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THE UNKNOWN GRAVE.

A STORY OF THE PRAIRIE.

_In Decemlber, 1886, 1 was “making™ the

showns alomg the Blkhorn rosd im Nebraska.
From Adkinson west tthe passemper was 2
miglhl train and 3t §l 1o my lot to mde over
mest of hat conntry on 2 freight. Seated
im Yhe look<want of the way-car, | had an ex-
odllent opportumity 0 sec this heamtifl
ocvumtry. Owne afiernoon xs we were om the
About half way down is a bendh of ground,

ammbering some forty or fifty acces, and
' of it looked as thengh it had onoe been
ated. In a dump of pine troes at the

ext te the rond stood the nuine of an

pg @8 Ot had boen built, with here and

grave, with here and there a tuft of lright
covoing of Snow.
These fittle tufts of grass that could be ssen
long the top of what seemed to be a grave,
tw:a hand 1o hand encoumer
with the fierce elements of a Nebraska wim-
tex’s diay, but the bright sun o0k compas-
sion and lemt may after ray of gelden sun
shine down through tl.e branches of the pine

trees to nesist in this unegual struggle. The -

brerks of the Nicbrara miver form the most
romantic and picturesgoe scemery in Ne-
brarka, and mo where alomg its whele length
is the view srore strikingly beantibi! than at
mggod and precipitons bilufls together with
signs of civilissfion in sight, save the big,

lrmiberimg freight traim, made a soene which
wonld impress itsell imdelibly om the mind
of the bebglder, if e wene at all an wdminer
of matore in its wald romantic state.

The traim spod om, and this sylvan dell
was soon left behind. Bt the memory of
thut londly grave could mot be so ensily
viffaped. It stayed, ia spite of persistent
efforts to bamish it. A grave 3 always am
obpoct of imterest, awakening the tenderest of
excited my cwniesity and imtenest 1o such a
degree that when I had Zmished my work im
Valentine, which was the mest station, [ se-
curod a horse at the fivery stable amd node
badk to take 2 more canefnl view of the
grave, the ruins and thur picturesgue sur-
roundimgs. There was meither headsione
mor mark of any kind 1o el who #t was that
was sleepimg so peacefully beneath that sod,
axd after spending a hall howr in mosing
om the probabilities, I was abowt to meum
my horse amd mde back to town, when | was
groeted by a pleasant “Geood evening™ finom
am mcihgent lookmg old gemtleman, who
suid that he lived some miles down the wal-
ey, but was oumt looking for guail om tha

My evident curiosity comcemming the nains
and the lonely grave attracied his atiention,
and he said :

“Meyme Jackson is bunied there, aad a
sweeter ginll mever lived than she. Her his-
tary? Yes, | kmew her well, and if you like,
I willl giwe it 1o you.™

“It was severaul years ago when Jobn Jack-
son settled, or rather sguaned, at this place.
He did net mean to locate, and had no
thought of making it bis home. Jadkeon was
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