CONQUERED FOR EVER.

“I'm sure I beg your pardon,” sai
Mr. Dalton. g ¥ P said

““There is no oceasion for apology,”
said Lina, looking like a queen—or,
rather, like a beautiful young princess
—a8 she stood there in the soft, daffodi
glow of the spring twilight, with a little
eurly-headed girl in either hand, while
a chubby boy of five played in the grass
at her feet.

“Oh, but I beg vour pardon—there's
twice I've done it—there is occasion for
spology,” gently uttered Mr. Dalton,
“Just look at the awkwardness of the
whole affair. Here I've been abroad for
five years; and when I come ba~k, [
Jearn that my poor dear cousin is dead,
leaving three children. I at once re
cagnize that it is my duty to provide
for them. I come here and discover to
my surprise, that you, the sister of their
mother, have assumed the charge—that
you decline to give them up.”

The girl drew up that queenly figure
of hers straighter than before.

“You have expressed yourself correot-
ly,”" said she, *‘[ am the sister of their

ead mother. Do you think it likely
that I wanted them to be bound out to
respectable farmers or apprenticed to
twades?"’

A pained expression stole over Mr.
Dalton’s face.

*I shall be more than glad,” said he,
‘“te assume the care of one or all, if—"

“I want no help,” ingerrupted the
hiﬁh-;piriwd girl. “We have learned
to love each other, these little ones and
L Henceforward our lot must be cast
in together. Will you walk over the

den? We have some beautiful roses
in bloom, and I have been unusually
successful with my carnations this sea~
.on.||
The young fellow eyed Miss Westfield
as if she were a riddle that he could not
read.

““You have a lovely place here,’” said
he, tentatively.

“Yes," said Lina.

“But is it not lonely?"

“Not at all.”

“Wouldn't it be a deal more amusing
in town?"

“Not for me,"" decidedly.

“But you are forgetting pliys—operas
~—theaters—all the delights of an even-
lelg in the eity,” argued Mr. Dalton.
“These little cousins of mine, now
won't you let me take them in to see a
real play? Just for once?”

The children's eyes sparkled—they
nestled close to the fascinating stranger
whose pmlmsals were 80 eéntrancing.
and cast pleading glances in the direc-
tion of the princess-like Lina. She
shook her head gravely.

“I do not approve of the theater for
children,” said she.

Mr. Dalton lifted his hands in comie
amazement.

“But, Miss Westfield,” said he, “*how
exceedingly narrow-minded all this is!
Qur theater, for example, is the educa-
tional level of our age. The superh les-
sons which it impresses on the—"

“I beg your pardon, Mr. Dalton,”
said Miss Westfield, “*but there is not
one of your arguments which I have not
listened to before. | am excellently
well posted upon the subject. But it is
getting late—my engugements—"'

“A thousand pardons!™ cried the
young man. “If } must say good-even-
g 4

“(Good-evening.”

There was no temptation to further
Kugering in the crisp, curt tones of her
voice. r. Dalton turned away not
without disappointment.

“I don’t understand these girls,"”" said
he. *“There isn't a trace of the ‘Jolly
Girl’ element about this one! Well—
one can always console one's self by

oing to see the divine young actress

at Hillsdsme raves about—the cold,
the calm, the uuapprouhuble beauty
of the tragic » '

And so Mr. Dalton bought himself a
white silk tie, s pair of primrose-color-
od kid gloves, and & bouguet, and went
to the theater.

But while he sat there, waiting for
she gold-fri curtsin to rise, his
thoughts wandeted back to the cottage
ornee he had left,

“My unknown oot;:ina!“ haw:u;ed.
“Pretty little sprites they were, s,

mi p!ty Yor them to
She s »

it would have
be sent to the workhouse,

irited girl, that Miss Lina Westfield.

ut & woman is nothing more than a
woman after all, and I don't see for the
life of me how she does it A house like
that costs money to keep it up! How
does she get it? * Embroidered frocks,
blue velvet blouses,—roses and eabinet
{ pictures! Edwin Dalton ccrtainly mar
ried a poor girl, and nener of them
left any estates but debis. By Jove: 1
mean to be at the foundation of this |
fumily enigma! The girl will find that |
she can’t bluff me

But when the curtain rose and the
beautiful actress glided on the stage
Mr. Dalton had neither eyes nor thoughts
for an_\'thiu[i else. j

The next day he drove out once again
to the cottage. It was noon, the chil-
dren were playing under the shadow of
& monster elm on the miniature lawn,
and in & blue-ribboned wicker chair,
with a book in her lap, Lina sat watch-
ing them.

“Again?"

She raised her queenly black brows
a8 he advanced, doffing his cap, so that
the sunshine turned %is ruddy Saxon
hair to gold.

“Yes, again,” be said, smiling. **Miss
Westfield, I have your secret. You,
and no other, are Leonora West, the
superb actress whose grand impersona-
tions are now stirring the heart of this
great city.”

