S T

THE RED CLOUD CHIEF, FRIDAY. JULY 30 1897

- gy ey ) &

CHAPTER IX —(COXTINUED,)

She ceased her tirade, and “tood goz-
ing keenly at Marjorle, who sat still,
listening in wonder, Despite her sharp
tone and brusque manner, there was
a tenderness in her tone that could not
be migtaken. Then, all at once, with
the abruptness peculiny to her, she
chamged her tone again, and broke lnto
a low, chuckling laugh,

“And now I hue pieach’'d my
mon,” #he said, with ber grim smile,
*“hae you had breakfast? Will you tak’
some tea?"

But Marjorle had breakfasted before
starting, and wanted nothing,

“Very well, Come and walk In the
garden.”

She led the way from the room, and
Matjorle quietly followed,

Pagsing out by the rear of the honse
cross a lonely court yard, they reached
a door In the high wall, and enterod
the garden—a wilderness of frult trees,
shrulie, and currant bushes, sadly in
need of the gardener's hund. Tangled
creepers and weeds grew over the
grassy paths, Here and there were
grats, and In one corner was an arbor
almoet burled in umbrage, It was a
desgolnte, neglected place, but the sun
was shining, and the alr was bright
and warm.

Miss Hetherington took her compan-

any-

fon's arm and walked stowly from path |

to path.

“The garden’s like fts mistress' she
gald presently, “lonesome and neglectit.
Since Wattle Hendersgon died, 1 hae
never employed a regular gardener.
But it's bonny In summer time, tor a
that, and 1 like i1, wild as It is 1
ghould lke weel to be Lurled here,
right in the heart o' the auld place:”

She entered the neglected arbor and
sat down wearily, Marjorle stood lock-
ing at her In timid sympathy, while
ghe pursued the dreary current of her
thought,

“Folk say I'm mean, and maybe I
am; but it's no that! I'm the last o'
the Hetheringtons, and it's right and
fitting that the place should waste awa’
like mysel’. But [ mind the time weel
—{t's no sae lang syne—when It was
gladsome and merry. Everything was
in grand order then, and my father
kept open house to the gentry. Now a's
changed! Whiles 1 wonder what will
become o' the auld house when I'm
ta'en. Strangers will come, maybe, and
turn it upside doon. What would you
dae, Marjorie Annan, if you were a rich
leddy and mistress o' a place like
this?"

The question came so abrupt!y at the
end of the long string of lamentations,
that Marjorie scarcely knew what to
reply. She smiled awkwardly, and re-

peated the question.

“What would 1 do, Miss Hetheriug-
ton?"

“Ay. Come!"”

“I eannot tell, but I don't (hink 1
could bear to live here all alone.”

“Ay, Indeed? Would you sell
Castle, and pooch the siller?”

“No, Miss Hetherington. I should like
to keep what my forebears had owned."”

The lady nodded her head approv-
Ingly.

“The lassle has sense after a'!" she
exclalmed. “Ay ay, Marjorle, you're
right! It's something to belang to the
line o' the Hetheringtons,and the auld
lairds o' the Moss would rise In thelr
graves If they kenned that strangcrs
were dwelling on the land.”

the

CHAPTER X.

ARLY in the after-
noon, after a dis-
mal lunch, tete-a-
tete with Miss
Hetherington, Mar-
jorle returned home
across Lhe flelds.

The sun was just
beginning to sink
as she passed
through the village
and approached the
manse, As she did so, she saw Mr.
Lorraine standing Inside the church-
yard gate In qulet conversation with
the French teacher,

Bhe eontered the churchyard and
joined them, the Frenchman saluting
her with lifted bat as she approached.

“Ah, Murjorle, my balrn,” said the
minister, “you are home early. Did
you walk back? I thought you would
have stayed later, and that Miss Heth-
fngton would have sent you home In
the carrlage after gloaming."

Marjorle glanced at Caussidiere, and
met his eyes.

