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The old red brick mansion stood up
primly, Its barsh outlines of uncompro-
mising squurencss half hidden by a
riot of Guelder roses that ¢limbed and
threw long green arms of lovellness
around the small dinmond panes of the
windows. A straight box bordered path
led down to the gate through an ave-
nue of beeches where the sunlight fell
in lance rifts down upon the blue grass
fresh with the green of May—Maytime
Iu old Kentucky In the yeir of our Lord
1633. Beyond the rustic gate a broad,
white road ran from enst to west.

Those were strange processlons thnt
wound along the great highroad, the
artery of trade from the east over the
Alleghanles to Kentucky and the south-
ern country that lay beyond in the gate-
way of the wilderness—long trains of
white covered wagons filled with n
medley of women, children, household
goods, with their escorts of stalwart
men on horsebnek. Already the heglra
to the west had commenced, often n
tribe of Choectaws bound for the wig-
wam of the great father, grim, dusk
faces under nodding plumes, anlmated
bundles, with smaller bundles bound to
thelr backs, astride of the ponies, stient
ns ghosts, and passing, always passing,
up the long white road,

Twlce each day, with the long tan
tara-ra-ra of the bugleg and the rattle
of whip and hoof, came the stageconch,
a flash of color from enst to west, and
again the quiet of earth and sky.

Over the hills, whose dim, blue line
encompassed her world around, the
child's beart went each day with the
dying echo of hoof and bugle; over
the hills, where the gold lglits of run-
8¢t kissed the pink limestone cliffs,
brightening to- emerald green the tufts
of maldenbair In the deep clefts, and
farther up, where the mists enught and
held them, deepening into the evenlng's
violet crown.

A slim, shy mald of barely fifteen, In
ber long, narrow skirt and prim ker-
chief drawn tightly across the chlldish
breast, the small brown hand shading
her level brows, ghe watched with
wistful eyes up the long ribbon of
road—little Anne, with her peach blos-
som face and soft gray eyes that had
dared to look from under their long
black lashes at a face that was the
face of a people's hero; not all the peo-
ple, for here in her father's house Anne
had heard flerce denunciations and
even curses against that name. But
when bad polities aught to do with a
maid's romanclng? Deep down in her
heart the girl cherished the memory
of one summer evening, when all alone
the great man reined In his horse and
gprang from the saddle to walk and
talk with a pretty child. Two years
had come and gone, but over the low
gate Anne leaned and dreamed of her
hero as did that Lisa In faroff Italy
of her king.

The evening shadows grew longer
and the sun vanished behind the hills
as the tinkle of bells chlmed up from
the pasture. With eyes still dream
thralled Anne wandered out and across
the road to where the spring Lubbled
up from Its mossy pool. A little rustie
summer house sheltered it, and the lt-
tle stream lost Itself in a dense thicket
of hazel bushes that grew close up to
the arbor. The girl's light foot made
no sound s ghe entered and dropped
down upon the seat. Voices close at

hand aroused her as a low murmur |-

came from the hazel copse.

‘“The best place is where the road
comes through Hungerford's woods,
this side of the miillL"”

Then another volee: “I don't like it
It's dolng all the dirty work and get-
ting the kicks for pay. Let them as
wants him out of the way put him
there,"”

And the first volce answered with an
pbath: "What's that to you? The men
that wants Andrew Jackson dead
haln't the men as risks nuthin'.”

“Andrew Jackson,” Anne's heart
gave a great bound, then almost stop-
ped, as there was a rustle among the
bushes. Bhe stralned her ears to catch
the last words.

“He'll llkely spend tonight at Hun-
gerford's, leaving there by daybreak.”

“No. There bain't but one nigger
along. He don't like comp'ny a-travel-
in'. And the low chuckle died in the
distance.