‘*An open secret,”’ she said, smiling.
“Well, and what of it? You know, now,
how I support these lttle ones—what
has bought my cabinet pictures and
paid the wages of the groom who takes

care of the ponvP It wae necessarv to
Qo sometning, ana | 4o not peileve 1In

doing starvation work for starvation
prices."”’

“Miss Westtield!"" he cried, ‘I honor
your.apiril-l respect your independ-
ence.”’

“Because | have chanced to succeed,”
she uttered, not without a certain royal
scorn. ‘“‘And if I had failed—"

“If you had failed [ think 1 should
have honored you still more,"’ he said.
There was something in his earnest
look, his frank tone, that established
friendship between them at once. She
smiled, and the little cousins flocked
eagerly around the new-comer.

“May I stay”' he asked.

“Yes,"" she responded; ‘“you may

stay."

Xnd. when Mr. Dalton went away,

there was a strange, uncertain stir st
his heart, a new revelation.
When the season was over, the man-
ager of the theater respectfully inter-
viewed Miss Westfield as toa second
contract.

“Judging from our receipts,’ said he,
‘‘we shall %ye able to pay youa still
higher salary. And I may venture to
bope——""

“[ shall not play anywhere this sea-
son,” she said; “to tell you the truth,
Mr. Daly, I am going to be married.”

“Married!" gasped the manager.
“Heavens and earth! At this rate the
tragié stage is ;:uqu to be ruined! You
geniuses leave the footlights
“Not at all,” said Lina.
change our audiences.”’
And so the matter was settled. Mr.
Dalton took the beautiful young actress
to his home, snd with her went the
children.

“l could not part from my little ones,”
said she. wistfully.

“My darling,”” cried Edwin, ‘“every-
thing that you love is doubly dear to
me!’

She had conquered him—CONQUERED
HIM FOR EVER!

———l A ———

WILD DOGS OF ATLANTA.

A Curious Result of the Late Hebell-
lon.

“We only

Did you ever hear of the wild dogs
of Atlanta? At one time the country
around here was at the mercy of these
savage snimals. Horses, elephants, and
camels can be made to take an almost
buman interest in war, but dogs can
not stand the racket. The din of battle
and the smell o!_vilfninoul saltpeter
breaks them up entirely.

Our dogs had a bard time duripg the
siege. TE:N were thousands of them
in those days, and when the season of
short rations set in they were the first
to feel it. In many instances they were |

sbandoned by their refugeeing owners

and had to literslly forage for s living.

1he thunder of the Lig guns, the un-
earthly shrieks of the shells, the noise
of fulling buildings, the rattle of mus-
ketry, and the heavy tramp of march-
ing soldiers all struck terror to the oa-

nine contingent.  Toward the close of
the siege nearly every dog in the city
wias half rabid or in the last stage of
nervous  prostration. I'he wretched
brutes sought sheiter under houses and
in bomb-proofs.  Majestic mstiffs and

surly buil-dogs curied their tails between
their legs and yelped mournfully at
every unusual sound. Hundreds of the
bolder ones made a frantic break over
the breastworks and ditches, and made
their way through the lines of both
Ariies, never stopping until they reach-
ed the woods,

It was even worse after Sherman's
army entered the place. The citizens
were driven out in such & hurry that
they had no time to think of their pets
and no means of transportation for
them. Later, the destruction of the
city by fire, und the general pandemo-
nium that ensued, scattered the few re-
waining dogs.

These innocent vietims of the ravages
of war had a terrible experience during
the rigorous winter of 1864-5. Their
mwisery drove them to form strange part-
nerships, and it was & common sight to
see them roving in bands of a dozen or
more.  The old saying, *“Banish the
dog from his kennel and you have a
wolf,” was illustrated in this case. In
the course of five or six months the
country peoplie for fifty miles around
were spinning marvelous yarns sbowut
“them wild dogs from Atlanta,"

The dog belongs to the genus which
!\rod uces the wolf, the jackal, and the
ox. Tame dogs of course lose many of
the characteristics of these animals,
but when persecution and misery canse
them to relapse into a wild state they
take the appearance, the habits and
the tastes of wolves and juckals.  Such
was notoriously the fact with the Atlan-
ta dogs. They lost every trace of domes-

ticity. 1 llt'}' Erew 10 enormous  slze,
with savage eyes and cruel-looking
fangs.

Oceasionally a gang of these ferocious
beasts would swoop down on a farm-
yard, devouring chickens and pigs, and
attacking men when they stood in their
way. It took the liveliost kind of shoot-
ing to drive them ofl, Sometimes the
wonld surround alonely eabin and wait
for the inmates to come out, l‘he_v
even made raids into little villages,
forcing the inhabitants to shut them-
selves up in their bouses. The disap-
pearance of many a negro in those
perilous times was fwlly accounted for
when his skeleton was found with eve
particle of fHlesh gnawed off and wi:z
the ground around showing evidences
of a desperate struggle.