“She did not wish me to utay,” she
answered, “and 1 was glad to escape,

But I see you and Monsieur Caussidicre

bave made friends, I met him on the
way and he sald he was coming here,”

“80 he has told me,” sald Mr, Lor-
raine, “I have just been showing him
over the kirk and through the grave-
yard, and now I have invited him to
take pot-luck, as the English call it,

“But It Is so late, monsieur,” sald
Marjorle. “How will you get back to
Dumfriea?"

“Did you not know?' returned the
Freuchman, smillng. “I am taking a
leetle hollday, like yourself! I have
engaged & bed at the Inn, and shall not
return till the beginning of the week."

They entered the manse together, and
Caussldiere jolned them at their sim-
ple evening meal.

m tea was over they sat round

the hearth. The minlster lit his plpe
. gm. M were
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{ting pleasantly together, when

Hu!'l'
won Mucklebackit, who had been up to

the village on some houschold errand, |

quietly entered,
“Johnnie Sutherland’s at the door.
Will you see him?"
Marjorie stovted,

the two young men;
at once replied:
“Show him In, Salomon;"

“A voung friend of ours, and n school-
fellow of my foster-daughter.”

The next moment Sutherland ap-
peared, A look of surprige passed over
his face as he saw the siranger, wlio
roge politely, but, recovering himself,
he ghook the minister warmly by the
hand.

“Welcome, Johnnie,”
raine, “Talie a seat.
Mounsieur Caussidiere?
introduce you,”

Sutherland nodded to the rench-
man, who bowed courteously, ‘Their
eves met, and then both looked at Mar-
Jorie,

“Monsgleur Caussliiere 18 my Freach
teacher,” she =ald smiling,

Sutherland looked somewhat pozzled,
and sat down in sllence, After an awh-
ward pause, the minlster hagnm ques-
tioning him on  his London  experl-
ences; he replied almost in monosyl-
lables, and was altogether g0 bashful
and conetrained that  Marjorle could
not avold drawing an unfavorable com-
parison in her own mind between hitn
and the flnent Frenchman,

“An artlgt, monsieur?" sald the lat-
ter, presently, having gathered the fact
from some of Mr. Lorraine’'s questions.
“1 used to paint, when 1 was a boy,
but, finding I counld not excel, 1 aband-
oned the attempt, To succeed In yonr
professlon (s the lubor of a life, and,
alag! so many fall”

“That's true enough,” returned Suth-
erland, “and when 1 see the great ple-
tures, 1 despalr.”

“He paints beautifully, monsleur,”
eried Marjorie, eager to pralse her
friend. “Does he not, Mr, Lorralne?"

The minister nodded benignly.

“Ah, Indeed,” sald Caussidiere, with
a slight yawn. “The landacape, mon-
gleur, or the humun fAgure?”’

“I have tried both,"” replied Suther-
tand., “I think I like figure painting
best.”

“Then vou shall not go far to 1ind a
subject,” exclalmed Caussidlere, wav-
ing his hand toward Marjorle. “Ah, If
1 were an arlist, I would like to paint
mademoiselle, 1 have seen such a face,
such eyes, and halr, In some of the Ma-
donnas of the great Raphael”

Marjorie cast down her eyes,
ralged them again, lnughlng.

He has palnted me, and more than
once; but I'm thinking he flattered the
sitter, Miss Hetherington has one of
the pletures up at the Castle,”

Caussidiere fixed hia eyes susplclouss
Iy upon Sutherland.

“Do you work for pleasure, non-
gleur, or for profit? Perhaps you are
a man of fortune, and palnt for amuse-
ment only?"

The question tickled the minifater,
who laughed merrily.

“l am only a poor man,"” answered
Sutherland, “and paint for my bread.”

“It I8 an honorable occupation,” sald
Caussidlere, emphatleally, though not
without the suspicion of a covert eneer,
“At one time the artlst was neglected
and despised; now he is honored for
h's occupation, and can make much
money."

The conversation continued by fits
and starts, but Sutherland's appearance
seemed to have quite destroyed the gay
freedom of the little party, At last
Solomon reappeared and grimly an-
nounced that it was nine o'clock.

“We kecp carly hours,” explained
Mr. Lorraine, “and are all abed at ten
o'clock.”

“Then I wlll go,” cried Caussidiere,
rislng, “but I shall call again, It |8 not
oftén in Scotland, one finds such pleas-
ant company."