1t was nearly dark as Anne crept out
from her hiding place and glanced fear-
fully up the long white rond., Bhe
knew that Hungerford's lay fifteen
miles away as the crow flies, and to
reach it would menn a ride through the
night—morning would be too late;
knew too, poor child, that in the hearts
of those nbout ber dwelt the bitterest
hatred of the man that she would have
risked her lfe to save! Not that they
would have lifted a hand agalnst his
life, but they would have laughed her
Btory down and bade her hush, us chil-
dren should,

Alone In her lttle white curtalned
room she kpelt and prayed her simple
prayer. Bhe had always been afrald of
the dark—the dark that was llke whis-
pering Ups in your ear and the touch
of soft fingers clutching at your gown—
but the life of her hero was the high
guerdon of the deed,

One by one each door was closed.
Bhe heard ber father's chalr pushed
back and kuew that he was laying his
Plpe on the mantelshelf; heard her
mother setting the house in order, nnd
then it all grew still. The tall clock
ticked louder and louder through the
dark with an accuslng  volee—ten
eleven, twelve, and at the last stroke o
little dark figure Lurried across the yard
to the stable, where Hurry Clay, the

buy golding, whinnied softly In h(ll
loose box. He knew the Htlle flugers
that slipped the Lit between big velvet
lips, and be Iald hisv bandsome head
ugainst her curls [n mute caress ng tho
suddle was girted, Harry Clay had
uever carrled that welght before, and
when the flapplog riding skirt struck
his withers the fine ears lay close as he
reared and pawed the alr, with the thin
nostrils flared, but a whisper, a touch
upon the mane, and he dropped into a
light canter along the footpath, hls feet
making no sound upon the turf,

Fifteen mlles to Hungerford's, and
four hours yet until the dawn, Harry
Clay quickens his stride as a clock
from a farmhouse chlimes out, "One,
two,” and they have passed the brick
church at the forks of Otter creek,
where she had knelt so often at her
mother's slde. “Three,” and the white
road runs backward under the fiying
hoofs. The moments speed, and they
gallop Into the shadow of Hunger-
ford's woods. A dim old moon was
shining, and a break in the trees let
In the light full on the gif's face.
There was a rustle in the shadows of
the roadside, and the same rough volee
cried out: “That girl of Montague's on
the bay colt—stop her! Whoa, there!”

But Anne brought the whip down on
Hirry Clay's flank. Not quite swift
enough, for a pistol shot rang out, an-
other and yet another, and she felt a
dull shock as Harry Clay, maddened
by the reports and the Insult of a blow,
tore down the white stones of the road,
the fire flashing under the fron shod
hoofs—on and on, while the miles
rolled back In the dark and the gray
of dawn eame over the hills. There
was something warm and wet that
trickled down the great bay's ghoulder
a8 the little figure swayed and clung to
the saddle. As the gold broke nlong
the east a horseman rode out of the
woods in the opposite direction, the
game that had walked his horse and
talleed with the pretty child two years
agone,

The relns dropped on Harry Clay's
neck as Andrew Jackson rode along-
side Just In time to eatch her as she
reeled from the saddle, and {hen, with
her head agalnst his heart, the little
mald sobbed out her story, while the
sweet face grew paler and the wild
roses dled from the pretty cheeks as
the drip, drip of the blood went pat-
tering down.

The grim, dark face hardened into
steel as he beckoned to the negro that
rode a little behind him.

“Go back to the farm and tell themn
to make ready, and, mind vou, lose no
thne in sending for the doctor.” Very
carefully and slowly be rode, bearing
the light welght, while the still face
lay against his breast, smiling dream-
ily,

At the farmhouse all was bustle and
stir.  Mistress Hungerford's capable
hands laved the wounds and made all
gweet and clean In the ehamber where
they carried her to await the coming
of the doctor.

