whold band

began to chant:

“The shadows lie upon the ghore.

The desd shall walk the earth no more.

“The sun gut like a great, red wheel

that had sunk bub deep in the sand, and

| among the dead by her people, and if
! she returned to them she would be
drowned in this river when the sun
went down. Late in the afternoon &he |
| came to & little station where thore was |
| & lone operator and a water tank. The |
| station agent gave her food and offered |
ber shelter, but she shook her head and |
| asked him where the river lay. The |
spectacle of a woman wandering about |
half crazed, half starved and alone was |
a sad oue, nud the operator, feeling his |
own utter loneliness, tried to persuade
ber to stay. Pointing to the west, she
began to chant:

““When the great red sun is half in the sky

And half in the earth, the desd must die.

“Then she barfed her bowed head, and
he saw the little round spot where the
skin had been cut awuy and uuderstood.
This revelation, however, caused the
agent to revwable his eficrts Lo gave the
hapless maiden from herself.

“ After much couxing be succeeded in
getting ber into his little room in the
rear of the telegraph « flice, where she
soon fell aslecp ‘The sun went down
and still she slept, und he knew she was
safe, at least for anctber doy. The dark-
ness deepened ou the oo il the evening

wore away, the op i..or got ‘Good
night' from the oi Ler at Omaba
and fell aslecp 1 amir Presently

he was awakencu 1) usound, os of a
door closing softly ke stole ingo the
little beck room ouly to learn that his
guest bad gove. He slipped outside and
listened, but save for the doleful ery of
a lone wolf the night was voiceless, aud
be returned to his narrow room.

“Next day, when the sun was falling
awny in the west, tho operator, sitting
as hin little table, noticed a shadow in
the door and looking up bebeld the sad
face of the Indian maiden gannter and
sorrivr thav before. Agnin be gave her

when balf the rim was below and hulf
above the earth the second stanza of the
death chaut arose from the river as the
boat was pusbed out juto the stream:
“When the great red sun is half in tho sky
And half in the earth, the desd must die.

“i1yow for tho first time Wakalona
lifted her eyes, and ghe beheld her lover
leaping from the shore. A few strokes
brought him within reach of the little
boat, and he climbed aboard. The Iudi-
an at the oar etood up and faced him.
The big brakeman swung his loug right
arm, eaught the Pawnee under the ear,
and over he went. Reaching down, he
lifted the other Indian bodily, turned
him balf over and with all his might
drove him head first iuto the sand as
the bottom of the river.

““While this was going on the little
bark was drifting rapidly toward the
bridge. MeAlaster cct tho cord thas
bound the woman, seized the oar and
made the laud just below the engine.
Lifting the girl in his arms, he ran ap
the dump, placed her in the caboose,
and we were off. As we reached the
east end of the bridge 1 locked back
and saw the baflled band swarming in
from the west, but even as they ran the
sun went down, the death hour bad
passed and they turncd back to their
tents.'—Cy Wannan in New York Sun.

Girant ns a Father.

Nellie Grant Sartoris says of Presi-
dent Grant: *“‘My fatber was ove of
those men who impress their ehildren
with a thorongh appreciation of their
sterliug worth, To me my favher is not
the soldier Lo seems to the minds of so
many, nor ia it a8 the ' g
United States that 1 think of bt
i® und ever will be in wy
my dear father.” :
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