Caussidiere shook the minister's
hand cordlally, and favored Marjorie
with & warm and lingering prossure,
which left her more disturbed than
ever. Then the two men walked out of
the house together,

Caussidiere and Sutherland walked
up the village side by side in the light
of the moon, which was then at ihe
full.

“You are a native of this place, mou-
sleur?” sald the Frenchman, afte: a
long sllence,

“Yes," was the qulet reply.

“A ¢harming place! and the paople
still more charming! You have known
our old friend a long, long timo?”

“Ever since I can mind."”

“And his daughter—his foster-daugh-
ter, 1 should say? I have heard her
story; it ls romantie, monsleur; it
touches my heart. Do you think her
pretty ™"

Sutherland started at the question,
which was made with apparent non-
chalance, but In reality with eager sus-
plelon. He was sllent, and the other
continued:

“8he ia not like one of commun birth;
ghe has the grace of a lady, [ was
struck with her elegance when she
first came to me for lessons. Poor
c¢hild! To bave nelther father nor
motuer, to be a castaway! It Is very
wad."

“She is happy and well-cared for,”
m answered mm who
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sail Mr, Lore
Do yvoun know
Thun let me

then

1
{

for she had an in- '
stinctive dread of n mesting betwesn
but the lilllllhh'l'l;

and as the
sexton disappeared, he sald to Lis guest, |

didnt ke the turn the conversation
was takiug; “and she has many true
triends.”

“Yourself among the numhes, [ am
gure'” sald Caussidiere quickly,

“You are right there, at any rats” re-
turned Sutherland, and he added cold-
1y, “1I'll wish you good-night.”

He stood before the gate of his fath-
er's cottage and held out his hand, the
Frevchman, however, did not attempt
to take 1L, but kept hig own handa In
hig cont pockets as he returned a polite
“Uood-nlght.’

—— el

CHAPTER XL

. HE next day was
U Sunday, the solemn,
not to say sancti-
monlona Sabbath
day of that peopla
which, above all
others, reverencos
the great work of
creation.

in the brightest
place in the chureh,
with ber aurcole
round her, sat Marjporle Annan; and
three palrs of oyes at least wera con-
stantly fixed upon her, The first palr
belonged to young Sutherland, tho sec-
end to the French visitor, the third to
the eccentric mistress of Hetherlngton
Caglle,

Of these three Individuals Caussldlere
was the most ill at ease, The sermon
bored him, and he yawned again and
ngain, inally going to sleep.

He wus awakened by a lonl nolse
wnd looking round him, he saw the
congregation moving toward the door,
Land Solomon Mucklebackit, from the
| precentor's desk, glaring down at him
in Indignation. He rose languidly, and
joined the stream  of people lssuing
from the church,

Out in the churchyard the sun was
shining golden on the graves, At the
gate several vehicles were walting, In-
cluding the brougham from Hothering=
wn Castle.

A Caussidiere moved down the path,
he saw before him a small group of per-
sons converslng—the blinl weaver and
his wifte, John Sutherland, Marjorie,
and the lady of the Castle, e paseed
by them with 1ifted bat, and moved on
to the gate, where he walted,

“Wha's yon?' asked Miss Iiether-
|ington, following him with her dark
CENTE,

“That 18 Monsienr Cauasidiere,” an-
gwored Marjorie, “my French taacher.”

“Humph!"” sald the lady. "Come awa'
and Introduce me.”

She walked slowly down the path,
while Marjorle followed in nstonish-
ment, and coming right up to Lhe
Frenchman, she looked him deliberate-
ly over from head to foot. Not at all
dlsconcerted, he took off his hat agaln,
and bowed politely.

“Monsleur Coussidiere,” =ald Mar.
jorie, “this s Mise Hetherington, of the
Castle.”

Caussidiere howed again wilth great
respect.

“1 am charmed to make mademe's
acquaintance,”

To his astonishment, Mias Hothering-
ton addressed him in his own tongue,
which she spoke fluently, theugh with
an unmistakable Scottish Inflectiorn.