Very qulet and still she lay when he
came to bid her farewell. His face
was sad and stern when he bared lils
head Ly the low white bed where Anne
lay. They two were alone when Anne
opened her great gray eyes on the fuce
of her dreams, and in that look he
whose heart lay buried in a woman's
grave In Tennessee read the old story
sanctified fo the white shrine of the
malden soul; read also, with a soldler's
unerring knowledge, the whiteness
about the pretty mouth. The stern face
grew tender and the eagle eyes were
dimmed as he leaned to that unspoken
prayer, laying his lips upon the white
ones beneath, that quivered a moment
and were gtill. ]

The child's eyes looked beyond the
hills at last.

Two Kinds of Dreariness.

You bear often from car window ob-
servers of the ‘dreary"” desert, the
“hopeless,” the “cheerless” desert, but
the desert deserves none of these adjec-
tives, It is dreadful, If you wish, in
the way In which it punishes the igno-
rance and presumption of those who
know not the slgns of thirst; it some-
times s awful in its ponsslons of dust,
torrents, heat; it 18 even monotonous
to those who love only the life of
crowded cities—but it Is never dreary
or cheerlegs. Hopelesspess may well
apply to the deserts of Mulberry street
and Bmoky bollow, with thelr choked
and beated tenements, thelr foul odors,
thelr swarms of crowded and hideous
human life, but the desert of the arld
land I8 eternally hopeful, smiling,
strong, rejoicing In itself. The desert
Is never morbid In its adversity. On
the other hand, it 18 calm and sweet
and clean—the cleanest of all land.
Not till man comes, Lringing his ugly
mining towns and bhis destructive
berds, does It bear even the vestige of
the unclean, the dreary, the unpic-
turesque.—~Ray Stannard Baker in Cen.
tury (“The Great Southwest"),

Round Pegs In Square Holes,

A great deal of mlsdirected effort In
this blundering world s due to the fact
that people are compelled to engage In
work which they dislike, whken just
arouni the corner, go to speak, {8 work
which they might love. Ambitious par-
ents decree that the lad who would
muake a painter, whose eye for color
and form is true or whose soul responds
and fingers thrill to the wvibrating
chords of melody, shall instead enter a
counting room and be apprenticed to a
business for which he has no aptitude,

Blmilarly, a boy who would succeed
In farming or in the carpenter's shop
Is destined to a liberal profession and
compelled to undergo a long course of |
training for this, which, owing to his
lnck of fitness, I8 nlmost abortive in its |
results, Half the fallures and defeats
In life may be atiributed to the placing
of the round peg In the equare lole,
Men and women are forced to work at |
that which they diglike and which does
not enlist thelr highest powers.—Har-
per's Bazar,

| buslness, young man.
| take it—Philadelpbia Press.

THE HUMBLE HAIRPIN,

Yom Thonght Youn Nnew lia Many
Usnen, bt There Are Others,

The comprehensive morits of the
hialrpln are known to all observant |
men. Its specinl value In surgery s
asserted by a writer In Amerfean Med. |
ine., It pecms that n surgeon can do
almost anything with a halrp!n, o
can wire bones with it, probe and close
wounds, pin bandages, compress blood |
vessels, use it “to remove forelgn bod. |
fos from any natural passage’ and “as
n curette for scraplng nway soft ma. |
terfal”  And no doubt the women
doctors can do a great deal more with |
that most gifted and versatile of ho-
man implements. Anthropologists have
never done justice to the halrpin, It
keeps civillzation together. 1In the
hande of girls entirely great it Is much |
mightier than the sword or, for tlm(l

|

matter, the plow., What Is the plow
but a development of the forked stick,
and what is the forked stick but a
modification of the hairpin? 1If there
was any necesslity a woman could
scratch the ground successfully with a
halrpin now. In fact, there 18 no work
or play in which something may not
be accomplished by means of it