Early in 1865, when a few refugees
began returning to Atlanta, they had to
struggle with these wild dogs for the
possession of the ruins. Bloody en-
counters occurred among the ash heaps
and piles of debris. Every cellar and
hole in the ground held these raven-
ous brutes, and they ll-upml upon men,
womes and childven without the slight-
est provoeation. At that time it was
dangerous to ride or drive out in the
country. On the main road between
here and Decatur, in broad daylight,
dogs were known to attuck horses at-
tached to buggies, forcing their drivers

to open & bot fusilade with their revol.
vers.

After geiting this taste of a wild life
the Atlanta dogs went to the bad slto-

ther. They never reformed. A re-
entless warfare was w upon them
from Stone mountain to Kenesaw, and
one by one they bit the dust until they
were all wi out. The reader at s
distance must not jump to the conclo-
sion that this indiscriminate slaughter
has caused any unusual searcity of dogs
in this region. Thanks to the univer-
sal human weakness for pets, we are
sbundantly supplied with bench-l
fices, terriers, pugs, Newfoundlan
mastiffs, and bulls If some unex
calamity should cause them all to go
wild, r the ludhig: of their predece.-
sors, they w A0 uncom
w::& cl?Wdop]lo deal with. — Atla
Conatitubion.

— . —

There ie only one 60!) printing of-

“The ldenl Magnzine”

for young people is what the papers
call 8t. Nicholas. Do you know about
it,—how how clean and
pure and helpful? If there are any

}.’U\It‘ It s,

boys or girls in your house will you
not try a number, or try it for a vear,
and see if it isn’t just the element you
need in the household? |
said, “We

like it on this

The London
have nothing
Here are some

Fimes has
side.”
leading features of
St. Nicholas for 1886--1887,

Stories by Louisa M. Alcott and
Frank R. Stockton,—several by each
author,

A short Serial story by Mrs. Bure
Lord

Fauntleroy” has been a great feature

nett, whose charming *“Little

in the past year of 8t, Nicholas,

War stories for Boyve and Girls,
Gen. Badeau, chiel-of-stafl, biographer
and confidential General

Grant, and one of the ablest and most
popular of living military writers, will
contribute a number of papers de-
scribing in clear and vivid style some
of the leading battles of the civil war,
They will be panoramic descriptions
of single contests or short campaigns,
presenting a sort of literary picture gal
lery of the grand and heroie contests
in which the parents of many a boy
and girl of to-day took part.

The Serial stories nclude “Juan
and Juanita,” an admirably written
story of Mexican life, by Francis
Courtney Baylor, author of “On Both
Sides;” aleo, “Jenny's Htmnlinr
House,” by James Otis, a story of lile
In A great city.

Short Articles, instructive and en-
tertaining, will abound. Among these
are: “How a Great Panorama is
Made,” by Theodere R. Davis, with
profuse illustrations ; “Winning a
commission,” (Naval Academy), and
“Recollections of the Naval Acade-
my ;" “Boring for Oil” and “Among
the Gas-wells,” with a number of strik-
ing pictures ; “Child-sketches  from
George Eliot,” by Julin Magruder;
“Victor Hugo's Tales to his Grand-
children,” recounted by Brander Mat-
thews; “Historie Girls,” by E. 8,
Brooks. Also interesting contribu-
tions from Nora Perry, Harriet Pres-
cott Hpull'nl'll. .lmlqlli!l Mi"l‘r. M. IS
Boysen, Washington Gladden, Alice
Wellington Roliing, J. T. Trowbridge,
Lientenant Frederick Sehwatka, Noah
Brooks, Grace Denio Litehfield, Rose
Hawthorne Lathrop, Mrs. 8. M. Piatt,
Mary Mapes Dodge, and many others,
ele., ete.

The subscription price of St. Nicho-
las is $3.00 a year; 26 cents a number,
Subsciptions are received by booksel-
lers and newsdealers everywhere, or
by the publishers. New volume beging
with the November number. Send
for our beautifully . illustrated cata-
logue (free) containing full prospectus,
ete. Tue Cexrory Co. New York,

- —

R. G. Head, whose signature as
president of the International Range
association of America, demands jus-
tice at the hands of the president of
the United States and an act of con-
gress to suppress the rebate system of
shipping cattle and to check pleuro-
pneumonia, formerly stuck type as a
printer in Corvallis. Bob has made
the riffle, and rounds up & handsome
pile. His present address is Denver,
Colorado. In his letter to President
Cleveland he says: “I am empowered
by the live stock men of the plains,
who have more than $600,000 in-
vested in cattle alone, to respectiull
jnvite iLie attention of your excel-
'ency to the imminent danger threst-
ening our herds by the existence ol
contagious bovine diseases, which, it
once introduced to the open ran
of the west, will sweep our entire in-

friend of

fice in the county.~D. C.Ireland &
Co.
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