“You speak English well, monsieur,"

ghe said. “Have you been long absent
from your native land?"
' “pyer since the crime of December,”
he returned, also In French. “But
madame is almost a Frenchwoman—
gho gpeaks the langunge to admiration,
Ah, It 18 a pleasure to me, an exile, to
hear the beloved tongue of France so
perfectly spoken! You know France?
You have lived there, madame?”

“] know It, and know little good of
it,” cried the lady sharply. “Are you
llke the rest of your countrymen, light
and treacherous, belleving In nothing
that Is good, spending their lives in
vanity and sensual pleasure?"

(TO BE CONTINUED,)

Dotter Left Unanid.

Two giggling girls pushed thelr way
futo the crowded car. The one waa
pretty, and knew It; while the other
wasn’'t, and didn't seem to know it
After a great deal of squeezing that
almost took thelr breath away, they
at last reached the front part of the
car. They kept up their glggling until
a man who was trying to read in the
corner seat got up in disgust and went
out on the front platform. Although
they both wanted to sit down, neither
wished to deprive the other of the
seat,

“You take it, dear,” sald the pretty
one,

“1 wonldn't enjoy it at all If I knew
you were standing,” replied the other,
Then they began giggling again,

At last, when another woman rush-
ed up to take It, the pretty girl shoved
Ler friead Into the seat, raying: “The
first thing we know we'll lose it, Be-
sides, my dear, it's better for you to
take It, because I'm more llkely to
have a seat offered me."”

The homely girl stopped glggling
and turned red in the face, and when
her friend got out about & mile be-
yond she never as muech as bade her
good-bye,

An Estimate.

Father—In tsking for the hand of
my daughter, young man, I trust that
you fully realize the exact value of the
prizse you seek? Prospective Son-in-
Law—Well—er—I hadn't fgured it
quite 80 close as that, but I guessed

it at about $500,000.—8an Francisco
Examiner,

Paper Leflance,
Foreman—Why doesn't the editor
finish this editorial on “Let America
Dety the World?" It's only half done.
Assistant—Oh, he got scared a while
ago and ran out at the back door, and
hasn't been back since. A mad sub-

url,hcrpl-nlt.
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N Mareh 224, 1892,
this engine saved
the 1ife of her eén-
" gineer, James Hus-
aell."

There worids, en-
eraved on p sllver
plate  fartened 1o

Iarge Corlles  en-
gine In o quarts
mitl In the moun-
tatnous region of northwestern Neva-
da, commemorate a roally remarkable
oceurrence,

The ongine stands In & space cut off
from the rest of the mill by a tight
partition. The room s made to con-
form nearly to the shape of the en-
gine, the wall Leing about elght feat
from It on all aldos, except where the
belt runs down Into the fly-wheel pit.
There the partition s at least twenty
feet from the rim of the fy-wheel, and
the great belt or band which earries
the power Into the mill comes In
through a hole «ix feet up In the wall,
and slants down to the bottom of the
fly-whee! about the same digtance be-
low the floor.

Thua In order to pass from one side
of the room to the other at this end
it 18 necessary olther to Jump over the
belt next to the fly-wheel, or to erawl
under It next to the wall, The fiy-
wheel 18 nn Immense affalr sixteen feet
In dlameter, woighing twelve tong, and
wide encugh on the face for the thirty.
glx-Inch belt to run, The englne makes
more than a hundred revolutions per
minute, and this belt whizzes down
through the floor toward the Ay-wheel
in a way to make one dizzy. 'The en-
gine Itself [s kept in a highly-polished
condition by tha unremitting atten-
tlona of the engineer, who speaks of it
as “0ld Allee,” and who has painted
this name In gilt letters on her var-
nished frame ‘n memory of a little
daughter who dled,

There 18 no direet means of commu-
nleatlon between the mill and the en-
glne room, as the latter has only one
door, and that opens from the outsaide.
At the time of the occurrence [ am
about to relate, this door had on It a
very complleated spring  lock, and
every time the door slammed the loek
caught and, according to the engineer,
“it took ten minutes’ work and the
key to get It open again.” The mill
runs continuously, being lighted at
night by a small electric-plant in the
bullding, and two big arc lamps hang
directly over the engine.