Dullards will tell you that women
aren't so Inventive as men; don't take
out s many patents. They don't have
to. With the hatrpin all that is do-uble
can be done. With a balrpln 0 woman
can pick a lock, pull a cork, peel an nj-
ple, draw out a nall, beat an egg, see
if a jolnt of meat 18 done, do up a baby,
sharpen a penell, dig out a sliver, fas-
ten a door, hang up a plate or pleture,
open a cnn, take up n earpet, repair n
baby carriage, clenn a lamp chimney,
put up a curtaln, rake a grate fire, cut
a ple, make n fork, a fishhook, an awl,
a glinlet or o chisel, n paper cutter, n
clothespin, regulate a range, tinker o
gewing machine, stop n leak In the
roof, turn over a flaplack, enlk a hole
in a palr of trousers, stir batter, whip
crenm, reduee the pressure In the gas
meter, keep bills and recelpts on file, |
spread butter, cut patterns, tighten
windows, clean a watch, untle a knot,
varnlsh floors, do practieal plumbing,
reduce the asthma of tobacco pipes,
pry shirt studs into buttonholes too|
small for them, fix a horse's harnees,
restore damaged mechanieal toys, wroes-
tle with refractory beer stoppers, lmn-
provise suspenders, hovel bonbons, In-
gpect gas  burners, saw  cake, Jab
tramps, produce artificial buttons, hooks |
and eyes; gew, knit and darn, button
gloves and shoes, put up awnlngs, doc-
tor an automoebile. In short, she can
do what she wants to. Bhe peeds no
other Instrument.

If n woman went into the Roblnson
Crusoe line, ghe eonld bulld a hat and
make her a coat of the skin of a goat
by means of the hairpin. 8he will rey-
olutlonize surgery with it In time.
Meanwhile the male chirurgeons are
doing the best they can, but It {s not
to be believed thut they have mastered
the full mystery of the hairpin,

When Women Were Extravagant.

Buch a hue and cry as s ralsed about
the extravagance of the women of our
day, and yet ut the court of 8t. Jomes,
In a dress of velvet embroidered with
gold, which Is sald to have cost no less
than $1,600, Marfe de' Medlels had a
gown sown with 32,000 pearls and
8,000 dlamonds, and her example was
followed by lesser personnges, who
cheerfully expended more than thelr
fncomes on gowns so laden with pre-
clous stones that thelr weuarers could
scurcely wove about In them, Mie.
de Montespan, the beauty who relgned
at the court of Louls XIV., wore at
one great court festival “a gown of
gold on gold and over that gold frieze
stitched with a certaln gold which
makes the moet divine stoff that bas
ever been Imagined,” according to the
panegyrics written by the pen of Mme.
de Bevigne.

01d Times at the Capital.

In recalllng the lHvely and pletur-
esque incidents which the old timers
enjoyed in Washington one 18 moved
almost to tears over the commonplace
nature of his own times. John Adams
used to bathe In the Potomac every
morning at daylight because they had
no bathtub in the White Hounse, and
no one ever pulled a kodak on him.
President Taylor used to walk about
the town and stop and chat with every

one he met, like a policeman. A recep-
tion in the White House in these daye

is relleved of monotony only by the
great crush of guests, who trample the
clothes off one another's backs, An-
other president set up in the east room |
a #lx hundred pound cheese and in-
vited the multitude to come in and help
itself, which the multitude proceeded
to do.

Distant Neptune,

The perfod of man's whole history is
not sufficient for an express traln to
traverse balf the distance to Neptune |
from the earth. Thought wenaries and
falls In seeking to grasp such dis- |
tances. It can scarcely comprehend
1,000,000 miles, and here are thousands
of them. When we stand on that, the
outermost of the planets, the very last
sentinel of the outposts of the King,
the very sun grows dim and small in
the distance,

A Stern Chase,

The Youth—Yes, I'm in business for |

myself, but 1 don't seem to be able to
meet with any success.

The Buge—-Nobody ever meets with

He must over-

Disturbed the Peace. |

“She disturbed my peace of mind."
“How "

“"Gave me a plece of hers,"—Detroit |

Free Press.