About ten o'clock on the night of the
22nd day of March, 1892, James Rus-
gell (the night engineer) was sitting In
a chalr at one slde of the room read-
ing an old newspaper, while his train-
ed ear followed every stroke of the
engine, and Instantly detected the al-
tered sound when an oller stoppod
feeding or a screw worked loose. “Old
Allce" ran as moothly and regularly
as a watch, and the englneer grew so
absorbed In his paper that he did not
at first look up when he heard the
door swing open and then shut with
a snap. Soon, however, the Indeserib-
able feeling that something allve Is
near caused him to lift his head and
look about the room. There, just in
front of the door, blinking like an owl
in the glare of the electric lights, and

ROUND THEY RAN
dazed by the fast running machinery,

stood & great, dingy browny-black
beast that looked to the excited en-
gineer as big as a cow. The engineer
knew at once that his visitor was a
bear, and a grizzly at that, and was
correspondingly scared, The miners
had told him many tales of the cun-
ning and ferocity of these animals, and
he knew that a few savage old fellows
still Ungered in the mountalns near
by.

This partlcular bear had just waked
up from his long winter's sleep, and
was hungry, or he would not have
been so bold. It |ls probable that in
prowling about in search of food he
had come close to the mill, and had
smelt the ofl In the engine-room, and,
finding the door open a-cragk, had
pushed it open wider, and stepped In,
When he saw the lights and the en-
gine, be had tried to back out, but bad
run against the door, causing It to
glam and the springlock to eatch,
Falling in his attempt to get out of
this dangervus trap, the bear turned
around in great wrath, determined to
take summary vengeance on the first
thing he could get at. Unfortunately
the first object that caught hia eye
was the engineer cowerlug agalnst the
wall, and he started for that individ-
ual withcut delay. As he lunged
across the floor he gave a tremendous
growl, and lifted his libs llke & spite-
ful dog, showing some terribly long
and sharp teeth, The engineer lost no
time In getting away from there, and
ran around the cylinder end of the en-
gine llke a vollege sprinter, while the
bear demolished the chalr with one
stroke of his paw, and tore the paper
into shreds, After consclentlously
completing this destruetion, the griz-
gly looked around for more worlds to
conquer, and seelng the engineer,
thought he would do, and started for
him agaln. As the bear rushed around
the oylinder, the engineer ran toward

tiie oylinder of a |

whvrl and aa the bear racea
down that glde of the engine, the man
fnmped the belt and started up the
pther alde, The bear pansed only an
instant when he camo to the fying |
Lelt, then over be went, and ehaced tae |
man on aronnd the eylinder end

tound and round the engine they
ran, jumping the belt, slipping and
stiding on the eMcit, olly floor, bul get
ting faster and faster all the time, |
There wan nothing In the room that
do wonld for 4 weapon, and Russell
could form no plan of escape, his great-
eat desive for the moment belng to
keap the engine between him and the
grizzly. Even this becama Impossible,
as the bear gained on him, and tho
distunes between them gradually les-
sened till they were running only o
fow feet apart,

The engineor shouted agaln and
agaln, but he had very little hope of
any one's henring him because of the
great nolse made by the machinery:
and even If they did hear, they could
not get In to help him, for the door
was locked, and he could not spare
time to fool with that loek just then,
It was simply maddening to him to
think tha* there were twenty men iIn
the mill only a few feet away, all ready
amd willing to help him If he eould
only let them know of his plight, and
yet 1o have that relentless brute chas-
Ing him aronnd ke a rat In a trap,

A fow minutes of this wild running
exlinusted the englneor, and he would
have stopped and let the grizzly do his
worst had It not been for the dread-
ful blood-curdling nolse made by the
animal's claws ns he senttled over the
slippery floor, The bear lunged and
plunged along lke a great awkward
calf, growling prodiglously the while,
but he made astonishing speed for sueh
an unwileldly-looking beast, and was
fast overhauling the man In spite of
his utmost efforts,

Onee, an the exhausted engloeer
lenped over the belt, he thought that
to dron on It and be crushed by the fly-
wheel would be an easler death than
to be torn to plecea by the bear, and
he almost decided to end the dread-
ful chase the next time he came
around, But when he saw the belt
ranning so swiftly to certain death his
heart falled him, and he walted till
next thme, Not o the bear, Almost
a8 the man's feet touched the floor af-
ter the leap he heard an awful roar,
and the next Instant a badly mashed
bear struck the celling and dropped
llke a shot.