To be constantly pulling up the seeds
of life to gce if they bave sprouted Is &
Bérious menace to the health of the
plunts.—Ladies’ Howe Journal.

| tak' a tram "’

| in Ediubre’ the public houses are open

Whenoe Comen Electrieliy?

At a time when electricity s rapidly |
trausforming the face of the globe,
when It has already In great moensure
annibilinted distance and bids fale to
abollsh darkness for us, It I curlous to
notleo how completoly {gnorant “tho
plaln man” remadng ug to the luter do-
velopments of electrienl theory, Bome
recent correspondence has led me to
think that n vague notion that electrie.
ity Is a fluld which In some mysterious
way flows through a telegraph wiro
Nke water through n plpe {s about na
far as he has got, and if we add to this
some knowledge of what he calln “elec-
tric shocks” we should probably ex-
haust his 1deas on the subject. Yet
thia 18 not to e wondered at. Even
the most Instructed physicists ean do
nothing but guess as to what electrie-
Ity 1s, and the only point on which
they nagree Is ns to what It ia not
There I8, In fact, n perfeet consensus
of opinlon among sclentific writers
that It I8 not a Auld—L ¢, & continuous
stream of ponderable matter, as Is a
liguid or n gas—and that It s not n
form of energy, as {8 heat Outside
this limit the selentifie imagination e
at liberty to roam where 1t lgteth, and,
nlthough 1t has used this liberty to n
consldernble extent, no deflnite result
has followed up to the present time,—
Academy,

lplaeu.-

Bplders are an unsociable, misan-
thropleal race at the best of Uimes nnd
usunlly regard each other with tho
most tincompromising aversion, This
fmbitters all socinl Intercourse, so {lat
@ aplider wandering by anecldent Into
his brother's web s recolved in n man-
ner that If “a Httle more than Kin" 18
cortalnly “less than kind,” Inetond of
hospitubly entertalning hils visitor mine
hoat either draps by a fine thread and
disappenrs from view or promptly pres
pares to fight him.  Evietton s not his
object, but capture, with ulterfor de.
slgns upon the body, which with n wise
forcthought the mnster of the houso
already destines for the Inrder

But patting aside these prodent con-
slderations 1t 18 n grund albeit n gav-
nge slght to witness the encountor
when the combntants nre well mutehed
for slze and gtrength—the cnutlous
advance, with an delleate testing of
threads on hoth sides; the wily felnt,
followed by n precipitate retrent, and
wild dangling of the hero suspended In
midair, and then the headlong rush
and deatll grapple, hand to hand, foot
to foot, which s rendered very Linpross-
Ive when six legs are brought Into
netive requisition at once on elther
glde.— London Opinion,

Mushrooms Easlly Grown,

Any one may ronlde mushrooms In his
cellar or even in his attic with very sat
Infactory results,

He ghould bhave a bed which mny
conklgt of a shallow box, and this
should be filled with a dark, rich loam
to the depth of, say, elght inches, It
should be in a dark place, and o damp
pluce also 18 beneficial, but If he uses
an attie the room may be kept dark by
bheavy curtnins and the enrth damp by
frequent watering. An average tem-
perature of from 60 to 70 degroes
should be maintained. Almost all seeds
men sell the spawn bricks, nond when
the bed Is prepared the dpawn should
be broken into fine surface particles
and just covered with the earth,

Notwithstunding the popular helief,
mushroom# do not comwe up In o oight,
but they do in four or five nights, nnd
when onee up their growth I8 very
rapid.—Exchange.

All the Same,

During an encampment of the nation-
al guard of Pennsylvania at Mount
Gretna several yeurs ago n party of of-
ficers went out for a stroll, and, hap-
pening to pass a farmhouse near the
encampment grounds, one of them sug-
gosted stopping In for a glass of milk,
On golpg Inglde the yard they were
met by the farmer's daughter, who
brought forth a can of buttermilk and
gome tumblers, saying:

“This 18 the only kind of milk we
have."

After each of the party had taken a
drink one of them remarked:
“By George, that's fine!

let 'us have some more "

The laes replied:

“Oh, yves; tnke all you want. We feed
it to the plgs anyway."—I'hlladelpbia
Times.

Can't you

System In Saving,

“The only good plan for saving 18 to
make it an Invariable rule to deposit
something cach week or ench month,"
snys o bank president. “Having thus
put the mopey aside, it should be con-

The Taste Distinctive
of

Gund’s Peerless

is the

result of the

The Beer of Good Cheer

use of choicest

Bohemian hops and barley-malt and our
improved methods in brewing.

JOHN CUND BREWING CO., LaCrosse, Wis,
flavd 10 AW & 160" ~* $a pPawton ourde.

gldered out of reach and on no account
to be druwn upon except in cuse of
sickness, loss of employment or death,
It is surprising how money will ptle up
when such a system as this Is followed.
If every one who possesses any income
at all would adopt the praectlee and
stick to it no matter bow small the dl’hI
posits mlght be, poverty would be well
nlgh abolished."
Misinterpreted.

A dellcate point of pronunciation s
involved in this story. A country cous.
in once went to spend Bunday with an
Edinburgh friend., After a long day
gpent in sightseelng they found them-
selves a4 long way from home.

“Noo, mon,” sald the townsman,
“we've a long way to gang. Bhall we

“Tak' a tram!" ¢ried the other in sur-
prise. “Ye dinna mean to tell me that

an the !‘\'Jt\'lu!lh'_" R
Remorse,

Law Notes tells of a trial In which
the following remorseful letter appear-
ed in evidence:

Mr. Ridwell;

Donr Sir—This is what [ never expect to come
to. But it s trouble, and po one Lo belp mee out,
8o 1 want you to have ithis young woman Wurrbed.
But mee, let we lay top of ground, for the Tur-

key Busards to eat; for 1 have did rong.

_— L W

YOU MUST NOT FORGET

That we are constantly

growing in the mt of

making Fine Photos, and onr products will al-

wiys be found to eminac

¢ the

Most Arxrtistic Ideas

and Newest Styles in Cards and Finish. We also
carry o fine line of Moldings] suitable for all

kinds of framing,
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A NEW FAST TRAIN

HBetween Bt. Louls and Kansas Olty and

OKLAHOMA CITY,
WICHITA,
DENISON,
SHERMAN,
DALLAS,
FORT WORTH

And prineipal points In Texas and tho South-
west. This train Is new throughoot and is
made up of the finest aqutrman:. provided
with electrie lights and all other modern
traveling conveniences, It runs via our now
completed ‘

Red River Division.

Every appliance known to modern car
bullding and rallroading has been smployed
in the make-up of this service, including

Café Observation Cars,

under the management of Fred, Harvey,
Full Information as to rates and all detalls of
" lrir via this new route will be cheerfully
furnished, upon spplication, by any repre-
sentative of the

<.._‘__ )
) FRISCO |
/ SYSTEM |\

——)

HOMESEEKERS'
EXCURSIONS.

On November 0Oth, and 19th, and
December Srd, and 17th, the Missouri
Pacific Railway will sell tickets to cer-
tain points in the South, Sountheast, and
Southwest, at the rate of one fare for
the round trip, plus $2.00, Final re.
torn Hmit 21 days from date of sale.

Fast Time and Superior Through Ser.
vice, Reclining Chair Cars (seats free),
Pollman Buffet Sleeping Cars.

For further information or land pam-

phlets, address, W. 0. BARNES
T. P. A., Omaha, Neb,

H. C{TOWNSEND, C. E STYLES.

G, P.&T. A A.G.P.&ET A,

tive Bromo-Quinine Tsbiets
the remedy that oures & cold ln ene day

St. Lonis, Mo,  Kansas Oity, Mo,