That timely event ls enslly explain-
ed. As the man and bear ran round,
centrifugal foree caused them to swing
cut farthor and farther from thelr cen-
ter of motlon, the engine; and the
bear, being heavier than the man, flew
farther out till he eame to a place on
the slanting belt where It was too high
for him to jump. Then he put his
forepaws on {t, Intending Lo elimb
over, and that was the last of him.
The belt, running at that high speed,
Jerked him In like a feather, and ran
him thrcugh between it and the fly-
wheel, When the fly-wheel got done
with him, It threw him off at the top,
a8 dead as a herring and not much
thicker than one,

The englneer, however, firmly be-
lleves that the spirit of his little
doughter Influenced the engine to save
his life by killing the bear; and who
can say It {s only a fancy? The next
week he sent to Chleago and had the
silver plate made and put it on "Old
Allee,” and he deelares that she 1s
quite proud of It

A BABHFUL BAGHILOH.'

Reasons Enough for Falllng to WI. [
Wite.

“Fate made mo what I am,"” growled
a gouty gachelor, "I was intended by
nature to love and be loved and to have
the joys of old age In a bright family
elrele Instead of belng shut up in &
decorated dungeon llke this, The
fickle jade has played me a mighty
mean trick."”

“Why didn't you marry like a sen-
sible fellow 7" asked the old friend who
was making a duty call, says the De-
troit Free Presa,

“Fate, 1 tell you; predestination,
hard luck or some of those other agen-
cles to which we charge our misfor-
tunes, When a young man I was smit-
ten a sacore of times and hit so hard
that it dazed me. It made an awkward
sort of an idiot of me. I could neither
think, talk nor properly ocontrol my
motions. The only thing on earth I
was afrald of was a pretty woman, and
she simply paralyzed me."

“Pshaw; nothing but bashfulness,
and you could have overcome It.”

“You don't know what you are talk-
ing about. It wasn't anything of the
kind. When In love I was controlled
absolutely by scme ulterior force, It I
attempted to cross a room to address a
young lady my feet would walk me out
of the door., When 1 bowed I would
fall to stralghten up till some one
broke the spell by a word or laugh.
I'd start to say something and the re-
was afrald of was a pretly woman and
she simply paralyzed me."

“Why didn't you make one grand
effort and throw off the strange con-
trol?

“Phat's what 1 did when I was visit-
ing in Tenneszee and fell in love with
the grandeest woman that ever lived.
One day In the garden | set my teeth
and determined to propose. Then I
passed out of myself. 1 walked through
a flower bed, fell over a baby carringe
Into & barbed-wire fence, swore llke &
pirate and came up with a face Mke a
cranberry patch. The sweet creature
ran, So did 1. That was my last love

affalr, and now there f8 nothing left [*

but to sit in solitude and nurse tlu
gout,"”

Eustls, Me,, News ls filled with re-
ports that bears are thicker than

sheep,

LAURA KEENF AND LINCOLN.

The recent ptll:“rallon of the Vo of
the actress Laura Keene, who wa,s the
the stage favorite a generation ago,
bringa to mind the Imporiant part she
played in the creatont tragedy this na-

tlon hng ever been called upon 1o see—=
the assnasinntion of Athraham Lincoln.

The play WM of Pord’s theater In
Washington anvenneon for the ovening
of Friday, April 14, 1865, the “Donefit
ond Last Night of Miss Laven hoene,
the Distinguished Muanageress, Authors

van and Actress.” Op the same slugle
theet of faded paper may be roml:
0

ErasasnRn N TR iR

"T|‘I|l Rvmln;
the performance will be
: honored by the prosence of @
$ Prealdent Lineoln."
Disotrnssssnsns sasnsssrasbabs 0

The play wana the one the elder SBoth-
ern did 8o mueh to popnlarize, Tom
Taylor's "celobrated eccontric comedy,
ns originally produeed in America by
Miss Keene and performed by her up-
ward of 1,000 nights, entitled ‘Our
Amerlean Cousin' " The prices of ad-
mission were $1 to the orchestra, 76
cents to the dresa elrele and parguet
and 25 eontas to the family cirele, The
boxes were $6 and $10 each. The pres-
Ident occupled one on the northern
slde of the theater, just above and
upon the stage, The house wus crowd.
o,

e

v sa @

aw

Laura Keene was standing behind
the reanea on the slde of the theater
forthest from the presidentlal box,
near what I8 enlled the "tormentor,”
awalting hor cue. Of right she should
not have heen so near the prompter's
desk, but he had gone to eall some of
the actors, so ghe placed horself at
hand, hoping to be of service. Her
part wipa that of Florence Trenchard.
The time had come for the entranece
of Mr. G, G, Spear as Binney. He had
n drunken seene to go through, and
Miss Keene wans expecting to give him
A pieh a8 he went by her, to ald In the
effect as he eame within view of the
pudience, Instead she felt herself
pushed in the other direotion—{rom
the stage, toward which she was not
Just at that momont looking, As she
felt herself struck on the hand by the
band of another she glanced up and
recognized John Wlilkes Booth and
saw, too, the dagger he was clutching.
Al that very moment the appalling cry
rang out through the house:

“The president 1s shot!™

It was echoed spontaneously from
among the audlence, and, as  Misa
Keene came forward she could see
many men on their feet, some of them
evidently making for the stage, from
which they had seon the assassin dis-
appear. Women were crylng aloud,
men cursing and children weoping, all
in an Indeterminate panic, much as it
the alarm of fire had been ralsed. Miss
Keens came down to the footlights
forthwith and sald: “For God's sake,
have presence of mind and keep your
placos, and all will be well,”

Meanwhile Booth had made his es-
cape through the stage door, fleelng on
the horse which had been provided for
him, He bad been followed by a Mr,
Stewart, one of the audlence, down on
the stage after his leap from the pres-
ident's box, but had avolded him by
dodging about the scenery, and ‘had
gotten away from the stage carpeater,
who had attempted to detaln him, by
striking at him with the dagger. No
one except Mr, Stewart tried to pur-
sue the fugitive, though everybody
seemed willing to ald, Amid the con-
fusion Miss Keene heard a ery for wa-
ter from the presidential box. Pro-
curing a glass she made her way from
the stage to the box by way of the
dress circle. Mrs, Lincoln was erying
piteously. Miss Keene at once did
everything in her power to ald, though
she felt from the beginning that help
was useless.

Seating hersalf on the floor, to whish
the body of the president had fallen,
the actiess raised his head and placed
it in her lap. It was at firet supposed
that the shot had penetrated his lungs.
When the chest and shoulders had
been bared without discovering any
aign of Injury the poor head was rals-
ed. Then the pool of blood which had
gathered in the hollow of Miss Keone's
gown told the story. 8he remained in
that position untll the removal of Mr.
Lincoln from the theater, then stag-
gered down to her dressing room, not
only her garments but her hands and
face dabbled with blood

From the emcl of the shock and
horror of this Miss Keone never fully
recoversd, and, though she lived more
than nl‘ht'nnrs thereafter, she was
never strong, her nervous system be-
ing especially llable to aitack,

Crushed,

“This Is the most crusl yet,” walled
the rlsing young ,poet. “What Is?"
asked the common sense person who
had dropped In to smoke a fow of the
poet's cigarettes. “ ‘The Gabbock' says
I do not exhibit a single of de
generation."—Indlanapolis

The Difference.
Mr, Tift (reading)—Princess Maund

'glves her husband an hour's lesson

every morning in the BEnglish lan-

guage, Mr. Tift—1 am a little different

from the prince. Mrs. Tif—How so?
Mr. Tift—1 recelve my hour's language
from my wife at night,

Death of » Half-Shot Holdler.
James Hughes, a private soldier Q
the United States barracks at Col

creek in an Intoxicated )
:mnuummmm po

was drowned, e
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